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Goodnight out there�
whatever

you are…
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I Never Got the Hang of Thursdays #60 

Garth Spencer  

P.O. Box 74122, Hillcrest Park 
4101 Main Street 

Vancouver, BC V5V 3P0 

 

Garth Spencer’s Year Off 

 
The reason I talked about Glen Baxter last issue was to see who else 

appreciated this surreal cartoonist. From your remarks, Peter, I guess that I 

make the same mistake everyone else makes all the time – not giving enough 

context – so you couldn’t be sure which Glen Baxter I was talking about. 
 

I guess it’s time to stop waiting for life to happen and start doing something 

with it. It’s been a good year that I’ve been essentially unemployed, with a 
bit of freelance work on the side and a few recent temp assignments. There 

must be a lesson in this. 

 
Apart from telling myself I’m going to get in gear and start a small business 

doing what I’ve been doing anyway – word processing, editing services, part-

time secretarial work, and cat-sitting – and drawing up plans to organize my 

life and my kipple, there isn’t much progress to report. 
 

Should I try stand-up comedy? 

 
## 

 

In fannish activity, I have made plans to organize a Royal Swiss Navy room 

party at a convention, and to bring the next RSN Gazette into publication. 
One piece of silliness I want to talk about is the RSN Corps of Engineers. 

 

This Corps of Engineers, if I can get anyone interested, should consist of 
people who start out with no mechanical aptitude, no idea of how to 

calculate stresses and forces, and a tendency to charge into things with more 

enthusiasm than plans or materials.  
 

Like the RSN Marines (a number of guys chosen for looking completely 

harmless, incapable and out of shape) and the Marines Chorus (so many guys 

chosen for tone-deafness), this is by way of a satire, if you can guess what 

I’m pointing fun at. 

 

Do you remember my talking about the RSN Intelligence Branch? From time 
to time I daydream about how to format intelligence files. Either personal 

dossiers, or reports on groups, institutions and events. Sometimes I have 

surfed the Web for materials and found a surprising amount available from 
various intelligence organizations. If there’s an intelligence community, 

don’t they need some people to play village idiot for them? 

 

Mailing Comments 

 
To e-APA 64: 

 

The Walrus Eats Every Ditmar #5 / Philip Ellis 

 
Well, you’ve been busy, haven’t you? I thought I had piled up a hefty amount 

of writing, until I saw your bibliography. 

 
Feline Madness #63 / R-Laurraine Tutihasi 

 

Actually I had already figured out a lot of what you explained, about how 

much people take for granted or don’t know. For me the big difference 
(between industrialized countries, at least) is the visible difference between 

English-speaking North America and the European Community. If North 

America were a similar continent, where you had to use a passport and a 
different language at every state border, Canadians and Americans would be 

better prepared for the outside world. As it is we only have a taste of that 

reality, with official bilingualism. Here in Vancouver, it would make better 
sense to be trilingual in English, Punjabi and Mandarin than bilingual in 

English and French. 
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Plata #45 / Steven Silver 

 
So that’s the Charlie Chaplin story. 

 

Most of my life is about misunderstanding things in creative ways.  

 
Pleasantly Random / Peter Sullivan 

 

Re your comments to William McCabe: do you remember the faux 
horoscope I published here once, with 13 planets and fortunes borrowed from 

surreal humour?  

 
At Ungodly Hours #15 / Kat Templeton 

 

Reyct me: I should admit that I haven’t made much progress towards starting 

a company, just kept on doing freelance work as a sort of on-call secretary. 
Which would be the substance of the sole-proprietorship company, in any 

case. 

 
To e-APA 65: 

 

Neat starfield, Kat! 
 

Feline Madness #64 / R-Laurraine Tutihasi 

 

There’s been a lot of recent moving out and moving in at my place; I 
sympathize with your occasional frustration at not finding things you know 

you packed for moving. I am already in the same situation as you, when it 

comes to outrunning bookshelf space. 
 

August 2009 / William McCabe 

 

About that radio interview with Iain Banks – the reference to Margaret 
Atwood is somewhat outdated. She has been backed into a corner, by the 

trend of her own writing, to admit that yes, she has been writing science 

fiction (whether or not she initially recognized it).  
 

Congratulations on the offer of part-time work! 

 

The August  issue was one of the times that I threw in some out-of-left-field 

comments, something completely different from what anyone was talking 
about, and preferably in a foreign language. That explains my comment to 

you last issue. One of my less successful comedy routines. 

 

At Ungodly Hours #15 / Kat Templeton 
 

About Canada – Thanks, but I think there are proportionally as many 

provincial Canadians as there are Britons, Americans, French or Australians. 
Some people get exposed to the realities of the outside world, whether they 

go abroad or stay home; others don’t.  

 The fact that Canada has about 1/10
th
 the population – and economy 

– of the United States may be counterbalanced by being disproportionately 

affected by the US economy, and US broadcasts. 

 

About cons - I believe I have sent you a copy of my developing polemic on 
conrunning, since you wrote in the September e-APA about whether 

Sacramento could host a Westercon. Did you mention anywhere, anytime, 

anything about a regular convention in the Sacramento area? The key 
resource I would worry about is whether there are enough convention-

experienced fans in the area, let alone enough potential congoers within that 

part of California.  
 

About fanzines – My stubborn belief that fandom was essentially fanzine 

fandom died a long, slow, painful death. The news that Electric Velocipede 

won the Best Fanzine Hugo merely fills me with a sad amusement. There 
was a time (the 1930s and 1940s, I guess) when fanzines generally modeled 

themselves on newsstand pulp fiction magazines; the model evolved and 

diversified later on. Today, though, fandom at large is a clutch of specialized 
interest groups with little in common; no wonder then, if a small-press fiction 

magazine gets a Fanzine Hugo, or a published writer gets a Fanwriter Hugo. 

Why would anyone know otherwise? 

 
About fanediting – be assured that you are in charge, not your audience, not 

self-appointed Trufen. That is, be sure what you want to do with your zine, 

and how you’re presenting it. I keep losing track of this point. 



The Walrus Eats Every Ditmar #7
The Walrus Eats Every Ditmar #7 is an apazine created for eapa #66, October 2009, by Phillip A.

Ellis, 49/6 Gray Street, Tweed Heads West, NSW Australia 2485. Email: phillip.a.ellis@gmail.com Please do not step on the zebra. ©
Phillip A. Ellis 2009.

Context and conte: re-reading The double shadow: and other fantasies 
by Clark Ashton Smith.

 Sometimes, by reading a familiar text from familiar surroundings, we can 
recontextualise it, see it anew, in differing ways.  However, if we only 
come to a text in its original context, after a long, sometimes steady, 
familiarity within another way, we can reconextalise not as we originally 
saw it, but as it was originally seen itself.  In this latter way, then, the 
Wildside Press edition of Clark Ashton Smith’s The double shadow: and 
other fantasies has allowed us to read anew the six tales included therein in 
much the same way that thy would have originally been read.

 Each of the six had originally been published in The double shadow, a 
small, and limited edition chapbook in 1933.  The stories included were 
among Smith’s own favourites, and had all been rejected prior to that point 
by the various markets that they had been submitted to.  Even though he 
was a popular writer among the cognoscenti of weird literature, Smith had 
trouble selling all his copies of the book, eventually taking over eighteen 
years to sell them all.  Yet, however, the market for books by Clark Ashton 
Smith has grown since then, and there is currently a small boom in items 
by and about Smith.

So is this book worth buying, if, originally, it hadn’t sold well.  All 
indications are that it is.  The six tales generally stand up to modern 
scrutiny, and remain among Smith’s best tales.  United by the masterly use 
of atmosphere, and by their nature as weird tales, they nonetheless convey 
somewhat of the range of Smith’s writing, as they appear among his 
various cycles and worlds.  The first story, “The voyage of King Euvoran”, 
belongs, for example, to his Zothique cycle.  Here, the context is 
introductory, not, as has been seen in other collections, so intimately with 

the rest of the Zothique tales.  This enables us to read it as if we had 
been among the very first, as the lead into the next story “The maze of 
the enchanter.”  Here, from high fantasy, the genre switches to science 
fiction, but as is basic to Smith, a science fiction that is remarkably akin 
to his weird fiction.  There is no hard technological detail here, only the 
feeling, the wonder of being in an alien place in alien times.

“The double shadow” provides both the book’s title, and a backward 
glance into weird fantasy.  Set in the last remnant of Atlantis, it reflects 
a decadent period, that is yet still young, far unlike the senescent world 
of Zothique.  This is followed by “A night in Malnéant”, an example of 
the immixing of love and the weird that has been a feature of Clark 
Ashton Smith’s poetic corpus.  The tale itself seems disembodied, 
devoid of any real, earthly context, but we know otherwise: its real 
context is in the grief of the chief character, and in the nightmare of the 
town itself.  In contrast, “The devotee of evil” is set firmly in the real, 
present world, the world where Clark Ashton Smith trod.  Here, the 
weird becomes an irruption into the world, something distilled into 
existence, and utterly evil in nature.  Finally, “The willow landscape” 
concludes the brief selection, giving us a final glimpse into the oriental 
fantasies that Smith wrote, especially in his youth; like “A night”, the 
context becomes divorced from the real world, it becomes irrelevant, 
and at the same time evocatively poetic.

These six tales reveal the hand of a master creator at work.  They show 
the reader the range of expressions of Smith, from delicate fantasy to 
sardonic humour, and over a wide range between.  Some are capable of 
haunting the reader, some are less so, yet overall, the impression gained 
is that these are among the masterworks of contemporary weird 
literature, and should be embraced anew by a new generation of readers. 



Let us hope, then, that this edition sells much better than the first edition 
did.

A Perpetual Memento Mori: Death, Remembrance and Remorse in 
Malnéant

by Phillip A. Ellis

Clark Ashton Smith's The Double Shadow contains, among its stories, one 
of the more fascinating examples of his prose work, where action and 
setting are subordinated by message and mood. This example, "A Night in 
Malnéant", is akin to his prose poetry in its beauty and unity, and it 
certainly exemplifies his remarks about atmosphere and weird fiction. 
Looking at it, therefore, enables us to understand the use of the messages, 
the concepts of death, of remembrance, and of remorse, and enables us to 
explore further the rare and seamless conjunction of mood with setting and 
event. Examining this story in this way, it is possible to examine, in part, 
one reaction to death, to its remembrance and the emotion felt in 
contemplation, as a human reaction, and a psychological one.

There is a letter to Virgil Finlay which partially covers this story, and the 
relationship of atmosphere and weird fiction(Smith, "[Correspondence]"). 
In it, Smith remarks: "A Night in Malnéant is one of my own favorites." He 
also remarks, cogently, that "atmosphere, rather than mere event, is the 
essence of the weird tale." He goes on to discuss the reaction of Farnsworth 
Wright to the tale, and others in The Double Shadow: Wright had found it 
"too plotless and poetic", and Smith follows this with an insight into his 
own tales: "I doubt if any of my work will ever have a wide public appeal, 
since the ideation and esthetics of my tales and poems are too remote from 
the psychology of the average reader." This remark concerning the 
psychology of the tales is interesting. "A Night in Malnéant" is precisely 
dependant upon psychology, but one accepting of its central messages and 
mood. This psychology is one of remorse, triggered by remembrance, and 
is also one of avoidance. This psychology is also intricately linked to 
another message of this tale, death.

Death is central to the story, since it is death, and the remembrance of it, 
that the narrator seeks to escape in entering Malnéant. The third 
paragraph of the story stresses this; the narrator says: "that which I 
needed to forget above all was the death of the lady Mariel." (N: 75) 
We, the readers, know little about this initial death. It is part of the 
dreamlike and unreal atmosphere that no immediate details are available 
to us. We do know that the narrator feels responsible for her death, her 
suicide from poison. We know, further, that she did so in order to relieve 
her pain: this reading is given in the use of the word anodyne in relation 
to the poison; thus calling it anodyne signifies that the narrator believes, 
at least, that her motive for her death was the easing of her emotional 
pain (N: 76).

Yet death continues beyond the initial paragraphs, into the body of the 
tale. As the narrator enters into the labyrinthine depths of Malnéant, he 
hears the sound of tolling bells. These are directly linked to death. He 
notes that they "were like all bells that toll for the repose of the dead" 
and goes further to link these with the bells that tolled for Mariel (N: 
77). Thus, death recurs, and once more the death of Mariel is brought to 
our attention.  The next paragraph states that Malnéant seemed inhabited 
by "the sleeping or the dead. (N: 77)" This mention leads into the 
allusive qualities of the references to death. They are fleeting, as in the 
"funereal intentness" of the two women that the narrator meets, or else 
they are embodied in rhetorical figures, such as the simile "a dreadful 
dismay smote me like the breath of the tomb." (N: 77, 78) Thus, again 
and again, through the story, death recurs in a number of ways, 
reinforcing the mentions of the death of Lady Mariel.

The key passage, then, dealing with death occurs shortly after the 
meeting of the narrator with the coffin-makers. Here, the narrator's 
plight is likened to a nightmare, and he admits to being "troubled now 
by the monstrous and absurd idea that... this fantastic city was in some 
unsurmisable manner connected with [Mariel's] death." (N: 78-9) The 
narrator struggles with this thought; he admits that his sense of reason 



rejects it. Yet, over time, he comes to surmise that her death was of such a 
magnitude as to break apart from the processes of time, building for itself, 
perhaps, the "enormous maze of that spectral city" to which the narrator 
was destined to return (N: 82). The climactic encounter is in the cathedral, 
where the narrator gazes, passively, a spectator to the face of death itself. 
He sees, lying upon her bier, Mariel once more. Thus, in effect, the narrator 
flees death, prior to the story's opening, only to find it, lying in state, and 
waiting for him to behold it. As all things lead to death, and the dead body, 
so to is the narrator constantly reminded of Mariel's death, and it is this 
factor, the act of remembrance, that must be examined next.

Remembrance, the act of remembering rather than memory per se, is 
important to the short story. It opens with the statement that the narrator's 
need was for forgetfulness, of the death of Mariel and his role in her 
suicide. It is significant that there is much that eludes the narrator's 
memory: he has no "precise recollection of [Malnéant's] locality" nor can 
he "remember exactly when or how [he] came to visit it." (N: 75) He goes 
on to reiterate, describing that "period of life" as "dim and dubious", 
emphasising the fact that he is unable to remember details sufficient to 
bring an air of reality, of actuality to the story (N: 75). Thus, the aura of 
unreality, of a strangely dreamlike quality is imbued through the motif of 
forgetfulness. Yet, the motif of remembrance goes deeper, and is integral to 
the story's events.

Initially, after entering the town, it appears to the narrator that he is leaving 
his memories behind. Thus, he became content to become lost in the town, 
"which grew vaguer and vaguer amid the ever-mounting darkness and fog." 
(N: 77) Thus the dreamlike effect is transmitted, as is the theme of escape 
from remembering Mariel's death, yet, as he loses himself, the narrator 
finds that the constantly tolling bells remind him of "those that had rung for 
Mariel." (N: 77) Thus, in the midst of his forgetfulness, he is reminded by a 
tangible thing, breaking through the gloom and vagueness. Then, after the 
initial meeting, with the shroud-weavers, the narrator is once again spurred 
to remember Mariel, in a way associated with, and linked to, the bells.

Over the course of events, the memories of Mariel's death begin, for the 
narrator, to assume the "frightful vitality of present things." (N: 80) 
What was remembered becomes part of the here, the now; the past is 
now the present, divorced from a wider reality and thrust into a 
nebulously nightmarish dream, as it were. Memory not only burns at the 
narrator, it becomes menacing, it becomes the focus whereby the 
narrator feels a "nightmare terror and perplexity." (N: 81) Eventually, 
beside the bier of Mariel, all that is not a memory and remembrance of 
her becomes dim, indeterminate, "as fading shadows." (N: 82) Thus, 
where the present, the means whereby memory was assuaged seemed 
shadowy and dim due to fog and fading light, the reawakened memories 
cast everything else but remembrance into a shadowy abyss. Thus, as 
the narrator concludes, he avoids the place of Malnéant as surely as he 
still seeks to avoid remembrance, for remembrance inevitably spurred 
him to remorse. This, then, is the final aspect of "A Night in Malnéant" 
that deserves attention, before conclusions can be made about the piece 
as a whole.

Remorse is integral to the story for one simple reason. Because the 
narrator feels so acutely the remorse of his role in Mariel's death, he 
seeks to escape. Thus, he decides to travel, and thus he decides to enter 
Malnéant. It is his remorse, further, that is spurred by the act of 
remembrance, that burns in him, that makes him endure the agony of, 
and which drives him, finally, from the town. Each encounter, each 
telling detail, returns the narrator to his memories, and thus accumulates 
his feelings; in this way is his remorse strengthened, driving him--and 
us--through the narrative.

Thus the bells, the initial detail, only set his memory to Mariel, but are 
yet to go further. He feels not remorse, since, in a sense, they are 
initially vague and disembodied. The shroud-weavers, however, spur 
him on to feel a chill, and dismay. The memories, invoked by the 
utterance of the name, burn in him as "living coals in [his] heart." (N: 



78) They burn, that is, but not with a welcoming warmth. These feelings 
are magnified and compounded as each event occurs, culminating with the 
narrator, in the church, confronted with the image of Mariel's corpse, and 
the present, living remorse that has, essentially, "locked [his soul] in the 
marble hell of its supreme grief and regret." (N: 82) Thus, in an exquisite 
agony, the narrator must face the truth which he must face: there is no 
escape from the guilt he feels. He cannot escape, and all avenues of escape 
are closed to him.

Finally, Dr. William Farmer has highlighted an important aspect of this 
story: the word Malnéant itself. As he notes in private correspondence, like 
other meaningful names in other stories by Clark Ashton Smith, Malnéant 
has a meaning. It can be read as Mal-né-ant, evil without end, and the evil 
being the constant state of the funeral preparations, the evil of the narrator's 
guilty conscience being pricked, and of his cupidity in Mariel's death. 
Likewise, he points to the divine nature of Mariel, hinted through the 
association of the initial 'Mari' of her name to the "White Goddess". Thus 
the narrator becomes guilty of causing the death of the goddess, becomes 
guilty of deicide. Whether Mariel is read as a goddess, the divine feminine, 
slaughtered through the insensitivity of man, or whether we read her more 
as a simple character, it is evident that there is an undercurrent to this story 
that is heightened and strengthened by the dreamlike nature of the 
narrative. There is much more here than just a simple narrative, much more 
than just a fantastic story, and only careful study can reveal the deeper 
aspects.

In closing, looking back at the intensity with which death, remembrance, 
and remorse are woven into the narrative, the reader is struck by the way 
that these are conveyed. Simply, Clark Ashton Smith has attempted to 
convey a thought, that there is no escape from the guilt we feel, because we 
are ever drawn back towards it by our memory; and he has, in a deeply 
atmospheric study, conveyed it flawlessly. The story, then, uses death to 
provoke feelings of guilt, and does so through suicide. The narrator, 
seeking to escape this guilt, tries to avoid remembrance of his beloved 

Mariel through physical escape, but, caught in the dreamlike and 
ultimately nightmarish town of Malnéant, he is spurred to agonies of 
remembrance. And with that comes his guilt, his remorse for the role he 
played in Mariel's death. At the story's conclusion, he is haunted by the 
thought that somehow, somewhere, the lady Mariel still lies dead from 
her hand, and that his guilt lies ever fresh and raw. The story, too, is 
deeper and complex than if it were only a simple tale, a narrative to 
entertain. It carries through hints born in the names, for example, deeper 
connotations that enable us to look further into itself, as the locus for an 
enhanced and more universal meaning. Thus, "A Night in Malnéant", at 
once poetic and philosophic in its implications, is Clark Ashton Smith at 
the height of his writing career; it is, simply, among his better, more 
poetic works, and, as such, worthy of closer attention.

Works cited
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Pleasantly Random 46
HELLO, good evening and welcome to the forty-sixth issue of Pleasantly Random, written for the October 2009 issue of e-
APA It is written by Peter Sullivan, of Sunderland, England.

E-mail: peter@burdonvale.co.uk
Website: http://www.burdonvale.co.uk

Livejournal: http://ceemage.livejournal.com  /  
Twitter: ceemage Skype: ceemage Facebook: yup...

Apologia Pro Vita Sua
Busy, busy, busy. Work seems to be increasingly encroaching on the 5-to-9 portion of my life, as well as the 9-to-5 portion. I 
guess it's enough to make you crazy if you let it, as that wise philosopher Dolly Parton might say. Just enough time to creep 
some minimal mailing comments in under the deadline...

Sweepies on e-APA 65

Feline Madness 64 (R-Laurraine Tutihasi)

Good to hear that your moving in is progressing well. I guess you've reached that defning moment where, even allowing for 
the things still to be unpacked, it starts to “feel like home.”
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Citizen Kane is – if it's anything – an artifce of a flm. If you don't like artifce, then, yeah, you're not gonna like it.

Cute squirrels! (In your photo, I mean, Plus, come to think of it, just as a general principle.)

So What Is SF? (William McCabe)

As you say, this is a long-running debate. I'd  got the impression from reviews that Iain (M.) Banks'  latest  novel was a 
deliberate hybrid between science fction and his mainstream work, hence justifying dropping the M. But if he's happy to 
have it called science fction, then that's his call. Likewise, if Margaret Atwood prefers the label “speculative fction,” then 
she's entitled to use it. Equally, other people are entitled to consider her a snob for doing so. I like the label “genre,” which 
is general enough to cover classical science fction, fantasy, horror, and any kind of crossover between the three. But that's 
just me. 

This possibly explains why Sweeny Todd “belongs” on the SciFi  Movies channel – because it's really the Genre Fiction 
Movies Channel, only they can't call it that, because that requires even more explanation. I suppose you could also argue 
that the SciFi Movies channel is for “the kind of movies that people who like science fction movies would like.” A class of 
things that clearly includes, but is not restricted to, science fction movies. I'm going to stop wittering now, before I bump 
into Bertrand Russell's Class of All Classes Paradox.

Pretty much every voluntary group has a “general factotum” fgure, who goes beyond their offcial remit to be the glue that 
keeps the whole thing ticking over. These can often be the most diffcult people to replace. As you say, no-one realises how 
much they've been relying on them until he/she goes. Hopefully the BSFG will keep ticking over – if nothing else, we need 
BSFG to keep going in order for Novacon to survive. (Or is it the other way around?)

One of the most frustrating things the few times I end up ringing a computer help desk is that they are always set up to 
deal with the lowest common denominator. I therefore have to plough my way through all the possible variations of “Are 
you sure it's plugged in/switched on?” – all of which I will have already checked, dammit – before getting on to some useful 
diagnostics. This probably explains why I normally avoid ringing help desks, and try to google the answer instead.
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Seagulls are a perennial problem where I work, but since it's actually at the seaside (my offce is on “Beach Road”), that's fair 
enough. To have a plague of seagulls in Birmingham is a slightly different matter. As you say, it may not be the furthest place 
from the sea in the whole of England, but I bet it's not far off.

I have a thingy for transferring cassettes and vinyl to computer format, and have tested it. But I haven't really transferred any 
signifcant volumes of stuff yet. Once I get a round tuit, I'm sure this will change. 

Plata 46 (Steven H Silver)

ABBA (I'm too lazy to go and look up the Unicode for the reversed B) are one of those bands whose reputation seems to 
have been enhanced by the passage of time. But then I guess you could say the same about the Beatles. “Act Naturally” was 
of course also covered as a song for Ringo on one of the Beatles' albums, and Ringo went on to do a joint version with 
Buck Owens at some point in the 1980s. The (entertainingly naff) cowboy-themed video they did for it is available on 
YouTube. If I haven't put you off it already.

I must admit that a reverse wristwatch might be the only thing contrary enough to actually get me to wear a watch.

I always got the impression that Frankie Howerd's Up Pompeii was inspired by the success of A Funny Thing Happened On 
the Way to the Forum. Of course, this being early 1970s BBC, the production values on Up Pompeii were incredibly cheap 
compared to a Hollywood musical – the set in particular looks awful if you watch it again now. It's probably a good thing 
that the basic plot of most episodes was just Howerd talking to camera and dealing with interruptions. As this at least 
minimised the impact of the cheap set.

The Walrus Eats Every Ditmar 6 (Phillip A. Ellis)

It's interesting, isn't it, how the phrase “Not just a {{insert genre here}}” in a book review always clearly implies, from the 
author of the review, “You wouldn't normally catch me reading that {{insert genre here}} rubbish”? Works for science 
fction, a thriller, or even romantic fction.
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“What matters not is the real nature of the animal: what matters is the resonances that it brings up in the characters.” A 
common theme in Out-of-Place animal stories, of course. Heck, even Jaws is almost only incidentally about a big fsh, and far 
more about people's reactions to it.

At Ungodly Hours 16 (Kat Templeton)

Of course, John Kilma hasn't exactly helped his argument by now declaring Electric Velocipide as a Semi-Pro Zine for 2010 
onwards. Although, in doing so, he's clearly following the fannish precedent of editors of controversial Best Fanzine Hugo 
winners removing themselves from the controversy by transferring themselves to Semi-Pro. (See Ansible, Emerald City and 
– in a somewhat different sense, Locus as well.)

Looking forward to the frst issue of Rhyme & Paradox, especially if you use that font for the title – that's a lovely artistic 
ampersand.

Surely R-Laurraine is awesomely amazing just for being R-Laurraine. Isn't that enough?

The saying goes “Friends don't let friends run Worldcons.” I'm sure that the same applies to Westercons as well.

I think the sad thing about the minor ruckus around the webcasting from Baycon was that it overshadowed the efforts 
you'd made to get the webcasting working in the frst place, in very trying circumstances.

In Closing...
OK, time to wrap this up and get it sent off. This has been a Startling Press Production. May your God go with you (offer 
void for atheists). And don't do anything I wouldn't do. (Not that this really restricts you very much. 

Not even room for the traditional closing piece of clip art...
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At Ungodly Hours #17At Ungodly Hours #17
a fanzine for e-APA #66 (October 2009) created by Katrina A. “Kat” Templeton, 3400 Chugwater Ct., Antelope, 

CA 95843, alsoalso found at http://www.retstak.org/ as well as various other places around the Internet. A 
production of CBJ Press, an arm of the Liberation front the Citizens for Boysenberry Jam.  Author email: 

katster@retstak.org. No Electrons were harmed in the making of this fanzine.  Wash your Hands.

A request for well wishes andA request for well wishes and  
thoughts for a friend.thoughts for a friend.

I have often said that my involvement in fandom is 
Chris Garcia's fault.  This isn't entirely true.  Sure, Chris is 
pretty much the entire reason I'm involved in fanzine 
fandom, but for my introduction to fandom in general, I 
have to turn to another person – the person who told me 
that I was coming to Denver for Worldcon whether I liked 
it or not and whom I stayed with for that whole trip.  That 
would be my friend Sean.

Sean's not exactly involved in fandom per se fandom, 
if you follow what I mean, but he's a regular among the 
Denver convention crowd and enjoyed Worldcon.  He's 
also the one that drug me to a filk circle and to the 
masquerade and other things I don't normally do over the 
course of a convention simply because there's other things 
catching my attention.  I'm glad he did this, as it made my 
Worldcon even more of an extraordinary experience than 
if I had tried to do it by myself.

Anyway, we've known each other for about twelve 
and a half years, and while I didn't really like him much 
when I first met him, over the course of time he and I 

became very good friends.
Which is why, when I noticed he hadn't been on 

IRC, and the last message on his LJ was something about 
concrud1 turning into pneumonia, I called his house last 
Sunday.  He lives with his folks, so when I got them I 
wasn't surprised.  On the other hand, I wasn't exactly 
prepared for what they told me.  

What they told me was that the nasty little case of 
concrud he had gotten was probably of the resident 
pandemic flu strain and he's in the ICU basically fighting 
for his life.  I mean, I guess it could have been worse, they 
could have told me he was dead, but it's still not exactly 
the news you want to hear in this sort of situation.

Needless to say, this has left me a little 
discombomulated this week.  So yeah, any well wishes or 
thoughts or prayers for a good friend of mine to make it 
through this unscathed would be greatly appreciated.

And for those of you doing any convention 
attending during this flu season, take the appropriate 
precautions – wash your hands, try to get enough sleep,, 

1I should pause here and note that concrud is generally that random cold 
you get from going to a space where a thousand of your closest friends 
you've never met before and generally not eating or sleeping well the 
whole time.  It's a generally accepted hazard of these sorts of things.

http://www.retstak.org/
mailto:katster@retstak.org


avoid folks that are coughing as much as possible.  This is 
the year in which concrud can really get you in trouble.

Be safe out there, y'all.

This is generally the spotThis is generally the spot  
where I'd attempt to be wittywhere I'd attempt to be witty  
but I don't really feel like it.but I don't really feel like it.

I had a rant written up to publish in this issue, but I 
ended up scratching it at the last moment as this issue 
with my friend has been occupying what mindspace 
school and work haven't been.  Besides, it didn't feel right; 
I have a tendency to get screechy when I'm upset at things, 
and this was very much an “upset at things” sort of rant.

So I'm not going to rant about things (yet again). 
I'm simply going to say this.  It's hard being a newbie in a 
fandom that stretches back as far as this one does.  You're 
trying to get caught up, but there's things you should read 
that you're probably never going to get your hands on and 
there's history between other participants that you're 
never going to be a part of.

I know, give it twenty years or so, and I'll have that 
sort of history.  But right now, it has the feeling of no 
matter what I do, I'm always going to be the newbie, and 
that frustrates me to no end.

I don't know what to do to get rid of this perpetual 
feeling of newbieness, and maybe it's just a matter of 
waiting.  Patience, I suppose, is counseled.  It's just easier 
to say rather than do.

I think I root for the ChicagoI think I root for the Chicago  
Cubs of college footballCubs of college football

In my last entry, I made reference to the fact that 
this year might finally be the one in which Cal makes the 
Rose Bowl for the first time since 1959.  And it was 
looking pretty good – we'd won our first three games by 
fairly huge margins and the team we played first in the 
Pac-10 wasn't doing all that hot even though they were 
supposed to be one of the teams challenging for the league 
title.

That was before I saw the game, one in which we 
scored three points and then they scored forty-two and 
then the game was over.  We got stomped into the turf at 
their place and now we have to figure out what went 
wrong just as the guys who have been at the top of the 
conference all decade long swagger into Berkeley for their 
game with us.

So our hopes of going to the promised land – 
Pasadena on New Years – has slunk away to lick its 
wounds.  It's okay, we're Cal fans, we know a bit about 
losing.  But in some ways it hurts more knowing you had a 
decent shot at the brass ring and failing to make it once 
again.

This isn't mine, but it's a pretty good summary of 
why Cal fans are the way they are:

Oh come now! The truly fearful Cal fan fears 
anything and everything - fumbles on the goal line (both ours 
that are called and the other side's that aren't), lights 
inexplicably going out, extra downs, slides into the endzone 



from the 3 yard line, blowing a 4 TD half time lead, having the  
head coach unexpectedly die, having a star player run 60 
yards the wrong way, or step back into the endzone on a 
kickoff for a safety, or die of cancer in their prime, or fail to 
throw it away down by 3 with goal to go and seconds left and 
a #1 ranking on the line....EVERYTHING... right up to and 
including a presidential assassination postponing the game, 
thus allowing a key injured player on the other side to return 
and beat us (see big game, 1963). There is NOTHING so 
absurd that a long time Cal fan can't have it in their 
repertoire of "worry", along with a whole lot of more mundane  
stuff.2

I'm sure the Chicago Cubs fan in the house have a 
similar litany of woes.

It's not over yet; we beat the team we play this 
weekend and we're right back into the hunt.  But 
somehow, it never quite seems to work that way.  What 
can I say?  That's just the way it is.

So yeah, that's how it's going on the sports fan side 
of the house.

Checking the MailboxChecking the Mailbox
It's mail commentary time again!  Woohoo!

Laurraine: Good to see that you and Mike are getting to 
the point of actually making your new house a home.  And 

2 Thanks to the writer, cjbarker, as found here: 
http://bearinsider.com/forums/showthread.php?p=178022#poststop

geez, that's an awfully large spider.  Good thing they're 
mostly friendly.

I've heard good things about Rabbit Proof Fence, I 
might have to go look up a copy.  As for Bonham Carter, I 
mainly know her for her portrayal of Bellatrix Lestrange in 
the Harry Potter movies, but I'd like to see more she's done 
as I thought she did a good job with that role.

RYCT Steven: There is never such a thing as too 
many bookshelves.  When I get a full-time job, one of my 
first tasks is getting more bookshelves to … well, shelve 
books.

RYCT me: Yeah, I think most state governments are 
trying to do the same thing.  California's problem is that 
the budget for smoke and mirrors was cut a couple budget 
cycles ago.  As for the bit you suggested, I'll have to go 
look them up.  I'm sure they're out there somewhere.

William: Defining what science fiction is seems to 
have taken a lot of trees and several heated arguments, and 
we still don't have a good idea of what we're looking for, 
other than to borrow the word a Supreme Court justice on 
the subject of obscenity: “I know it when I see it.”

I know that's not a very satisfying conclusion, but 
it's about the best one we have.  Genres are fuzzy.  That 
said, I'm not entirely sure how Sweeney Todd gets classified 
as science fiction, although if we're talking about fantasy, 
we might have a better case.

I'd love to catch your radio show, but it comes on in 
the wee morning hours out here in the Pacific Time Zone.

Computers are frustrating.  As I say occassionally at 
work: “Computers: Can't live with them, can't chuck them 



out the window.”  Most of the time I'm pretty good at 
debugging things, but occasionally, something gets the 
best of me.  But knowing where to start looking can 
sometimes help somebody with more experience figure 
out the problem.

RYCT me: I'm going to guess there was some 
corruption involved, either on the download or on your 
machine.

Steven: I understand busy.  And it sounds like your 
August was plenty busy.

I found a recording of the Broadway version of 
Assassins with Neil Patrick Harris doing the lead.  My 
favorite song from that album is the Ballad of Czolgosz.  I 
wandered around singing the chorus at random times for a 
couple weeks after that.

I also think that bit about Robert Todd Lincoln's a 
bit spooky, but sometimes coincidences can be that way.

RYCT Peter: I'd love a watch that ran widdershins. 
My friend had fun turning cheap household clocks into 
clocks that ran that way, and we doubled the fun by 
changing all the numbers on the OCF clocks to pictures as 
well to confuse the poor patrons of the lab.  The one he 
redid for me is somewhere in my stuff, and I hope I can 
find it when it comes time for me to move back out again.

RYCT William: H1N1's not something to play 
around with; see what I started this issue out with.  I 
think it might be possible I've already had it; I came down 
with a really nasty strain of flu just about the time it was 
starting to emerge in the public consciousness.  I'll never 
know, of course, but I've pondered it a few times.

RYCT me: Heh, somebody's got to be the OE, so I 
guess I'll do it. *grin* 

I've got that book out from the library and have 
been reading it in the little bits of spare time that I've 
managed to wrest from various other things going on.  It's 
interesting so far.

Philip: RAEBNC.

Peter: You know that you've somehow published 
commentary from two issues ago in this one, no? ;)  I've 
already given you my Baycon thoughts, so you don't need 
them again.

I've thought of running for TAFF, but I think I'm 
going to hold off.  I have the entry about my thoughts on 
the matter on my blog3 and won't go over them again.

Also, Jesus on a dinosaur is just plain awesome, 
man.

******
Anyway, that does it for this month.  No progress on 

Sekrit Projekt and I might have to slide it until after 
November and the madness which is NaNoWriMo.  Ah 
well, these things happen.

But until next time, I remain, as always:

--kat   

3 http://retstak.org/2009/09/16/waiting-for-taff/   or http://katster.livejournal.com/
683709.html – the latter has comments from friends.

http://katster.livejournal.com/683709.html
http://katster.livejournal.com/683709.html
http://retstak.org/2009/09/16/waiting-for-taff/
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