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Poul Anderson 
One of science fiction’s greatest writers, 
Poul Anderson, died of prostate cancer on 
July 31 at the age of 75. Thanks to the 
internet, on the day before Poul died he 
received hundreds of e-mails and messages 
from friends and readers and fellow writers, 
which Poul’s daughter, Astrid, and his wife, 
Karen, printed out and read to him. Greg 
Bear told fans online, “He died knowing 
(and how!) that he was loved and valued, 
and hearing how much his work had enter-
tained and moved so many.” 
     Poul broke into print in 1947, with his 
co-written story "Tomorrow's Children" in 
Astounding, and became well-known in the 
early 1950s through short stories like “Sam 
Hall” and his novels Three Hearts and Three 
Lions and Brain Wave. Fans were so im-
pressed by his writing he was invited as 
Worldcon GoH in 1959, very early in a long 
career. 
     When I became an active fan a dozen 
years later, he was my favorite sf writer. I 
remember the pleasure of visiting the 
Change of Hobbit bookstore in 1972 at its 
original location above a laundromat in 
Westwood, and taking home a trove of out-
of-print Anderson works. He was always at 
Westercons and Worldcons: there was never 
a friendlier or more accessible pro. I had the 
fortune to be able to invite him as a Guest of 
Honor of the 1978 Westercon. 
     Poul was that rare combination, a prolific 
sf writer and one of the genre’s leading 
literary lights.  
     During Poul’s career, fans voted him 
seven Hugos (all for short fiction published 
before 1982) and the Gandalf Grand Master 
Award for Fantasy (1978). His colleagues 
voted him three Nebulas (also for short 
fiction) and the SFWA Grand Master 
Award. Poul was one of SFWA's early 
Presidents (1972-1973.) He was inducted 
into the Science Fiction and Fantasy Hall of 
Fame in 2000, and was still writing award-
winning stories: his latest novel, Genesis, 
won the John W. Campbell Memorial 
Award for Best Novel in 2001.  
     As good as his award-winners were, Poul 
is even better remembered for his popular 
stories about charismatic personalities like 
magnate Nicholas Van Rijn, the three 

members of the Trader 
Team, imperial spy Dominic 
Flandry and his nemesis 
Aycharaych the Chereionite, 
and others. Poul also wrote 
some great wish-fulfillment 
science fiction, like High 
Crusade, where low-tech 
knights conquer a starfaring 
empire, and “A Bicycle Built 
for Brew” with its odd 
melding of humor and hard 

science. And, he collaborated with Gordon 
Dickson on the whimsical Hoka stories. 
     Poul’s passing received wide notice in 
the media. His obituary ran in dozens of 
papers around the world and on CBS radio 
news. The coverage was extensive and 
generally insightful.  
     A memorial service for Poul was held at 
the First Unitarian Church in Oakland on 
August 4. Jerry Pournelle convened the 
ceremonies. The Andersons’ niece, Janet, 
played the piano. Robert Silverberg did a 
brilliant job of summing up people’s appre-
ciation of Poul Anderson.  
     Members of the family spoke, including 
Poul's brother, John. According to Marty 
Halpern online, John began by saying 
“Some of you might be surprised to learn 
that Poul had a brother; I'm not the least bit 
surprised!” John went on, explaining that 
while Poul studied physics, he became an 
anthropologist. John said he was one of the 
first to explore the Ellsworth mountain range 
in Antarctica: he was able to take three other 
people with him. Poul, on the other hand, 
through his writing, was able to take mil-
lions with him to the stars. 
  

 Jack Harness 
November 3, 1933-July 13, 2001 
     One of LASFS’ zaniest fans and its 
secretary for many years, Jack Harness, died 
in the hospital while undergoing an an-
giogram on July 13. His hilarious minutes 
made such an impression that years ago the 
club officially changed the title its secretary 
to Jack’s nickname, “Scribe.”  
     Jack had called Lee Gold on July 12 to 
say that his pacemaker/defibrillator had 
given him a shock, so he’d gone to Kaiser 
Hospital. The doctors ran tests, and “They 
agree it’s not life-threatening,” he told Lee. 
“Don’t worry. Tell everybody that I’m 
chipper.” Unfortunately, Jack died during 
his angiogram the next day. 
     “Scribe” started as a parody of Rosicru-
cian ads signed “Scribe Such-and-such,” but 
it stuck as Jack’s nickname. His other 
fannish pseudonyms included Jxtn Muir, 
Alhazred ibn Cthulhu, and Rosharn.  
     He was highly accomplished at every-
thing fannish -- including writing, art, 
costuming, filking, gaming and punning, a 

range of interests that seems remarkable 
today but was typical of LASFSians in the 
1960s. 
     Don Simpson praised Jack’s art and 
fanwriting: “I loved Harness’s creations 
[including] the M’taah-horn-equipped, 
trisexual Objectivist Mutated Mice (I think 
I’m probably missing yet another adjective 
or two here) with their guidebook Guilt 
Without Fear…. I greatly admired Jack’s fan 
writing, and thought that if he wrote as well 
about mundane life he could make a living 
as a columnist. Jack turned my rooms at the 
Pollyanna Apartments, most easily reached 
by going through a laundromat and up the 
back stairs, into a place entered from inside 
the laundromat (through a dryer, I think).”  
     Jack’s art was mainly seen within the 
LASFS. He did countless APA-L covers. I 
had the good fortune to have artwork-on-
stencil from him to use in the early, mimeo 
issues of Prehensile. Charlie Jackson II 
remembers discussing funny animal comics 
with Jack, who decided what was needed 
next was funny vegetable comics. He drew 
some of those. To finish the sequence, he 
went on to draw funny mineral comics. And, 
finally, funny ether comic strips.  
     Larry Niven remembers that Jack pre-
sented him with a parchment scroll at a club 
event, not long after the publication of 
Larry’s famous LASFS-based story, “What 
Can You Say About Chocolate Covered 
Manhole Covers?” The parchment answered 
the question: “The American Dental Asso-
ciation says they are bad for children’s 
teeth.” 
     Jack was a costumer, too. Many still 
remember his appearance in the 1978 
Worldcon masquerade as “Lord Fowl’s 
Bane” – I’m sure Jack wouldn’t mind that 
it’s the pun they remember, more than the 
costume. After all, his minimalist costumes 
were generally an excuse to get his gag read 
in front of the masquerade audience. I 
participated in Jack’s extemporaneous 
“Duck Savage” entry at the 1974 Westercon, 
a parody of the overexposed Doc Savage 
movie trailer being shown many times a day 
in the film room. The “costumes” involved 
four fans wearing yellow paper duckbills 
taped to their upper lips, the last of them, 
Harness, flexing in a ripped t-shirt as “the 
Duck of Bronze.”  
     Filking gave Jack another audience for 
his humor. Lee Gold recalled in APA-L, 
“[Jack] wrote strange filksongs over the 
years, from ‘He to Whom You Must Not 
Mention She Who Must Not Be Named,’ to 
a number of roleplaying songs, including a 
D&D verse for  Tom Digby’s 
‘Defenestration.’ He sent me a song for 
Xenofilkia only two weeks ago, ‘Son of a 
Creature-Man’ to the tune of ‘Son of a 
Preacher Man.’” Karen Anderson wrote 
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online, “During the Sunday afternoon 
‘Freedom Filk’ at Marcon a couple of 
months ago, one of the singers announced 
himself as ‘the world’s best Objectivist filk-
singer.’ Without thinking, I asked him where 
his M’taah Horn was -- and then ran into the 
impossibility of explaining Objectivist 
Mutated Mice.” 
     Lee Gold also gave an example of Jack’s 
enthusiasm for gaming. “In 1974, after Owen 
and Eclare Hannifen had introduced us to 
D&D, Jack also took up the game. I fondly 
remember his talkative elf lady named 
Yepaleif (nicknamed Yapalot, and often the 
subject of a variant use of Hold Portal to 
keep her mouth shut).” Jack was also pas-
sionately entertained by LASFS Poker, and 
invented some of its most ridiculous games. 
(He may be have been responsible for a stud 
variant named “Girdle Sale In Yankee 
Stadium.”) 
     Several of Jack’s former roommates 
mentioned his cooking prowess. June Moffatt 
and Jack were both “survivors” of the expe-
dition to the Kapok restaurant during the 
1975 Westercon, infamous because the 
restaurant gave the wrong directions about 
where to get off the BART, and everyone 
walked the last 15 blocks there. June said it 
was worth it, because the food was fabulous, 
and she recalls that when a tasty new dish 
arrived at the table, Jack wanted to know, 
“How do you make this?” By the end of the 
meal, he was in the kitchen taking lessons 
how to make Chinese food.  
     Jack’s recovery from his original heart 
problems some years ago gave a happier 
ending to an otherwise appalling experience 
in the Kaiser Hospital emergency room. Jack 
had gone there after suffering chest pains. 
The receptionist told him, “Sit down and wait 
your turn.” When her back was turned, Jack 
went in to see the doctors himself and they 
immediately started treating him, even 
though the irate receptionist found Jack and 
demanded that he go back to the waiting 
area.  
     Kaiser added a touch of macabre humor to 
his final stay, too. Two days after Jack’s 
scheduled angiogram, Lee Gold tried to call 
him at the hospital, unaware he had passed 
away. The nursing station on his floor was 
equally clueless as to his whereabouts, 
because they explained his absence: “Mr. 
Harness is out of his room, walking around 
the hospital.” We wish it had been true! 
 

Robert J. Schadewald 
Appreciation by Dennis Lien 

Minneapolis author Robert J. Schadewald 
died of cancer on March 12. He was 57 years 
old. Bob was a past president of The Na-
tional Center for Science Education and 
published a number of articles on topics 
relating to pseudo-science and  dubious 

science in such journals as Science Digest, 
Science, Health, Fate, Creation/Evolution, 
Skeptical Review; and The Skeptical Inquirer,  
especially on creationist manifestos and on 
historical (and present-day) Flat Earth theo-
ries. These included two articles in Isaac 
Asimov’s Science Fiction Magazine 
(December, 1980 and Sept. 28, 1981). 
     I don't  think I ever saw him when he 
wasn't smiling--never a smile of contempt, 
but rather one of joy at being a world that 
had so many strange ideas to examine and so 
many strange people to debate with.  His 
widow, Wendy Schadewald, said that he was 
working on several books at once; unfortu-
nately his time ran out before finishing any 
of them. 

Cliff Kennedy 
Appreciation by Lloyd Penney 

Cliff Kennedy was known in the local small 
press community in Toronto as a mover and 
regular long-time publisher. His publications 
included Alias, Drift, The Blotter and The 
Bibliofantasiac. Cliff passed away in Toronto 
from respiratory problems on May 27. 
     Many fan editors traded their zines with 
Cliff's zines and chapbooks. Cliff knew about 
the fan community, but did not participate in 
it. Cliff's publishing career started nearly 20 
years ago when he tried to sell his sizable 
collection of SF novels, and his zines 
branched out from there. 
     Cliff's other zine, Alias, was the vehicle 
with which he reached out to the local home-
less and street community in Toronto through 
the Salvation Army's Fred Victor Centre. 
Alias allowed them to communicate and 
express their hearts to a richer and concerned 
public. He set up computer and Internet 
access for that community, and also set up a 
similar club for parishioners of a church in 
Toronto's east end. 
     At the beginning of July, I received a 
letter from Cliff's partner, Sara Clenyg-Jones. 
It detailed how Cliff had passed away a 
month earlier, and also included an obituary 
from the Toronto Star. This was quite a 
shock, as I had been thinking about when 
Cliff's next zine would appear. Even though 

we had communicated back and forth via e-
mail and zines, and spoken together on the 
phone, we'd only met once, at a small press 
fair he was coordinating. 
     Cliff was 56 years old when he died. His 
funeral was held on May 31. Ms. Clenyg-
Jones said in her letter that a Life After Death 
issue of The Blotter will be issued to com-
memorate Cliff's life.  
 

In Passing 
Huntsville, AL fan Jannis Marie Melton-
Woosley passed away April 16 at the age of 
45. Her many contributions to fandom 
included running ConStellation’s smoking 
con suite. She is survived by her husband Jim 
Woosley, her daughter Jeanne Marie Tidwell, 
and son Jayson Kirby Woosley. The entire 
family is active in fandom. [[Source: The 
NASFA Shuttle, 5/2001]]  
     Longtime FAPA member and former 
Toronto Derelict Boyd Raeburn died in 
August, after several days in a coma. 
[[Source: Robert Lichtman, Joyce Scrivner]] 
     In May, Douglas Adams, creator of The 
Hitchhiker’s Guide To The Galaxy, died in 
Santa Barbara of a heart attack. He was 49. 
Hitchhiker’s Guide began as a satirical radio 
series in 1978, was later produced for televi-
sion, and branched out in a series of best-
selling books including The Restaurant at the 
End of the Universe, Life, the Universe and 
Everything and So Long, and Thanks For All 
the Fish.   
     After getting the news, the Melbourne SF 
Club paid tribute to Adams by holding 
“Hitch Hiker's Night,” reports Australian SF 
Bullsheet #169. Also, the club declared May 
25 to be Towel Day, the idea being to carry a 
towel in commemoration of the author.  
     James Harrington, better known as 
Dragon, died in his sleep on July 7. He has 
been an active member in St. Louis fandom 
for years. He has been a long standing 
member of Trek fan organizations, and often 
worked as staff on con committees. He 
attended all the local conventions and was 
legendary for his potent drink, Venom. After 
a long struggle with heart problems and 
diabetes, Dragon passed on, leaving his 
behind his wife, JoEllen, and many friends in 
fandom. [[Source: Chronicles of the Dawn 
Patrol]]  
     Robert Edward Thompson, Jr.  died in 
April at the age of 60. He was well-known in 
Baltimore fandom for his knowledge of 
trivia. He was often an invited guest on radio 
shows where he could share his extensive 
knowledge of old radio and other general 
information. [[Source: Mark of the 
B*E*A*S*T 6/2001]] 
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The first Westercon of the Millennium. 
Writer Guest of Honor, Tim Powers; Fan 
GoH, Mike Glyer; Editor GoH, Terri 
Windling; Artist GoH, Frank Lurz. Atten-
dance about 1,600. Chair, Dean Koenig. 
  
For 1984 when the Fourth of July was a 
Wednesday there were bids proposing the 
weekend before, the weekend after, and both 
(some called that a hoax); Portland won, and 
Wednesday Westercons have been here ever 
since. This was our third at the present site, 
two hotels split by a big parking lot like the 
djinn sacrament in Powers’ dazzling new 
book Declare. Fireworks across the river at 
old Fort Vancouver, nationally recognized, 
were dazzling too. Michelle and Harry How-
ard talked me into coming up a night early to 
see them. The fireworks. Glass walls on the 
riverbank in the bar, gosh. Dozens of articu-
late fans said Ooh and Aah. We did remem-
ber Gandalf’s in The Lord of the Rings and 
even Rally Round the Flag, Boys -- anyway, I 
remembered the book. 
     As the barmaids were shooing people out 
Art Widner found us. He and I were rooming 
with Fred Patten, who I feared was asleep, so 
we four found a happy spot in the lobby. 
Widner came back with a bottle of 
whisky, a handful of glasses, and 
Patten in pajamas. Mike Willmoth 
came along after a while. Widner said 
The Lord of the Rings set the Quest 
on its head with a hero who threw 
away the token and its power. Patten, 
who chaired a Westercon, helped 
invent the Down Under Fan Fund 
(DUFF), and is no slouch as a fanhis-

torian, now had animé at his fingers’ 
ends. Willmoth said I was wrong 
about Babylon 5: in fact it was hope-
ful. M. Howard said it resonated with 
her as a Christian. H. Howard said A 
Canticle for Leibowitz was despon-
dent. I said, ambiguous. M. Howard 
said fantasy, not an idiom of coura-
geous heroes, appeals to women. 

Widner said, why? 
     I remembered him sitting on the floor in 
1990 while he was Fan GoH at this con, ask-
ing why with technology bringing us to the 
future s-f dove into the past.  No better now. 
“Dark and dank for the most part, drab where 
it should be colorful and unimaginative 
where it needs to be transcendent”, as Jeff 
VanderMeer has written in another context. 
We talked up and down until 3 or 4. Science 
fiction has lost its nerve, said Widner. I go 
away for a few decades, and when I come 
back where are we? It was his convention. 
     Thursday morn I gave a largish bath towel 
to a charitable collection in memory of 
Douglas Adams. Though Tom Doherty never 
received my first copy of Nabokov’s Lec-
tures on Literature, the second arrived. I 
drank espresso and ate a walnut cookie. 
Crossing the parking lot, not for the first nor 
yet the second time, I found a beautiful day. 

At 1, alone, I gave “How to Enjoy the Art 
Show, How to Enjoy the Tours.” The audi-
ence helped form some advice: look for good 

things you don’t like, it broadens the mind; 
go with a friend. At 4 came the Pocket Pro-
gram. Cheers. There was a panelist cross-
index, but no grid. The Program Book had 
participant biographies, “department re-
ports,” an eleven-page excerpt from Declare 
and eight Lurz color astronomicals, an un-
signed appreciation of Peggy Kennedy 
(1929-2000) and a black-and- white portfolio 
of Gail Butler, Alan Clark, Fiona McAuliffe, 
Nene Thomas, and James Wappel, but noth-
ing that explained this was a science fiction 
convention. I suppose no one can explain it.  
     Andi Shechter introduced me to Murray 
the Gorilla who wore a propeller beanie. 
Kevin Standlee punctiliously gave me a pa-
per copy of Emerald City. I snuck late into 
the audience of “Westercons Past, Present, 
and Future,” Bruce Pelz, Willmoth, Ben 
Yalow; later Steve Forty appeared and was 
seized for the panel. Both his home and the 
location of his chair made him the North 
Forty. We talked of attendance. Kent Bloom 
in the audience said to Pelz, chair of the 2002 
Westercon, “You have the biggest fan base in 
the country.” Pelz said “I’m going on a diet.” 
I said we have to publicize better. Pelz said 
Westercon is an aggregation, not a splitting. 

Here I believe is the merit of conven-
tions like this in our day of comics 
cons, filk cons, fanzine cons, costume 
cons. Let us freely separate, freely 
unite, neither of the two distracting 
us. 
     Opening Ceremonies at 7:30, well 
attended. Through time and space 
with computer jokes. Glyer whom no 
one introduced, cast as various pirates 
and cave men, kept promising to pub 
his ish. In the Hospitality Suite, Forty 
wondered what to say on “Stranger in 
a Strange Land after Forty Years.” 
Forbearing the obvious explanation 
of why he was on the panel, I begged 
him to forget whether predictions 
were right, or what he thought of 
religion, in favor of how Stranger 
looked as literature. At the Seattle for 
2003 Westercon party I drank 
Beaulieu Vineyards claret and 
watched Sally Woehrle bake bread. 
Lynn Ann Gold said Lee Gold was 
better at scansion than anyone. On 
Chip Hitchcock’s T-shirt “The 
Weapon Shops of Escher” the gun 

John Hertz’s Westercon Notebook 
Westercon 54, July 5-8, 2001 

Jantzen Beach and Columbia River Hotels, Portland, Oregon 

 This craving for incertitude, this  
 clinging to fear, as if incertitude  
 and fear had been the safeguards  
 of love. 

Joseph Conrad  

  You right me much. 
Elizabeth I 
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was a 3-prong pouyit. 
     Friday at 11:30 a.m. “Paper Fanzines: We 
Love the Smell of Hecto in the Morning,” 
with Glyer, Jerry Kaufman, and Patten, plus 

Lenny Bailes whom we seized. We never got 
to what about paper fanzines would sustain 
an ecological niche for them, but we did talk 
about taking in less of our own laundry. 
Kaufman said cons depend on guest lists 
made of pros. Bailes said, so let’s us fan-
ziners volunteer. I said maybe we could en-
courage fanartists to exhibit more in Art 
Shows.  Suzle in the audience wondered if 
Jay Kay Klein would do a slide show.  His 
photos had enlivened the Hugo Awards cere-
mony at  the  1993  Wor ldcon, 
“ConFrancisco.” We applauded Westercon 
55’s choosing Robert Lichtman of Trap Door 
as Fan GoH. Rachel Holmen in the audience 
said he brought her into fandom. She asked 
everyone for a list of noteworthy fanzines, 
and wrote it up, by Roscoe, in the daily 
newszine. 
     Glyer was to interview Powers, but lest 
Powers close the circuit by interviewing 
Glyer, which might have had unimaginable 
consequences and brought an end to the 
world as we know it, I interviewed him. 
Powers has this effect on people. Naturally 
he moved into a house where someone had 
carefully alternated pennies heads and tails 
every foot along thin wood strips, with air-
conditioners buried in the back yard. Glyer’s 
first contact was an s-f discussion group at 
the public library of Sylmar, California. He 
started Prehensile, I still think one of the best 
fanzine titles, so as to hand it out and get to 
know people. When Linda Bushyager quit 
publishing the leading 1970s newszine 
Karass, he thought “why not?” He was in 
several amateur publishing associations, and 
knew people like Craig Miller who in pro-
moting s-f films kept going to cons. He said, 
and this was striking, that from the start of 

File 770 he wanted to bridge the insiders and 
the new. He advertised in Locus. He wanted 
to range widely over fandom. He is, I be-
lieve, all too unusual as a leading fanwriter, 
who while maintaining his own zine, co-
chaired a Westercon, chaired a Worldcon, 
and stayed active in his local club. 

     “I love big Worldcons,” Glyer said, “it’s 
like going to a penny-candy store with lots of 
pennies.” Good thing Powers didn’t do this. 
“In the chair [of L.A. con III, 1996], I could-
n’t do everything [like Don Lundry], but I 
had a crew of strong division heads.” In the 
Los Angeles Science Fantasy Society, where 
during the lacktivity and now after the pass-
ing of Jack Harness, Glyer has been the out-
standing Secretary, he always declined 
“Scribe” as meaning Harness only, who 
coined The Menace of the LASFS, and whom 
Glyer acknowledged as an example. “When I 
was Fan Guest of Honor at DeepSouthCon,” 
he said, “people told me my LASFS minutes 
[published in the club zine De Profundis] 
were funny. They thought I was making it all 
up myself.” This as I have proposed else-
where was like Van Gogh saying of Starry 
Night “I only paint what I see.” Robin John-
son in the audience said, “You’re a catalyst. 
You make funny things happen around you.” 
David Bratman said funny reporting was an 
art, and File 770 prints all the news that’s 
funny. I recalled the scene in Who Framed 
Roger Rabbit? when the detective Eddie 
Valiant asks “Do you mean to tell me you 

could at any time have shrunk your wrist and 
gotten it out of those handcuffs?” and Roger 
Rabbit says “Only if it would have been 
funny.” Diana Glyer cried “Do you mean to 
tell me my husband is a Toon?” I said “No, 
he’s only drawn that way.” 
     The Art Show had about 1,700 pieces 
from 100 artists, sales $16,000. Corey Wolfe 
(whose body of work won People’s Choice 
as Best in Show) exhibited his original and 
the cover made from it for Paul Thompson’s 
Children of the Plains.  Geri Sullivan on her 
docent tour pointed out the color compro-
mises that had to be made in printing. Clark 
(who won Best Horror for “The Sly Pass”, 
and People’s Choice as Best Application of 
Media) had set up a work space and let us 
watch him laboring away. A woman went by 
in a Judith Rauchfuss mask with purple horns 
and gold tips. In the Clubhouse (as before, 
the other of two Hospitality Suites) Dick Pilz 
as before brought home-brew, including two 
versions of his barley wine “Old Propeller 
Head.” I had just time to see William Wilde 
Zeitler’s glass armonica before dressing to 
teach Regency Dancing. Sure enough he was 
deep in technical talk with Jon Singer about 
glass, and soap and water -- it works like 
ringing a tone from a tumbler rim. I missed 
the Locus Awards again. Tor won Best Pub-
lisher, Bob Eggleton won Best Artist, Larry 
Niven won Best Short Story for “The Miss-
ing Mass” (Analog). At the U.K. for 2005 
Worldcon party Lurz’ prowess as a fencer 

sparked talk of fencing schools. The repute 
of the previous U.K. bid for serving good 
whisky sparked talk of Glenmorangie; Cory 
Raub had some, matured in barrels that had 

been used for Port. And so to bed. 
     On the table between Powers and Glyer 
were three huge bottles of Coca–Cola. Pow-
ers told of his early travails with Laser Books 
and then Lester Del Rey. Beth Meacham’s 
cuts in The Anubis Gates he thought benefi-
cial; when a small press later offered to re-
store them, he declined. “In fantasy,” he said, 
“I’m always working against the readers’ 
knowledge that it’s bogus. I throw in as 
much real-world stuff as I can, so when I 
slide in a ghost, you won’t notice -- or you’ll 
think Gee, that other stuff was real, so....” 
Declare wasn’t so much alternative history 
as What Got Left Out. In writing he made 
notes as if he had no memory; later he might 
see a conclusion was no good, but halfway 
back the chain was the cool part. Besides, for 
a story set in 1963 with consecutive 
flashbacks -- cut and show flashback, cut and 
show next flashback -- it would be too much 
to ask the reader to put up with jumbled 
flashbacks. If you’re building a roller coaster, 
and you have a fall here, you have to allow 
room for cement. He was asked about mes-
sages and symbolism. “I don’t care whether I 
teach anything. Some writers say I have 
something to say about the human condition. 

Well, say it now. Brush your teeth. I can’t 
stand that.” 
     At 2:30 Steve Barnes moderated “The 
Future That Wasn’t”, with James Gifford, 
me, Ken Wharton, Lori Ann White, and 
Willmoth, who was glad we didn’t get 
Heinlein’s “Roads Must Roll.” I urged that s-
f wasn’t in the prediction business. Wharton 
said we did have a space station. From the 
audience, “The only part of the Foundation 
series I couldn’t believe was that everyone 
would have a computer.” I said both selfish-
ness and openmindedness have come out 
different; we’re more cross-cultural, but the 
Moon was “What’s in it for me” instead of 
“Wow, adventure.” Barnes said cheaper in-
formation was life-changing. White said 
Have and Have-Not grow more like under-
standing than like property. I said education 
may yet come to be learning to evaluate. 
Walter Parker in the audience said, cheap fast 
travel. Photocopiers, supermarkets, contact 
lenses, survival of infants. I said innovation, 

 This is not a tale exactly. This is a Tract;  
 and I am immensely proud of it. Making  
 a Tract is a Feat. 

Kipling 

 The poor suppose that courtesy is giving  
 presents; the aged, that it is expending  
 energy. 

Kenkō 

  An appetite for happiness. 
Maupassant 

  Imagination, the muscle of the soul. 
 

Nabokov 

  Burning with intelligence and charity. 
 

C.S. Lewis 
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the spirit of s-f, once was an insult.  Will-
moth said there’s no Moon base. From the 
audience, no flying belts. Barnes said the 
way most people drive he didn’t want to see 
people fly. Gifford said, before the atomic 
bomb no weapon was ever built and unused. 
It was good to have hour-long panels sched-
uled at hour and a half intervals. 
     The hotel registration staff by now wore 
the snazzy Westercon T-shirt, with a Lurz 
space ship (but not “science fiction conven-
tion”), the doing of Melanie Schaber and 
Patty Wells. In the bar Becky Thomson and 

Tom Veal looked hale and even proposed we 
throw another Prime Time party at Loscon, 
to start at 1 a.m. and run till dawn. Just now 
they struggled to arrange exhibits for the 
Millennium Philcon. Kimberly Brown, at the 
con bidding and membership tables, won-
dered why the tables weren’t in the other 
hotel, where they could have been outside the 
Art Show and Dealers’ Room. Janice Murray 
ran the Fanzine Lounge, cozy with fanzines 
and talk space and a coldbox of soft drinks. I 
fetched ice. Both hotels had signposts with 
pointing fingers -- at this con it was hard not 
to point fingers -- which were more or less 
accurate; fanziners found their way, but I 
wondered what others knew where or that we 
were. There was no description in the Pro-
gram Book. 
     At 5:30 I sat on “Ben Franklin, Futurist of 
the Past, Father of his Country” with Louise 
Marley, G. David Nordley, Irene Radford. 
We were armed with the Autobiography 
(despite Mark Twain) and various other ref-
erences. Just outlining his achievements took 
a while: the first circulating library in Amer-

ica, the first fire company in Philadelphia, the 
first person to prove lightning was electricity; 
the lightning rod, the stove, bifocals, glass 
armonica, British and French Academies, 
diplomatic triumph in France. He published 
an essay there on religious tolerance, contriv-
ing to make it unobjectionable and even at-
tractive. Nordley said he was one of the first 
to earn a living writing; predicted balloons 
would add a third dimension to war, imagin-
ing paratroopers (ill-formed word that); 
wrote an s-f story of a white enslaved in 
Africa. I said he was remarkably able at both 

trying and applying science. A.J. Budrys in 
the audience said Franklin in his kite experi-
ment was lucky to get out alive. Another: he 
wrote simply, but he was the one who had to 
set the type! 
     In the Art Show reception Lurz told me 
about his docent tour and answered some 
questions about fencing. In the Masquerade, 
“Babylon Five-O” (Best Master) was a wel-
come reprise from last year at Honolulu, 
bending the rules but right. Kosh seemed 
even bigger than when I’d judged this entry 
myself. I didn’t recognize some of the animé-
television-comics entries, but the audience 
roared, and the judges I hope had documenta-
tion.  Michael Bruno (“Ice Pirates of Pen-
zance”; Judges’ Choice, Journeyman) lip-
synched every word of “The Modern Major-
General,” fiendish task. Julie Hoverson 
(“Oogie Boogie”; Judges’ Choice, Master) 

made what I innocently thought was a barrel 
dance. “Aquatika,” at first called “Sea Crea-
tures” (Judges’ Choice, Master), danced be-
fore a high spray of glowing lights.  
“Generation Gap” was one of the best trans-
formations I’ve seen: a lady in a ball gown 
warned an unruly child; an instant’s black-
out; exeunt, down the ramp into the audience, 
one lady and one well-behaved marionette, 
its strings in her hands (Best in Show). 
     At Masquerade intermission Jack Krolak 
told me about “Take It Apart”, which 
brought together old machines good only for 
scrap, tools, and kids. The kids were told (1) 
how to sort parts, and (2) “Have at it!” They 
went, he said, like gremlins. At the Seattle 
party a local magician, “Matt the Maverick” 
Burton in his Riverboat Gambler suit, did 
card tricks. This too was dazzling. We talked 
of the show-your-skill school of John Scarne, 
the why-dispel-the-illusion-by-pointing-it-
out school of Robert-Houdin. In the halls I 
saw two purple people, who sure looked 
strange to me. Team Maroon in their maroon 
togas, not much worse for wear, offered 
Toxic Waste to anyone who dared drink it, 
and sold post-supporting memberships in 
Spokane Westercon. My attempt to help 
(why do you think they’re trying to sell post-
supporting memberships?) by auctioning a 
Star Trek toy left Sandy Cohen unrivaled. 
     Around midnight, in the Adventure of the 
Ten Shortbread Fingers (or, the Bemis-
Parker Plans), for which the world is not yet 
prepared, I found myself waiting for Pelz in 
his room while he waited for the last bus 
Between Planets. It never came; finally he 
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  The worse you express yourself these  
  days the more profound people think  
  you. 

Honoria Denver 

  It is only the very wisest and the very  
  stupidest who cannot change.  
 

Confucius 

  You’ve got to be above all those calling  
  you names, and you’ve got to do more  
  work than they do, but it usually comes  
  out all right in the end. 

Harry Truman 
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got a ride. In good cheer I read a 1974 Pre-
hensile he had on a table. I’m sure I have 
this, eventually I told him. Yes, he said, but 
can you find it? At the Loscon party Chaz 
Baden pursuing his Science Fair theme 
brought an exhibit warning against dihydro-
gen monoxide. DHMO has been associated 
with burns, and found in high quantities in 
registered intoxicants. It has been shown 
present at every death since studies began. 
Experiments were described, and contrary 
arguments for its safety were given due 
space. Going to hear filkers at 4 a.m. I was 
just in time for Jordin Kare: “There are some 
songs Man was not meant to sing. And this is 
one of them,” which was, of course, the end. 
     My own Art Show docent tour was on 
Sunday. “The Tower” by McAuliffe solidi-
fied vague heads and faces rising blackly 
from a tangled mass, the sky bleak swirls. 
Matt Harpold’s large pieces, although flat, 
seemed made of stone (Best Science Fiction 
for “Clock Dragon”; Grand Prize for 
“Automation”). Borkowski the Masquerade 
Director brought beadwork. Jeff Sturgeon 
brought his glittering expanses of metal 
(People’s Choice as Most Awe-Inspiring). 
Rob Alexander brought watercolors. “The 
Elf King’s Hall” showed a dark door up 
twelve barren steps, barely carved walls; 
what kind of king? This won Best Fantasy. 
Mark Ferrari the colored-pencil wizard won 
People’s Choice as Best Fantasy Artist (Lurz 
won People’s Choice as Best Science-
Fictional Artist), and a Director’s Choice for 
“Dragonfly” which led the eye with almost 
shocking blues. To balance the fantasy I 
wanted more science fiction. However fond 
you are of fruit or fish, if you only feed on 
one you won’t flourish. 
     Seattle won unopposed for 2003; its Pro-
gress Report 0 named Saul Jaffe as Fan GoH, 
others to be announced. Phoenix is bidding 
vigorously for 2004. I relieved J. Murray for 

a few hours in the Fanzine Lounge. At one 
historic moment four DUFF winners were 
present, Janice Gelb (1999), Lucy Huntzinger 
(1987), Kaufman (1983), and Widner (1991), 
such was the benign influence of Murray the 
1997 winner. Or delegate. A combined auc-
tion for DUFF and GUFF (Get Up and Over 
-- or Going Under -- Fan Fund, between 
Australia & New Zealand, and Europe) 
raised about $200, and Gelb’s trip report 

Janice’s Adventures in Downunderland con-
tinues to sell. I saw less of the Trans-Atlantic 
Fan Fund. Stu Shiffman (1981 TAFF dele-
gate) gave me a cartoon for Vanamonde. In 
the lobby Bruce Durochet explained cat curl-
ing. Cats fall asleep in a C. You pick up the 
cat by the curve, and whoosh!  I said there 
was more than one way to spin a cat.  Hol-
men and Margaret Organ-Kean said “Bruce, 
we have to go now.” I overheard a member 
of the con committee telling a pro writer 
“We’ve done better.” 
     At the Dead Dog Party refreshments were 

lavish, Widmer Hefeweizen beer and Guin-
ness, strawberries, cheeses, the last of the 
150 lbs. salmon Roz Malin had smoked for 
the Clubhouse.  She does things like this. 
Forty said Heinlein taught him relativity. I 
said that only happened because Heinlein 
made science fact (or theory) the turning 
point of the story so it came alive. Marilyn 
Holt and Clifford Wind talked with me about 
complacency. Are we making the most of 
what we do best? Are we letting on -- in our 
own way, never mind “the media” -- so that 
those who might be fun to play with know 
we have a sandbox? 
 
 

Classified Information 
We’ve all read the want ads sometime and 
had a glamorous job opening catch our 

eye. We read just enough to realize we’re 
not qualified, and turn the page. But not 
long ago, I saw an ad for an executive 
position that I could actually apply for. 
After all, I held the position once upon a 
time.  
     The Seattle Westercon Organizing 
Committee ran an ad in Westwind 257 
“looking for the best possible person to 
chair Westercon 56 in 2003.” Do you 
qualify? 
     “The Chairman Selection Committee is 
looking for a person that has experience 
working with a large convention, is a good 
people person, is well organized, can work 
with a technology theme and is willing to 
give up two years of their life to the 
Westercon.” Oh, is that last part expen-
sive!  
  

Golden Dream 
Winners of the Libertarian Futurist Society’s 
Prometheus Award traditionally get a gold 
coin and a plaque. The idea is to offer some-
thing of real value to aid as well as encourage 
libertarian science fiction writers. But the 
LFS suddenly realized all the coins they use 
are produced by governments! So the 
LFScon business meeting considered having 
a nongovernment coin minted. But the price 
is too steep. They were quoted $750 for the 
cost of plate, with a minimum order of ten 
coins. So someone else suggested looking for 
a gold coin from a defunct government. What 
a genius plan -- a gold piece bearing the phiz 
of Vespasian or Alexander the Great would 
be much more politically correct! [[Source: 
Prometheus, 6/2001]] 
 

  Truth is of such excellence that if it  
  praised trifles it would make them 
  noble. 

Leonard da Vinci 

  Direction is the better part of valor. 
 

T.H. White 

  Why out of false shame should I prefer 
  to remain ignorant rather than to learn  
  my craft? 

Horace 


