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CHARLOTTE'S WEB

Catherine Mintz wrote to us saying, in part: "I got the 47th issue of ANVIL yestarday and was momentarily
taken aback when | wondered how many years the party's bsen going on? Forty-seven issues! 1f | remamber
correctly. ANVIL was a elubzine for & long time then went genzine., So how old is ANVIL? And is Charlotte
the- 014 Orfgtnal Founding Editor or did s‘aneone else help rack up all those {ssues?"

Fu ou should ask, Catherine. It just so happens that issue #48 which you hold fn your hands even now as
weMme fa our ‘fOth annfsh, The first meeting of the first sclence fiction club ¢n Birmingham =- the
Birmingham Science Fiction Club, known fam{liarly as BisFic == was held {n October of 1978, Little was
heard from Southern fandom in those deys, and nothing from Birmingham. Oh, 6 or 8 of us went to convent‘cr}s
in Nashville or Atlanta, and we would laugh about never sesing ane another {n the town where we lived.
Meade Frierson egged us on to form a club, but he has never attended a meeting, Besides Moade, other early
B'ham fans were Adrian Washburn, Penny Frierson, Frank Love, Wade Gilbreath, my daughter Valerie end 1. Jim
Gilpatrick, Jim Phillips and Beth Pointer were in on the early times,

Wade Gilbreath was elected President and he felt that a club should do something and that 'semething® should
be to publish. Everyone thought that was a good fdea dand that Wade shau o 1t. Wade s known for his fan
art rather than his typing speed so the first fssues, while graphically appealing, were painfully produced
by Wade at hia typer trying for error-free copy. Wade distributed the fledgling ANVIL to club members and
mailed some out to other Southern fans. He solicited art and artficles, and established ANVIL as the club-~
zine from Birmingham,

The second year of BSFC saw Jim Cilpatrick elected president, Wade tilrmed over the editorship of ANVIL
along with the gavel. | remember hearing them talk about the future of ANVIL, about how they both wanted to
see ANVIL become 2 genzime with a wide circulation in fandom, with lots of good art and articles, "different
from all other anfmals and much sought after by five in the afternoon.” Jim is a real go-getter, a real
ball of fire and he took what Wade had begun and ran with it, He Also felt ANVIL should be a club project
and, having access to the South Central Bell offices were he worked, h® enlisted club membars to type the
zine, He. looked over our shoulders and instructed us where to leave space for {llos, Beth Pofnter, Jim
Cobb, Wade, .im Gl1patrick,,, and who elsel... were there. | was known as "Chief Typoist". We all went out
for pizza afterwerds... Ah, those were the days... (Catherine Mintz, you know not what you have done, to
bring back all thase memorfes, | will fall into nostalgfa-1and and never be heard fram again!) | remember
qlving Jim a hard time about how "pretty" he was trying to make ANVILj why, he was even establishing a
format! 1 told Mm {t was only a fanzine, for crying-out-loud! He took ft good-naturedly (Jim's a good
tease) and laughed, and continued with his efforts.

in the third year of BSFC.,. | forget who was prez but D.L.Burden and Jim Cobb undertook the editorship of
ANVIL, By this time the mailing 113t had gotten pretty big, we had a postal permit and loccers were coming

out of the woodwork. It had gotten to be a big job, and a gratifying one. ANVIL was being reviewad in the
fannish press!

Jim Gllpatrick Veft Birmingham to follow his career and we no longer had access to his office typswriters,
We were left to our own devices and it was pretty grim. | was working.at Clow Corporatfon (they made cast
iron pipe) and after D.L. and Jim had edited, typed and pasted up the originals, | copfed it, using BSFC
oaper. | remember golng te the front office after hours and zapping double-sided copies, 50 at a time. The

Comptroller, the Sales Manager and the General Manager in turn spoke to me as they left the office:
"Working late, eh? Coodnight, Charlotte,"

Mchard and D.L. moved, Jim Cobb had better things to do than spend his 11fe, his fortune and his sacred
honor on a fanzine. for erying=out-loud, and guess-who was Just dying for a chance to edit ANVIL, really,
instead of just bDeing a typoist and copy-person. You're right, it was me. 1 didn't feel really capable
though, of dofng the whole job, and would only do it §f ¥Wade would promise to help me by editing the locs.
in  the meantime Clow closed down and | was “betwsen Jobs”, draming unemployment. ANVIL 22 (June, 1982) was
my first {ssue, and {t was done by mimeo. MANVIL takes a giant step backward,” my first editorial began.
Actually, fanzines a dimosaurs, a dying breed at best, or perhaps the kind of fanzfne we were trying for
is hopelessly old-fashionad, but | always felt (and still do) that mimeo {s the only true=fannish way to
publ fsh, Meade Frierson offered the top~of-the-line A.B, Dick mimeo he had inherited from his office and
chat he no Tlonger wused for copying fanzines, as he had access to top-of=the~line Xerox at the office. |
immediately took him up on it and the club and | split the cost of refurbishing 1t. It had been sitting up
for 5 or 6 years and was all crudded up. It lives at my house. | give it a good home.

\bout this time, egged on by Wade, | decided to tell the world that ANVIL was no longer a clubzine, There
ere other clubs in town by now... Magie City Fantasy for one, and McCaffrey clubs, . After BSFC went pri-
‘ate, Renafssance SF Club sprang {into being. There are a couple of other clubzines, with 1istings of
‘vents, etc. and me had aimays wanted ANVIL to be a genzine. Unfortunately, this was taken by certain
embers of the fanzine scene to be a sign of snobbery. If your zine s born 3 genzine, that's all right,
‘ut you can nevar asplre to change your spots once you are born a clubzinel And then there was the whole
‘hing about ANVIL befng nominated for a Hugo in 1986, ANVIL's nominatfon. provided more grist for the
‘annish mill: Was §t a valid nomination? Was 1t worthy to be nominated?

. ¥
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On the brighter side, ANVIL continued to grow and to become known in the fanzine community. Harry Warner
was our first Bfg-Name Loccer. We had correspondents and contributors in Australia (Marc Ortlteb), England
(Bob Shaw), 1loccers from The Netherlands, Finland, Canada, and finally we heard from Walt Willfs. Krsto
Mazurnfc resurfaced, followed by 1letters from Czechoslovakia, ANVIL had become internationall known,

different from all other fanzines, and much sought after. It §s now five fn the af ernoon, {s much
sought after, and Charlotte needs some help.

To this end, the Mafisettes are going to help produce ANVIL. Wade had long since given up editing the locs,
but Penny Frierson has volunteered-=-not only to edit Locs, but to solfcit materiall The mailing list is 3
mess and badly needs updating. Linda Riley safd "But that®s just organizational work. | can do thatl

ANVIL still needs to be typed, but | don't mind straight typing and | have a lovely wordprocessor at work,
you see == So, ANVIL marches on...

Yes, | really do still live at 8325 7th
Avenue South. And thereby hangs a tale. |
had noticed | was not getting z lot of
interesting mail lately. Sure, the bills
still came, and Forrest got mail. "Resident”
and "Occupant" were well supplfed with
reading material and Conus Fleming, my niece,
even got the occasional missive. | even
recefve mafl for 8325 7th Court and Terrace.

*hen Penny and | went to Atlanta a couple of
weeks ago, Pat Gibbs told me my meeting
notice had been returned marked "™Moved = Left
No Forwarding Address." .| taughed... "No,
I'm still there. The Post Office goofed." |
thought no more of it until Dick Lynch called
me at work from Maryland with the same story
about the COA he had sent me. The next night
Mer1in Odom safd mail to me had been returned
to him. By now | had figured out that the
bills came to Jerry, and what with everyone
else's mafls coming 1n, the only person not
jetting mail was "Charlotte Proctor™l Monday
vas a holiday but Tuesday morning first thing
{ called my branch P.0. and asked to speak to
~he manager. "This 1s the manager, Honey.
#hat can | do for 'you?” Talk about adding
insult to injury! In as business=1ike a
nanner as | could, | explained my problem to
che manager. He consulted with the staff and
:hen told me that mafl had been returned from
3325 marked "Unknown, Not at This Address,
Zeturn to Sender", and that when the postman
nad tried to deliver it again, ft had egain
Jeen rejected.
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Right away | knew. 'Yes, that mail was addressed to 'Ronnie Holland' in care of me at my address. it is
'Ronnie Holland® who {s unknown and who does not and never has 1fved here," | said through clenched
teeth. (Ronnte f{s my niece's ex and for some reason i was receiving hs bills-~of course | was sending
them back.) Why fn the name of Ghod the postman thought | didn't live there when it was Ronnfe Holland

the mail was addressed to | don't know, but | was left feeling thet | was the one who was stupid. You
win some, you Tose some. In any event, you may mai{l me stuff again, | might even get it.

b ]

The Mafiaettes haven't been up to much lately. We went to New Orleans, but it rained. Penny bought a
Lincoln Town Car. It doesn't have as large an engine as the Caddy, but it‘11 do. Linda and P.L. and |
are happy she still has a car large enough for her friends and their luggage. | drove it home from
Atlanta in the rain and it held the road real good... We pronounce it a car fit to carry the Mafiaettes.
Penny, Linda and | went out one Friday night, messing around in honor of Penny's birthday. Andrea
couldn't go, but then she never can go anywhere these days.

ilel1, the Mafiaettes did get together one night and get drunk and watch an "art" film, but you don't want
to hear about that I

Ya wanna hear the latest news and gossip? The news {s that Charlotte is NOT standing for TAFF, The
gossip 1s that though a 1lot of people wanted her to, her job kept her from leaving the country until
after the income tax deadline which fs April 15. That precluded her going to Eastercon the last weekend
in March (Oh, she could have gone, but a TAFF representative == if she were so lucky to be one == should
stay longer than a weekend, or even a week, which 1s as long as they would allow her to be gone.)

| had put out feelers early on, but did not hear anything back from the TAFF people. What | did hear
though was rumors from England. Martin Tudor asked if | preferred "Mexicon or the Eastercon in Jersey?".
British zines | receive in trade were mentioning the possibility that | would be standing for TAFF,

And § finally made up my mind to do so. | got my American nominators lined up, wrote up my platform,
sent in my money and my pledge to attend, barring Acts of Cod, any convention after April 15, so that |
could stay in the country for sevoral weeks afterwards visiting varjous fan groups.

But my bubble was burst. | had a real nice phone call from Jeanne Gomoll explaining why my plans just
wouldn't do. After the initial disappointment, | cheered by the knowledge that | wouldn't have to be a
TAFF administrator after all,

dnirirkeiviek

ke Glicksohn mentioned receiving mail from a fan in prison. Well, 1t's not unknown for fans to go to
prison == Ted White fs our best-known exampie, while in the Southern reaches, Sam Castfriend from Atlanta
was the '"Con's con" one year. So when | received a letter from a John Spellman fn the West Jefferson
Correction Facility, saying he had gotten ANVIL's address from Factsheet Five, | thought he could be just

another fan gone wrong. Or he could not. | replfed cautiously, asking among other things, what he had
done to be in Kest Jefferson,

The answer, when ft came a few days before | left for New Orleans, was not reassuring. He told me that
he was serving a life sentence for murder. His letter iIndicated that he was a student of creative

w;it;ng. By this | mean that he wrote me a detailed biography, the detsils of which could not be
checked.

Now |'m worried. He knows my home address, and his credentials are not sterling. | don't want to make
him mad. | haven't yet replied, and | can only hope that he got tired of waiting for my reply and that
he wrote to me again and the Post Office returned it marked "™Moved ~- Left No Forwarding Address" Il

Wirdedririeiek

I just had a letter from our Czech correspondent, Ladislav Peska. | had asked him to send me a brief
report on Parcon, the Czech National Convention, but he sent me fnstecad a report written by Eva Hauser, the
top award-winning writer at that conventionl ANVIL 1s honored.

Bruno Ogorelec's article is concluded fn this {ssue, Richard Gilliam sent a well thought-out and well
researched piece on Harlan Ellison's early works, and Mark Manning sent a delightful pifece of faan fictionl
The 01d Ironmaster Dithers, and Charlotte's Web has rambled on longer than usual this time. The cover art is

by Founding Father Wade Gitbreath. Hope you enjoy this 10th Anniversary issuel Keep those cards and
letters coming...

By the way, Subscribers, your subscriptfons just expired. Send Money.
Members: your annual dues are due in Jenuary. Pay early and avofd the rushl
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PARCON REPORT

Parcon, the 7th meeting of Czechoslovak SF Fans, was held in Ostrava (a Noravian town which is
approximately equally distant from both east and west ends of our republic). Ostrava {s a miners®
town, so the accommodations were provided at the campus of the College of Mining. The term of the
meeting was untraditional, too: from the 16th to 18th July 1998, at the time of school holidays.

~= Eva Hauser

The program was rich, with many simultaneously held lectures, discussions, book auctions and
exhibitfons. | can hardly guess the number of fans present in the large auditorium during the
official opening = perhaps 400-600 fans. During the first evening they met several editors from
varfous publishing houses; the editors were exposed to a real cross-examinatfon about editions of
newly transiated books, re-editions of famous foreign authors and publications of new Czech and
Slovak SF. The same happened with the delegation of authors and edftors the Cerman Democratic
Republic who explained (in a wonderful "Cerman-Czech") the situation in SF publishing in their
country.

A prominent personality of the meeting was ocur most popular SF writer Ondrej Neff, who got the
Prize of European SF Union for his book of essays about SF shortly before the meeting. He give an
excellent lecture about creative writing and (in a smaller circle of listeners) a friendly,
relaxed informatfon, rather a chat, about Czechoslovak fandom, about perspectfves of publ{shing an
official SF journal and some comfic books; our fans long for comics especially eagerly as comics
are sti11 considered by some officials "a second-rate, decayed entertairment®.

Some other lectures wure given on space flights, on methods of translations from foreign languages
and even on "Scifilfa"™ which fs a fictional planet reflecting the whole history of our fandom:
various continents, countries and islands represent different SF clubs.

A yearly competition of new short SF stories was held this time, too. The prize awarded to"the
winner is a small black ceramic figure - a newt, inspired by the novel "The War With The Newts" by
our classic author Karel Capek. About 400 authors participated in this competition, but the
number of jury-persons was perhaps still more respectable: 20 of our most active SF fans, editors
and SF writers. Five or ten best short stories were all squared so that the differences between
the sums of awarded points were small. Anyway, when | started to anticipate that | can possibly
obtain the Newt, | became terrible excited, and when | really got it, | was simply overwhelmed!
Some of my friends were astonished that a woman could win the competition, but there fs obviously
no reason for such astonishment, as there sre a lot of women in Czechoslovak fandom by now.

Every year a second Newt {is awarded for special credit for our SF movement. This time Kaja
Saudek, the author of numerous ingenious comics, which unfortunately are not published as much as
our fans would wish, was awarded this Newt.
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MOVIETIME §

For some time now 1 have noticed that the hard-core, old~time, science fiction fans who pride
themselves on being able to re have looked down thefr nose at *gasp* the Media fans! All the while,
these self-same holier-than-thou fans who rgag are sneaking peeks at ST reruns while vehemently denying
that they are "Trekkies"... Not to mentfon paying good money to see every new Star Trek Movie that comes
out as well as "Predator", '"Robocop' and ""The Hidden".

== Charlotte Proctor

Perhaps the above attitude is a bit overstated, but | am one of the guilty parties and | shoutd
know, However, as this decade advances, | have become more and more aware that we literate snobs have
been denying, to our own detriment, the validity of Science Fiction in today's SF movies. Granted, back
in the old days, SF movies were poor efforts, vastly underbudgeted, campily acted and properly consigned
to the “B"-movie category. Even those 'classic" old movies with original and/or viable plots and scripts
could not rise above thefr origins, as those were the "bad old days" when Science Fiction was underdog...
second-rate literature... bug-eyed monsters... lurid covers on pulps, etc., etc., etc.

But novi, all of a sudden it seems, the market is flooded with SF films, some of which are valid,
legitimate Science Fiction films, When did it happen? 1'11 bet it began when the public's imagination
was captured by the Space Race... when those things that we had read about all our lives and almost took
for granted would happen did happen, to the wonder and delight and pride of the general American public.
When Science Fiction became Science Fact, when Technology caught up with Fantasy, when the American
Public, the Yuppies, the Dinks, the Mundanes, accepted not only space flight, but space ggg {or E.T.s),
and space travel far beyond the Moon. And Monsters, don't forget monsters! We began to see re-makes
like "invasfon of the Body-Snatchers", silly movies 1ike "Gremifns" and "Critters", and late-nfght reruns
of "Day of the Triffids",

In much the same way that we have seen SF books go Hainstream, we have seen Mainstream movies go
SF, The public, of course, demands to be entertained, to be titillated, to be shocked... movies these
days, SF or otherwise, are not known for their subtlety. The public must be served, and a movie is a
much bigger production, cost-wise, than a book=-- though only one author's family depends on his fncome
from a book, many families depend on the income from the production of a movie. So | will make excep-
tions for 1loud noise, nearly naked women {and men), gross visual effects and other ploys unnecessary to

the advancement of the plot. | will look over these things, and look to the characterizations and story
1ines.

The first bfig budget SF films were the adventures, the Space Operas... Special Effects were sbﬁ
thing for a while. Well, that's all rfght... | loved to read space adventure stories, why not watc

them? Televisfon aided and abetted this acceptance by and ultimate enthusiasm of the viewing public for
the previously-downgraded 1fterary step-child: Science Fictfon. Star Trek, Star Wars, Battle-Star
Calactica... a far cry from "My Favorite Martian". And then my favorite Martian, Ray Bradbury, had his

ow? shgw on Cable TV, not many years after the film version of his "Something Wicked This Way Comes" was
released.

Not all the early efforts of serfous SF filmmakers were financial successes. They were not all
critical successes either, but what do critfcs know? | ask you, was not "Something Wicked" faithful to
the story, and did it not convey the Octoberish miasma of Bradbury, and did you not cringe and weep at
the confrontation in the library? The only story that can be successfully transposed fn its entirety to
the Silver Screen, in my opinion, is a short story. "Something Wicked" made this transformation. Those
who deny {t are not paying proper attention, and by that | mean that to properly appreciate a Bradbury

story in either medium, one must concentrate, give yourself over to the mood, the dream... but | di-
gress.

Film-making 1is a chancy business at best, and the biggest gambles can produce the biggest box-
office flops. One such was the DeLaurentiis production of "Dune", released in 1984, It §s a beautiful
movie, and illustrates the book as no set of still pictures possibly could. The music is heroic (Tove
that '"Prophesy" thems); the sets are perfect for each planet; the costumes are ideally sufted to each
population and character. And the characters were Frank Herbert's creations =- the casting was impec-
cable, The script is vignettes 1ifted, word-for-word, from the book. There fs no doubt when watching
the movie that you are seeing 11lustrated scenes from the book. The one scene the movie changed (and
that, for the better,) was Paul's water of 11fe scene which in the book was hidden away in the further-
most recesses of a steich. (Paul was in a coma for three weeks -- rather dull for a movie.) This scene
was moved to the desert, his Fedaykin in attendance and Chanf administering the pofson potion, with film
magic and the invisible orchestra adding drama to a pivotal scene. The fact that none of the story lines
in Herbert's novel could be successfully followed in making the film left us, the viewers, with a movie
that was less than the sum of its parts. it was generally agreed that if you had not read the book, you
could not follow the movie. Well, | had read it, and | loved the movie.

Just yesterday | finally had the opportunity to view tie television version released earlier this
year, with 15 additional minutesl 1 really had mixed emotions about it. It was wonderful to see scenes
of Gurney playing the baliset, and doing his "quotation for every occasion® bit, and hearing Stilgar
preparing Paul for his first worm=-ride. But it was awful to see Kynes and the Fremen with brown eyes in
those scenes. !n retrospect, | l1iked the real movie better.
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"Robocop" did baetter at the box office, | think, | don't really care, though, because | laughed
with joy all the way through this movie. It was basic science fiction =- this was the sort of stuff |
used to reed. I didn't laugh because it was funny (untfl the last scene), but because it was right ==
they did it right! Robocop: cyborg, sart remains of Good Cop, part Peace-Keeping Robot, s haunted by
flashes of memory - {dentity = selfawareness, that gives Robocop his humanity. How gratifying it is to
see ft done well, and how scary to think that we will only have SF movies done right for so long as the
public interest is held =-- that this, too, will pass away, and when Anti-grav and Time Travel and FTL
Drive are Science Fact, Science Fiction as we know it will be long forgotten. Well, it won’t happen in
my lifetime, so let's 1ive for today!

And that brings us to a recent release, "The Hidden'". Set in a modern cfty, this story of en
interstellar cop hunting down a galactic madman has all the elements that make a Science Fiction thrill-
er/adventure story into a classic story of revenge, childhood innocence, love and sacrifice. This story
had a 1ot in common with "Starman" -- both had protagonists who assumed the body or shape of a human in
order to survive to do the job necessary, under a great deal of pressure, not to mention having to agapt
to a strange culture, and getting humans to cooperate in their efforts, all before time runs out! 'The
Hidden" was more subtle in {ts messages and the subtleties, when they occurred, were the more effective
for the fifteen bullets it tock to slow domn the bad guy in the zonedout stripper's body and his comic
reincarnation fn the body of a dogl

These excesses were essential to the plot... well, maybe the dog wasn't necessary, but it was
funny... and close attention was paid to detail in every scene. Befriended by the City Police Detective
Tom Beck (Michael Nouri), Pseudo FBI agent Gallagher (Kyle MacLachlan) displays a singleminded determi-
nation to got his man. The fact that his man keeps changing bodies as each is damaged too badly to use
confuses the {ssue, as the Earthside cops aren't thinking “Spaceman". This is, as | said, a modern day
setting, and only those of us who have read SF all our lives are going to readily accept the idea of a
bodysnatcher. But no matter, the story advances when Beck takes Gallagher home to dinner. Gallagher
looks at the house... hs Tooks at the furnishings... he looks at things as if gg.%ggfg§¥g;f?,§g_§g$h
before. He holds his fork awkwardly, he is socially a little unsure. During this part o e m {t {s
brought home to us how alone Gallagher is. Ke is stranded. Out of a sense of duty (revenge?) he has
followed this mad entity ¥o a strange and possihly hostile planet. And it surely will be hostile when
and if it {s discovered he is a body-snatcher, too. No matter that the body he teok (found?) was not
needed by {ts owner any more... just assuming the identity of an FB! agent {s enough to get one (human %5
alien} into big trouble. Not only am | sympathetic, but so is Beck's wife and that's a good thing, as it
turns out.

The Beck's pre-school daughter takes one look at Callaegher and knows. He returns her look...
they have what is called "a moment" before breaking the visual 1ink. This small and easily over=-looked
scene is critical to the understanding of the last scene 1n the movie. The little girl embodfes and
represents that elusive and easily-lost ability to see the truth which only the very young and {nnocent
have. Sort of like the Sense of Wonder that we hate to lose when we become older and wiser...

The relationship between Beck and Gallagher is a love story... between alien species. It's
First Contact, after all. Liking and respect come gradually, then a seeming betrayal splits them
asunder, The film's crisfs bdbrings the truth of the matter home to Beck who stands by Gallagher in
battle with their common enemy. 'Hom does it feel to be Human?" the bad alfen shouts. “...All right,
Gallagher angwers, cutting his eyes to Back's face, which {s a study in shock and sudden understanding
as the penny drops. Soon thereafter, the bad alien gets away (temporarily) leaving the Dstective
mortally wounded. GCallagher kneels, holding Beck's hand, head bowed in grief.

A1l this time, I'm thinking: this 1s an
Alden. This 4s an f{intelligent 1ife form from
God=knowswhere with the power to travel between
stars, take on whatever form 1s available and who
probably thinks we are 1incredibly ugly, not to
mention low on the evolutionary scale. But there is
love between these two representatives of alfen
species. This is the most positive movie 1've seen
in a long time. The last scene is natural, not
contrived, . and 1s a "happy ending" that makes me
want to cry == without a word being spoken, the
posture and steady gaze of the child speaks volumes.

¥
1
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| said earlier that the market is flooded
with Science Fiction films -- would that they were
all as good as this one.
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FRONMAS R Al LARGE

THE OLD IRONMASTER DITHERS
by Buck Coulson

Since writing my last column, 1've written down several subjects that | might comment on for someone
(I'm also doing columns for MENTOR and OTHER WORLDS ~- the latter is a new semi=-prozine, not the one
Ray Pelmer edited =-- and articles for LAN'S LANTERN). But none of them came out long enough for a
column, so I'11 try a variety of short subjects this time, beginning with a short history lesson. You
may take notes if you wish.

How many Southern fans know that the greatest maritime disaster in western history occurred seven miles
north of Memphis, Tennessee? (I'm restricting this to western history because China occasionally loses
incredible numbers of people {n riverboat, ferry, and coastal steamship disasters.) | was reminded of
this when | borrowed a 1ibrary copy of TRANSPORT TO DISASTER, by James W. Elliott. The Sultana was a
Mississippi sidewheel steamboat, and in 1865 it was one of a number of such boats used to ship north
the former occupants of Confederate military prisons. The war was over, and the quickest way to get
the ex-soldiers back home, especially 1f they were from the western states, was to send them up the
Mississipp! and Ohfo rivers, contracting with cfvilfan carriers to move them.

The Sultana, with a rated capacity of 350 passengers and crew, was loaded with from 2200 to 2300 ex-
prisoners, 1in addition to 100 cabfn passengers and the crew of approximately 80, and headed north from
Vicksburg. One wonders how that many people were put on board; a photo shows the decks crammed with
standing men. The Mississippi was having fts usual spring flood, so the boat stayed in the middle of
the river 1{instead of trying to hug a shorelfne as usual; the shoreline wasn't there any longer. The
river spread out for miles through the trees and brush that marked the usual shore. At 2:00 AM, April
27, north of Memphis and two miles from a town named Mound City, Arkansas (which the book's author said
still exists, but which isn't included 1in our Rand-McNally atlas), the boilers burst and the boat
caught fire. No other boats wer2 fn sight, so the passengers who hadn't been biown overboard in the
inftial explosion hed to jump for it, and try to find the shore in the middle of the night, in a flood.
One man who had gone quietly to sleep on the deck above the boflers woke up in mid-air, and lived to
tell about i{t. People fought over floating debris, swam to treetops showing above the flood, and some
drifted all the way back to Memphis, and farther.

There are three "official" estimates of the deaths. The army listed 1238, a figure the book's editor
calls "{ttle short of absurd". Of course, the army was engaged in a successful whitewash operation,
to make sure that no officers were court-martialed for overloading the boat. The U.S. Customs Service
at Memphis recorded 1547 deaths, while a contemporary history of river navigation 1{sted 1647. Elliott
believes the casualties "must have been at least 1585", and Juanita's disaster encyclopedia, DARKEST
HOURS, accepts the 1547 figure. For comparison, the Titanic caused 1517 deaths. Figures vary because,

once the army got through, there were no official figures on the number of people crammed onto the
poat.

Part of the reason for lack of general knowledge of the Sultana is that Lincoln was assassinated on
April 14, and the newspapers of the time were full of detalls of the funeral train, the trial of the
assassins, and so on. Another reason {s the area and people involved; the NEW YORK TIMES closed its
brief account by commenting that "none of the victims are from state: east of Ohio" - and therefore

they are unimportant. Nevertheless, the southern reaches of the Mississippi have a certain morbid
claim to fame.

And what does the above have to do with science fictfon, someone is sure to ask. Why, nothing at all,

of $ourse. And while we're discussing varfous other things, there are a couple of quotes I'd like to
mention,

""Friendship by 1letter is difficult, espectally between a man and a woman." (Desmond Bagley, WYATT'S
HURRICANE ) . | find that one of the sfllfer statements that I|'ve encountered lately. Friendship --
real friendship ~- by letter with anyone is more difficult than it {s between people who see each other
regularly and know each other well (though occasfonally there are people one sees regularly that one
doesn't want to know well)., But {t's not all that hard, and | haven't found it any harder to become
friends with women than with men. It's a trifle easfer, i1f anything; of course, most women in fandom
are somewhat different from most mundanes, 1in being more self-assured and with a wider varfety of
interests. (Or in having trashheap minds, 1f you prefer.)

"Very marked dffference between the sexes i3 male tendency to procrastinate doing prac<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>