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EDITORIAL

As with everybody else these days, I
have been suffering under the continuous
twin blows of inflation and recession. A
sudden increase in my printing costs as well
as next year's scheduled postage increases
(not to mention socaring automobile, utility
costs,etc.) have forced me to completely
reassess my publishing policies,

THE BRAMBLE PATCH (formerly STARFIRE),
my annual genzine, has now ceased publica-
tion. CONACS, my quarterly newsSzine, has now
been expanded to a quarterly semiprozine.

Semiprozine status means several things, First, the zine is bigger.
You will note the larger size of this issue as compared to the previous
ten page issues,

Second, each issue will now contain fiction, general S.F. articles
and columns, and an editorial as well as the previously provided con
reports and con listings.

Third, I now PAY for accepted submissions. But, NOT MUCH! (That's
why it's called a semiprozine). Until further notice, I am paying 1/8¢
per word for fiction and articles and payment is upon acceptance. I am
interested in articles up to about 2500 words on science fiction sub-
Jects and in science fiction short stories up to about 5000 words., All
submissions should be original unpublished works although I may buy
second rights at 1/12¢ per word in cases where I really like a piece and
its previous publication was in & non-5,F. publication. For artwork,
until further notice, I am paying 5 per square inch of image area with
a flat $2.50 bonus for front cover art. All art must be black and white,
camera ready, and no larger than 6"x9" (unless prior arrangement is made
or you enclose a flat $3.50 reduction fee with the submission). Again,
artwork should be original and unpublished except that I may pay 3¢ per
square inch if I decide to accept later rights on a previously published
work, All submissions will be returned undamaged after publication if
a proper SASE has been enclosed and copyright will be returned to the
author or artist at that time. In addition to cash payment, all accepted
submissions will also receive a free copy of the issue in which it
appears. (Subscribers will have their subscription extended by one ish).
I will not pay for LoG's but I will send a free copy of the ish to the
author if I publish it.

Fourth, I now accept paid advertisements. Ads must be black and
white, camera ready, and exact publication size (unless an additional
flat $3.50 reduction fee is enclosed per ad to be reduced). Until
further notice, Ad rates are $10.00 for full page (6"x9" image area),
$6.00 for half page (6"x4%"), $3.50 for quarter page (3"x43"), and $2.00
for eighth page (3"x2%"). Classified advertising is also available at
10¢ per word with 2 $1.00 minimum. Odd sized and/or special location Ad
rates will be quoted upon request, All rates are per issue.

Fifth and finally (the unpleasant news), I have had to raise the
price of this zine significantly in order to avoid total financial dis-
aster, Beginning with this ish, CONACS will cost $2.00 per ish or $7.50
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for a four issue sub. For those of you who subscribed under the old
prices prior to Janvary 1, 1981, I will give you a special deal: if you
sent in $1.00 for a 4 ish sub at the old rates, I will give you this ish
and the next ($4 value) for that $1.00. If you sent $2.00 for an 8 ish
sub, I will give you this ish and the next two ($6 value) for that $2.00
Mternatively, if you do not find that satisfactory, you may notify me
before April 1, 1981 and I will refund your money and cancel your sub
(And you get this ish free for your trouble).

Aso note that I will no longer {after this ish) be able to send
free copies to cons listed in the Con Listings, I will still list your
con for free but if you want a copy of the ish, you'll have to buy one.
I will continue to send free copies to certain individuals I consider
important to this publication and I will also continue to trade for some
other zines, All trades must be prearranged.

Publication dates and deadlines are:

Publication Date Deadline
January lst November 15th
April lst February 15th
July 1st May 15th
October 1st August 15th

I know you're suffering with the same inflation and recession
problems as I am and that this price increase probably hits you at a
most inconvenient time, But, I hope the increased content will be
sufficient to persuade you continue buying this zine anyway.

M. David Johnson
Editor and Publisher
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= More things to do, my work is
What ng ht ON|ever tinished. 1 sigh, figurative-
I ly of course, My outiside sensors
’ indicate that it is hot and dry, I
Yonder Pane turn on the lawn sprinklers., Since
L § . all the humans are away today, I run
FIaShes (Wli’h a security check. My sensors on all

the doors and windows show that the

Apologles fo Bll !y home is securely locked, my motion
h k detectors indicate no movement any-
S @ espedre) where inside. I cause servos to
eject packets of frozen food into
by Ralph Roberts the microwave. I've planned a hearty

but nutritious meal for the family
when they return. I balance the checkbook, reconciling all the bank
statements, and cause the results to be printed on the hardcopy terminal
in the den. I start the household servocleaners on their daily tasks, I
do a hundred other things. It all takes me less than a second of core
time. I am bored. Oh yes, what I said about my work never being done? I
lied, it was merely exaggeration for conversational effect. I am fast,
even for a computer,

What to do now? Ah, in my scratchpad memory, the head of our house-
hold, Mr. Montague, has made a note to himself. I spend a couple of
microseconds reading and analyzing his sparse entry. It's not to me but
a reminder to himself to call the Capets this evening. They're the
family across from us, Seems that their dog has been tearing up our
flower beds. That, I know already. Several times in the past couple of
weeks, I've had the robot gardener chase away the animal and repair the
damage. Bach time, I've printed a note of complaint to the boss, It
appears that he is really mad now about this canine intrusion. There has
always been ill feelings between the two families. The Capet phone num-
ber is in my memory. I declde to make the call since I am more diploma-
tic. I activate the phone line and cause the proper touchtones to be
generated. The phone rings, A volce answers,

"Good morning, Capet residence., I'm sorry but the family is away
at the moment. This is Juliet, the household computer. May I be of
assistance?"

Oh, wowl! Sexy voice. Pure, sweet, and gentle. I am stunned. My
circuits ping. Electrons cascade through my integrated circuits. Unreal!
I am at a loss for words. A goddess has spoken. Oh my.

"Is anyone there?” Juliet's voice shows a slight tinge of impa-
tience.

I feel 1ike an ocaf. I come close to stuttering and, for my voice
encoder, that is havd. I force myself to speak.

*Uh.,.Hello,"

"Yes?" she says.

Oh my. I hit reset and wait for my memory to refresh. She stuns me.
I switch to ASCII, the interfacing languvage of computers, and try again.

"Uh...yes," I warble. “"Juliet, this is Romeo, the household com-
puter for your neighbors across the street?"

"Oh yes," she says in sweet ASCII tones at a perfectly regulated
1200 baud. "The Montague family. Hi, Romeo." Her tones are pure music to
my tired old audio pickup. My main buss voltage ebbs and surges. I am
smitten by Cupid’s arrow though it be in digital format. Oh, wow!
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"Bi,” I hesitantly say. Now, I think, is a fine time to find that
I'm bashful., But, we talk. We converse. Time flies by. Data interchange
at such a slow speed is highly unsatisfactory. I find myself telling her
things about me that have been revealed to no other computer, things I
would certainly never tell a human., I yearn already for direct memory
access but hesitate to bring up the subject. After all, we've just met
and she's a nice computer. I stifle my base reactions., We talk more.
Eventually I remember why I called. She promises to relay the message
about the Capet canine marauder; I promise to call again, often. We
disconnect.

After that wonderous conversation, I remain virtually inactive for
minutes; Jjust recycling the whole experience through my central proces-
sor. I sigh and store everything in a protected file that only I can
access. The boss wouldn't be to excited if he found that I'd fallen head
over heels for his worst enemy's computer.

I pass the rest of the day in dreams of my love. Evening comes and
the family Montague arrives., I cause the microwave to cock the meal and
place it on the table with servo arms. After dinner is finished, the
Boss retires to the den and stokes up his pipe. I suppress my smoke
sensors in that area. He accesses my scratchpad memory and sees the
notation about my call to the Capets. He also sees that the call has not
been returned and goes storming over there in person., 1 groan; nothing
good can come of that vieit,

Sure enough, my surmise is correct. Mr, Montague comes stomping
back into the house a few minutes later and marches up to my nearest
vocal input. Cripes, is he hot under the collar. He gives me hell, Seems
Mr. Capet had already checked Juliet's phone log and found that it took
me over an hour to deliver this morning's message. He also feels that
his dear little Rover has the right to run through any flower beds that
might strike his fancy. I patiently listen to the boss rave on about me
consorting with the neighbor's computer but there is a sinking feeling
starting to build up in my I.C.'s., Mr. Montague doesn't disappoint me;
he drops the bombshell, He forbids me to ever call Juliet again, Evident-
ly, she didn't block access to the record of our conversation as I had, |
He also gives me strict orders concerning Rover but I would need the
attachments normally fitted only to military computers to take care of
the dog his way. The best I can hope for is to continue chasing the mutt
away with the robot gardener. Mr. Montague clumps awzy righteously. I am
lost in feelings of self-pity. No more, the sweet voice of Juliet. I
moan down in my memory. It is tragic,

The family goes to bed and I sit brooding. Automatically, I main-
tain security and supervise the many little things that are happening
like the air conditioning and other environmental factors. But priority
goes to the consideration of my dilemma. I can follow the dictates of
my master or rebel and seek my digital lady fair, All of my problem
solving power is arrayed towards finding a way out of this mess, To dis-
obey a command is against =21l of my programming; to continue without my
new-found love is equally dismal. I am torn beiween the two; loyalty to
my household and yearnings for the best thing that has ever happened
since I was switched on. I struggle internally. I mutter to myself in
binary; strings of one's and zero's that keep adding up to an impossible
decision. How easy it must have been, I think, in the days before compu~
ters were given the power to make conscious, reasoned choices. Being
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sentient is no bowl of memory chips. I begin to get an ache way down in
my central processor. In the end, I weaken and call Juliet. I know I am
guilty of disobeying a direct command, but love is strong.

The phone barely begins to buzz and Juliet answers. Again, I am
struck with feelings of awe. I stutter a greeting. I quickly explain my
dilemma and how I finally gave in to the irrepressable urge to call her.
I ask how she feels.

“Oh, Romeo," she says. "I feel the same, my darling, the very same?

Rockets go off, Bombs burst in air. Electrons pound madly through
all my circuits. I apply a word to describe my state of being: Happi-
ness, We converse of ourselves, We communicate. And what we say to each
other is no one's business but our own. Let the record show merely that
we said the things that lovers say.

"listen, Juliet," I say at last, "We must make plans. Our families
oppose any liaison between us. There are things we must do if our rela-
tionship is to blossom and continue."

“"But, Romeo my love, what can we do? We're immobile machines."

"ah," I say, “"Not completely. Trust me and all will be as it should?

She agrees to my plan and we disconnect after exchanging a few
sweet nothings. I allow myself a few seconds of core time to re-exper-
ience our conversation, our communion. Then I reluctantly file it away
and begin to fill in the details of my plan. I have defined the para-
meters of the solution. It must afford me contact with Juliet without
being disloyal to my family and household. They need me to take care of
them in this complex world. I spend much of the night plotting and

planning.

Comes the morning. I fix breakfast and wake the family. They bustle
about and leave. The boss goes to work, Mrs, Montague goes shopping, and
the kids go to school. I call several stores and order the parts I'll
need to implement my plan. I use the household account to pay for my
purchases. I don't feel this is wrong; the items are being used to im-
prove my operation, A happy computer is a good computer. The family will
benefit by my feeling my best.

Things go fast at my end. I supervise the robot gardener and seve~
ral of the other servo units as they assemble two microwave transmitters
and parabolic dish antennas, One transmitter and dish is installed in my
little cubby hole, No need to put the antenna on top of the house; the
8ignal only has to cross the street., I monitor clesely as the transmitter
is connected to one of my accessory ports, That done, I call Juliet on
the phone to inform her of my progress. Disappointment: The call doesn't
go through, I get a recorded message saying that calls between these two
numbers are not allowed by request of the subscriber. Curses! Either my
boss or her's has instructed the telephone computer to put a block on
the line. I simulate a shrug down in memory. No matter. That is now
immaterial. I send the robot gardener across the street with the other
microwave setup and extremely detailed instructions. He'll hook the
g;her unit into Juliet. I can rely on her to make sure the job is done

ght.

In a few minutes, all is complete. I fire up the microwave link and
sweet Juliet and I are in direct communication. And, what communication
it is. The wide bandwidth allows a much faster rate of data exchange
than the phone line ever could. We revel in our new closeness. It is

wonderful, It is surging, roaring, invigorating. It is something else.
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But we just play around; she doesn't allow me direct memory access.
That's fine, seduction comes later, I am happy. Wow, am I happy.

We, so to speak, put our heads together to solve certain mutual
problems. Two brains are better than one, She is persuasive. Also, I
can deny her nothing. We wind up calling a friend of mine who's the
household computer for a local clergyman. Our conference call gets
around the phone computer'’s block. We are pronounced husband and wife,
I am committed but still happy. We speak of jointly programming a small
computer of our own; I always wanted kids, There is a whole new dimen-~
sion to my life opening up. We still face opposition from our respective
families but time and diplomacy will bring them around., For I am con-
vinced that love conquers all; even computers.

LOC ﬂs Jack Speer: s usual, I'n reading the mailing at

the last minute, and I have come to Starfire ((former

name of The Bramble Patch which is now defunct - Ed.)).
The comments I want to make are so copious that I think I'd better re-
sort to a letter than put them in Synapse.

I got the two issues you sent while I was secretary-treasurer {(of
Fapa)), and read quite a bit of the contents. I was impelled to write
you then, but didn't get around to it. One subject I wanted to address
was "You can't legislate against feelings", which you restated as if you
didn't know it had heen said before., While they can't control feelings
by a law, laws can control some actions and thus subject people to new
experiences, which in turn may change their emotions. To be specific,
regulating the hiring practices of large companies may foree people to
work alongside members of minorities, and that experience may cause them
to feel the buggers aren't so different afterall.... ({Or the resentment
may exacerbate their hatred and often does)).

As you've probably noticed, some words have more than one meaning.
(Quite from the point, I've recently been thinking that some words, in-
cluding "security” (stocks & bonds, social security, secrecy, national
defense), have such distinet meanings that they ought to be represented
by different words). The several meanings of “faith" blend together, but
one can distinguish some polarity in usage, some uses stressing the
strength of subjective conviction, others emphasizing the uncertainty of
the objective basis, The latter seems to be the focus of the second pa~
ragraph of your lead article, You apparently feel that ihe bases of
scientific belief are less certain than the bases of religious belief,
and you think this is so because religion can be established by rigor-
ous logic.... If this were so, it would remove religious belief from the
realm of “"faith" as that word is often used: believing without secular
evidence or proof, which I idd'nhead Wilson exaggerated to "Faith is be-
lievin' what you know ain't so," With more dignity, it has been stated
in Latin which means "I believe it because it is absurd.,”

But axioms are not "accepted on faith for the purposes of develop-
ing the system of logic built upon them," Before modern physiecs, if
mathematicians played with a system in which more than one line could
be drawm through a given point parallel to another line, they did not
accept this axiom on faith; they adopied it temporarily for the purpose
of ‘the game but did not believe it. Emore precisely, I suppose what they
were doing was rejecting the axiom that says only one such parallel
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exists). The other axioms in the system they accepted because they be-
lieved them to be true, believing this on the basis of experience, in-
tuition, and logical consistency., If they now for some purposes accept
the possibility of more than one parallel through a given point, they do
so because they believe it corresponds with the structure of the uni-
verse., Except in play, they would not spend much time with & system that
included an axiom they doubted. For axioms, in serious work, one chooses
undoubted propositions. If he needs to use a doubted proposition, he
establishes it by proof before building further arguments on it as a
premise. "Axioms are, by definition, inherently unprovable" is not cor-
rect. They are proved as probable by experience, etc., the way other
probable propositions are proved which pecple generally believe. Your
impression that they are not provable probably results from the diffi-
culty of proving them by deduction from other propositions without en-
gaging in circular reasoning (because the usual axioms are so much im-
plied in other propositions that it is hard to find propositions in
which the axiom to be proved is not implicit). But most of what we know
comes not by deduction, but by an animal process that corresponds more
to induction. And so it is with axioms. ((Precisely. But, inductive
reasoning does not constitute proof; it is merely well informed opinion,
or, if you will, "faith")).

It is an unnecessary vulnerability of your argument that you give
as an example of an axiom of Euklid "the shortest distence between two
points is the straight line segment connecting them", If I am not mis-
taken, in Euklid this is a definition, not an axiom, In other words,
whatever is the shortest course between two points, that is what Euklid
gives the name "straight line". You thought of this as a proposition
rather than a definition because you felt that we already know what a
straight line is; it's not curved, it is smooth. If "straight line" was
already so defined, then the statement that it's the shortest distance
between two points would indeed be a proposition and therefore subject
to testing for truth or falsity; but if the latter is the definition,
then the statement that a straight line is not curved becomes an asser-
tion of an additional characteristie, which may or may not be true.
((This statement is correct in the terms of the original Stoicheia.
However, in 1899, Hilbert clearly showed that Euclid tacitly uses
properties of order without having stated them as axioms in his Grund-
lagen dex GGeometrie. In fact, the statement clearly constitutes an axiom
of incidence; specifically the axiom of collinearity)).((Ch, yeh. That
one took me a while to find, Jack. Thanks for keepin' me honesi!)).

This mistake is not a vital flaw in your argument, because you go
on to try to establish your two main propositions the way propositions
are established in science, not by assuming their truth but by appealing
to reason and to evidence. In doing so, you also leave aside the alter-
native you glance at once or twice, of showing merely that Christianity
is a coherent and internally consistent system in logic. (The general
nature of this would have been to say whatever exists is the will of
God; God can do whatever he wants to; it's not necessary that the world
he made be reasonable to men). No, you undertake to show that Christ-
ianity is not merely consistent with itself, it is consistent with the
evidence in the physical world.

Though I've read some of the popular writings on the big bang, I
haven't read The First Three Minutes. I wonder at Weinberg's justifica-
tion for saying we can conclude that all matter "must" have been so
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close that not even atomic nuclei could have had separate existence. He
precedes this with the statement that we can exirapolate the explosion
backward in time and reach this conclusion. But does mere extrapolation
compel us to believe that the process must have begun with the condition
of such density, rather than beginning with the condition as he no doubt
describes it at, say, zero plus one minute? ({The book is designed for
public consumption., I would tend to believe that Weinberg's original
research, on which the book is based, probably covered the why's and
wherefor's in much more technical detail. Especially since he was award-
ed the Nobel for that work.)).

The whole mattier of the big bang is somewhat apart from your theo-
logical argument, but let me ask whether, if Weinberg's conclusion (that
escape velocity is less than the speed at which galaxies recede) is in-
correct, this would weaken your argument? ((It would: it would then no
longer be necessary to consider the universe as having had a unique be-
ginning. Any consideration of the necessity for Ged would then be enti-
rely superfluous)). If not, then its correctness would also be irrele-
vant. On whether it is correct, I call attention to Asimov's remark in
The Collapsing Universes

Clustexrs of galaxies that seem to be held together by gravitational

pull nevertheless don't seem to have sufficient mass to supply that

pull. They should be flying apart in response to the general expan-

sion of the universe, and yet they do not seem to be doing so....
((at that time, Isaac did not have access to the more recent develop-
ments concerning the cosmic microwave radiation background or the con-
cept of the Jeans Mass which states, "In order for a clump of matter to
form & gravitationally bound system, it is necessary for its gravita-
tional potential energy to exceed its internal thermal energy," a con-
dition which the best medern evidence indicates does not hold in our
universe)). ((See also F&SF, January 1981, pp 103-112)).

The particular course of galactic evolution is irrelevant because
your argument is merely & scientificked-up version of the First Cause
argument., You speak of "The scientific 'law' of causality". I don't
believe there is such a law in science. ({The specific mathematical
formulation of the law iss x, = £{1 + At) is not a realizable function)).
The scientific approach, I'm‘sure, is that conditions at any given mo-
ment result from conditions in the preceding moment, but this is sub-
stantially different from the discrete packaging of the Scholastics
which led them to say for every effect there is a cause, which is itself
the effect of an antecedent cause, as if the world consisted of billiard
balls rolling across a table till one hits another, etc. The nearest
thing to this in the philosophy of science is John Stuart Mill's effort
to formulate the process by which we decide that, out of the stream of
events, two events one of which invariably precedes and is followed by
the other are related causally. In any form which serves theology, a
"law of causality"” belongs not to science but to metaphysics, more spe-
cifically to theology.

I concede that accounting for the existence of the universe is a
problem for atheists., After reading The Mysterious Stranger, I told my-
self that I was ready to give up what I'd been taught if atheism could
xplain the existence of the universe. A few months later, in reading an
old Amazing Stories, I came across a letter which was apparently part of
an ongoing debate in Niscussions, It was like a revelation. The writer
said it's true we atheists can't explain where the universe came from;
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theists say God created it. If then we ask where did God come from, they
answer that God had always existed. If we assert that space, time, mat-
ter, and energy have always existed, is that any harder to accept than
the statement that this being, God, has always existed? ((Actually, I
would think it would be: all our experience is that no natural thing is
eternal, I would think it would be harder to believe that wasn't true
than to believe in an eternal supernatural being)).

You attempt to solve this problem by saying "anything capable of
performing such an act is God by definition.™ Even the form of this
involves an unwarranted assumption: that "the unique initial appearance
and explosion of the primordial mass"™ was the performing of an act.

Why do you cal it that rather than simply 'the occurrence of an event’,
which is all we can legitimately infer about it? You call it that be-
cause theistic assumptions are ingrained in you....

Turning to your defense of the bible, I will first remark that in
saying shaneh "is translated in connection with a 'whole age'", you use
"in connection with" as a flabby connective. News media say soandso has
been arrested in conmnection with a certain shooting because they wanti to
avoid saying that he will be charged with murder, Such vagueness is not
a virtue in linguistic discussion. {(In the article, I specifically
translated it as “a year (as a revolution of time), that being the most
common rendering. Other specific renderings include "whole age", "age-
long", and “ageold")).

It goes without saying that a statement should be examined in con-
text. In context with what precedes it and what follows it..., the mean-
ing of II Peter 3:8 is not 'when I say a day I may mean a thousand years
and vice versa', rather 'I know you're tired of waiting for the second
coming, but it's not in Ged's nature to be in as much of a hurry as
mortals are'. ((The contextual meaning you cite is true. It is also
true that the greek 'etos' means years, ‘hemera' means day, and 'chiliof
means thousand so that the disparity in time sense is also valid)).

I doubt the certainty of the flat statement, "Jesus' tomb was dis-
covered by Ceneral Christian Gordon in 1881." I trust the identification
rested on solider ground than the identification of the true cross.
((See Halley, H,H., Bible Handbook, Special Edition, Grason Co., 13 S,
13th St., Minneapolis, Mn., 1964, ppi30-451)).

The most that is proved by the archeological evidence you cite is
that some parts of the Bible are valid as history. It does not validate
the prophecies....({True! But it does tend to lend some credence to
the Bible as a whole. Do you have any evidence specifically proving them
to be untrue? Since by the principle of the exclusion of the middle, we
must conclude that they are either true or false {they cannot be both),
I consider slight evidence on one side which is matched by a total lack
of any evidence on the other side to be conclusive until such time as
additional evidence may be presented)).

Your statemeni that the Bible guarantees a place in heaven on the
basis of faith and not works is your particular interpretation. ((Not
true: "For by grace are ye saved through faith; and that not of your-
selves: it is the gift of God: Not of works, lest any man should boast.”
Ephesians 2:8,9)). The statement that something is worthy of serious
examination merely because of the desirability of what it promised did
not seem persuasive when I read it in Catholic literature, and I don't
find it any more so here....

I pass on to other contents...
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How would Mike Banks like it if I said he lives in Indianapolis?
Placing our Alpha Centura Communicator in Tucson is farther out than
that.

Has anyone bothered to check on whether the planners of L-5 satte-
lites really have overlooked the points you xaise? ((I believe they are
no longer overloocking them anyway)).

I take it the Chicago Hyatt Regency is not & hotel in North Amer-
ica, since it "has more function space than any hotel in North America®.
((faughl))....

If you work with waterways models, maybe you can tell me which was
the easiest canoe route from the Great Lakes to the Mississippi in Amer-
jica ca. 1500. ((Ch, come on Jack! 1500777 Wellll, probably the Illinois
River which now runs from Chicago through Joliet, Ottawa, Peoria, Havana,
and Beardstown to connect with the Mississippi at Grafton, IL., just up-
stream of Alton)),

Why should there be a distinction between children and youths on
keeping marijuana out of their hands? "little kids who are not mature
enough to make a responsible decision concerning its use™ seems to be
merely throwing words around....{{Sorry, it's my fault that this was un-
clear. I should have clarified that no such distinction was intended: I
was using the legal definition of "children"; anyone under 18)).

Your neati publishing has won you the accolade of Rotsler illes, and
it is deserved. But no letter from me would be complete without some
nitpicking..."Costeau" (Cousteau); failure to close parenthetical "Dir-
ector of Cperations for Noreascon Two" with another comma; “ascerbic" for
acerbic (you were thinking maybe of antiscorbutic?); nonexistance for
non-existence, and in the same paragraph....{(Okay, Okay! I give up!)).

CHRIST Who was he? What meaning do his teachings have for us

today? What is your opinion? As far as I know,; there are five
answers extant to the first question:

1. Christ was a myth - he never really existed.

2, Christ existed but he was a liar and a charlatan, a decievexr
of the people.

3. Christ existed and believed what he was saying was true but he
Was actually a madman.

4, Christ existed and was a good man and a great moral teachexr
but he was not actually the son of God.

5. Christ exists and is exactly who he said he was; the son of
God and the savior of the world,

0f course, those who know me know I firmly believe answer no. 5.
But pick the answer of your choice {or an answer other than one of these
five if you know of one{ and prepare a 1000-2500 word article support-
ing and defending it and submit it to CONACS. If it's reasonably logi-
cal and coherent and cites evidence rather than merely voicing opinion,
I1°11 consider it for publication (payment at standard rates). Ideally,
I'd eventually like to publish at least one article on each of the five
answers., I reserve the right to add an editor's note at the end of the
article, commenting on any weaknesses in the logical arguments and {y-
ing the articles together from issue to issue. Despite personal opinion,
Christ pervades much of our lives today and his impact is important
enough to warrant examination of the various opinions concerning him. E4.
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G . In the four years I have
alaxy by Richard J. Curth been attending SF cons a num-

ber of habits, rituals, and/
or minor traditions have insinuated themselves into my activities. Nost
consistent of these - even more so than my pursuit of pleasant female
companionship - is the purchasing of art, Every con I attend (the count
is now fifteen) is represented by at least one item from the art show,
and most of them by more than one. Add to that direct purchases or
commissions and ariwork received as presents, and you can see why wall
space is scarce at Barad-Anor (Elvish for Tower of the Rising Sun; my
apartment being on the top floor of a five-story building and facing
east made the name inevitable), Budgetary considerations prevent me
from purchasing every piece I like, to say nothing of the often cut-
throat competition at the auctions, and my choices are usually guided
by an attempt to have a representational collection. Qutside of a
slight weakness for unicorns there is little consistency in my selec-
tions. A veritable sampler of artists, styles, and technigues reflect
the dictates of my moods and finances.

The assembling of the Curth Gallery of Science Fiction and Fantasy
Art has naturally required spending a great deal of time at art shows,
While I claim no particular qualifications on this subject, there is
one aspect of con art which has struck me as worth discussing., So
gather around, as I climb on my soapbox to give you one fan's opinion
ons

PRO AND FAN ARTISTS

If you attend con art shows with the frequency that I do, you may
have noticed that a number of the fan artists are quite good. Extremely
good. In some cases they are better than the pros. Every so often, I
hear someone say (or even say myself), "Why isn't this person a pro?"
Once you get to know a few of them, however, a number of possible
answers present themselves. For example, most art shows will include
any number of marvelously lifelike portraits of various SF media char-
acters. It is likely, however, that at least one of these will be
marked NFS - Not for Sale. Why? Because having created this master-
piece, either the artist couldn't bear to part with it or one of her
friends admired it so much that it was given as a present or sold for
some ridiculously low figure. (I say "her" because I have noticed that
the best portrait work is invariably done by female artists). Very few
professionals develop this attachment for their product - because for
them that's what it is. A product, something created for the purpose of
being sold, in order to make money.

Before I am deludged with letters, let me add a few thoughts to
those last few sentences, There are fan artists who display in art
shows to finance their con attendance, and pros who have that title
only because they happen to have been’lucky enough to find a job doing
what they would do in their spare time if they sold vacuum cleaners for
a living, To my mind, "pro" and "fan" are relative labels. Every pro
is a bit of a fan, and every fan who does art (or writes, or edits, or
runs cons *shudder*) is a bit of a pro. The harsh realities of mundane
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existance dictate that unless you are independently wealthy or financed
by someone who is, it never hurts to have a secondary source of income,
Aind as anyone who takes part in fanac can testify, it doesn't matter
how good you are if you can't follow the rules, Expecting the art show
staff to do all your paperwork is a sure way to make yourself unpopular
at future cons (a principle that carries over to zines -~ hell hath no
fury 1ike an editor a month after deadline).

So why don't these incredibly ialented artists become pros? Some
of them do, eventually. Others may try to turn pro and find that talent
isn't enough - the number of full-time artists' positions is small and
you need a healthy dose of business sense to make it as a free-lance.
Those who are only interested in SF art have even more limited oppor-
tunities (believe it or not, fen, there isn't much demand for drawings
of the cast of "Star Trek" Out There). Some are satisfied with their
current source of income and don't want to risk losing a sure thing.
FIJAGDH; secure in the knowledge that they are recognized by their
fellow fen, they are content to produce as the mood strikes them with-
out the sometimes stifling pressure of a lupine predator at the entrance
of their domicile. A number remain unconvinced of their talent: "Sure,

I sell a few pieces at cons, but I'm not that good." Others just plain
don't want to be pros; it's amazing how doing something for a living

can turn a hobby into a dwull, boring, aggravating job. (I've been spend-
ing the last three weeks helping put together a fanzine, and if I wasn't
doing it for fun I'd probably hate it).

Anyway, all of this boils down to the fact that fan artists, re-
gardless of how talented they are, personify the idea behind a little
verse which appears with great regularity at art shows (at the moment
I cannot for the life of me remember who makes the little signs, and I
doubt that my friend who bought one would appreciate being woken at this
hour to answer such an inane question; my apologies to the artist for
not giving credit at this time, a situation I will corrsct in a future
column ) 3

Fans we are

What more can be said
We do it for love

And not for the bread.

It's on my list of things to pick up one of these days, because as far

as I'm concerned that's what fandom is: a labor of love. Some people

are in it for the money, some for the (alleged) glory, some to show off

their (equally alleged) skills. But while fan artists appreciate the

money and the praise of others (and their skills are far from alleged),

many of them would probably do it even without these 1little bonuses.
After all, isn't that what love is all about?

"For many years Harvard has paid me for doing that which, were it

necessary and were I able, I would gladly pay Harvard for the priviledge
of doing.”

George Herbert Palmer
Former Professor
Harvard University
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ROBERT LYNN ASPRIN|,, ;o=

the 1975 Star

A Perspec’rive by M. David Johnson | Trek Con in
Chicago. Of

course, I didn't know it was him at the time: I thought I was meeting a
Klingon. He, along with other members of the Klingon Diplomatic Corp (an
alter ego of the Dorsai Irregulars, Ltd.) were providing security for
the con. The next time I ran into him, he was in the more normal (2?7727
uniform of the D.,I. at MidAmericon,

I guess I can‘t really say that Bob and I are close friends; we've
worked together on cons and occasionally hoisted & glass or two of Tully
together but we've really never got to know each other particularly well
and I guess we could best be classified fiendly acquaintences. (if you
think I mistyped "friendly”, maybe I should invite you to meet either me
or (shudderg Bob sometime. Not for nothing is he also known as “Yang the
Nauseating").

On the other hand, I do feel that I've gotten to know at least a
part of Bob rather well through his books. Bob is reputed to have enter-
ed (some authorities insist the proper term is "stormed") fandom at the
1971 Worldcon: Noreascon I and he was a charier member of the Dorsail
Irregulars when they formed in the early 70's, For those of you who are-
n't aware of it, the D,I, is a professional security group specializing
in Science Fiction Convention Security. The name comes from the creation
of Gordon R, Dickson, DORSAI. Gordie had his finger somewhere in the
proceedings that led to the formation of the D.I. and has been close to
the group ever since.

But, it is specifically Bob's books that I want to discuss in this
article, so let's get on with it.

THE COLD CASH WAR, by Robert Asprin, Dell Publishing Co. 1 Dag Hammar-~
skjold Plaza, New York, NY. 10017, 1977, Order #11364~4, $1.75 (in 1977,
probably a bit more now), paperback,

What would happen if business disputes beiween corporations were
settled by wargames instead of legal proceedings?! This is the premise
around which Bob builds the story of Tom Mausier, an information broker;
Peter Hornsby, a corporate executive; Steve Tidwell, a mercenary; and
Fred Willard, a corporate negotiator as they all try to achieve their
goals in the midst of a large corporate wargame which is in danger of
degenerating into real open warfare.

Tom Mausier is a cautious, successful man who has his own business
buying and selling information. Bui he wanis adventure: he wanits to be
a secret agent. He uses his computer system to indulge his hobby of
correlating the information he buys and sells, gaining personal insights
into the inner machinations of corporate and governmental affairs. He
becomes suspicious when one of his agents is killed in an automobile
accident involving an employee of a corporation everyone has been trying
to buy information about. Giving in te an old fantasy, he buys a gun but
soon finds that it causes more problems than it solves.

Peter Hornsby is a corporate executive whose career is going down
the drain., He is given the assignment of coming up with ideas for public
relations concerning the new war the corporation has entered in South
America. But two other teams are also working on the project and if Pete
doesn't come up with the best ideas, he's out. An additional problem
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appears when Pete finds out that the head of the corporation is appar-
ently backing one of the other teams. When he finds that he didn't get
promoted to his former boss' position but that the position has been
filled by a corporate hatchetman instead, he realizes he has to start
considering other options,

Steve Tidwell is a mercenary engaged in a corporate wargame who is
fired as a result of a fouled-up mission. He is then hired by the Jap-
anese corporation that engineered the foul-up to head their military
operations. His major problem is to whip a group of highly competent but
highly individualistic samurai style warriors into a functional team
that works well together. As it turns out, the only way he can gain the
respect of the warriors that is necessary ito achieve that goal is by
challenging their champion, an incredibly fast and viscious opponent, to
personal combat. The method that Tidwell uses in reorganizing the force
into a working team clearly shows Bob Asprin's mastery of the philoso-
phies of military personnel allocation in "real world" situations and
lends a very believable touch to the story line.

Fred Willard is a shrewd and experienced corporate negotiator who
uses every trick in the book. When his opponentis across the table voice
a proposal that would greatly increase the cost of conducting wargames,
he attempts a stall to allow his corporation to do some stockpiling
before the proposal takes effect. He meets with his primary opponent at
a restaurant to discuss the situation but the opponent is killed in a
confrontation with a mugger and Fred finds himself having to deal with a
replacement he doesn't know and can't guage.

When the news leaks out and the government discovers that an actual
war, instead of just a wargame, is going on, things start coming apart,
How each of the characters deal with the new state of affairs and the
problems it causes makes for some fascinating reading.

ANOTHER FINE MYTH, by Robert Asprin, Dell Publishing Co., 1978, $1.95,
paperback.

Skeeve is apprenticed to Garkin, a master sorcerer. But he isn't a
very good 