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To the popular press, David Brin is perhaps best known as the author of The Postman, which became a movie starring Kevin Costner. However, for Anne McCaffrey, David Brin was the amazing person who penned Sundiver and followed it up with the Hugo and Nebula Award-winning Startide Rising and the also Hugo and Nebula Award-winning The Uplift War.

David constantly referred to Anne McCaffrey as “Annie,” being one of those admitted to such intimacies. Although separated by one continent, an ocean, and thousands of miles, David and Anne kept a long and cheerful correspondence, and he was always a welcome guest at the original Dragonhold and, later, Dragonhold-Underhill.


Anne McCaffrey, Believer in Us
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DAVID BRIN

[image: smalldragon] LET ME TELL you about a colleague and friend, a wonderfully vivid writer who entertained millions, who also helped distill for me the essence of my profession.

It happened one day when we were both being interviewed by a reporter who referred to the famous McCaffrey Dragonriders of Pern books as fantasy novels.

Oh, how Anne bristled! With clenched restraint, she corrected the reporter:

“I don’t write fantasy. I am a science fiction author.”

Now, a great many people have tried to define the difference between fantasy and SF, two cousin genres that share the same section in most bookstores and the same professional organizations, yet always appear to be in a state of tension. Some try to explain the distinction as a matter of past versus future; or settings that shift from medieval, mystical realms to far, far interstellar space; or the various gimmicks and tools (e.g., swords versus spaceships) that empower characters to make epic journeys or take on impossible odds. One can argue that there is a vast moral distinction between magic and science—for example, in the way that mages almost invariably deal in secret knowledge that they share only grudgingly with normal folk. That happens in science too, but those scientists are called villainous or “mad.”

And sure, one can easily see how some folks make simple, lazy assumptions about the central epic tale created by Anne McCaffrey. Hey, if it’s got dragons, well then, it must belong in the same category as Tolkien, right?

Anne dealt with that part of it swiftly. “My dragons were genetically engineered. Scientists designed them to help colonists save themselves from a terrible environmental threat.”

Hmm, well, okay. Only you’ve got to sympathize, at first, with folks who make the fantasy assumption by glancing at her covers or skimming some random scenes. It’s not just the dragons, you see. Most of Anne’s tales are filled with colorful characters who don’t just face challenges and danger; they also have skills, jobs, and crafts that are linked to a feudal-like setting. They farm and weave and make things like candles and ink and tapestries and epic oral poems. There are great stone castle holds, with much talk of herbal lore and fathom-deep traditions. Her pages are rich with duels and nobles and bards and songs and brave knights of the sort that are standard fare in your typical fantasy novel. If you’re going to judge by superficialities, like the furniture, then it’s easy to see why some people make assumptions.

But Anne was insistent. There is a deeper difference, and it goes to the heart of what makes her tales science fiction, after all. The characters in her Pern epic start out dwelling in a feudal setting, all right. But unlike the endlessly repeated trope protagonists in all those Tolkien-clone universes, most of them don’t want to!

Moreover, they don’t intend to—not for any longer than they must.

In the course of Anne McCaffrey’s fictional universe—as the stories unfold—people discover relics of an older time and learn that things weren’t always this way—with peasant-serfs tied to the rocky land, wracked by filth, pestilence, and arbitrary rule by hereditary lords, with gender and class roles stiffly predefined and strictly enforced, with people staring in occasional wonder at the great dragonriders who protect them from raining death.

Sure, their condition is eased by a myriad of lovely traditions and crafts, reflecting the makeshift creativity of brave folk, by improvising—making the best of things across centuries of darkness. As a fallback position, feudalism can be a preferable stopgap to keep from tumbling all the way down to caveman or tribal existence . . . or extinction. Despite all of its wretched aspects, including deep and inherent injustice, feudalism has another side; its horrors can be moderated and softened, even livened by the ingenuity and pride of clever, brave folk. And McCaffrey’s Pernese characters—in one deeply moving tale after another—brilliantly illustrate both sides.

Only, during the span of many novels, they come to discover a core truth: that things could be better.

That once upon a time they were better.

That their civilization fell, long ago, from a height so great that people once voyaged between stars, cured disease, led unconstrained lives, pondered secrets of the universe . . . and even made dragons.

Moreover—and here is what distinguishes the characters of an Anne McCaffrey novel from those who live in similar situations penned by other authors—as soon as they realize how much they’ve lost, they start wanting to get all of those things back.

By the third Dragonriders novel, where they find cryptic remnants from the interstellar times—and as more relics and clues are uncovered in later books—Anne’s characters know that there’s a different way. People don’t have to live in grimy ignorance and violence, even lightened by clever medieval arts. It will be a long climb back, but they itch to get their hands on flush toilets, movable type, computers, and democracy. And one thing is certain—they are going to quit being feudal, just as soon as they can.

Perhaps when they become starfarers once again, they will remember fondly the lore that stitched them together during the long Dark Age. They may keep singing the songs, and even doff their hats to the scion of a lordly family or the current dragonmaster . . . so long as they have helped bring the renaissance and truly merit honor. Oh, but if those high and mighty ones get in the way? Try to obstruct?

I pity the fools.

Oh, sure. Feudalism tugs at something deep within us. Those images of lords and secretive mages and so on resonate in our hearts because we’re all descended from the harems of guys who managed to pull off that trick of grabbing for themselves a pinnacle of inherited power. Why else would we, the heirs of enlightenment heroes, like Franklin and Lincoln and Edison, who finally ended the 6,000-year feudal hell, run off to fantasy flicks filled with bickering kings and elves and wizards and masters of arcane arts? We all have magic crystals on our tables that let us peer at distant lands, sift through all the world’s knowledge, and converse with folk all around the globe. But how much more romantic to imagine that only a dozen demigods and mages had palantírs, instead of five billion peasant citizens!

No, there is clearly something deeply appealing about those old ways, the symbols and terrors and pastoral pleasures and songs. Anne McCaffrey certainly made good use of those resonating themes, and more power to her!

But Anne’s notion of the time flow of wisdom was always aimed forward, rooted in a love and gratitude and belief in progress, in our ability to raise better generations, in a hope that more wondrous days will come.

She was a science fiction author—one of the best. And I’m proud to say she was my friend.
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DAVID BRIN is a scientist, tech speaker/consultant, and author. His new novel about our survival in the near future is Existence. A film by Kevin Costner was based on The Postman. His sixteen novels, including New York Times bestsellers and Hugo Award winners, have been translated into more than twenty languages. Earth foreshadowed global warming, cyberwarfare, and the World Wide Web. David appears frequently on shows such as Nova, The Universe, and Life After People, speaking about science and future trends. His non-fiction book The Transparent Society: Will Technology Make Us Choose Between Freedom and Privacy? won the Freedom of Speech Award of the American Library Association.
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Read this,” Mum said, thrusting Carpe Diem into my hands. Son or not, when Anne McCaffrey thrusts a book into your hands, you read it. Later that night, she was roused by the sound of me rustling through her bookshelves looking for more!

Mum totally loved the Liaden universe. Sharon Lee and Steve Miller are an amazing writing team and, as you’ll see, very important to Anne McCaffrey.


Why Are You Reading This Stupid Shirt?

Remembering AnnieMac
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SHARON LEE and STEVE MILLER

[image: smalldragon] WE TREASURE TWO photographs of Anne McCaffrey, here in the Lee and Miller household. Both of them show Anne enjoying herself immensely, posing with authority and just a little bit of ’tude.

The first photo was taken by Steve, in 1978, when Anne was Guest of Honor at BaltiCon 12. She has one arm casually slung around the domed head of a familiar ’bot, cigarette in one hand, drink in the other. Her head is up, her expression mischievous, and she’s wearing a very fannish sweatshirt, or a long-sleeved T-shirt, that puts forth these cosmic questions:

       Why is man on this planet?

       Why is space infinite?

       Why are we doomed?

       Why are you reading this stupid shirt?
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In 1978, Sharon Lee and Steve Miller were not yet a team, though it happened that they both did, in very different capacities, attend BaltiCon 12.

Steve was a member of the concom (a fannish word for “convention committee”) and as such had contributed to the decision to bring Anne to BaltiCon as the Guest of Honor. He was also a full-time freelancer, writing fiction, music, and book reviews while stringing for a couple of local Baltimore-area newspapers. He was on the premises at the Hunt Valley Inn early, and as the only member of the press to ask for the honor, Anne granted him an interview and a photo op.

It was during the interview that Steve snapped the photo described previously; it was used in the Unicorn Times, the local Baltimore arts paper, as the lead photo for his story about BaltiCon.

After the interview, Steve and Anne toured the convention venue before it filled up, and before the rest of the concom arrived, since she had arrived the night before from Ireland.

The two hit it off, the way lubricated by the large number of “remember me to Annie!” exhortations Steve delivered from mutual fannish and professional acquaintances. They also found themselves at one regarding the benefits of workshops in writer development, Steve being a Clarion West survivor.

Since Steve’s first and second pro stories for Amazing had just been published, Anne dispensed advice on good markets and avoidable markets and urged him to join SFWA—the Science Fiction and Fantasy Writers of America—instantly. She also went on at length about how important art was to writers, something she greatly appreciated since Michael Whelan’s cover art for The White Dragon was making waves and bringing increased attention to the book’s upcoming release.

Now, science fiction conventions don’t just happen, appearing at a hotel some Friday afternoon and evaporating at Sunday midnight. They are the effort of a particular science fiction community, such as the Baltimore Science Fiction Society, and they are run from opening ceremonies to the dead dog party (and for many months of planning before) by volunteers from the community.

As with all large undertakings, there are sometimes . . . glitches. When a glitch is discovered, members of the community step up to fix whatever’s gone wrong.

And so, on the morning of the Friday afternoon on which BaltiCon 12 was to begin, it was discovered that a whole file box full of name tags for the preregistered attendees had not yet been typed. (In 1978, we still did these things by typewriter and by hand.) Friday morning is always a frantic pre-con time, with a lot of last-minute tasks and setup to attend to—and the badges shouldn’t have been one of those “last-minute” things.

There was, on discovery of this lapse, a rather . . . energetic discussion in Ops (a fannish word for “operations office”) regarding how the name tags were to be made ready in time to open the registration table at four. The discussion was so energetic, in fact, that no one noticed that the Guest of Honor had entered the room and had heard the whole kerfuffle.

“I can,” she said, using all the lung power of a trained singer, “type, you know.”

There was a period of silence while people caught their breaths and waited for their ears to stop ringing. Then came a gentle objection from the con chair: Surely, they couldn’t ask their Guest of Honor to do gofer work.

“I’m bored,” was Anne’s answer. “Give me something to do.”

And so it was, when Sharon arrived at the convention that Friday evening, Anne McCaffrey was sitting behind the registration desk, happily typing the name tags for the on-site registrants, to many of those across the table just another energetic fan making them welcome at the con.

As Guest of Honor, Anne was, of course, the first and most honored member of the convention, a role she took to with serious playfulness, enjoying the panels and serious side of things, and taking an obvious and more than somewhat fannish delight in the art show and the hucksters room, and later at the numerous evening parties as well. She did this the entire weekend, tirelessly dealing as both pro and fan, with sharp interest in all aspects of her community.

BaltiCon 12 was Sharon’s second science fiction convention—ever. In addition to being a newbie, she was desperately shy and scarcely spoke to anyone during the entire weekend, least of all to the Guest of Honor. It was a lost opportunity but not a tragedy because Sharon had been introduced to Anne a decade earlier. At the tender age of fifteen, she had purchased Dragonflight—the first, but not the last, book on which she spent the grocery money. In her opinion, it was well worth the price; her mother . . . did not agree.

As it did to so many readers, Dragonflight spoke to Sharon—dragons! A strong, stubborn, driven female lead! Partnership between male and female!—so, okay, the guy had to be convinced, but, he had been convinced. A hero who could, and did, think!

It was more than an exciting story with great characters and wonderful world-building, though. It was an affirmation, a promise: Girls could get published, too.

In 1968? That was huge.

And it’s not a stretch to say that Dragonflight was directly responsible for Sharon’s attendance at her first-ever science fiction convention, BaltiCon 10 . . . as the winner of the con’s short story contest.
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We’re going to fast-forward thirty years, now.

It’s 1997. Lee and Miller have been a team since mid-1979 and began writing together a few years later. They’ve seen published a handful of collaborative short stories and three novels set in a fictional space that’s come to be called the Liaden Universe®. Their publisher, Del Rey Books—coincidentally, the publisher of the Pern novels—had cut them loose in 1989 due to low sales. They haven’t sold a novel since 1988, though they’ve written rather a number, and—well, not to put too fine a point on it, they are washed-up writers. Their career is, in a word, dead.

In August, 1997, Sharon accepted employment as the first full-time executive director of the Science Fiction and Fantasy Writers of America, Inc.—SFWA—the professional writers organization that Anne had been trying to get Steve to join, way back in 1978.

SFWA had been used to running on volunteer power, sort of like science fiction convention fandom. As news of her hiring spread throughout the organization, Sharon received many letters from past SFWA volunteers and officers, offering congratulations, condolences, and advice.

And one day, very soon after she took up her new duties, she received a paper letter from Ireland.

The return address was Dragonhold-Underhill, County Wicklow.

Of course, Sharon knew that Anne McCaffrey was a member of SFWA, but it was still kind of . . . cool to receive a letter from that particular address. She opened the envelope, expecting a membership question or perhaps a donation to one of SFWA’s philanthropic funds.

The letter began:

 

       Dear Sharon Lee,

       If I say that I am a fan of yours, will you stop reading?

Sharon blinked, flipped to the second page, and checked the signature:

 

Anne McCaffrey

She flipped back to the first page.

The letter went on to talk knowledgeably of the first three Liaden books, praising them in the highest possible terms. It was both stunning and warming—who were washed-up writers Lee and Miller to get fan mail from Anne McCaffrey?—and she closed, Anne-like, by mentioning that she had once been SFWA’s secretary-treasurer, responsible for much of the work Sharon now had on her plate as executive director, and offering carte blanche any help she could give—Sharon had only to ask.

From this start, a correspondence grew up, migrating eventually to email.

In one of those back-and-forths, Anne wondered why there hadn’t been any more Liaden novels after Carpe Diem. The answer to that was that the publisher had declined to continue the series, citing lack of numbers. “Numbers” is publisher-speak for “units sold.”

Anne’s opinion was that sometimes it took a book, or a series, “a while” to reach full potential in terms of numbers. This was something that hadn’t occurred to us in quite those terms, but it was borne out by emails we’d started to get from other readers of our first three novels who wondered, as Anne had done, What Happened Next?

There are a lot of writers who’ll tell you how hard it is to write—and they’re not wrong. But the hardest part of the writer’s job isn’t the writing—it’s sending the finished manuscript out into the world. The assumption must be that it will be rejected—as the overwhelming majority of manuscripts are—so the effort seems not only futile, but masochistic. And it saps the heart right out of you.

But, now, near the end of 1997, the combination of Anne’s insight and the emails from other readers gave us the courage to consider what, exactly, we might do in order to come back from the dead. After all, we had all of those books written, and readers who wanted to read them.

The result of those considerations was that, by early 1998, Lee and Miller had a publisher who was enthusiastic and willing to publish their backlist and their front list.

So it was that we had just finished polishing and submitting the fourth book in the Liaden Universe® series to our new publisher when Anne sent an email, asking what we’d been doing.

The completion of the novel was reported, and Anne immediately asked to see it, adding, “I take paperclips.”1

So, the manuscript for Plan B was duly shipped off to Ireland as an email attachment.

Now Plan B was supposed to have been an action-adventure novel, but there was a scene that was specifically character-building right in the middle of a very intense fight-and-flight situation. Long story short, in the final draft, that character-building section was removed and the edges of the excision smoothed out.

Remember this.

The next morning, there was an email from Anne in the inbox. She was full of praise for the novel, the characters, the world-building, but, she thought she would just mention that . . .

There was a scene missing.

And she pinpointed the spot in the narrative from which the slow character-building section had been excised.

Lee and Miller explained that, yes, there had been something there, but that it had been cut to make weight.

From Anne came the direction, “Send it to me.”

The cut scene was therefore emailed, and when the next batch of mail was downloaded, there was a return note from Anne. It was brief:

“Put it back.”

It’s never wise to argue with a force of nature, or with a writer who knows story so well that she could see the place where a scene wasn’t and call it out.

Anne wasn’t done with us, though.

No sooner had the cut material been restored and the newly compiled manuscript emailed, with excuses, to our publisher, than another email arrived from Anne, with our former editor at Del Rey, who happened to be Anne’s current and longtime editor, copied on the note.

Anne waxed effusive about Plan B—it was a wonderful book; she predicted that we’d have no problem selling it (though she knew it had already been placed), and she looked forward with great anticipation to the continuation of both the long-interrupted story and our careers as writers.

Lee looked at Miller; or perhaps Miller looked at Lee; and one of them said to the other, “She’s going to get us killed.”

In fact, there was no reply—that Lee and Miller ever heard about—to that note; life went on; in due time Plan B was published, and, of course, the authors sent a signed book to Anne McCaffrey, to thank her for all her many kindnesses.

A few weeks after that, the Lee and Miller household received the second of those treasured photographs, this taken about twenty-one years after the first and on the very premises of Dragonhold-Underhill.

Del Rey Books had asked, as publishers sometimes will ask their writers, to send an updated publicity photo for use in promoting her new book. Anne had her picture taken with Pumpkin, the resident Dragonhold-Underhill Maine Coon cat, sitting in front of Anne’s work computer. To one side of the computer is a large stack of books, and near the top of the stack, in line with Anne’s cheekbone and Pumpkin’s frown, is Plan B, the title on the spine admirably readable.

This time, Lee and Miller were resigned, amused, and well-delighted to receive the picture, which was promptly framed and hung.

Over the next few years, Anne’s involvement in Lee and Miller’s return from the dead and continuing career was active. She demanded the right to write the introduction to the omnibus volume that reissued the first three Liaden books. She bullied Lee and Miller’s publisher into sending her unbound signatures of each of the then-seven books—but she refused to say why.

We soon found out.

Now, during this time, there had been a free exchange of packages between Ireland and Maine. Pine cones, puzzles, and moose may have been involved.

So, it wasn’t completely unusual for Lee and Miller to return home from a convention to find a box from Ireland sitting on the porch. It was rather larger than previous boxes, and it weighed a ton.

There was a reason for that.

Inside the box were two complete sets of our books, bound in red leather, stamped in gold.

Lee looked at Miller and said, “I’m afraid to touch them.”

Miller looked at Lee and said, “Why would she do this?”

Anne’s answer to that—the tone of the email a sort of half-surprised doesn’t everyone?—was that she always had her favorite books bound in leather.
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When life, health, and work get complicated, correspondence tends to fall off. So it was with Lee and Miller and Anne McCaffrey. We’d get a note when a new book came out—often before we’d gotten our authors’ copies. Sharon once told her that she shouldn’t ever have to buy a copy of one of our books, that we’d be pleased to send her as many as she could read.

Anne’s answer was, “Writers don’t make money by giving books away.”

In early 2005, though, an email arrived from Ireland.

The message was simple: “I’ll be at Dragon*Con this year. So will you.”

Still too wise to argue with a force of nature, Lee and Miller packed and drove from Waterville, Maine, to Atlanta, Georgia, in all the heat of August, to see Anne McCaffrey.

It turned out that Anne was still as much a fan as a pro about conventions; she took huge delight in reading T-shirts and in admiring costumes. If she now traveled by scooter, it was a well-directed scooter moving brusquely where she wanted it to go, and woe to those who remained slaves of bipedal motion.

Anne’s Dragon*Con schedule at that point was pretty hectic for a woman born almost eighty years before, but in the midst of it all, we managed to meet for dinner. The topics of conversation ranged from book plans to computers and search engines to characters to upcoming Worldcons and potential TV or movie deals. She maintained the same lively interest in new writers becoming part of SFWA and taking advantage of workshopping opportunities as she had when she’d met Steve in 1978.

Eventually the restaurant where we’d met for dinner needed our table for a reservation—and like any number of fans at any number of conventions, we parted with plans to see each other the following year.

Then the Dragonlady pulled into pedestrian traffic at a spanking pace, leaving us to find our way back on our own.
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Anne died in November 2011.

Since then, Lee and Miller have been to several science fiction conventions, as guests of honor and as panelists. An Anne McCaffrey appreciation panel has been part of each of those conventions. The panelists are a testimony to the wide swath Anne cut through the science fiction community—writers, editors, artists, filkers2, con runners—all of us have stories.

That’s warming, but not particularly extraordinary. Panelists are, after all, asked to speak about subjects of which they’re knowledgeable.

No, what’s been . . . notable . . . is the number of people in the packed-to-the-walls audiences who knew Anne as well or better than the panelists and whose stories and memories are no less precious, personal, and extraordinary.

In the end, we’re all memories and the stories that people tell.

Anne left us some damned fine stories and memories like stars on a cloudless night.

Ciao for now, Annie.
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Maine-based writers SHARON LEE and STEVE MILLER teamed up in the late 1980s to bring the world the story of Kinzel, an inept wizard with a love of cats, a thirst for justice, and a staff of true power. Since then, the husband-and-wife team have written dozens of short stories and twenty novels, most set in their star-spanning Liaden Universe®.

Before settling down to the serene and stable life of a science fiction and fantasy writer, Steve was a traveling poet, a rock-band reviewer, reporter, and editor of a string of community newspapers.

Sharon, less adventurous, has been an advertising copywriter, copy editor on night-side news at a small city newspaper, reporter, photographer, and book reviewer. Both credit their newspaper experiences with teaching them the finer points of collaboration.

In 2012, Lee and Miller were jointly presented with the Skylark Award for lifetime achievement, given by the New England Science Fiction Association. Among previous Skylark recipients are Sir Terry Pratchett, George R. R. Martin-and Anne McCaffrey.
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1 Paperclip is, as far as Lee and Miller know, a designation unique to Anne McCaffrey. It gave us pause on first reading, but we quickly figured out that what she meant was “email attachment” and that the “paperclip” came from the Microsoft icon of a paperclip, which indicates that a particular piece of email has an attachment.

2 Filker—someone who sings filk—the “folk songs” of the science fiction and fantasy community. Attributed to a typo in a program book that went viral many decades ago.
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Way back in 1984, Author Services Inc. established the L. Ron Hubbard Writers of the Future Award. They approached the best science fiction and fantasy writers of the time and asked them to be judges. Isaac Asimov, Robert Silverberg, Algis Budrys, and many other luminaries agreed—which was a resounding endorsement of the award. Shortly after that, Anne McCaffrey was asked if she would be a judge, and she agreed. If there was one constant in Anne’s life, it was her adherence to the creed “never simply return a favor, pass it on,” and this was very clearly a case of being able to do so.

John Goodwin was there from the beginning. He and Anne developed a great relationship, and they were always thrilled at any chance to get together.

Anne loved being able to greet new writers and encourage them in continuing in the craft, and she loved the chance to sparkle and show off her best self—she even managed to get me in a suit!


Afterword
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TODD MCCAFFREY

I GOT THE call at 5 P.M., LA time. My brother-in-law, Geoffrey, voice choked, gave me the news. I was numb. The waiting was over. Mum was gone. About half an hour later, I got another call from Ireland: my sister, Gigi, saying that she wanted me to get over as quickly as possible. I could use the Amex—the American Express card that Mum had provided for “emergencies” so many years before.

There wasn’t enough money to bring my kid with me; I needed to go solo. I checked online, and only Virgin Atlantic had flights available. I called them, but their computer systems—based in London—already thought it was the next day and wouldn’t let the reservation be made. So I had to rush to the airport, not knowing if I would get there in time to pick up one of the few remaining seats. I threw clothes—and a suit—into my handy red gym bag and was off. I called my ex and let her know what was up; Jenna was completely supportive and told me not to worry about the kid, that she’d check up.

I raced to LAX, got to the terminal, and in a hoarse voice explained my circumstances. They were very kind. I got on the plane, a flight to London Heathrow.

The flight to London, the first leg of my trip, took five hours. Five hours by myself to recollect a lifetime of memories. To recall my mother from when I was just little, still clinging to her knee, all the way up to the point when she was an old woman, her face seamed with smile lines.

And the first thought that came to me was, “No regrets.”

Mum had a good life. She was ready to go, finding the indignities of old age growing in number and the rewards shrinking. Her books had flown on the space shuttle and floated in orbit on the International Space Station! She had won every award imaginable, had fired the imaginations of millions of people, had raised an extended family to middle age and beyond, had met all her grandchildren, and more.
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Mum had been feeling “puny” several days before. She’d had a mini-stroke that had required her to cancel her last trip to Dragon*Con, and I was certain that depressed her mightily. She was desperate to get her boys over because she was afraid that she would pass on before she saw them one final time. My older brother, Alec, was due over for Thanksgiving. I would come on another trip two weeks before Christmas. The flight was booked.

Gigi and I had convinced Mum to go to the hospital and get checked out. The doctors discovered that she had a blockage in the heart, and they inserted two stents. She emailed me later to say that she got to watch it on the monitor (I had a feeling she was working out how to write it in a story). In her last email to me, she pronounced herself “all repaired.”

But something wasn’t right, and Gigi convinced her to go back. They were just getting Mum into her wheelchair when she collapsed.

Her last words were, “I’ll try.” She was answering Geoff, when he’d said, “Now, Anne, we’ll just lift you up into the wheelchair and then you’ll be on your way. Do you think you can do that?”

“I’ll try.” No better epitaph could be found for her—it was practically the mantra of her entire life.
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“If it’s all right with you, I think I’m gonna wake you,” Gigi had said to Mum on my last visit to Dragonhold-Underhill more than two years before. “A proper Irish wake,” Gigi added in her very special tones.

A wake is when the coffin is open in a special room at the house and everyone comes by to pay their last respects. I thought it quite a ghastly notion.

It turns out, however, that it was perfect. We had Mum in the living room—the huge room in Dragonhold that was often the scene of her huge birthday bashes (she’d taken to having a big bash every five years). The rule of the wake, it seems, is that the children and relatives of the deceased greet each guest and ensure that they have drink—wine for some, tea for most—and food.

As usual in Dragonhold-Underhill, everyone congregated in the kitchen. People would filter through the hallway, to the dining room, and into the living room to sit beside Mum, stand with heads bowed, and pay their respects. She looked so peaceful and lifelike that I finally decided to leave a glass of wine on a table near her head just in case—in some macabre display of humor—she was “having us on.” (She wasn’t: the glass was still full in the morning.)

When most everyone had taken their leave and all that was left were the people who we knew were family—even though most had no blood relation with us at all—we started telling jokes. Bad ones.

“What do you call a one-legged Irishwoman?” “Eileen.”

“What’s the name of an Irishman covered in rabbits?” “Warren.”

“What’s the name of an Irishman hanging from the ceiling?” “Sean D’Olier.”

“What’s the name of an Irishman with a shovel?” “Doug.”

“What’s the name of an Irishman without a shovel?” “Doug-less.”

I recounted some of Mum’s favorite jokes, including “Rockefeller’s Balls” and the Pope’s lunch joke (it was originally Gigi’s, but Mum appropriated it). Our more devout friends, who might have thought our carrying on disrespectful, were no longer present, so I—with much encouragement—made an impromptu performance of Tom Lehrer’s “The Vatican Rag”—which had been an old favorite of once-Catholic Mum. On the morning of the service, alone in the silent living room, I read Mum a story that I’d written and she’d not had the chance to read: “The One Tree of Luna,” which was the sequel to “Tree”—her favorite of all my stories.

As they came to take her in the hearse, Jennifer Anne Diamond—practically Mum’s granddaughter—and Mum’s decades-long housekeeper (the only reason Dragonhold-Underhill was ever tidy), Cyra O’Connor, decided that Mum had to have a dragon so they picked a small glass dragon, which they put in the casket with her. Gigi had already put in a quart of Baileys Irish Cream and several bars of chocolate, so Mum was in all respects ready for the final rest.

Somewhere between my reading and getting ready, I went over to Mum’s computer—it being directly cabled to Ethernet—and just for curiosity’s sake, looked at her horoscope. What I read so floored me that I printed it out and showed it to everyone. When Mum’s literary agent, Diana Tyler, heard it, she asked me if it was a joke. It wasn’t, but it was amazingly accurate.

On the day of Anne McCaffrey’s funeral service and burial, her horoscope—from Holiday Mathis—read

ARIES (March 21-April 19). You will maintain your solid stance at the calm center of a swirl of activity. You’ll love the show. It’s like there’s a parade going by just for your entertainment.

And it was.

No regrets.


Acknowledgments

 


[image: ]


FIRSTLY, I WOULD like to thank everyone at Smart Pop and BenBella Books. They have done an exceptional job bringing this work to life: their attention to detail, dedication, and love show on every page. This project was their idea from beginning to end. I’m honored that they asked me to be editor and thrilled that they wanted to produce this tribute to Anne McCaffrey. I’m certain that Mum would say, “You done me proud!”

Leah Wilson deserves special mention for her unflagging efforts in coordinating all aspects of this book, particularly in acquiring and editing. I’m glad to say that the title page properly shows this as being “Edited by Todd McCaffrey with Leah Wilson” (although I might argue that it could just as easily be the other way around).

Heather Butterfield provided us with beautiful flyers to help promote this book and went out of her way to get them to me in time for the first of many science fiction conventions. She’s been instrumental in the design of the cover and the marketing, too.

Brittany Dowdle was steadfast in her copyediting, which was essential in producing this book in time and in readable format. The whole production team, from department head Leigh Camp to Monica Lowry to Jessika Rieck, displayed not just amazing professionalism but a real love of the project.

I’d like to give special thanks to Michael Whelan for providing Anne McCaffrey with her last Whelan cover.

Finally, I’d like to thank every contributor to this collection of essays. I thank you for your time, your dedication, and your love. These contributions make clear the impact Anne McCaffrey has made on the world.

Todd McCaffrey

Los Angeles, CA


About the Editor

 


[image: ]


TODD JOHNSON MCCAFFREY wrote his first science fiction story when he was twelve and has been writing on and off ever since. In 1999, he authored the nonfiction Dragonholder: The Life and Dreams (so far) of Anne McCaffrey.

Besides writing and collaborating on eight Pern novels with his mother, including the New York Times bestselling Dragon’s Fire, Todd has written numerous short stories, contributed to many anthologies, and even written a half-hour in an animated cartoon series.

He has just released his science thriller City of Angels and is revising The Steam Walker, an alternate history steam world where Bonnie Prince Charlie captures London and restores the Stuarts to the thrones of England and Scotland.

For more information, visit his website at http://www.toddmccaffrey.org.



WANT MORE

SMART POP?

[image: ]

WWW.SMARTPOPBOOKS.COM

    » Read a new free essay online everyday

    » Plus sign up for email updates, check out our upcoming titles, and more

 


Find Smart Pop Online:











	[image: ]

	Become a fan on Facebook:
FACEBOOK.COM/SMARTPOPBOOKS




	 
	



	[image: ]

	Follow us on Twitter:
@SMARTPOPBOOKS










OEBPS/images/smalldragon.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0243-03.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0243-02.jpg





OEBPS/page-template.xpgt
 
   
   
  
        
       
 

        
       
 

     
 
   
   
 
 
  
     





OEBPS/images/smalldragon2.jpg





OEBPS/images/bor.jpg





OEBPS/images/line.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0243-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/Cover.jpg





OEBPS/images/fnline.jpg





