THE MENTOR 85

“The Magazine Ahead of its Time”

JANUARY 1995 page 1



THE EDITORIAL SLANT

by Ron Clarke

There used to be a Futurian Society in New York. There used
to be a Futurian Society in Sydney. The New York Futurian Society is
long gone - the Futurian Society of Sydney lives again.

When | placed the advertisements in 9 TO 5 Magazine, gave
pamphlets to Kevin Dillon to place in bookshops and puts ads in
GALAXY bookshop | wasn’t sure how many sf readers would turn up
at the first meeting of the revived FSS - Graham Stone wasn't sure
either. | arrived with Anne Stewart at the Lantern Restaurant at about
5.30 PM and staked out one of the large tables. We had just picked our
meals from the buffet when the first of eight others turned up. We had
an enjoyable meal and departed for the Royal Exhibition Hotel at about
10to 7.

We arrived there after walking down Castlereagh Street and
found Pauline Scarf waiting outside the door to the beer-garden. We
went inside and found that the beer-garden was crowded out - the first
time I'd seen this; but it was the Friday of the Anzac Day weekend. We
descended the stairs to the hotel proper and moved tables around till
we had a shape that would seat us all with some prospect everyone
hearing the introduction and get away from the noise pollution in the
beer-garden. Those who turned up at the meeting were Colin
Briscoe, Kevin Dillon, Peter Eisler, Isaac Isgro, Ken MaCauley, Jonathon
Mayer, David Mesklejohn, Graeme Paterson, Mark Phillips, Pauline Scarf,
Anne Stewart, Graham Stone, Wayne Turner, lan Woolf and myself.

| gave a short welcome speech and introduced Graham Stone
who gave a stripped-down history of the Futurian Society of Sydney
and welcomed everyone. | then gave my thoughts on what events
could take place at meetings and threw the meeting open for
discussion, handing around sheets to be filled in by those attending so
the FSS could have some idea those there would like to discuss.

After an hour or so it was decided that the next two meetings
would take place at the YWCA and that a charge of $2 would be made
to cover the cost of the room. The majority of attendees indicated that
they would like biscuits and tea or coffee provided.

There was some discussion of the topics for the next meeting
- it was eventually proposed that “Humour in Science Fiction” would be
an interesting subject, and it was suggested that everyone bring along
an SF book they considered humorous. As a backup topic, members
were asked to make up a list of the their “ten best sf books” and bring it
along to the meeting. The serious side over, the members broke up into
groups for general discussion. The meeting wound down after 10.30
pm.

The second meeting of the Futurian Society of Sydney was
the first to be held at the YWCA. Again, eight people met at the Lantern
(Chinese) Restaurant at 5.30 pm on the Friday night of the 27th of May
and partook of self -serve Chinese munchies. | was a pig and had three
plates-full, an event | was to regret later in the night. During the meal
there was general conversation as the eaters renewed their
acquaintances and related what they had done, read and saw since
the meeting over four weeks previously.

The group left the restaurant at 6.45 in order to get to the
YWCA by 7 pm. We had a brisk walk to the front door of the “Y” where
| asked the young woman at the desk about whether the room was
locked. She said that it should not be, but if it was, here was the key.
As | turned to the lifts, the group packed the one that arrived. The last in
was Anne Stewart, who asked “will it fit me in?” There was a chorus
of “yes”, so she squeezed in. As | got into the next lift | was hailed by
someone behind me. It was Gary Luckman who said “Good. | was
wondering where the meeting was - now | can just follow you” as he

stepped in. When we stepped out at the Second floor we found three
others, including Pauline Scarf, already waiting in the room. The other
lift hadn't arrived.

| took off my coat, unpacked my bags of tea-bags, coffee,
sugar, cups, biscuits, FSS info sheets and other junrk materials | had
brought, then set about, with the others, setting up the room. At that
point those from the other lift arrived - coming down in the second lift.
They had overloaded the first lift. However the FSS Information Officer
was not with them - Anne descended five minutes later in another lift.
After helping set up the chairs in the room in a circle, | gave a quick run-
down on the topic of discussion for the night - “Humour In SF” and
asked who wanted to start. After a short dead silence, | read out short
items from the Humour In SF section from the ENCYCLOPEDIA OF
SCIENCE FICTION and the meeting got into first gear. The meeting then
discussed what each attendee thought of humour in SF and gave
comments on the books they had brought illustrating their thoughts or
what they had read. Those attending the meeting were Mark
Phillips, Graham Stone, lan Woolf, Peter Eisler, Isaac Isgro, Wayne
Turner, Pauline Scarf, Ken Macaulay, Kevin Dillon, Anne Stewart, Gary
Luckman and myself.

There was a break for tea and coffee at 9 pm and after
everyone had settled down again the second subject of the night was
discussed: “Favourite SF Books”. After collating the titles given in, and
dropping those titles with only one vote, we had 3 votes each for
STARMAKER by Olaf Stapledon and TIGER! TIGER! (THE STARS MY
DESTINATION) by Alfred Bester and 2 votes each for NEUROMANCER
by William Gibson, CORPSE by M. Faren, SCHROEDINGER'S CAT by R.
A. Wilson, FURY by Henry Kuttner and WAY STATION by Clifford
Simak.

The third meeting of the Futurian Society of Sydney was the second
(and last) to be held at the YWCA. The weekend of the 18th of June
was a very busy weekend SF-wise. There were three general SF club
meetings scheduled, and | decided to go to all of them. The first was on
the Friday night, the 17th of June. This was the meeting of theFSS.
Because of rising prices in the room rates, the club had to decide
where else to go.

| left work at 5.15 pm and again met up with Anne Stewart to walk
up George Street to the Lantern Restaurant in Kent Street. When we
entered the restaurant there were already several people seated eating
their meals, including Graham Stone and Brian Walls. We settled down
to a filing Chinese smorgasbord. When various people had finished,
they started up conversations with others at the table.

The group left the restaurant at 6.45 pm for a leisurely walk to the
YWCA. On arriving at Room 3 at 7 pm, | unpacked my bags and
everyone moved their chairs to form a circle, as we found this more
conducive for discussions. There were sixteen people who turned up
for the meeting: Wayne Turner, Graham Stone, David Ritchie, Chris
Isgro, Anne Stewart, Kevin Dillon, Pauline Scarf, Peter Eisler, lan Woolf,
Ken Macaulay, Jonathon Mayer, Brian Walls, Peter and Cecelia Drewer,
Gary Bunker and myself.

The topic of the Friday night was “Religion in SF” and | gave a short
introduction to the subject, citing Clarke’s THE STAR and Blish’s A CASE
OF CONSCIENCE. Various members of the group then took up the topic
and everyone joined in the discussion. First there were some
definitions of fantasy (fiction with belief in the supernatural) and then
the main discussion began. Some of the books and authors discussed
were SIXTH COLUMN by Robert Heinlein, CHILDHOODS END by Arthur
C. Clarke and some of the computer related novels that have come out
lately. Everyone joined in, and at about 9 pm we broke the discussion
for supper. Cecelia Drewer, who had just arrived from Adelaide by bus
that day, had to leave early, along with Peter Drewer.

After everyone had their fill of tea or coffee and biscuits, each
group got back into the “magic circle” and we started into the second
topic for that night: each reader’s favourite anthology. After this topic
was discussed everyone was beginning to slow down and the meeting
got back to Religion in SF, this time concentrating on God, Gods and
their appearance in SF. After defining what we meant by Gods in SF
(rather than fantasy), comments started flying thick and fast. The night
was getting on, so after clearing up, the meeting broke up at 10.15 pm
and most walked back together to the trains at Central station,
discussing the meeting further.

It seems Sydney has a vigorous new(?) SF club - Ron.
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MEMORY, LAME

by Shane Dix

Something was nagging at the back of his mind. It was lurking
there beneath the surface of his thoughts, just beyond his grasp. A tiny
noise from above was distracting him, making it hard to concentrate.
Normally it wouldn't have bothered him, but the quiet of the night seemed
to amplify every sound.

Irritably, he kicked back the sheets and clambered out of bed.
His wife beside him rolled over and woke.

Stifling a yawn: "What's wrong?"

"l can't sleep.” He pulled on his dressing gown. "There's too
much damn noise to concentrate.”

She rolled over again, dragging the sheets with her. She
looked at the clock at her bedside. "lt's two o'clock, Geoff. What on
earth are you concentrating on?"

He tried again for the thought, but found only frustration.

"Nothing," he snapped. Then, placatingly: "Go back to sleep.”

Out in the kitchen he removed the juice container from the
refrigerator and took a mouthful. He drank deeply, wanting to wash
away the frustration; then, failing this, he replaced the carton and
slammed the door. One of a number of door magnets his wife kept fell to
the floor, followed by the slip of paper it had been holding in place.

He cursed under his breath as he bent to collect it. Why did
she insist on hoarding everything she came in contact with? It hadn't
bothered him when they were first married; in fact, he had found it
amusing. Now it just irritated him. She couldn't bring herself to throw
anything away: photos, letters, birthday cards. Christ, sometimes she
even kept the stubs from movie tickets!

In the dark he couldn't find where the slip of paper belonged
on the crowded refrigerator door, so he placed it instead in the fruit
bowl on his way back to the bedroom.

His wife was already asleep when he climbed back in to bed.
He salvaged what blankets he could and closed his eyes once more.
But as the quiet settled around the sounds of his movements, again the
tiny noises from above drifted down and intruded upon his thoughts.

+++

Taking the slip of paper from atop of the fruit, Lee sighed and
returned it to its appropriate place on the refrigerator.

"I wish you'd put things back where they belong," she
muttered as she sat at the table.

Geoff knuckled sleep from his eyes. "Why do you have to put
so many things up there in the first place?"

"Because it helps me remember." She sipped her tea.
"Perhaps you wouldn't be so forgetful if you looked after your things a
bit better."

"l do all right."

"Really? Well, maybe you could tell me what it was you had to
do today?"

"Do?" Again, the nagging at the back of his mind. This was
what had kept him awake last night, what had made him so frustrated.
But no matter how hard he tried he couldn't remember. "I suppose
whatever it is is buried somewhere up there." He pointed at the
refrigerator door.

Smiling, she produced a small card from her lap, facing its
faded writing towards him. Though mostly illegible, he could make out
enough to know that it was his appointment card for Dr Crompton. The
fact that he had forgotten made him uneasy. It was because of his
recent bouts of amnesia that he had decided to go and see this doctor
in the first place.

Even now, looking at the card, the memory was still a bit

hazy. It wasn't until he reached out and took it, felt it, that the memory
came fully into focus.

"Christ," he said. "l was only thinking of this yesterday."

"Probably just before you threw it in the wash with your
trousers," said Lee, still smiling.

"Leave it out, Lee." He slipped the card into his pocket,
realising as he did that he didn't want her to know what the appointment
was for just yet. It wasn't something she would take seriously, and that
would annoy him.

"You really should be more careful," she said, shaking her
head.

He collected some toast from the rack and took a bite,
chewing between words: "Don't go on about it."

"Don't be so defensive. All I'm saying is that you should look
after your things better."

"And hoard everything like you, | suppose?"

"l don't just hoard anything. Everything | keep has a memory
attached to it. | like to keep things for when I'm old, that's all.”

"So you keep telling me." He took another bite, again speaking
through the food: "In fact, you used the same argument to make me
keep all of that rubbish from my adolescence. And how often have |
even bothered to look at it?"

"l didn't make you," she said. "l just thought it would be nice
for you to look back upon someday."

"Lee, we've carted those boxes from house to house, and the
most they've ever done is take up space and gather dust. I'm about as
likely to want to look at that crap in another twenty years as | am now."

She smiled again, smugly this time. "One day you'll thank me.
You'll see."

"| seriously doubt that." He reached over for another piece of
toast. "By the way, did you hear that noise last night?"

"Only your tossing and turning."

"There was definitely something moving about in the attic.
Gave me the creeps."

"Not mice again?"

"l certainly hope not. We had enough of them in the last
house. Whatever it was though, it was making a hell of a racket."

But even as he spoke, he knew that the noise had really been
slight, and the only reason it had bothered him was because he had
been unable to sleep due to ... What?

"Maybe we should put some traps down anyway," said Lee.

The memory had again slipped beneath the surface of his
other thoughts, causing in him a panic. He frantically searched around
him, looking at his wife, at the refrigerator, wanting relief from this
uncomfortable emptiness that had suddenly gripped him. Then his hand
slipped in to his pocket and found the card, and, at its touch, the
memory returned.

"Geoff?"

He looked over to Lee, realising she had asked him something.

"Huh?"

"Are you okay?"

"What?" He noticed his breathing was a little fast. "Yeah.
Sure. What did you say?"

She began to speak again, but as she did he found his
attention drawn back to the card in his pocket. Ignoring his wife, he
fingered it lightly, afraid that should he let go of it for a second, he might
forget once more.

+++

"Just how much of your past do you remember?"

Geoff fidgeted beneath the stare of Dr Crompton. He had felt
uncomfortable ringing up the psychiatrist in the first place, and was
even more uncomfortable actually talking to him. For the last few weeks
he had worried so much about his memory losses that it had begun to
affect his sleeping and eating, almost to the point of making him
physically sick. And yet, listening to himself talk to the doctor now, it all
seemed so ridiculous.

"Most of it, | guess. That's the stupid thing. | feel as if I'm
wasting both our times by being here." Geoff paused for a moment,
expecting -- no, wanting Crompton to agree with him. When the doctor
failed to do so, Geoff continued: "It's just that every now and then in
conversation | hear about things which | should be remembering.
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Things which were important to me."

"Are these incidents confined to your past?" Without waiting
for a reply: "I mean, how would you retain things that would happen,
say, today?"

"Okay, | guess. But there are always a few things that
manage to slip by me. Like this appointment. | completely forgot about it."

Crompton tried to ease Geoff's concern with an even smile.

"Momentary lapses of memory are not uncommon”

"No, this is different. It's more than simply forgetting
something. It feels like I've actually ... lost the memory."

Crompton nodded thoughtfully as his pen scratched notes in
the folder before him. "And when did all of this start?" He asked without
looking up.

"I'm not sure. A few months ago, | suppose.”

"Anything which might be significant from around that time?"

"Nothing," said Geoff. "Except perhaps moving in to our new
house. Though | don't see what that would have to do with anything."

Crompton looked up, lounged back. "How do you feel about
this new place?"

"Fine." Geoff laughed. "Except for the cockroaches."

The doctor frowned. "Cockroaches?"

"It has a few," he said, and sighed. "Look, this is ridiculous.
So what if it has cockroaches? It's my memory that 'm concerned
about. The house really isn't a problem."”

Crompton met his gaze without expression."Geoff, all | am
trying to do is determine why you are shutting these things out of your
memory. It may be a simple link to the things you fear, or it may be more
complex. Whatever the answer, though, I'm not going to find it without
asking questions. Understand?"

Geoff nodded without conviction; Crompton least forward for
a few seconds and reviewed his notes.

"What about your dreams?"

"My dreams?"

"Your dreams. Do you remember them?"

"No, never have. | mean, | know | do dream. When | wake up
I'm always aware of having dreamt something. But after a shower,
shave, and all the rest of it, the dream's gone."

"Again, not uncommon. Especially if you are awoken by an
alarm. The alarm triggers a response in you to prepare for the day, and
as a consequence the dream is pushed back into the unconscious, its
message unheard. This can often be met with some minor frustration
later in the day, as though you feel that there is something you should
be remembering."

"Surely you're not suggesting that all of this is because I've
forgotten a few dreams?"

Crompton's lips parted in a thin, easy smile. "Not at all. But |
would like you to do an experiment for me until our next appointment.”
Geoff nodded. "I want you to start writing down your dreams as soon
as you wake up. It doesn't matter how insignificant they may seem, |
want you to write down every detail."

Geoff shrugged. "And what is this supposed to prove?"

"I'm not sure it will prove anything," said Crompton. "But it is a
starting point.”

+++

The phone was ringing. Geoff looked up from the sheet of
paper in his hands and waited patiently for it to stop. It was the third
time in the last half hour that somebody had tried to get through, and he
had ignored those also. He didn't want any distractions while he read
over his dream from the night before. If there was anything in the dream
that might help him understand what was happening to his memory, he
wanted to find it.

He had deliberately turned off his alarm so that he could do
the experiment properly. It meant missing a day from work, but it was a
sacrifice he was prepared to make. With each day that passed he was
becoming more forgetful, and he kept remembering how his own mother
had slipped into senile dementia at such an early age. Certainly not this
early, but the notion frightened him just the same.

It had saddened him to see her mind wither the way it had.
With nothing or no - one to occupy her time after his father had died,
she had quickly deteriorated. It were as if her life had simply fragmented
and slipped away.

He didn't want that happening to himself. He had to start
remembering things again, and the only way to do it was to find out why
he was forgetting things in the first place. The doctor had said his
dreams might help, and although he didn't know exactly what this
meant, he was prepared to give it a try. The next appointment with
Crompton wasn't for another -- he glanced over to the refrigerator door
-- nine days, which was just too long. He wanted some results before
then.

After eight rings the phone went silent, and in its wake his
thoughts once again settled on the hastily scribbled words.

I was in the hills looking down upon a large city. There was a
beach on the far side which | knew | would have to reach to be safe. |
ran across a field which reminded me of the oval at my old school, and
above me hovered a large mechanical bird. It seemed fairly close but
the movement of its wings created only a mild breeze. | attempted to
get its attention, but it flew off toward the city. A couple walked by and
said that my identity number was missing. | apologised and told them |
would have it replaced. The second one realised who | was and
sprayed something in my face ...

The words seemed to drag images from the dream to the
surface, sharp and clear. He was even aware of the emotions the
dream had produced. But what was it supposed to mean?

"Geoff?"

Lee's voice startled him. He hadn't heard her come in the front
door; hadn't heard her footsteps along the hall. He had been too
engrossed in the dream.

She sat down opposite him. He looked away.

"Why aren't you at work? Are you okay?"

He wanted to be angry with her, feeling that this might
somehow make his troubles lighter. But when her hand touched his, he
knew that all he really wanted to do was to talk to her.

"I ... I'm frightened, Lee." He met her eyes briefly, then looked
down to the cup of cold coffee at his elbow. "I can't remember
anything."

She squeezed his hand slightly. "What are you talking about?"

"It's true. I'm losing my memory. I'm forgetting everything."

She laughed a little. "Geoff, you've always been forgetful. So
what? Why the sudden concern?"

"This is different. This isn't just the occasional birthday. I'm
talking about parts of my life. Things | should remember."

"Like what?"

He shrugged. "I don't know. Places, people. | tried to recall my
grades from high school the other day. | couldn't remember them. The
odd one or two perhaps, but these are things I've always known.
Things | was proud of. | can even remember running home to tell my
parents about them, | was so proud."”

"Ah, so you do remember something."

"What?" He saw the smirk on her face and pulled his hand
away from hers sharply. "I'm serious."

"Okay, take it easy, Geoff. So what if you've forgotten a few
grades? | don't remember mine, either."

He snorted. "Yeah, but yours weren't anything worth
remembering."

She laughed aloud at this. Geoff smiled also, despite himsef.
Lee stood up and playfully slapped his face.

"At least you haven't lost your sense of humour. Coffee?"
She nodded to his half empty cup.

He shook his head. "I really am worried though, Lee."

"Then why don't you go and have a talk with Steve? It's
always helped you before to talk things over with him. And I'll bet that
once you've got it out in the open, it won't seem half as bad as you're
making it out to be."

She removed his cup.

He nodded uncertainly. His talk with Crompton had made him
feel that maybe he was overreacting a little, so perhaps a simple talk
with his friend would help him put things in perspective.

"Maybe," he said.

"This important?" She pointed to the paper on which his dream
was written.

He glanced again at the words, felt the dream Ilift from
somewhere dark to meet them.

"No," he said. "l guess not."
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+++

The wind lapped against him as he knocked on Steve's door,
its invisible fingers through his hair teasing a vague memory. He tried to
hold the feeling for as long as possible so that he might get a fix on the
memory, but the sound of the door being unlocked broke his
concentration.

Steve Dauk had been a close friend of Geoff's since high
school. They had founded a friendship within the first few days of
meeting one another that had lasted close on twenty years. There was
nothing they couldn't talk to each other about, no secret that was too
intimate to share. If anyone was going to understand what he was
going through, it was going to be Steve.

The door swung open. Steve's lar ge frame was silhouetted
against the light.

"Well, thanks a fucking lot, pal!"

Geoff frowned. "What ... ?"

"You little shit, you stood me up last night. You were
supposed to meet me for a few drinks. I've been trying to ring you all
day to give you a mouthful.”

Geoff stood there helplessly, wanting the memory of the
intended meeting to rise from the fog.

"l don't ... " His mouth flapped loosely over the words, and in
his discomfort he looked down at his feet, away from his friend's anger.

"Come off it, Geoff. We organised it the other day. | even
wrote it down so that you wouldn't forget. Remember?"

He looked up again, his mind reeling with confusion. "That's
just it, Steve. | don't remember."

It was Steve's turn to frown now. He peered at Geoff in the
half light of the porch, and for the first time saw his friend's distress.
His anger immediately relented and became concern.

"You okay?" He touched Geoff's arm, motioning him inside.
"What's the matter?"

Inside was a warm familiarity which instantly eased some of
Geoff's anxiety. He found comfort in the many photographs around the
place: of Steve and his wife, their children, Geoff and Lee, and a couple
of Geoff and Steve together. Each picture recalled a dozen memories,
and he accepted them with delight as they washed through his
thoughts.

The pleasure was fleeting though, a mere distraction from his
troubles.

He sat down upon the sofa and sighed. Steve sat opposite

him.

"What's wrong?"

Geoff gestured hopelessly with his hands. It was easier than
talking.

"Is it Lee? You've had an argument with Lee?"

"No." He found and offered a weak smile. "I wish it was that
easy."

"Then what is it?"

"I'm losing my memory," he said quietly.

Steve stared at Geoff for a few moments, as if waiting for
him to continue.

"That's it?"

"Isn't it enough?"

"You're kidding, right? An elaborate joke to get you off the
hook for last night?"

"No, | ain't kidding you," he said tiredly. Suddenly he no longer
felt like talking about it. No matter how hard he tried to w ord it, the whole
thing sounded ridiculous. "Don't worry about it."

A gust of wind rattled the window, and once more the faint
trace of a memory distracted him. It lasted for only a few seconds
before dispersing, however, and again he was unable to identify it.

"Don't go weird on me, Geoff." He forced a slight laugh.

"Not with David coming home and all."

"David?" He could tell from Steve's grin that the news was
intended to have surprised him, but the name meant nothing to him --
there was simply no memory for it to attach itself to. "Who is David?"

"Who is David?" Steve's grin dissolved as he realised Geoff
was serious. "Cut it out, Geoff. It ain't funny."

Geoff shook his head; shrugged.

"David. David Williams!"

The name was vaguely familiar, though not enough to recall a
face. And the fact that he couldn't, coupled with Steve's disbelief, made
him feel nauseous and dizzy. He looked again to the photos, but found
no relief.

"David Williams."

His tone, his hands, his eyes, all imploring Geoff to remember.
But nothing stirred in the haze of his thoughts.

"The guy was in our class," said Steve. "We were the three
musketeers. He was two of them and we were the other one."

"l ... " He was frustrated with himself for not being able to
remember, and irritated with Steve for insisting he should. "Have you
got a photo?"

Steve stared blankly at him for a few seconds. "You're
serious, aren't you?"

"Yes, I'm fucking serious! Now have you got a photo or not?"

Steve stepped from the room, returning minutes later with a
thick photo album. He flipped through some pages, then handed it to
Geoff, pointing to a photograph of three young men. The two on the left
were Steve and himself, the third obviously being David. And, seeing
him there, the memories returned.

"David," he said numbly. He ran a finger over the smooth
plastic protecting the pictures, then looked up at Steve. "This was taken
at our last day of school. David was going overseas the very next day."

Steve nodded. "He promised to keep in touch, too. | don't think
he has put pen to paper in the last fifteen years."

"I remember it now," said Geoff, staring again at the photo.
"The Three Musketeers. He was Porthos."

"And Aramis. We were Athos." Geoff handed back the photo
album and Steve returned with it to his seat. He set it on his lap, idly
flipping its pages. "Don't you ever look over your old school stuff?"

"No." His laugh was slight and uneasy. "It's never interested
me."

"Really?" He was genuinely surprised. "God, I'm always
getting it out and going back over it. The photos, my old papers, the little
notes we used to hand around during class -- even the rulers | used to
write my cheat notes on for exams!"

He laughed at the memories; Geoff remained sullen.

"You keep things like that?"

"Sure," said Steve. "Helps me to remember."

Geoff stared down at the photo album on Steve's lap.
"Everything has a memory attached to it."

"What?"

"Something Lee says." He spoke slowly, listening to the wind
outside, savouring the hint of a memory it seemed to stir in his thoughts.
He concentrated upon it for a few moments, but it was no use. The
memory was incomplete, a vague suggestion of something larger which
had probably already left him. It was like trying to touch a dream that
had already fragmented --

That was it: a dream!

"No," he corrected himself aloud. The dream. "The dream from
this morning had something to do with the wind." He was sure of it. "But
why can't | remember it?" Back then it had been so vivid that he had felt
he would never forget its images. "And yet now | can't recall a damn
thing about it."

"What are you talking about, Geoff?"

"My dream! | had it written down this morning, and now | can't
even -- " Then he remembered. "Lee threw away the piece of paper it
was written on!"

"For Christ"s sake, Geoff," said Steve nervously. "Take it
easy."

"Tell me, where do you keep all of those things of yours?"

Steve shrugged. "Around the place. Why?"

"But where?"

"I don't know," he said, glancing about the room. "Places
where I'll come across hem every now and then, | suppose. It's not
something I've ever really thought about.”

Geoff's eyes widened. "That's it," he said, standing. "That's
it. The memories are triggered by physical objects!"

"What the hell is wrong with you, Geoff? What are you
talking about?"

"Don't you get it? Our memories need something to attack
themselves to. If there isn't anything there, the memory fades. And I've
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been keeping all of my things tucked away in the attic in some bloody
cardboard boxes!"
"Hey, take it easy, Geoff. You want a drink or something?"
"No, dammit!" He wheeled around and made for the door. "I
want my fucking memories back!"

+++

Lee was downstairs watching television when he burst in the
front door, the step ladder from the garage clutched purposefully in his
hands. He shook it towards her briefly, grinning.

"My memories," he announced, catching his breath. "I'm going
to fetch my memories."

She stared at him for a few moments. "What on earth are you
doing?"

"You were right," he said. "l need my things to remember."

"Remember what?"

"Everything," he called back over his shoulder. "What you said
the other day. It all makes sense now."

"What did | say?" She followed up the stairs; watched him
position the ladder beneath the hatch to the attic. "Geoff, what are you
doing?"

He clambered up into the loft, pulling the cord which turned on
the light. The single bulb cast a dull glow about a small area, revealing
rafters covered in dust and cobwebs. Nearby, pushed up against the
water tank, were the boxes that Lee had insisted he cart from house to
house.

He made his way cautiously over to them.

"I'm glad | let you talk me into keeping it all, Lee," he called
back.

"Geoff, what's going on?" There was concern in her voice.

The first box he opened was filled with old records from his
collection; music he had outgrown once his teens had outgrown him. He
flicked through a couple, eventually coming across his copy of Thin
Lizzy's Jailbreak album. Just seeing it again took him back to the day he
had bought it. He recalled it all so clearly: returning from the record shop
to find his car had been broken into, and discovering that the pair of
jeans he had purchased not half an hour earlier had been stolen. He
was unemployed at the time, and the theft had angered him; and looking
at that record now, he felt that anger again.

"Christ," he whispered. "I had forgotten all about that." Then
louder, for Lee to hear: "My mother had taken pity on me and bought me
a new pair." He laughed at the pleasure the memory brought. "God, she
was good like that."

There was no response from Lee.

He opened another box, this one filled with books. On top
was a tattered copy of Enid Blyton's Tuppeny, Feefo & Jinx . He held it
fondly, turning pages and vaguely scanning the print. It was the first
book he could remember reading, and just browsing through it warmed
him with the scant memories from around that time.

"l found this copy in a used book shop." He spoke to himself
now, quietly so as not to disturb the other memories that were lifting
from his mind's shadows. It were as if each memory, once touched,
would illuminate a dozen others around it. "I was with Michael at the
time. He thought it was hilarious that | should want to buy a kids book."
And again, louder for Lee to hear: "Do you remember Michael?"

And again, no response.

He flicked a cockroach from the top of a third box and pulled
back the lid. Inside was his old school stuff: work folders, school
reports and photos. He removed his English folder and looked
through its many pages.

Doodles in the margins recalled classmates that had done
them, while comments in red across his work brought back vivid
recollections of his teachers. Virtually everything there produced a
memory to some degree or another.

Turning a page he found another cockroach. It scurried away,
though not before he had the chance to flick it into the dark.

"Bloody 'roaches," he mumbled, placing the folder down
and picking up another. Pages slipped out and fell about him, along with
another half dozen cockroaches. "Damn," he said, brushing them away
and collecting the papers.

He noticed with dismay that many of the pages had been
eaten away around the edges, which he attributed to the cockroaches.

Much of the damage was confined to the blank margins, though there
were a number of instances where the writing had been nibbled into,
leaving only parts of words and sentences -- and partial memories also.
Looking at it produced the same vagueness he had felt when looking at
that appointment card a couple d days earlier, though touching these
indistinct scribbles brought no relief.

With a sickening sense of loss he reached for another folder,
wondering what else of his past they might have already feasted upon.
But as he gripped the folder he felt a number of cockroaches wriggle
beneath his fingers, and, with some revulsion, he dropped it back into
the box. Inside, pockets of shadow suddenly broke and became dozens
of beetles.

The box seemed to rattle with their frenetic movements as
they climbed the sides, spilling out across the flaps of the lid and
dropping with a nauseating tap, tap, tap in the darkness around him. He
kicked the box away, toppling it over and covering the floor with books
and folders and papers -- along with what seemed to be a thousand
cockroaches.

"Lee!" Without taking his eyes from the swarm that was
spreading around the attic, he scrambled back to the hatch. "Lee! The
cockroaches! They're eating my memories!"

The attic receded as he fell into brighter light.

Then darkness.

And silence.

+++

From somewhere beyond the blackness, beyond the pain, he
could hear voices and footsteps.

He opened his eyes and saw Lee reading a book at the end
of the bed. Everything else around him was unfamiliar; and although he
knew it to be a hospital room, he suffered a momentary panic.

"Lee." His throat was dry, his voice weak.

She looked over to him and smiled. "How are you feeling?"

He paused for a second, isolating the pain; then raised a hand
to his head and felt the bandages. He frowned at his wife.

"You took quite a fall from the attic." She was at his side now,
stroking his hand, kissing his cheek. "Gave me quite a scare.”

The memory of the incident quickly swept aside his confusion.

He sat up with a start. "The cockroaches-- "

"It's okay," she soothed, gently restraining him. "We got an
exterminator in and took care of it. He managed to get rid of most of
them, but he said we'd probably always have a problem. They had quite
a nest up there, you know."

"They were in my papers,” he said."Inmy ... "

"It's okay, Geoff. It's all been taken care of. | should have
listened to you ages ago when you wanted to get rid of it all."

He finished the sentence in a whisper: " ... memories."

She didn't seem to hear him. "Most of it was ruined anyway,
so | just put it all in the garbage for you."

He looked at her smiling face and suddenly felt tired and
empty.

"My memories," he said again, sighing, and sank back into the
pillow.

"Just relax, Geoff. The doctor says you could feel a little
disorientated after a knock like that." She took his hand into her and
gently squeezed. "By the way, you got a call from a David today. He
said he would and pop in and see you tomorrow."

David ... David ... David ... The word tumbled aimlessly
through his thoughts.

THE END
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Character Names by the
Book

by James Verran

So you're writing an epic. Chances are, your lead characters
already have names. But what about the minor cast members? Sooner
or later, all writers are confronted with the problem of finding suitable
names. A name must suit the racial or cultural background as well as
the sex of its fictional owner. For the novelist, juggling a large cast,
finding names to fit the various characters is no small part of
researching a story.

In his article WRITING SCIENCE FICTION AND FANTASY, Algis
Budrys stated: “Named characters are automatically interesting,” a
premise he subsequently explained in NAMING CHARACTERS AND
WHY which appeared in WRITERS OF THE FUTURE volume VIIIl. In
short, Mr. Budrys asserts that a named character, as distinct from one
identified only be description, is more likely to grab the reader’s interest.

It stands to reason that a photographers' model and a
politician, are infinitely more intriguing if the model is named Gloria
Godiva and the politician, Gerald Gladhand. They would probably not
inspire much interest in their stories if introduced merely as a model and
a politician.  This somewhat farcical example illustrates how the
intended mental image may be conjured by carefully chosen names.

By association, certain names immediately transmit a strong
image. Lucrezia and Adolf, while meaning riches or reward, and noble
wolf respectively, bring to mind less charitable images. Of course, a
misnamed character may still become a memorable hero; likewise, a
villain may be obliged to live down a less than inspiring name, but that is
part of the fun.

A fictional character should have a name that seems
appropriate, sticks in the reader's mind and requires minimal
concentration to pronounce or subvocalize. Needless to say, lesser
characters should generally not have more memorable names than the
lead. This obvious truth is most often ignored by writers of "Alien"
epics where unpronounceable strings with too many consonants
abound.

On the other hand, a brief perusal of seven "How to Write"
books revealed that naming characters fell low on the list of priorities;
indeed, it fell right off some of the lists. Of the seven, all successful,
frequently published authors, two devoted no more than a paragraph
each to naming characters, while a third gave it a one-sentence
mention: "...use the phone book." The four other "gurus" ignored the
need for character names entirely, not even bothering to list it among
the other character traits like; religion, hair colour, occupation et cetera.
The truism: "Never rely on a single reference source,” remains
unchallenged. Further proof of this is apparent in that these worthy
teachers of the craft all omitted various other snippets of important
advice.

Inventing unusual names is not all that difficult. A simple
transposition changes the mundane, Ethel to the exotic sounding Lehte,
while Kevin becomes Nivek. If they are not exotic enough, how about
Negomi and Yendor? The determined nomenclator will stop at nothing,
recklessly distauting (if you speak Strine) words by substituting or
adding vowels and concocting names from verbs. Which brings to mind
another point worth considering: the effect of regional accents upon
names, invented or otherwise.

Certain names may look good in print -- until they are spoken.
Only naive readers believe that writers never slip the odd obscenity into
a story, disguised as an exotic variation of a proper name. Considering
that most occurrences may be purely unintentional, there seems little
point in quoting examples; 'sides, the books are no longer readily to
hand. So, unless a writer intends to "have a lend" of the reader,
invented names should be vetted to avoid the accidental inclusion of a
dubious appellation.

The hapless Edgar Allan Poe was one of the most audacious
inventors of names. He never seemed short of ideas for his thousands
of character and place names, and frequently resorted to distortion,
irony, or outright puns. In his THE THOUSAND-AND-SECOND TALE OF
SCHEHERAZADE he soberly referred to the appropriate sounding
"Tellmenow Isitsoornot", which, we are intended to suppose was some
kind of omniscient chronicle. His short stories abound with names like:
Touch-and-go Bullet-Head, Thingum Bob, Tarr and Fether, and
Gruntundguzzel. He really went to town with a classic, Dutch-sounding
borough of Vondervotteimitiss in THE DEVIL IN THE BELFRY, wherein he
coined the other punames: Groggswigg, Kroutaplenttey, Dundergutz
and Stuffundpuff. Mr. Poe was also fond of playing on the reader's
gullibility by avoiding actual names altogether, especially for towns. He
frequently grabbed the reader's interest with an intriguing opening then
left them wondering about the location which he identified only with an
initial followed by a dash. Although many of his invented names were
simply plain fun, historians may read more than subtle ironies into their
origins. When placed within the context of their respective stories,
many have the ring of aliases to protect the innocent, or ward off writs,
no doubt.

While the preceding methods work equally well for most first
and second names, place names usually require a little more ingenuity.
Telephone books, apart from being a good source of surnames, provide
a somewhat limited assortment of location names. Postcode books
offer a wider choice, as do the alphabetical index pages of street
directories and atlases. All are useful in the hunt for exotic sounding
locations, especially when the names are modified in any of the ways
already mentioned.

Names for fictional planets are fairly easy. Many SF writers
resort to tacking Roman numerals onto the name of the primary body or
star -- looks great in print -- but the list of named stars is limited. To
avoid jaw-breaking astronomical terminologies, it is often better to invent
aname.

Using foreign names is a risky business for the writer
unfamiliar with the naming conventions of another culture. Many foreign
language guidebooks list popular names with notes on gender
peculiarities.  For instance, textbooks on conversational Japanese
usually provide a list of common male and female names along with
some frequently encountered family names. Such lists are worth
noting, as ill-advised use of names, no matter how lyrical to some ears,
could prove downright insulting to readers from certain ethnic groups.

The following books are just a few from among the couple of
dozen relevant titles currently in the bookshops. Parenthood has
always been fairly popular, and writers face the same problems as
parents when choosing suitable names for their creations.

BABIES NAMES (Collins GEM Series) ISBN 000-470116-X,
compiled by Julia Cresswell, is typical of the small GEM books in that it is
modestly priced ($7.95 rrp) and readily available. This particular edition
is covered in textured card, rather than the laminated plastic of earlier
titles, with its small but sharp typeface enhanced by higher quality
paper. There is an A-Z listing with notes on the origins, meanings and
variations of 2,000 names within its 380+ pages. The gender of each
name is identified by either M or F, followed by the usual cross
references to variations, where applicable. It thoughtfully contains
information about registering babies, among other advice of dubious
value to writers. It might also have been helpful to mention the calming
effect, on restless offspring, of a soft patter on the keyboard during the
small hours.

FIRST NAMES, an A-Z guide to over 2,000 names (yes,
another one) ISBN 0-261-66051-9, from William Collins Sons & Co. Ltd.
rates as a true "budget” book at around $2.50, depending on availability
and where you shop. Despite the disclaimer in the foreword, this little
book is usefully comprehensive. While contained within a normal
paperback cover over pulp paper, the text is acceptably clear and quite
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detailed. First names are listed over 374 pages with 4 (count them)
blank pages -- probably for those who wish to do their own thing. The
old favourite, Aaron is first on the list, which

ends with the obscure female name, Zuleika which originated in

Persia.

NAMES FOR YOUR BABY, from Market Street Press ISBN O
7316-3325-3, by Susan Ross was priced at $1.95 back in 1988. This
is a no-nonsense list of girls names (24 pages of 'em) running from
Abigail to Zsa Zsa and boys names (29 pp) from Aaron to Zola. Ms.
Ross may have prudishly separated the sexes, but her text, while
equally businesslike, presents an easily searched list of names
accompanied by origins and meanings. The lady's work is a study in
brevity, for example: "Abigail (Hebrew, 'source of joy’) -- Abagael,
Abbey, Abbie, Gael, Gail, Gale and Gaye." Although thin it was keenly
priced, and worth looking for. An updated version is currently available
from another publisher, Peter AntilFRose & Associates (ISBN 1-86282-
094-5) with the updated price of $3.95. Although the format appears
much the same, the new version has extra pages containing "generic"
horoscopes which may be of use to conscientious writers who plot
character profiles Astrologically.

OUR SECRET NAMES, published by Sidwick & Jackson, ISBN
0-283-98734-0, by Leslie Alan Dunkling is a hardcover of 163 pages
which turned up at a library; however, the 1980 copyright date
suggests that it may be difficult to obtain elsewhere. Recommended for
those who take names and naming conventions seriously. It contains
chapters on influential, revealing and possessive names, with other
chapters dealing with dated, embarrassing, suggestive, meaningful,
numerical and literal names. There is also a section devoted to first
name anagrams. Mr. Dunkling is also the author of: ENGLISH HOUSE
NAMES, FIRST NAMES FIRST, THE GUINNESS GOOK OF NAMES,
SCOTTISH CHRISTIAN NAMES and WHAT'S IN A NAME?. From the titles
in his "hit" list, and the content of the reviewed volume, it would seem
the man is the "full book" on the subject.

THE COMPLETE BOOK OF BABY NAMES from Herron
Publications ISBN 0-947163-01-8 (reprinted from 1987 - 1993) lists girls
from Abayomi (African, 'She who Brings joy') to Zsa Zsa (see Susan)
and boys from Aaron (naturally) to Zuriel (Hebrew, 'The Lord is my rock
and foundation’). For we who know better, the completeness
suggested by the title should not be taken literally. There are certainly
many names not found in some of the other books, but then, it does not
list the male, Sacheverell (gotcha!) which originated as a Norman
nickname meaning 'without leather' and has no apparent association
with Sacha of Greek origin.  Seriously, though, this is a very
comprehensive, if incomplete, source of names.

THE OXFORD MINIDICTIONARY OF FIRST NAMES from the
Oxford University Press ISBN 0-19-866135-5 retails at $6.95. Covered
with plastic, | la older editions of that other popular minidictionary series,
this Oxford list 2,000 first names, followed immediately by an indication
of the appropriate gender, origin and variations. Like most Oxfords,
there is a lengthy introduction (foreword), acknowledgment, key to
pronunciation and glossary of terms. Patrick Hanks and Flavia Hodges
have compiled a scholarly little book, which is an authoritative, low
priced volume on the subject. Aaron and Abbey head a list that spans
288 pages of small, sharp text to end with Zachary (m) and Zoe (f).
This one makes no mention of Zuleika, an oversight happily corrected in
the larger, hard-cover THE OXFORD DICTIONARY OF FIRST NAMES
(ISBN 019-211651-7), by the same authors. A more comprehensive
tome for the serious nomenclator, which begins with: Aaltje (f) of Dutch
or German origin and ends with Zygmunt (m) Polish for Sigmund. The
full-size version has supplements on common names in the Arab World
by Mona Baker and names from the Indian Subcontinent by Ramesh
Krishnamurthy. This excellent resource book is not readily available
without ordering in, but copies might be found in college or university
bookshops. Sorry, no price was available, but it looks like one that
would retail around $30.

THE GREAT AUSTRALIAN & NEW ZEALAND BOOK OF BABY
NAMES, from Angus & Robertson ISBN 0-207-15005-2, by Cecily Dynes
boasts a list of over 10,000 names. This normatsize paperback may
sound somewhat parochial, but these days popular names throughout
the English speaking world are not necessarily the Anglo-Saxon
favourites. For approximately $16.95 you get a comprehensive list
starting with a different one: Aariel (m) Hebrew, and ending with the
Polish, Zygmunta, which is the feminine for...but then, you've already
guessed. Maybe the Kiwis are into unusual names.

It seems the term, 'Christian name' is no longer politically
correct and apart from qualification notes within the text, the reviewed
books seldom use other than 'first name' openly. Their prices range
from negligible (telephone books etc.) to whatever the purchaser is able
to spend. While "THE OXFORD DICTIONARY OF FIRST NAMES" is about
the reasonable limit, any of the cheaper books will provide the
resourceful writer with enough raw material. That priceless commodity,
inspiration is available to anyone willing to spend some imagination.

* * *
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DOCTOR WHO:
CONFESSIONS OF A
SPACE-TIME VOYAGER

by Andrew Darlington

Travelling at the speed of light, all of the radio and television
signals ever transmitted anywhere o planet Earth are even now
dissipating into deep space in a huge expanding bubble of Radio Gaga,
from the first polite radio voices that are now many light years away, to
today's latest Soaps, Sit-Com's and Game Shows. The first episode of
DOCTOR WHO must now be somewhere out in the region of the star
Proxima Centauri, which was always its natural environment, anyway.

But it's "still compelling - even today", according to Doctor #7,
Sylvester McCoy. Have Tardis: will travel.

Everyone has a favourite Do ctor Who. There are seven to
choose from spaced out across thirty BBC years, or several million
years spiralled through space-time continuums of their own invention.
Probably your preference is determined by the span of years you grew
up through. It begins with irascible, ill-tempered old William Hartnell.
Then Patrick Troughton, bemused and sullenly clownish with his big
floppy handkerchief spilling from the top pocket of his badly fitting
jacket. Next there's Jon Pertwee, dapper and dandy with a candy -floss
blur of hair. And Tom Baker. To me, Tom Baker is the guintessential
incarnation. He gets the non-conformist equation exactly right: a
compelling shambling bohemian space-bum, both engagingly scatty and
unpredictable. He was followed ineptly by Peter Davison, formerly
best-known as a whimpish Heriot vet. By the cool whimsical Colin
Baker, and more recently by McCoy with brolly, question-mark sweater,
and a devious mystique.

But the monsters leave as lasting an impression - dread
Cybermen, chiling Ice Warriors, hulking Yeti, foul Sontarans, and
always those totally psychotic tin kiling machines on castors the
Daleks.

Doctor Who is part of televisual folklore. A shifting ikon
reflecting three decades of our lives. A weekly shared experience of
hyperspacial thrills, a fix of nervy mind-expanding terror, fuelled on
some often tacky special-FX and moments of inspired cosmic wit.

During the philistine 1970's the BBC reorganised its film
archives at Brentford, and as a result 110 of the earliest 25-minute
black-and-white episodes were wiped and lost forever. Yet
paradoxically Doctor Who is now hotter than ever. To celebrated the
series' 30th Anniversary the BBC1 is re-running PLANET OF THE
DALEKS - with Pertwee in the firing line. While seeking new
extraterrestrial frequencies, Sky's UK Gold has been screening every
surviving episode, stripping them daily since the channel's launch, and
it's now mid-way through the Tom Baker years. Then there's a video
catalogue covering every variety of Doctor, and regularly proving to be
the Beeb's fastest-selling titles. There are audio cassettes recreating
lost tales, and at least one wholly original 1993 story - THE PARADISE
OF DEATH, first broadcast on Radio 5, for which Pertwee assumes Dr-
hood again. The picture-strip TIME LORD began in T.V. COMIC #674 (14
Nov 1964), and continues today as the longest-running media-derived
strip from television's longest-ever Science Fiction series. There are
"Target" paperback novelisations, and original novels proliferating so
fast it's difficult to keep score. Something like 150, and counting.
Completests can also pig out on Titan Books "original script" editions, the
computer games, sound-track CD's, and model Dalek kits.

While inevitably, Spielberg is said to be considering a new

hi-tech TV series with full Industrial Light &Magic backup, Robin
Williams' name has been mentioned as a possible candidate for the next
Good Doctor....

Doctor Who is part of the oldest and most powerful race in
the cosmos. They have two hearts, a body temperature of 60°F, and
extra-ordinary powers of regeneration. They use unbelievable
technology. They are the Time Lords of Gallifrey.

Yet it started out quite modestly as the brain-child of one
Sydney Newman. He'd produced an ATV series for commercial
television a year earlier, called OUT OF THIS WORLD. It consisted of
adaptations from legit SF sources, each tale introduced with full
dramatic menace by Boris Karloff. Newman - who had helped ignite
THE AVENGERS, was in control when Doctor Who took off in a first
instalment called AN UNEARTHLY CHILD. He was still there for the
second story - THE DEAD PLANET, and more specifically the tea-time
28th December 1963 episode which shocked the nation with its first
glimpse of a Dalek! These emotionless animated dustbins were the
creation of Terry Nation, a one-time gag scripter for Tony Hancock, who
had worked with Newman on OUT OF THIS WORLD. He'd originated a
story for that series called BOTANY BAY, and also adapted Philip K.
Dick's IMPOSTER - but nothing that had gone before could have
prepared them for the Dalekmania that was to follow.

A pilot for the first Doctor Who was filmed as early as 27th
September 1963. But it was to remain unseen until its video release as
part of THE HARTNELL YEARS compilation. A souvenir from a drab
grey world that's now as distant and alien as any from SF, it relates
how schoolgirl. Susan Foreman (Carol Ann Ford) arouses the curiosity
of her two teachers with her odd combination of precocious scientific
knowledge, and ignorance of everyday aspects of life. She doesn't
even know how many shillings there are in a pound - a dead give-
away! Teacher #1 is "lan Chesterton", played straight and very
seriously by William Russell. CORONATION STREET devotees will
recognise him as Ted, who will marry Rita Fairclough, only to die soon
after of a brain haemorrhage. But with Teacher #2 - Barbara
(Jacqueline Hill) he trails Susan from Coal Hill School to a neglected
Steptoe-esque corner of a junkyard at 76 Totter's Lane, where they
unwittingly enter what turns out to be the Tardis.

"With the strange trumpeting sound of some distant primeval
beast the Tardis dematerializes" (according to COUNTDOWN #1), and
the 30-year trip commences.

Susan's "Grandfather" is the Doctor, he's never referred to as
Dr Who, but he irritable and he's eccentric, "a crotchety old bugger”
says Newman. "We are not of this race" Susan explains to her
confused tutors, "we are not of this Earth. We are wanderers in the
4th Dimension of Space and Time. Cut off from our planet and our
people by eons and universes that are far beyond the reach of your
most advanced sciences". But already the mythos is evolving. "I was
born in the 49th Century" says Susan in the pilot. This is revised to "I
was born in another Time, another world" for the broadcast version,
leaving an opening to be expanded into the entire Time Lords multiverse.

But continuity is not always so smooth. "I'm 450 years old"
announces Troughton in TOMB OF THE CYBERMEN. Ah no - "I'm 756,
that's not old, it's just mature" corrects Tom Baker in THE BRAIN OF
MORBIUS. Then - "953" says Sylvester McCoy in TIME AND THE RANI.

"William Hartnell is Dr Who at his weirdest and most sinister"
horror writer Simon Clark tells me. "Often you feel he has some dark
secret motive for wandering through time and space. And his
companions are often more afraid and suspicious of him than they are
of the limpet-faced skull-suckers of Gazundonia".

Sylvester McCoy agrees. "William Hartnell's initial portrayal of
the Doctor was very much the anti-hero. A rather unpleasant and
selfish old man. This portrayal was to soften as he settled into the
role".

Born on the 8th January 1908, Hartnell entered films as early
as 1931. He specialised in a string of hard-nosed character parts,
NCO's and foremen, which made him ideally suited to the part of
Sergeant-Major Bullimore in ITV's hit comedy THE ARMY GAME,
reprising a role he'd played in CARRY ON SERGEANT - the very first
CARRY ON... film, in which he'd attempted to instil military discipline into
useless conscripts Charles Hawtry, Kenneth Connor, Bob Monkhouse

JANUARY 1995 page 11



and Kenneth Williams. Carry on Doctor? - Well, not exactly, in fact
Hartnell was already frail, white-haired, and 55, when he qualified for
Doctor-hood. A role predicted to last just thirteen weeks. He stayed
three years, quitting only when his deteriorating health made it
impossible for him to continue. He died in hospital aged 67 in April 1975,
as the then-current Doctor - Tom Baker, was facing the REVENGE OF
THE CYBERMEN.

November 1963 was a strange month, when an amazing
number of generational reference-points seem to converge with near-
supernatural synchronicity. The Beatles first LP remained solid at #1,
while "She Loves You" - which had been on the single's chart for 14
weeks already, returned to #1 for the second time. America had yet to
discover Beatlemania. It had problems of its own. Their chart-topper
was by Phil Spector alumni Nino Tempo & April Stev ens with a skewed
reworking of the standard "Deep Purple"....

Then President John F. Kennedy got shot.

An extended news bulletin covering events in Dallas shoved
the Saturday evening (23rd November) launch of the first Doctor Who
back out of its allocated time-frame. But then internal temporal
dislocations were to figure regularly as the program gained momentum;
following BBC's Sports coverage, and just before JUKEBOX JURY.

With a start-up budget of just 2,500 pounds Doctor Who is a
triumph of invention and ingenuity over financial restrictions. Compare
and contrast it with STAR TREK for example. The concept, and hence
the props for STAR TREK are formula simple. The stuff of every Space
Thrills Comic-Book and Pulp Magazine story. A spaceship. A crew.
Doctor Who is never so straight-forward.

Hartnell's incarnation in particular lies in direct descent from H.
G. Wells' backroom inventor - the lone amateur who builds THE TIME
MACHINE in his basement, or Cavor who formulates an anti-gravity
material for a space-sphere journey to the moon. Hartnell catches this
permanently preoccupied absent-minded quality to perfection in both
dress and mannerisms. Later, Tom Baker will even have a wood-
panelled "Edwardian" Tardis with its interior kitsched-out in period decor
to emphasise the lineage.

But the Tardis is, of course, a Police Telephone Box. The
Props Department might have requisitioned it from a left-over DIXON OF
DOCK GREEN set, and - unable to afford the special effects for a
proper spaceship, stitched it into the plot-line instead. The rationale for
the bizarre appearance of the craft is a malfunctioning "chameleon
circuit". The Tardis is mean to alter its form for each materialisation so it
blends in with its new planetary or temporal surroundings. Initial themes
show the Doctor constantly intending to repair this "slight technical
hitch" but distractions caused by an assortment of weirdies intent on
galactic nastiness determines that he never quite finds the opportunity.
Rival Time Lord "The Master" later appears with his fully-functional
Tardis which on various occasions becomes a Rock or a Pillar, as it's
supposed to.

Many of the early plot-lines use straight regression trips into
history, providing the hard-pressed Props Department with endless
cheap opportunities to plunder the BBC's period costume wardrobe for
useful castoffs. Hence the Doctor's involvement with Marco Polo, the
Aztecs, the Crusaders, Revolutionary France, and even the Gunfight at
OK Corral! Although modestly successful, the strictly historical themes
were soon either phrased out completely, or merely used as colourful
backgrounds for more extraterrestrial menace, as inevitably it's the
monsters that became the ratings lure. As THE OBSERVER points out at
the time "twelve million people watch Doctor Who if the Daleks are in it,
only seven to eight million if they're not".

A trend not always appreciated in certain quarters.

THE ENCYCLOPEDIA OF SCIENCE FICTION records that "the
authors of the various stories have unblushingly pirated literally
hundreds of ideas from pulp SF, but often make intelligent and
sometimes quite complex use of them. Over the years it seemed
probable that the programme has attracted almost as many adult
viewers as children". Kid's stuff it ain't - not exclusively. And
guestions about the psychological damage inflicted on child fans by the
"grotesque horrors" of the Daleks and their monstrous ilk were voiced
almost from the modest beginning, increasing as the sophistication
develops, and its mass popularity escalates to include syndication to 38

countries. As early as 27 January 1968 a trailer for THE WEB OF FEAR
warns that this time the Yeti "are just a little bit more frightening that last
time. So | want to warn you that, if your Mummy and Daddy are scared,
you just get them to hold your hand".

"To a large extent violence, and the failure of imagination, are
closely bound up" philosophises Tom Baker, who nevertheless admits
that some sequences caused him unease. In particular the final freeze
frame used in THE DEADLY ASSASSIN in 1976 - "that was the most
violent one that we did". Jean Rook devoted her DAILY EXPRESS
column to attacking what she described as this new "nerve-wrenching,
spine-chilling and now totally grown-up” Doctor Who. Mary Whitehouse
agreed. She objected to the graphic fight set in the "Matrix
Dreamscape" where the Doctor's opponent is first ignited into a human
torch, and then holds the Time Lord's head underwater for a seemingly
interminable duration.

"l was out visiting some children in Blackpool or Preston or
somewhere like that, and | was being driven back with Terry Sampson
from BBC Enterprises. And it was nagging at me - that scene" recalls
the tousled Time Traveller. "It was on Saturday night you see, at about
whatever time it went out - half past five. And | went to a television
shop, but they were closing at half past five. So we were going
through and | saw signs of an ordinary family - a car and a bicycle.
And | said to Terry Sampson "stop here". And | knocked on the door,
and a man opened the door and said "Yes?" | said "Do you watch
Doctor Who here?" And this young man just said "why, come in, come
it". It was simply wonderful to be accepted like that. And | went in
deliberately because | wanted to see how they'd cut that scene of me
drowning, which | found particularly repugnant.

Although it was very well done, well filmed, and Bernard
(Horsfall - the villain) was very dramatic and everything like that. That's
not really to my taste. That kind-of smacks of reality. And as you
know, | only have a very tenuous grasp on reality. But it was
formidable. Interesting...".

The Daleks, those murderous robot tin cans bent on universal
conquest, grating "EXTERMINATE! EXTERMINATE!" with metallic
menace, soon became stars in their own right. They had their own
comic strip, their own Annuals, and a mass of merchandised tie-ins. It's
often forgotten that they also starred in two wide-screen technicolour
movie romps too - DOCTOR WHO AND THE DALEKS (1965) and
DALEKS: INVASION EARTH 2150 (1966), both now available on a single
video. Loosely based around Terry Nation's scripts for the first two TV
serials to feature the Pepper-Pots from Hell, purchasers get Peter
Cushing taking the Doctor's role, and Roy Castle breaking new records
as his loopy-singing all dancing assistant. These two adventures of the
nomads of the time -stream remain enjoyable period pieces, complete
with "Thals" in rainbow mascara and gold -fringed Beatle wigs. But the
TV originals - also out on separate videos (from 21 Dec 1963 to 1 Feb
1964 & 21 Nov to 26 Dec 1964 respectively), still carry the edge as
intelligent and often challenging Science Fiction adventures. And the
Daleks, although too chiche'd to be taken seriously at this end of the
phenomenon, can retain a TV presence of genuinely sinister evil.

Like its chameleon circuit, the Tardis' directional guidance
system is also permanently fritzed, so that when its passengers
accidently fetch up on the apparently "Dead Planet" Skaro, the Doctor
explores a petrified forest (where flowers symbolically crumble to
dust), and he emerges close to the metal city of the Daleks, Designed
as "ultimate warriors" - machine-aided mutated lumps of seething hate,
they were produced by a long and devastating neutronic war between
Kaleds (an artful anagram!) and their humanoid Thal antagonists. The
metal meanies also move along energy tracks set into the floor of their
city, and can't function without these strips. By the end of the story the
Daleks are destroyed.

But such is their impact that this presents no problems for the
follow-up. After all, Doctor Who travels through time as well as space.
He can return to before the Daleks met their grisly end. Or -in fact, the
Deleks themselves can outmanoeuvre that same temporal
inconvenience. Materialising in an eerily deserted London of the near-
future for the second tale (and the tenth Doctor Who story), the
travellers discover that cosmic storms and plague have devastated the
world, and the Daleks - arriving in their Flying Saucers, now control the
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Earth with their "robotised" human slaves. The first episode closes with
the striking image of a Dalek gradually and chillingly emerging from the
monochrome waters of the Thames. Despite the awkward restrictions
on their movement having been overcome by energy receivers that look
like little satellite dishes stuck to their outer casing, the Daleks lose and
the Doctor triumphs yet again. Temporarily. For they will return, as if
strangely drawn by Ron Grainer's spookily effective BBC Radiophonic
Workshop theme, and proto-psychedelics from the Visual Effects
Department. The screen flashes into weird negatives each time the
Daleks blast another victim into extermination.

Possibly the strongest Daleks story is Tom Baker's GENESIS
OF THE DALEKS (8th March to 12th April 1975) in which the Gallifreyan
Time Lords summon the Doctor back to Skaro to meet Davros, the
soullessly obsessive scientific genius responsible for unleashing the
genetic mutations powering his Dalek creations. At the story's climax
Baker hold the ability to destroy the embryo monstrosities with a wire in
each hand - to connect the two will mean the termination of the entire
future Dalek race. But he's stricken by the ethical implications of the act
he's about to commit. The genocide of an entire sentient species?
"Have | The Right?" he agonises. On the video THE TOM BAKER YEARS
he reveals that this dramatic line of dialogue sprang from the title of the
Honeycombs hit record!

But before much longer, they're back. In REMEMBRANCE OF
THE DALEKS (5th to 26th Oct 1988) the Doctor - Sylvester McCoy, and
his lethal punk companion, Ace (Sophie Aldred) return to Coal Hill School
in 1963 to meet Davros and his robotic enfant terrible yet again. This
time Skaro itself is destroyed, and two tracks from the Beatles first LP
are heard on the sound-track.

The Doctors change. But there are always Deleks. Forever
unexterminated.

And visually they were looking increasingly good. Gary
Russell - editor of THE DOCTOR WHO MAGAZINE and THE COMPLETE
DOCTOR WHO book, points out that despite "its wobbly sets, thick blue-
outlined colour separation sequences and obviously wired models, it
nevertheless created those systems. Such everyday television
techniques as Quantel, Harry, C80, Synch-slave, all broke their teeth
with Doctor Who. Whilst everyone was marvelling at the astonishing
Dykstra system effects on STAR WARS, no-one remembered that the
British technicians that helped create them had learned their craft on
Doctor Who, doing the same effects on a budget that wouldn't have
supplied the STAR WARS crew with tea for one day!"

THE GUARDIAN makes the same observation, praising "the
best special effects of any television programme, bionic or invisible,
tossed out week after week with astonishing nonchalance". Writing in
the 1st November 1976 issue, Peter Fiddick goes on to detect "a sense
of humour that keeps the whole exercise well in its place" while mostly
shunning "the fake moralising of more portentous Space Opera like
STAR WARS".

No moralising. But there is morality. Bad guys of all races
and species manipulate, exterminate and annihilate. But who busts the
mysteries and horrors at the farthest reaches of space-time? Doctor
Who - an irrepressible alien, an exiled extraterrestrial, that's who. And
not without irony. Colin Baker revisits the Time Lords on their ancient
home-world Gallifrey: "in all my travellings throughout the universe |
have battled against evil, against power-mad consprators. | should
have stayed here! The oldest civilisation - decadent, degenerate and
rotten to the core! Power-mad conspirators; Daleks, Sontarans,
Cybermen. They're still in the nursery compared to us. Ten million
years of absolute power - that's what it takes to be really corrupt!

STAR TREK has constantly reinvented and updated itself,
even following the shifting dictates of Political Correctness. The original
introductory voice-over about the Enterprise's "five-year mission”
became a less restrictingly specific "continuing mission", while more
significantly it's "to boldly go where no man has gone before" gets
degendered for THE NEXT GENERATION into "where no-one has gone
before". Doctor Who has a more convenient mechanism for integrating
change while maintaining continuity.

One aspect of the Time Lord's longevity is his periodic
metamorphosis, his ability to switch bodies. In THE TENTH PLANET (8th
to 29th Oct 1966) Wiliam Hartnell meets the Cybermen, new

adversaries on a moveable world called Mondas. While thwarting their
nefarious schemes he overloads on their power system, and in doing

so weakens himself. Is he dead? No - he reanimates in the new body
of cosmic hobo Patrick Troughton, which will thrive for another twenty-
one stories. The cover of the 1st January 1970 RADIO TIMES proclaims
the next re-vamp, with Jon Pertwee, the third Doctor - and the first
series to go out in colour. But there's been further Doctoring with the

format. Exiled to Earth - an absurd premise for a story based around

space/time travel, the new Doctor becomes a kind of roving trouble

shooter attached to UNIT (United Nations Intelligence Task-Force).
There's all manner of crafty appropriations from the then-vogue Secret
Agent spoofs too, the James Bond and Avengers. There's gadgetry,

jet-ski's, hovercrafts, and Pertwee's own contrived 60's campery. He

also acquires a car called Bessie and a new assistant called Jo (Katy
Manning) in hideous plastic boots, hot pants, fur jacket, suede flares or
12" lapels.

Personally | found the reduction from Galactic Gipsy to quask
military conscript something of a betrayal. Despite the filip provided by
their supposedly U. N. credibility, the soldiers come in a regular English
"Tommy" guise recognisable even from CARRY ON SERGEANT, while
their officer - Lethbridge-Stewart, is the very model of a stiff-upper
Public School British career robot. UNIT's Nicholas Courtney was in fact
first cast as a "Space Special Security Agent" by producer Douglas
Camfield for Hartnell's late-1965 story THE DALEK'S MASTERPLAN.
Camfield remembered him, and later re-cast him as Colonel (and then
Brigadier) Lethbridge-Stewart in Troughton's 1968 THE WEB OF FEAR,
pitching his newly formed UNIT against the Yeti. He returns to confront
the Cybermen when they infiltrate the sewers beneath London in THE
INVASION, and to co-operate with Pertwee against the Sea Devils, and
more. Although the "Earth exile" theme was soon dropped Lethbridge-
Stewart remained an intermittent presence, maturing well into the role.
He's finally drawn out of retirement to assist Sylvester McCoy against
interlopers from an alternative Arthurian history who mistake the Doctor
for Merlin, in BATTLEFIELD from 1988.

Pertwee's 24th and final story - PLANET OF THE SPIDERS,
came with a feature-role for NEW AVENGERS Gareth Hunt, in June
1974. But unique among ex-Doctors Pertwee graduated to find equal
fame in another character part - even if that part had to be as a
scarecrow with a selection of heads; Worzel Gummidge!

For Tom Baker, what he describes as "the leap - or the slither
from Jon Pertwee to me" led to "the happiest days of my life, | think.
Certainly it was the nicest job | ever had". He was to survive for 40
stories, made up of something like 187 episodes covering the most
innovative period of Who-dom. THE ENCYCLOPEDIA OF SCIENCE
FICTION calls Doctor who "probably the best Space Opera in the history
of TV, not excluding STAR TREK". Adding "with the increasing
sophistication of the scripts, and the expertise of the special effects
(including those of Roger Murray-Leach) and make-up (particularly
those of June Hudson), from which many other programmes could learn
a great deal about what can be done on a low budget, it has become a
notably self-confident series, juggling expertly with many of the great
tropes and images of the genre".

Post-dating the BBC's determined revisionism, the Tom Baker
years remain the first complete collection of still-extant tales, with Baker
resplendent in his floppy hats, huge scarf - "Madame Nostradamus
made it for me, a witty little knitter", his sonic screwdriver and robot dog
K9. Among the most audacious plots is INVISIBLE ENEMY in which the
Doctor debates the ethics of the survival of the fittest with the Swarm,
parasitic entities resident within his own brain! And THE TALONS OF
WENG-CHIANG set in Jack the Ripper's Victorian London with the
Doctor as Sherlock Homes pursuing a fugitive future war criminal hiding
behind the Chinese Tong organisations. Emphasising the deliberate nod
at Holmsiana there is a scary confrontation with a giant rat - an
incarnation of Conan Doyle's "Giant Rat of Sumatra" often referred to by
Dr Watson, but never actually previously seen. Tom Baker self-
deprecatingly sees the story as "preparing me later for my huge failure
as Sherlock Homes in THE HOUND OF THE BASKERVILLES" - one of his
many post-Who projects.

Tom Baker "died" 21st March 1981 in a story called
LOGOPOLIS, falling from the dish of a Radio Telescope. "I went out
blithely thinking, unlike anyone else who played the Doctor, that in my
future - | could vault over and somersault through the problems of type-

JANUARY 1995 page 13



casting. | knew everybody and everybody knew me, and | was able to
call everybody. So | left this beautiful part, the best part I'd ever had. |
don't think when | was playing the Doctor, that | ever had a really sane
hostile letter, or a sane hostile reception in an Ale-House or a restaurant
or whatever. It had been smiles all the way and | had carefully
cultivated the image of the children's hero. | thought when | went away
from it with this in the Bank - by that | mean imaginatively in the Bank - |
had invested such a long time in it, although I'd enjoyed it so much, that
the future would be golden. And in no time at all | would demonstrate
my versatility. It wasn't to be so. Because of my little success- or my
big success, depending on how you look at it. | don't want to be
immodest, but my success as Doctor Who is the only successful, really
successful thing in my whole life. | very successfully courted failure,
merely, ever since. But it stayed with me. And my very success
damaged my prospects for the future. Until perhaps this year, eleven
years on. But looking at that film there (a Doctor Who video) | felt
suddenly rather grateful, and glad, and rather proud of the BBC. | did
my stint, and if nothing grand ever happens to me again, then at least
once | was a hero, once | was admired and loved, and once - dare |
say? - | was absolutely adored world-wide. And I'm grateful...", he
pauses as though he can't quite believe its enormity himself, before
repeating "... yes, adored".

The next incarnation, Peter Davison, diluted the character,
concentrating more on costume than personality, distinctive only in his
affection for cricket and celery. He endured until 22nd March 1984
when Colin Baker recaptured some of the Doctor's earlier zest and
originality, despite his dubious teaming with the wretched Bonnie
Landford for a linked series of tales, THE TRIAL OF A TIME LORD. This
sequence is now available in a three-video set contained in an
appropriately Tardis -shaped tin box!

It was Sylverster McCoy who took what he calls "the best
role in British television" through to its final transmission on 6th
December 1989. Ending the 761 episode shelf-life that had elapsed
since the Tardis first landed in the national psyche.

The Doctor had been struck off.

The 23rd November 1993 marks the 30th Anniversary of
Doctor Wha's first materialisation onto our screens. But what's thirty
years in the life - or lives, of SciFi's greatest Man With No Name? Over
those three decades culture has undergone spaghettification, into a
diversity of separate scenes without a recognisable centre. Spooked
by such a present, people increasingly take refuge in the kitsch of the
past, escaping from Super Mario into Supermarrionation, and beyond.
Doctor Who is how more than a cult, more than a triple-decade fad, he's
an industry. Despite its flaws and failings, Doctor Who at its best can
convey something of the awe and wonderment that the finest Science
Fiction claims as its ultimate achievement.

William Hartnell glimpses that quality from the very first
episode when he says "I tell you, before your ancestors turned the first
wheel, the people of my world had reduced movement through the far
reaches of space to a game for children”.

Doctor Who is never justa game for children.

AMAZING FACTS: THE 20-POINT TRAVELOGUE OF A TIME LORD

(1) The Tardis stands for "Time and Relative Dimensions in Space".

(2) The Beatles appear in an episode of THE CHASE (22 May to 26
June 1965), when a promotional film of theirs can be seen on the
Tardis monitor.

(3) The Doctor lands at the Battle of Culloden and picks up a new
companion in the form of the kilted Jamie (THE HIGHLANDERS
17 Dec 1966). Jamie is Frazer Hines later to become Joe Sudgen
of EMMERDALE FARM.

(4) The space-time co-ordinates for the Time Lord's home world -
Galllifrey, in the constellation of Kasterborous, are given as
0717438000EX2147. Tom Baker reveals this is actually the BBC
Telephone Number with the Doctor Who studio extension.

(5) John Cleese and Eleanor Bron have cameo roles in CITY OF
DEATH (29 Sep to 20 Oct 1979) as confused Art Lovers in Paris.
The story was written by Douglas Adams who later created
HITCH-HIKERS GUIDE TO THE GALAXY.

(6) Original Doctor Who producer Verity Lambert later worked on the
ilkfated "Sun, Sex and Sangria" soap ELDORADO; while Roy
Skelton, a long-time voice for both Daleks and Cybermen, also
spoke for Zippy in RAINBOW.

(7) Colin Baker's REVELATION OF THE DALEKS (23-30 March 1985)
features Alexei Sayle doing his Stuff as a manic alien disc-jockey.

(8) The Cybermen were the creation of Kit Pedler who went on to
work with Terry Nation on the post-catastrophe TV series THE
SURVIVORS. He also wrote a stylish SF novel called MUTANT
59. "I never really liked Cybermen" admits Tom Baker.

(9) THE SONTARAN EXPERIMENT (22 Feb to 1 Mar 1975) was
filmed on location at a house in Devon where Evelyn Waugh
completed the final draft for BRIDESHEAD REVISITED.

(10) In the pre-Tyhatcher TERROR OF THE ZYGONS (30 Aug to 20
Sept 1975) Lethbridge-Stewart says "I've been talking to the
Prime Minister, and she said ...". Commenting on the sequence
now Tom Baker adds "and now we've had her, and she's had us,
and now- she's gone!"

(11) The Timelords - aka KLF, achieved a #1 hit on the 43th June
1988 with "Doctorin' the Tardis" (KLF KLF 003) by fusing the

Doctor Who theme with a Garry Glitter backbeat.

(12) Other people to appear in Doctor Who include Peter Glaze
(CRACKER-JACK), Hywel Bennett, Peter Purves (BLUE
PETER), Peter Butterworth, David Prowse (DARTH VADER),
Kenneth Cope (RANDALL AND HOPKIRK DECEASED),

Bernard Bresslaw (as an Ice Warrior), Leslie Grantham (DIRTY
DEN), Carmen Silvera (ALLO ALLO), George Baker
(INSPECTOR WEXFORD), Bill Fraser and Nicholas Parsons.
Wombles star Bernard Cribbins appears in the movie DALEKS:
INVASION EARTH 2150 AD.

(13) "Bessie, the car used by Jon Pertwee, was built from the basic
chassis of a Ford E93A. Its registration number MTR 5 was
switched to WHO 1 only for filming.

(14) Jon Pertwee's THE DAEMONS was broadcast 22 May to 19
June 1971, but later "lost" by the BBC. Finally a black and white
16 mm version was discovered - a US fan's home recording. It
was reconstructed and computer-colourised for video release.

(14) A 10th Anniversary Special THE THREE DOCTORS (30 Dec
1972 to 20 Jan 1973) was intended to unite the first three Doctor
Who actors in a single plot- combining to defeat Omega, an
embittered Time Lord trapped in a black hole. However, the
script was re-written by Terrance Dicks to take into account
William Hartnell's advancing frailty. He now appears only on
Tardis monitors in sequences pre-filmed at the Ealing Studios. A
similar project for the 20th Anniversary- THE FIVE DOCTORS
(25 Nov 1983) overcame ever greater problems. Hartnell was
dead, his place taken by look-alike actor Richard Hurndall, and
Tom Baker declined to participate - his contributions limited to
the inclusion of previously unseen footage edited into the plot.

(16) A more raunchy companion was introduced in THE FACE OF
FEAR (Dec 1976) in the shape of Leela (Louise Jameson) - a
savage wearing a skimpy leather leotard. "It was a very difficult
thing to act with near-naked people" explains Tom Baker, "very
strange really. Very limiting. But then ... | am limited". Leela was
replaced by Romana (Lalla Ward). Tom Baker married Lalla on
13 December 1980 at the Chelsea Registry Office. The wedding
made the national TV news

(17) Katy Manning who played the Doctor's assistant Jo Grant
appeared nude in a PLAYBOY spread. She posed in just her
gold lame boots, using a Dalek as a prop. And if anyone has a
copy - can | see it?

(18) The Oxshott Sandpit in Surrey frequently stood in for Doctor
Who's alien planets. It was subsequently filled in because - due
to the marshy nature of the area, several people drowned there.

(19) Rock God Meets Time Lord! THE PYRAMIDS OF MARS (25
Oct to 15 Nov 1975) was filmed in Mick Jagger's Surrey Estate,
with occasional distractions provided by the on-set appearances
of Jagger himself.

(20) You can contact the DOCTOR WHO APPRECIATION SOCIETY
- Honorary President Jon Pertwee, by sending an SSAE to PO
Box 519, London SW17 8BU, England.
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HUNGER PAINS

by Robert Frew

Lieutenant Commander O'Brien leaned back in his mobile
command chair and gently wiped the fresh gravy from his lips with a
piece of paper towelling. He had never made it to full Commander on a
respectable ship, or even Chief Commander for that matter, and he was
sure that he would be condemned to remain in charge of shitty little
cargo vessels. He was running down his home stretch, tired and over
the hill, and if he were to move in any direction, it would be down -
especially after this trip, he smirked to himself as he flicked through the
detail stats on Screen One of the ships computerized log.

It was the law that ALL ships keep logs, hough O'Brien
wondered why as he quickly glanced around the control quarters of the
small ship. All that he couldn't see with a single glance was the huge
storage bays which took up more than 90% of the ship, and what he
could see he had been stuck in for far longer than he had wished. He
read the ship stats aloud in a foolish voice to try to amuse himself:.

SHIP TYPE.........GE3 LIGHT FREIGHT CARRIER.
SHIP SIZE.........680 THOUSAND TONNES
(FULLY LOADED).

CARGO TYPE........ELECTRICAL GOODS
(ROBOTISTICS).
CARGO VALUE.........A$ 450 000 000.
CREW NO............ 8 (5 MALE, 3 FEMALE).
CREW BREAKDOWN....LT. COMM. O'BRIEN.

SUB COMM. JEFFERY *

FLT. OP. MASTERS.

COMP. OP. WRITE.

MED. SAUNDERS.

FLT. NURSE WINBROW.*

FLT. ENG. O'HARA*

CREWMAN JOHNSTON

BASE............... THURSDAY ISLAND, AUST.
DESTINATION........ CRATER BASE 9, GRID 17,
APPROX. DIST.......339.45 LAYTRONS

EST. TIME OF TRIP..17.6 MONTHS

TIME ELAPSED.......23.4 MONTHS.

EARTH
SAOLIMA

O'Brien stared at the last lines on the screen of the
computerized log. They told the story. They said why O'Brien would
never make Commander. It wasn't the tired old excuse he had told his
wife and family, their friends and other senior-ranked, junior aged
officers a dozen times -the lame excuse that he was being shafted by
the "Big Boys" at the top, the boys who ran the company. The excuse
that he, O'Brien, had been "lumbered with too many dime a dozen, two-
bit worthless cargo jobs on tiny, outdated craft with next to no crew-
jobs which required the skill and experience of a virgin hooker," or so
he had put it to his wife.

"Christ, if | ever get my hands on one of those guys at the top,
Ill...I'Il rip him a new arsehole, that's what I'll do." But deep down,
O'Brien felt the truth. Deep down they all knew the truth -the officers,
his family and friends, even his wfe. They all knew he had a shit
attitude.

His wife was actually surprised he had managed to keep the
job so long, and even more surprised when he finally made the rank of
Lieutenant Commander (a feat which most qualified ambitious
youngsters usually managed to achieve within five or six years or a
dozen cargo trips - but which O'Brien had achieved in almost six times

of each). He was well qualified alright, almost too well qualified which
gave him an air of superiority which didn't sit well with his superiors.
O'Brien's eyes skimmed down to what the crew had
nicknamed the "five commandments" which flashed urgently below the
ship stats. He read them quickly, and tried to pick the ones that he, as
the authority on the vessel, hadn't broken. He came up empty handed.

1/SHIP LOG MUST BE UPDATED DAILY

2/CHECK SHIP DAMAGE AND CONDITION STATS DAILY, &
AS REQUIRED

3/HALF THE CREW MUST REMAIN AWAKE (NOT IN

SUSPENDED SLEEP) AT ALL TIMES

4/ALL VESSELS MUST, UPON REACHING THEIR

DESTINATION, ATTEND THE COMPANY DOCK,

DECLARE CARGO AND SUBMIT SHIP LOG

5/CREW CASUALTIES MUST REMAIN ON SHIP

FOR EXAMINATION UPON DESTINATION ARRIVAL.

O'Brien's eyes lingered on the word "daily." He knew of
course that the phrase referred to Earth days, but he had always liked
to believe it was open to personal interpretation (after all, days on Sao
Lima, their destination, were over 300 Earth hours long). It was,
however, the last three rules that worried O'Brien the most.

He pressed the scroll button on the keyboard of the log
computer terminal, fastforwarding to the entries which recorded the
events when things had first started to go wrong. He didn't really want
to read the log at all, but for some reason he felt compelled (or maybe
bored):

ENTRY NO. 364
MISSION START. 4/5/33
PRESENT. 6/1/34
Two Earth days ago when GE3 first past through the cosmic
cloud -Helium, dust and condensed moisture particles, neither the crew
nor Lt. Commander O'Brien thought twice about it. However, on todays
examination of the ship damage stats in accordance with Lt.
Commander O'Brien's late orders, it appears that the navigational
computer has malfunctioned, failing to detect a 1.5 degree course
deviation. Although only a slight deviation, at GE3's current speed (0.1
light speed (0.62 Laytrons or 2200 million Km per day)) we are drifting
off course by more than 0.09 Laytrons (30 million Km) everyday.
Lt. Commander O'Brien has ordered Crewman Johnston and
Flight Engineer O'Hara to join Nurse Winbrow in suspended sleep in an
effort to conserve the limited supply of food and to relieve the stress on
the oxygen generators. A new course is being plotted by the
navigational computer as we move, and it is assumed that our E.T.A will
not change by more than a few days.
INPUT> MED. Saunders.

O'Brien read the report through twice slowly, before he
erased it from the log and the back-up H-drive. A warning about illegal
amendments flashed across the screen of the computerized log, a
warning which lasted all of five seconds as O'Brien typed in his
personal command code. As he speared the last morsel of food from
his plate with his fork and sat it on his tongue to savour, his eyes
sparkled as his mind ticked over, rehearsing the chain of events which
he had made up to replace the old (and true). He filled the gap of the 6th
of January, 2034 with his own version of what had happened that day,
a version which had taken him almost three (lonely) months to perfect,
before scrolling on to the next entry:

ENTRY NO. 365

MISSION START. 4/5/33

PRESENT. 7/1/34

Although advised otherwise, Lt. Commander O'Brien has

refused to bring GE3 to a complete stop for the navigational computer to
recalculate the necessary data to plot the new course to Sao Lima. Lt.
Commander O'Brien has argued that the extra fuel required for firstly
stopping the craft and then re-starting her on a new course is
unwarranted when replotting can be done at our present speed, and
the course can be changed using almost no fuel.
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While the Commander is correct, and in this present state we
are using no fuel, Flight Engineer O'Hara argued that there was ample
fuel on the ship to cater for such a crisis. Now, however, O'Hara has
been placed in suspended sleep at the command of the Lieutenant
Commander. The remaining crew lack the expertise to argue such a
point.

As a result, the navigational computer has failed to replot an
effective course, receiving excessive data interference from cosmic
debris, dust and other natural satellites. Today, four days after passing
through the cosmic dust, GE3 is now more than 0.36 Laytrons (120
million Km) off course. Computer Operator Write has been ordered to
join Johnston, O'Hara and Winbrow in suspended sleep. Half the crew
are now inoperative.

INPUT> MED. Saunders.

O'Brien read the entry through slowly again. He picked up his
fork from the now empty plate beside the terminal, and stabbed it
repeatedly into the control desk in front of him as he thought about Andy
Saunders input. He had thought of Andy as a good friend, his closest
among this crew and for many crews gone by. Andy had obviously felt
strongly against most of O'Brien's commands, but why? Were they that
bad?

A seed of doubt and anguish sprouted in O'Brien's mind and
slowly began to flourish as he replaced Andy's log entries one by one,
entries which accurately recited nothing but ill commands and bad
decisions by him; O'Brien.

ENTRY NO. 366
MISSION START. 4/5/33
PRESENT. 8/1/34

The navigational computer has still failed to plot the new
course to Sao Lima. The remaining crew have finally managed to
convince Lt. Commander O'Brien to stop the ship (0.38 Laytrons off
course) so the computer can calculate the data without interference.
But the action was untimely.

GE3 has stopped with the dead planet Oberon 4 between her
and our final destination. The planet is not the problem however; Oberon
4 appears to be surrounded by multiple bands of rock and ice which
stretch for hundreds of millions of kilometers in all directions around the
large planet. It will take almost two weeks and most of the reserve fuel
to circle around the planet and its satellites, or alternatively a course
can be plotted through the bands surrounding Oberon 4 in an effort to
conserve time and energy.

Although warned of the significant risk, Lt. Commander
O'Brien has opted to take GE3 through the bands with shields up and at
one tenth power. May God wish us luck.

INPUT> MED. Saunders.

O'Brien changed the entry and then paused to consider the
chain of events which would follow Saunders' input, the ones he would
shortly change to cover the horrid truth.

But he would know the truth. He would always know. The
memory of a dozen horribly wrong decisions came flooding into his mind
as the seed of doubt, and now guilt, continued to grow. The recollection
of countless small errors on one (easy) cargo voyage -a job in which
nothing (right, wrong or exciting) EVER happened, a job which an
"impaired child" could handle.

Suddenly the seed germinated. Suddenly O'Brien realized
why he had never -could never make it to the top and command the big
ships with cargos which really mattered. He now realized why he was
given the cheapest craft and the most experienced crews. As though
out of the blue it occurred to him that, all of his life, he hadn't given a
damn about anyone; he respected and loved nothing and noone, but
himself.

In a fit of self-contempt, O'Brien began to scroll through the
computerized log, counting his mistakes and rule-breaking commands as
the tears sreamed down his hot cheeks; GE3's collision with an ice
satellite in the band of Oberon 4, the damage to the system computers
and oxygen generators, the excess use of fuel consumed in the
remanoeuvre of the ship and the trip to safety, his failure to re-plot their
final course due to computer damage and GE3's bad positioning, severe
fuel, oxygen and food shortages, his orders to have all crew save

Medic Saunders and himself placed in suspended sleep...the list of
problems and mistakes flowed on, spelling n their simple way why
O'Brien now sat alone in the small tin room he thought of (correctly) as
his coffin.

O'Brien finally stopped counting at fifteen bad commands and
five- out-of-five broken "commandments" (most of which had not been
recorded on the log). He stopped counting, not because he necessarily
wanted to, but because he had to -he had reached the final entry on the
log. It was dated three months earlier. It was a flustered and desperate
entry as the last half dozen or so had been.

ENTRY NO. 378
MISSION START. 4/5/33
PRESENT. 29/4/35

This will be my last entry. O'Brien and myself have been
floating aimlessly about in this abominable ship for near fifteen months.
We are now six months overdue, but our distress beacon remains
unanswered... God knows how far off course we are; God knows
who gives a damn.

It's my last entry because today (or tonight?) I'm going to
sleep. I'm starving and I'm close to going crazy, so perhaps it is best.
Another day with O'Brien and | will go crazy (or maybe | already am).

Oxygen levels on the ship are near critical. The vessel herself
has sustained heavy damage from multiple satellite impacts; most from
the bands of Oberon 4. The ship is riddled with faults and the
computers are riddled with bugs. Food finally ran out five days ago -
today we ate stewed cardboard flavoured with the last cube of
monosodium glutamate (delicious!).

| am so hungry | am becoming delirious. | stood, not five
minutes ago, staring into Nurse Winbrow's suspension booth, her face
so delicate and friendly in its sleeping state, but | lusted not for her soft
rounded breasts and pure white skin; | lusted for her blood -I lusted to
eat her.

Alas, Nurse Winbrow is already dead, and doing so would be
fatal. Her suspension booth is malfunctioning, and slowly she will slip
from a deep sleep into a state of slow, painless decay. The computer
has failed to detect the malfunction, but her body already indicates
signs of cyanosis. Perhaps my fate will be so kind.

INPUT> MED. Saunders.

O'Brien's eyes bulged as he read the last paragraph of
Saunders input. His mind hummed with one line:

"...Nurse Winbrow is already dead, ...and doing so would be
fatal.. and doing so... doing so," he echoed in his mind. Doing what, he
thought, though he already knew the answer. It was trapped inside his
head and refused to come out; he refused to admit... "fatal.”

