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Jacq for TAFF! 

 

In case anybody hasnôt noticed yet, the 2012 TAFF race is in full swing and the choices this time are 

really wonderful: Warren Buff (editor of the zine Southern Fandom Confederation Update, convention 

organizer, and Hearts player, besides being a really nice guy), Kim Kofmel (a Texas fan who is on the 

LoneStarCon 3 con-committee and is one of Apolloconôs primary forces, besides being a popular con 

fan), and the gal Iôm supporting, Jacqueline Monahan.  

 

Allow me to purloin what I wrote for All Jacqôd Up, her TAFF zine that is available on 

www.efanzines.com,  as a way to introduce her to all yôall: 

 

Why am I one of the nominators for Jacqueline Monahan, a Las 

Vegas, Nevada fan whom I have never met in person, and I live a few 

states to the right in Texas? Well, I have my reasons, and theyôre 

pretty good ones, too. 

 
First off, we natter back and forth in SNAPS (the Southern Nevada 

Amateur Press Society), where I have been very impressed by this 

young ladyôs writing ability. Jacq definitely has a well-developed 

writing style, and itôs getting better all the time. She hasnôt been in 

the apa for too very long ï a couple years now, I believe ï but Jacq 

has risen to the top as one of SNAPSô better writers, and thatôs not 

easy to do considering some of the apaôs members are Robert 

Lichtman, Arnie and Joyce Katz, John Nielsen Hall, Teresa 

Cochran, and others. It is definitely a good group, and I am very 

happy that she is part of the gang. 

 

Another reason is that Jacq is the current FAAn Award winner of the 

Best New Fan title. That means she wonôt be able to defend her title 

next year at Corflu, but thatôs all right. I foresee many a year when her name will be found on the 

short list FAAn ballot for Best Fan Writer. And that is A Good Thing to look forward to. 

 

So there you have it. That is who I am supporting for the 2012 TAFF race; her other nominators are Nic 

Farey, Steve Green, and Curt Phillips.  The TAFF ballot is included with this zine (at the back end of this 

ish, of course).  The voting deadline is December 9, 2011, which is why this particular issue of Askance is 

coming out two weeks beforehand. Go forth and vote early and often! 

 

http://www.efanzines.com/
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Oh, what a relief it is! 

Alright. It is now late November, 2011 as this zine is being completed, and the daily high temperatures 

here in College Station, Texas are running in the mid-70s to mid-80s. To this transplanted Northerner, it 

still feels like summer, but the good news is that these temps are 20 to 30 degrees cooler than what it was 

like here from late June through the end of September. In fact, we were still having 90 degree weather the 

first half of October. Like I wrote in the last issue, Texas set a new US record for the hottest summer on 

record.  

So here it is, Thanksgiving Weekend, and the temperature in SouthCentralEastern Texas is hovering in 

the low to mid 70s. At night it drops to a ñfrigidò low of 49° F. Oh, my! However will we survive?  

Well, Valerie and I are doing fine. While people start up their fireplaces at night, we put on our winter 

shorts and t-shirts and take the dogs for a walk. Quite frankly, these temperatures feel fantastic, and we 

love it when the days and nights are like this.  

 

One thing is for sure, it certainly is still a lot warmer than Minneapolis, Minnesota, where I grew up.  

Someday I am going back up there for a Minicon. Hopefully the one over Easter weekend of 2013 

because that would be the 40
th
 anniversary of attending my very first sf convention.  

Do we know what goes here?  

Why, we certainly do!  

This is where the announcement of my non-

candidacy for DUFF 2012 goes. See, next year I 

will be completing my doctorate in Education at 

Texas A&M University, which means I need to 

focus on getting that damned dissertation done.  

My schedule is this: preliminary exam in July; 

submit and defend dissertation at the end of July; 

doctoral exam in October; graduation, December 

2012.  

With that malarkey in line, there is no time for going to Australia next year.  So if Iôm still interested, it 

looks like 2014 would be the next time Iôll stand for DUFF ï if there is a next time, that is. After all, the 

Mayan calendar is predicting the end of the world for next Christmas. What an awesome present theyôre 

giving us! Canôt wait for that. How about you? 

And yes, that is sarcasm.  

Whoõs responsible for this issue 

Pretty much the same old gang as always, but a new face tossed into the mix. So without any more to-do, 

here are those people we can pin the blame on for what follows in these pages: 
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BILL FISCHER  

Well, heôs back, sort of. Here is a reprint of one of Billôs funnier Wikiphilia entries. It seems apropos for 

the times we live in. 

JACQUELINE MONAHAN  

She is one of the three 2012 TAFF candidates, and a good choice she be. The article ñMinus 5ò is only a 

brief example of her writing style. It first appeared in SNAPS (the Southern Nevada Amateur Press 

Society), of which she and I are two members, and deserves to be seen in a wider audience. And like a 

true trooper, Jacq sent along a couple pictures to accompany the article. Enjoy! 

LLOYD PENNEY  

Does this guy even need an introduction? Naw, I didnôt think so either. But heôs here anyway. 

ROBERT M. SABELLA  

One of fandomôs more consistent writers about things stfnal, Bob returns with a look at one of the most, 

well, astounding years in science fiction history. Once you read this article, you might think ñwhow! 

Thatôs a lot of great, classic science fiction.ò I did. 

TARAL WAYNE  

Over the last few years, Taral has become one of fandomôs most prolific writers. His articles have 

appeared all over the map, from Drink Tank to File 770 to Banana Wings to Askance, and other zines.  I 

donôt know about the rest of you, but I am grateful for this outpouring of material. It definitely makes it 

easier to flesh out a fanzine when there are people out there producing quality fan writing, and Taral is 

doing his part.  
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North to DeepSouthCon!  

(oh, yeah. And FenCon, too) 

 

A rather non-linear, but coherent, convention report from John Purcell 

 

Last issue I wrote about my reasons for attending science fiction conventions. If you will recall, the 

dominant reason why I go to these hoe-downs is because they are where my friends gather, and in 

fandom, for me, it is all about the friendships. Sure, there are other reasons - acquiring books, meeting 

professional authors, schmoozing with other writers and artists to get material for my fanzine ï but the 

primary reason for going is, and always shall be, because my friends are there. 

 

So before I get into this con report, a word about the photos that accompany this article. I didnôt take any 

of these pictures. Seriously.  All of these pictures are the result of image googling  either ñFenCon VIIIò 

or ñDeepSouthCon 49 or ñFencon/DeepSouthConò, and have been copy-pasted from the results. I 

apologize in advance for doing this, but the digital camera we brought along simply would not hold a 

charge, and the photos stored on my cell phone albums are unavailable now because itôs dead, Jim. As in 

the battery. (Both digital camera and cell phone are old, you see.) So the pictures of my wife with Guest 

of Honor Gail Carriger and me holding Brad Fosterôs Best 

Fan Artist Hugo Award are still there, along with many other 

pictures. *sigh* Thus the need to purloin images to go along 

with this report.   

 

Back to the matter at hand.                                

 

For the longest time ï a couple months, to be exact ï I had 

full intention of writing a classic ñcon reportò:  prepping for 

it, getting there, first day things, second day things, third day 

things, going home, collapsing. But that format just didnôt 

gel, and frankly, as excited as I was about FenCon 

VIII/DeepSouthCon 49, because it was such a grand time, I 

simply wasnôt interested in writing such a linear con report. 

Somehow I felt that such a report wouldnôt really do it 

justice. Oh, sure, it probably would capture the essence of the 

event, but I could not bring myself to writing it. So I have 

decided, in the spirit of the academician in me, to Assessing 
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the convention by its elements.  

 

This required me to think of what I like about a science fiction convention. In my mind, there are a 

number of contributing factors that make a con enjoyable: Accessibility, Affordability, Guests of Honor, 

Lay of the Land, Attendees, Art Show, Panels/Programming, Friends, Parties (naturally), and The ñVibeò.  

Therefore, allow me to get right into assessing these conventional elements. 

 

Accessibility 
 

This one is obvious. ñCan I get to it?ò The nice thing about living in this part of Texas is that there are a 

number of conventions every year that are not very far away. The Dallas ï Fort Worth area (a.k.a., the 

Metroplex, as it is called here) is just under a three hourôs drive from our home in College Station, so the 

drive up is not that bad at all. In fact, the other major Texas cons within a three hourôs drive that interest 

me are Armadillocon (Austin: 2 hours), Apollocon, RevelCon and OwlCon (Houston: 90 minutes), 

ConDFW (Dallas: 3 hours), and AggieCon (hometown: the hotel is l0 minutes from the house).  

 
When I lived in Minneapolis, the 

nearest cons outside of Minn-

stfôs own Minicon were WisCon 

(Madison, WI), X-Con 

(Milwaukee), WindyCon 

(Chicago), Byobcon/ConQuest 

(Kansas City), and Icon (Iowa 

City).  The nearest of those were 

4+ hours away (WisCon). Once 

Minn-stf decided to breed 

conventions like gerbils, then I 

could attend more. So travel 

time becomes a factor in going 

to these events.  

 

The end result of this is that 

FenCon/DeepSouthCon in 

Addison, Texas (a close northern 

suburb of Dallas) was very easy to get to and not a heavy driving load. Once we finally got on the road 

Friday afternoon around 3:30 PM (slowed down by Valerieôs valid need to get her art show material 

packed up right so nothing would get busted in transit), we got to the Crowne Plaza Hotel just after 7 PM. 

We would have made it even sooner if this monster traffic jam caused by road construction hadnôt slowed 

us down by almost an hour. It took us that long to crawl the last five miles to the con. A quick cell phone 

call from the midst of the jam-up to Chris Garcia put us in touch with con-chair Tim Miller, who assured 

us that we could get Valôs stuff into the Art Show room for her to set up. As it turned out, we opted to 

bypass that on Friday night and set her work up Saturday morning before it opened. Much less stressful 
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on Val that way, too. A big thank you goes to Art Show head Jimmy Simpson for being majorly helpful 

in this regard. 

 

Affordability  

 
One thing that has always impressed me about science fiction conventions is how low-priced their 

memberships are. Back in the day (my Minn-stf years again, gang) a full weekend membership could be 

had for $20-35 a person. Aside from world conventions, the rates have not risen dramatically in the last 

thirty-plus years, especially if you register in advance. My wife and I purchased our memberships online 

at $35 apiece; at the door registration was $45-$60, which is still damned reasonable, if you ask me, for a 

full weekend pass. There is simply no comparison to registration rates of the professional conferences I 

attend; typical membership rates for TCCTA, CCTE or TX-TESOL (if you really want to know what 

these letters stand for, write a loc and Iôll tell you) run in the $100-140 range, which matches well to early 

registration SF worldcon rates. But for a regional con, they are a bargain compared to professional 

conferences. And you get a shit-load more for your buck at a science fiction convention, too: con suite, 

drinks, munchies, access to all events, and so forth. No complaint from me in this regard. 

 

Over the years hotel room rates have risen, naturally, but even at FenConôs host hotel Crowne Plaza, con 

membership room rates were fairly decent; depending on your needs, rooms began at $85 a night for 1-4 

people. Things get a little cozy if there are more than two people in a room, so make sure you get along 

well with each other and take showers! For us, Valerie went online ï good heavens, but I love the Internet 

sometimes ï and found a room at a hotel across the street from the Crowne Plaza for $59 a night. Nice 

sized room with a king sized bed, too. Very quiet. This came in handy because Val was indisposed for 

Friday night and the first part of Saturday due to stress, lack of sleep (late nights working on her artwork),  

and travel (and lack of proper food, probably), but the rest did her good and she was raring to go by early 

afternoon Saturday.  

 

If you budget your funds properly ï and bring along a cooler of food, soft drinks, and other munchables ï 

eating at a con can be very affordable. My goal has always been to enjoy one major meal out with friends 

(the breakfast buffet each day was included in our hotel room rate) at a con, and Val and I did that 

Saturday night at Nateôs Steak and Seafood restaurant, which Guy H. Lillian III, his wife Rosie, and I had 

had dinner with Greg Benford, his wife Elisabeth, and Al Jackson during Fencon V in 2008. There were 

fifteen of us there this time, and it was full of excellent food and conversations. Plus, once Pat Virzi 

wandered in with the proof copy of the DSC one-shot, Itôs Bigger In Texas, that gave us reading material.  

Of course, we created our own dinner table one-shot, which I believe will be in the next Challenger.  

 

Bottom line: FenCon VIII/DeepSouthCon 49 did not financially bust us, not even including the cost of 

reserving Valôs artshow space, and the rates for that were quite reasonable. Once again, her work sold 

well. I donôt have the exact figures on hand, but after the 10% art show fee was deducted, she cleared just 

over $100, which covered our investment in con registration and the art show space reservation costs.  

Not a bad weekend for costs at all. 
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 Guests of Honor 
 

 Always an important part of a good convention, it helps 

oodles if the GoHôs are nice people who can play well 

with each other and arenôt afraid to mingle with the fans. 

Most cons are like this. Face it, the vast majority of 

professional science fiction writers, editors, publishers, 

and artists started out as fans and have made the transition 

to filthy pro, and they remember from whence they came. 

The Writer GoH for FenCon/DSC was Gail Carriger, 

whose Parasol Protectorate novels are a lot of fun to read. 

During the summer, Val and I read all four of the novels in 

this series (the fifth is due out in March 2012) so that we 

could be up to snuff on the topics, and we loved them all. 

Gail is a delightful person, too, and we managed to get 

some pictures of her, such as this one with Valerie (who is 

the lovely lady with the fan).  

 

The other guests were Vincent Di Fate (artist, unable to 

attend due to professional commitments), Joe Bethancourt 

(Music), Steven H Silver (fan), Les Johnson (Science), 

Bradley Denton (toastmaster), and special guests Lou 

Anders (editor) and Stephan Martiniere (artist).  Great bunch of folks. It was great to chat with Brad 

again, meet Lou Anders (and get his autograph on a couple anthologies he edited ï congratulations on 

your Best Editor Hugo Award, Lou!), and finally get together with Steve Silver to sort of plan out our 

fanzine editing swap. Our goal is to thoroughly muck up 

Guy H. Lillian IIIôs mind in the process.  

 

Loads of other good guests were present, including 

numerous writers and artists I have met before, like 

David Lee Anderson, Cat Conrad, Chris and Linda 

Donohue, Rhonda Eudaly, Julia Mandala, Gloria Oliver, 

and Rie Sheridan Rose. These are good people, and itôs 

always fun to chat and hang out with them at whatever 

con we meet. Hmm. I should get to more Texas cons. 

Always a good way to maintain friendships, you know. 

 

 

Lay of the Land 
 

One thing that I have come to appreciate over years and years of conning is how well the function space is 

laid out. Regional cons have a distinct advantage over the WorldCon because theyôre located in hotels 

that have function space all in one location and usually on the same floor. The Crowne Plaza Hotel has 

one of the best con layouts I have ever seen in this respect. The largest function room was the Huckster 

Brad Denton and Steven H (no period) Silver at the 

autograph table Saturday afternoon. 
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Room, which was virtually at the center of all function rooms. I really liked the way the concom arranged 

the panels, art show, hospitality suite, video room, etc., so that a person could essentially follow a circular 

flow from one event to another. With a set-up like this, it was hard to get lost, but most cons are like that. 

There havenôt been many cons in my experience that had confusing function space arrangements.   

 

Many years ago I developed a set means of getting acquainted with a con mainly because I would get 

there early enough to watch the con develop; it also gave me the chance to scout out where everything 

was located ï registration, operations room, huckster room, films, art show, con suite ï so that once the 

con was in full swing I would have no trouble finding my way around. With a floor plan like the Crowne 

Plaza Hotel, it took no time at all to scope it out.  

 

Attendees 

 
I donôt know the final attendance numbers for the convention, but at closing ceremonies Sunday 

afternoon, Tim Miller announced that preliminary figures were just over 900 people. It didnôt feel like 

that many were there to me, but then again, once one-day memberships are added into the mix, then the 

numbers make sense. It seemed as though the constant level was around 600, which feels just right for a 

good con: not too many, not too few. In contrast, Aggiecon 42 (March, 2011) back home had about 400 

or so always running around during the day, but at night that dropped significantly ï probably to 250 ï 

cause the vast majority of Aggiecon attendees use one-day memberships and donôt  stay at the hotel. So 

FenCon/DSC ñfeltò like a solid con due to the near-constant numbers during both day and night.  

Thus, the body count at Fencon/DSC  wasnôt overpowering, and everybody seemed to having a splendid 

time. I struck up many a conversation with folks I have never met before, and thatôs always a big part of 

enjoying a con: making new friends. I will be getting to the ñfriendsò in just a little bit. 

 

Art Show 
 

This is a part of conventions I have 

always enjoyed browsing, even 

though I rarely bought or bid on 

anything in an art show. I cannot 

draw a straight line using a ruler, but 

I  have always had a deep and 

abiding admiration for the abilities of 

artists of all stripes. The Fencon/DSC 

art show had a lot of wonderful 

artwork on display, which my wife 

felt intimidated by, but once again, 

her work sold reasonably well. We 

were able to get her goods up on the 

peg boards and the one table she had  

reserved on Saturday morning before 

the Art Show opened, and even with only having one full day of her works displayed (I usually count 

¢Ƙƛǎ ǇƛŜŎŜ ƻŦ ±ŀƭŜǊƛŜΩǎ ǎƻƭŘΗ  ¸ŜǎΣ ǘƘŀǘΩǎ ŀ ƳŜǘŀƭ ŀǊƳŀŘƛƭƭƻΦ 
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Sunday as a half day), Valerie still sold quite a few of her pieces. For Fencon/DSC she brought up zipper 

bracelets, earrings, necklaces, and an assortment of steampunk-style items.  

 

Like I mentioned earlier, she did quite well again. This was her second art show of the year (the first was 

Aggiecon 42 back in   March) and she admitted that because of the size of the convention and its 

importance (the annual major southern US convention), she was very nervous about having her work 

displayed. It is good that she is doing this, I believe, because itôs improving her confidence in what she 

does, and so Val is becoming bolder in her designs.  

 

As for how well the Art Show itself did, Jimmy Simpson, the go-to guy for it, said at closing ceremonies 

that over $1800 worth of artwork sold, and the convention was able to make a sizeable donation to the 

conôs charity (the South Collin County Habitat for Humanity). Good for them! This is what I love to see 

at a con: some solid contribution to the community being made, which proves that SF fans are not just 

geeky weirdos, but we care about our communities and want to make a difference in the world. To modify 

a well-known phrase, ñit is a proud thing to be fan.ò  

 

Panels/Programming 
 

There was a nice assortment of topics this year, and I 

was able to get to most of the ones I wanted to 

see/participate in, although there were a few times when 

interesting panels clashed. The one time I was really torn 

was Saturday afternoon when Chris Garcia was 

interviewing Fan Guest of Honor Steven H (no period) 

Silver opposite the DSC One-Shot Workshop run by 

Toni Weisskopf.  Lots of good people were involved 

with the one-shot, entitled Itôs Bigger in Texas (and this 

zine can be download at ï where else? ï 

www.efanzines.com ), with written contributions from  

Guy H. Lillian III, Tim Miller, Gary Robe, Tom Feller,  

M. Lee Rogers, Mike Kennedy, Corlis Robe, Warren 

Buff, Katherine Sanger, Courtney Martin, Christopher 

Hensley, Christopher Garcia, Steven H (no period) Silver 

(yes, they wandered in after the interview was over and 

we were starting to wrap up), and myself. The artwork 

for the one-shot was by David Thayer, Brad Foster, 

Stephan Martiniere,  Rodolpho, and ï if you can believe it, 

myself. My pathetic attempt at artwork ï inspired by Bill  

Fischerôs ñFigbyò cartoon that runs in  my fanzine, and also because I was sitting next to Brad Foster ï is 

on the top of page 7. I was bored at the time; had already written my paragraph and was itching to do 

something else, so I grabbed a sheet of blank paper and a fine-tip black sharpie and drew.  Donôt say you 

were not warned. 

 

Gail Carriger and Joe Dalek. Those damn Daleks get 

all the attention. 

http://www.efanzines.com/
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But that was a fun project to be involved with. The cover by Teddy Harvia (a.k.a., David Thayer) started 

off as a pencil drawing, but he colored it in with crayons that night at dinner (you can read about this in 

Pat Virziôs new zine, Pint-Size Stories at ïyou got it ï www.efanzines.com.  Pat took the photographs that  

are on the back cover of the one-shot, and put the sucker together that  night. Read her zine for the trials 

and tribulations of doing this. 

 

There were assorted Steampunk and DeepSouthCon panels, often running opposite of each other, but Val 

and I didnôt have too much trouble deciding on which ones to attend. Often sheôd go to a Steampunk one 

while Iôd drift over to one of the fan history panels, which I thought was a great stream to have at this 

convention. This is the kind of thing we need to do in order to bring younger fans into our universe. Sure, 

they are there for buying goodies in the Dealerôs Room and meeting their favorite authors or simply 

wandering around in their costumes, but if we older and tired phans can explain and/or educate new fans 

as to why weôre still involved with this Crazy Buck Rogers Stuff, neo-fans can understand that there is 

much, much more to science fiction fandom than simply being focused on just one aspect of science 

fiction. Fencon/DSC  had plenty of panels about assorted television shows and movies (Hitchhikerôs 

Guide to the Galaxy, Dr. Who, Stargate, Sanctuary, Torchwood, and Eureka), plus small presses, games, 

and their traditional filk concerts and filk cabaret. It bummed me out to miss the Bland Lemon and the 

Lemon Ades concert Saturday afternoon, but I was participating in the DSC traditional Hearts 

tournament.  

Like I said, there was a ton of different things for 

a body to pursue at the con, and the committee 

did a fantastic job of making it all run so 

smoothly. Which panel was my favorite? Hands 

down, the Root Beer Tasting panel on Friday 

night at 10:30 PM. I wandered into it, just 

figuring Iôd see what it was all about, and wound 

up sampling a slew of out-of-this world root 

beers and sarsaparillas. Holy cow, but some of 

them were extraordinary!   

 

So the content area of the con was done very 

well. As usual, I wandered in and out of the 

Huckster room over the weekend, eyeballing 

many an item but not purchasing, which is a 

rarity for me at a convention.  Then again, this 

may not be surprising  since I much prefer the 

prices at used bookstores rather than what dealers 

offer at a convention. See, they know what they 

can ask for and expect to receive, while a used 

bookstore doesnôt have the knowledge base that 

folks in the field possess. So I rarely buy books, 

pulps, or anything else in a dealerôs room, which 

for me shall always be called the hucksterôs 

room. After all, theyôre trying to raise the funds 

Musician Guest of Honor Joe Bethancourt in concert 

http://www.efanzines.com/
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to justify their presence, possibly even make some kind of a profit. For these people, it is all about 

covering the costs of a con. I can understand that mindset because of Valerieôs costs for putting  her work 

in an art show. No matter what, I love wandering  huckster rooms to see whatôs being sold. Someday I 

may even buy a book or pulp magazine again at a con; I simply wonôt hold my breath until that happens. 

 

Friends 
 

Oh, good heavens, where do I start? There should be no question in any fanôs mind that this element is 

probably the most crucial one, the pivot point, of a convention. This is why I go to cons. I simply enjoy 

being with my friends, and Fencon/DSC  was packed with them: Christopher J. Garcia (my Corflu Quire 

roommate) was there, along with Warren Buff, Guy H. Lillian III and his wife Rosie, Gary and Corlis 

Robe, Dennis Dolbear, Toni Weisskopf,  David Thayer/Teddy Harvia and his wife Diana, Tim Miller, 

Russ Miller (no relation to Tim),  Kim Kofmel, Pat and Dennis Virzi, Bill Ledbetter, Steven H (no 

period) Silver,  Brad Denton, David Lee  Anderson, G. Patrick Molloy, Naomi Fisher, daughter Grace, 

Dean Sweatman, and others whom I know I am forgetting right  now. Let me simplysay it was a great 

weekend for hanging with friends. 

                                                          

To me, this is the be-all and end-all of a con. Over the years this 

has become my primary reason to con. I am so grateful to be 

involved with such great people. Because of them, my enjoyment 

of a convention rises exponentially. It is also very cool to walk into 

a panel halfway through and be casually recognized by everyone 

present. This happened on Saturday morning; I was with Valerie at 

a Steampunk panel in one room, then halfway through I went next 

door to the ñHistory of DeepSouthConò panel discussion with Guy 

Lillian, Toni Weisskopf, and Warren Buff. It was a laid back affair, 

so even though I tried to discreetly enter and sit down, Guy called 

out, ñHey, John! Have a seat.ò So I did. It turned out everybody 

knew everybody else in the room, so it wasnôt really the panel 

talking to us, but everyone was tossing out memories and factoids about DSC going all the way back to 

the first one in 1962. That was fun. Then I went back to the Trinity room for the wrap-up of ñGoggles, 

Gears, & Gadgets: the World of Steampunk.ò  

 

Pretty much thatôs how the panels went the rest of the weekend for me: if a friend was on a panel, Iôd be 

there. For this reason, my favorite panel wasnôt really a panel per se, but a workshop at 10:00 PM Friday 

night in the Elm Room: ñRoot Beer Testingò with Tim Miller and Kurt Baty, who is without question a 

root beer connoisseur.  My heavens, but some of those were exquisite! Baty impressed me with his 

knowledge about this subject, and brought along a wide selection of root beers and sarsaparillas. Tim is a 

friend from quite a few Texas cons, and Kurt was one of the driving forces of LoneStarCon 3, the 2013 

WorldCon to be held in San Antonio, Texas. Speaking of which,  Kim Kofmel and Toni Weisskopf 

basically got me to give a verbal commitment to host the fanzine lounge at LSC3. *sigh* Now to cough 

up the bucks for membership. 

 

Warren Buff.  
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But I digress a bit here. The next subsection here covers more fun and games that for many people is the 

heart and soul of a con: the parties.  

 

Parties (naturally)  

 
This aspect is vital to any conôs, er, vitality. You know what I mean: the energy level, the zeitgeist of a 

convention (see ñvibeò subheading below). There were a lot, and the best thing about the parties is that 

the concommittee continued their Fencon policy of having all parties on the same floor. That, to me, is a 

brilliant idea. AggieCon does this, too, and it makes perfectly good sense. With all parties grouped 

together, it makes it much easier to stagger from one to another, sampling wares, hooking up with friends 

who were not at the party you just left, and so forth. Not only that, such an arrangement gives the 

convention control over whatôs happening, and I think thatôs a very good idea.   

 

It was Saturday night at the DeepSouthCon 50 party that Toni Weisskopf, one of the Moon Princesses 

bringing DSC back to where it all began in 1962 (Hunstville, Alabama) , who persuaded me to be on at 

least one panel at DSC 50; the topic is University SF Collections, so since I have relatively easy access to 

the sizeable Texas A&M University collection, I agreed. ñWhat the hell am I thinking?ò I berated myself 

later, but then figured it would fun to do the research on the collection in Cushing Library before going to 

DSC 50.  

 

Like I mentioned earlier, the entire convention 

was basically on the second floor of the Crowne 

Plaza Hotel. This made it very easy to check out 

the parties, which were many. The Fanzine 

Lounge After Hours Party on Friday night was 

where most of my buddies could be found. From 

there it was a short stumble and lurch to the 

LoneStarCon 3 party, or the Apollocon bash, the 

main con suite, or any of another half-dozen 

parties each night. A grand time was had by all, 

and I am pleased to report that nobody went 

away in a bad mood. 

 

The ñVibeò 

 
No doubt about it, Fencon VIII/DeepSouthCon 

49 had a definite energy level from the start and 

lasted all the way through its end. I havenôt heard 

or read any negative comments about the con 

from anybody. Gail Carriger wrote on her web 

site how much she thoroughly enjoyed herself all 

weekend and would love to return next  

year, even though she wonôt be a guest. That says 

Tim Morgan, Chair of Fencon IX, assassinating the con-

committee at Closing Ceremonies. 
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something about a convention. Fencon reminds me very much like the Minicons I fell in love with back in 

the 1970s: a perfect blend of people, science fiction, fun, serious discussion, and friendships that make a 

con work so well. I donôt know how the concommittee did it, but if there were any problems over the 

weekend, they were handled quietly and efficiently. About the only glitches I noticed were technical, as in 

microphones not working. Big deal.  

 

Overall, it was an energetic con that left us feeling very good and looking forward to the ninth edition 

next year when C.J. Cherryh will be the writer Guest of Honor. It will definitely be good to see her again. 

 

So a hearty thank you goes to the folks who put on Fencon VIII/DeepSouthCon 49. We had a blast, and 

shall return on September 21-23, 2012 for the next one.  

 

Â John Purcell 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
The winning entry in the Ivy Hisselpenny hat contest. 

Figures it would be that damned Dalek again! ̧ ƻǳΩŘ ǘƘƛƴƪ 

ǘƘŜȅ ǿŜǊŜ ǘǊȅƛƴƎ ǘƻ ǘŀƪŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘ ƻǊ ǎƻƳŜǘƘƛƴƎΧ 
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Thots for Fortune Cookies  

Taral Wayne  
Collected from News Sites, File 770 and Elsewhere  
 

¶ Hizzoner the Brave 

¶ Whistlestop Empire 

¶ Business Model 

¶ Canada Dry 

¶ Payment in Kind 

¶ The Allah Concession 
 

 

 
Those of you who even remember this non-event ï a week after it happened ï may wonder what 

possessed Hizzoner Bob Ford to call 9-1-1.  The mayor of Toronto was approached in late October at his 

suburban home by comedian Mary Walsh, in her role as Marg Delahunty, for an ñambushò interview.  His 

first reaction was to rush for the front door of his house, then whip out his cell phone to call 911.  

According to Hizzoner, he was being attacked by strange people ï he needed urgent help.  According to 

Ms. Walsh, the mayor demanded a police cruiser be dispatched immediately ï if not a SWAT squad.  

Ford grew angry, used the F-word on more than one occasion and appeared to be under the delusion he 

was entitled to priority because he was the mayor.  The police wonôt confirm either statement.  Naturally 

they wonôt.  Hizzoner signs their paychecks, but you never know when the tapes might fall into the wrong 

hands. 

 

What I think everyone has lost sight of in this brou-ha-ha is one very simple issue.  Never mind the ñhe-

said, she-said.ò  The plain facts are that when faced with a woman in an strange get-up with a CBC 

camera crew right behind her, Hizzoner called 9-1-1.  Does that seem at all the reaction of a crafty 

politician?  Did Bob Ford really believe he was about to be mugged by the press?  He must have known 

darned well it was just a media stunt... but he called 9-1-1 and seemed to expect a police response.  Why? 

 

Surely itôs not possible that Ford hope to get the camera crew and ñMarg Delahuntyò arrested, to make 

some point that was way out-of-line with reality?   Or was Hizzoner simply so easily flustered and that 

out of touch that he was actually scared?  

 

Later on, Hizzoner claimed it was dark, and that he couldnôt see the camera.  He also said that they had 

frightened his daughter, who was with him.  Guess what?  The cameras were rolling.  I saw for myself 

that it was broad daylight, and there was no daughter anywhere to be seen.  This sort of behavior in 

politics is commonly called spin-doctoring, but when itôs this clumsily done itôs just a stupid lie. 

 

Steven Harper is not especially well known for his sense of humor, as far as I know.  Yet even the Prime 

Minister went along with one recent CBC media gag involving Rick Mercer.  Rick ñambushedò Harper at 

his official residence, and began to ask questions about the PMôs famous authoritarian leadership style.  In 

the course of the interview, Mercer was progressively treated more and more like one of the children by 

the PM, and finally put to bed at 9 Oôclock with the mike still in his hand.   I almost marveled that the PM 

didnôt blow a gasket, but he actually seemed to get into the spirit of the gag.  By comparison, Bob Ford's 



 17 

sense of humor must register so far down in the negative numbers that it brushes the floor of the of 

Mariana Trench. 

 

Also remarkable about Hizzoner is his uncanny ability to alienate the people around him.  He cannot 

merely make a boneheaded mistake and call 9-1-1, he has to use the F-word and pull rank with the 

operator.  Has it not occurred to anyone how odd this is in a politician?  Politicians are supposed to be 

skilled in schmoozing people and exuding charm... or at least exhibiting some rudimentary grasp of 

situations.  If they haven't these skills, they usually have no future in politics, either.  Yet here's Hizzoner 

Bob Ford ï with all the charisma of uncooked liver on a plate ï sitting in the mayor's office.  With so little 

political savvy, why in the world was he a candidate? 

 

As for how he was elected, thatôs easy to answer.  He promised to slash the budget and cut taxes.  

Apparently, people will laugh at any joke no matter how humorless the man who tells it.  

 

 

A while ago, I read that the Commonwealth games were coming to Canada.  Worse, they were coming to 

the Greater Toronto Area.  Apart from millions of wasted dollars, the public will have to endure 

artificially induced enthusiasm from all the media. 

 

What is the ñCommonwealthò anyway?  It was formed shortly before the Second World War as an 

organization of nations that had at one time been colonies under the British flag.  As time went on, it 

became increasingly less relevant that India, Jamaica, Canada and Hong Kong had once all been a part of 

a globe-spanning British empire.  Two members of the Commonwealth, Rwanda and Mozambique had 

never been a part of the empire!  How that happened I canôt begin to imagine. 

 

It goes without saying that the United States ï even  though it had once been part of the empire ï did not 

belong to the Commonwealth. 

 

The idea of a "commonwealth" of post-British Empire nations, steeped in English traditions and culture 

may have seemed attractive at one time, but by the late 20
th
 century it was hard to remember what we had 

been thinking.  Whatever perks and advantages that might have once bound the United Kingdom and its 

English Speaking Dominions together have evaporated, or never truly existed in the first place.  I have no 

more leverage in emigrating to Australia than I have to Pakistan.  Nor is doing business with Great Britain 

any easier than with Czech Republic 

 

Many members of the Commonwealth don't even use English as the official language and have gone very 

different ways, politically, socially and economically.  How can Canada feel closer ties to a nation at the 

antipodes than it does to the United States, which is only  on the other side of a line on the map?   What 

does a nation where Maori is the second language have in common with one where the official languages 

include Zulu?  

 

A round of track and field events every few years is no substitute for genuine bonds.  Nor is the image of 

Mrs. Windsor on stamps and coins anything but a symbol of something that long ago ceased to be. 

 

Still, I rather fancy the idea of a British Empire on which the sun never sets... but now all that is left is an 

island kingdom possessing a string of tiny "coaling stations" around the world.  There are no classical 

colonies, with oppressed natives and exploited colonials, as there were in the old days.  The British 

Empire today is little more than two dozen islets with old-fashioned, luxury Victorian hotels at their heart.  

It may have been that the islands stayed because being part of the empire was a large part of what they 

were.  If the English ships didnôt come to coal up, if imperial travelers didnôt check into the hotel, if Pears 

soap and Peek Frean biscuits werenôt sold in shops, what would a tiny, isolated island be but a rock in the 
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ocean?  So they remain, when all others have gone.  It is an empire of whistle-stops, if you will.  I like 

that.  Itôs very romantic, really.  Just listen to the music of their names ïBermuda, Gibraltar, Falklands, 

Ascension, St. Helena, Pitcairn, Cayman Island, Virgin Island, Turks and Caicos Islands.  Sayé isnôt that 

007 stepping off that BOAC flying boat? 

 

But Canada is no longer a part of it, sadly. 

 

Also, it seems we will have to suffer through the Pan Am Games as well.  Donôt get me started on ñThe 

Americas.ò 

 

 

 

I read in File 770 that one of two oldest SF 

bookstores in Minneapolis was closing down its 

store.  Though remaining on-line, Dream Haven is 

gone.  Uncle Hugoôs is still in business, so far as I 

know.  One can only wonder what differences 

between the two stores led to one of them closing its 

doors.One difference is that Uncle Hugoôs employs 

Ken Fletcher, who is one of fandomôs best-loved, 

but often least-appreciated artists.  Ken has never 

worked for Dream Haven.  But while this matters a great deal to me, itôs doubtful that it had any effect on 

Dream Havenôs closure. 

 

Perhaps the fate of two bookstores in my neighborhood may shed a little light on the matteré If not on 

these two stores in particular, then on the subject of the success of bookstores in general. 

 

One is called ñA Good Readò and is the collectorôs dream. Darkened interior, hush atmospheric, walls 

lined with clothbound book spines all the way back into the distant, unseen rear of the store. First 

editions, signed originals, rare avians and bibliophilia burden very inch of groaning shelves. High prices? 

You bet. Not every hardcover Dan Brown and Tom Clancy is marked as a collectible, of course, but even 

those are priced at a respectable $8 to $12. A tired and very depressed-looking proprietor sits reading 

behind an immense barricade of books piled on the floor.  As many more are piled on top of his desk, 

rather like successive curtain walls around a castle. The effect is not dissimilar to ñFlourish & Blottsò in 

the Harry Potter stories.  

 

ñA Good Readò seems perpetually on the verge of bankruptcy.  In fact, I havenôt been there in a whileé 

so perhaps itôs even gone. 

 

On the other hand, thereôs ñThe River.ò  Opened a little more than a year ago, I go there regularly. Itôs 

bright, open, has a cat and dog and either David (an ex-biker), or his sister, are on hand and ready to talk 

with anyone about anything. There are few collectibles. I have seen perhaps five books in the 12 months 

the store has been open that might have been worth buying in order to re-sell at a small profit.  One was 

the first edition of Larry Nivenôs ñThe Shape of Space.ò  Priced at $4 ï I might have been able to clear a 

whole dollar by re-selling it to a dealer.   Instead of aiming for the knowledgeable collector ï who will 

pay all the market will bear for that one Lovecraft or Asimov first edition missing from his collection ï 

ñThe Riverò mainly stocks books that ordinary readers want ï from Stieg Larsson to Patrick OôBrien to 

Michael Chabon to Anne Rice to Ellis Peters. And the store sells them at prices ranging from $2 to $4.  

 

By comparison to ñA Good Read,ò ñThe Riverò is doing splendidly. 
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Iôm inclined to think thereôs a lesson in this, and that its that the traditional collector-oriented bookstore 

may not be so viable a business model.  Theyôre almost as scarce as first editions. 

 

 

 

In the news recently, there was yet another article about 

the scarcity of water.  People donôt have enough for 

their personal needs in Sudan or for agriculture in 

Uganda.  Ground water is being siphoned up from 

irreplaceable aquifers in the Central Valley of 

California.  Rivers that cross international borders are 

the subject of treaties to limit how much can be 

diverted.  Industrial usage is polluting too much of the 

fresh water we have left. 

 

Something must be done!  The tone of the article 

conjures up images of people in Eastern Canada and the 

United States rationing their tap use for the betterment of mankind.  Will washing the car become illegal 

in the near future?   Will social pressure force a rethinking of our bathing habits?   

 

Rubbish. 

 

People always talk about fresh water as though it were a negotiable resource like oil or iron ore.  But is 

that realistic?  Will China someday buy a hundred trillion bottles of "DaSaniò from us every year, 

transporting it from Vancouver to Guangzhou in thousands of ocean-going container ships?  I suspect not.  

Water would be easier to carry in bulk, as oil is.  But I still have a hard time seeing sense in the large scale 

trade in fresh water.  It might not cost so much that thirsty people would be deterred from drinking it, but 

growing anything in imported water would be prohibitively expensive.  Water would be just as 

unaffordable to use in the volume required by industry.  Imagine irrigation with French Champaign or 

cooling a nuclear power plant with Chanel No. 5 perfume. 

 

Nor can water be pumped from the Great Lakes to Hyderabad by pipeline.  It's expensive enough to build 

pipelines that only run from Alaska to Texas, for a commodity worth $75 to $100 a barrel... 

 

Where Canada's fresh water is going to be under the greatest pressure is from the U.S.  There is already 

friction over how much of certain rivers that cross the U.S./Canadian border should be used in each 

country.  I can easily see Washington virtually demanding 10% of the Great Lakes-St. Lawrence system 

be diverted into the Mississippi or into pipelines that irrigate the prairie states. 

 

But Canadian water going to Africa or Asia?  I doubt it. 

 

When you come down to it, itôs not water thatôs scarce.  Three quarters of the planet is covered with the 

stuff.  You only have to get the salt out.  While desalinating water does take a lot of energy, it takes more 

to smelt aluminumé and we waste vast amounts of the pliable metal  Israel apparently finds it 

economical enough to desalinate seawater ï though you may not find as much of it being used to water 

lawns and spray into the air because it looks pretty. 

 

If you live in a rain forest where buckets of water pours out of the sky every afternoon, turning the tap off 

while you brush your teeth wonôt relieve the drought in sub-Saharan Africa.  By the same token, if you 

live in a desert, dancing fountains outside every hotel may be an ostentatious luxury it would make more 

sense to forgo.   
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Water is where you find it, and thatôs where you should use it.  Now would somebody tell Las Vegas 

that? 

 

                  

  Jane Jacobs predicted in "Cities and the Wealth of Nations" that 

currencies shared by separate economies would fail... and I think we may 

be witnessing a classic case of it as the Euro begins to unravel.  The 

precipitating event, of course, is the debt-driven, impending collapse of the 

Greek economy. 

 

When the Greeks elected to abandon their own currency, the 2,500 year old 

Drachma was no more.  To join the Eurozone, Greece had to agree to a 

large number of restrictions on their economic policies.  They could not 

mint money as needed, but only as allowed by Eurozone regulations.  They could not permit interest rates 

to fluctuate beyond bounds set by the European central monetary fund.  They could not run up deficits 

larger than some arbitrary figure, set in the best interest of others.  The Greeks took their hands off almost 

all of the traditional levers by which governments manage their economies, and gave that power to a 

central bank in another country.  It took courage.  But maybe not brains. 

  

In terms even Allan Greenspan could understand, by using a common Euro, Greeks were paying German 

and French prices for Greek goods and services.  But the Germans and French were picking up the tab by 

sharing their high-value currency with a low earning economy.  Now the Greeks have a huge debt in 

German-and-French-denominated Euros that are inflated way above what prices would have been in old-

fashioned Greek Drachmas.  The Germans and French did not seem to mind this as long as the European 

Unionôs economy was healthy.  The Greeks clearly loved the situation!  It was as though you were 

spending on your Dadôs credit card. 

 

But, along came the American and British engineered global depression.  European banks bought heavily 

into worthless debt instruments that lying American bond agencies guaranteed.  When the financial 

bubble finally burst, the Eurozone was left with gum all over its face and a lot of completely worthless 

paper.  The American government speedily propped up its bankrupt financial sectoré but naturally 

Congress authorized no bail-outs for the European economy. 

 

Suddenly, the Eurozone couldnôt afford to subsidize the affluent lifestyles of some of its members, 

particular the irresponsible Greeks, with their generous employment benefits, a large public sector, and a 

universally shared habit of tax evasion.  Gone was the indulgence of yesterday.  The Greeks were urged in 

no uncertain terms that now was the time for austerity.  Itôs too late for that, though.  Wealth is often only 

in the eye of the investoré but debts are always real.  

  

The Eurozone will have to shoulder the Greek debt, like it or not.  And the Greeks will have to pull in 

their belts, like it or not.  The alternative is almost certainly the collapse of the Euro and repercussions to 

the global economy that canôt be predicted.  But simply paying the debts, while not changing the 

relationship of the Greek economy to the rest of Europe, will only lead to a replay of the current crisis 

somewhere down the line.  The genuine solution to what ails the Euro is to get rid of it!  Itôs existence 

creates a level playing field among very unequal players.  Itôs as if a junior league team were given a 25 

goal head start so that it had an even chance to beat the Edmonton Oilers.  Thatôs what created the Greek 

debt ï it owes those 25 goals. 

 

Abolish the Euro, and let Greeks pay other Greeks in Greek money.  Let Germans, Dutch and Italians pay 

Germans, Dutch and Italians in German, Dutch and Italian currencies. 
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Letôs hear no more about Canada adopting the U.S. dollar, either.  Especially at a time when the Loonie is 

more often than not worth more than the Buck. 

  

 

As long as Iôve been alive, Canadians have griped about cheaper prices in the U.S.  In 1958, it was, ñWhy 

pay $75 for a TV set at Eatonôs when itôs only $59.95 across the border in Buffalo?ò  Now itôs, ñWhy 

does it cost $500 to order a desktop computer on-line from a site in Vancouver when it only costs $399.99 

to order one on a site in Seattle?ò 

 

Good questions.  In the past, it has been generally assumed that the Canadian economy was poorer and 

the Canadian worker not as productive as their American counterparts.  It may well have been true.  

Canada was a rather pokey place in 1958.  These days, the shopper is more sophisticated, and that 

explanation wonôt do.  Instead, we are told that transportation costs are higher, there are more regulations 

to be met and there are hidden costs that donôt immediately come to mindé None of which ever seem to 

come to mind. 

 

Actually, the main reason many things cost more in Canada these days may just be that we have a higher 

standard of living on average than Americans. Some of it shows in higher taxes (that pay for our better 

education and health care system, for example), and some of it as higher wages. The minimum wage in 

Ontario is $10.50 an hour ï  in California, one of the richest of states, I think it's no higher than $9.  Some 

states don't even have minimum wage laws.  After decades of policy that degraded the middle class, 

Americans live in a very unequal society, in which only a few at the top are neurosurgeons or corporate 

lawyers who enjoy six figure incomes, while increasing numbers feel themselves lucky if they have a job 

that involves a paper hat and pushing fried chicken over a counter. 

 

The day in which we assumed that all Americans lived more affluent lives than Canadians is long over. 

We may not show off with a flashy, 30-foot, tail-finned Cadillac in every driveway, and a kidney-shaped 

pool in every backyard, but neither do Americans anymore.  I'm confident that the average Canadian has 

had the better deal for some time now.  

 

And that's why everything costs more in Canada. We can afford it. 

 

 

 

Itôs that time of year when all the Faithful 

(who are able) must perform their religious 

duty and visit Mecca.  All Muslims must do so 

at least once in their lifetime. 

 

As I see it, the Hajj serves two purposes.  One 

is spiritual.  It demonstrates to the pilgrim that 

however expansive his ego, he is but a drop in 

the ocean of humanity and Allah looks down 

on all as equally insignificant. This seems far 

too much like contempt for humanity to me, 

but in principle it isnôt unlike looking up at the 

stars and realizing how infinitesimal we are 
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compared even to the least gas giant or dwarf galaxy.  There is a difference in perspective, though.  

Certain religious people just like to feel vanishingly smallé while I prefer to think of the universe as 

amazingly vast.   

 

The other reason for the Hajj is purely commercial.  Millions of people who are forced by dogma to travel 

to a holy shrine is like a license for the priests, rabbis, bonzes and mullahs to print money.  Visitors need 

accommodations, food, and every other human necessity provided for while staying in Mecca.  This 

negligible spot on the map would be a third-rate center for the manufacture of rugs, otherwise!  The Hajj 

is what the Games were to ancient Olympia, what Disneyland is to Anaheim, what the Superbowl, Mardi 

Gras and the Republican National Convention would be if they were combined in one immensely 

profitable ï and mandatory ï splurge.  West Edmonton Mall has nothing on Mecca. 

 

I wrote the nub of my reflections on the Hajj to the CBCôs website.  Not surprisingly, they refused to post 

my remarks.  I have had a checkered career kibitzing on the CBC.  Sometimes my remarks are a fount of 

wisdom and knowledge, but some knucklehead spewing prejudice and ignorance is posted instead.  Other 

times I have nothing better to add than a facetious crack about the Prime Ministerôs delusions of 

omnipotence.  Of all the comments I make that night, thatôs the only one the editor posts.  There are a few 

subjects you can be sure will meet the editorôs disapproval, though.  For one, you must never compare 

anyone to Adolf Hitler or the Nazisé especially if the comparison is richly deserved.  You must never 

explain anything in depth, particularly if it involves dates and references.  And finally, you must never 

speak disrespectfully of religion. 

 

You may see no credible evidence of the existence of  God yourself, but you must speak about peopleôs 

belief in God as though it were arrived at by a rational process of thought.  The only ñrespectfulò stance 

toward religion that a true believer will accept is to fawn reverently on ité   

 

Â Taral Wayne 
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   Minus 5 Ice Lounge at Mandalay Place 
 

                             - Too Cool for the Room 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
     

               by Jacqueline Monahan 
 

  
 
Ever wonder what it feels like to be a TV dinner, a side of beef, or a Popsicle?  Of course not, but Iôm 

going to tell you anyway. 

 

It may be in the triple digits on the Strip, but at the Minus Five Lounge, a vodka bar made entirely of ice, 

the temperature is always a brisk 23 degrees Fahrenheit.  Minus Five is the Celsius temperature, and 

sounds ñcoolerò than 23 Above.  I guess. 

 

No one tells you how to dress for these things, and I donôt come by common sense naturally, so I was the 

one in the halter dress wearing three-inch black pumps.  If I was going to freeze to death, I was 

determined to be a fashionable corpse, preserved in icy perpetuity.  Hey, it works for leftovers. 

 

Fortunately, ñcoolerò heads prevailed, and I was given a huge parka that fell below my knees, and a set of 

short, black, sheepskin-lined boots. My lovely, impractical shoes had to be squirreled away in a private 

locker.  The finishing touch was a pair of mesh gloves.  The entire look could be called ñKGB operativeò 

or ñClubbing with Olga.ò (without the baby seals). 

 

I was cautioned by a pretty escort to hold my drink with both hands before entering through the stainless 

steel door into a frigid ice palace where even the glasses are made of the stuff.  No freezer burn here.  The 

ice is crystal and see-through.  The bar, the seating areas, and the ice sculptures are all fashioned from 

imported Canadian water.  Drinking glasses are molded from New Zealand artesian water.  Donôt even try 

to order a hot chocolate. 

 

What they do have is vodka, vodka, and of course, vodka.  Beer would freeze; so would wine.  Colorful 

fruit-infused drinks with names like Snow Flake and Ice Berg lined the bar.  In rapid sequence, I chose 

something orange, something red and something pink, which turned out to be a peach/mango, a cranberry, 

and a grapefruit concoction.  Even more dangerous was the fact that you couldnôt taste the alcohol in 

them, although it was most assuredly there.  I downed the three in rapid succession, pausing only to sit on 

a deerskin rug draped over an ice bench. 
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Meanwhile, comedian Carrot Top and Peep Showôs Holly Madison posed for photographers somewhere 

down the length of the 2000 square foot room, putting ice crowns on sculptures for some reason.  I didnôt 

ask. 

 

It had only been about 15 minutes when my fingers began to throb and become numb at the tips, a very 

unfamiliar sensation these days.   Thatôs probably why I emptied my glasses so fast; it hurt to hold them, 

even through gloves. 

 

One of the ice sculptures at 

the bar was of a nude female 

bust (literally), her crystal 

breasts periodically fondled 

by a contingent of frat boys 

wanting photo souvenirs.  

Vodka may have been 

dispensed out of one of them, 

and what better way to 

receive it than directly into 

oneôs mouth.  They didnôt 

seem to mind her unfailing 

frigidity, either.  It got very 

loud at the bar, and I couldnôt 

help thinking that their antics 

gave new meaning to the 

Eugene OôNeill title, The 

Iceman Cometh. 

 

The pain in my fingers 

persuaded me to leave a bit 

prematurely, hurrying into a climate that was a full eighty degrees warmer than where I left, and letting 

the vodka take full effect on my cranium.  I got to be dizzy and experience artificially induced hot flashes.  

In three-inch black pumps, yet.  

 

Thatôs only the most recent tale to explain how All Jacqôd Up got that way - just In case you were 

wondering.   

 
 

Â Jacqueline Monahan 
 

 

         

 

JACQ FOR TAFF! 
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Seventy Years Ago in Science Fiction:  

At the Height of the Golden Age 

 
By Robert M. Sabella 

 

In the mid 1930s, the most important science fiction prozine was Astounding Science-Fiction, edited by F. 

Orlin Tremaine.  One of the authors he published regularly was Don A. Stuart, whose popularity peaked 

in 1938 with the publication of ñWho Goes There?ò, a classic science fiction mystery which also 

happened to be a successful horror story. 

 

F. Orlin Tremaine had been very successful in raising the standards of Astounding from the type of hack 

writing which was prevalent in the genre in the wake of Hugo Gernsbackôs Amazing Stories.  But in 1938 

Tremaine was promoted by Street & Smith to a general editorship of several magazines.  As his 

replacement as editor of Astounding, Tremaine selected the young John W. Campbell, Jr., the man behind 

the pseudonym Don A. Stuart.   

 

Campbell immediately raised the standards of 

Astounding even higher, replacing the routine pulp 

adventures with thoughtful studies of how 

technological change would affect people's lives.  

He attracted many current science fiction writers 

who had previously been published elsewhere, such 

as L. Sprague de Camp, Clifford D. Simak, Jack 

Williamson, Henry Kuttner, and C.L. Moore.  He 

also discovered a new generation of forward-

thinking writers, such Robert A. Heinlein, Isaac 

Asimov, Lester del Rey, A.E. Van Vogt, and 

Theodore Sturgeon, who revolutionized the shape 

of science fiction for many years to come.   

 

By 1941, the òGolden Ageò of Astounding was at 

its peak.  But that was the year which saw the start 

of World War 2, when many of those new writers 

would be forced to work in the defense industry for 

several years, thus setting back the ñGolden Age.ò  

In some ways the ñGolden Ageò never recovered, 

for many of the returning writers were no longer 

content to keep churning out short fiction for a low-

paying market, but moved on to other outlets: 

Robert A. Heinlein began publishing in higher-

paying mainstream markets such as The Saturday 

Evening Post, while Isaac Asimov eventually 
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abandoned science fiction almost entirely for a career writing nonfiction.   

 

But in 1941, before the forced exodus due to World War 2, Astounding and its ñGolden Ageò was in full 

flourish.  Hardly an issue did not pass without at least one major story that has remained part of the core 

foundation of modern science fiction: 

 

¶ January, 1941, contained the first installment of Robert Heinleinôs Sixth Column, under the 

pseudonym Anson MacDonald, as well as stories by Eric Frank Russell, L. Ron Hubbard, Nelson 

Bond and Manly Wade Wellman; 

 

¶ February, 1941, continued Sixth Column, and also featured a second Heinlein story, ñéAnd He 

Built A Crooked House.ò  It also had stories by Theodore Sturgeon, L. Sprague de Camp, Nelson 

Bond and P. Schuyler Miller; 

 

¶ March, 1941, concluded Sixth Column, and also contained yet another Heinlein story, ñLogic of 

Empire,ò part of his ongoing Future History.  Other stories were by Clifford D. Simak and 

Theodore Sturgeon; 

 

¶ April, 1941, began the serial The Stolen Dormouse, by L. Sprague de Camp, plus contained 

Theodore Sturgeonôs classic ñMicrocosmic God,ò Isaac Asimovôs Robot story ñReason,ò as well 

as stories by A.E. van Vogt and P. Schuyler Miller; 

 

¶ May, 1941, featured Robert A. Heinleinôs ñUniverseò and Isaac Asimovôs Robot story ñLiar,ò 

which introduced The Three Laws of Robotics.  There was also another Heinlein story under the 

Anson MacDonald pseudonym, a story by Eric 

Frank Russell and the conclusion of The Stolen 

Dormouse;  
 

¶ June, 1941, had two stories by Theodore 

Sturgeon, ñArtnan Processò under his real 

name, and ñThe Purple Lightò by E. Waldo 

Hunter.  It also had stories by Ross Rocklynne, 

Robert Moore Williams and Harry Bates; 

 

¶ July, 1941, had the first installment of Robert 

A. Heinleinôs Methuselahôs Children, as well 

as a Future History story by Anson 

MacDonald. There were also stories by Clifford 

D. Simak, Alfred Bester, Frank Belknap Long 

and Nelson Bond; 

 

¶ August, 1941, continued Methuselahôs 

Children , as well as containing stories by 

Theodore Sturgeon, Jack Williamson and 

Raymond Z. Gallun; 

 

¶ September, 1941, concluded Methuselahôs Children, plus featured Isaac Asimovôs classic 

ñNightfall,ò which was chosen by the SFWA as the best short story ever published prior to 1965.  

It also contained Alfred Besterôs classic ñAdam and No Eveò and another pseudonymous story by 

Robert A. Heinlein; 
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¶ October, 1941, featured two novellas by Robert A. Heinlein: ñBy His Bootstrapsò under the name 

Anson MacDonald, and ñCommon Senseò under his real name.   Other stories were by Isaac 

Asimov and Theodore Sturgeon; 

 

¶ November, 1941, had the first installment of E.E. Smithôs Second Stage Lensman, which would 

run through February, 1942.  Also in the issue was a story by Eric Frank Russell; 

 

¶ December, 1941, continued Second Stage Lensman, plus contained another story by Eric Frank 

Russell.  

 

This wealth of great writers appearing regularly in a prozine was much more common in that era than it 

would ever be after science fiction began appearing regularly in book form in the early 1950s.  For that 

reason alone, 1941 was truly part of a ñGolden Age.ò 

 

Â Robert M. Sabella 

 

 

I suddenly realized a few days ago, after finishing a 

Ngaio Marsh mystery novel, Artists in Crime 

(1980), which I greatly enjoyed, that I have read a 

lot of books this year. So just for the heck of it, in 

no particular order except for as I remember them, 

hereôs a listing of these books: 

The Naked Sun (1956) by Isaac Asimov 

Beyond Infinity (2004) by Gregory Benford 

Not Less Than Gods (2010) by Kage Baker 

The Parasol Protectorate Series by Gail Carriger 

              Soulless  (2009) 

             Changeless (2010) 

             Blameless (2010) 

             Heartless (2011) 

The Steampunk Trilogy (1995) by Paul DiFilippo 

Murder Most Foul (2000) by Karen Halttunen [NF] 

Carson of Venus (1939) by Edgar Rice Burroughs 

Galactic Cluster (1959) by James Blish 

Space Viking (1963) by H. Beam Piper 

Brocaôs Brain (1981 edition) by Carl Sagan [NF] 

 

Considering my professional duties at Blinn College, thatôs a good number of books, and I know Iôve 

forgotten a few, too.  Fun reading for a busy mind, I guess.  
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fanzine reviews 

 

by Lloyd Penney 

 

About 30 years ago, a group of kids from school in 

Southern Ontario were discovering fandom, 

grouping together, and perhaps having a snide 

laugh at the foibles of the older, self-important fans 

around them. Sometimes, theyôd dress up as droogs 

from Clockwork Orange, and create a little 

droogish havoc here and there. And, because it was 

30 years ago, they put out a self-intentioned 

crudzine called Swill, to basically thumb their nose 

at fandom as a whole, and insult fans they felt 

needed a little insulting. 

 

From Swillôs website, and in turn from R. Graeme Cameronôs Canfancyclopediaé "A perzine pubbed by 

VileFen Press first out of Toronto, Ontario, & then Vancouver, B.C. circa 1981. What would normally be 

called a crudzine, but in this case it's not due to lack of ability but rather deliberate policy. Opinionated 

and rather rude, depending on 'shock' humour. Lots of swearing. Agressive satire. At least at first. Became 

somewhat tame after the first 3 issues." 

 

Fast-forward 30 years, and the one droog I never knew well has returned to put Swill out again, not 

necessarily to tweak fandomôs nose, but to explore fandom as a social phenomenon. Thirty years has 

passed, so the zine is now Swill @ 30. By profession, Neil Jamieson-Williams is an anthropologist, and 

is staging a tour of conventions in Ontario to ask questions about fandom and fansô habits. 

 

Neil is assembling the older version of Swill (never kept the originals), and the newer versions are 

available on the Swill website. Heôs easy to talk to, and he shares an interest of mineéwondering why 

fans do the things they do, competing in the fannish social arena. Each issue is pure type, but itôs the 

contents that truly interests me. I am biased here, but have a look at the issues. The only thing I could carp 

aboutéNeil uses the font Pudmonkey, which looks like what a Courier-font typewriter would produce, 

definitely need a good fonthead cleaning. I think the latest issue is also available in 

a much more readable font, too. 

 

Swill @ 30 10 is the latest issue, and all available issues are available at swill.uldunemedia.ca, e-mail 

swill@uldunemedia.ca. 

 

http://swill.uldunemedia.ca/
mailto:swill@uldunemedia.ca
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Second up is a relatively new zine, with some interesting topics. Wish some guidance from Steve Green, 

Theresa Derwin is producing a zine called Andromedaôs Offspring. In the first issue, the main topic here 

is women in science fiction and fandom, plus filméthe creators, the producers, the characters within. The 

first issue has some comments on Lauren Beukes and her winning of this yearôs Arthur C. Clarke award, 

plus some fan fiction illustrating strong female characters. The second issue is full of feedback, 

mostly constructive, which Theresa is using to make a better zine. It also includes the observance of the 

passing of Joanna Russ and an accompanying review of The Female Man, the continuance of fan fiction, 

more article on female characters in film, plus book reviews. Thereôs also a good-sized letter column (my 

bias), and we do find out thereôs many excellent SF and fantasy writers out there who just happen to be 

women. 

 

I like the fact that gender is being discussed here, and the fact that in the long run, gender shouldnôt 

determine who leads in the SF&F field. Unfortunately, we do differentiate by gender, and a zine like this 

says that women contribute equally, and there are themes out there for us to consider to reduce the gender 

differentiation. I also like the fact that this is a new zine, and a new editor, and both are quite worthy of 

support. 

 

If youôd like this zine, try the website www.terror-tree.co.uk, or e-mail theresa.derwin@yahoo.co.uk. 

Â    Lloyd Penney 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Normally in this spot I would list out all of the fanzines I have received either in the mail or 

viewed online at www.efanzines.com, but this time around, since this is the end of the calendar 

year issue of Askance, I think I shall share a few thoughts about the fanzine world of 2011 with 

you. As if you really have a choice. 

 

ü Fanzine fandom is not dead. In fact, it seems to be quite alive and well. There have been 

quite a few new fanzines begun, and older titles have been reappearing online. The 

Internet ï especially our favorite fanzinista, Bill Burns ï is largely responsible for this 

resurgence, and I am glad. There are still paper fanzines being produced, and the overall 

quality of zines is pretty good, or at least I think so. 

\ 

ü As a result, I have written 34 letters of comment to fanzines so far in 2011. For me that 

is a big dropoff from previous years caused not by lack of interest ï far from it ï but due 

to my busy schedule. Oh well. Thing is, I do read them. They keep me sane.   -- JP 

http://www.terror-tree.co.uk/
mailto:theresa.derwin@yahoo.co.uk
http://www.efanzines.com/
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Wealthcare Reform  

Wikiphilia Article  
 

WELTH-Kayr (n): From Old, Middle, High, Tucked and Darted English, meaning "Feed ME!"  
 

Introduction  
 
Wealthcare is a general rubric for standardized assistance and care of the filthy rich, generally 
understood to be sponsored or at least abetted by the community. This is in contrast to "you're on your 
own, sucker!" where the poor, unsubsidized multibillionaire is left to burden the immense weight and cost 
of their wealth on their own with no other parties to share.  
 

General Principles  
 
ñWealthcare Reformò is understood to mean a broad, comprehensive change in a legacy of wealthcare 
institutions. It is generally understood to be, at least in part, directed by the public sector. The other part 
doesn't really care because they're not rich enough to afford wealthcare.  
 

 
Historical Context  
 
In prehistoric times, it was understood that if you had three 
pithecanthromoneypus on an island with three coconuts, then by the 
end of one year, one pithecanthromoneypus would have all the 
coconuts to himself, one pithecanthromoneypus would be renting 
from him (or leasing with option to buy), and the third one would be 
dead. This is what is known among anthropologists and economists 
as "laissez-faire" capitalism. "laissez-faire" is a French expression 
meaning "leave alone", but since none of the pithecanthromoneypus 
had taken French in either high school or junior college, the term 
basically meant "touch my f****n' coconut and I'll kill you!"  
 
In the ancient world (c. 6,500 BC ~ 415 AD) the early, "fertile 
crescent" civilizations had evolved with city-states, highly structured 
religious institutions, and even crude currency. The currency typically 
depicted the face of the current ruler, but, because it was crude, it 
may, on occasion, have shown the current ruler picking his nose or 
loudly breaking wind.  

 
Pithecanthromoneypus 
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Mehesh-Megish III, of the early Amakalites, was one of the early rulers to consider having the state have 
oversight over a comprehensive wealthcare system. In roughly 4215 BCE, or 1912, he constructed a 
"stele" or monument, of which part of the proto-cuneic passages survive:  
 

"...and if a man lay with his Oxen as a concubine, let his overlord deduct more from his paycheck 
and let his wife and handmaiden be given to his overlord. But if he repent and payeth surge duty 
to his overlord and kisseth the Oxen upon the lips then shall he only be forced to give his overlord 
his firstborn sons and daughters and all his lands and all his children's and their children's 
inheritance unto the seventieth generation."  

 
ñsigned: Mehesh-Megish III, Lord Ruler of the Amakalites and render of wedgies to the Cushites 
and Hittites Roaster of aging celebrities and Toastmaster to the Mannonites Annonites and 
Shriners of the Hosts of Zurah unto the thirty-second degree."  

 
This new Wealthcare reform was quite popular and spread from the crescent to the river deltas. There, 

wealthy landowners would whine to the ruling class, saying "if you don't subsidize us we'll have to move 

all of the jobs out of the state!" Most rulers were intimidated by this and gave in, giving lots of wealth to 

the landowners who, in the end, sold out to the Delta civilizations and laid off the workers, while the Delta 

civilizations moved their hub to Atlantis. Once the fertile crescent civilizations were totally bankrupt and 

could tax the poor no more, they weren't sure what to do next, so they built a new stadium downtown. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                     
               Mehesh-Megish III 
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In the Middle Ages a large percentage of the population of Europe and the Middle East found that they 

were well into their late thirties and early forties, hence the term "middle ages". This was quite alarming. 

Even more so because alarm clocks hadn't really been invented yet. As the mercantile age approached 

and Kings were expected to take care of all of their wealthy people, the taxes became really burdensome. 

As an example, George III of England taxed the snot out of the colonies. Tax protests mounted. Finally, 

George, in exasperation said, 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

                                                                    H.R.M. King George III 

"Jeeze!" (Actually, he only spoke German, so he probably said "Mein Gott!") "What do they want? Tell you 

what: Let's just lay a tea tax on them. OK? Just a lousy, little, stinkin' tea tax. How mad can the colonists 

get then? Is that OK? One, dumbass, harmless, little tea tax? What harm could that do?" 

 For the irascible colonials, and a few native colonials, this was the final straw. They doffed their 
fashionable, knee-length breeches and silk stockings and three-cornered hats and, to emphasize the 
"American-ness" of their position, dressed up like Glenn Beck and took to the streets. The British 
Parliament was at a loss as to how to deal with this, not to mention the fact that Benjamin Franklin and 
Thomas Jefferson looked totally stupid in cheap sports jackets and crewcuts. But the die was cast. Soon 
signs of ñrebelianò and ñinddipenddinseò showed up all over the ñcoloneseò. People demanded ñilbertyeò 
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and ñjustessò. They weren't going to be "pushet around by big guvermment no more". Parliament and the 
Monarchy were appalled at the terrible spelling on these protest signs and immediately dispatched a fleet 
to the colonies. The rest is ñHysteryò: After eight hard years of fighting, Washington trapped Cornwallis' 
army at Yorktown. This was possible because the Hessian mercenaries couldn't find a retreat route 
through the protesters' lawn chairs. To exacerbate the tactical situation on the battlefield, the German-
born Hessians couldn't even ask for reinforcements: "Guten Tag, mein Herr. Möchten Sie einige 
Verstärkungen haben?" The colonials would only sneer, "This is America! We don't speak no Spanish 
Wetback, so learn English if you're going to work as our CEO's gardener or nanny!!" For the time being, 
government-run Wealthcare was on ice.  
 
 

Modern Era  
 
The advent of the industrial revolution and the opening of the American West made millionaires out of 
many an entrepeneur. They settled huge tracts of land, laid railroads across the continent, subdued the 
native population which was made possible by walking with a slight limp and calling everyone "pilgrim", 
and opened the natural resources of half a planet. Then they staked ownership over half the planet. 
These rugged individualists had no need of government handouts and, in fact, the cash flow frequently 
went in the other direction. Sadly, this state of affairs broke down in late 1929 when the stock market 
crashed and fortunes were lost. The fortunes weren't aboard the stock market when it crashed, but had 
been misrouted by baggage handlers to Tuapamu, Borneo. Later, the FAA would insist that the crash was 
probably "instrument or pilot error" and closed the banks for a day.  
 
Wealthcare in the U.S. began to decline as more and more government subsidies went for horrible 
communistic "programs" and very little money went back to the wealthy. Pretty soon there were wealth-
related bankruptcies popping up, and the condition of many a wealthy person was in peril.  
 
The advent of the Second World War, also known as WWII, which came after WWI, in case you're a 
history major named Trista or Muffy or Shawndra reading this, boosted many local economies as ships 
and tanks and planes and guns rolled off of the assembly line. Workers frantically stamped these things 
out, and meanwhile, outside of Mattell, in other factories, people were building things for the war effort.  
At this time there was still no need for government-run wealthcare: Wealthy people who owned the ships, 
tanks, guns and airplane factories were able to sell their goods to the Allies at a hefty markup. They 
couldn't of course, sell it to the enemy countries like Germany or Japan or Italy or the Amakelites or the 
Hosts of Nubia because that would be illegal and wrong! No, they would sell it to the Swiss or Sweden or 
Mexico who would resell it to Germany or Japan or Italy at a hefty markup.  
 
In the postwar era the corporate world began absorbing more and more slices of the pie of Wealthcare. 

This, however was overcome by the rapidly rising costs of Wealthcare: Yachts, Lear Jets, Mercedes 

Benz' and beluga caviar were getting more expensive by the day. As a result there came to be more 

demands for government run wealthcare. This was met with a vigorous protest by people who didn't think 

that the government should be subsidizing local trillionaires. This finally came to a head in 2009 when the 

stock market crashed like an aig dropped on concrete. The corporations most involved in the crash 

demanded immediate wealthcare from the administration because they were "too big" to fail. Congress 

immediately called their bluff and insisted that there would be no wealthcare coming off of the back of the 

U.S. Taxpayer. Then they bailed them out to the tune of about a zillion hundred ten google dollars. This 

was OK though because the wealthcare had a third party administrator, or "TPA", as they're known in the 

biz. The third party administrator was able to help by underwriting another thirty or sixty percent of the 

U.S. national debt. The U.S. could breath easy. A TPA had come to the rescue. Capitalism was safe. 
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                                                                        Third Party Administrators 

                                                             

Arguments About Wealthcare  

The spectre of government subsidized wealthcare has become a very emotional issue. Several fears 
have surfaced which the general population has articulated. Among these, but limited to, are: Deaf 
panels, the pubic option, and black helicopters. Most of these fears have proven unfounded, as no one is 
sure what a "pubic" option is but it sounds really icky. Deaf panels probably wouldn't help deaf people 
hear any better and finally, since the 1964 Civil Rights Act, African-American people have just as much 
right to ride on helicopters as anyone else, and they do not have to sit in the back, either.  
 
Minor arguments about subsidized wealthcare are more mundane. They typically take the form of this:  
 
Woman "So... what do you think about wealthcare?" 
 Man "!!?? Wealthcare? Huh? I dunno. Why're you asking me now?" 
 Woman "You must have some opinion! If you loved me, you'd think about it!"  
Man "Fer ... look, Peg, I'm trying to watch a game here... I'm tired..."  
Woman "Oh sure, Al, hide in the stupid football game!"  
Man "Ahhhh jeeeze! Here we go again...! Just like your mother..." 
 Woman "You leave my mother out of this! She has health problems!"  
Man "...(about 400 lbs worth...)" 
 Woman "What did you say, Al?"  
Man "Nothing, my little thumbscrew..."  
 

See Also  
 
Á Civil Rights Act (of 1964)  

Á Deaf Panels  

Á Third Party Administrator (TPA)  

Á City-states  

Á Currency  

Á Laissez-Faire  

Á Pithecanthromoneypus  

Á Filthy Rich  
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                   FROM T HE HINTERLANDS  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

And so the letters of comment trickle in, slow by sure. Leading off this issueôs pseudo-plethora of 

commentary is Taral Wayne, who begins by acceding to how his article in the 23
rd
 issue ñThe Gloves 

Come Offò came to be published in two ï count óem, two ï different fanzines a couple months apart. The 

other fanzine was Head, published by Doug Bell and Christine Lake over in jolly, old England. 

Taral Wayne 

245 Dunn Avenue, Apt. 2111 

 Toronto, Ontario  

CANADA               M9C 2B2 

 

 November 23, 2011 

Yesé I suppose thatôs more or less correct. Either you or the editors of Head had first dibs on ñThe 

Gloves Came Offò  and the other agreed to reprint the article. But then the article appeared in the wrong 

order and I was horribly embarrassed.  Should I write to the offended editor to apologize, I wondered?  

But, then, I realized I wasnôt actually sure of the arrangements Iôd made anymore, and couldnôt be certain 

of explaining what I had really meant everyone to do.  In fact, maybe things had even worked out as 

planned!  Oh wellé if I kept quiet, probably nobody would notice. 

  

Ha!  Fat chance!  As soon as I opened the .pdf to page one of the current issue, thereôs the entire debacle 

laid out plain as day for everyone to read.  I accept your version of the events.  I have no choice.  To do 

otherwise would imply I had a version of my own, and Iôve forgotten nearly every blessed thing to do 

with it. 


