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Greetings again, my friends, colleagues and acquaintances. I hope your
summer went out with a bang and that your autumn is off to a good start.
In this issue you will find another ‘in memoriam,’ some pictures of a tee
shirt, a rant or two, and a now-becoming regular contribution looking at real
science. Do you all have your Doctor Who costumes ready for Halloween?
(Tch, as though you need the excuse?? ;-)

Rest In Peace, Jack Horkheimer
As briefly mentioned in the last
issue, Jack Horkheimer passed away
on 20
August
2010.
Jack
Horkheimer is known across the US
for generating interest in amateur
astronomy, courtesy his 5-minute
weekly naked eye presentation, once
known as Jack Horkheimer: Star
Hustler, later changed to Jack
Horkheimer: Star Gazer, when
internet search started taking off
and they didn’t want users to keep
getting results for the Larry Flynt
Hustler magazine.
With all of my talk during the past few issues about the old ‘Sci-Fi Friday
Night’ (SFFN) block of science fiction TV shows that used to be on Iowa
Public Television, I somehow neglected to mention the one staple in the
lineup that was science fact: Jack Horkheimer. (However, I did talk about him
very briefly in the greeting to Vol. 1, Issue 4.) He was always very
interesting. He was terribly camp but obviously very excited about and
expert in what he was doing. He was also painfully obviously bald and wore
a ridiculous toupee most of the time, but this in itself just added to his
charm, in a very strange and ironic way. It always seemed a little awkward
and perverse to be watching TV very late at night at around 10.30 or 11 PM,
especially in the summertime, when Jack was encouraging the viewer to go
outside and look at the heavens. If it hadn’t been for Jack, I wouldn’t have
known about the Perseid meteor shower that’s highly visible every August,
nor that the constellation of Cassiopeia looks a bit like a letter ‘M’ or a letter
‘W.’ Sometime in October 1998 I got up at about 2 AM (on a weeknight) to
see some wonderful meteors, and I certainly wouldn’t have known about that
if it hadn’t been for Jack.
The theme to his show was an electronic version of Claude Debussy’s
‘Arabesque Number 1.’ It’s fantastic, and it’s now forever totally Jack’s. His
Wikipedia entry states that he died at 72 of a respiratory condition he had
suffered from since he was a child.
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Rest in Peace, Jack, and thank you for all those years of telling me and so
many others about ‘the biggest show of all – the universe.’

Michael Grade Is Not Innocent!
Back in 2002 when Michael Grade was on Room 101 and threw Doctor Who
back into it again, he also wanted to throw customs duties into the bin. In
order to keep the customs officers from stopping him on entry to the UK,
host Paul Merton gave Grade a royal blue t-shirt which had the words
‘Michael Grade is Innocent!’ written on it, alongside the familiar portcullis of
HM’s various taxation departments on the visual right.
Illustrating my crazy sense of humour I went to my local t-shirt printers in
Iowa with some Photoshopped graphics and asked if they could make a tee
for me. They did, and to make it cost-effective I had to get about five of
them made. Gawd knows what those rural small-town Midwestern people
must have thought when the reference made absolutely no sense to them
whatsoever. The front looked like this (they managed to forget to capitalise
the ‘i’ in ‘is,’ as I think I just told them the font name – thanks, you dimwits)

Here is a detail of the portcullis:
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And the back looked like this, which was the title of the then-rather-recently
published Grade autobiography.

I think I wore it to one convention and then the all-too-specific moment
passed and a few went straight into storage and/or the bin. If you’re
absolutely desperate for a pointless tee I could have a rootle around, just
drop me a line. ☺

The Truth is Stranger than Fiction by contributor, Anthony S.
They all have it in common: the Alien series, Buck Rogers, Star Trek (TOS
‘Space Seed’.) Arthur C Clarke’s Frank Poole (3001: The Final Odyssey)
survives as a result of it. Even the good Doctor stumbles across it from time
to time (‘The Ark in Space,’ ‘Resurrection of the Daleks.’) For years the
problems of long journeys across space were solved with the wonderful idea
that somehow we could freeze time biologically and wake up at the other
end. But if that was the only application of cryopreservation then perhaps
we would not be worried about the latest developments in this field.
Shortly before the turn of the century (that is, the 20th century, just in case
you are reading this a few hundred, or thousand, years from now) Anna
Bagenholme froze to death. Her body temperature dropped to 13.7C and yet
she was revived three hours later. The technique learned from this accident
is now being used to operate on patients where standard bypass units are
not suitable. Crucially the technique does not actually freeze the body
(where cells start to break down because of crystallisation.) So while a
person can be speed cooled to kill them for an operation in order to revive
them, it is not yet a recipe for long term sleep. However, it does provide an
insight into death. It is no longer the instant blinking out of the light. For
these operations, the patient is, for all intents and purposes, dead with no
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brain activity. After the operation the body is reheated and the heart
restarted. Hey presto, the body returns to life.
There has, however, been further research into putting cells on ice. (Science
Daily, Aug 20, 2010) Worms and other organisms thrive on ice because of an
enzyme called AMP Phosphatase. This allows them to turn their cellular
internal thermostats down. And if the researchers can get individual cells to
survive on ice, it will only be a matter of time before entire organs (or
collections of organs) can be made to survive.
And this is the yucky bit! At present, twenty-four hours is the maximum time
to get an organ from just died to donor for a successful transplant to take
place. Just imagine if it were possible to store an organ for longer? Perhaps
even keep an organ bank. Far cry from the lofty ideals of interstellar travel,
the books of Larry Niven tell of a twenty second century when criminals are
harvested for spare parts, and ‘organleggers,’ criminals who kill people to
stock their organ banks.
So, cold sleep for interstellar travel or intergalactic megalomaniacs, not likely
– we can’t even get back to the moon. It appears that real cryonics (not the
crude eighties fad of sticking your head in a bucket of liquid nitrogen) may
actually be around the corner. Beware of jumping in: Niven’s UN of the 22nd
century (Flatlander, 1995, formerly published as The Long Arm of Gil
Hamilton, 1976) passes a Freezer Law, declared that such people were
statutorily declared dead and therefore donors!!! Mmm, Corpsicles! Yummy!

Sayonara, Jeff Zucker
I could hardly let this momentous event slide without making some kind of
comment: Jeff Zucker has ‘voluntarily resigned’ as CEO of NBC Universal, as
Comcast’s merger with NBC Universal is finalised. I, and many others like
me, say this hasn’t come soon enough. Zucker went directly from Harvard
into NBC’s The Today Show, and kept moving on up from there. He has a
news background and NBC News has flourished in his tenure. His abilities to
handle talent and the entertainment output of NBC, however, are
nonexistent, and this has left NBC in fourth place in the ratings race between
the Big Four networks (CBS, ABC, Fox.)
As much as I don’t like the vertical integration of media outlets, production
and distribution that the Comcast-NBC Universal merger represents, I have
had numerous personal grievances with Jeff Zucker. The first thing he and
his team did which really annoyed me to no end was to kill off the Trio
network. Trio was a fantastic digital cable network which had loads of arts
programming; rare concerts and things. Trio was NBC-owned so they were
only too happy to put Rowan and Martin’s Laugh-In (an NBC classic show) on
during the daytime. Trio also had a great series called Brilliant But
Cancelled, which did exactly what it says on the tin: looked at programmes
that were critically received very well, but disappeared due to poor ratings or
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whatever other reason.
(This has since taken on a life of its own,
http://www.brilliantbutcancelled.com ). Basically NBC suddenly found
itself owning both the Trio and the Bravo network and Zucker ‘n’ Friends
couldn’t figure out how to make the two ‘arts’ networks distinct enough
from each other, and so killed of the Trio network under a guise that it
would return under a pay-IPTV subscription model, which never happened.
Strike One.
Strike Two was much more personal to me: the woo-ing and subsequent
screwing over of one ‘The Grand Moff’ Steven Moffat, with a great idea to
make a U.S. version of his sitcom, Coupling. Having had a few conversations
with Steven at the time and knowing my Anglo-American TV history, I was
absolutely livid over this. Some will be aware that Steven’s mother-in-law (he
is married to Sue Vertue) is one Beryl Vertue of Hartswood Films, which
made Coupling. Back in her day, Beryl was a writers’ agent and represented
Johnny Speight, writer of Till Death Us Do Part (as well as one Mr Terry
Nation, partially keeping his rights to the Daleks.) Beryl, in her own words in
a letter to me in 2004, ‘pioneered the format deal’ by negotiating the
adaptation of Speight’s ‘Alf Garnett’ to Norman Lear’s ‘Archie Bunker’ in All
in the Family. As much as I’d love to think that Jeff Zucker didn’t know this,
I rather think (just to make him more like a pantomime villain) it’s more
likely that once someone told him who he was actually dealing with, he
didn’t care, and treated writer Steven, his producer wife Sue, and his ‘US
Adaptation Format Deal Pioneer’ mother-in-law Beryl with no respect
whatsoever.
As I recall it, Steven related that Jeff had contacted him/Hartswood and he
had seen Coupling on BBC America and wanted to adapt it, but he didn’t
want to change a thing. Then he went and changed everything to make it
into a Friends clone with sex, effectively telling Steven, Sue and Beryl to
bugger off (or, ‘take a creative backseat’ as I believe it was euphemistically
termed). He apparently didn’t even think that perhaps Norman Lear may
have been a little more respectful toward the writer and his agent in the
1970s and ended up with four or five shows springing out of that initial first
deal in the end (All in the Family, Maude, The Jeffersons, Archie Bunker’s
Place, and by extension, Sanford and Son) – or that he was dealing, however
indirectly, with the same person that Norman had been dealing with then.
And he obviously didn’t notice that Coupling is Steven’s self-insertion
narrative: ‘Steven’ (Jack Davenport) and ‘Susan’ (Sarah Alexander) are the
sex-farce versions of himself and his wife. This is a prime example of Jeff
Zucker’s inability to handle the entertainment side of the business, not to
mention his American know-it-all arrogance. Any idiot knows that British
audiences watch much more American shows than Americans watch British
shows – even by that logic Steven, Sue and Beryl were much better placed to
figure out what works and what doesn’t in a US adaptation. Unsurprisingly,
the US version of Coupling died a death extremely quickly. I just cannot
think why. (One wonders what lessons were learned and how differently the
NBC adaptation of The Office played out with Steven Merchant and Ricky
Gervais.)
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And finally, Strike Three is, unsurprisingly, the much more recent and much
more devastatingly stupid mistakes that were made with Jay Leno, Conan
O’Brien, The Tonight Show, and Late Night programmes. These huge
blunders are no doubt very fresh in Comcast’s collective mind. Back in Vol.
1, Issue 3 of this fine publication I related the whole story of how Zucker
tried to keep everyone happy by keeping Leno and O’Brien at NBC with chat
shows. It’s quite a saga and one that’s probably much more easily Googled
than me trying to truncate it again, but the main result was that NBC
Universal lost Conan O’Brien and had to make a massive payout to him and
his production colleagues, losing face with executives, NBC affiliates, and the
all-important Joanna Q. Public. (Even back in Issue 3 I wrote, ‘NBC has been
in the dire straits of lack of ad revenue and expensive programming for a
good long while. Hate to blame this on the useless head bod Jeff Zucker
placing far too many crappy reality shows in the schedule, amongst other
stupid actions on his part, but … tch, waitminnit, no I don’t.’ And
continuing on from Issue 3, maybe Rex Is Not Your Lawyer may resurface as
a result? – doubtful, methinks.)
You may well ask yourself why on earth I care so much about NBC or about
how terrible Jeff Zucker was there. The answer is that I grew up in extremely
heady days for the network, under the genius leadership of Brandon
Tartikoff. So much of my childhood television viewing (most especially
sitcom) was on NBC, that it’s quite tough for me personally to watch how
badly the ‘terrestrial’ NBC network that occupied so much of my viewing
habits of my youth has suffered under Zucker.
NBC really made me
passionate about television in the 1980s and 90s, and is a very large part of
what made me really want a career in the media (poor deluded fool that I
was and that I am). Zucker has run all that success I remember so fondly
into the ground.
Zucker’s not all bad, after all: as I said, he does know news, so NBC should
have kept him in the news division, not placed him overseeing the
entertainment arena. Reading various industry articles around Zucker’s
resignation email to NBC Universal employees on Friday, 24 September, it’s
clear that the whole industry knew he was going to have to go when
Comcast’s deal went through. He has said his next ambition is politics –
well, considering what a terribly poor negotiator and diplomat he was at
NBC, I, quite frankly, weep for the electorate.

Obligatory YouTube Stuff
This time out, in honour of Halloween: an American guy making his son a
Dalek costume for Beggars’ Night. You know that kid got totally beaten up
by the other kids – notice he doesn’t go out begging for candy with any
other children. Still, it’s so nice for someone like me who grew up in a place
that didn’t have general public knowledge of what a Dalek is, to see an allAmerican kid do this. The folks he meets will have a good idea of what a
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Dalek and what Doctor Who both are. And although I hate to use the word
‘cute,’ it is pretty cute. http://tinyurl.com/halloweendalek
Surely many of you will be familiar with the song, ‘I Am What I Am.’ But you
may not be familiar with the troupe performing parodies of the West End
musicals and shows, entitled Jest End. One of their performers imitates John
Barrowman’s vocal range and style on a song called, ‘I Am Barrowman.’ You
can
probably
guess
the
nature
of
what’s
coming…
http://tinyurl.com/iambarrowman
Some readers will doubtlessly be familiar with Stephen Colbert, late of The
Daily Show with Jon Stewart, who now hosts his own satire/parody of rightwinged Fox News hosts Glenn Beck and Sean Hannity, entitled The Colbert
Report. Recently Colbert filed a ‘repore’ on how he found the experience of
intense farm labour, harvesting corn, which is often done in the US by illegal
immigrants. His sarcastic point was that these immigrants are taking away
jobs from legal US citizens/residents. He was sent to the cornfield to
harvest and pack corn, finding the work ‘too hard,’ much like most legal U.S.
workers probably would. Colbert then testified before Congress, and
Representative Steve King (Republican) of Iowa commented toward him.
Colbert’s responses used the phrase ‘corn packer’ which he indicated is ‘an
offensive term for a gay Iowan.’ Oh, how I laughed. If this gets taken down
at any time a quick Google search of ‘Stephen Colbert’ and ‘corn packer’ will
almost surely find it. http://tinyurl.com/colbertcornpacker

I Got Papped!
As has been mentioned in this publication before, my husband works on the
West End production of Les Misérables. Some may be aware that 2010 marks
the 25th anniversary of the world’s longest running musical. In honour of
this, the producer, Cameron Mackintosh, held a couple of great big concerts
at the O2, with a view to ancillary markets such as DVD releases and no
doubt television broadcasts (and I’m sure it will end up on Iowa Public
Television pledge drives). Hubby of course got two complimentary tickets
and we went along to the matinee on 3 October.
It was thoroughly enjoyable. A big trailer/promo started the concert, on 3
major screens above the stage. It included all the wonderful statistics that
Les Mis has achieved; the many countries and cities it has played in, the
many languages it has been translated into, and, of course, Susan Boyle on
The X Factor (not singing, just the visual). I was pleasantly surprised to see a
clip of Idina Menzel and Lea Michele on Glee, again without any audio, and
again with ‘I Dreamed a Dream’ (had to have Menzel, couldn’t just have
Michele with ‘On My Own,’ on her own, eh?) Apparently I missed Gary Morris
in the opening trailer, who, as I’ve also mentioned before in this publication,
is an old favourite 80s country-pop singer of mine and a former Broadway
‘Jean Valjean,’ (now a record producer I believe) but hubby said he saw him
in a ‘recording studio’ setting. An apparently shockingly high amount of
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people brazenly ‘cammed’ the performance(s) and put a whole lot of it up on
YouTube, and hubby found the opening trailer. Sure enough, there’s Morris
for a brief second and a half; looking about halfway ‘youthed’ from now and
his early-to-mid-80s country-pop heyday.
As a concert it is quite different than the musical production because there
is not even a quarter as much ‘stage acting’ involved and everything is sung
into microphone stands instead of the characters singing to each other. The
American teenage heartthrob Nick Jonas played ‘Marius’ and Matt Lucas
played ‘Thénardier.’* (And no doubt quite a few of the screaming Jonas
fangirls put those loads of clips up on YouTube). I would say Jonas was OK
but when they got tons of former cast members together to sing at the end,
Michael Ball’s performance (with Marius’ singing part) blew him completely
out of the water. Lucas was surprisingly good.
We sat in great seats on the floor, directly in front of the A/V desks where
various cameras and sound desks were being employed. A Sony camera was
sitting right behind our seats, and I couldn’t quite figure out what it was
doing there, as it was obvious that it was not being used as part of the video
element of the show for the audience way up in the nosebleed sections. So I
waved into it a couple of times, and when it was over I pretended to do a
video blog/presenter type spiel into it, saying something like, ‘Well, that was
the Les Misérables 25th anniversary concert ladies and gentlemen, it was
wonderful to watch’ or some kind of improv insanity. There were around
23,000 there so we waited until quite a sizeable chunk of the audience had
left to actually exit the venue. I waved at the camera and said, ‘byeeee!’ upon
our departure.
Upon returning home we received a tweet from one of the actors who played
‘Jean Valjean’ in the West End, and thus hubby is his former work colleague.
He tweeted thusly:
‘Look who was all over the backstage TVs this
afternoon...’ and that’s when I discovered we’d been papped!**
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(Yes it still counts even if you get papped on a video monitor.)
I know it’s in black & white for the printed edition, but weirdly enough the
colours of the French flag on the screens are reversed, blue-white-red, to redwhite-blue, though hubby was in purple and I was in teal! It turns out that
most of the West End crew were all backstage watching the video link from
this camera, and told hubby that they all were cheering for him on his next
day at work! Apparently toward the end they were a little annoyed because
when all of the former ‘Jean Valjeans’ and other former cast members were
singing at the end, and the librettist, composer (Alain Boublil and ClaudeMichel Schönberg, respectively), Mackintosh et al made their speeches, they
couldn’t see because we were standing up. Unfortunately, the whole
audience stayed standing for the 10 to 15 minutes this took, so they
wouldn’t have been able to see anyway! :-P
* Of course the aforementioned Jest End has satirised Les Mis and a certain line in
Thénardier’s ‘Master of the House’ which contains the words, ‘free for all’ became a ‘sweet
F-A’ in our minds, as per this: http://tinyurl.com/jestendlesmis , but unfortunately a lot of
the rest of the audio is hard to hear.
** I’d prefer the term ‘razzoed’ myself, as in, ‘paparazzo,’ as ‘pap’ has pretty nasty
connotations for a female. I can’t use ‘razzied’ because that would sound like ‘rot-seed,’ and
ROTC is the US military Reserve Officer Training Corps. High school students enrolled are
colloquially called ‘rot-see Nazis.’ Perhaps that’s even more appropriate… depending on your
view of paparazzi.

Ssshhh…
If any of you are on Twitter, be sure to wish my hubby a ‘Happy 42nd Birthday’ on
10/10/10 … binary for 42 … and thus, the day is The Answer to Life, the Universe,
and Everything! - http://fortytwoday.com The organisers and participants of ‘42
Day’ will be giving hubby lots of birthday wishes, as have the editors over at the
BBC’s h2g2: http://tinyurl.com/markis42 . Tweet your birthday greetings to
@markydonovan , the hashtag is #happy42daymark, or you can also send your
message via more traditional means on mark at donovan dot net . Thank you all!
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