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GONE wyr#t
THE WIND..

1t’s funny the “firsts” you remember.

My first experience with a hurricane was in Claymont, Delaware, when [ was 5 or 6. | remember
watching the wind toss a trash can into the air and hurl it down the street. I remember being p.o.ed when
the power went out, because the TV went out with it. Always the techie, I begged my father to make it
work by candlelight. A day or so later we toured the wrecked coast, and among the debris I found the
chrome hood ornament to a Mack Truck. A bulldog. Kept it for years.

It must have been around then that I saw the word “Louisiana” for the first time — on a bottle of
hot sauce. My daddy was addicted to the stuff.

My first visit to Louisiana came many years later. I had just started at UC Berkeley. After Dad
got transferred here, our family lived — briefly — in a town up the Mississippi river from New Orleans.

My first, appalled impressions: stupefying heat, air so thick you had to swim through it, whitewashed
shells spread on the roads instead of civilized California gravel, and my reaction when T asked for a men’s
room and was directed to a door marked “W”. “Doesn’t that mean ‘Women’?” | asked.

No. It meant “White”.

My culture shock notwithstanding, Louisiana began to assert an appeal. Certainly this had
something to do with the local girl who took me across the levee one day to show me the riverside flora. |
can’t remember her name, but vivid as today’s weather is the way her dress clung to her body and how
the sweat below her collarbone shone in
the sun.

But my affection for our new
home could mainly be ascribed to the
legendary city downriver. The ,
California I knew, you see, was a golden
land, with little room for other than
golden people. Undoubtedly this was
Jjust the paranoia of a skinny adolescent
... but life seemed locked tight against
me. UC Berkeley opened that
perception with culture, knowledge and
challenge, bracing to one’s brain and
political passion. But N’awlins split me
wide open, offering more fundamental
connections with the world.

How? Why? I’ve always
summed it up in a word: Texture.

Late.on a summer night, riding
through the non-touristy parts of the
Quarter or around City Park or through
the Carrollton or Gentilly
neighborhoods, you experienced a strain
of city-based synaesthesia. You could
hear the humid heat, feel the debauched history, faste the defiant poverty that fed the fundamental




aesthetics of New Orleans. No true soul is pure, and New Orleans had beaucoup soul ... foxy, sexual,
cynical, sweet — and above all, sensual. To the detriment of my weight but the delight of my soul, my life
began to gravitate around restaurants — grand, expensive places like Brennan’s, Commander’s, Galatoire’s
(I never ate at Antoine’s) — family seafood joints like Sid-Mar’s, Bruning’s, Fitzgerald’s — tourist
attractions like Café du Monde and Morning Call, homes of the impeccable beignet, and Felix’s, where
Dad introduced me to raw oysters — neighborhood havens like the splendid ltalian cafe, Liuzza’s, and
Buster Holmes’, red beans’n’rice so divine it got play on Saturday Night Live — skid row dumps like the
Hummingbird Grill - even fast food stands, and there’s no place like Popeye’s. My skinniness was
happily doomed. The phrase is more than a clever cliche, it is engraved on our spirits in gold: people in
other cities eat to live, but in N awlins they live fo eat.

They lived for other things, too. I’ll never forget my first stroll down Bourbon Street, the spinal
column of NOLa’s inimitable French Quarter. Jazz was in the air. I’m as musical as a boot, but even for
me, a lot about New Orleans was encapsulated at Preservation Hall. It was crowded and hot and you
squirmed on pillows tossed onto the cement floor — but you sat at the feet of genius. These were brilliant
old musicians, contemporaries and bandmates of Louis Armstrong. They came from New Orleans, from
forlorn and ramshackle slums like the Ninth Ward, where people were called yats because they said
“Where y’at?”, and when they played you could feel the sad sweet soul of the city glow in your very
veins. Listening to Willie Humphrey play the sax or Sweet Emma Brown pound the piano with her one
good arm made you cry for lost beauty. You could never hear that music played quite that way with quite
that emotion anywhere else in the world.

Music and food were all very good, but we are talking about New Orleans and the French
Quarter. Harry Flashman himself spoke to this topic, in Flash for Freedom, but I’ll forbear quoting it.
Suffice it to say that it wasn’t only jazz that | remember from my first excursion to Bourbon Street. The
rat-trap strip joints lining the avenue also imprinted themselves on my lizard brain. Mere blocks — and
mere decades — away, Storyville had lured foolish gentlemen to waste their goods on high-yalier hussies,
to the accompaniment of Jelly Roll Morton — and I saw the reprinted Blue Book to prove it. Clearly this
strange new city of mine did not cloak its attractions keyed to a young man’s emergent appetites.

New Orleans’ brash sensuality really made its point in 1969. It was the year of the Jets and the
Mets, the moon landing, People’s Park ... and a meteorological bride of Frankenstein named Camille. On
August 17, the Gulf Coast played host to the second hurricane of my life, a big, bad blow that savaged
nearby Biloxi and tore at the Crescent City like no other storm since the infamous Betsy. My family
spent its passage in the Royal Orleans Hotel. My brother and I ascended to the roof and watched the
winds rip a banana tree to shreds. Some of my ideas about life were also shredded, for Camille was
simply the crowning word in New Orleans’ ongoing argument: Live in this world, cher, for to be sure,
you will die in it.

Say no more. Her name [ remember, and God bless and keep her, wherever she is.

I met that gir{ at a NOSFA meeting. The New Orleans Science Fiction Association was perhaps
the second best thing about 1969. Back at Cal I’d discovered — through Poul Anderson, best and most
generous of fellas — the Little Men, a group rich with professionals and Worldcon chairmen and important
BNFs. Lovely people, and yes, Quinn Yarbro, [ mean you. But we were of different ages and saw one
another only on Thursday nights. NOSFAns were my age, with my interests and my enthusiasms, and
most importantly, their lives literally revolved about the club. More so than the Little Men could ever be,
NOSFA was a community. | practically lived with these soul mates. Through them I discovered fanzines
— viz — and more to the point, found that fandom could be a righteous and fulfilling way of life. Tt’s been
that way ever since. My mates from NOSFA in 1969 are in large measure my mates now.

So those were the delights of New Orleans — delights that took a boy closed upon himself and
opened him up — not unlike a Felix’s oyster.

There were dark corners, of course, to Louisiana and the Big Easy. Public corruption was so common it
became a spectator sport; the populace reveled in the state’s sassy dishonesty. When former governor and
current federal inmate Edwin Edwards ran for his last term against the racist charlatan David Duke, his



unofficial slogan was “Vote for the Crook!” (I did.)

Scandal wasn’t always charming. Since Katrina, horror after corrupt horror has suppurated forth.
Rumors of hospital euthanasia - helpless nursing home residents abandoned to their fates — and, as ever,
obscene police misconduct. No one familiar with the New Orleans Police Department’s internal war with
brutality and venality could be surprised that bad cops stole cars and looted homes during the evacuation,
and, a month after the disaster, beat a harmless drunk within a hair of death. Long before Katrina, New
Orleans had two cops on Death Row. It was humiliating to the good police and enough to make even the
biggest fan of the Big Easy blanch.

And then there was Race. That “W” on the bathroom dooi may have come down soon after we
moved there, but the animus it betrayed has persisted — and will survive even Katrina. No other place that
I have ever lived has suffered a worse racial and social divide than New Orleans. As someone says in this
issue’s letter column, the Easy was actually two cities, one rich with old family money, predominantly
white, and the other locked in poverty in dilapidated housing projects (or “pro-jex,” in the local lingo),
and mostly black. Because of New Orleans’ relatively small size, the two “sides” existed in close
proximity —and mutual fear and loathing. It was tragic. Both were essential to the soul of the city: New
Orleans drew its charm from its aristocratic heritage; its music, and its special sensual appeal, it took from
its poor. As Clint Eastwood may have realized when he made the movie by that name in New Orleans,
the city was a Tightrope — joyousness stretched tight over a chasm of bitterness, sadness, rage.

Noisy, dirty, dangerous, sleazy ... delicious, romantic, entrancing ... New Orleans sank deep hooks.
Twice since my college years I've tried to leave, and twice I’ve come hustling back. This last time I
stayed there for 22 years. That’s a significant slice of a life. In that time 1 became a lawyer, worked a
Worldcon, forged a life-altering friendship with a special neighbor ... and more. Since the century
changed I’ve again taken on the joy, risk and hope of marriage, and when I brought my bride home, it was
to New Orleans. When at the end of 2004 Rosy and I had to move to Shrivelport (as she calls it), 1 was
devastated — but I reassured myself that no matter where we settled, Rosy and 1 would often return to the
Big Sleazy. There was snnply too much New Orleans in me, and too much in New Orleans calling me
home. :
Then came Katrina.

And it’s -

Gone? Is it?

On October 23, 2005, Rosy and | returned to the Big Easy. [t was a profoundly wounded place.
Seven weeks after Katrina’s passage, the streets were still rife with mud-coated, abandoned cars — some
parked on the neutral ground, in vain attempts to avoid the high water. Taped-up or doorless refrigerators
stood sentinel before almost every home. Mounds of trashed furniture, pulverized sheetrock, twisted
gutters, mushed carpet, ruined clothes, downed trees, covered every curb. On West End Boulevard the
mound was a mountain, taller than the empty homes around it. The flood’s waterline showed brown on
almost every building — knee-deep, neck-deep, higher, worse. Sid-Mar’s — the funky restaurant where
once we hosted Mercedes Lackey and DUFF delegate Norman Cates — was just a concrete slab.
Bruning’s and Fitzgerald’s were ragged pilings. Inside the buildings, ruin festered and poisonous mold
coated what walls remained, black overlapping polka dots shoulder-high. Rot and decay and corruption —
real corruption. Everywhere.

Or practically everywhere. The French Quarter was an island of light and motion — the highest
point in the city, in every respect. When the tourist trade returns Felix’s and Galatoire’s and Antoine’s
and Arnaud’s will be up and running. Before the hurricane Preservation Hall was already featuring jazz
merely inspired by the great artists of times before, because all the real guys were dead — it will surely
reopen. NOLa’s port facilities needed refitting, and now will get it. Bienville himself noted that the bend
in the Mississippi is a perfect locus for commerce. Centuries of hurricanes haven’t changed that.

Qur people, SFdom, came through the storm physically okay, though all of their homes suffered



damage — Dennis Dolbear’s and John Guidry’s, as you’ll see, were nigh onto demolished. But I can no
more imagine New Orleans without Dolbear or Guidry than I can imagine Dolbear or Guidry without
New Orleans. I suspect all of our people will be back ... with one very special exception. See the
Challenger tribute, later this issue.

But what of the poor, the disenfranchised, the people lived the short, sad, painful lives in the
streets of the genuine Big Easy? Their homes and their ‘hoods are gone. Will W’s entrepreneurial
fantasyland or Habitat for Humanity’s prefab constructs support a real community — with spirit, identity,
history, and common ground? Can all the sweet charity in the world restore the soul of a city to itself?

New Orleans will re-open, and a lot of what the world envisions when it thinks of New Orleans
will be there. The French Quarter will feature grand restaurants, and music that sounds like jazz will echo
in the streets; strectcars will clang past the Garden District towards Tulane and Loyola Universities; the
roof of the Superdome will be patched, and the Saints will return. But I question, how can this be real? .
The real Easy lived for centuries on the razor edge of disaster, and now it has fallen. The soul of the city
was its people — and its people are gone. How can the new New Orleans be anything more than a
sanitized simulacrum of the raw reality of before?

We have no choice — we must wait and see. Mardi Gras, 2006 will fall on February 28th. We’ll
be in the French Quarter, in the Big Easy, in the New Orleans that survives, celebrating survival. Join us.

THIS [SSUE --

Like an oak weighted with Spanish Moss, Challenger #23 hangs with memories of New Orleans and the
catastrophe of Katrina. (Even Alan White’s luminescent cover could depict a Crescent City harlequin.)
This issue reels from the destruction of New Orleans, and I’m only sorry I lived to see it happen.

Natives of the Crescent City pitch in with their stories and perspectives. On early pages, Linda Krawecke
tell of witnessing Katrina’s fury —from across an ocean. Soon after, you’ll find Dennis Dolbear’s
terrifying first-person account of the hurricane. See if you don’t agree that Chall’s original associate
editor behaved heroically — and check out Charlie Williams’ inspired artwork. Peggy Ranson recounts
leaving the city in the hurricane’s path — and coming home in its wake. Don Markstein’s anger at the
abuse visited upon his home town sears the page. The pics rescued from John Guidry’s drowned photo
albums reflect the city’s fannish past, and I myself dwell in remembrance of things past, horror at the
present, and concern about the future. In addition, N.O. visitors Joe Major and Earl Kemp contribute
memories — and welcome hope.

But Chall #23 is not entirely lost in the nightmare of Katrina. Joe Green reacquaints us with one of
science fiction’s guiding geniuses. Mike Resnick’s classic “Bathrooms I Have Known” hilariously lives
up to its title. Greg Benford’s 1985 speech on scientists and science fiction is still compelling. Elst
Weinstein discusses cuisine he never sampled in the Big Easy. Alex Gilliland’s Morrie the Critic weighs
in on Iraq. Check out Rich Dengrove’s words on the Red Planet. Finally, and most impressively, the
great Aussie artist Dick Jenssen — a.k.a. “Ditmar” — proffers the magnificent tale of his life in fandom in
our third installment of Sheryl Birkhead’s series of fan artist self-portraits. Look on-line for an
astonishing color portfolio of Ditmar’s work.

To these folk, and to Sheryl, Randy Cleary, Mike Estabrook and all the other talents who have leant their
wit to Challenger #23, we offer our thanks. Their happy presence in these pages is a necessary reminder
not merely that life goes on, but that good wishes, generosity, and happiness are the best antidotes we
have to the terrors of the night.

Of course, my most special thanks to Ja belle Rose-Marie, for her invaluable and unstinting assistance,
support, and love.



A store across the intersection from the parish courthouse at Tulane and Broad in New Orleans.
The smudge across “beepers” is the highwater mark from the Katrina flood. As of November,
the courthouse, and all Tulane Avenue businesses, remained closed.



What was the worst thing about being a New Orleans expatriate during Katrina?

Linda Krawecke

“I know what this means. You don’t understand ... 1 know what this means!” 1 was
trving to let Dave know that this was serious, that what we were watching on the cable news
networks wasn’t just another hurricane moving into the Gulf. This was the one we always joked
about, the one that I would use as a party piece: “Yeah, New Orleans is like a soup bowl. If you
get the right hurricane coming in from the east with strong enough winds, it will sweep the lake
right into the city”. Then I’d shrug and laugh and have another drink.

But now it was happening. This was early Sunday morning UK time. Regardless of the
hour back home, 1 called my dad living in Metairie and got his answerphone. Good. That means
he got out of town. I then called my sister Debbie in the Biloxi area and got the same. Good.

I sat by the television and began my vigil, watching the reports of wind speed and direction.

Most of my relatives live north of the lake nowadays. For some reason I felt they’d be OK. They
always stick together and look out for each other. But dad was still living near the city and
Debbie was on the Gulf Coast near Biloxi. [ was concerned.

Fox News and CNN were repceating the same thing over and over; showing pictures of
idiot reporters standing in the wind saying “Yup, it’s really blowing hard out here.” [ went to the
internet and found a web cam set up on the north shore of the Causeway Bridge, pointing back
towards New Orleans. There was a mass of traffic, all leaving the city and the sky was so very
dark. It would get darker as the day progressed until the cameras stopped working. I managed to
find a way of streaming into two of the local TV stations: WDSU and WWL and watched as they
repeatedly told people to get out of town.

I called JoAnn Montalbano, the woman who’s been my best friend for more than half my
life. She was living on the northshore, close to where I had relatives. Thankfully I managed to
catch her. She was frantic; she had her house to seal up and her parent’s house too, as they were
out of town. Her current fella, Tom, had gone into NO to secure something to do with his work
place and was due back — but of course the traffic on the Canseway was incredible. Ican’t
remember now what I said. Just a general “hang in there, I'm sure it will be OK” platitude —
knowing that it wasn’t at all going to be OK.

There was nothing to do now but watch on a glass tube at a distance of several thousand
miles. I was glued to whatever media | could get hold of. Dave kept telling me to turn it off. that
I was only upsetting myself but of course [ couldn’t. I watched through the night, grabbing a few
hours sleep then began again in the morning. The whole time I’m telling Dave about hurricanes
that I’ve been through; about Betsy when my aunts & uncles and cousins came to stay “just in
case” because our house had a second floor. Or Camille when my Aunt’s house in the ninth ward
got flooded — but remained standing. [ remembered the sound of the wind making a god-awful
noise as it blew under our front door, of listening to a crackly transistor radio, the smell of the
kerosene lamps and that eerie feel you get as a kid when you know that adults are worried and
scared but are trying to make you feel better. Now I was one of the adults. And 1 knew to be
worried and scared for the people of my home town.



So I watched as the hurricane approached and I watched the huge queues of people trying
to get into the Superdome. Why are they queuing for so long? Why won't they let them in? This
thing is on its way!

And I watched as it passed. and [ was there when they started talking about first one, then
another break in the levee and about the water rising. What levee? Where? There are a million
miles of levee in New Orleans. The news was on every channel but it wasn't enough. 1 began
running back and forth between my PC and the TV — looking for any information I could find.

And I watched as the next day started and we could see what was left in the wake; streets
that I knew, areas that I had lived in, the gulf coast where 1'd holiday, the whole landscape of my
past - looking like other pictures I'd seen on TV — of tsunamis and earthquakes and floods. But
this wasn’t some other place. This was my home town.

Time blurred after that. I had to find my dad and my sister. That was all that I could
think about. It took several days, many message boards, e-mails and phone calls to relatives 1
hadn’t talked to in years — but I was finally able to piece together where my family were. Debbie
and her tamily ended up in Montgomery, AL with news that her house was gone. Not ruined or
blown to pieces or knocked down. Just plain old gone. Dad ended up being sheltered by a small
Baptist church near Winnsboro, north Louisiana. He drove until he couldn’t drive any more, saw
a sign outside the church welcoming evacuees — and went in.

Amidst all this was the trauma of having to watch what was going on in New Orleans —
all those people at the Dome or the Conference centre, the ones on the roof of their houses, the
ones wading through the filth. And knowing as [ know with every pore in my body what that
New Orleans late summer heat and humidity is like — with no reprieve of air conditioning or cool
water. No drinking water of any kind.

What was going on? Why was no one helping? I listened to a representative from the
UN say that they could have emergency assistance there in a moments notice — but they weren’t
asked. Same with several European emergency assistance groups who were waiting, wanting (o
get in there and help. Butno. The US didn’t ask for help. The US didn’t need help. So along
with the rest of the werld, I sat helpless and in tears of frustration watching as people begged for
help of any kind.

Tdon’t need to tell you the rest. Everyone has seen the same images I’ve seen. 1 feel
blessed that my family are alive.

Once I knew where my dad and sister were I immediately wanted to fly over and just be
with them, no matter how chaotic and torn up the place must be. The urge to get back there so
strong. I physically need to see New Orleans. I told someone that this must be, what a salmon
feels like — where you’d batter yourself to death to get back to your spawning ground. That’s
what it’s like. I have to go back and just touch the city again.

Now Orleans is where I grew up. I can point to the very spot where I got married,
graduated from school, had my first job, went on my first date, learned to drive. It’s where
learned how to two-step, caught a Rex doubloon, watched Professor Longhair at Tipitina’s,
listened to Irma Thomas, drank a cold Dixie. It’s where I sucked the heads and squeezed the tails
a thousand times and slurped down a ton of raw oysters. It’s part of who I am.

Ive lived in the UK for 26 years now. Each visit back to New Orleans always brought a
“gosh, that didn’t use to be there” reaction. Of course 1 expected things would change; buildings
and shops would come and go. But the heart of the city, the feel and atmosphere and attitude
were always reassuringly the same. It still felt like Home.

I talk on the phone to my dad and sisters every few days .But [ want to see them and hold
them and hug them and tell them how much I love them. My flight to New Orleans is now
booked and I’'m quite anxious. This isn’t going to be a holiday or a friendly family visit. It’s
going to be difficult. But it’s a much needed visit in order to reconcile myself with what’s taken
place.

9
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Joe Green’s career at NASA and as an SF writer has been complemented by his career as a host for many

of SFdom’s titans. Here’s one.
OUR FIVE DAYS WITH
JOHN W. CAMPBELL

Joseph L. Green
Lllos by Rotsler and from Freas

I had spoken with John Campbell only once, briefly, at a convention, but by 1970 I had sold
him three science articles, all on the American space program. So I had no hesitation on Monday
morning, March 16, when I learned he was coming to Cocoa Beach, in picking up the phone and calling
his motel to leave an invitation to dinner.

Except, the desk clerk told me, John had no reservation! Their records indicated a travel agent
had called that morning and requested a room for a John W. Campbell, but the huge motel had none
available. Nor did any of the other numerous motels and hotels on the Space Coast. Some major space-
refated events were occurring that week, and there were simply no rooms available. John was due to
check in about six. After work I went home long enough to ask wife Nita to prepare a guest room, and
drove to Cocoa Beach. I waited a half-hour until John showed up. He looked tired, after a day of travel
followed by the hassles of renting a car and finding his way from Orlando to Cocoa Beach. I stopped him
before he reached the check-in counter and introduced myself.

"I'm afraid you have some bad news waiting," 1 said after we shook hands. He gave me a
quizzical look. "But talk to the desk clerk, and then I have a solution that may work."

A few minutes later he was following me home in his rental car, after accepting the unhappy fact
that when NASA gave a show, everybody came. The Space Coast might never again see the million-plus
visitors on hand for Apollo 11, the first moon landing launch; but it didn't take that many to jam up a
small county like Brevard, home of both Cape Canaveral and The Kennedy Space Center.

John wasn't happy. He was traveling alone, on his way (according to my highly fallible memory)
to meet wife Peg and relative(s) in the U.S. Virgin Islands the next Saturday for a vacation. He had based
his travel plans on seeing the launch of a NASA science satellite (more interesting to him, apparently,
than manned missions) during a stopover in Florida, but that launch had been delayed. He had five days
of leisure time on his hands.

We discussed what to do over a nice dinner, prepared by Nita. Daughter Rosy, just turned fifteen,
ate with us; son Merritt (yes, named after that author; and his first name is William, after Hodgson) was
long gone from home. I proposed, since he was here and stuck, that [ try to get John in to see an Air Force
launch, scheduled for Friday night. It was a Delta, carrying the NATO-A (to become NATO 1 in
geosynchronous orbit) communications satellite. The spacecraft was of minor interest to John, but I
assured him that watching a big rocket launch in person was far different from seeing it on television. He
didn't really buy into that concept, but agreed to go. On Tuesday morning I made the necessary calls, and
got us on the AF visitors list.

John was not only tired, he didn't look well. I had to work on Tuesday, as usual. We all went to
bed fairly early Monday night.

[n the morning Rosy of course had to go to school. But I learned later that Nita got into a
discussion with John on some esoteric subject after breakfast, and became so fascinated she ran late to
work! It was her usual custom to arrive early. While John was here, she ran late almost every morning.



John had a restful day thumbing through our
library and reading/relaxing. Tuesday evening, after the
usual quick but excellent dinner Nita served up, we had
a long bull session, on subjects that ranged far, wide,
and often deep. John had recovered both his energy and
his ebullience. I occasionally managed
to get in a short comment or observation, as did Nita.
Rosy mostly sat in silence, as an over-awed teen-age
girl should — though she was taking in every word.

One discussion I remember was on my favorite
Analog stories. | named Tom Godwin's "The Cold
Equations" and A. Bertram Chandler's "Giant Killer" as
my top choices. But I also explained that while traveling
the country since 1953, first as a construction worker
and then as a "missile bum" for Boeing — plus writing at
nights and on week-ends —~ I had had no magazine
subscriptions, and a minimum of reading time. He
nodded benignly, apparently forgiving me for not
having every issue of Astounding and Analog on hand,
and limited our discussion to my two choices.

First, John said, "Giant" was a surprising
anomaly for Chandler. This novelette of rats mutating
within a spaceship's outer wall and then attacking the
human crew was unlike anything Chandler had written
before; not did he ever write such again. His
"Rimworld" stories were good solid SF, but not really
that original or outstanding. John had no idea what had
inspired this exceptional story, except that Chandler (I
fearned) was an Australian ship captain, and wrote while
at sea. Perhaps he had a rodent problem; most ships do. -

Second, I learned how strong the hand of the editor can be in shaping a story. John told me he had
three times! sent "Cold Equations" back to Godwin, before he got the version he wanted. In the first two
re-writes, Godwin kept coming up with ingenious ways to save the girl! Since the strength of this
deservedly classic story lies in the fact the life of one young woman must be sacrificed to save the lives of
many, it simply wouldn't have the same impact if she had lived.

John wasn't trying to take credit for having shaped one of the masterpieces in the SF field. His
attitude and words clearly indicated he simply felt it was the responsibility of an editor to improve on any
given story, where possible — and he had done that.

Another discussion I remember, though I'm not certain it was that same night, was full-time
writing as a career. John Campbell said he liked to work with writers who had a reliable outside income.
He believed this freed them from the necessity of cranking out so much wordage every month to pay that
overdue electric bill. In his view, this left writers free to experiment, be daring, explore brand-new and
perhaps controversial ideas. He felt that too much of what he received, and often had to accept, were
variations on a theme. He wanted to see more originality.

It was late when we finally went to bed.

John had planned a trip on his own for Wednesday morning, and was coming to KSC that
afternoon for a tour. He rose early, skipped breakfast, and was in his rental car before I left for work.
When he tried to start it, the engine flooded. Hearing John cranking the engine, I was almost certain I
knew what had happened, but he hadn't a clue. His vast scientific and technical knowledge apparently
didn't include much on simple car mechanics. I told him to stop trying, raised the hood, removed the
breather cap, and found the automatic choke — which was of course fully closed. I held it open manually,




told John to press the accelerator flat on the floorboard and hold it there, and try again. He followed my
directions exactly, and after about a minute the excess gas ran through the engine and it started. John
raced the engine a little to keep it going, and I replaced the breather cap and lowered the hood. John gave
me another of those quizzical looks, but said not a word before he drove away.

The escorted tour of KSC I had arranged for John Wednesday afternoon was a perfectly
legitimate courtesy NASA always extended to editors of major magazines. It wasn't so legitimate for me
to make certain I was assigned as his escort, but I did that too. I showed him the huge Complex 39 Saturn
V pads from as close as the guards would let us get, the immense Crawler-Transporter that carried those
363-feet tall Apollo-Saturn stacks to the pad — the largest tracked vehicle then in existence — and the other
giant-scale equipment of the launch system. When we reached the Vehicle Assembly Building, we were
denied entrance by a gate guard, despite my badge with the correct access codes and John's visitor badge.
I got into it with the security guard, and after a long argument, finally persuaded him that we were entitled
to enter the building. It wasn't my first argument with a guard while escorting guests, and it wouldn't be
the last. But at least [ won that one.

I led John inside, through the usual door on the south side of the low bay, and said, "Now don't
look up until I tell you." i

John gave me that quizzical glance again, but followed directions. I led him forward along the
transfer aisle, an open space that reaches from the south end of the building to the north, past the low bays
on both sides where the second and third stages of the Saturn V were checked out, on to the open edge of
the high bay. And then I told him to look up.

John raised his gaze, looking up over 500 feet of open space to the roof, then ahead to the four
glant bays, two on each side (though one was never actually completed internally), where the three Saturn
V stages were assembled, and the Apollo vehicle mounted on top. He
said just two words:

"I'm impressed."

I (or at least NASA) had impressed John W. Campbell.

(I learned later that I had impressed John more than I knew at
the time. Word got back to me that he told some friends of his visit to
the Cape and KSC, after his return from vacation, and that while here
he had met a true "renaissance man," a fellow who was competent at
almost anything he tried. He cited starting a balky car when he
couldn't, out-talking a KSC security guard to get him into a highly
restricted area, and the ability to write both science fact and science
fiction. Of course John mentioned nothing of this to me directly —
though I received a nice note of thanks later. Nita and Rosy did much
better. He sent them each a white Pringle of Scotland cashmere
sweater, with crewel design and embroidery done by Margaret
Winter Campbell - presumably Peg, John's wife.)

Wednesday night was another long session of talk, of which
none of us ever tired. Thursday was a day of work and school for the

Green family, and a day at home for John. By Thursday afternoon he
was getting a little stir-crazy, and asked if I could invite some local
fans over that evening for a good bull session. SF fans were in short
supply in Brevard then, but [ knew one engineer who read the
literature avidly, including Analog. When I called him he said he had
a friend and fellow engineer who was also an Analog reader. The two
came over, and we had a long and pleasant talk. The engineers somehow got into the merits of a particular
electronic tube and what it could do, and to my amazement, John was intimately familiar with it. The
three started discussing it in detail! About this time Nita and Rosy, with glazed expressions, got up and
went to bed. And I was treated to thirty minutes of exotic chatter about a subject on which I knew




absolutely nothing, until they finally wore that one out and we could get on to themes of more general
interest.

The Delta launch was scheduled for just before midnight Friday, so we left about eight p.m. for
the AF Press Room — in the same huge Cocoa Beach motel where John had intended to stay! We were in
my car. As we were approaching the Hertz Car Rental office, still open because of the launch, John
suddenly looked over at me and said, "Can we stop at the Hertz place? I need to use the bathroom."

[ caught the distress in his voice. John was driving a Hertz rental, but it had come from Orlando. 1
had no idea how the local Hertz folk would react to someone coming in just to use their restroom. I could
see the traffic signal in front of our destination, only a quarter-mile ahead, and the traffic was light. I said,
"John, we'll be at the motel in just one minute. Can you wait that long?"

He nodded, stone-faced. I drove as fast as I could to the motel, letting him off at the door before I
hunted a parking space. He got out and walked inside, moving slowly and with a noticeable stiffness in
his gait. I saw him ignore the temporary AF desk set up in the lobby and head for the bathrooms at the
rear.

Once inside, I worked my way to the AF official at the desk, explained that [ was a staff member
of Analog Magazine, and that my editor had a problem and had rushed to the bathroom. Our names were
on the list, and all was well. I received my badge; John's was waiting for him.

It was a long time, perhaps half an hour, before John came out of the bathroom. I hurried over
when I finally saw him, and said, "Something I forgot to mention; the Air Force doesn't recognize free-
lance writers, at all. For tonight, I have to be a member of the Analog staff."

John gave me that quizzical look again, but said, "Close enough!" He was now walking normally,
and apparently feeling much better. He got his badge, and we chatted for a short time before boarding the

+ AF bus that would take us to the launch site on Cape Canaveral.

Sitting together on the bus, John edged into one of those discussions that frayed on my nerve
ends, the general subject of slavery. He enjoyed taking the "devil's advocate" position in almost any area,
willing to defend even viewpoints with which he disagreed if that led to a livelier debate. (Which also
made it difficult to tell when he was sincere, or — on
some specific point — just égging others on.) He pointed
out that the much-maligned "peculiar institution" of
slavery in the American South had in fact provided the
blacks brought here with a higher standard of living
than they had in Africa. As slaves, most of them lived
longer lives than their counterparts at home. John
quoted the statistics that indicated very short life-spans
for the average African tribesman or woman in the 1700
and 1800s. He talked about the primitiveness of the
average African's culture in those centuries, the misery
of their daily existence, the perennial shortages of food,
and so on. On the facts as stated, he made a good case.

At first blush this sounded like one of those
controversial positions John often took, just to get a rise
out of his debating audience. But I was very much
afraid that in fact he was sincere. I had heard, from
comments by Asimov, among others — and some
Analog editorials [ had read — that John held some racist
views, at least in regard to blacks. Not wanting to get
into that particular discussion, I cut him off with some
hard, fast statements to the effect that there was more to
human life than food and medical care, that almost
anyone would choose a shorter but happier life in their
own culture, compared to a longer one of misery and
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degradation as a slave in a foreign land. The only thing we managed to agree on was that rapidly
increasing farm mechanization after 1850 would have soon rendered slavery obsolete anyway, and it
would have been better for the USA to endure it a few more years than suffer the truly horrendous costs
of the Civil War.

John saw that I was upset, and moved on to a new topic for the remainder of the ride.

The Air Force had constructed a large, open Observation Platform, about thirty feet high, less
than three miles south of the Delta complex on Cape Canaveral. There was a small operations support
building near its base. The entire area was well lit, from lights mounted on tall posts. John climbed the
steps ahead of me with some difficulty. We stood looking north, to where several large floodlights lit up
the vehicle on its pad. That generation of Delta had three stages, with three-strap on solids attached equi-
distant around the first. These ignited, along with the liquid propellant first stage engine, to get it off the
ground. And the spacecraft had its own small rocket attached, for the final maneuvering to get it into
geosynchronous orbit.

We had arrived over an hour ahead of liftoff, planned for 11:46 p.m. John was dressed in slacks
and a light jacket. After about twenty minutes he told me he was freezing! It was a surprisingly cold
March night, with a fairly stiff breeze blowing in off the Atlantic. Despite the fact the stairs were a
problem for him, he wanted to find shelter in the small building on the ground. I went with him, and once
inside, where there was a heater, he was soon back to normal — though complaining loudly to me that he
never expected to come to Florida in March and find that he was freezing his ass off!

John had plenty of company. The badged visitors were mostly men, but there were a few women
there as well. Every one of the females was cold, and letting the Air Force know it. The AF and contractor
PR people endured the complaints, about conditions over which they had no control, in pained silence.

A few minutes before liftoft I persuaded John it would be worth it to climb those stairs again, and
he unwillingly preceded me back up them. We arrived just a few seconds before ignition. Many people
had chosen to watch from the ground, and the platform wasn't crowded. Right on time the single engine
on the Delta first stage flared to life, growing quickly to a raging flame. After a few seconds the three
solids ignited, going almost instantly to full thrust; the hold-down clamps released; and in a huge ball of
reddish-blue flame that lit up the darkness, the Delta lifted off.

At less than three miles away, the noise was deafening, the light very bright. The thrust of the
three solids, burning alongside the first stage engine, had the Delta clawing for the sky. In just seconds it
was high overhead, turning east to climb toward the distant, dark horizon. After one minute we saw the
three solids burn out, then separate, falling toward a cold and silent Atlantic. The first stage continued to
burn, becoming a swiftly diminishing bluish light, finally lost to sight under some distant cloud cover.

"Now," I said, turning to John. "Do you believe what I said about watching a launch on television
not being the same as seeing one in person?"

John grinned, and said, "OK, you were right. It IS much better in person."

We made our way to the bus, back to the motel, and home for a short night's sleep. On Saturday
morning John packed his single bag, thanked us all profusely for our hospitality, and left for the airport (I
gave him very careful and explicit directions). And so ended five of the more interesting and stimulating
days of my life.

One item John wanted to accomplish on his travels was rounding up some science articles, of
which he had no backlog at all. He asked me one night, while sitting at the cleared dinner table, if I had
any ideas. It took me about two seconds to suggest one on Skylab, the follow-on effort to Apollo NASA
already had in work. After 1 described it in some detail, John slapped his hand on the table and made one
of those executive decisions for which noted editors are famous: "Let's make it a two-parter!"

And so I came to write a two-part article on Skylab. It was a lot of work, because NASA and
contractor engineers made major configuration changes just before I finished. I had to wait six months for
the new data, then start all over again. But it was, eventually, a nice check.

That same evening John gave me my one and only "Campbellian story idea." He pointed out that
members of a highly advanced civilization might, while on vacation and enjoying primarily physical
activities — hiking, camping, swimming, etc. — be misjudged as primitives by visiting space-farers. When



I asked if he had given this idea to any one else, he looked at me and said, "It doesn't matter. If I gave it to
four separate writers, you would all produce stories so different I could run 'em all!"

I wrote that story shortly after he left, and did sell it to John a few months later. "One Man Game"
appeared in the February 1972 issue of 4nalog.

John W. Campbell died next year, on July 11, 1971, apparently of a burst blood vessel. He had
Just turned 61. I have no real understanding of what his physical problems were while here, but it was
clear he had serious health issues.

I did get one hint. John told me his doctor had informed him he had two choices: stop smoking, or
die. Instead, he did what only a person of idiosyncratic thinking and iron will could: he limited himself to
two cigarettes a day. Early in the morning and late in the afternoon, he stepped outside our front door and
stood in the carport, leisurely enjoying a single cigarette; always in a very long holder. His doctor had
also said that two a day wouldn't do any further harm to his already damaged lungs. The number of
people who could maintain such a regimen, with a substance as addictive as nicotine, are few and very far
between.

Before we left for the WorldCon in Boston over Labor Day in 1971, I received a call from Kay
Tarrant, John's long-time assistant editor. She knew we were stopping in New York on our way, and
asked if I could come by the office and write the blurb for the Skylab article, which she was then copy-
editing; she didn't feel competent to handle the intro. So I sat in John Campbell's editorial chair, used his
typewriter, and wrote the blurb; took all of perhaps five minutes

I don't think any of John W. Campbell's editorial ability rubbed off on me from that brief physical
contact, nor any of his brilliant and highly creative imagination. Certainly none of the personal quirks and
foibles that made him a fascinating and highly individual human being. But though Nita, Rosy and [ met a
lot of fascinating people during the three-day parties we threw for most of the manned Apollo launches —
there was not, and will never be, another John W. Campbell.

NOTE: This article is based largely on personal memory, and verified by the recorded facts and dates
available. Any errors of fact, feeling or impression are entirely the responsibility of the writer.

SLICK CRACKED GLASS SPECTERS
Mike Estabrook

bony specters rose
up from smoldering splintered coffins
made of black ancient wood

specters gray, shimmering with
shrouded faces, misshapen heads,
soundless in the wispy mists

thick dull bleary-edged apparitions
floating listlessly through swirling
spaces in the swelling smoking night

slick cracked glass specters and me

me alone, pressed helpless against
the cold windowpane, staring
confused and needing to know
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DENNIS DOLBEAR
Hlustrations by CHARLIE WILLIAMS

1. Overture.
The rain lashed your face like a cat-o’-nine
tails. The wind was enough to break off large
branches and even the smaller trees like they
were matchsticks. The combined effect was
fury

--and that wasn’t the leading lady,
only her handmaids. If I had only known at
that time — when the above conditions were
occurring — [’d have had time to be afraid.

II. Ordeal by Water.
Katrina made her entrance in suitably diva
fashion. She broke the doors of my house
out of their frames. The pressure of the water
was so great that even though the locks and
seals held, the frame couldn’t — and the water
poured in in a flood tide.

[ grabbed the hand of my mother —
84, and by no means well — and led her
outside. This wasn’t just a matter of fighting
the in-rushing water, although that was a
problem. The difficulty was something I’d
never heard discussed in all the talk of “what
to do in a flood”: the fact that everything in

your house — furniture, appliances, tables,
bookcases, beds, and even your refrigerator
and freezer ~ floats. And that is a danger,
because tall items, like the refrigerators and
the china cabinets — fall over — perhaps on
you, crushing everything beneath. And when
the water has risen a little more, it becomes a
potentially-deadly maze of floating hulks that
shift and bob treacherously with any cusrent
~ including the wake of your body wading
by.

But there wasn’t much time to think
of that. We had only minutes — seconds — to
act. There were only two choices left — risk
the fury of the storm outside or go for the
attic.

[ over-rode my mother’s choice and
we went outside, past the crashing ruin of my
house, as china cabinets and other furniture
upended, spilling their contents of decades of
family treasures, decorative objects, and
worthless tchotckes into the water. There was
reason — [’d — we’d — been though hurricane
Betsy, so long ago, and I'd heard, and had
nightmares about, folks drowning, being
trapped like rats in the rising water, in the



very attics of their homes. The water was
rising so fast — there was no indication it
could not go higher than the roof — and so
fast that to break out of the attic would have
been impossible. We went outside and took
our chances.

Our first refuge was under the front
porch overhang, reasonably sheltered from
the storm, standing on a ladder. That didn’t
last very long. The water was soon rising
about our shoulders, and showed no sign of
slowing.

We then took the only refuge left.
We went into the water — now over 9 feet
high — and clung to the gutters above, in a
125 mile-per-hour wind and swift flood. (My
mother is nothing if not tough. ) After a short
while, | moved to a tree outside, with flexible
branches that I could crouch in. From this
spot, I could relieve the stress on the gutter —
already starting to bend — and be in a position
to save my mother if she should let go —
which she almost did, several times and did,
once — | dived beneath the water and pulled
her, with strength I got from who knows
where. But she held, and I held, and we
endured about two or maybe three hours in
the full wrath of Katrina. [ will never forget
this, not as long as I live, and mere words
seem inadequate to describe the storm’s
power — and how small, how vulnerable it
made you feel.

But after a few hours, the wind
abated, and — could it be — the water actually
started to drop. I checked again, mentally
marking the water height against the bricks —
yes, yes! it was dropping! We might not die
after all! Our danger had passed.

Optimist. If only I knew....

After a time, [ paddled over from the
tree and got my mother-still hanging on for
dear life (for once, not a figure of speech)
and moved back under the overhang of the
porch, where we once again stood on the
ladder. The wind — still fierce — nearly froze
our wet bodies, After awhile, when [ was
certain that the flood had really crested, we
were actually able to move past the front
door, back into our drowned house and
ruined possessions, and gain access to the
attic. Drowning was no longer our immediate

problem.
It would soon be replaced by others.

111. Ordeal by Heat

Up in the attic, without power, it was
dark as the lowest pit of hell and almost as
hot. But something else it was: dry, and for
that we were grateful. As the afternoon wore
on — this was about six — I heard a sound I
first greeted as the sweetest in the world: a
chopper’s  whirlybird  whupwhupwhup
passing near overhead. Wonderful! We’d be
saved! I went outside again, leaving my
mother in the attic, making my way through
the up-upper chest high water in the house,
and made it outside to the ladder. As
choppers went by, [ waved, but none
stopped, although one — at the intersection of
the next street, New Castle, seemed to hover
for a few minutes. Hopeful sign — surely
they’d be back. As night fell —and I could for
once, see the stars above the darkened city — |
was hopeful. Tomorrow, tomorrow, we’d be
airlifted out of this place — or, as the water
would surely fall further as they turned on
the pumps, walk out.

[ climbed into the stifling attic,
crawled over to a vacant space on the boards,
and fell into a blessed sleep from sheer
exhaustion.

1V. Day of Despair

I awoke — who knows how many
hours later, time, as we usually reckon it
having ceased to exist — with a ray of light
coming through the housing of the attic
exhaust fan. I dragged myself over to the
stairwell opening and gazed down, hoping
that there would be only a small amount of
water left.

I was wrong, The water hadn’t fallen
an inch — as verified by the scumline forming
on my wallpaper — from last night. That was
a very bad sign, for it meant that the pumps
were not in operation, and that the drop in the
water level from yesterday was simply due to
the wind’s abatement.

My first task was to get us some
water and if possible, food. Food was
secondary, I knew you could last for days
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without it, but water — clean water, there was
too much of the other kind — was a different
matter. Fortunately, I located a floating foam
ice chest with a bag of ice inside and — joy —
some frozen fruit salad I had the idea of
taking out the night before. We had water,
and food. [ got it up the stairs to my mother
and proceeded to work my way to the front
door... ,

I moved through the shifting maze of
our furniture — the giant TV that was my
mother’s main entertainment floating tube
down like a colossal iceberg — pushing aside
stereos, couches, credenzas and who knows
what else, moving through scummy, foul
water and a house with a subtle, but growing
fetid odor, and emerged —

— into a scene of, well, beauty.

The sheet of water stretched out over the
neighborhood and was utterly  still,
undisturbed by even a ripple from the breeze,
which  was nonexistent. The beautiful
southern sun, a fountain of gold, poured

‘through the remaining trees, and the entire

surface of the water, like a mirror, reflected
the trees, and the sun, and the sky, and the
clouds, and the houses....

...the houses? Right, which brought
me around — this was the drowned world,
cerily quiet as I’d never heard my
neighborhood before, without even the
distant whoosh of the I-10. Nothing. It was
the bizarre, and beautiful, and sinister, calm
after the storm...

I felt utterly alone, but I called:
“ANYBODY OUT THERE?!” And, thank
God, got answers —“Yeah, over here!”
“Where?” “Here! 1 can see you...we’re over
on Barchester Street!” And another party
answered from the house on New Castle that
the helicopter had hovered over yesterday.
We all called out, confirmed how many —
two on Barchester, two on Coventry (us) five
on New Castle — and all swore that if
rescued, they’d make sure the rescuers knew
about us too. [t made me feel better they’d
have to get somebody now, all we had to do
was wait.

And wait, and wait, and yell and
wave towels and anything else at the
numerous passing helicopters. I knew why so

many passed overhead; our house isn’t far
from the Lake Front airport, and that is the
location of the Louisiana Air National
Guard’s base — which is where the copters
would refuel.

But surely someone would come for
us, so, I spent the day on the ladder, trying to
attract attention, or moving through the
increasingly foul water either to check on my
mother — she was holding up fairly well,
considering — and scouting as much of the
neighborhood as | could. We were surely
almost alone, and every house had damage —
doors and windows blown in, all flooded,
everything ruined.

And so the day progressed, without
knowledge of actual time, until — glory be! A
helicopter was hovering over New Castle !
Were they — YES! — they were hovering to
pickup the family there! We’d soon be saved!
Thank God. 1 called to my mother that this
was it, be ready to move when I called to her.
The rescue was fascinating to watch, as the
helicopter hovered and circled and hoisted
the New Castle family up, and when they
were finished, they...

... roared off and left us. Left us in a
silence and a heat and a stench that was in
every way more oppressive than before.

.But — oh, joy — they returned about an hour
fater, surely, they were returning to...

... no. They picked up a family a few
streets down. And later, another, And then
another, And each time they would circle,
and I’d wave and yell and curse and nothing,
nothing would happen. And this went on
until dark

[f we thought it was hot on Monday
night, Tuesday night was almost unbearable,
because Katrina had at least cooled things off
for Monday. Tuesday — the attic was like
spending the night in a sauna, bathed in your
own sweat, and in the utter darkness, so
profound it was equivalent to utter blindness.
My mother was still game, still holding up
with the defiant courage that has been the
hallmark of her life, but there is only so
much the willing, but aged and somewhat
sick, flesh and spirit can do. And she was
reaching that limit rapidly, 1 could see that. |
finally drifted off to sleep, without rest, after



deciding what we would try on the morrow.

1V. Swim for your life

We had to escape this watery hell,
this prison where you could either be in the
stifling attic, and risk heat prostration, or in
the water, which was quite cold, and in
which, if you spent most of the day, you
would surely risk hypothermia, if not much
worse — the water, stagnant, was becoming
the toxic soup that was always feared, as the
rotting vegetation mixed with an array of
chemicals from houses, boats, etc, to float on
the top of the murky green water, I quickly
acquired a coating of motor oil when I swam
through a slick floating in my hallway.

We had to make a run for it, because
if we waited, and help did not come today, 1
feared my mother would be too weak to
escape on Thursday. Today had to be the day.
We came from our sweat box refuge into a
morning of dazzling and eerie beauty like
before. I left my mother to stand on the
ladder and try to attract the attention of the
helicopters — fat chance — while I scouted out
a plan of escape.

It was daunting. My street was tough
enough, but when I rounded the corner and
saw the broad watery expanse of what was
New Castle Drive stretching on for blocks,
and blocks, I realized that it was going to be
tough enough on me — and my mother, even
clinging to a board, definitely would not
make it. But there had to be something. And
as [ was going, my eye caught sight of a
thing that was to have some importance and
so — but, as my mind is wont, it filed it away
for future reference.

[ tried almost anything I could to get
my mother something that she could float on
which I could tow her to safety. And nothing
worked. One table merely sank, a door
floating well enough on its own, sank under
even my mother’s almost-negligible weight.
Nothing. At that point, tired, 1 told my
mother to keep an eye out, and went over to
visit the boys on Barchester. | moved through
the deep water of the street itself with a foam
float in front of me, keeping my face out of
the dangerous water, trying to paddle with
one arm.

My Barchester neighbor was on his
roof, with a large white flag he’d improvised
from a sheet and a long broom handle. |
greeted him. “Any luck?”

“Nah. They keep passing by.”

“Same here...and my mother’s sick,
[’m getting desperate.

“Well, we tried to launch my
neighbor’s boat,” he commented sourly,
gesturing at a hull barely visible beneath the
murk. “Sank right off ... must’ve had a hole
in it somewhere.”

At that point, the bit of information [
referred to earlier — filed away in the
subconscious — kicked in.

“I know where there’s another boat,”
[ said. :

My neighbor looked me right in the
eye. “Lead us to it.”

And so we started off, me leading on
my foam board , my neighbor’s brother
following in a life jacket, and my neighbor
paddling using some giant foam cylinder as
support. We didn’t have too far to go — just
around the corner, and there we found out
whatever neighbor owned the boat, he’d
neglected to lock the boat itself. So we
proceeded to borrow the watercraft, with the
aid of one of the brother’s clasp knife. He, by
the way, is an ex-Marine. As he pointed out
to me (not sarcastically, but....) all this wasn’t
such a big thing when you train in the
Carolina swamps.

After a bit we had a boat, but not
motor power — the big Evenrude was key-
locked. No matter though — we could pole it
through the streets, Venetian-style. (I made a
point of singing “O Sole Mio™.)

Even if the boat was a problem — it
took considerable force to move such a heavy
craft — one thing was important: two life
jackets, one of which I fastened on my
mother’s back. It’s hard to describe, but the
act gave me great relief, since it greatly
decreased her risk of drowning. And soon
enough, the Barchester neighbors had
retrieved some of their goods, and came
poling the boat up our street. The Marine
brought the craft almost to the ladder, we
transferred my mother to the boat (“Hold
tight, mama, I’ve got you”, the Marine said)
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and the next thing we were poling/pushing
/towing the boat through the water, down
New Castle towards the lake and higher
ground.

And it was while we were paused,
transferring boats and passengers, that one of
those random incidents that mean so much
occurred: at that point, since it was the
intersection of two large streets, we had an
unobstructed view to the south. And while
we were working, the ex-marine suddenly
shouted "Look there!" and pointed directly to
the south: a large jet with distinctive blue and
white markings was flying low over the city.
"That's Air Force One!"

Thank God. George Bush, I cursed
you before, but now I bless you. The Federal
cavalry is here and things will soon be ok.

And then I realized....

The main airport is to the west of us,
and the jet is proceeding east. He's not
coming here. The sonof a bitch is just flying
by....

...and now, George Bush, I curse you
again, and if T had known, at the time, that it
took a disaster of this magnitude to get you to
cut short your vacation by even one day, and
while I and my mother, and thousands of my
fellow Orleanians were sweating, thirsting,
starving, dying, up in our attics, you were
playing guitar-- a fiddle would have been
more appropriate — on you ranch, I'd have
cursed you worse than ever, you loathsome
excuse ...

....pardon. But to paraphrase that
great American, Micheal Corleone, this isn't
business. It's personal.

As I pushed, [ saw something curious
in the water, and pulled it out — a pool cue,
and expensive, if [ am any judge — and threw
it in the boat. Not much, but when your total
possessions consist of a pair of eyeglasses, a
pair of boxer briefs, a scrub shirt, and a cheap
pair of Wal-Mart shoes, the acquisition of
that pool cue probably tripled my net worth,
maybe.

My mother sat in the bow, impassive,
erect, like a Czarina going into exile (simile
is not that far-fetched) along with the
Barchester dog. A problem was that this boat,
too, took on water, and after a while we split

the task three ways: one person pulls on a
rope in the water, one pushes from behind,
and one bails. And so we made slow, but
steady progress. And lo and behold what do
we see a few blocks down but — another boat!
And so ensued another lengthy delay — which
we needed, because pulling these things
through the water is exhausting work — we
“borrowed” the new boat, transferred our
cargo onto the newer, smaller, and lighter
craft, and proceeded towards the lake and
high ground.

We made it eventually to Wales
street, which marks a crest of a sort of ridge —
the ground is much higher there, and the
water was shallower, about waist high, and
we could walk without much difficulty. At
this point our companions took leave to
investigate — you guessed it — another boat.
So, I simply looped the rope around my chest
in a harness, put my shoulders forwards, and
head down, and did my best imitation of a
canal boat mule, pulling the skiff, my
mother, and Vic the dog.

And arriving at last at Downman and
Hayne, where — glory be, there was dry
ground — well, damp and muddy, but no
standing water. And there I saw something
that indicated to me the true scope of the
problem — people, walking on the levee — the
same levee Katrina had over topped -
walking out of the flooded neighborhoods,
coming, in twos and threes. | thought we
were the only abandoned ones — it seems
there were many. We staggered over to the
shade of a tree, and collapsed.

And as a sign that our luck -
beginning with the boats — was keeping
strong: someone had left an ice chest with
food and drinks — particularly several
“energy drinks” under the tree for other
wanderers. We helped ourselves, and never
was food or drink so sweet.

But [ realized that 1 couldn’t rest
long — this was no place to recover. And I
had another obstacle that confronted me: the
“pick-up” point, other refugees indicated,
was under the Hayne overpass. But to get to
it, you had to climb a railroad levee, very
steep and coated with sharp stones — and I’d
lost my shoes on the way.



But it had to be done. I didn’t want to
die here, in the heat and the mud after
escaping from our watery prison. And so
telling my mother to stay put — she could

never make it up that hill — I attacked it with
the determination of Hillary assaulting
Everest.

And it was nearly as tough. If I
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didn’t have the pool cue as support, I’d not
have made it. But for every two steps I slid
back — cutting open feet, hands, and knees
each time, till I was bloody — I made three,
and 1 finally surmounted the trestle, the cue
breaking in two with the last effort.. It was
only about 50 yards from there to the
underpass, but in my exhausted condition —
no food and little water for days — it seemed
like miles. But | made it at last, and begged
the officer there to help my mother. He was a
good man; he radioed for help, and a skiff
brought her under the trestle and to me, and
our reunion was heartfelt — [ thought for a
while there she’d not be able to make it
across.

But her infirmity — age and her
recently-healed pelvis — were to work to our
aid. Being sick, she and [ got prior
evacuation, along with some other elderly
and sick — to the nearby campus of the
University of New Orleans. While we waited
for the medical van, we talked with our
fellow refugees, and got the same story over
and over again: heard the copters, none
stopped, decided to make a run for it. Our
story, and had we known it at the time, the
story of thousands more.

The medivan showed up, and we
piled in — one man, wheel-chair ridden,
who’d been evacuated by boat after being
stuck in his second story apartment for days
— was lifted into the van by brute strength.
And so the van slowly pulled off, leaving our
neighbors behind, and we drove off to an
uncertain future. We felt, though, that the
worst was over.in a sense it was, but our
concurrent sense that we were out of danger,
or through with suffering, was utterly
incorrect.

V. Evacuee

[ kept hoping for some sort of quiet
refuge — cots, maybe, cheese sandwiches,
some medical attention. Maybe UNO would
provide it.

Fat chance. It was all the chaos — and
the litter — of the last hours of a Jazz Festival.
Hundreds of people baking in the heat,
garbage everywhere, and the roar of
helicopters taking off and landing. And we

were close to exhaustion.

But once again, our luck held, and
we encountered another angel — that is, a
person who gives help “unlooked-for” as
Tolkien puts it. And this was the most
unlikely — a tattooed biker who looked like
he would have been more at home in a bar
fight than doing rescue work. But looks oft
deceive...

...and after I was referred to him,
and mentioned my mother was sick, he took
particular attention to us, and got us food —
Lunchables, but hey, he tried, some shoes —
China-made slippers, and most importantly, a
reference to a Red Cross nurse handling the
evacuation. She quickly triaged my mother
and determined she should receive priority
evacuation, along with “only one family
member” — no problem, that was only me.
We wait for the next helicopter, hopefully to
take us to safety — no one was saying just
where we were going. My mother went on
one copter — some panic as we Wwere
separated again — but another angel, Bryan
Johnson of the Texas Air National Guard. He
kept his promise — 1 was on the next
Blackhawk out.

The roar was deafening, but I could
still sense the gasps as we lifted over the city
and everyone saw, for the first time, the
scope of the devastation. Almost the entire
city was under water. The whole city was
inoperable. It might as well have bee hit by a
nuclear weapon. What would be left of our
lives? But there was no time to worry about
that — more immediate issues were at hand.
The Blackhawk landed at a spot I knew well
— the intersection of [-10 and Causeway
Boulevards, near the house in which I grew
up and co-incidentally, the site of my first
auto accident, so long ago in that summer
before college. But now it wasn’t the tidily
kept expanse of green — now it was a
crowded, seething mass of hungry, hot
frustrated humanity, for which the only term
appropriate could be

VI. Refugee.

This was out of the third world. No
food, little water, no toilet facilities, no
sleeping arrangements other than the baking



hot asphalt...but there was medical attention,
and my mother’s condition allowed us into
the critical triage area. There, her various
problems — borderline diabetes, her breast
cancer, her recently healed pelvis, got her
some attention, and it was only then, and
only as an afterthought, that I asked them to
look at my toe. | had cut it earlier — when,
’m not sure, and it had been down in that
cesspool that was New: Orleans East for all
day. It was somewhat swollen, and was
starting to hurt. 1 showed it to the nurse
attending my mother. And when she looked
at it, I knew I had a problem.

She called over another assistant.
“Intection’s spreading fast,” she said. “Any
more antibiotics?”

“No — out hours ago. None expected
until tomorrow,” he replied.

She looked at me, and gravely. “This
infection’s bad — it’s spreading past the toe.
We have no antibiotics. All we can do is give
you this” — she handed me a small plastic pail
“and put your foot in a bath of hydrogen
peroxide. When you get where you’re going,
have it looked at immediately. You’re
probably going to lose that big toe, but
maybe they can save the foot.”

Oh, God! But again, there wasn’t
time to dwell on stuff like that. We had to get
out of here. And again, my mother’s
appearance — which seems to cause the most
unlikely people to want to help her — worked
in her, if not our, favor. A doctor, seeing her
advanced exhaustion — and some sort of
infection that caused pus to leak from her
eyes —~ put her on the next bus, a special
medical transport, to Baton Rouge, where the
Pete Maravich Center had been converted
into a medical facility. The doctor promised
that I'd be on the next bus there. As it pulled
off, I felt anxiety — separated again — but also
some relief. She was going to be taken care
of, I could, for a little while, worry about
myself and my condition. I went over to a
pile of cardboard box lids and sat down, back
against a truck, too exhausted either to move
or to sleep, but merely watched the
maelstrom of activity around me: buses,
ambulances, pulling up. loading, departing,
trucks, helicopters, roaring in, taking off, and

the seething mass of humanity on the other
side of the road, awaiting evacuation as well.

“You look wiped out” a voice from
next to me.

African-American dude, rangy, tall. |
agreed.

“Had it tough?” Yeah, and 1 gave a
brief rundown. He, too, had to walk from his
neighborhood, but the water wasn’t so bad
there. And then, came a moment I’ll always
treasure. “Want some cold water?” [ nodded,
trying to rise when he just said, “you lie still.
Watch my pack.” He disappeared, and
returned a few minutes later with some
bottles of very cold spring water, which I
accepted with the same eagerness that Ben-
Hur accepted the drink of water from Christ
at Bethlehem. I think 1 not so much drank,
but actually inhaled the first bottle. And one
lesson: the best things in life are the simplest.
I never enjoyed champagne so much as that
drink.

And maybe | got a quarter hour of
sleep. But after a few hours some more buses
arrived, and, hearing that they were going to
the Maravich Center, got in the line, and
boarded.

I sat down in my underwear and
scrub shirt in the freezing bus, my foot still in
the peroxide pail. I tried to make the best of
it, and soon a very nice woman sat down next
to me. She was a fellow evacuee, who had
been at the Superdome. She’d volunteered
for the Red Cross, and got priority
evacuation when it was — and this was
ominous — it was determined that the safety
of her and the other Red Cross workers could
“no longer be guaranteed,” the first inkling I
or probably anyone else had of the hell that
the Superdome was soon going to become.
But that was not yet, and we chatted amiably.
We traded stories: of my confinement, and
escape, and of her Superdome experiences.
The experience she said of panic gripping
thirty-thousand sum-odd people when the
roof started to strip away was indescribable.

And even she was an angel; she
shared her blanket with me on the trip. Warm
and dry, I managed to doze off again, if
fitfully. I awoke some time later, the bus still
rolling on in the dark. “Not in Baton Rouge
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yet?” I murmured. She sleepily replied. “Our
destination’s changed. We're going to the
Cajundome in Lafayette. BR is full up.”

1 snapped suddenly awake. “What!?
My mother’s in Baton Rouge! She needs me!
Stop! I need to get off!” But they told me to
sit down, and [ reflected for a minute. If
buses were available, [ could get back to BR,
and my mother was surely in good hands. I'd
proceed on to Lafayette, and make my next
move from there.

We arrived at the USL Cajundome —
the basketball arena, now a refugee center —
when it was still dark. It was so early in fact,
that there were no services available — no
blankets, no mats, no food, no nothing.I
managed to find a military MRE — vegetarian
manicotti — and ate it without the formality of
heating. Then, worn out and pretty much at
the end of my rope, I collapsed for an hour or
so on the cement floor. What the morrow
would bring, [ had not the energy to care.

VII. Refuge.

The next morning, | arose, stiff as a
board from lying on the concrete, filthy,
hungry, but — for the moment at least, out of
immediate danger. But now to see to my own
health.

My high blood pressure got me
admitted to see a physician when they arrived
at 8 a.m. First, the foot, and the news was
very good. There obviously had been
infection.but it seemed on the mend; he
didn’t think 1 was going to part company
with my big toe, much less my foot. The
pressure was high,but he was able to provide
me with substitutes for my usual meds, thus
taking care of that problem.

Now to try to get out of here and
back to Baton Rouge. All this would have
been avoided I’d brought my driver’s license
— 1 could’ve gone to a Bank One, withdrawn
money, and rented a car. But this was going
to call for more finesse.

But before that, I met an old
acquaintance from New Orleans — Ronny
Ricard, ex-bail bondsman and current
operator of rehab facilities in NO. Like
everyone else, the rich and the poor, he was

now at the mercy of the system.

What was so good about this, was
that Ronnie took me under his wing and
allowed me to feel human again. He’s a
natural-born hustler, and that’s what you
neced in this situation. He got me some
cosmetics, and | was able — oh, blessed gift —
to take a shower, thus managing to wash off
the accumulated filth/toxins/cooties of the
last few days and walk like 1 was a decent
member of society again. | also managed to
latch on to some clean boxers, although I still
had the same dirty scrub shirt. [ went into the
main arena of the Cajundome — large, strewn
with  mattresses and my fellow ex-
Orleanians, and strangely quiet because noise
was absorbed by the ceiling space. And there,
my first hot meal — beef stew — in days. And
another angel — who let me use her cell
phone to contact close friends, the Lillians, in
Shreveport. | tried to arrange for some wired
funds. That failed, due to some problem with
Western Union, but Guy and Rose said that
they’d try to drive down to rescue me
tomorrow late. Thank God, I said, the angels
are working overtime. But before Guy and
Rose could arrive, or even leave, there was to
be another intervention.

But first since I’d seen him, Ronnie
had been working hard on my behalf. He had
gotten pillows, blankets, and finally, the
piece de resistance — an inflatable mattress.
In the Cajundome, this was luxury, and | was
actually able to get some real sleep. That air
mattress was a pleasure worthy of Sybaris.

VIII. Rescue.

One thing I have to say If you’re
going to be a refugee, be one in the Cajun
country. No cheese sandwiches here. Cajun
chili for dinner on Thursday, and turkey-rice
dressing, jambalaya, and red beans and rice
for lunch on Friday. And it was on Friday
that fate took an unexpected turn. I was
sitting down, plotting what had to be done if
Guy and Rosie came for me — mostly, get to
Baton Rouge to find mom, wherever she
might be, when Ronnie came running back
with a paper, which 1 still have and will
treasure all my days. DENNIS DOLBEAR,
it read in caps, and had the message: mom



was safe in Baton Rouge, and was trying to
find me. Thank God! It even listed phone
numbers, but we couldn’t get through right
away — but this was a solid piece of
information, now we had something to go on.
Things were really looking up. Ronnie said
that he’d just been walking downstairs when
he saw a young man holding the sign. He
told him that he knew me, was staying with
me, and would give me the message. The
young man said he had to leave, but would
relay my whereabouts to others.

And sure enough, more angels
arrived, this in the form of a lovely young
woman named Regan Hall and her brother,
Pike. I almost asked him if he was related to
the famous Pike Hall, justice of the Louisiana
Supreme Court. [ didn’t, thinking the
question absurd. (As it turns out, he’s his
grandson.)

They informed me that they were
here to rescue me; 1 asked if Ronnie could
come along — it was a debt of honor — and
they, wonderfully, agreed. We piled into their
SUV and pulled away from the CajunDome.
Saved. Saved. Saved.

On the way, Regan filled me in: she
was pre-med at LSU, and had been
volunteering at the Maravich Center. What
she’d seen there definitely tested her resolve
to be a doctor, but also toughened her, too:
not many pre-meds have a familiarity with
the “black tag” room, that repository of
definitely terminal patients who have not
long for this world. But it appeared she’d
handled it well — this young woman is very
tough in the fibre. But she’d also convinced
her mother — an RN at Our Lady of the Lake
— to volunteer, and there they’d met my
mother, and taken pity upon her — to the
extent of actually taking her home with them,
and making her welcome as if a member of
the family. Of all of our angels, 1 hold these
dearest, with a gratitude that is profound and
a debt never really repayable. And on top of
that, Mollie, the mother, sent Regan and Pike
to Lafayette with orders: don’t come back
without Dennis. No problem there.

And so a few hours after leaving
Lafayette, and two and a half days after
laying on the asphalt in misery at I-10 and

Causeway, [ was sitting in the lovely Regan
home 1in clean clothes provided by neighbors,
familiar suburban setting, kitchen smells,
comfortable couch, sunlight slanting through
the windows. One of the two seemed a dream
— but which one? Did I have a nightmare, or
was | dreaming now, and would any moment
awake on the asphalt — or worse, in that
black, stifling attic?

They were both true, though, and that
just adds to the dreamlike, unreal quality of
my life since Katrina entered it. In time, we
met Mollie, Regan and Pike’s lovely mother,
and Toni, her mother, a wonderful
combination of traditional granny and
matriarch. Their open, unforced, simple
generosity — and humanity — reduced me to
blubbering sentiment. We spent one night
there, eating well — pizza — and resting. The
next day, we made contact with my mother’s
younger sister Marilyn, who was visiting my
cousin Cindy, in Georgia. They invited us to
stay with them — we agreed, and Cindy and
her husband Donnie, in another angelic
move, drove all night from Georgia to come
pick up, and at that point, we must end that
tale for present.

My mother and | are safe in their

large house in Cartersville, and planning our"

next move. What that might be, 1 do not
know. But this 1 know: despite everything:
the storm, the nights in the attic, the risky
escape, the suffering as a refugee: we were
almost insanely lucky. We could have been
in the Superdome, or worse, the Convention
Center, where just about every horror except
cannibalism occurred, or — more likely,
simply dead in that attic. For that, we have
many people — like the Halls, or that
nameless biker, or the two guys from
Barchester Street — to thank, but also maybe |
gained something, [ think. Because if you
had described what [ did over the last few
days, before the hurricane, I’d not have
believed it; but under stress, and difficult
situations, maybe something 1 had in me.
heretofore unknown, came out. Surely now |
feel [ have some right to life other than as a
gift from my parents. I’'m not a hero, far from
it. But maybe, after all of this, ’m a little bit
more of a man.
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New

Orleans,
fall, 2005 ...

A photo taken down the
street from my dentist’s
office in October, 2005.
This was not an unusual
scene. By November,
most of the drowned cars
had been hauled away
and some clean-up was
underway — but the
emptiness of the
neighborhoods was still
almost complete.

And here’s why the houses are all empty.
This is an interior room at John Guidry’s
house, which got about three feet of

flooding. The black spots on the wall are
toxic mold. Touch not!

place even as workers have
been stripping it down to
the foundation.




How about a change of scene from New Orleans? How about ... Mars? 27

JOURNEY TO MARS

by Gustavus Pope (1894)

Richard Dengrove

Who was Gustavus Pope? A physician in Washington, D.C. who wrote a book about Shakespeare. He
had an even greater achievement however. [ am willing to bet his Journey to Mars inspired Edgar Rice
Burroughs' serial "Under the Moons of Mars" (1911) and the novel adapted from it, The Princess of Mars
(1917), which was the first in his Barsoom series.

Burroughs never said, so we can never know; but [ am willing to bet. Burroughs was nineteen at
the time Journey to Mars was published. He could easily have read the book.

The evidence is that many rather unique plot elements appear in both Pope and Burroughs.

Consider these.

1. In both, Mars' is ruled by nobility and kings.

2. In both, a princess takes a fancy to the Earthling hero. In Pope, it is Princess Suhlamia and, in
Burroughs, it is Dejah Thoris.

3. In both there are different colored races that inhabit Mars.

4. In both, life on Mars is threatened with destruction at some point.

5. In both, there is a lot of swordplay.

6. In both, the Earthling heroes are American military officers.

7. In both, the occult enters in.

About the heroes being military officers, in Pope, there is no question: [.ieutenant Frederick
Hamilton is an officer in the U.S. Navy. In Burroughs, it is a slight bit more farfetched. John Carter had
been a captain in the Confederate Army, and the war had ended for many years. Still, everyone referred
to him as captain.

In addition to similarities I have included, there are similarities I have not included. For instance,
that the villainous king tries to force the princess heroine to marry him, even to the extent of waging war
against her country. In Pope, it is Prince Diavojahr. In Burroughs, it is Sab Than .

Also, I have not mentioned that, in both works, the officer hero saves this royal heroine.

The reason I have not included these is that the villain forcing the heroine to marry him was a
staple of Victorian melodramas. The same is true of hero saving heroine.

While both Pope and Burroughs are similar in this way, they have written very different novels.
Pope is trying to be fashionable while Burroughs is providing the reader with an escape.

Pope would be the equivalent of a jet setter these days. He was a firm believer that people should
respect their betters, which he regarded himself as. Among the traits of the jet setter he had wit and a
talent for making interesting observations. These traits kept me turning the pages of his novel.

Pope had an even more important jet setter trait, however: he was as fashionable as you could get
for the 1890s. He was a vegetarian and had, at least, a feminist attitude. In other ways being fashionable
then differs greatly from being fashionable today. For instance, he was up on his classics and erudition.

Pope was less fashionable in his science even though he claimed his novel was to promote
science. His scientific views were behind the times even then. It is true the principles behind the Martian
spacecraft, the Ethervolt, were in accord with the science of his time. However, his views on the
evolution of planets and life were not. He does not even seem to have heard about the Theory of
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Evolution and Lord Kelvin's Controversy. In addition, he is less fashionable when it comes to literature.
Especially near the end, the tale becomes an action/adventure and a Victorian melodrama. I am sure the
literary sophisticates of his time would have laughed him out of court.

For Burroughs’ part, he does not care about being upper upper and fashionable; he wants to eat.
To do this, he provides his readers with an escape. While he inserts social commentary into his novels, he
does not hit you over the head with it. Nor does he take himself seriously.

You can even see the differences between Pope's and Burroughs' novels in their similarities.

1) In both, Mars is ruled by nobility and kings. As I said, Pope likes the idea of people being
ruled by their betters. He saw the European monarchies and aristocracies as better, preserves of good
breeding and virtue.

Many Americans held these views in the 1890s. They extclled the virtue of monarchies and
aristocracies of Europe over the corruption of the U.S. government. Monarchies and aristocracy even
seem to have been considered progressive by many; albeit, it was a rather authoritarian type of
progressivism.

This is the opposite of how Europeans viewed monarchies and aristocracies; there they were
considered conservative not progressive.

On Pope's Mars, good rulers insured that their subjects had not only decent homes, food and
health; but a combination of videophone and television.

On the other hand, Pope thinks for himself enough to see that there might be a problem with
kings and nobles. Kings and nobles actually had to be worthy people for theirs to be a better form of
government. I suspect he got the idea of unworthy rulers from the Classics, from Cato or some later
writer.

Unworthy rulers, like Prince Diavojahr and his entourage, who were lazy, greedy and vengeful —
“who brought high taxes and war” — could make life dreadful. In fact, they could bring down the wrath of
God.

Burroughs, by contrast, had a completely different take on the monarchies and aristocracies that
rule Mars. They were not the preserves of good breeding they were for Pope. They were the preserve of
war and violence, like Pope's Prince Diavojahr. They resemble more closely barbarian and oriental
despotism, where it is survival of the slyest and strongest.

That makes it a better setting for action adventure. Nations and people are always fighting one
another for supremacy.

3) Another similarity between the two novels is race. In both novels, there are different colored
races that inhabit Mars. In Pope, there are red, yellow and blue races. However, even the blue races look
like Earth humans.

It is no wonder Pope does this. The belief in 1894 was that evolution on all planets would
converge in humans, who were the highest beings possible.

Also, there is an odd-man-out race, the descendants of refugees. Its planet had been destroyed
6,000 years before. These are giants, maybe 10 feet tall, with golden skin and purple hair. I have a vague
feeling they were supposed to resemble the way Ancient Greek and Roman statues looked before the
paint peeled off.

By the way, Pope calls that planet Pluto; a name only later taken by the farthest planet from our
Sun.

Burroughs has three races too, but they are those on Earth: White, Black and Yellow. They
resemble Earth humans too. There was somewhat less justification in 1911 except to ape the popularity
of earlier Mars novels.

The similarity does not stop there. Burroughs also has an odd man out race. A green race, which
is very tall and has tusks and two sets of arms. They are exotic indeed.

Despite these similarities, both Pope and Burroughs still differ in their attitude toward their races.
Modern critics have complained that Pope is racist. By our standards, yes. I suspect, in the 1890s, he
would have been considered fashionably enlightened on the subject of race.

It is very true he makes no bones about some races being superior and some being inferior. The



Yellow are superior on Mars and the Whites on Earth. It is also true he considers the great sin of Mars as
race mixing, between the Plutonian race and the other races.

What attenuates this is that, for Pope, all races have their strengths and weaknesses. The
telepathist Ascopion is blue. The race most appropriate for taming the giant Venusian leviathans are pure
blood Plutonians.

Another reason Pope has been considered racist is his portrayal of the Maori sailor, John. Fate
has taken him to Mars with Lieutenant Hamilton. I think critics have been too quick to make that
Judgment. The basis for it is that John's English verges on Pidgin. Also, he does a lot of clowning.

Otherwise, however, Pope goes out of his way to portray John as a superior man. He even has
Lieutenant Hamilton characterize him as intelligent. Also, the clowning may not show John in that bad a
light. When John clowns, it is with self-deprecating humor to put people at ease. At one point, he claims
he is a head hunter and makes funny comments about people's heads. Everyone is amused.

At another point, John even saves the day. Early on, using common sense, he saves the life of the
Lieutenant and everyone on an ethervolt, a space vehicle, when they are incapacitated by Pope's idea of
Zero gravity.

While Pope can be seen as enlightened for his age, Burroughs, as far as we can tell, is enlightened
even for our age. He does it in such a way his view promotes the action and the adventure.

The hierarchy was not even as clear as it was with Pope, especially in the all important area of
fighting. For instance, the green men are considered primitive herdsmen but they have rifles with radium
bullets which make them the equal of more civilized city races.

This again has an action adventure function. When the races fight, you do not necessarily know
who is going to win. It increases the suspense. Is there satire in back of this and strongly held views?
Given that Burroughs hides his views, we can never know.

' 4) In both novels, life on Mars is nearly destroyed at some point. Pope believes in a variation of
the Nebula Hypothesis. Meteors and planetoids come together to form planets. Ultimately, these planets
are broken up by meteors, comets, or planetoids.

As I said, Pope's forte is the classics. His science seems to have been behind the times. His
catastrophism seems a relic from earlier in the Century. Later in the novel, a comet reeks havoc. It is
driving the Moons of Mars closer, and they will ultimately crash into it. This will render Mars unlivable.
We never learn whether that in fact happens.

In addition to having a scientific explanation for the destruction of planets, Pope also has a
moral/religious explanation. In Pope's view, Planets are threatened with destruction because of the
decadence of their inhabitants, like the Prince Diavojahr and his entourage in the empire of Sundora-
Luzion. While it was fashionable to attribute the rise and fall of nations to decadence, I do not know
about the rise and fall of planets.

Still, the idea of the decadence and destruction of planets comes too close to being Biblical.
Could religion ever be chi chi? I think, for many in this era, it was. For others, like Mark Twain, irreligion
and sin were.

By contrast, Burroughs does not go out of his way to advocate a cosmology and he only
occasionally hints at one. When he does, it differs from Pope's. Mars is an old planet that is getting
colder and drier. It needs canals. In this, Burroughs, strangely for a fantasy, is more in accord with the
scientific thinking of his time than Pope.

Also, old Mars has a problem with producing its own oxygen. This lays the groundwork for its
near destruction. The mad scientist who makes the oxygen dies and his plant stops manufacturing it. The
Martians are having a harder and harder time breathing.

Rather than using the near destruction of Martian life to preach about moral consequences, like
Pope, Burroughs just used it to provide more fodder for John Carter's derring do. Again, what is
fashionable in Pope is action adventure in Burroughs. In fact, Burroughs was more interested in titillation
than morality. Despite Mars' apparent cold climate, he has the Martians go around naked. While others
had been talking about universal nudity at the time, it still would have been a crowd pleaser.

5) In both novels, there is swordplay. In Pope, there is not that much, and probably no more than
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would have taken place among the nobility of 1894. In fact, it is associated with his love of monarchy and
aristocracy, who dueled to defend their honor. Military men like Lieutenant Hamilton did too.

[n the novel, he has a sword fight with the evil Prince Diavojahr. However, the evil Prince cheats
with a hidden metal vest and an electrified sword. The blackguard! Nonetheless, Hamilton wins.

Burroughs' sword play is different from Pope's. He seems to have sword fights at least once a
chapter. They promote the action. Although there are plenty of more advanced weapons on Mars, there
is nothing like a sword for making fighting personal.

Of course, swordfighting in Burroughs is very different from Pope: his barbarian, oriental, exotic
Martians are not gentlemen and are bound by no rules.

This does not mean:the Martians are bound by no rules at all. A promise is written in stone. Sab
Than, prince of the city of Zodanga, forces the princess Deja Thoris to promise to marry him. When John
Carter arrives, she says, having given her promise, she cannot go back on it.

However, there is a barbarian, exotic solution to this. Carter kills Sab Than. I bet Lieutenant
Hamilton would have abhorred that violence.

7) In both novels, the occult plays a part. As I said, Pope claims to be spreading the gospel of
science among the public. However, his science is out of date. His occult, on the other hand, is up to the
minute. Pope says the Martians practice mind over matter and invoke spirits. Both doctrines were
fashionable at the time.

The first was fashionable under the names New Thought and Christian Science. Also, there were
several groups which had been promoting the invocation of spirits since earlier in the Century. The most
famous was flourishing at this time, the Hermetic Order of the Golden Dawn.

While Pope approves of invoking spirits, he does not seem to know much about it. However, he
brings it into the plot. He has a magician of Sundora-Luzion, unimaginatively named Thaumatour, invoke
them. Among other things, the spirits allow Thaumatour to predict Lieutenant Hamilton's future.

By contrast, Burroughs believes his readers are not that fashionable. They would not go in for
outright occult philosophies. However, they would go in for the occult that sounds scientific, i.e.,
parapsychological. He has John Carter transport himself from an Arizona cave to Mars by teleportation, a
paranormal talent.

Burroughs only brings the occult into his novel indirectly. He has the Martians get their power
from different colored rays. For instance, one powers Martian aircraft. To me, it is credible that a different
approach to science could have developed on Mars.

However, it is hard for me to believe Burroughs did not borrow the concept from the occult
system of Theosophy. That was a very popular movement of the era. According to it, there are seven rays
of different colors that permeate the universe. Of course, while the Martians' rays have very material
powers, the rays of Theosophy are very spiritual, representing abstract concepts like will, love,
intelligence and beauty.

[ have to admit, regarding telepathy, the two authors are not that much different. In both novels,
mind reading plays a part. This is easily explained because telepathy has sounded both scientific and
occult. In Pope, Lieutenant Hamilton and the Maori John learn Martian telepathically through Ascopion,
a member of the blue race. Thus, Pope allowed them to skip the time learning Martian and could get on
with the plot.

In Burroughs, telepathy appears a lot more often. John Carter finds he can read Martian minds,
but only when it is a deus ex machina, when the action demands it to save the hero. Other times, he is
clueless when the action demands that he fall pray to his enemies.

I think the seven similarities show that Burroughs borrowed elements from Pope. Of course while Pope

was more interested in being fashionable, Burroughs was more interested in giving his readers an escape.
[ronically, while escapes usually are ephemeral, [ am willing to bet that, in Burroughs’ case, because his

escapes hit so many chords, his novels are still around.
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It’s a measure of how rotten Katrina was that talking about Iraq is a welcome distraction.
Especially if it's Morrie the Critic leading the discussion ...

MORRIE THE CRITIC DISCUSSES

THE WAR IN IRAQ

Alexis Gilliland

“What ought the Democrats to do
about the war in Iraq?” I asked. “Advocating
a pullout ASAP looks like admitting defeat,
and we can hardly advocate doing more than
Bush is doing to win the damn thing.” We
were sitting in a booth overlooking the
parking lot beside La Cantina Salvadorena.

“As the opposition party you guys
don’t have to do anything,” Morrie declared,
resting his elbows on the yellow formica
table. “And, in fact, you couldn’t if you were
dumb enough to try — the Republicans
wouldn’t let you get to square one. What
you need to do is oppose, and the best way to
do that is to tell the truth with bad intent.”

I took a sip of beer. “What do you
mean?”

“Partisan politics, Max. Remember
how old Newt went after President Clinton?
No suspicion was left unaired, and the
Newtser never quit until Clinton was

impeached. After Clinton’s acquittal, then he
quit. You Democrats, you don’t need
suspicions, because you have the public
record, all the facts you need in cold [print
and hot videotape, but it will still be partisan
politics. What you need to do is go on the
attack and make political hay out of the fact
that this war is Bush’s War, it was his choice,
his legacy, his gift to the American people. It
was what he wanted to do, and he pulled out
ali the stops to make it happen. Inconvenient
facts that would have aborted the war were
ignored, and the people presenting them were
fired, like Army Chief of Staff General Eric
Shinseki; or discredited, like Joseph Wilson,
the husband of Valerie Plame, the CIA agent
who was outed by Karl Rove; or ignored, like
Tony Blair, who signed on early but was still
unable to make himself heard.”

“One thing at a time,” I said, putting
down my glass. “Valerie Plame I remember,
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but what was the problem with her husband,
again?”

Morrie sort of smiled and sat back
from the table. “In the run up to the war,
Bush gave 23 reasons for invading Iraq, and
prominent among them were those alleged
WMDs, the Weapons of Mass Destruction
which the evil Hussein had stashed around
his country. We went in, but we never found
them, and the explanation for that was, well,
yes, we were mistaken, but it was a
reasonable mistake, given our intelligence at
the time.” He crunched a corn chip. “One of
the supporting assertions for those WMDs —
a subplot if you will — was that Hussein had
tried to buy yellowcake — uranium oxide —
from Nigeria, so Joe Wilson was sent over to
Nigeria to check out if this had ever
happened, and he reported back that no, it
had not. At which point the White House,
not wishing to hear the message, moved to
discredit the messenger. Was this an isolated
instance? No. Dick Cheney used to go over
to CIA headquarters to badger the mid-level
analysts into supporting the official line
instead of reality, which goes a long way
towards explaining why our intelligence was
so crappy.”

“Okay, if Cheney and Rove were out
massaging the intelligence, they probably
weren’t the only ones, and a case can be
made that Bush was given the intelligence he
wanted to see, but General Shinseki wasn’t
fired,” I replied. “He retired after 38 years, a
long and distinguished career.”

Morrie refilled his plastic glass from
the plastic pitcher. “Testifying on the
impending Iraq war, the general told
Congress that the occupation and pacification
of Irag would take several hundred thousand
troops, when the plan called for only
100,000. The Pentagon sent in their heavy
hitters, Paul Wolfowitz (who had been
advocating the overthrow of Saddam Hussein
for years) and Donald Rumsteld, to rebut and
refute him. You could fook it up, but [ think
that was when Dick Cheney, the man who
lent gravitas to the ticket, declared we would
be welcomed with open arms as liberators
and the occupation would be a piece of cake.

There is all sorts of evidence that this
optimism was pervasive.”

“What sort of evidence?”

“Early on, some fool went on record
saying the war would pay for itself because
of Iraq’s oil, and the Pentagon was talking
about cutting the ground forces to 50,000 by
the end of the first year. More tangibly, there
were the spoils the victors expected to
disburse; all those billions of dollars of
contracts awarded to well-connected
companies that were unable to honor them
because of the continuing — and unexpected —
fighting. Congress voted the money, yes, but
most of it never got spent. Anyway, after all
that vigorous rebuttal, came the
announcement that Shinseki would be
retiring in November. Defense Secretary
Rumsfeld said he had put in for retirement,
but Shinseki said he was forced to retire
when he was on the short [ist to head the
Joint Chiefs of Staff. Why? Because if
Congress had believed him, if they were
going to act on his highly professional
advice, Bush would have needed a bigger
army to invade [raq than he had available,
and therefore the invasion would have had to
be deferred if not cancelled.”

“How big is our army, anyway?”

“Umm, you could look it up — about
500,000 regular Army and 700,000
reservists, [ think. Given our world-wide
commitments, those guys are stretched real
thin with the 130,000 troops presently
committed to [raq. So a deployment of 3 or
400,000 would have been out of the question,
unless you built up the size of the army first.”

[ ate a corn chip. “Could that have
even been done?”

“As a volunteer army? Maybe.”
Morrie considered the question. “Only it
would have taken time. Figure that after 9/11
Bush had a window of opportunity when he
could have said we needed to increase the
size of our army by maybe a third, back up to
the size it had been before Clinton balanced
the budget by cutting back on defense
spending. Because the public felt we were at
war, it wouldn’t have taken a big push to get
it done, and Bush could have shown he was
serious by raising taxes to pay for it. It



would have involved the public with the so-
called war on terror, and by the time we had
taken Afghanistan, you would have had all
these warm bodies in the pipeline. The raw
recruits would have been available to replace
the fully trained soldiers going to the front
while they continued their own training in the
rear.”

“Play differently, lose differently,” 1
agreed. “Bush wasn’t going to raise taxes, he
never asked the public to make sacrifices,
and Rumsfeld said you got to go to war with
the army you have. Anyway, over at the
State Department, all the fuss they made
about policing post-invasion Iraq was
ignored for the same reason they fired
Shinseki?”

“It was ignored, certainly. The Army
didn’t want to do it because it was hard, and
the Bushies were too caught up in the fun of
invading Iraq to worry about the aftermath.
After taking Afghanistan, Iraq was
overreaching, because Bush didn’t have the

“manpower to police Iraq after successfully
invading it. But he ignored the experts at
State, just like he ignored Shinseki, because
he was hell bent to invade Iraq.”

“And when Tony Blair tried to tell
him the same thing, Bush had already
decided he wasn’t going to hear anything that
meant he couldn’t invade? That makes
sense. But why did Bush want to invade so
badly?”

A long sigh. “One of my editors in
New York, a very intelligent lady, even if she
is a New York liberal, suggested penis envy,
that Bush wanted: to show that he had a
bigger cock than his father, who had had the
righteous opportunity to invade Iraq and
shamefully failed to take advantage of it.”

“That’s ridiculous,” I laughed.

“Well, yes. And 1 said the same
thing, only at somewhat greater length,”
Morrie replied, taking a sip of beer. “To
which her rebuttal was that I was defending
the male sex in general, but not Bush in
particular, and I had to concede that she was
right about my argument, even though I still
disagreed with her. So then she asked me if I
had a better explanation to offer, and [
couldn’t think of anything at the time. Nor

later, neither, as it happens. See, the problem
is that if good old Dubya had been rationally
motivated he wouldn’t have rejected the
rational argument that America didn’t have a
big enough army to occupy and pacify the
post-invasion Iraq — a necessary condition for
making a successful invasion. Which means
that rationally he shouldn’t have gone to war.
From which it logically follows that he went
to war for an irrational — a crazy reason, only
for some other crazy reason than what my
editor gave.”

“You don’t think it could have been
euphoria induced by the prospect of fighting
an easily won war against a hated enemy?”

Morrie shook his head. “Probably
not, no. We should assume that the euphoria
inducing optimism induced by Bush’s inner -
circle was the effect rather than the cause for
his decision to go to war.”

“Going to war is a very emotional
business,” I conceded. “Nobody goes to war
thinking they are going to lose, and once the
die is cast hoping for the best is natural.”

“So it is, Max, so it is. When Bush
went prancing around on that aircraft carrier
in front of the “Mission Accomplished’ sign
the White House had sent along, he thought it
had been, because that was as far as he’d
bothered thinking,” he continued. “Anyway,
Bush did what he wanted to do, even if it
turned out that his war wasn’t going to be
over until the enemy said it was over.

“So now he has to go around the
country making speeches trying to drum up
support for a war — his war — when support
for the war is way down.” He mopped some
spilled beer off the formica tabletop with a
couple of napkins, and set his glass on a dry
napkin. “Like about 60 percent are opposed,
and only 22 percent think we should stay in
Iraq for as long as it takes. The people can
see the war is going nowhere because that’s
what it’s been doing since the first month or
so. Speeches to friendly audiences may
comfort those audiences, but do not
necessarily persuade them, let alone move
the rest of the country.”

“Has Bush said what his objective
there was? What we had to get done before
we could go home?”
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“Ah, Max. What the paper said was
that he would never settle for ‘less than total
victory over the terrorists and their hateful
ideology’,” Morrie replied at last. “To me it
looks like he is as disconnected with reality
coming out of Iraq as he was going in. How
can we even know when that thing happens?
He also cited the number of our war dead,
and compared them with the heroic dead of
World War I1.”

I smiled and took a sip of beer. “But
not to the poor bastards that got themselves
killed in Vietnam, eh?”

He spread his hands and shrugged.
“Well, now, in their hearts even the
Republicans know Iraq isn’t going to have a
happy ending, and GOP Senator Chuck
Hagel, a Nam veteran, has come out and said
that Iraq is starting to look an awful lot like
Vietnam. So maybe Bush can ignore the
Vietnam analogy when the Democrats make
it, but he can’t ignore it when Hagel does.”

“Fine fellow that Hagel is, the White
House disagrees with his analysis. “I washed
a corn chip down with a swallow of beer.
“Hagel is from Nebraska, which is about as
red a state as you can find. But he looks to
be going with the numbers, and I expect he
has a lot of support in the GOP for that
reason.”

Morrie nodded. “The GOP has good
reason to be antsy, because the Democrats
can hardly avoid making the 2006 election a
referendum on Bush’s War, and maybe Bush
doesn’t have to sweat re-election, but the
GOP has to worry about losing a few seats
here and there.” {

“Maybe more than a few, but what
would we Democrats do if we took control of
the Senate and/or the House?”

He sat back and laughed. “Rejoice
of course. But that’s putting the cart before
the horse. First you need to oppose. You
were worried that an ASAP pullout would
make the US look bad? We already look
bad, and acting belatedly sensible wouldn’t
make us [ook worse. Anyway, the main
argument against a pullout is inertia, that we
have to stay in Iraq because we’re already
there. Or maybe you think a pullout would
be admitting defeat?” I put down my empty

glass and nodded. “No. What we would be
declaring is that our beloved President, inside
that bubble of his, where was heard a
discouraging word, he made a boo-boo.

Bush gave the army a job to do, but he never
gave them the resources they needed to do
it.”

“We already discussed resources,” |
said. “At this point, it isn’t possible to lay
hold of them. Not with a volunteer army,
anyway, and Bush has already ruled out the
draft. The problem is that any pullout,
whether ASAP or to some close-in deadline
would damage US interests.”

“For the sake of argument [ will
concede that point,” he replied coolly,
“although the US has many interests, and
some of them would clearly benefit from a
withdrawal. The rebuttal is that remaining in
place also damages US interests. So you
have to weigh the net losses from pulling out
against the losses from staying. My sense is
that the losses from pulling out are pretty
much fixed, while the losses from staying
will get bigger as time goes by, like that half
trillion dollars the war has cost so far.”

“Bush has made a career combining
heroic tax cuts with incontinent spending,
Morrie,” [ told him. “So far it seems to have
worked just fine.”

I got his reluctant nod of agreement.
“There is also the rising death toll, currently
above 2,000.”

“That death toll is demographically
insignificant, right?”

“Oy gevalt! You sound like a
Republican, Maxele. The death toll is not
insignificant to the people doing the dying,
the soldiers who volunteered for the damn
duty. Right?”

Puzzled, I looked at him. “And your
point is?”

“It has to do with morale, with esprit
de corps. Retired General Barry McCaffey
came back from a fact-finding tour with a
warning the Army Reserve is in danger of a
meltdown within two years time.” Morrie
finished his glass of beer. “Why? Abuse is
why, abuse and overuse. Some reserve units
have been sent to Iraq on 48 hours notice
instead of the 30 days they were supposed to



pulling. And it isn’t just the reserves. In the
regular army the noncoms, the sergeants and
corporals who keep things running, when
they finally have a chance to get out after all
those repeated stop loss orders that were
keeping them in after their enlistments had
expired, maybe ninety percent of them are
not re-enlisting, and they aren’t joining the
reserves, either.”

“Well, they’ve been overworked,
maybe, but it’s only temporary.”

“Do you think so? Try keeping that
army in place until we get the total victory
over terrorists that Bush says he wants, and
you won’t have an army. At least you won’t
have a volunteer army, because the soldiers,
eventually they won’t put up with it. Well
hell, they already aren’t putting up with it.
As Kipling wrote, ‘We had a kettle, we let it
leak, our not repairing it made it worse. We
haven’t had any tea for a week, the bottom is
out of the Universe.” Our army is leaking
volunteers faster than replacements can be
recruited, and if we let things go on the
numbers will go down so far that the US will
have to pull out of Iraq because we won’t
have enough warm bodies to stay in place.”
He caught the waitress’ eye and gestured for
the check. “Actually, I don’t think the
generals are going to let that happen, Max.
Bush told them to go in, and they went in,
but when they tell him the US has to pull out
of Iraq for the good of the army, Bush is
going to declare victory and pull us the hell
out.”

I left a dollar for the tip and stood up.

“At which point télling the truth with bad
intent would be seriously unpatriotic, but
we’re probably going to do it anyway.”
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The co-founder of the Hogu Awards knows something about hoaxes ...

SOYLENT CORP
and 6// cll

Elliot “Elst” Weinstein
Art by Randy Cleary

It is quite rare these days for any Fortune 500 company making several widely distributed
food products in numerous domestic and international markets to be as absent from the public
spotlight as the Soylent Corporation has been in recent years. But with the controversial leader in
the synthetic food field, no news is good news.

When the company first was founded in the early 1970’s, then CEO Asmodeus
Johannes (A.J.) Garner launched his company with the first synthetic food manufactured from
soy and lentil by-products. He named this innovative substance Soylent Red, which had modest
but encouraging sales. A year later, Garner’s researchers developed both Soylent Yellow and
Soylent Blue. These products were introduced quietly after uneven test marketing. Although there

‘were brief and occasionally violent protests aimed against the Blue variety, Garner was not

discouraged and promoted all three varieties with equal fervor.

With the three products in place and sales at a reasonably high level, A.J. Garner
convinced his financial backers to go to a much higher level. In 1973, The Soylent Corporation
embarked on a bold public relations and advertising experiment. Garner had found a copy of a
little known science fiction novel by Harry Harrison that briefly mentioned synthetic foods.
Playing on generally circulating fears of overpopulation and “final solutions,” Soylent Corp
financed a large budget science fiction thriller loosely based on the novel and starring big name
actors Charlton Heston and Edward G. Robinson. Originally, the movie carried the working title
Make Room, but in a brilliant example of ultimate product placement, Soylent Corp paid the
producers to have the name of the film changed to Soylent Green. The motion picture’s popularity
and easily quotable lines brought mass recognition of the entire product line. Garner’s gamble
paid off almost immediately. Soon sales for all Soylent products went through the roof, but
particularly the Green.

Within' months, small children everywhere were heard at supermarkets screaming
enthusiastically with their whining voices, “but Mommy, 1 want Soylent Green, It’s People!
Mommy, It’s People!” It flew off the shelves and into their shopping carts. In less than two
months, the first imitators appeared on the shelves. This included such obvious copies as, Soynut
Green, Soymix Red, Soylac Blue, and Screaming Yellow Zonkers. During this entire period,
Soylent Corp remained a privately owned company with Garner owning 78%. Times were good
for Soylent and revenues exceeded all expectations. Unfortunately, this was not something that
was going to last.

In the 1980’s, health consciousness awoke the nation and all synthetic foods were
considered bad news. “All Natural” and Organic were the catchwords in the food industry. Sales
plummeted rapidly and Soylent products were forced into a tiny niche market, and placed into
hidden recesses of the supermarket shelf next to Tang and freeze-dried ice cream. Garner was
distraught and tried any means to re-build sales. He hired some street performers, had them
painted the color of Soylent Blue and placed them in many venues to promote his company’s
Blue brand. This Blue man group eventually gained a perverted popularity nearly a decade later,
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but did little to re-ignite the fervor that once existed for the Soylent products. Like the breweries
were forced to do during Prohibition, selling yeast and malt products just to get by, Soylent Corp
had to sell its patented colors to food and other manufacturers. Soylent Red triumphed incognito
as Big Red Gum, Red Hot Cheetos, and Red Pop. Soylent color Green was found to possess
unexpected but remarkable cleansing properties and was marketed as the popular cleaning
formula Simple Green, commonly used in homes to this day. The Soylent Blue color became
widely distributed in many blue-colored raspberry drinks and candies and it was also about this
time that Mars Candy Company replaced the light brown M&Ms with a bright (and suddenly
inexpensive) Blue. Could it truly be just an innocent coincidence that the four colors of candy
promoted in their commercials were the same as the four colors of Soylent products? Despite the
fact that the sales of colors kept Soylent solvent, it was not enough to save Garner”s position as
CEO.

By the early-1990’s, Garner was facing an angry board of directors ready to revolt and
reluctantly stepped down. His replacement, the youthful yet very experienced Frank LePort,
inexplicably was brought in not from the food industry, but rather from the software giant
NIXtSUN in Silicon Valley. Bringing in expertise from the computer field might have seemed a
bit odd for a food industry giant, but as Board Member Calvin Hastings noted, “If Apple
Computer can hire a guy from some soft drink company, then we can hire a guy from a software
company.”

Although this move by Soylent did nothing to help sales initially, it did bring some
fresh and original thinking to the company. Soylent introduced its first new product in twenty-two
years, with Soylent Orange. This was followed up with the flesh tone series, Brown, Black and
White. As LePort grew into the CEO position, he realized that Soylent would have to go public to

‘raise the capital needed for expansion. He also knew that there was a vast, untapped market out

there through Internet sales. The IPO for Soylent (NYSE symbol SOYL) started at $1.50 went up
to $31 in the first three days, but dropped to a more realistic $7.50 after that. The Soylent Corp
went on to add dozens of new colors, including Beige, Purple, Gray, Mauve, Tan, Coffee, Teal,
Pink and (believe it or not) Clear. In fact, the Soylent line now boasts the following new colors,
Violet, Indigo, Chocolate, Cream, Scarlet, Vermilion, Lilac, Maroon, Gold, Silver, Lime-green,
Magenta, Rust, Almond, Salmon, Jade, Aqua, Baby Blue, Taupe, Goldenrod, Puce, Sepia and the
mysterious, Color. As usual, the Soylent Corp still refuses to give out the exact source or key
ingredients of the flavorsome crackers, but there have been surreptitious leaks made to the press
about some of the more exotic colors. The company spokesperson notes that any of these colors
can be purchased online through the Soylent website, www.soylentcorp.com, although only the
top sellers are available in stores.

So what has Soylent Corp done for you lately? It has brought to the marketplace a
whole new generation of designer color synthetic foods that can complement any home or
decorator scheme. In addition, it continues to utilize high-tech marketing techniques. Its tie-in
with Google has been the most successful of these attempts. Just enter Soylent followed by any
color mentioned above and one or more references will instantly appear for you to check out. In
fact, Soylent Green is mentioned on over 127,000 pages, and even Soylent Pink is found on over
99 pages. This is amazing considering many popular children’s cereals barely rate 150 pages. The
company also sponsors the famous Wine and Soylent festival held in New York City each March,
which draws tens of thousands of established fans and new patrons eager to sample the latest
colors. Many of the award winning recipes from previous festivals that feature the product are
available on the website listed above. Soylent products were featured prominently on the Food
Channel last August and the company will be releasing a cookbook with tempting recipes
contributed by celebrity chefs. I got to try the Soylent Salmon with Soylent Almond, Merlot and
Ginger-Wasabi sauce prepared by famous Iron Chef Morimoto and it was absolutely fantastic. As
CEO LePort quipped recently, “Soylent — it’s not just people anymore!”



So much was lost to the monstrosity known as Katrina — but some was saved

JOHN GUIDRY'’S

PHOTO
ALBUMS

John Guidry is the great New Orleans
fan. Among the founders of the New
Orleans Science Fiction Assoictaion
and the Southern Fandom
Confederation, winner of the Rebel
Award, founder of ERB-APA,

chairman of Nolacon II, John is also
among the city’s preeminent movie
fans and SF collectors — friend to all,
and devout chronicler of the fannish
experience in the Crescent City. When
Katrina came and the levee broke, he
escaped — but his books, his apas, his
tapes, his photos did not.

But the waters and mold that wreaked
havoc on John’s house did not destroy
all that lay within. When John returned
to his once-beautiful home, he found
mold shoulder high on the walls and
much that was gone. He also found
much that survived — his Burroughs
collection, his Sabatinis ... and three
precious albums of photographs from
his career in science fiction fandom.

Some of the pictures made it. Some did
not. John has asked us to save his
photos to disc — and given us
permission to publish a few of the best.
From his current, temporary home
north of Lake Pontchartrain, John says,
Welcome to my world.
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In 1968, John attended
the first of many New
Orleans DeepSouth-
Cons. Here he’s
flanked by NOSFA
members Norman
Elfer and Pete
Bezbak. The con’s 68
members included
Guest of Honor Dan
Galouye and NASA
pro Joseph Green and
his 13-year-old
daughter, Rose-Marie.
Itried to attend ... a
week late.

A year later, Joe Green returned the
favor — inviting John and other New
Orleans fans to a legendary party at his
home on Merritt Island, Florida. The
occasion was the launch of Apollo 11 —
and other party guests included Arthur
C. Clarke, shown with John and Dany
Frolich, left.



That was some soiree!
Dave Kyle was there, and
Louisiana’s Rick
Norwood, as well as Rose-
Marie’s pal Frankie
McDonald. Also there,
Robert A. Heinlein, who
knew a thing or two about
Destination: Moon. Below,
the soon-to-be-Sir Arthur
with New Orleans’ Don
Walsh.

At least two classic photos
from the Greens’ party are
missing from John’s
albums. One shows the
good Mr. Heinlein with our
hero Guidry, whose
expression is priceless — but
you can find that shot in the
Nolacon II souvenir book.
The other shows the 14-
year-old princess of the
household, and to my
recollection, was the first
picture I ever saw of /a
belle Rose-Marie.

Right, the patient
(and photogenic)
Arthur Clarke.
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In 1970, Don Walsh
hosted a Nebula banquet
in the Crescent City.
Here he is with Atlanta
fan Glen Brock and the
turtlenecked Joe Green.
It was quite a splendid
affair, even if all the
“Nubble-Bubbles” were
presented on the west
coast ...

Right: from that very event, a
photo that came frighteningly
close to falling victim to Katrina’s
toxic gumbo ... NOLa fan Jan
Lewis (holding Nolazine, the club
genzine), Rick Norwood, and the
girl of my dreams ... Rose-Marie
Green, aged 15.

New Orleans fandom could not
have been luckier in its mentor —
Dan Galouye, author of Dark
Universe and Simulacron-3 — who
attended with his beautiful wife
Carmel. What wonderful, patient
hosts and friends they were to
NOSFAmns — class acts all the way.
We lost Dan in 1975, but Carmel
shines on ...




Over the years John
formed friendships with
some of the field’s true
greats. Here he is with
Edmond Hamilton and
Leigh Brackett.

Right, Guidry with his (and our,
and your) great friend Mike
Resnick. Note the matted Frazetta
— and the discoloration from the
flood.

A tremendous Edgar Rice
Burroughs fan — he founded
ERB-apa — John got a royal
boost out of meeting the most
famous movie Tarzan,
Johnny Weissmuller.
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Weissmuller may have been

the most famous Tarzan,

but John always preferred

Bruce Bennett’s Lord Greystoke.
With them is Bob Clampett

and Cecil the Sea-Sick Sea Serpent.

To demonstrate the
potency of the toxic
brew that attacked
John’s photo albums,
check out Hal
Foster — post-
inundation.

Mere days before
Katrina, John posed
at the final
CrescentCityCon
with his
contemporaries in
NOLa fandom -
Norman Elfer,
Anne Winston,
Dennis Dolbear,
JoAnn Montalbano,
and yhos. It’s a
different world now,
but we’re all still
here, we’re all still
friends, and if John
Guidry has anything
to say about it, that
will never change.
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Here’s a memory of New Orleans from one of the great ones ...

One of the first real jobs 1 ever had, in
Chicago in the early 1950s, was working for
The Pullman Company. [ was a bottom rung
office clerk and was working for peanuts.
However, in those days, real jobs had lots of
real fringe benefits and working for the
railroad carried one of the most desirable,
free travel almost any time and anywhere the
trains ranged to.

Because I was so underpaid, 1
figured out a way to enhance my salary
somewhat by doing an inordinate amount of
that free traveling. I took a number of
hesitant, exploratory trips here and there. My

_very first ever science fiction convention was
made possible by that free travel, and the
kindness of a number of BNFs who
persuaded me to attend that 1952
Midwestcon in Bellefontaine, Ohio. The train
only went as far as Lima, but Dr. C.L. Barrett
picked me up from there and opened the door
to paradise for me.

At times | would take the train to
New York and visit (read annoy and bother)
every significant science fiction person I
could get close to, becoming friends with
some of them that lasted for decades or
death. Hannes Bok, John Campbell, Marty
Greenberg, Doc Lowndes, hero after hero,
and all the while me feeling like I was on the
top of the world.

Like having a private train limo,
almost: Cleveland, Cincinnati, and
Detroit. ..the entire Midwest was luxuriously
open to me.

Those bennies were almost always
extended for me in a number of other ways.
The Pullman Conductor on the train,
depending on space available, would almost
always upgrade me to a compartment or a
drawing room. The railroad carrier itself
would pick up my dining and bar car tabs.

Earl Kemp

While I was traveling, I was living a lifestyle
far in excess of the rest of my life, enjoying
accommodations and services normally
beyond my reach.

And New Orleans became my most
favorite of all mythical towns to imprint upon
my memory up until that time. I have to
confess that, over time, New Orleans became
eclipsed by many other real-world mythical
cities. I can even recall thinking of New
Orleans as being a deeply discounted, cut-
rate version of Rio de Janeiro, but that was
decades afterward.

For me, New Orleans was a non-
stop, weekend-long, uninterrupted party that
required a lot of preparation, penny saving,
and illegal subterfuge. The usual trip went
something like this:

I would make application for a
weekend pass to New Orleans leaving
Chicago on Friday afternoon and arriving
back on Monday morning. By far the best
such schedule was the one on the crack
Panama Limited that was an extra-fare,
Juxury “superflyer.” It left Chicago around
5:30 in the afternoon and arrived in New
Orleans at 7:30 the following morning and
returning to Chicago on a reverse schedule.
That would leave me making a mad dash and
showing up at the office just fashionably late
and sporting a hangover that was almest
unnoticeable.

The only problem was, the Panama
Limited didn’t accept travel passes unless
they were accompanied by a written request
from the passholder’s department SUpervisor.
That was no problem because his secretary,
who made out all the passes to begin with,
could sign his signature better than he could.
She did it every time [ wanted to go to New
Orleans and he never knew a thing about it,
or that I was even out of town for that matter.
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And I went to New Orleans as
frequently as I could in those glorious,
segregated, free white and not quite yet
twenty one years. Almost everything I could
think of wanting was right there, just waiting
for me. [ would get a room in the Monteleon
Hotel right in the middle of the Quarters,
insisting upon being located in the “old”
section, and relax in unaccustomed luxury,
the room being the single most expensive
item for the whole weekend. From there, all
of the French Quarter opened up just for me
and I played it to the hilt on many occasions.

For some reason I feel compelled to
accentuate the segregated part of the 1950s
because it was very real at the time.
Everywhere you turned in New Orleans, in
those days, you encountered story-book
cliché type costumed Aunt Jemimas and
Uncle Toms, shufflefooting around their
“betters” and performing every trick known
to man, woman, inbetweens, and a number of

"domesticated animals.

And there I am:

Wandering up and down Bourbon
Street from bar to bar, taking drinks along—
in Hurricane glasses — out into the street as if
[ did that every day of my life but never did
except while there. In and out of joint after
Joint catching musical numbers here and bits
of others there: Al Hirt’s, Pat O’Brien’s,
Antoine’s...and Morning Call....

Daylight hours prowling voodoo
shops and mysterious looking, smelling, and
sounding weird occult hustles and pralines
and scented candles and chocolate flavored
high-yellow hookers and....

Taking the ferry out to Algiers just
for the hell of it. Driving the causeway—
thrilling experience—out into Pontchartrain
... lazying about on the lily-white beaches
and getting sunburned from exposing all that
Chicago skin to so much Cajun sunshine.

Daniel F. Galouye was one of the
main reasons I went to New Orleans in the
first place. He was a science fiction writer
and [ was pretending to be a science fiction
fan so it worked out well for both of us for a
bunch of years from within the 1950s all the
way into the ‘60s. 1 even managed to get him

to come to the Chicago Worldcon in 1962,
but that’s another story.

Dan worked for the New Orleans
Times-Picayune when he wasn’t writing
science fiction short stories for Imagination
and other magazines and novels for Bantam
Books. I liked him quite a bit and it was
always a pleasure to be with him. He
showed me some very good Cajun eating
places within easy reach, even walking
distance, of the French Quarter.

Among them was Morning Call, a
place that specializes in morning-after coffee
with a special kick. Being there so impressed
me that, years later, in 1960 in Who Killed
Science Fiction?, I wrote the following:

“There is, in the Vieux Carre of New
Orleans, a quaint restaurant named Morning
Call. Here there can be purchased coffee with
chicory only, and some obscure pastry twists
from a deep-fry vat that are referred to as
“doughnuts.” One goes to Morning Call in
the morning naturally, after a night on the
town, after carnival is dwindling to an end, as
the early rays of sunshine bounce off the
Mississippi and glitter across the Quarters.

“Here one relives the experiences of
the night, the delight of Al Hirt’s trumpet at
Dan’s Pier 600, the pleasant song-fests at Pat
O’Brien’s and last but by no means least, the
moment of truth that comes for you and the
dark-haired beauty in the little apartment
over Rampart Street.

“And one gags on the syrupy
chicory-coffee and sprinkles confectioner’s
sugar from a shaker onto the grease-soaked
doughnuts.”

#

For a good decade, New Orleans was my
favorite city. My memories are filled with it
and the good times I’ve experienced while
being there.

I eagerly await New Orleans’ rebirth
and my next occasion to experience her
eternal delights.



Mike Resnick
Bathroomis
| Have

Back in the days when Carol and 1
were breeding and exhibiting collies -- for
the record, we had 23 champions, most of
them named after science fiction stories and
characters -- we encountered some unusual
bathrooms.

At the Springfield, Missouri Fair
Grounds, the men's room consisted of a
small building with a concrete floor. No
matter where you stood, it sloped to a drain
in the very center of the building. And that
was it, in its entirety.

At the Wheaton, Illinois Kennel Club,
the only way for 3,000 exhibitors to get
from the parking lot was through — not
around, not next to, but through - the
women's bathroom.

There were a lot of bathrooms like
that on the show circuit. We used to joke
about them.

Then we started traveling around the
world, and realized just how good we had it

A classic from the classic Chall pal.

in Springfield, Wheaton, and the other show
sites. One day, just for the hell of it, I put
our experiences in a Toastmaster speech at
Midwestcon, and it was so popular that I
was flown to a number of other cons
expressly to talk about bathrooms. Guy
Lillian heard it at some con or other, and has
prevailed upon me to resurrect the memories
one last time.

&

The Matthews Range, Kemya. This is a
mountain range in Northern Kenya that was
only recently opened for tourism, and we
were among the first to show up there. The
tented camp's notion of a bathroom was a
"long drop" (a toilet over a 30-foot-deep
hole, common on the safari trail), and a
shower consisting of a 5-gallon canvas bag
that would be filled with hot water by what
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our guide liked to call
handmaidens".

"dusky

There were no car tracks in the
Matthews Range -- it was too newly opened
for them -- so all our sightseeing had to be
done on foot. In the mountains. At 7,500
feet altitude. In the heat of the day. When
we got back from a four-hour trek I was so
exhausted I skipped the shower and went
right to my cot for a nap. [ awoke just after
sunset and decided to bathe before dinner.
So I duly removed my clothes, stood under
the canvas bag, and pulled the cord that
opened it — and let out such a scream that 1
scared away all the leopards they'd laid out
bait for. Seems I'd forgotten what happens
to hot water when it's left out for hours at
7,500 feet at nightfall — except that it wasn't
hot water any more. 1 don't think I could
have been any colder if you'd covered me

~with ice cubes.

&

Jedibe Island, Botswana. It's not generally

known, but hippos kill more tourists than
any other animal in Africa. The reason's
simple enough. Hippos have incredibly
sensitive skin, so they protect it by staying
in the water all day -- but they don't eat in
the water. After dark they climb ashore and
forage for up to two miles to down their
daily ration of 300 pounds of choice
vegetation.

When they're in the water, all you can
usually see are their eye sockets, their ears,
and their nostrils, so naturally the tourist
much prefers to photograph them on land,
and the best time to do it is when they're
coming back from a night's feeding.

Only one problem. Get between a
hippo and water, and he panics. Every
instinct telis him the water is safe, and he'll
take the shortest route to it -- which means
he'll go through you, not around you.

So one day we're on Jedibe Island in
the middle of the Okavango Swamp (I
know, 1 know, I'm supposed to call it a
Delta, but what it is is a swamp). Now, the
more sophisticated tented camps usually
supply a private bathroom, no matter how
primitive, attached to each tent. Jedibe did
not possess one of the more sophisticated
tented camps. What it had was an ablution
block, an area perhaps 30 feet on a side,
surrounded by a 6-foot-high reed fence.
Inside the block was a toilet (the long drop
variety, of course) and a shower (the canvas
bag variety, natch.)

At midnight [ decide to use the
facilities, so I wander over to the ablution
block, maybe 40 yards from our tent -- we
were the only people in the camp that night,
other than the couple who ran it -- and in the
fullness of time I prepare to unlatch the
ablution block's door and return to my tent.

But just then a 3-ton hippo who'd been
grazing in the area got an itch, and decided
to scratch it by rubbing against the reed
fence. And he rubbed, and he rubbed, and he
rubbed, and that damned itch just wouldn't
go away, and | knew how he felt, because [
was being eaten alive by insects.

So I got to thinking, and I figured:
Jedibe is a small island, maybe 300 yards in
circumference, so if he sees me and he's got
normal intelligence, he'll realize that all he
has to do is turn around and trot off to the
safety of the water.

Then I think a little more, and I figure:
if, on the other hand, he's an exceptionally
stupid hippo, wherever 1 stand he'll decide
I'm between him and the water and will just
lower his head and charge.

The scratching didn't sound very
intelligent, and | decided not to chance it.
Three hours later he satisfied his itch,
grunted a few times, and went off for a
swim. | got to the tent just in time to catch
an hour of sleep before the sun came up and



we were off to watch the very animal I'd
been avoiding all night long.

&

Mana Pools, Zimbabwe. Another tented
camp, this one on the Zambezi River. We
arrived in late morning, were shown to our
tent, and were left alone to unpack. Carol
saw a movement overhead, looked up, and
found that we were sharing the tent with a 5-
foot long spotted bush snake. Of course, we
didn't know what the hell kind of snake it
was, so I sought out the camp manager, who
explained that it was harmless to people, but
would hold the tent's lizard and insect
population down to zero.

I didn't think any more of it until we
came in all hot and dusty from the afternoon
game run. Carol decided to take a shower

-before dinner. It turns out that the snake had
the same idea and got there first. She took a
look at the snake. The snake took a look at
her. She screamed in surprise. The snake
hissed in terror. She took off to the east.
The snake took off to the west.

Eventually Carol came back. The
snake, poor distraught fellow, never did.

4

The Osiris. The Osiris is a ship, owned by
the Hilton hotel chain, that travels the Nile
from Cairo to Aswan and back again. We
were visiting Egypt with Pat and Roger
Sims, my father, and my agent, Eleanor
Wood, and her kids.

Since | was the African expert, I did
the booking. I choose the Ramses Hilton,
because it was the only 5-star hotel in Cairo
that had never had a reported case of
botulism. I booked the tour company, which
had enough clout to make a plane turn
around and come back for us when we were
late getting to the airport. And I booked the

Osiris, suppnsedly the most luxurious ship
on the Nile.

Well, two out of three ain't bad.

Pat and Roger had the room right
above us. Every time Roger took a shower
we had a driving rain in our cabin.

And Roger likes to shower.

[ never saw a desert in Egypt, but I
saw a /ot of rain. All of it inside.

&

Malindi, Kenya. Malindi is a charming little
town on the Kenya coast, halfway between
Mombasa and Lamu. After touring the Gedi
ruins, we checked in at the Sindbad Hotel,
which looked exactly like something out of
Road to Morocco, with its arched doorways
and enclosed gardens and such. We had a
nice dinner, watched some vigorous native
dancers, and went to bed.

We awoke at six in the morning to
find that our toilet, which had worked the
previous day, was not functioning. We went
down to the desk to complain, and the
manager explained that there was nothing
wrong with the toilet. To conserve water, he
turned the toilets off at midnight and
reactivated them at nine in the morning.

“But the shower and the sink worked,"
I said. "I tried them, just to see if the water
had been shut off."

"Of course they work."

"Then why shut off the toilet?" I
demanded.

He smiled. "Who takes a shower at
four in the morning?" he responded.

Kenya may belong to the Third
World. The Sindbad Hotel belonged to a
world all its own.

&

The Sheraton Skyline Hotel, London. I'm
including this just so you'll know that not all
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our bathroom experiences took place in
Africa.

Carol suffers from jet lag, so we
usually spend a day in London on our way
to and from Africa, to give her system a
chance to adjust. And the hotel we usually
stay at by Heathrow Airport is the Skyline
Sheraton.

So we land, and check in at the
Skyline, and while I'm unpacking Carol
walks into the bathroom. And a minute later
[ hear her calling me.

"What is it?" I ask.

"There's no knob or handle on this
side of the door," she says. "Could you open
it, please?"

[ reach for the knob, and realize
there's no knob or handle on my side of the
door either. The entire mechanism is
missing.

So I phone down to the desk, they
send up a mechanic, he uses some tool or
other to let her out, and admits that he has
no idea what happened to the missing knobs.

Before we move our stuff to a new
room, I look inside the bathroom.

No windows. No phone.

If Carol had been traveling alone,
she'd have been stuck there for maybe 22
hours until the maid came to clean the room

the next morning.

The
toilet’s on
Kenya time,
but my
bladder’s on
Eastern

Daylight!

Maralal, Kenya. The Maralal Lodge is a
convenient halfway point between the
Samburu/Buffalo Springs reserves and the
lakes of the Rift Valley. (It's also where
Jomo Kenyatta was imprisoned for 7 long
years.)

The lodge has the most beautiful
flower gardens. They're an odd sight in the
middle of the arid Northern Frontier District.

It's a little less odd when you see the
signs outside every cabin and in every
bathroom, urging you not to drain the
bathtub when you're through with it. With
water at such a premium, they send a couple
of attendants around every morning and
afternoon. They fill buckets with dirty water
from the tubs and empty them on the flower
gardens.

B

The Mount Soche Hotel, Malawi. The best
hotel in Blantyre, the former capitol of
Malawi back when it was Nyasaland, is the
Mount Soche Hotel, so that's where we
stayed. The elevators semi-worked, which is
to say they went up and down, but they
never once stopped at our floor. That's a
really  trivial  problem  for
accommodations, so we paid it no attention.

While we were in Blantyre we went to

African

the local museum, where the college-
educated curator tried to convince us that
witchcraft was a valid science, and we drove
and climbed Mount Mulanje, which at 9,000
feet isn't much of a mountain, but it's the
tallest one they've got.

And then we went back to the hotel.
And I blew my nose, and tossed the tissue in
the toilet, and forgot about it. And as Carol
passed by, she saw it and decided to flush it
away. And couldn't find the flushing
mechanism. Finally she saw a little button
on the wall, and realized that was it. And she
pushed. And it didn't budge.



She pushed again. Nothing happened.
Finally she braced her feet, threw her whole
weight into it, and flushed the toilet just
before her thumb was due to break.

Her comment: "I've walked maybe 20
miles yesterday, and today 1 climbed the
tallest mountain in the country. And flushing
that damned toilet is the most exercise I've
had since we've been here."

&

The Maasai Mara, Kenya. So we're staying
in a tented camp in the Mara, and after
dinner we watch some dancing, and finally
it's about ten o'clock, and it's time to go to
bed, since we'll be getting up at six to go on
a game run. (I'd much prefer to get up at a
civilized hour, but in Africa the animals lay
up in the heat of the day, and you tend to
take your game runs from 6:00 to 9:00 AM,
and again from 3:30 to 6:00 PM. In between,
everyone sleeps.

Anyway, we get to our tent, and sure
enough, the toilet in the attached bathroom
isn't working. I report it to the camp
manager, he sends a fellow over to repair it,
and five minutes later it's working.

He announces that he's going to walk
home now. I offer to hunt up the manager
and get him a ride.

"I am a Maasai," he says with proper
arrogance. "I have lived here all my life. [
have no fear of animals."

Twenty minutes later a helicopter is
rushing him to the Nairobi hospital a couple
of hundred miles away. It seems he ran into
an equally arrogant elephant who had lived
there all her life and had no fear of Maasai.

4

Linyati Camp, Botswana. So we're in the
Linyati area of Botswana, and it's another
camp with an ablution block. And just

before I turn off my reading lamp to go to
sleep, I decide to pay the ablution block a
visit.

I get out of the tent and take two steps
toward the block.

"Hi, Mike," say three hyenas, who are
posted halfway to the block. "We're so glad
you came out to play with us."

They grin to show me how happy they
are.

I go back into the tent.

o

Ngorongoro Crater, Tanzania. If you could
spend only one day in Africa, you'd be well-
advised to spend it in the Crater, a caldara
(collapsed volcano) about 10 miles in
diameter, with an enormous concentration of
large mammals — and the walls are so steep
and high that they have almost no poachers.

What they do have on the floor of the
Crater is a lovely little lake where our party
— Pat and Roger Sims, Carol and myself, and
my father — all stopped to enjoy a box lunch.
And about thirty yards away was an old-
fashioned outhouse with an honest-to-ghod
half-moon carved on the door.

My father announced his intention to
pay it a visit. Moro, our native guide,
recommended against it. My father decided
he couldn't wait, so off to the outhouse he
went.

"He is a very brave man, your father,"
said Moro.

"How brave do you have to be to enter
an outhouse?" [ said, assuming he had
warned us off because it was filthy.

"Very," he said. "A black mamba" —
the most poisonous snake in Africa — "lives
beneath the little hole you sit on."

I had raced halfway to the outhouse to
pull my father out of there when he
emerged, looking much relieved and totally
unbitten.
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&

There are so many others. There was Island
Camp on Lake Barringo, which seemed to
have established an ant farm in our shower
stall. There was another tented camp in the
Rift Valley where we shared our bathroom
with a pet waterbuck who came running
every time he heard the shower going. There
was a hotel in Nancy, France where every
time you flushed the toilet the bidet shot
water up to the ceiling.

But I'm going to close by telling you
about the most memorable bathroom of all.
The wild part is that I couldn't find it again
if you paid me.

&

Maasai Mara, Kenya. It's 1986, our first trip

.to Kenya, and we're in the Mara, which is

overflowing with animals and looks exactly
like Hollywood's idea of Africa. We've been
driving around watching them for a few
hours, and Perry, our guide, and 1 decide

Why is the
hippo running?
He needs to
use the john,

too!

Illos by KURT ERICHSEN

that we have to answer a call of Nature.
Carol, who has a bladder of steel, waits in
the Land Rover while Perry and I go behind
a likely bush.

And as we are doing what comes
naturally, I look over, and there, about 20
yards away, is a 2,000-pound Cape buffalo
doing exactly the same thing, and glaring at
me as if I, and I alone, am responsible for
his prostate problems.

So I alert Perry to our situation and
ask him what to do.

His logical answer: "Finish before he
does and run like hell."

We finished about ten seconds ahead
of him, and beat him to the car by about
three feet. The car proudly sported its scar
from the buffalo's horns on our next two
trips to Kenya, until it was replaced by a
new Land Cruiser that soon displayed the

gouge from a rhino's horn, which is an
interesting story but has nothing to do with
bathrooms, so I'll save it for another time
and place.




From a longtime Chall pal, thoughts on the loss of New Orleans, and the birth of

T“E new AjF]LAN’_JF][S Joseph T Major

Mr. Blaylock, the choir director at First Baptist Church, must have been really
convincing. Why else did the youth choir get to go to Panama City, to New York, to the Miracle
Strip? But we went, and sang at a few churches along the way.

In “seventy, though, we went south. It was summer, with all that entails in the south. We
were used to it then. The bus took us through Tennessee and Alabama and Mississippi, and then
across the great Lake Pontchartrain bridge.

There was a church there for us to sing, too. That wasn’t the biggest thing we did. The
boys were four to a room — girls, too, I suppose. It didn’t matter, we were young and full of life
and joy. The Holiday Inn was crowded but we didn’t care.

One afternoon we actually got to go to the French Quarter. The notorious places were off
limits, of course. I’ve never seen pullers at strip joints elsewhere. There were enough
“acceptable” places for us to ramble along and enjoy ourselves. (The one place that stuck in my
historian’s mind was Le Petit Soldier Shop, a place full of books and tin soldiers and all that
militaria. I wanted to go back.)

[t was fun, walking along and seeing the signs of history, the street signs in French and
Spanish, the mossy walls, the old brick streets. In a world where the past is *BANG* *BOOM*
parking lot, seeing something older than myself that was still used, still living, was reassuring. Or
standing on the bank of the river and looking across a great flowing inland sea. Even then I

-couldn’t enjoy the food, unfortunately. But I wanted to go back someday.

I read about the place from time to time. John Dillman’s true crime stories (the best one
is Unholy Matrimony (1988) about a woman who was dying to get married or was it the other
way round?) brought back a little of that. There were the stories of NoLafandom, from the Elder
Days in Room 770 to the regular doses of now in Challenger.

Sometime, I figured, we’d go back. I had actually hoped to go by on the way to (or back
from) LoneStarCon, back in 1997, but things happened. It’d still be there.

I have to wonder. An entire city has been dispersed, with all that means; communities
broken up, homes washed out, neighborhoods scattered. Such broken things seem beyond our
power to put back together, with so many other demand. Even if some of them do come back, if
the water gets pumped out, if the dead are buried, will it be enougn?

What will we have? A world without the exotic flavor of Creole, the mystical vodun;
without the gloriéus excess of Mardi Gras, the glitter and wonder of the French Quarter. The
history of Jackson Square and of Jean Lafitte, the blockade runners and the autocracy of Ben
Butler. This can never be gone, but it can be destroyed; there can be facts without a place to keep
them. Where will the memories go, when there is no one and no place to keep them?

If there is a new New Orleans ... will it be a mere port, a place for pumping oil into
barges, with a ticky tacky town for the workers tacked on behind? Or will they finally give up the
ghost, let the Mississippi pour down the Atchafalaya as it’s been trying to do for most of a
century?

What will happen if the workers and the livelihood go away? Will this exodus leave the
remnant to become a “NewOrleansLand™? A tourist attraction where paid employees go through
the motions of being the lively place that was?

If T were fifteen and vigorous again ...
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Don Markstein’s www.toonopedia.com deals with characters from the comics, and is one of the
net's fannish glories. A New Orleans native, his thoughts on Katrina are anything but comic.

‘ROE VS, WADE?”

a guest editorial
Don Markstein

Q: Where does Bush stand on Roe vs. Wade?
A: He doesn’t care what hurricane victims do.

[ got that from Larry Epke.

[’d planned to start with something
completely unexpected — kind words about
George W. Bush. But on September 2, 2005,
he blew my kind words right out of the
water, if you don’t mind an allusion to what
has become the worst enemy of the city I
love most.

And what did he do to derail my
uncharacteristically positive attitude towards
him? He decided flying over New Orleans
wasn’t enough. He had to visit on the
ground. And what, do you suppose, did he
expect to accomplish by that, other than
posture in front of a camera about how awful
it is (which we already know)? The only
possible effect would be to get in the way of
people with real work to do. And in fact, he
went even farther in that direction than he
had to, by grabbing trained rescue workers to
stand behind him and form a backdrop, so
he’d look better on TV.

Even ome rubbernecking disaster
tourist is too many. But a U.S. president,
with an entourage that would embarrass most
emperors, is a hell of a lot more than just
one. So many, the last leg of the trip had to
be done in a flotilla of helicopters.

I wonder how many rooftop dwellers
those helicopters could have been ferrying to
safety if they hadn’t been pressed into the
service of a  pompous,  smirking
powermonger. [ wonder how many died
because the helicopters weren’t there.

Think he got his damned feet wet?

This has nothing to do with my
personal feelings about Bush. Even a

politician I like, if there were such a thing,
would have gotten the same response. New
Orleans simply isn’t a legitimate destination
right now for useless people like politicians.

We hear a lot about Bush glomming the
budget for levee maintenance, and that’s
certainly a valid reason (among many) to
loathe him. Of course, Bill Clinton slashed
levee maintenance too, and he’s pretty
loathsome as well, but at least Clinton did it
less, and didn’t funnel the money into
anything quite so patently evil. But a lot of
the blame should go to the locals, who for the
better part of a century have been delighted
to foist off the burden of levee maintenance
to the federal government.

But there’s plenty of blame available
for the guy who stated, right in front of a
camera, that there was no way anyone could
have known the levee was going to break.
(And there was no way of knowing Osama
bin Laden was up to something before 9/11,
unless he read the August 6 memo that had
been addressed to Bush.) Is he that stupid, or
does he just lie by reflex?

Then there’s that incredible fool he
put in charge of FEMA. If you'd told me,
Wednesday after the storm, that there could
possibly exist even a single person, anywhere
in the world, who wasn’t aware of all the
people trapped in the Convention Center,
chanting “We Want Help” at any of the many
reporters willing to point a camera at them,
[’d have thought it was a ridiculous fantasy.
But here was the guy running FEMA, who
one would think would at least know what’s



going on, expressing surprise as late as
Thursday, that any such thing could be.

Hey, George — I know about your
affinity for people who, like you, have failed
at everything they’ve ever tried; and I know
it’s a time-honored tradition to appoint your
political pals to lucrative do-nothing jobs.
But there’s plenty of pork for guys like that —
director of the Bureau of Weights and
Measures, ambassador to Djibouti, deputy
under-secretary of whatever Only a
moron, and ['m not saying you aren’t, would
put someone like him where it matters when
he screws up.

This is how our highly trusted federal
security folks, who are real good at making
us take off our shoes before boarding
airplanes, would deal with the aftermath of a
real breach in security. Provided, of course,
those breaching it gave five days notice. Too
bad if the terrorists are impolite enough to
strike without warning.

I see Congress just gave FEMA
‘another $60+ billion. Isn’t that just like
government? The worse it fails, the more
money they give it.  And when that
amazingly incompetent jackass finally
resigned, he was replaced by the idiot whose
idea of terrorist protection is duct tape. No
word on where the money will come from,
but history tells us we can rule out tax
increases and cutting expenses elsewhere.

Not that the feds deserve all the
blame — the governor and the mayor didn’t
exactly cover themselves with glory either.
In fact, I can’t think of anyone in government
who did. ]

If you’re among those inclined to
despise people for whining to government
before looking to private organizations,
preferably local or regional, for help — all 1
can do is suggest you join the rest of us here
in the real world. How do you propose
getting rid of the federal monopolization of
disaster management? It’s been growing for
decades, and had a huge spurt right after
9/11. Nowadays, you can’t even bring in
three truckloads of drinking water, as
WalMart, that most despised of corporations,
tried to do, without being turned away by
armed men.

Surely FEMA didn’t really think that
letting that stuff in would /¢! Does private
help threaten their hegemony or something?
This gives credence to those who suspect
FEMA, which has the power to ignore any
law and suspend any liberty (and which was
never authorized by a legislative body, being
the product of an “executive order” — which I
don’t believe is mentioned in the
Constitution — on the part of John F.
Kennedy), is being groomed to take over
when they’re ready to take the final steps in
turning America into a police state. The
obvious fact that they put so much effort into
establishing control over the remaining
population — breaking into houses and
seizing legal weapons in violation of the 2"
Amendment- (just as an example) — days
before making any, and | do mean any,
attempt to help them survive, is another clue.
People trying to get out of that hellhole at the
Superdome (which, for the record, 1 was
against building) before FEMA was finally
ready to ship them god-knows-where, were
held in at gunpoint!

So both “ends” of the pathetically
short  political ~spectrum segment that
supposedly represents us in Washington are
clamoring for FEMA to get even more
money. What, exactly, are they hoping for it
to accomplish with it? Deny access to twice
as many trucks full of drinking water?

So where were the citizen soldiers of
the National Guard, who should have been
the first responders? Iraq. Where were the
helicopters that should have gone out within
minutes of the levees breaking, and started
dropping sandbags into the gaps? Iraq.
Where was the money that was needed to
shore up the levees in the first place? Traq.

God damn George W. Bush for
turning my home town into another piece of
collateral damage from his deadly hubris.

Time to talk about dat ol’ debbil, racism.
Unlike many others condemned as Liberals
by the Liberal Media (i.e., anyone who thinks
maybe it’s not a good idea to level lraqi cities
in an attempt to win their hearts and minds), 1
don’t think the fact that most of New Orleans
is black is why the feds were so anti-helpful.
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‘quotes

That’s just the feds being feds — it only
shows more here than it usually does.

I do, however, see a lot of racism in
the news coverage, and I’'m not talking about
that famous incident where black people
“looted: necessary supplies while white
people “found” them. [ saw that almost as a
red herring, drawing attention away from the
more subtle racism I was already seeing in
the news.

In any disaster, there are going to be
lots of heroes helping their neighbors
survive, alongside a few who give in to their
baser instincts. Since I'm convinced that
most people are basically good despite the
fact that we all have baser instincts, I know
very well there are always more heroes than
footers.

And we usually see that in hurricane
coverage, e.g., what came out of Florida last
year. But they have a more balanced racial
mix. In New Orleans, with few exceptions,
what we saw was the “looting” — word in
because, as in the loot/find
dichotomy, it seems to have consisted mostly
of ordinary folks trying to survive however
they could. We also hear a lot about gang
violence on the streets (a necessary
propaganda prelude to rounding up all the
cuns).

Here
(http://www.femmenoir.net/LisaMoore.htm)
is another point of view about this alleged
violence. You’ll find a clickable link at
http://www.uncadonald.com/sfpa.htinl.

Maybe the reason this struck me is
that for once, it’s my people, i.e. Orleanians
of whatever skin color, on the short end of it.

So now what?

The people who say “we” shouldn’t
rebuild a city that “they” were foolish enough
to build below sea level are, of course, just
ignorant dorks. There’s a good reason for the
fact that you’ll find a city near the mouth of
every navigable river in the world.

And the ones who decided on the
exact location of this one weren’t idiots —
they went far enough upstream (100 miles
from the Gulf) to put it on solid ground.
That’s why the oldest parts of the city were

only lightly, if at all flooded, despite the
natural sinking of coastal areas following
centuries of short-sighted flood control. It
was urban sprawl (which we think of as a
20™ Century phenomenon though it got well
started in the 19™) that made it necessary to
drain a lot of swampland so people would
have places to live. There’s no use insulting
anyone’s intelligence for that.

New Orleans will come back, with or
without a dime of federal subsidy, simply
because it’s a good location for a city. This
is a wonderful opportunity for someone with
a lot of money to buy up soon-to-be-
valuable-again property. But it’s likely to
come back a pathetic parody of its former
self.

Tourism has long been the tail that
wags the Port of New Orleans dog. One of
the things driving it is an abundance of fine
restaurants, serving a unique cuisine with
influences from all over the world. Many of
those restaurants have been in the same
family since before any of us, or our
grandparents, were born, and it’s the
collective traditions of those families that
make up what we think of as the New
Orleans style of food.

I suppose most of the remaining
family-owned ones are about to fall into the
hands of multi-national corporations, which
will then resume serving “New Orleans style
food,” supplemented with the Cajun style
that’s become conflated with it in the
perception of semi-literate Yankees. The
kind of New Orleans style you can find
anywhere, right between the Chinese style
and the Mexican style.

As the ordinary people whose
families have lived there a century or more,
who gave New Orleans more character than
tourists will ever know (I assume you’ve read
A4 Confederacy of Dunces), are scattered, the
city is likely to become practically a theme
park. That’s been the trend for many years,
at least in the touristy areas, and this can only
accelerate it.

[t breaks my heart. I love that city,
and now it’s gone.
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Science Fiction, Graphics, and their impact on my life

By Dick Jenssen
Being an SF fan

[ am a science fiction fan, as opposed to merely a reader or viewer, because | find great
joy in the stories, films, and discussions of this genre. And that pleasure is the result of the
interaction between what is read or seen and my personality. In other words, I am a fan simply
because it is my nature to be so. It is not an active choice on my part. Indeed, to misquote Theodore
Sturgeon very slightly, "Why must we love where the lightning strikes, and not where we choose?
But I'm glad it's you, science fiction, I'm glad it's you". As I hope this suggests, I believe an SF fan
is someone who lives slightly askew from those who inhabit the drab everyday world, someone who
sees things from a modified perspective. Someone who can perceive the extraordinary in the
ordinary, the ultra-mundane in the mundane, and the wonder which resides in the ubiquity of the
commonplace. But there's even more to a fan.

Abraham Merritt expressed the combination of beauty of emotion and logic masterfully
in The Metal Monster:
In this great crucible of life we call the world - in the vaster one we call the universe - the riysteries
lie close packed, uncountable as grains of sand on ocean's shores. They thread, gigantic, the star-
flung spaces; they creep, atomic, beneath the microscope’s peering eye. They walk beside us,
unseen and unheard, calling out to us, asking why we are deaf to their crying, blind to their wonder.
Sometimes the veil drops from a man's eyes, and he sees - and speaks of his vision.
And those who hear are the SF fans...

Life before Science Fiction

[ was born, on July 6, 1935, in Shanghai, China, of a British father - Tia Jenssen - and a
Russian mother - Gail, nee Bredihina. Mother, father and child were moved to Sydney in 1941 by
Tia's employer - the Shell Oil Company. Gail and I left first<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>