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Last week at work | got an e.mail inviting me to attend a meet-

ingonthe 23%0f November 2005. | se j
have to fire up my time machine in order to attend. The lady f

who had sent the invitation came down the passage to ask why Q \L
| would need a machine to get to a meeting in the same Dok,
building. | had to point out the date on her invitation and she
still didnot really get my po
with an interest in SF think differently to those whose taste does not run to the fantastic.

Maybe those with a SF background have a di
just actually like to have our own personal time machine.

Sticking to the subject of work, Il 6m a Mec
my field over the past 25 years look rather like science fiction. When | first qualified in the
field of Virology everything was done by hand in that that discipline of medical technology
and very little was done by machines in other disciplines as well. A while ago | moved out of
the laboratory and into the diagnostics industry.

At the moment | am part of a team that is installing the largest automation project into what
will be the reference lab in Africa. The final result will indeed look as if it belongs to the
future.

The samples we will be mainly dealing with will be blood samples drawn from hospital
patient and sent to the lab to diagnose the ailment that the patient is suffering from.

The sample will come into the receivVvi ngered e
onto the system. A barcode will be printed and it will be placed onto the tube and the tube
placed into a rack and from there on the laboratory system will take over.

A robotic arm removes the cap from the tube and it passes a barcode reader. Another
robotic arm places the tubes into a centrifuge and they are spun to separate the serum from
the red cells. In the meantime the computer has queried the mainframe to ascertain what
tests have to be done and a set of bar codes are printed. The correct number of tubes is
then labeled and the next robotic arm picks up a disposable tip and puts the correct amount
of serum needed for each test required into a new tube.

These tubes are t heni alowlpm®dictiondirte avhich passesiby all a ¢
of the instrumentation in the laboratory. The tubes move along and as they approach each
instrument which is connected to the track they are read by another barcode reader. If the
particular instrument must perform a test on a sample another robotic arm either takes the
tube off the track and places onto the instrument or if the instrument can do so it may just
sample directly from the tube on the track. If a variety of tests are required the sample will
move on and off the track as it proceeds on its way. When all the tests for a particular
sample are complete it will be shunted off the track and packed into the correct rack for
storage. All of the results are sent up to the mainframe and the Pathologist responsible
receives them on his or her PC and can sign and release them. A later addition will allow the
requesting doctor to receive the results on their own PC, instead of waiting for a paper copy
of the report. Automation from beginning to end.

It may seem that the Med Tech is being sidelined but in fact they are being released from
menial tasks which could have been performed by unqualified staff to now take care of the
interesting queries that are part of every pathology laboratory.
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Nova 2007 Finalist Nick Woaod
Mindreader

| 6ve read that <chil dr en o hhelpettem openthe door,carefullypas betcould m

struggle with the notion of time. Funny, that, so bump his head, so eagerly was he straining

do I. But then, | think pretty much everyone forward to leave. | knew he would run - his mum
struggles with time. To be on the safe side, too, calling and catchinghimiand t hen w
though, | rapped on the clinic desk and signed in deal with his tears, after she returned the train to
Jackds vimanarutelefi. el d me from his fiercely clenched fist. That was what

He looked blankly at my hand gesture, avoiding happened at the end of all of our sessions. He

my eye gaze. Then he looked down and shut the would be very distressed
book of pictures in front of him. | turned to his like it always had.

mum, sitting quietly in the corner of the room. But Janet put a hand on my shoulder, face

Janet Gray smiled at me tiredly. | smiled back at shockingly sad, tears blinking at the corners of

her, with what | hoped was a sharing of her brown eyes: Al 6m r ea
sisterhood that might strengthen her, although | Sally, 0 she said. Al kno
had no children of my own. Her son was only him, but please help me.
eight, but | knew better than to shake his hand It was the end of a long day and | was tired too,
goodbye, even though our session was over. but | realised | had the much better deal - when it

Hi m, | 6d never seen smil ecametemanaging! yaonkodswhrl es a
looking at someone. have to take them home with me.

Jack stood in the room, staring down at his feet. | gestured her to the couch in the waiting room.
What was he thinking? The sharp blue metal Everyone else had gone home. Well, all except
edge of Thomas the Tank Ethgshal@vy men with gasmaakg ad gunstin the
into his left palm as he patted it with his right security office upstairs, monitoring the empty
hand. Hedd ignored the t ogorridoshia@GCedyY.s, even t hough
The Terror Wars were all over the news. | found Janet sat down and started to talk about how

that vaguely reassuring. di fficult Jackds behavio
Clinging to Thomas, Jack turned and tried to knowing | could always ask Jack later again for

open the clinic door. It had another handle, but the train times.

this was steel, childproof one, way out of reach He had his head tilted back, watching the neon
above his head. | reached up for it and asked: light flicker through the fingers of his right hand
AWhat 1is the best way h o manddffadhe bluaearribge of fThomas the Tank

Jack? It s nofwoftyep. m. o Engine, ignoring our words.

He stared at the green door in front of us both, It seemed he had no interest in them, or in the
suddenly spewing forth words without a sideways passing of time.

gl ance a tten.maévidliné T3ainsix # #

twenty-three to Earlsmith, six-forty-four to The trip into work in the mornings felt bleak in the
Parkmouth and then a seven-three to late midwinter. It was still dark in the new day,
Worchester . 0 and | could smell a damp saline fog that blurred

He always remembered where | lived. That the orange street lights lining my walk to the train
realisation touched me; his thoughts so anxiously station. | gave a tentative sniff in case there were
knotted around endless train timetables. In any strange scents hanging in the air, glancing at
someone with his condition, where it was almost the gas detector strapped to my right wrist. But
impossible for him to think himself into someone the air smelt merely like a musty sea, a breeze

el seds heeadd small ut viakckink.
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perhaps sweeping in the air over the hills from
miles away.

The detector remained dark and inert on my
wrist, so | shook it to make sure.

| generally leave for work soon after getting up --
| have found it increasingly hard to watch the
news in my flat, with constant tales of Terror

Wars and hatred and
Evil 6 against us seems
world, rather than just a neat segment of the
planet. It seems to me, the more we invade, the
less we conquer.

| pushed with the small crowd, stepping up into
the train.

Finding a seat was one of the small pleasures of
getting up so early. There was time to think and
prepare for the day and watch people if my
thoughts grew tired and slow in my head. |
scanned taught and anxious faces, some
fingering their masks, but no one was wearing
them.

Reassured, | glance at the man in the stiff
charcoal suit next to me, sipping a strong coffee,
and the smell seemed to tickle my thoughts. Yes,
| hated news of hate and divisions and conflict,
but surely there was a way that we could all learn
to see through each

shared needs? | remembered playing out long
psycho-dramas with my dolls when | was
younger, working through conflicts, repairing
understandings and trust amongst all the dolls in
the end, even the males.

Pete, my brother, would join in sometimes, to
Ahumour 0 me, as he put
where all bruises and bitchiness would be over
and forgiven.

AJust l i ke ol d
would say.
Then hedd strike with hi

the perfect resolution | had created.

| was just happy he played with me, despite his
jibes.

That was until the years he started bringing his
friends around. It seemed so soon after that that
he decided to serve his stint with the military,
placing conscription before University.

A big testosterone-driven row with my dad had
cemented his decision.

And | couldndét r emembler
wished so often | could bring him back somehow,
Probe 139 December 2008

deat htherel h e
t ol

ot her

with the mad thought recurring that perhaps if |
played with my dolls again, that would work?

But he remained Omissi
they refused to tell m
talking about,orwher e it wasé

| reached inside my bag instinctively, but there
was just a folded manual and clinic sheet in
OHemi sphere of
beoahdedti remembéf ewh
either.

't seemed | i ke 10d
therapeutic software, cards and words.
The worst part of the journey to work was the last
stretch to the clinic, where the shadows seemed
to crowd in on me, as if threatening to attack.

At least the blackness was greying as | hurried
into the research building, loosening my coat
from around my ears. | swiped my security card,
removing it from the pocket on the chain around
my neck i and put it back as I climbed the stairs,
struggling a bit as it got tangled with the light gas
mask dangling from my coat.

| switched on the light and walked across to my
desk, hauling out the files of children coming for
the day from my top drawer.

As | lifted my head the door squeaked open. Dr
Brewn stgoé thereasewvere in lkealdrowrs seit, o0 u

aba

blinking in the roomds
| stood, surprised i she was so busy, it was hard
just getting an appoin
not seen her outside her office.

AUm, hi, Sally. o0 She |
gesturing me to sit: 0n
ahedd?aim for an endin
Looking down the | ist

AHMMMmMEé 0 S h e hagrselfron theeedge of

f-ummy, @r R e the téble,rsuitlstrainireg with her posture. She

edged forward to try to ease the wrinkles in her
sui ai thd frord, smobthing thenmfrom hetbjaclketa
with a firm tug at the buttoned base.

AUm, Sally, | have spo
they are saying that increasingly United States
F.D.A. research is sug
be harmful. They reckon it will be withdrawn from
testing soon and they want us to consider
researching another drug linked with your
psychotherapy. We may need to forget about
OEmpat hé. o

w hiooked dt hel, appatled, sirmble tdigrasp.her

words. This was two years of my life she was
www.sfsa.org.za

ng
e

er

nd

r
h

tm
oo
So
g

|
ki

k e

ge



talking about. She seemed to skate her words She left, with a sharp slam of the door that

out so easily. underlined her words.

She | ooked down and car r i Alttoughshakerallindeded tg focusion thd a v e

a new and very generous sponsor in mind with a children coming in. Jack was back again, in the

dr ug c al Iieitdelps peoptedosud on a session before | unch. I 6

detail of a task, obviating the danger of their favourites; t-weghtédrDectomll |

getting lost in the bi ggerese@dchsubjects.e . ltés al so ver

therapeutic; it erases t r Seoratlg Dackewasme favourite equally-vgemghtedt 0

helpful for our troops caught in the aftermath of Doctoral research subject.

war or terrorist combat wididmy st 8ith Mark and Joanna, going

| |l ooked at her aghast : fthrougylstheaematian recognionysoftdarewagd! o

ANo. 0 She | ooked at me. A Bocial Rieures, fryeng to foaus tlokeir attgntion @ni t h

some benefits for our tr othessalientfachaleandedcisl cues, drawimng out

di fference. Il t6s already thargazewith corhmands ane gestures. Alf t@tty y

tests andttbduyded B syr i nagndcrahte sngathy with a person in a picture 1

ABut 1 tods completely dif flkeuldsgeamotional brdbea for childrenwitbo i n g !

With sharp eyes and f r own iemain,isolaehl, avithdranin,cand aldnd.o, no't

really. You are trying to help kids generate There were flickers of response, and | cheered

integrated thoughts and feelings for other people. and gave moments of rewarding rest, Mark with a

This would just mean going the other way. Trying book on dinosaurs; Joanna with a shiny

to identify how they can maintain such decoration from an old Christmas tree.

obsessional focus on detail. This would involve a But Jack remained my favourite because there

positive reappraisal of autism. Surely you have a were moments | seemed to catch him watching

positive respect for the strengths of the children me out of the corner of his eyes, as if he was the

you are working with?29 one who would end up publishing research on

| struggled with the words, rising anger emerging, me.

despite my fears and the biting guilt from her last And he never seemed to forget where 1 lived.

guestion: AWell, sort of , BubthecighthrtimeBhe looked awal, usighed Wwith t

t heydr e s tirandggdre theigparentso resignation, rapping the table between us with

Do you really think a loss of central coherence is the calloused knuckles on my right hand.

adapt BEkhe ?shr upnké can befdust t ALook, Jack. o6 Point and

think about it a bit more, Sally. No more the table. It was face up for him, upside down for

agonising over the meaning of the whole picture. me. He turned at my rapping noise, looking down

Wondering what everything means. Af t er a latthedabls, griemacing with a facial tic, a twist of

gave a |little smile, fiWe mnaghtlyekndoheeki t boil s down t

forty-t w ol was stunned. She was referring to Il di dndt t himorkid diagnosts afd a

The Hitchhi ker 6s ?Ghadmbe t oT 0 h e e Glioobghtspyshing the card forward

idea she read that sort of thing. Was she trying to into his field of vision. | need to check his file.

make a joke out of peoplebdaskarcél Ffome mabhaih@eyg ph a
He | ooked at the picture

Dr Brown arched an eyebrow, getting up from the '
desk. AThink about it mor?on:r?:daéerméohd Xéh% yt
could move closer to the centre of the city and witharew my hand and signe agam esting my

into a much bigger, warmer place. The research head in the ?alm of mll/ right hand, eo||b0W t
grants for OFocusd6 are exgque%%n téte HV%SJ' Ewt;)‘ﬂ?ﬁitp%
more than they were for eig morecar s to go befo

: 2
| hesitated; the flat could get so damned cold at Ilunc ! dand Wh?t W?”'\? : ‘T‘(a%to ?(r Brown
times, the train journeys so tediousé opened my paims to Jack, breaking

But what about Jack i and Janet? standardised administrative protocol in a surge of

She saw my hesitation andd?%Bﬁ'sa q Bﬁﬁlp"meg\é"e‘dhat

: nc at the picture,
Final answer by the end OFnsrltghl@'iyedamostcosingwihth’eorceofa
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tic.thtihi nlkh t hat mands ¢ ha sdnsistgently dmpty o thréaefor me when she was
man. O around.
AEh? 0 He was wusing his f i rn\edadsa favourite tornarinehe Doctoral

Research Students Room, a small chair and seat
off to the side of the bookshelf, with a little round
table, away from the bustle of the dispensing

il mdchine &nd thénlarge oeatral tablb @nd dourclges.
It was good to meet there for lunch.

characters in the picture and | felt a hot cramp of
excitement in my body.

Jack looked at me for the first time in his life with
a simultaneous smil e.
blames the other man for the broken window of

his shop, I think he sells flowers. But, but he ARJees, 0 Melinda said, ti
didndot see the |little boyn8odndg plkeaduseDnBrdtwa is gettingu s h

with his catapult. | think h e @eally the naughty wor se. Me , |l 6m gl ad 1 6ve
one. 0 Hled, andlgcould see the laughter supervisor. He lets you get on with things and

crease his eyes. tries to help at | east. o
| half stood up, reaching across the table towards | opened my hands that had been wrapped

hi m. AWhy, UWrhaattJéck! Canyduat 6 saround my mug of tea. AW
see anything more happenisalg@ol dheo) abel ?0

sentence dropped from me with a heavy rote She gave me a sideways look through her short,

readiness, before | could catch it. bl ack curls. fAYouldre goi
He looked down at the picture again and | could advice goes wrong again?
no longer see his sharp, piercing smile. | sat |l had to | augh. 16d neve
down and pulled my chair in, peering to track his advice on confronting Ray. Maybe for those first

eyes scanning the picture. few numbing weeks after

But they werenét. The smil é&d handipgfpertags berwasoright: perhaps | 1 p
and he was staring at one corner of the picture. there was a deficit of empathy in me, that part of
The top | eft. It was his mavbhaiteocbdnétr undbaeste

he said, trailing his fingers around the stripy more than one woman.

pattern on the florist s hBubMetindassphrasehad pullédime ehrowglé, with
AJack?o all its sophisticated in
He seemed to have gone, abBulfshebdoretreated

into himself. And | was left alone with my And our words had started to flow again.

thoughts. Was this sudden acute social thinking ANo, 0 | said. Al wondét b
by Jack evidence of a new connection with She shrugged and sized up her sandwich, lifting
reality, an empathic leap across the page into it off her plate. @Al kno
cartoon shapes, cartoon people? | wanted to perhaps a change of supervisor may help. You
sustain that magical moment of hearing him know, find somgtoteeyoudt o 6 s
mind-read personal attributions, beliefs and what you want to do. | 0v

intentions, all from lines on a page.
But | had no idea how i and he only continued to
trace random patterns through limited parts of

being eaten up by thoughts of herex-par t ner
appointment to an H. O. D.
She took a bite from her cheese and tomato

the remaining pictures, saying nothing.
At least he left his scalp electrodes alone, little
electronic beetles perched in his hair, jumping
slightly and sporadically with his facial tic, which
had eased and dwindled as the session moved
to a close.
Janet seemed a little brighter at least when she
came in to collect him, but | needed my lunch
and someone to talk to.

*kk
| had one person who listened to me properly.
There was one person who kept the shadows
Probe 139 December 2008

sandwich, and | watched bits of tomato drop out
onto her plate.

| could think of no one else in the department
who might be able to supervise me. They were
interested in things like suicide in teens and
eating disorders.

Actually, there was perhaps only one person who
might be an outside possibility for supervising my
autism research.

ASo, Ilyaouw eissearch going,

www.sfsa.org.za



AEh?0 She | ooked at me wi Shelogkedzzfiora tmefile bn heraleskdand

realised | had been looking down, obscuring my smiled when | walked nervously though the door.

mouth as | spoke. AHI , Sally, so youdbve ma

AHow i s your research goinwg@20l asked, speaking

so she could see my lips clearly. AYes, o | said, feeling m

She smiled. AGood. Too damaeéd. good, actwually,

Sal ly. I dondét trust thatiGoéed. gob8h e bisishan mtgresfin e w u i

AWhich are?06 | said, pleaseseaboh euesbusen, isnot

AfDeaf kids of deaf par ent sathenthan global cognitive grodedsigg? What

advanced theory of mind i makesaamgonefecss®rsa detdil hathgr thanehe

actually pretty damned good at understanding overallgestaltof a shape or pict

ot her peoplebds beliefs, de¥ées es8 khnsaimgduesiioB DiBrow. 0 s

ABrilliant, o | said. AWhyl ddoyou wappose thandgs I

case?o0 She frowned and tilted her head, as if not sure

She signed in B.S.L. simultaneously, and then whet her she had heard me

held her body with a crossed arms gesture: | knew she would be angry, but | also knew | had

ATheyodre cover ed nguageh t h e topensastpl bad been sb scared of her, especially

from birth.o when | 6d s therrbutdwantsddoe i n g

| liked the sound and movement of that. sustain my questions, my words, whatever they

The covering gesture was wdresnorthtl dicenotsvangto staly small imalworkd e 0

| mirrored the sign and gestured towards her. of perceived giants around me.

She laughed, spraying soggy crumbs into the air. And | had a legacy | wanted to build and to leave,

Her breath smelt sweet, with a sharp cheesy dream though it may be 1 of a shared world,

edge. where people reached out with warm thoughts

| stood, signing awkwar dl wpsteadioHgjuns.gry, food find. ..

The sandwich dispensing machine had nothing | And it was still my dream.

liked, and | thought about Mel, glancing across at Al mean, even i f OEmpath

her. She was busy taking a sip from her coffee the impact of therapy and teaching mind-reading

mug, dark curls trailing over the back of her tilted skills, surely?bo9

neck. She leaned back in her chair and snorted.

| wondered how | might get on with Dr Pillay, and AWher eds Ltcan&ibuton in thathTae

if he would take me on. Finding another real interest is in the potential synergy between

supervisor would not be as easy as choosing a therapy and medication. If you only want a

sandwich-and | coul dndét seem Mastersldegrde ana hot a Doctorate then keep

Stepping into the street to clear my head, | on going. |l 6m gi ving you

waved at Mel, pausing as red and blue police ground level of innovative research to help our

and ambulance sirens shot past. Smoke hung troops. 0

low over the buildings in the distance, as if Sitting forward | found | could hold her stare,

heralding the aftermath of a bomb blast. without breaking gaze. She looked at me levelly,

We hadndt heiawed la nylt hhiandgn Onith a serity in her frown.

had good reason not to. | coul dndét believe that

It felt like the shadows were closing in on me my patriotism. Slheely, i

again, even though a pallid sun was out and the Hi tchhi keghesd doudldeo have

street was brighter and busier than usual. poets of 'The Great War', as I'd heard my great-

Some were rushing to find out what had granddad call them when | was a little girl.

happened, while others carried on shopping. Al 6m afraid | candt cont

Me, | hurried back inside. unl ess you change your r
# # said, hands pressed firmly on an orange desk

|l went to see Dr Bdbgewon af ftileeslrcould fead my mameupgde down i Sally

Charlie and his dad. Davies.

The file was closed.
Probe 139 December 2008 8 www.sfsa.org.za



| took a deep breath T a change of supervisor been urgently recalled. Your research career is

would mean at least an extra year of expense over!o

and adjustment. She seemed to sense what | Strange, r ealnfelyithadpropedyd n 6
was thinking, from my expression | think, and begun.

gestured behind me to the door. | wondered where | would go, as | made my way

| turned to see a man standing there, pale and down the research building stairs, pulling my coat
blond, brisk and square in his khaki brown in tighter against damp night.

uniform. Funny, but the shadows no longer seemed to

Shock stiffened my spine. bother me quite so much.

But he must only be an AAT Army Academic i To the clinic, then i appointments to cancel,

there was no gun strapped to his hip. children never to be see
The mantited hi s head at me. #H Rowdhatsvash real@cheremytstomach.

you, Ms Davies. 0 His voice was thro#&atty, but sure.
Al &dm Dr Butcher, the new Buthedvaiting rodtaevaseatenspty. f or

the University. All research projects with potential There were two people sitting there with their

military implications will have to be modified to backs to me 1 a small boy and a larger woman. |
include some miltarybenef i t s as wel lwasconfused and disemayel .- ltad | forgotten a

He must have been listening in somehow. He six- later appointment?

foot frame towered over me and | shrunk. Then the boy rushed over and hugged me.

ABut my r eseamitdty has no nibwasJack. Janet Gray had come over and was

i mplication, 06 | st ammer e dholdiagnry hand] smiling through tears.

He clucked his tongue at me and then smiled, Jack, face twitching, 1o
but hisgreeneyesre mai ned cool . ACgmad ¢tomegege me?0

Ms Davies, increasing peop¥Ye$sochpasaa ibu,yh, ddovk hatcean r s
understand others, such as terrorists, only appointment?0 | was stil
increases peopl eds sensi t strength yandteven maverby theaaalityof his g
themselves, and State security. | think we need a warm hug.

serious shift in resear chJadkiturnedda laoloanhishmem, eonfased | think

| stood - just - trembling and with shaky knees. by my question. She shrugged and clenched my

Al t hough I dm not much ovehahdvei geeeéer . | i Wakgasdt act
of it. ATell me what happéaekk s$eemy boobbdegetfing
AEh?0 He said, and t hen hHeslooked upat me dgairs & hughtyssmilef h e
had realised who | was referring to. creasing his cheeks. fil
AYoubdbve seeedn Imys afiidl. A Tel |sonmeemesymow,tand try to think of how to help
happened to Private Pet er hebahenlthigksohaid it makas mylfaca o t
believe my voice had stayed clear and strong, shake. o

despite my legs threatening to crumple. Could it be, | thought, a physical tic that mirrored

Dr Butcherds eyes nar r owe the effort ofdis himdeead and yetme arée <0 wa s
hard to see his brows move, as they were either quick to slap on diagnostic labels? And then a

too pale, or else he had shaven them off. new thought struck me.

ACl assified military infoinWwWhyipyoui sonsadavsal apPe
a civilian, o he said, fanudiththedquestiom| evant to the
matter at hand. 0 Amazing 1 a spontaneous emotional inference

AnOf course 1tds relevant , stiimllated lay actually viiatEnng myface. i biinfedi s
relevant. o at Jack and turned to hi
| realised then that my mind was clear, my medi cation do you have |
decision made. She rummaged in her bag,
And | did not even feel small as | pushed past Dr guess, why?o0

Butcher. Six days!

AYou candt come back! 0 He Didthatmetnghky hdadowysix ddysleft of
corridor after me. A And a sotial dinrfeg laetwben them?| s have
Probe 139 December 2008 9 www.sfsa.org.za



AHey, Sally, o0 call ed Jac kAferalywho teglly kndwBlow @uch time wes o

sad, you can still catch the seven-fifty-five to have left for anything?
Worchester to get home. 0 Oranyone.
Ihadtolaughtheniand | gave him Mel 6s BSL

6l oved sign too.

A Few of the Members who camped at Mountain Sanctuary Park and Survived the storm
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MEN WITHOUT FACES

That night | was very tired, | drove my car like a maniac.

Unfortunately, I lost control on my car, and I killed a walker.

In that moment 3 men in black are running to capture me.l didn't see their
faces.

But, they capture me. | get into the car. In that moment | see that they
don't have faces.-Help me, Help me.... | scream , but no one hears me.They
drive me to the place of the accident, but on that place was built a church.
| enter into the church.

| see that the priest and others don't have faces.-Help me , Help me-

| scream, and in that moment | wake up, and see that | lost control of my
car. Unfortunately, | killed a walker.

When | came near the walker | see that he was me !

| enter into the car, and | look in the mirror.

| see a man without face.

Gupanovil Milenko
(e-mail :milenkozup@cg.yu)
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The Lauren Beulkes Interview
Benny Alberts

For a nation with such an increasingly uncertain future and a reasonably well-developed
literary culture, South Africans have been surprisingly slow to develop a speculative fiction
tradition for themselves. Apart from a few blips, speculative fiction set in, and about South
Africa has been thin on the ground.

Lauren Beukes's Moxyland explores a kind of Africa we haven't seen or read about before.
It is a technological, futuristic, hyper-urban, dark continent that rises beyond the
condescending visions of romantic primitivism that seems to pervade so much fiction set in
Africa. The Cape Town 2018 setting is kind of a statement in itself, reminding us that the
future is going to happen to us too.

One can argue with Lauren's conclusions. That we're headed for a fascist dystopia of
mass distraction, a future of corporate apartheid and omnipresent surveillance and
oppression enabled by the very same shiny consumer gadgets the masses are clamouring
for right now. SF's record is not very good at predicting specifics. But then again, what IS
going to happen if the gulf between rich and poor continues to widen at the current rate?
What will happen if we give up our freedoms of movement expression in exchange for an
orderly police state? Why is Lauren Beukes the only one asking these questions?

| asked Lauren Beukes to tell us about Moxyland and herself over coffee and a few emails.

BA: What are your influences?

LB: I've always loved speculative fiction. | love authors like Neal Stephenson (Snow
Crash) and Bruce Sterling (Globalhead), David Mitchell (Cloud Atlas), Jonathan Lethem
(Wall of the Sky, Wall of the Eye), Margaret Atwood (Oryx & Crake) and especially Alan
Moore (Watchmen). As a kid, | read a lot of 2000AD. I still have all the old comics.

BA: Where do you get your ideas from, the cellphone thing in particular?

LB: The story is inspired by all the interesting places technology and culture intersect and
the socio-political stuff happening in South Africa, but | didn't want to write just another
apartheid novel.

The novel is about surveillance society and scary epidemics and slippery online identities,

among a whole bunch of other things. | took inspiration from real-life events, like the
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fascinating way people are interacting online, from the Belgian woman who reported the
virtual rape of her online avatar in Second Life as a real crime to real-world police or the
Chinese guy who killed his former partner over a virtual sword. There seems to be this
weird schism developing in how people experience online life.

As for the cellphone taser, it was inspired by yobs in the movies that won't stop talking and
how great it would be to just zap them. It would be great for personal safety too, if you
could zap muggers with your phone.

BA: Where does the developing world feature in all this?

LB: Well, the developing world is part of the high-tech economy too, except there the
focus is a little different.

BA: You mean like child coltrane miners risking their lives to mine materials for the latest
cellphones in the DRC?

LB: Exactly, but it doesn't have to be real mines, you get virtual mines and sweatshops
too. In online games like World of Warcraft you can make real money by performing the
tedious tasks like mining gold or earning artefacts or building up characters for rich and
lazy players who just want to have fun. It's happening a lot in China at the moment. And
actually, China is a very interesting place to watch generally. Take the Great Firewall of
China for example i the way the government censors websites and has these adorable
cartoon cops who pop up to warn you if you're venturing into restricted space. It's really
crazy, evil Big Brother-style censorship mixed up with this cute factor.

BA: So, what do you think is going to happen when the technology needed to play in
online virtual worlds filter down to the very poor as cellphones have today?

LB: All these online worlds and games, like World of Warcraft (and projects like Amazon's
micro-task outsourcing agency Mechanical Turk) presume you have leisure time and
access to a computer with decent bandwidth. The poor in SA have a lot of free time, but
limited access to the technology. But wouldn't it be fantastic if we could get some virtual
sweatshops going here, provide employment playing games?

BA: The media is mostly a source of disinformation and a tool of control in Moxyland. If
you consider the unequal access to mediums such as the internet and satellite television
today, do you think that the 'info-rich' are less susceptible to being manipulated by
propaganda and misinformation through the media than the 'info poor'? Or, does having
vast amounts of information about every conceivable topic at your fingertips merely make
you susceptible to more sophisticated forms of disinformation?

LB: We're in a very interesting time where you can tailor your media to suit your opinions

and reinforce them. You don't ever have to be exposed to a TV channel or a website that
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disagrees with you or challenges you (unless you're going there to troll).
| can relatively easily filter Fox News or rabid right wing sites right out.

But on the flip side, Google is a great equaliser. Do a search on reproductive health and
you'll get as many anti-choice websites coming up (some disguised, appallingly and
packed with disinformation) as pro-choice ones. So, it's important to be savvy too, to play
the rational sceptic and really do your research.

We see it a lot with people STILL falling for (and forwarding) email scams, petitions,
Microsoft giveaways, 419s, urban legends and how-to-avoid rape warnings, all of which
could be debunked with one click through to Snopes.com or a simple Google search.

| do think those who don't have easy access to information and the Internet (or heck, a
solid education) are at a serious disadvantage where they're at the mercy of popular
media, politicians and community leaders. Look at the recent xenophobia attacks or the
popular support base for Jacob Zuma that would ignore the constitution and our justice
system and throw out even the possibility of a corruption trial.

There's a reason countries like China and Zimbabwe clamp down on the Internet and
restrict information.

What the world, and South Africa especially, needs most is education, and not the paint-
by-numbers syllabus stuff either. We need to teach kids to think, to interrogate the world,
to understand context, to fully explore the spectrum of greys that falls in between the black
and white of core issues and make their own, thoroughly informed choices.

BA: The virtual violence seems to escalate through the book. From k i d dfanta$y $and to
immersive Quake style first person shooter until it eventually breaks into the real world
through Scorpions Elite. Are you saying virtual violence leads to the real thing?

LB: Absolutely not. It's the other way round. The violence in the games, even in a kids'
gameworld as saccharine and innocent as KiwiPop (what Toby calls Moxyland) is a
reflection of the real world. That's really what the book is about, this glossy cute pop
veneer over the dark undercurrents of our society that rush fast and deep and will suck
you under.

As Toby says (p116 | think), "What, like the kids' games? That Moxyland shit? Murder and
mayhem. Training them to be savage, don't you think? It's not about making friends with
kids all over the world; it's about getting ahead, getting one over.’

The hackneyed old video-games-leads-to-violence argument is a grossly specious one.
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Violent games might attract more violent or unhinged personalities (ditto with horror
movies, metal bands and hey, kitchen appliances) but there are millions of people who use
games like Resident Evil or GTA or rock out to crappy American hard rock bands to defrag
from their day and vent their aggression.

And there was a recent study that showed, contrary to what you'd expect, that most
players actually find it a relief to get killed in a game because it relieves the tension.

For most of us, it's cathartic. For the very, very, very few who veer that way already, it
*might* wind up their antisocial tendencies or reinforce violent thinking and behaviour.

Video games, music, movies, guns, samurai swords, bad parenting and Satan don't kill
people. People kill people. (although it's certainly easier if they have guns. I'm a big fan of
gun control)

BA: The concept 'corporate apartheid' has been used by several reviewers to describe the
setting for your book. Do you think such a state is any more resilient to change than the
racial apartheid that we have (at least in law) just abolished?

LB: While Original Apartheid was an evil, racist national state policy, the conceit of the
novel, corporate apartheid, or its real-life equivalent economic apartheid, where the rifts
between rich and poor are growing exponentially, may well be more insidious and, in the
long term, more damaging. (This is something British economist George Monbiot holds
close to his heart, if you're interested in further reading)

It's easy to identify an oppressive regime and fight against it (a little harder to actually
overthrow it, if the 46 years we spent trying is any indication).

But how do you fight against an emergent socio-economic trend? This isn't government-
imposed policy. Who is the enemy? How do you take down the big bad wolf if the big bad
wolf is something as huge and nebulous and seemingly insurmountable as growing
poverty?

Again, it comes down to education and giving people choice and agency in their own lives.
Educating the poor, empowering them to get jobs or training them in practical skills (like
good farming practices, rotating fallow land, not cutting down trees so as to avoid
deforestation and desertification), educating women about reproductive rights and
contraception and giving them an education full stop.

And, of course, curtailing rampant corporate interests and reinforcing corporate
responsibility.
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| think genetically modified crops could be exactly what Africa needs, for example
(inconclusive studies about health factors notwithstanding, we've always tampered with
genes with selective breeding of animals and crops, we just do it in a lab now). Crops that
are bred to withstand harsh and arid conditions that can supply a bigger yield to feed more
people - that's a good thing. Monsanto creating crops that don't seed, so people have to
keep buying them year after year after year - not so good.

Ditto big pharmaceutical companies that refuse to release generics of life-saving medicine
or try to patent gene sequences.

Or Arms Corporations who knowingly sell weapons and defence systems to countries that
don't need them and can't afford them. (refer Mark Thomas' As Used On The Famous
Nelson Mandela about BAE Systems selling impoverished Tanzania a military air control
unit that wouldn't suit their needs and that they couldn't afford or knowingly supplying a
corrupt Iragi regime with weapons that they knew Saddam couldn't pay for to the tune of
100 million pounds, knowing also that they'd be fully covered for the loss by the British
taxpayers AND that they could then add that loss to Iraq's war debt, crippling the country
and doubling their profits!)

Or companies (and countries) that just don't give a fuck.

BA: Moxyland has been warmly received and reviewed. What does all this success and
positive critical attention feel like when you add in the incoming kid and the ludicrously hip
job of cartoon scriptwriter?

LB: Ridiculously privileged all round. I've been wonderfully surprised by how well the book
has gone down and the amazing buy-in from people like HoneyB at African Dope to make
it more than just words on a page.

My job is fantastic, best I've ever had, creative, collaborative, challenging and energising
every day with the best bunch of people you ever met.

Where | am now, it feels like the start of things.

| know the incoming alien queen (just call me Ripley) is going to be very absorbing and my
biggest handicap at the moment is finding time to do everything | want to do anyway, but
it'll work out as long as the words keep coming. It's about discipline as much as inspiration.

BA: You sound like you lead a pretty intense life. What, if anything, do you do to make
sure you smell the flowers and relax?

LB: If you'd asked me five years ago, | would have been able to say skydiving, but | gave

that up - any sport that involves jet fuel becomes an expensive habit. Um. Reading,
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hanging out with my fantastic and hilarious friends whose own whimsies and creative
endeavours from animation to design are really inspiring, watching movies and smart TV
like The Wire or Invader Zim or The Mighty Boosh, more reading, spending time with my
best friend and tuning fork (more useful than a sounding board) and creative partner, my
husband, Matthew and our soon-to-be baby daughter aka The Alien Queen.

Lauren Beukes spends her time writing cartoon TV shows (Pax-Africa for Clockwork Zoo),
books, short stories, columns and the occasional magazine article. Her previous book, the
rollicking non-fiction Maverick: Extraordinary Women From South Africa's Past (Oshun

2005) was nominated for The Sunday Times Alan Paton award. She lives in Cape Town.

Benny Alberts is an occasional freelance journalist and full time security infrastructure
consultant based in Saldanha.
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Nova 2007 Finalist - Gordon Bilbrough
DRAGONFLY

Flant - the City of Waves, The Reynwash Principality; Sundark

Allusion:
A sand-borne son,
of the Speaker redeemed,;
rekindled, awakens the wings.

Ca-brinth Codex - annexure: Of dreams.

Leaning against the damp stone wall, veiled in There was enough, seeping through thisdark,
dank night, he watched and waited. His abysmal more than enough.

eyes wide, hunting, like always. Clammy lichen Such was the night side feeling of any

fingers, the only life the tired wall could boast, large city, a churning cesspool of waste and
sought to suck at his taut, muscular back, in regret; spite, pettiness and bile. And

some malign parody of his own purpose, but he this city was no exception, save for its soul-
ignored them. Silent, shrouded and still, he would shattering intensity. But then, that was why he
not be distracted. Or deterred. This was the was here. Shattered souls surrendered more.
destiny, the ede, that had been determined for He stalked.

him, and he embraced it, if not eagerly, then He hungered.

certainly without protest. The squalid docks were awash this dark,
Besides, he was hungry. crowded and seething I|ik
From that darkened nook he stilled himself. and with a more than similar reek. Not to say that
Inhaling his awareness inwards, he focussed it, the docks at Flant were ever fragrant, but
refined, until it was one with his purpose, thisdark was particularly odorous. It was the
contained. Then he exhaled - searching. Fleet of course, so many soldiers added to the
Questing forth. Seeking pain, or fear; betrayal, usual mix of sailors, merchants, slavers,

horror or terror; passion perhaps or even, fisherfolk and pirates. All searching for a drink, a
marrow of however unlikely, bliss. This was the brawl and a whore. And in that order.

life, and he longed to consume it. The Fleet. He smiled inwardly. Full of untried

eager youths, disillusioned wary men and cynical
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implacable veterans, all anticipating the
The

war

i mpending war .
The

impossible war. As if it really mattered.

war
Sayorteth. wi t h
Though, to them, it was the only thing that did.

The all encompassing cord-net of their destiny.
Their only, so tenuous, certainty.

It made them such easy pickings.

Full of cheap ale and gleaming bold words like
ovictoryd and 6gl oryo
unknowingly, passed the watcher by; more

k e

ng i n

med 6
their

visceralwor ds | i O mai

6deadd | ur ki
boys, singing triumphal battle marches and
clinging to each other - in brotherhood.

He yearned. Urgent and desperate, they surged
through the tightly stacked alleyways searching
out the ale- and flesh-dens that squatted sa-
toadlike amongst the warehouses, customs
sheds and
soulsease, or some last desperate grasp at
|l ovebs |l ost passion, or |
too, hunted. It was the night side of Flant that

called to them in their droves. The darker

underskirt of the largest, busiest, richest port in

the Midlands. You could get what ever you

desired in the Flant dockside, no question.

Except of course, the cost.

The Reynwash Collective did not countenance

the tarnishing of good trade with worthless

scruples, and, as the city had originally begun as

the bloodied hideaway of their pirate forebears,
morality was also not that prized in Reynwashi

society. Not when there were purses or peoples
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t Rlant, anyghing - fos thearightt prices e | f .

a n d way to &lang thay did.

shipbuil dersdo vy

to fleece; not when there were trades and

a g mansadidns to fashion Adyehing was for sadedn

An
It was this that had made Flant what it was, and,

in turn what Flant had made of the sprawling
Reynwash Principality. Every low-life and leech;
flesh-peddler and akhab merchant; exiled

criminal -turned-sailor; rapist; murderer; kin-
spurned and child-lover, if they could make their

t hey,

And here they stayed - Dockside.

a rsd mabydpotentiahcastbdersa abeke with swollen
w sulter passidres.dt wasfcartairgy imbre tdan burfedt v e

for one such as him, especially thisdark, but he

was restrained. On an eve like thisun, he felt that
there ought to be, no, that there was to be,
something more. Of course, he often felt that;

hoped for it, longed for it. One indefinable time

when it would be more than just need and lust

and lousger. V&heratiweuld ben..g something

else.

it reever vas, opstilhhe yeasned. or get , t h
And hunted for second best.

He had learnt patience. Sour-ale sorrow and
soul-bent perversion had taught him at least that.
Stale sweat, bloody lust, and semen had taught

him the rest.

Ironically, his desire was as least as great as

those he hunted, as was his vulnerability. But,

unlike them, he also needed their pain, required

it - in the most essential way.

The knobs on his back itched but he ignored

t hem. hed6d | ear

Long ago
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disfigurements that the gods had sought to blight
his already counterfeit existence.

But not his resentment.

| n hi swithohis iprecliviigs, a perfect body
was a prerequisite. A beautiful, exotic body, if
you wished to do more than just exist, and a
youthful agelessness. He was ideal. Tall, so
seemingly young, defined, chiselled and honed,
the picture of an erotic fantasy. Muscular, strong
and critically alive. He was not too masculine, but
all male, and just feminine enough. Long, shining
copper hair framed a smooth skin of burnished
bronze and eyes that enveloped, dark as desert
pools.

And he was good.

Very, very good.

The woman who had claimed his parentage had
taken particular care of that. She had trained
him, honed him, formed him. A hungry, eager
plaything. At elevenpasses he knew more than
most did at fifty, and was more than
accomplished.

She had taken care of that; practising with him
every night, showing him, using him, unless the
juice took her. A sunpass later he was her sole
support, she his only comfort.

He could have risen to the top, too. Been long
and lovingly kept by a king, wizard or empress,
wanting for nothing. He almost had, and until the
knotted lumps began to form - blemishing the
unblemished. Now he lurked in the shadows of
the |l andds vil est
and quenching his endless hunger in its squalid
unwashed armpit.

Probe 139 December 2008

His so-called parent was long gone, now that he
could no longer provide the dark rum and akhab
nuts that were her possessor. Sometimes he
found he even longed for the beatings - but only
sometimes. He did miss the love, or what had
passed for it in the dim shades of dawning. Love
of any sort was better than none at all.

He had been very young, and alone, and she
had been there. For one like him, if there were
indeed others, it had been enough.

The knobs itched again, pressing against his
back with a need almost the same as his own.
He crushed them against the wall, letting the

|l i chen pierce the skin,
Questing out into the dark, he waited and
watched, hunting.

rLiat naFeyn Gren was convinced that he hated
Flant more than anything he had ever hated
before, or was ever likely to again. Not an
uncommon opinion. The city, spawned on the

back of the docks like a boil, retained the

character of its origins

city, a monument to greed and vice and the
ocean - and it stank of fish.

rLiat was not particularly fond of fish, particularly
salt fish. In fact, he would have been ecstatic if
he never had to see another fish again, let alone
smell one.

An unlikely possibility. As if summoned by the
very thought, another shlate seller hailed him

from across the market, brandishing his

c e s s p o o glisteniag; moktledmMmerchhndise asthough it v a |

were a delicacy fit for a king - which, hard to
believe, it was - at least in some circles.
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rLiat fought the desire to deposit his dinner, also
fish, on top of the man, and, forcing a smile,
his head. 1t di
fishmongers of Flant, you never knew which ones
baited the hook of the Captain. Though Phezh-

shook

naSur, the current Captain of the Collective, was
known to bait his own hook, and to go out with
the boats when the mood took him. For some
peoples, essence and origins were of paramount
value, and of those, the Reynwashi were
devotees. Perhaps it was a pirate thing.

rLiat had no problem with that, in fact he rather
admired one of the few leaders who was not so
enamoured with his own power and prestige that
hedd

was |

f or g o t-oresails imthisscase.t ot s
that he didnot
much. An unfortunate predilection that had

ust

turned the last three ninesuns in Reynwash, the
sea kingdom, into an affliction. The fact that he
had achieved nothing during that time, save to be
endlessly courted, banqueted and shown off as
some sort of OGupcountryo
Reynwashi pursued their own agenda, did not

make it any easier to bear. Unfortunately, with

the jet-black hair, piercing green eyes and pale,
luminescent skin characteristic of his people, it

was also impossible for him to be inconspicuous
amongst the swarthier, hairy, salt- and sun-

ravaged Reynwashi. The sea may have been an
inventive and prosperous mistress for these

people, but she was also a hard taskmaster who
took a high toll. He shuddered, they were not

pretty, these Reynwashi, not by a far cry. Nor,

like their mistress, were they forgiving.
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So now there was going to be a war. A stupid
pointless war that was more about pride than
anpttang elde.0Nely prileeanddnortopoly of the
sea trade. History was littered with the tragic
aftermaths of times when pride and greed were
bedfellows, and rLiat did not plan to become
of them.
he

in that ridiculous augury. The only thing he

trapped in one

contention that was t

6rekindl e

t he

seemed to have

hatred bet ween Reynw
Just what he needed, another cataclysmic

conflict attributed to him. History, he felt sure,

was unlikely to remember him fondly.

Lost in such thoughts, rLiat shook his head, and

h watkedeom - oblivioud to theedofous sity. He was y

alone, lonely, and uninspired. He also missed
Karth something fierce, up to and including his
infuriating detachment. He wondered how the
others were doing in the halls of the Seaking,
and whether their luck had fared any better than
bisd His ohly corwilaiioh \was thdt, at least they
too would be eating fish - lots of it. He smiled
briefly, there was little else beneath the Sea of
Storms.

It was past time to do something for himself for a
change, he decided, like leave. And as soon as
possible. To Paylebs kno
prophesy, it was time to move on. And one war

hi s

woul d |

per city was absol-ut

born sonéd ust hayv
somebody else, preferably the real Speaker, and

not some Feynoren outcast.
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Which is, so often, the very perplexity of i E-eyles? Come, come, the besteel-s mok e! 0
prophesy. ALil ath grass for the yo
Lost in thought and self-pity, guilt-ridden rLiat his skin? Lilath for dreams, and power, and

naFeyn Gren, the outcast heir, walked, wealth? Durs knewthep | a ¢ e . landBugged

unheeding, into the dockside district of the great in another direction, each offer more brazen,

City of the Waves. A place he should not have more pitiful than the last. Each other hand

been. A place he had not been before. A place skilfully frisked him, divesting him of his belt

he had been warned away from. A place of dagger, jewelled buckle clasp, a finger-ring, a

danger. The great Docks, where life was cheaper few sorrel and pocket lint. The brénelnacre-

than fish or rum, and the unwary were sailfin bait. bracelet they couldnodot |

If they were lucky. purse only inspired them to greater efforts.

He noticed him first, from his hidden lair. Felt him AA rich, handsome man | i
coming, an anvil-blow in the soul. Almost he cried yes? Come, we knlbiswa y.h.i.s
out. Almost. But he was better trained than that. ADown this way! o

He did bend double, gasping, such was the force For rLiat, unaware and swamped with the

of the unshielded aberrance. Such good-fortune wasteland of their being, destiny went critical.
p He réaspdde vehe aittof his geptl, atidand a

unfamiliar turf, but how bad could it be? He

gave cause to wonder if

change of heart. He straightened from the blow
and slipped away into the shadows, seeking the would just retrace his steps, back up a street or
source of such raw feeling. This was the one for two. Besides, the squalid tragedy of this, hitherto,
thisdark, he knew it, there was even enough unseen side of Flant tugged and tore at his
there for many more. already exposed emotions. Each little hand that

He smiled, although there was no one to see it. touched him left its mournful mark on his soul.

The urchins and flesh-peddlers noticed him too.
In short order rLiat was surrounded by a sea of
tugging, pleading little hands, and high-pitched

plaintive voices, oblivious to those others

How could a people, any people, let this happen
to their children! His very being railed against it.
Thi s
him as he sped through the shadows, searching,

deeper

wa v e waslied ovéri a

marking from the shadows. calling out to him, a darkhouse beacon in a

ADid the master want a gi stdrn? Fasterpeomoved, ane fastea, spgrred dy ? 0
ALecky had a sister, a g oandrgencyhecaudnd name, @ raynting érdad e r
t han Uvfvgeornyd sc heap?29 he could barely acknowledge; slinking, slipping,
iFooRduP7m? Akhab? This way, sliding sacneauye.ofthe very shadows himself.
ADid the master wantaa bobMehadtdgettharefiist.ce boy
pretty, boy, no?o And then:
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Surprise!
Shock!
Terror.
Pain....
He stumbled and fell to the stones, the exquisite
intensity intoxicating him.

The soul-old children vanished like eel-smoke an
instant before the rough, cruel hands grabbed
rLiat from behind and dragged him into the
narrow maw of the dark side ally, pounding and
pummelling his head and face, a blade slicing up
into his side. The young ones had not survived
this long Dockside without heightened senses
and an advanced intuition for impending threat.
Neither had he. He sprang up, broke cover and
ran, lithe and urgent, fearing, knowing, he was
too late.

The early darkfall seaside rain began to fall.
nwel |,

The voice was cracked, splintered and broken

well, well, and
like the storm ravaged mast of a slaver-ship. The
face that belonged to it as wave-tossed and
scarred as a barnacled hull. rLiat could only stare
through bloodstreamed eyes in pain and terror as
the darkside face split into a gash-grin, and the
huge paw-like hands ripped his clothing apart,
mauling his person, searching for something,

anything of value. His head, loose on his

de Leshy. How wi | | I eve
|l ong time since hedd bee
he was, until his inadvertent discovery here in
FIl ant, and hedd more tha
passes lack of finery in just a few short suns.
This was now an odd ti me

revelled in it, and an ever odder one to bemoan
its loss. He imagined some post-demise
inquisition with Payle, as he begged entry to his
halls:

What were your last thoughts?

O60How sad it was that my
was irreparably destroye
Anything else?
60That at | east my underc
Your mother would be pleased
That tone sounded strangely familiar.
OFather ?0

wh 8ilencehave we here?o
6Father, is that you?6
Silence
60l could use a hand here
Silence

He was unceremoniously kicked to the off-flow
gully with a bone-capped boot, naked, battered
and bleeding profusely. The stream from his side
diluting with the rain as it sluiced away into the

harbour. He was going to die here, he knew. He

shoulders now, and strangely heavy, bounced felt 1t with every fibre
unheeded against the slimed stone walls, and thought, o6killed by the
fire sang in his eyes. He slumped to the almost have been funnyifi t wasndt so
streaming cobbles. He realised he didnodét re
0That , & he t houghtsikdosn h e hoejlstyettamdeertairdyfindt hegej liketthis.

from his body, O6was a present from the Marqui s
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Then a prescient wind stirred his soul, and he felt
the searching sea-calloused hands change their
intent upon the discovery that he possessed
nothing that the urchins
Naked, dazed, slick with steaming rain-water and
blood, rLiat Gren realised with a shock that dying
here, naked and al one,
could happen. The need to possess something,
had his

simple coin and ornaments, to what ever else he

anyt hi ng, changed

could.

Kaldag, called the Cruel, felt that he deserved at

| east something for this
coul dnot be coi n, rum or
Saaddukd6s hell s; t he

almost like one of those fey foreign girls from the
mountains, with the white skin and all - and it had
been a very long time for Kaldag. A very long
hedd |

finscut. | t

since

l ying
that much rum, that night. Ask anyone. But had

ti me. Ever

that thieving,

the Captain believed him, not a chance.
Yes, this trumped-up peacock boy would be fine,
he

daughter, and he deserved it. It was his right!

al most reminded him of
The dazed, betrayed look and the blood made it

even better. Besides, it
to be alive long enough to tell anyone. He smiled

as lust gripped his lesioned loins. and for the first
time he cried out.The pitted hands started to

slide roughly over his nipples, his chest, his
stomach. rLiat shuddered in the grip of edefear.

This was not something he had ever conceived

of not

23

happening to
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hi m,

0Ss

been prepared mentally for. His mind refused to
encompass it, the threat of violation so immense,

so shocking, that he felt his understanding, his

Vegy ceality,tbegim to slip andyy liké his life-lload, e d
into the gully.
AHMMM,

tasty. o Gurgled t

w a $he Buge medtyefingers af ené hamdfslal to his

groin and grabbed, while the other spread his

degs, reeelskgeazing sn thie megh fonds.rAdam

ring-bound digit stabbed upwards. It was
unspeakable

ASh, shhh, pretty. Sh
al ghabsi ghboarThandoi €ei
pabs®on, antd theeshnge méaty hamds spurrhenl | e f

my

boy wa sovep hissfdce fgllingeimodhe gultter-stream, the

water coursing over his mouth and nose. His legs
were yanked apart, and he moaned - bubbles in
the rain water.

His wholesworkd iwens suddevily silent) fecugsdd a ¢ e
owhaa thié tomient damplififireg @rdl erthancing

it - as the sound of a belt-buckle unclipping

boomed off the alley walls.

ANo, pl ease no! Nondhandno.h e
OnGods. Captai nods

The two calloused hands, wet and urgent,
gripped around his hips and

ke he goi

Suddenly the hands went slack, and then were

wreothingdb t | i was

ng
impossibly gone. rLiat collapsed again into the

gutter, and sobbed.

He tossed the lifeless body of the wasted sailor
away. It was of no consequence, now. He nearly
hadnot ti me;
stademfeom him.rBgt, fdn@ené € , edest i ny o

www.sfsa.org.za
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and he was here now, and so was the other. His
anger vanished and he looked at the naked,
bleeding form crumpled in the water-stream at
the side of the ally. He felt his need, his appetite,
peak. It was almost unbearable, and he revelled
in the exquisite lust of it. This had been worth
waiting, and breaking cover for. His eyes
absorbed all they could, caressing the distraught
naked form like foreplay.

He paused. There was something different about
it - him. Something....Caution tingled along his
fingers, while the knobs on his back throbbed in
time to the hoarse sobbing.

He stepped closer. Some deep part of him,
repressed for so long, so deep he barely retained
it, struggled to recognise the broken figure. He
felt he should know, something. That there was
something he should do. His blood sang with
need, but it remained ineffable.

His feeding eyes took in the refined features,
fine, almost green skin, and the sable hair. This
was something exotic, something different. Again
lost memory nagged, but remained illusive. He
was even pretty too, this boy-man, under all that
blood. That was always an added reward. He
smiled and shrugged off the memory flutterings
batting against his mind. This was his time.

The knobs pulsated, but he ignored them too.
Realising he was alive and unviolated, rLiat
began to recall himself. The pain was
excruciating, and his senses told him that parts
of him were badly broken. He realised that while
he was still alive, he might not be for long. He
needed to get help. Slowly, painfully he raised
Probe 139 December 2008 24

his face out of the still-streaming watergully. He
realised that the darkfall storm was abating, and
the rain slacking up. He struggled to open his
eyes, trying to determine what had happened to
the monstrosity that had so nearly taken him, and
had then so precipitously vanished. The alley
was dark, and blood-water vision revealed
nothing. Nothing but rain, his sodden tattered
clothes, blood and moonslight. The scene was
almost enchanting. He shuddered, and the
edewind coursed though him again.

Entangled in the grip of that same edewind, he
stepped out of the shadows, revealing himself in
the moonsd rainslashed |
For the briefest of moments time stopped,

trembling on the edgefire of Ede. Pensive

prophesy awaited to be borne.

rLiat naFeyn Gren gasped out loud. Revealed in

the evershifting pale light was the most exquisite
yout h. dead?

thoughahl L&Y &nltdti,s a m

naked 6AmM |
he
Payle, come to speed me on? Or is it the God of

Death, himself, come to take me? | never would

have thought him to be s
because he was that sort of person, he laughed.

OFunny, Il didndt expect
much after I 6d died. It

somehowo.
The youth slid closer, exuding wave after wave of
desire, intense desire, for him. It was so strong,
SO unexpected, that rLiat found himself,
impossibly, responding - despite the rain and
and bl ood. Seei

pain ng h

www.sfsa.org.za



smiled. An unthinkable smile. A smile that stole Together, intertwined, they climaxed - lifeforces

and trapped his soul. spent, subsumed and usurped, the bond

In an instant he was on top of rLiat - impaled on becoming both of them i llleaede.

his erection, and riding him. The fission of their Still impaled, and soulbound, he cried out to the
first touch jolting both of them, ensnaring them in heavens with the incredible race release of it.
the webs of each-other. Inconceivable lust The pain in his back blossomed. Leathered,
spurred and drove rLiat on, and desire and scared, hated skin cracked. Blood and puss and
passion and need. All of it inexorably melded to pain gushed and flowed. And slowly, hesitantly,
his pain and ebbing lifesense. He had to have achingly, two glistening, wet, cramped, and frail
this boy, had to. The imperative was wings broke free from their overlong
overwhelming. He arched and thrust, and his confinement. Two huge wings, spreading out
whol e being, his | ifeds | behimddimedloakinglthe sx@oessand rainlarmw e d
from him, enveloping the boy. stars. The wings of his metamorphosis. The

And he, he consumed everything - soul sucker! wings of his kind. The wings that had not been
He had never felt it like this before, never been for a thousand passes of the suns. The wings of
so energised at another 0sprapobeayc h, never had such
instant access to a soul. He revelled in the rLiat stared in wonder and lifelassitude, as atop
thousandfold emotions of this one called rLiat him, conceived of his last passion, born in
naFeyn Gren, leaching them from him, feeding perverted llleaede, an Elenden came to be. It

on them: the death of a father and king; the love could not be, but it was.

of a stable-boy; the cruelty of an Uncle - and a In a far desert the Taythwind whipped the sand
Mot her 6s betrayal; the sowmgdgngstbrm.a musi ci an; a
knife in the plains; the joy of the Brénel wild; the Somewhere, in her unconscionable prison, the
death of the colts; the all and so very strange, so WhoreofSe 6 quur awoke screarm
achingly familiar, Illea-ness of him; blood erupted from her withered back. As

lllea - the chosen. awareness of the immensity of it enveloped her,
lllea - the guardians. she thrashed and screamed and cursed her

lllea - born of phyre. impervious confinement. It was impossible, it
Suddenly he was subsumed too, taken and could not be. She was a Power, she was beloved
soulheld. The knobs on his back pulsed: from of the God. It could not be, not like this, not
throbbing to pain, from pain to fire, from fire to without recourse.

blood, and from and from blood to memory. Then she quieted as greater realisation shook

her. At least she was no longer asleep.
Impossibly, she laughed.
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Elsewhere, the sleeper shuddered, and an

unborn child smiled.

The youth who had been stolen, abandoned and
betrayed. The youth who had been cast from
ede-path to flotsam. The youth who had lived by
stealing the souls of others. The youth who had
been irredeemable, discarded that which had
been himself and looked down into the eyes of
his dying saviour, and smiled. A real smile. A
smile from his mended soul. rLiat smiled back,
arrested by the transformation, entranced by the
miracle, expanded.

AYou must name me. 0 The
Prophesy shuddered. This was unforeseen.
Leaning close over his lips, the youth begged
again. And rLiat naFeyn Gren, prince of the

blood, saw the right of it.

ARydkynn, 0 he gasped, ¥
The edewind sandstorm broke like flames on the
Correstyne.

ARy6kynn, 0 said the yol
Ryékynn Zhuur . o

Dragonfly!

He bent closer then, and their lips met. A kiss, his
first, and with it he gave rLiat back his self. Not all
of it, because it was part of his being now, but
enough for him to crawl from the ally and find a
constable oftheWat ch whoéd take him to a
healer, if he wanted.

Then he spread his new wings, felt the blood
surge through them, and flew
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Channel Surfing with the Folksinger of the Gods
The Spider Robinson Interview

Michael Lohr

Spider Robinson is one of the most underrated and unheralded science fiction writers of our day. He is
the winner of the John W. Campbell Award for Best New Writer in 1974. He won two Hugo awards for
best novella (1977) and for his short story Melancholy Elephants in 1983. In 1977, he won a Nebula
award for best novella, Stardance. His writing is fluid, taut and downright enjoyable.

From his stand alone novels such as Telempath, Night of Power and the recently published
Variable Star, to his Deathkiller trilogy, Stardance trilogy, and his signature Callahan series, few can
match his talent and creativity. Simply stated, his novels are some of the best reads around. | remember
when | first talked to Spider Robinson, it was either 1997 or 1998. | was working on an assignment for a
mainstream, pop culture magazine about a new fad called e-publishing that was taking fire on the still
blossoming Internet. My task was to interview several prominent writers from various facets of the
industry and ascertain their opinion on e-publishing, web-based magazines, ebooks and such. At the
time, Spider was rather against e-publishing, ezines or even having any sort of presence on the Internet. |
guess times change. No a web presence is almost a necessity. It seems rather archaic these days when
someone doesndt have a webpage, My Space site or

A Canadian citizen, he was born in the Bronx, New York and educated at the State University of
New York where he earned a Bachelors of Arts degree in English. He has lived the past thirty years in
Nova Scotia and the beautiful, but rainy British Columbia. He sold his first short story in 1972 to Galaxy
Science Fiction. Not only was this an important step in his writing career, but this particular story was set
inacertain cosmic tavern called Call ahandos Pl ace. |
bestselling series.

| was glad to have the chance to interview Spider again. | wanted to find out what made him tick,
what his views were on various aspects of life such as faith and science, life and culture, racism and
social progression, the origins of life, as well as Soto Zen Buddhism. Invariably the topic of music came
up; Paul McCartney, Spiderds | ove of f olwkrealhfosus c a
points.

ML:Youbve been a huge supporter and defender of RO
chance to work on the Variable Starn o v e | project using Heinleinds ex
SR: | think it was the dream of my last ten lifetimes, at least. | keep a copy by the bedside because there
are stildl mornings | wake up an dStahdhOn Aakzibar] | K €h Bie & n
an amazing dream | just ha drigble Starlseenlly thereo pstllprefenyotte y e
died | feel strongly about it, in factd b u t ready,mow.

Well , okay: once 1 6ve jammed with Paul Mc Cartney

That 6s a shadeftt dti sage o58cavel 6m a | ucky
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ML: So tell us about your other new projects? What can we expect to see from you in the near future?

SR:Bl ess your heart, spleen, and islets of Langerh
coughing blood) on Very Hard Choices, the second novel in a new series that began with Very Bad

Deathsd which just happens to be my latest novel to be published in paperback, by Baen Books. All the
books in the series will have titles that begin with very because hey, everybody needs a marketing

gimmick . Theyol | be set in and around Vancouver, and
telepath, Russell the old hippie whooés the only o
needs them both.

My specific intention with the title of this first book was to try and cue my regular readers that it is

something of a departureformed s o t hey wonoét benottaos usimyclued.eatl tC
Pl ace romp. Thereds some seriously dar é&splace enstage. e d
Someone had said of my work that I liked my own characters too much to ever write a real villain: that the

few villains | have created usually turn out to have been good guys in disguise or something. There was

just enough truth in that to sting, and Very Bad Deaths is my response: it features a villain so creepy it

took me months to scrub him out of my head afterward. Now | know why Stephen King and Lawrence

Block get those big bucks.

Now, if only all the Stephen King and Lawrence Block fans go buy Very Bad Deaths, so | can find out
whatonedoeswi t h t hose big bucksé

On a different front, Bl ackstone Au RockehIhip Gailechraasl |
aloud by med on CDs, cassettes, or a single mp3 disc. It was, literally, the first book | ever read in my life
(as discussed in the aftmatter of Variable Star), so you can perhaps imagine my deep joy.

| 6ve r eadalmlya loamdband Verg Bad Begpths for Blackstone. You can get the details at:
http://www.blackstoneaudio.com/author.cfm?ID=Spider%20Robinson. As a matter of fact, thanks to the
latter, |l am currently a finalist for t hadeAward fors t
myreadingofCal | ah a n 0Barreit &/hitanerywho has read all the other Callahan titles released so

far by Blackstone, is a past Audie winner too.

| 6m nearly f i ni dheéstwrdance Erivvgydor Blagkstanked jusbsfarting the third volumed
and after that, | O0MNdriableStarceed with recording

| do all my recording withinaten-mi nut e wal k of my home, here on Bo
remar kabl e Treehouse Studio. | t 6 s i@nal feeotding swidioanttree o f

woods, with the view God wanted, looking out over Howe Sound toward the mountains of mainland
British Columbiaéand a microphone t hhtg/wwatlkee s me s
treehouse-studio.com/

ML:Of the multitude of excellent novels youbve wri
do you | ook baYek dmadandvasawe,xafctly what | wanted t
most dissatisfied with?

SR: Which of your children is the ugly one? The best | can tell you is which took the least time and effort,
and which the most. Lifehouse almost fell out of me, so fast | could barely keep up on the keyboard. Time
Pressure took nearly three years: | was stalled for two years over the burning question, what the hell
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happens next? One day | had the happy inspiration, why not kill off the narrator? An idea | stole from a
short story my mother Evelyn Meade wrote in high school, before she met my father. God, do | wish I still
had a copy!

ML:You stated that you were influenced by Jofhn D.
mystery novel, Very Bad Deaths a result of this influence? Have you ever been tempted to write a pure
mystery novel?

SR: Very Bad Deaths basicallywasmy pure mystery novel é..fortunate
The sf content is minimal: by the standards of today, with TV shows like Medium considered mainstream,
telepathy barely qualifies a story as scienceficti on anymore. Thereds enough

as a horror novel, except that little of it takes place onstage. The point of the book is solving the mystery.

And yes, | was influenced by most of my favorite mystery writers, but particularly by John D, Robert B.

Parker, Robert Crais, and Lee Child. | really love all thoseguysd but | et 6s face it: t
total, unalloyed superman fantasies. Travis, Spenser, Elvis, Reacherdi s t here anyt hing
man they a@arydtwobmaant t hey candét have, any chall enge

| wanted to create a mystery adventure hero more likeme, one who candét run a b
without serious danger of landing in a hospital, and therefore is forced to solve his problems by thinking
his way out of them instead of just finding the right guy to hit.

| also kind of |liked the idea of an agedfarhdonwvinoed her

that the pot was bettemnghback in the Sixties (Heds

ML: What connection does musical legend David Crosby (of Crosby, Stills Nash & Young fame), have to
Very Bad Deaths?

SR: Voluntary. He finished a copy, sat down at his Powerbook, googled up my website and used the e-
address there to send me a fan letter that would have been very nice if it had come in from anybody;
coming from him, it literally paralyzed me. It took me several minutes to get up from my desk and go tell

Jeanne what had just happened. | 6svalbumbamcetime manthCr o s b
doesndét go by that | dondot take a crack at Davi dbo
guitar.

| wrote back, told David | was writing a Robert H
me. He asked ift her e was any way he could help. AFunny yc
l yrics into Chapter One that dondédt have a tuneéo
G4 Powerbook arrived with an iSight camera so we could writetoget her by vi deochat

You can hear both of us being interviewed about Robert Heinlein together at either
http://www.variablestarbook.com, or at http://www.expandedbooks.com. If anyone wants to write to my

website address, spiderweb@shaw.caand ask, 16l email them an mp3
draft of our song to David at the end of that interview. The fAYeah, 6 you can hear a

| credit him with the first-ever science fiction rock song thatwasnota novel ty comedy so
Peopl edEdter deing his classic fiwooden Ships. o It
Airpl ankRcbaenrdt Hei nl ein owned all the Airplanebs a
next door to David for awhile. Yet Robert and David never met.
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ML: It seems odd to me that as we walk upon the cusp of potentially the greatest age in human
existence, science fiction has taken a rather inexplicable backseat to fantasy in popular culture, novel
wise. | remember Tom Clancy once said that he loves reading science fiction but would personally never
write it himself because science fiction writers do not make any money. | am not sure why this downturn
has occurred, but | personally feel that science fiction will eventually make a comeback, and ascend to
become one of the premiere sources of fiction again. What is your opinion on this situation?

SR: 1 did a short speech on this subject when | was Toastmaster of the World Science Fiction Convention

for the second time, in 2003 in Toronto. |l tds to
todayds young reader s wo undiwamiagthiareinterplaeetary and interstdilar wi z
adventure: they prefer not to think any thoughts

Phooey on that gross technology junk, which has made it possible for them to complain for fully three
times as many years as their grandparents got, all of them spent in circumstances J.P. Morgan would
have considered lavish.

That s part of why | ValiaghleStaredb| badnt ohbalgbh t h&new
atleastafewcritics:because it was a starflight story. Beca
passionate themes, now overlooked: the urgent necessity to get at leastsomeof our r aceds
offt hi s fragile basket of a pl aheaudiochgs oflhim atthh end & iys s |
interview with Croz.

The more | wrote about travel to a star 85 light years away, the more | regained my own faith, my own
lifelong conviction and hope and dream and prayer that one day my grandchildren will do just that,
because it is in the nature of monkeys to keep cl
topmost branch.

Meanwhi | e, whil e | was writing itéPaul Al |l en, Ri c
million Ansari X-Prize for successful orbital flight and return in October 2004, and announcing plans to

create an entire fleet of ships for space tpoizeri sn
|l osers have quit; theyodre still out there working

And just a year or so ago, the first Heinlein Prize, half a million dollars, was finally awarded by his estate,
to Dr. Peter Diamandisd who was himself one of the founders of the famous Ansari X-Prize.

All round the world, a multitrillion-dollar industry is in the process of birthing itself, and establishing itself,

and shaping its future, which is our future. It has been all along, while science fiction readership has

been fallingé. because the smart money doesnbt rea
linesand spaceds bottom |ine | ooks very good.

| just hope they can find enough engineersd that is, kids who grew up liking Lazarus Long and Kip
Russell more than Gandalf and Harry Potter.

| 6m contributing what | can. HaMarfablecStar goto ¢he Keinleim pr o
Estate. Specifically to help keep the Heinlein Prize fund topped offd so that the executor, famous space-

law attorney Arthur Dula of Texas, will be able to keep handing out half-a-megabuck to pioneers of
commercial manned space f | i ght , in the hope that Robertads dr e

It had better be. This is our last wakeup call. Now or never. No more chances after this next one. This
earth is not enough. 1t can never be enoughonceWe b
webve finished gnawing the place bare.
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Sir Stephen Hawking said it too, last year: we must get off this ball of mud, and reach for the stars, or die.
No third choice. Barry Mann and Cynthia Wei butof sun
thisplacedor i tdéds the Il ast thing wedl|l never do. o

ML:Coul d you explain to the readers what exactly i
fiction story? Positively speaking, | 6 v e typeeofithisd cr
principle.

SR:Exactly? No. The closest | can paraphrase from
could not have happened without iIits speculative s
Il al ways | i kedisbcaimeomc eK nfiigchttidosn i s what | am point
science fiction. 60 B umntarveilousdy €onfasion-dli ¢ me It loipn d.e nfi Boiva
a science fiction edit olrdewer heédedtakpowc as h f or . o Tha

ML: | must ask you, was it a dream come true to record and release a CD of your own original music with
guitarist Amos Garrett?

SR:As with Robert: |l dondt have t ha twouldihavédreamebd ofitif o n
it had ever occurred to me. | am, today, just as stunned as | was at the moment when, after | told him |

had been asked to record four songs for a comput e
had once let me sit in with him and his famous Eh? Team for a few songsd but that had been in Smithers,

BC on Halloween, nobody sober and no tape running. | still feel the solo he blew for me on my song

AObliviono is one of the very best hebs recorded
Wondercal | ed At he finest i nstrument al break in the I
At The Oasis. o0 I me an, the man bl ew with Paul Bu

Since those sessions, he sat in for half my set at the Vancouver Island Musicfest in Comox a few years
ago (with ace bassman Gregg Carroll), and once let Jeanne and me sing a couple with his latest wonder-
group, the Amos Acoustic Trio, when they played Bowen Island. (Him and Gregg plus Doug Cox on
dobro.)

The CD you speak of has just four tracks, but Amos is on all of them, al
best session cats. The rest of the disc is me reading a sectionfromCal | ahands Key

You can hear samples and order it at http://www.spiderrobinson.com/music.html.

ML: | recently read The Crazy Years: Reflections of a Science Fiction Original, which is an insightful,
entertaining and erudite collection of articles you wrote for the Toronto Globe and Mail, a wonderful
newspaper Imustsay. How did this book project come about ?
very insightful window into their mind. My favouritei s AYou Just Canét Kill fo
Jesus/ Al l ah/ JahihetivdsBlassica/ EIl vi s 0O

SR: Thanks, Michael. The book came about because words are like the Brooklyn Bridge: you can sell
them as many times as you can find a sucker. In this case Glenn Yeffeth of BenBella Press, who has
published some excellent sf by David Gerrold and others, wrote and asked if | had any out of print novels
or story collections. Il &m happy to say | donét ;
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other. The best | could offer himwasthe Op-Ed col umns |1 6d been writing f
national newspaper, The Globe And Mail, under the titles AThe Crazy Y
Glenn bought them, published them as The Crazy Years, and t heyobéve been selli
since.

| got the column because | was sounding off about current events to a friend one day, Vancouver writer

and critic Shannon Rupp, and shed bless her pancreasd s ai d, i iDe dyjpe it up andl dend it to
the Globe. 0 For nearly a decade | got paid for being
| appreciateyourk i nd wor ds; | 6m fond of that particular <c

days, or the Globe had the budget to afford me.

ML: Your wife, Jeanne, who co-wrote the Stardance novels with you, practices Soto Zen Buddhism. Do
you practice a life philosophy?

SR:iThree things only in |Iife are real: God, human
comprehension: we must do what we can with the th
earth, in Aubr euynbastardizationbosthewldestlkiowngoetn, The Ramayana. (All other

existing translations are by Brahminsé.and Val mik

Jeanne and | were both born Cathol i c. eofBSnwyu$Suzukio s
Roshi, a student of Tenshin Reb Anderson Roshi; | use Irish whiskey. We get along fine J

ML: Who developed the computer-generated film adaptation of The Stardance Project that can be seen
on your website? Oh a il bdsedwpon tee Sthrelance madgssconmsny along and
will it be completed in time to be presented at the Robert Heinlein Centennial celebration?

SR:Shucks, that -geinredtatccadmpgutlienr, not by a | ong shot.
sti | | i mages that were created twoningRanmiber.e Jeanneds
But once again, |l 6m very glad you asked. The sche

have ready for premiere by the Centennial isthe one-mi nut e frcecen cde pstheds curren
made, for the purpose of attracting the kind of funding it will take to get the whole film done right. Even a
short film with that much CGI in it can start the meter at a quarter of a million and then tick away fast, and

we just arendét in t hatpolcekaegtuse .s p ohhseo rn, e eadnsd at hdeeye pd
might glance at an interesting minute of novel imagery, even in rough form. Cross your fingers, zero-gee
dance fans!

Folks wanting to know more can start at the page you mention,

http://www.spiderrobinson.com/stardance.htm . Thanks to the generous support of the fans, friends and
philanthropists |isted on t huding o aegie workdretlercaneepts r e c
demo. But more help is needed, and all contributions are welcome, small or large or even larger. You

can become one of the very earliest recorded patrons of a brand newartformd one t hat 6s cer
huge one day.

One of the reasons we originally dreamed of havin
about five minutes before it was first conceived, at the first Heinlein Awards dinner, his granddaughter Dr.
Amy Baxter (a paediatric pain specialist) stunned us by telling us that The Stardance Trilogy was Robert
and Gifavouyit®series. The film, and the books, spring from the same impulse that produced

Variable Star. Men and women will not go to the stars unless they can take their arts alongd for in a gulf

that vast, an emptiness that terrible, only art can console us and keep us sane.
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Because of our books, and a performance of her da
Fiction Convention, Jeanne iwlarsin3paceRrog@am,fandsheivasst f o
serious about it: even the day after the Challenger Tragedy ended that program for our generation on its
first try, she was stil!]l ready and eagetrgeedancec | i mb
herself, for real.

She still is. | wish | could buy her a ticket to orbit. | have a healthy ego, but | also know my wife is a much
better artist than | am. With luckd and some helpd she can still help to inspire whoever will become the
first dancer in space, through her film.

ML: In your excellent Callahan series, | get the sense that Jake Stonebender is very reflective of your
personality, quirks, cravings and all. Is this an accurate analogy?

SR: The basic difference between Jake and me is that he was a better folksinger, able to keep hanging
on when the rest of the country turned in its musical wisdom to disco instead. We are both equally
blessed in our wife and our daughter. He has more friends than | do, but none better. And we test out in
the same percentile for both job and life satisfaction: the upper hundredth.

| am more heavily hung, however; even today there are limits on what you can say in a book intended for
a family audience. A few, anyway.

ML: Speaking of which, what novels do you have or had at one time, optioned for film, graphic novel or
video game? | think the Callahan series would be an excellent television series. | heard that negotiations
for just such a deal with the Sci Fi Channel fell through recently.

SR:1 wish theredod BeenFia €Cekannel deal for Call ahan
novels have been optioned at one time or another
far, nobodydés ever inched over t ha bansmalgchangelithene p a

fabled First Day of Princiopal Phot ography when, i
stopped holding my breath. | always assumed Robert Heinlein was turning away aggressive Hollywood
offers all his life, for craft reasons: turns out the phone only started to ring after his death.

| have two very good hip smart film/TV agents in LA now, Kevin Cleary and Josh Morris of Content
Houseébut a few years back | had a dif f eatmentbfhiagen
own to several places including the Sci Fi Channel. Every time | asked to see it, the subject changed
somehow. Finally | had a producer friend get one from him by fraudd and fired him on the spot. All |
recognized from my own work was the name Callahan, and the general notion of unusual things occurring

in a place where alcohol could be purchased. There was still a musician named Jake, a very minor
characterébut the hero and viewpoint charact elkill wa
it if it does) Prince Zorgg. Each week a different Funny Alien would walk in and tell a story about the star

he | ived on. Ther edreal@al Ipodhands nt rceatcméd ratt i gyt ial
has retired. (Another week, tops . ) At t he mo me Wariable Bteryar@a splersdido ppi ng
treatment Josh did for The Free Lunch (and showed me before Kevin sent it out). Wish me luck!

There was once, decades ago, a very good, hiltemi o
by a lunatic genius named Josh Mandeld for which my recordings with Amos Garrett were made. Sadly,

the week it was going to release the game, Legend Entertainment was bought out by a much bigger outfit
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