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FANSLINE
COLUMBUS, OH
Mysterious flashes of light seen 
throughout this major Ohio city 
have been traced to the yet to 
be identified "Greying Lensman".

Radiation and medical experts 
believe the "Greying Lensman" 
is the cause of recent incidents 
of sudden baldness and green 
mutant two-headed kittens.

CHICAGO, IL
Rumors abound that an unknown 
fanzine publisher from Michigan 
may be planning to take over 
the Playboy publishing empire.

When asked, the publisher's wife 
was reported to have exclaimed, 
'Only in your dreams, Romeol"

Christie Hefner could not be 
reached for comments.

CLOSE ENCOUNTER OF FURRED KINDI
RARE PHOTO! This is the only existing picture of the alien 
UFO pilot sighted buzzing Cranbrook last month in Michigan.

A The Creature was described as a giant, pure - white raccoon 
that landed and approached in the midst of a raging snowstorm.

Twinkie Defense Fails!

BUSINESS___________________  

Galactic Procurement 
and Salvage to merge 
with General Technics
Lesser Magellanic Clouds

Insider reports seem to indicate 
that corporate salvage giant GP&S plans 
to merge with technological giant GT.

The outcome of this union of the two 
most powerful entities in this section of 
the Universe is obscure, but it may result 
in higher gravity levels and an increase 
in planetary real estate taxes.

GP&S specializes in the salvage 
amd sale of stellar objects ranging in size 
from planets Jo quasars.

GT sells every service and thing, 
up to and including whole planets. 
God Corporation and Lucifer Industries 
had no comments on today’s news.
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Defense Department official today revealed the long 
suspected truth behind a major element of the SDI ("Star Wan”) 
research conducted here.

"The damned things can't slow down a BB, let alone stop 
an I CBM, "complained Mqj. General P.T. Bridgeport.

Twinkies’, a pastry baked by Hostess, heve long been 
regarded as elements of defense in some legal cases, especially in 
trials where the idea of dietary abuse leading to physical crime 
is considered. Hence the Twinkie Defense’.

"I admit they make an excellent snark, said the general, 
"but some ’techie’ in R & D must have been pulling my leg 
about the worth of the Twinkie Defense’.*

"Hey, they worked in my last trial," said research director 
Bill Higgins. ” I figured they’d work as well against a missile as 
against the courts.*

Today's weather
INNER PLANETS ONLY
Mercury: hot and sunny next 67 days... 
bring plenty of SPF 50000.

Venus: hot, cloudy and windy...smog alert.

Terra: mixed bag...check local reports...
Middle East has strong desert storms.

Luna: scattered meteor showers next five 
years...bring your umbrella and rubbers.

Mars: seasonal dust storms and dry ice 
blizzards...Helium under water rationing.
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To Maia, as usual, 
and

In memory of Eric Bentcliffe, 
a fan-friend I never met, 
and a Good Person.
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view, 1oc) in this issue 
Contribution (art, article, re
view) received, to be used in a 
future issue
Comment or loc received (it max 
be published in a future issue) 
Trade ^Tou wanted one 

We're in an apa together 
Mentioned in Letter Column 
Your book, zine, or tape is 
reviewed (see page$7) 
Mentioned in my Conreports 4 
Ramblings
J thought you might find this 
interesting.
This is your last issue unless 
you do something
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'front the £J^or

Tans being fanS

Most of the science fiction fans I know have In
terests outside of the SF genre. Some of these In
terests Involve their jobs, some are just hobbles. 
Many can 1n some small way be considered part of SF 
and Fantasy because 1t Is typically fannlsh for a 
fan to pursue such things. This Issue has a few of 
those activities described 1n different ways.

Many fans pursue writing, and so there are a 
couple of poems (Paula Robinson and Tom Easton) and 
a short story (Cris Brennand) offered here. Anne 
Valley has some helpful suggestions to would-be 
writers. Criticism of SF and fantasy, and surveys 
of authors has been a staple activity for fans, and 
some of that appears here too. Robert Sabella and 
Allen Jordan offer their views of A. Merritt and 
James Branch Cabell. Steve Lofton talks about SF 
literature, but 1n a highly personal way.

Travelogues have been popular 1n the Lantern, 
and Bruce Burdick's adventures 1n Spain, partici
pating 1n the run of the bulls, are written up with 
flair and humor. Diana Stein's artwork adds much to 
the article. My own Conreports and Ramblings for 15 
months, which Include the Chicago Worldcon last 
year (at which I won my second Hugo Award—I thank 
all who voted), lets everyone know about my person
al Hfe as well as my fan activities. Diana Stein 
presents her views of the Worldcon in her own spe
cial way, and Angelamarle Varesano writes about the 
preparations for and the execution of a Phantom 
Party at Worldcon.

One of the reasons that this Issue 1s out so 
soon 1s that David Stein approached me with an Idea 

for an article relevant to the 1992 Worldcon: A 
Fan's Guide to Disney World. I Hked 1t, and rushed 
to get this Into print. H1s suggestions on how to 
see this magnificent place are very helpful; read 
for yourself on page 127.

Steve Leigh, David Alway, and Kevin Langdon talk 
about activities which seem to be fannlsh. Several 
fans I know do practice Aikido, and Steve relates 
his experiences 1n a very personal way. I have been 
surprised (though I shouldn't be) at the number of 
fans who Hke ra11road1ng--full-slze, modeling, and 
toys—and David presents h1s pursuit of a boyhood 
love. The Intelligence of fans 1s well-known, but 
there are "other fandoms" which Involve Intelli
gence alone, and Kevin describes them.

Other things? Well there's Massage, and Collect
ing, and Convention Art Shows. The cover shows what 
could happen when a fan 1s let loose with a desktop 
publishing program. There are many more articles, 
and superb artwork, that I have and want to publish 
about fans doing fannlsh things that the next Issue 
of Lan's Lantern will be devoted to that topic a- 
ga1n. Mike Resnick and Laura Resnick had some In
teresting adventures to tell. Mark Leeper and Steve 
Green talk about their Interests 1n film. I pulled 
the fanzine reviews this time around, so those will 
appear in the next Issue, as well as more book re
views, and articles about authors.

So what's left to say? Not too much. I encourage 
letters of comments, art, articles, reviews, and 
participation from all my readers. Read and enjoy, 
about fans being themselves.
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Thoughts on the Way to a Beginning 
or 

"Hakama” "Gesundheit"
by Stephen Leigh 

Copyright (c) 1990 by Stephen Leigh

"I yam what I yam and that's all that's I yam."
—Popeye

I began studying aikido because I wanted disci
pline, because I needed some form of exercise to 
keep me in something resembling a shape, and be
cause I Uked the philosophy. After all, aikido was 
"a1" (harmony), "k1" (11fe-energy), and "do" (Way), 
or—roughly—The Way of Harmonious Ufe-Energy. I 
could admire an art which taught you to blend with 
an opponent, which relied on energy and motion ra
ther than brute strength, which was entirely defen
sive in outlook rather than offenslve/aggresslve.

I was wrong.
Okay, the fact that I was mistaken isn't really 

a surprise, and I wasn't quite that arrogant or 
blind. I knew I had a long way to go. I could look 
at the other people on the mat and see that all the 
higher kyus and the yudansha (the black belts) were 
far better still. But I really did mistake the 
length and the shape of the road to be traveled. 
There were two reasons for that.

It looked pretty, besides. Denise and I went to
observe a class, amazed at the thunderous falls the 
students were taking (and walking away from...), 
awed with the strong joint locks and pins, and mar
veling at the graceful movements of the black belts 
In their hakamas, the black sklrt-Hke pants once 
worn by the samurai. Aikido was a dance, yet also 
something very primal and powerful.

I knew then that this was an art I wanted to 
try. We signed up that night.

After a few months on the mat, I thought the 
whole process of getting a black belt was simple, 
1f a Uttle tedious. All you had to do was learn 
three or four dozen techniques. No problem. I'd al
ready passed my fifth kyu test—1n aikido, the rank 
prior to black belt are (in ascending order) 5th 
kyu, 4th kyu, 3rd kyu, 2nd kyu, and 1st kyu. You're

The first problem was that my vision was blurry.
Ever watch an Olympic level diving match? The 

divers step up to the edge of the platform, leap 
into the air, perform a series of intricate gyra
tions, and knife effortlessly into the water. All 
this action occurs 1n a fleeting second or two. 
You'll miss the whole display If you happen to 
blink at the wrong time.

The judges sit alongside the pool, ponder for a 
few moments, then post their scores—usually, 
they're all grouped within a few points of each 
other (except for the Russian and American judges 
if the diver's from the other country, but that's 
another type of blindness).

awarded the rank not fn competition (competition is 
forbidden in aikido), but in an examination where— 
before the watchful eyes of the instructors and the 
rest of the dojo—you demonstrate your knowledge of 
certain techniques. Our dojo (or training hall) al
so signifies the ranks with colored belts: begin
ners and 5th kyu are white, 4th and 3rd kyu are 
blue, 2nd and 1st kyu are brown.

As a new 5th (1 told myself) I now "knew" five 
or six techniques pretty much perfectly, right? Oh 
sure, I might have to polish them a Uttle, but I
was convinced I was well on ny way to shodan 
first black belt rank.

the

Illustrated by 
Sylvus Tarn

Steve is the author of 
SF novels. He has been

Alien Tongue, and many other
a long-time friend, and I

was aware of his interest in aikido, but I guess it 
has been some time since I last talked seriously to 
him about his activities.
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I've done a little diving. I know the basic 
mechanics. But at that level and at that speed, I 
can't see the difference between a good dive and a 
great one. If you want me to judge, I'm going to 
need a slow-motion replay, and even then there's a 
better than even chance that 1'11 miss those nuanc
es that separate a medalist from an also-ran.

I'd be a lousy judge.
It was the same for me in aikido at the first 

ranks. All the blue belts and brown belts and black 
belts looked good to me. Take away the belts and I 
couldn't have seen much distinction—not until ay 
gaze had been sharpened by hundreds of hours of 
work and sweat. Without realizing 1t, I was seeing 
aikido 1n terms of black and white—this person's 
technique was great, this person's wasn't. Black 
and white; no grays at all.

When you don't see differences, sometimes you 
assume that the differences aren't there.

The grays were there, lots and lots of them. I 
found out.

It just took a while. I'm a slow learner.

t

The second misconception was that aikido was all 
about learning the right moves. I thought 1t was 
something physical.

Let's move ahead a long way.... Unlike some oth
er martial arts, 1n aikido you usually need about 
five years or more to reach the point where you 
might test for black belt. That kind of expertise 
doesn't come packaged 1n ten easy lessons.

So three and a half years later....
The 1st kyu test 1s a bitch. It's a quantum leap 

beyond all the other kyu tests. There Isn't a Hst 
of six or seven specific techniques to study as in 
the previous exams. All you get 1s a distressingly 
long catalog of your uke’s attacks (the uke 1s the 
person who's coming at you; you're the "nage", or 
the person who's doing the aikido techniques). In 
response to those attacks, you're supposed to "Do 
Something". In fact, you need to demonstrate sever
al somethings. You must show five different tech
niques against each attack.

The 1st kyu exams also Involved a three person 
randori, where a trio of eager ukes come barreling 
at you at once. In randori, or feestyle attack, the 
ukes can use whatever means they wish 1n order to 
grasp you or strike at you. Your task 1s to stay 
calm, move, turn, and use those aikido techniques 
to keep them off. Randori 1s exciting to watch, 
with quick, swirling action and fall after fall as 
the ukes are thrown and bounce back up to attack 
again.

Looking at the list of test requirements, you 
see that the shodan test—the first black belt test 
—only says "All of the 1st kyu requirements" and 
then adds a measly one or two extras—so the 1st

kyu test 1s really the shodan test.
1st kyu 1s the time to display your breadth of 

aikido knowledge. You start adding up all the tech
niques you've practiced 1n recent months. You start 
thinking "Jeez, I don't think I know five tech
niques against that...."

And then you start working—writing lists (by 
attack) of techniques with which you're reasonably 
comfortable, asking sensei to demonstrate new ones 
when the Hst 1s too short (and realizing that 
you've seen most of those before, too; you've just 
forgotten them). Running through techniques in slow 
motion to make certain you've got the right hand 
grip, the correct leg movement, the proper pin. 
Having someone come at you a hundred time and find
ing that you're doing the same damn wrist lock ev
ery time. Figuring out more techniques to do. Hav
ing your uke come at you again and remembering 
three moves this time. Running through the test in 
front of sensei and forgetting ALL the techniques. 
Doing randoris and getting hopelessly trapped. 
Realizing that you're backing up instead of moving 
forward and trying it again—only this time you're 
not turning and the ukes grab you from front and 
behind and you're stuck again....

Practicing. Practicing some more. Doing all of 
the above one more time.

The 1st kyu test was a very physical test. It 
stretched the limits of my endurance and my breath. 
It exhausted my poor repertoire of techniques. But 
I passed.

A year and a half later, I told myself that It 
was time to start getting ready for shodan. After 
all, I'd already passed a virtually identical test, 
hadn't I? Wasn't it just a matter of adding a few 
weapons techniques and one more person to the ran
dori?

No sweat. Well, okay—lots of sweat, but all I 
needed to do was get the new stuff down and contin
ue to work on the old, right?

Wrong.
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Random Advice
Garnered from Countless Practice Sessions

(The truly horrible realization here is that 
each and every peice of advice is valid.)

"Keep your butt in. You're leaning forward."
"You're leaning back."
"You're throwing with your shoulders again. Use 

your hips."
"Nice hips, but where's the rest of your body?"
"Look at where your feet are."
"Look at where your hips are."
"Look at where your shoulders are."
"Look at where your arms are."
"What the heck is that—turtle aikido? Keep your 

head up. Think 'head'."
"You're not centered at all. Think 'stomach'."
"You're moving your upper body, then the rest."
"You're moving your legs first, and then the 

rest."
"You're taking three little steps instead of one 

big one."
"You're too close. Keep a good distance."
"You're too far away. Keep a good distance."
"Stop worrying about the technique and concen

trate on moving."
"Stop worrying about moving so much and concen

trate on the technique."
"Stop concentrating so much. Just do it."
“Don't just do the technique—concentrate.

Focus."
"Finish the throws."
"You can't just stop at the end."
"The end of the technique is the beginning of 

the next one."
"You need to move."
"Move."
"Move."

"Maybe next time I see you, you'll be calmer." 
—Vecchio Sensei (a visiting instructor) 

to me, after a seminar

"You've convinced me that you're ready. Now you 
have to convince yourself."

One of the instructors at our dojo gave me that 
bit of advice, after a June practice. His words ar
ticulated what I had already begun to suspect: the 
shodan test wasn't about technique. It truly wasn't 
a 1st kyu with a few added frills. I'd already done 
that test. No, for me (at least), the preparation 
for shodan was as much inside my head as on the 
outside. I really did need to convince myself that 
I was ready.

I would have to center my head as well as «iy 
body. I had to find a way to blend not only with 
the uke but with myself. £ was my opponent, not the 
person who joined me on the mat.

Other instructors noticed as well. Paul, another 
one of the black belts, came up to me after another 
practice as I was stretching out. "You're ready to 
test at summer camp, eh?" he said.

"Maybe," I replied. "I hope so."
He gave a uniquely Paul look: an amused half

smile, a cock of his head and a pat on the back. He 
laughed. "1 like that confidence," he said wryly.

All right. I admit it. I was scared of this 
test.

Even before sensei or the other instructors said 
anything, I knew that I was hoarding rationales 
against failure: my asthma, writing deadlines, time 
pressure in general. For the first month or so af
ter I told sensei that I "thought" I might Kke to 
test at summer camp (and he replied that I "might* 
be able to be ready), those excuses were always in 
the back of my head during practice. I could always 
pull out. There was a reason why I didn't have to 
go through with this.

When practice went poorly, I remembered. I 
blamed uninspired performances on everything but 
myself—I was having trouble breathing tonight, I 
was thinking about the book I had to finish, I 
couldn't stay any longer because I needed to get 
home.

All of these were true enough. What I didn't 
realize for a long time was that this was part of 
the test, too—the aikido that you do off the mat. 
If I couldn't breathe, I needed to find a way 
around that; if I was thinking about writing, then 
I had to realize that my mindset wasn't where it 
needed to be and I must shift my focus; if 1 needed 
to rearrange my crowded schedule, then I'd better 
damn well do it.

I knew all that. The realization just took a 
while to percolate down to where I could act on it 
on a conscious level. Such epiphanies didn't happen 
overnight or even stick once they did. There were 
times where I had the confidence I needed, but by 
the next night or even the next attack, I might 
lose it.

Confidence is the WD-40 of the soul.

"You already know the techniques, Steve. You 
could learn them better, sure, but that's not what 
this is all about." My sensei's words.

Once we arrived at summer camp, confidence did a 
disappearing act worthy of David Copperfield. At 
camp, you're surrounded by great aikidoists; inevi
tably I started comparing myself to them I knew it 
was a mistake. I knew comparison was dangerous. Ya
mada Sensei—an 8th degree black belt, the head of
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the United States Aikido Federation, and the one 
who would pass or fall ne—would judge each test on 
Its Individual merits and on Its own level.

Comparison 1s counter-productive. Comparison 1s 
asking for trouble.

Comparison 1s a remarkably stupid tactic when 
you're looking at high-ranking black belts.

I did 1t anyway. It showed.
Each day, my sensei and several other students 

from our dojo would arrive at one of the between- 
class times and work with me (causing them to miss 
the occasional lunch or dinner—a grand sacrifice, 
but then they also missed the outbreak of salmonel
la on Tuesday...). My practice Sunday was fine. 
Monday was only okay.

Practice on Tuesday sucked rocks. Granite—we 
were 1n Massachusetts and that state has a lot of 
granite.

I utterly blew the first technique sensei 
called, then got angry with myself. Fuming under
neath and trying to pretend that I wasn't, I 
stalked through all the rest with mediocre to poor 
results. I don't remember if I even thanked anyone 
for their Input—I left quickly and alone.

The next day, sensei arranged for us to practice 
when other people who were testing for shodan would 
be there. Even though sensei had told me to stop 
looking at all the black belts and just worry about 
myself, 1t wasn't until I saw the other hopefuls 
that confidence began leaking back in. I watched, 
and I saw that I was right there with them—no bet
ter, no worse.

I wasn't going to look Hke a complete fool, 
after all.

That thought unleashed a flood of others...
* Is that what you were worried about bucko?
* If 1t 1s, then you've had another problem, 

too. Tou haven't been trusting sensei and the 
rest, have you?

* If you're not trusting them, you're also not 
trusting yourself.

* So just do what you can do and stop worrying 
about 1t.

I had a good practice than afternoon. And Thurs
day, too.

I asked sensei how I looked. He gave me his non
committal a1k1 face. "Fine.'' I asked 1f he had any 
other last minute advice. He shrugged at that.

"You have what you have. It's too late to make 
changes now."

Friday was testing day.
After the breakthrough on Wednesday, you might 

thfnk I’d manage to stay calm Thursday night and 
Friday. Nope. Alkl dreams did breakfalls through my 
head all night, and I spent a lot of Friday needing 
to be away from other people. Before I got on the

mat for the tests, Denise came up to me and hugged 
me. "I can tell you're nervous," she said. "You're 
smiling at everyone but me."

Amazing, Isn't 1t, how we can be least polite to 
those we know and love best? Just one more example 
of the off-the-mat afkldo that I’m still learning— 
the techniques of Ufe.

Then someone clapped hands and we lined up.
How was the test? Don't ask me. I don't remember 

It, not 1n any detail. I've even looked at a video
tape of 1t, and I would swear that some long-lost 
twin has taken nty place, because he does things I 
don't recall doing.

When my name was called, I went out red ting the 
mantra "This 1s my mat. I own this mat." I knelt 
and tried to recall every piece of advfee that had 
been shoved at me that week. Following etiquette, I 
bowed to the picture of the founder of aikido, 0 
Sensei, to Yamada Sensei and Kanai Sensei, to my 
uke.

Then, as the first technique was called, I 
promptly forgot everything except moving and trying 
to control my breath.

The exam portion was finished 1n what seemed to 
be only a fe minutes but was actually twenty min
utes or so. After the remainder of the candidates 
had tested, I was called up for my four-person ran
dori. The black belts who lined up to face me 
seemed blg, quick, and grim; when we bowed and they 
rushed, there was no doubt about the sincerity of 
their attacks (in fact, any doubts I might have 
entertained were dispelled when I didn't quite turn 
enough and took a glancing blow to the temple). I 
moved to meet them as I'd been taught, angling 
toward the end person of the Une so they couldn't 
collapse 1n on me in a group. I started throwing 
people, moving and turning as they punched, struck, 
and grabbed. Then, abruptly, it was over. We bowed, 
and I left the mat.
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It was over, My overwhelming feeling was one of 
relief. At that moment (at least), I didn't care 
whether I'd passed or not. (Okay, let's clarify 
that slightly. I did care about the test, but the 
result didn't matter....) I might have had better 
mock tests and I'd certlanly had worse, but I'd 
given a representative "Steve” test. I'd watched 
the others and knew that—to my eyes—some had 
looked better, and some were worse.

What I'd given would have to do.
I was lucky. It did.

“I did it my way.”
—Frank Sinatra

I've never been much for group projects. I a- 
voided them like the plague during school. If I was 
going to put a lot of effort into something, I 
wanted 1t to be mine, good or bad. My artistic sen
sibilities hated to be compromised; group work al

ways Involved compromise at one level or another.
That's one truth.
Another truth 1s that one can't become a black 

belt alone. I am a group project.
That shodan test wasn't my test. Oh, I contribu

ted to 1t—1t was my body out there, my gasping for 
breath, my unique combination of grace and clumsi
ness.

But the test was more. It contained my sensei's 
countless hours of Instruction, advice and friend
ship. It was the senior students' energy and sweat 
and bruises. It possessed Denise's influence, she 
who knows the aikido of life far better than I do. 
It held every last one of the people in the dojo 
with whom I've ever practiced or who has taught me 
—from beginner to Instructor. Embedded in that 
test were particles of knowledge from every visit
ing sensei at every seminar.

To all of you, I owe gratitude and hours of 
ukeml.

Porno arlgato gozaimashita.1*1

There was a time 
(vague and far away) 
when loving grandpas 
offered us saltwater taffies 
and amusement park rides.

The rides never stopped, 
but the candles did for me 
when I was five.
Insulin and needles and lancets 
took their place.
I did not know then 
that a few tiny cells Inside me 
had died— 
forever changing 
my childhood.

And, oh, the lingering ache 
I feel at thr1ty-one.

Mine eyes have seen the glory 
of the argon laser beam, 
and my kidneys are bleeding. 
But who knows?
I may live a normal lifetime. 
Science and technology are 
moving so fast...
We must not forget 
to be hopefull

Bitter Sugar 
by Paula Robinson

My body falls, 
while other people, 
normal people, 
drink sparkling sugar-water 
or even wine.
Those people dine 
every day of their lives 
without calculations, 
without .measuring cups.

And the cruel children 
who once screamed 
at the sight of my needles 
blame me now, as adults, 
for cupcakes eaten 
as a special treat 
on my sixth birthday. 
Somehow my agony 
has to be my own fault.

Hath not a diabetic hands?
It is usually our feet 
that are amputated. 
We pay our pound of flesh 
where it shows least.
We do not have a popular disease.

The audience remains unmoved. 
We cannot understand why 
when millions of us 
suffer, and slowly, 
very slowly, 
piece by piece, 
we die.
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Copyright (c) 1989 by Hark R. Leeper

Mark Leeper ha* been a regular contributor to this 
fanzine a* long a* 1 have been publishing it. In 
thi* article he reveals sone of his origins for 
getting into fandom.COMMANDO CODY

and hisLost Science Fiction Fan
by Mark R. Leeper

I have never really considered myself to be a 
really strong science fiction fan. I have Hked 
science fiction more than most people, but I am 
really not all that well read. Recently, however, I 
have been thinking over what distinction I do have 
and have come up with one way that I am pretty much 
unique. I know of very few people who were already 
science fiction fans at the age of five. Even For
rest J. Ackerman claims not to have really become a 
science fiction fan until he was ten. I figure that 
I have something of a head start on him, of sorts.

It was from Saturday morning TV that I came 
under the influence of science fiction, and at that 
time ft was really coming under the influence of 
Commando Cody, Sky Marshall of the Universe. This 
show was the TV adaptation of Republic's serials of 
the same character. Cody was every bit as seductive 
an influence for me as Star Trek was for so many 
others. It was an entirely unfair influence on a 
young and susceptible mind.

Cody's chief gimmick and dim to fame was that 
he had built for himself a flying suit. It was kind 
of a natural gimmick to put into a serial. Republic 
had worked out the special effect—such as it was— 
years earlier when they made their serial Captain 
Marvel. It was a simple enough special effect. You 
film your star taking a running jump, end the shot 
just before the character starts to fall, then cut 
to a shot of a rather stiff-looking wooden model 
being pulled along on an invisible wire. That is 
how Captain Marvel flew. Except in those days they 
did not have the editing of the film just right so 
you actually saw Captain Marvel start to fall in 
the last frames of the shot. This is, of course, 
much the same effect that Columbia borrowed when 
they filmed Superman.

Of course Captain Marvel and Superman flew more 
or less by magic. One was given his powers by a 
wizard, one came by them being born an alien. The 
problem with those explanations of the flying power 
is that you want a hero you can identify with. I 
think that even at the age of five I knew that in 
West Virginia—I lived in West Virginia at the time 
—there were not a whole lot of wizards around who 

could give me the power to fly. And supreme realist 
that I was, I knew I'd already muffed being an ali
en from the planet Krypton. As a rule of thumb, if 
you do not know you are Superman, you're not. Super 
heroes make really useless role models.

I think the entertainment masters at Republic 
knew that something different was needed for kids 
to think "that could be me." Well, the obvious 
thing to do was have tehnology come to the rescue. 
Technology has always been magic for the common 
man. Republic decided that their character would 
fly by means kids would think they had some chance 
of achieving themselves, something logical and ra
tional. They were going to strap jet engines to 
their hero's back. That was not really a new idea. 
Legend has it that a Chinese Emperor tied rockets 
to his throne in the hopes of flying. It wasn't a 
pretty sight. Later some publicity hound was stupid 
enough to strap rockets to his back as a means of 
speed skating for the benefit of newsreel cameras. 
He succeeded in knocking himself over and setting 
himself on fire—you have probably seen the old 
newsreel footage.

Well, Republic apparently had to find a way of 
convincing audiences that these were rockets that 
were strapped to Cody's back. But, very logically, 
they did not want to have them burn like real rock
ets. The result was less than satisfying. They sort 
of blew out a puff of smoke and they put on the 
soundtrack a weird electronic tonality that sounds 
nothing at all like a rocket. Actually, they did 
not even blow out the puff of smoke from the rock
ets on Cody's back, it seemed to be mostly coming 
from some place off-screen. The prop man attached 
these rockets to a leather jacket by a harness and 
then, as their one vague concession to aerodynam
ics, they gave Cody a bullet-shaped helmet.

As a kid that seemed pretty reasonable and some
thing I could do. Of course, personal flying suits 
or something vaguely similar did come along some 
years later—James Bond uses the real thing in the 
prologue to Thunderball—but they were considerably 
more limited than Cody's backpack. Cody used to 
open up a hatch on one spaceship, fly out, land on
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another spaceship in mid-flight. Just open the 
hatch and step Inside. It doesn't sound like much 
now, but to a five-year-old that's great stuff. The 
whole Idea of these lumbering, slow-moving space
ships that you can fly from one to another was 
pretty great stuff.

Serial spaceships were all about the size of a 
large truck. I didn't know it at the time, but the 
spaceships on Commando Cody were the sort of a mod
ernized version of the old Flash Gordon spaceships. 
They didn't take off straight up; they sort of 
scraped their bellies along the ground until they 
got airborne via some lift principle as yet undis
covered by science. Figuring from what we see of 
the inside and the outside, the fuel tanks and en
gines apparently fit into the last three or four 
feet of the rocket; the rest is passenger area.

Again, »iy adult mind notices something about the 
take-off of the rocket ship that I never noticed as 
a kid. You never see the nose of the rocket at the 
time it takes off. You see the smoke shoot out the 
back (though it could be coming out of a pipe from 
off-screen because you do not actually see the 
rockets) and the rocket starts to move. It is plain 
to see that something off-screen was pulling the 
rocket, probably a truck with a chain attached to 
the nose of the Sky Marshall's craft. Still it was 
a pretty impressive effect when I saw it. Certainly 
the rocket engines sound a lot better than the 
rockets did in Universal's Flash Gordon and Buck 
Rogers serials. The nose of the rocket is painted 
with flamboyant rally stripes. And, dammit, when I 
see scenes of the rocket in flight I still get a 
thrill. That's the real science fiction, and any
thing that doesn't have rockets like that is just a 
pretentious imitator.

The interior of these babies was about the most 
fantastic that could be done on a lunch-money bud
get. The seats are dearly old office chairs that 
had been fitted with seatbelts and from which the 
casters had been removed. The walls had obvious 
piping hanging from them and old radios—WWII vin
tage-hung on the sides of the ships. What looks 
like a Van De Graf generator was stuck on the con
trol panel. There were modernistic looking overhead 
lights, but a window could have been useful. In the 
serials there was no such thing as the inky-black- 
ness of space. Between the planets there was no
thing but blue sky and fleecy clouds.

For a Sky Marshall of the Universe. Cody did not 
get around very much. His beat was almost exclus
ively on Planet Earth with occasional field trips 
to the moon. That was, of course, the eneniy's ter
ritory where Retik, Ruler of the Moon, had a fan
tastic, futuristic city. The outside of the city 
looked like something out of ancient Greece, but if 

you lived to get inside, you saw something very 
different. The rooms themselves were filled with 
plastic tubes, condenser plates, retorts of bubbl
ing chemicals, eletrical Jacob's ladders, fantastic 
calibrated instruments of no apparent purpose, and 
big round windows. Outside the city limits, most of 
the moon looked like Arizona. That was fairly typi
cal, in fact. It was generally thought in the 40's 
serials that alien planets and moons all looked a 
lot like Arizona. In Buck Rogers life on Saturn was 
seen to look a lot like a Chinese community in Ari
zona.

Retik, himself, not coming from so alien a plan
et but only from the moon, did not have to look so 
incredibly alien that he had to be played by a Chi
nese actor. He looked human (in serials that usual
ly meant "American") but he wore flowing robes and 
a chain-mail wimple. His civilization seemed to be 
made up entirely of men—in spite of the commonly 
held belief that moon civilizations would be made 
up of women as in the film Cat Women of the Moon. 
Retik's weaponry was a sight to behold. He had 
these terrific tanks that were streamlined and had 
fins. The guns were fitted right into the frame so 
that aiming really required steering the tank. It 
didn't matter. I don't think I ever saw the guns 
fire. The tanks looked suspiciously like a wooden 
frame fitted over jeeps, but who really cares? Of 
course it was only for use in defending the moon 
itself. On Earth Retik would use a strategy that 
would consist of sabotaging trains and robbing 
banks. It was pretty tough to see how these actions 
fit into his overall plan, particularly because 
they always failed, but who can say how a really 
alien mind reasons? It is clear that it would be 
pretty tough to convince authorities that they were 
facing bank robbers from outer space.

Well, that is it. Commando Cody, Sky Marshall of 
the Universe is what made me a science fiction fan, 
and a retrospective on the TV show has been long 
overdue. This is particularly true when I realize 
that most people seem to know Cody's name through 
the rock group Commando Cody and His Lost Planet 
Airmen. (Of course this is an error in itself. Lost 
Planet Airmen was the feature film version of the 
serial King of the Rocketmen which did have the 
flight suit, but not Cody himself. It's hero was 
Jeff King, who lent his name to make the serial 
title more impressive.) While I cannot remember the 
show in detail, I have rewatched Radar Men of the 
Moon, the serial that the TV show was based on. It 
squares with my memories of space ships and rocket 
suits. It may not sound like it was all that great 
as a piece of science fiction, but it sure made a 
fan of me. Let's see what kind of fans cyberpunk 
recruits.1*1
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by Elizabeth Ann Osborne

Collecting is a pastime that is very popular 
with many people. All forms and manner of items 
have been collected, including metal mailboxes, 
weathervanes, stuffed animals, teacups, and bird 
eggs. SF fans are not unique. Fans have their own 
collections which include magazines, videos, mod
els, fanzines, program books, and many other items. 
Some collectors are very specific, looking only for 
a certain object, while other gather anything and 
everything. Some collectors arrange their objects 
very carefully; others just dump them in a pile. (A 
very good friend of mine who collected SF magazines 
from the 30s and 40s kept them in two large garbage 
bags in his bedroom closet.) Some collections fill 
a whole room. I was once a judge between two rooms 
full of Star Trek memorabilia.

I write this because I have come to the end of a 
five year project of iny own. In February, 1991, I 
purchased the last of the pre-recorded video tapes 
of Star Trek. Each show of this classic Trek run 
has its own special box, and the entire collection 
is inside a video cabinet arranged in numerical 
order. Since this collection took me a long time to 
gather together, 1 did not undertake this project 
lightly; it was in 1986 that I started thinking 
about collecting the shows.

The videos had been available for about a year, 
with six episodes being released about every six 
months. Factors in favor of this endeavor were 
many. First was the real desire to own my copy of 
the series. To have my own copies and not be held 
to a television schedule had its appeal, but I 
would also feel that I had a bit of the show as my 
personal property.

Second, I wanted as good a copy of each episode 
as possible. My local TV station has been running 
Trek for years and each episode showed lots of 
wear; missing scenes, bad color, bad sound, and bad 
editing all resulted in less than a great place to 
make VCR copies. My local station (at this time) 
also did not have a single episode of the third 
season. This was the third reason. I went for years 
without seeing some of my favorite episodes.

Fourth, I was worried about moving to an area 
that did not have any broadcasts of Star Trek. An 
impossibility, you might say, but for three years 
in college in Western Ohio I never saw a Trek epi
sode. After graduate school, I moved to a rather 
rural area that didn't have the show either. Buying 
the tapes was cheaper than a satellite dish.

Ulsabeth touches on 
bock thing which is near 
and dear to the hearts 
of anst fans. What's 
collected may be dif
ferent. but the passion 
is the sane....

Other factors for consideration were what type 
of format to buy, and how and where to buy, etc. 
Faced with the huge expense of getting the entire 
run, I decided to buy one episode each month.

Nearly five years later, I have the complete se
ries. Collecting them as almost been an adventure. 
Since starting this project, I have had three jobs, 
lived in two statesm gone to nearly a dozen conven
tions, moved across the country, talked and became 
friends with several video store owners, mail-order 
houses, dealers, flea markets and fans, and through 
it all I met some really nice people.

Some problems remain. Format, for one. I switch
ed from Beta to VHS about halfway through the se
ries. I am now going back to replace at least some 
of the second season with VHS. On the plus side, I 
no longer have to rush home to flick on Trek at 
5:30 PM after work; I can have it whenever I want 
it. I found that I am real impatient when I am 
watching a broadcast on TV and commercials come on 
in the middle of my favorite episode. I have also 
found that I really enjoy some of the episodes that 
I had not cared for on television when I first saw 
them, and that some of my favorites have become 
less watchable when I saw them very often. But col
or and quality were great, and it was a real joy to 
see, in some cases, the complete episodes for the 
first time in nearly ten years.

In all, I am glad that I have this collection. 
It has been a great expense, and the time to pull 
them all together has been long, but that was fun 
too. I have also bought the movies and some of the 
animated episodes, but I doubt that I will make 
that a complete collection like the first. Star 
Trek; The Next Generation is now being offered on 
VHS but I will not be buying that at all. In fact, 
I have a collection that I can be, and am, very 
happy with.

And that's what counts.1*1
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Do You Remember?
Robert Sabella has contributed to many Issues of 
Lan's Lantern. Here he asks us to contribute 
•emeries fron our past....

by Robert Sabella

Recently I reached the venerable age of 40 and 
began thinking back on some of the sfnal and 
fannish things I've seen in wjy lifetime. Many that 
slipped Into obscure corners of memory are 
worthwhile recalling, if only briefly. So here for 
your reading pleasure are some random memories from 
the past twenty-five years. Do you remember...

John J. Pierce, the scourge of the New Wave?
the ripping of the movie screen at St.

Loulscon?
How the critics really reacted to the release 

of 2001: A Space Odyssey (as opposed to how 
they now claim they reacted to 1t)?

the unauthorized Ace edition of Lord of the 
Rings?

the wide-spread furor over the publication of 
Norman Spinrad's Bug Jack Barron?

the tragic death of Vaughn Bode?
your reaction to the opening sequence the 

first time you watched The Outer Limits?
The Fl resign Theatre?
Ejler Jakobsson?
fandom's initial reaction to the Clarion 

workshops?
Chester Anderson's The Butterfly Kid?
The Tides of Lust?
the wrist badges at MIDAMERICON?
Robert A. Heinlein and the stripper at 

MIDAMERICON?
when Barry Malzberg edited Amazing Stories?
when Harry Harrison edited Amazing Stories?

your first reaction upon reading Philip Jose 
Farmer's "Riders of the Purple Mage"?

when Locus was stapled in the upper lefthand 
corner?

Psychotic?
The Double:BHl Symposium?
Worlds of If winning three consecutive Hugo 

Awards for Best Prozine?
movie critics insisting Carley was too good 

to be science fiction?
the appointment of Ben Bova as editor of 

Analog?
Arthur C. Clarke and Walter Cronkite covering 

the first manned landing on the moon?
the letter-writing campaign to save Star 

Trek?
Roger Elwood?
Laser Books?
the twin ads in Galaxy, one by SF profession

als supporting continued involvement in 
Vietnam, the other opposing it?

Robert Silverberg insisting James Tiptree, 
Jr. must be a man beneath the pseudonym?

The Star Lost
when Ace books cost $.35?
the first time Harlan Ellison quit fandom?
Blows Against the Empire?

I'm sure all of you recall a lot of interesting 
trivia worth sharing with the rest of us. So what 
are you waiting for? Let's hear them! 1*1
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X would like to thank Eleaaar Tetranariner for hia 
suggestions and encouragement, and my sister, Sue 
Burdick, for her ccmnenta on the Spanish words and 
phrases. All errors are, of course, my responsibil
ity. —Bruce S. Burdick

Bruce is a instructor of Mathematics at Roger 
Williams College in Rhode Island. I've known him 
for several years, and look forward to any story he 
has published. It's been a while since one has, but 
this travelogue shows he still has power in his 
writing....There Was This Bull in My Face 

by Bruce Burdick

In which this correspondent is tossed about on the seas of 
cultural relativity, goes without sleep, becomes more travel
wise, tests (or perhaps, quizzes) his manhood, learns a new 
song, and wonders why people do the funny things they do.

So, there was this bull in my face.
I exaggerate. The bull was across the street. 

But it was a narrow street.

The train from Irun to Pamplona stops at every 
Intersection of two footpaths 1n northern Spain. I 
boarded the train sometime shortly after sunset and 
dumped my things in a compartment with six young 
Spaniards. As 1t grew dark and the train clanked 
Its way through the countryside I stood at the end 
of the coach, near the door, awash with excitement 
and wonder.

There were doubts 1n my mind. Would I be able to 
find a place to stay at one 1n the morning? Would 
my limited knowledge of Spanish be enough to get me 
by during my stay? And the more pivotal question, 
the one which was my purpose for being on that 
train: would I have the nerve to run in the encier- 
ro?

At one of the stops I was joined by a French 
student who was on his way to Barcelona. There was 
a lot of cheering coming from the bar of the train 
station, just a few tracks away from us. When I 

asked him what was going on he told me that a bunch 
of Germans and Brits 1n there had been waiting for 
our train, and had become wrapped up 1n the World 
Cup semifinals match on the television.

That was the night of the fourth day of July, a 
date which was of hardly any significance to the 
British, French, Spanish, or Canadians I had met 
that morning 1n Paris or that afternoon on the way 
down through southern France. In fact, the most 
Important thing happening that day for a very large 
number of the world's people, and by that I refer 
to those humans who 1n a free association test 
would not respond to "Monday night" with the word, 
"football," but who might, 1n response to "foot
ball," say "hooligans," the most significant event 
for them on that fourth of July was that England 
and Germany were playing 1n the semifinals of the 
World Cup of (biting one's American tongue) Soccer. 
That's football 1n England, fussball 1n Germany, 
futbol 1n Spain, etc.

Now, I sort of understand baseball, and I barely 
understand American football, but while the object 
of soccer 1s pretty clear to me, Its subtle points
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are as foreign to ne as cricket. Apparently, the 
game had gone Into extra kicks or something and 1t 
had come down to who could kick more or better of 
these free or penalty kicks while the other team 
was either standing around or trying to block ex
cept for the goalie. Anyway, Germany won, and went 
on to play Argentina for the championship a few 
days later.

But the amazing thing was that the train waited 
1n the station for the game to end so that these 
ardent fans could board. This was either a tribute 
to the European devotion to soccer or a sign of the 
monumental looseness of the Spanish national train 
system. Who knows? Maybe the engineers and conduc
tors also wanted to see how the match would end.

The French student, Andre, told me, as the train 
pulled away Into the night, that he was planning to 
work for an American firm next year, and for sever
al minutes I thought he was going to work for an 
American film, and I asked some questions which 
must have made very little sense. When he found out 
that I could speak a little of the local tongue he 
switched from English to Spanish, saying that he 
felt much more comfortable 1n that language. We 
then had one of the longest conversations I have 
ever had 1n Spanish, and one of the most gratify
ing, since we both understood everything. Neither 
one of us was fluent enough to speak faster than 
the other could follow.

Andre told me that he was going to spend a few 
days 1n Barcelona and then double back to Pamplona 
for the festival. As I headed back to my compart
ment to get a little rest before the train arrived 
in Pamplona I said to him, "Maybe I'll see you 
there, this Saturday or Sunday." He just laughed. I 
never saw him again.

I didn't get any sleep on the train that night. 
I listened to the conversation of the four men and 
two women in my compartment, but I understood very 
little until one of them spoke to me in English. It 
turned out that the four guys actually lived 1n 
Pamplona. They had been travelling around the coun
try on holiday and had met the young ladles at a 
campground, and had offered them a place to stay 
during San Fermin. I had Imagined as I planned my 
trip that the train would be full of people going 
to Pamplona specifically for the running .of the 
bulls, but had not expected to meet anybody who 
called this magical town home, at least not until I 
was there. I asked them about the likelihood of 
finding accommodations in the middle of the night, 
and they replied uneasily that my chances of find
ing a place were slim, day or night. "The fiesta 
starts on a weekend this year," one of them said, 
and shrugged. Apparently, the strategy of arriving 
in town a full two days before the festival was 
laughably insufficient, given the number people who

; were coming. It also appeared that my train compan- 
■ ions, however friendly, were not ready to take in 
I one more stray who had been attracted by the Pam

plona magnet.
We arrived at the Pamplona train station after 

one in the morning. The small bar and restaurant, 
the ticket counter, the information window, and the 
newsstand were all closed. A few people were 
spreading out their sleeping bags against the 
walls. I wandered about in the lobby, paying close 
attention to what everyone else was saying and do
ing, hoping to hook up with someone who had a rea
sonable plan.

"They say it's ten kilometers to the campsite." 
"The taxi driver wants 1700 pesetas." "I'm just go
ing to spend the night here and go into town tomor
row." "I heard about two guys who did that and they 
were robbed by gypsies in the middle of the night. 
They lost their money and their passports and ev
erything." "How far is it into town?" "It's too far 
to walk. You should call a taxi." "How much is a 
taxi?"

All around me was a swirl of confusion, as peo
ple tried to figure out what they were doing. I of
fered several conversational gambits, trying to 
find a group with which I could throw in my lot, 
but no dice. I drifted out the front door of the 
station and watched as small groups of people left 
with friends or by taxi.

The crowd thinned out considerably and the last 
few cars left the dusty parking lot. There were 
about eight or nine backpackers remaining outside, 
and the lobby of the station had become very still 
as people settled into their bags for the night. 
The backpackers and I were the last ones left 
standing. Among the group were two rather tall wo
men from New Zealand, a couple from the U.K., and a 
brace of Swedes. One of the latter acted like the 
leader of the group, getting everybody together and 
getting them to put their packs on the for walk in
to town. His name was Robert and he told us that 
this was going to be his sixth year in a row at the 
festival of San Fermin. He was extremely gregari
ous, encouraging everyone within earshot to join 
his band of Swedish travellers.

"How far is it into town?" I asked him. 
"About one and a half kilometers," he said.
"Do you have a place to stay?"
"I know a guy who rents out some rooms right on 

the street where the bulls run!"
That was good enough for me. I picked up my bags 

and set off with this irregular group of adventur
ers.

It was the longest kilometer and a half any of 
us ever experienced. We quickly found out that Rob
ert's sense of distance was a little askew. "It's 
just another hundred meters," he would say, and we 
would strain our eyes looking for a hotel sign. I
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lagged a little behind the others most of the way. 
1 was the only one without a backpack, and I had to 
pause once In a while to redistribute the weight of 
qy bags. Robert went to each of us 1n the group as 
we walked, finding out where everyone was from and 
telling us stories about the things that had hap
pened to him during h1s previous visits to Pamplo
na. When he came to me he asked me questions I was 
to hear a lot that summer: "Why don't you have a 
backpack? Why don't you have a sleeping bag?" I 
don't know, what could I have been thinking? I 
guess I had Imagined that I would be sleeping 1n 
beds, and carrying my luggage no farther than you 
could throw a crumbly tortilla.

I think we walked about four miles that night. 
It was well after two when we arrived at the Plaza 
del Castillo, the main square 1n the old section of 
town. The place was brightly Ht and some of the 
bars were still hopping with prefestival madness. 
Robert told us to wait while he went to find out 1f 
this guy he knew could accommodate us. I threw «iy 
stuff In a pile with great relief and waited for 
the cool mountain air to dry off the sweat I had 
accumulated during the last hour. A quick look 
around the square showed us that many people were 
sacked out 1n their bags. I knew that we would be 
there soon ourselves 1f Robert didn't come through 
for us. I made a promise to myself that the next 
time I came back here I would be better prepared.

Robert returned and everything was cool. The 
fellow with the place on Estafeta street had room 
for our party. We followed Robert another block and 
up to a second story flat 1n a residential build
ing. The Jefe of the place let us 1n and told us to 
be very quiet. I never heard him speak anything but 
Spanish while we were there. He led us to a room 
about thirty feet by fifteen. There was no furni
ture whatsoever and there were a few people already 
asleep on the floor. In the center of the room was 
a bucket of sawdust. You really must be kidding, I

thought. But no one else seemed the least bit con
cerned about the conditions. It's three 1n the mor
ning, there are people sleeping 1n the night air, 
the hotel of ten thousand stars, and we are lucky 
to have this, I told myself. Part of me remained 
skeptical.

The Jefe wanted one thousand pesetas a night 
from each of us. I had been hoping to get a room 
and a bed for less than that. We all signed our 
names on a piece of cardboard that the guy was us
ing as a guest ledger. Robert and two of the other 
Swedes were heading out for a couple of cervezas, 
and I was too wired to sleep, so I joined them.

Loud music blaring. Cold beer 1n my hand. People 
smoking roll-your-owns or taking a dip of Skol, 
talking in Swedish and Spanish and English. "Do you 
run?" someone asked Robert.

"I used to, the first few years," he said. "But 
then I saw something truly horrible happen and I 
had nightmares for three weeks after that. I never 
run anymore, but I still watch every day."

Plaza del Castillo, Bar Txoco, In the Gutter

Plaza del Castillo was to be the center of the 
universe for the next few days. This was where the 
festival would officially begin, this was where old 
friendships would be renewed and new ones begun. 
This was where millions of pesetas a day would be 
transferred from the pockets of thirsty out-of- 
towners to the willing hands of local entrepre
neurs.

One corner of the square was thick with bars. 
These were the typically Spanish bars which serve 
breakfast, lunch, and supper, and anything you 
could want to drink, anytime. In this corner of the 
square there was a mass of cafe-style tables and 
chairs, and they sprawled across an expansive side
walk, literally through the gutter, and into the 
street. Each of the bars had staked out a territory 
among this confusion of furniture, and each waiter 
knew which table and chair belonged to which bar. 
One could go for eons without getting the attention 
of a waiter, but 1f one moved a chair across one of 
these Invisible boundaries 1n order to sit with 
friends at a crowded table, one of these waiters 
would Instantly appear to reclaim the wayward chair 
for Its rightful owners.

These bars were many, but the only one that 
people referred to by name was Bar Txoco. This was 
a convenient meeting place, a place-name that 
everyone recognized. "We'll see you at Bar Txoco at 
one!" There was nothing special about this one bar 
as opposed to the others. The service was no better 
or worse. The coffee tasted the same as everywhere. 
But there was the force of history behind this 
place. This was the only Pamplona bar mentioned by 
name 1n Michener's The Drifters, the book which had
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Introduced ne to the San Fermin Rystique.
There Is a staple of the Spanish diet called 

tortilla. It has no obvious relation to the Mexican 
tortilla. In Spain, If you ask for tortilla espa 
ola. you will get a sort of quiche with lots of 
small chunks of potato 1n 1t, very salty and cooked 
In liberal amounts of olive oil. If you ask for 
tortilla francesa. you will get 1t without the po
tatoes. If you ask for bocadlllo de tortilla you 
will get an omelette sandwich on a roll. This deli
cacy and Its variations were among, the things I 
looked forward to whenever I returned to Spain. The 
tortilla served at Bar Txoco was made fresh every 
day, sliced up and on display by late morning, and 
1t came in several varieties with various extra In
gredients.

We had gotten back to the pension about four 
that morning of Thursday the fifth. I used ay gar
ment bag as a mat andmy L.L.Bean bag as a pillow. 
I threw qy jacket over me as a blanket. Couldn't 
sleep, though. Several people were snoring and 
someone was sleeptalking 1n Swedish.

Shortly after dawn I arose and made a cursory 
toilet in the W.C. down the ha11. I wanted a shower 
really badly and went looking for the Jefe. He met 
me in the hall; the guy never seemed to sleep the 
whole time I was there. "Donde esta la ducha?" I 
asked him.

"No hay ducha." he said. There 1s no shower. I 
was 1n shock. I had thought that charging 1000 pes
etas per person for a crowded room with no bed was 
close to larceny, but not providing a shower de
finitely crossed over Into exploitation. I stormed 
out of the place, determined to find an alterna
tive.

£5 nxJt to Ask- vckeSs
■fool, IbrtoreJ
rvxo - ocKj-feU tUeres 4x> 

skaber?/?

There was nothing. AU the hotels were booked. 
They could barely stifle their chortles when I 
asked if there were any rooms available.

Dejected, I sat down at one of the tables at Bar 
Txoco to consider the situation. It was the fifth 
of July, the festival officially opened at noon on 
the sixth, the bulls would start running on the 
morning of the seventh. I hadn't slept a wink 1n 
twenty-four hours, I had just turned thirty-four 
years old, and there are fifteen men on a dead 
man's chest. Put that all together and it looked 
like I would have to catch a train out of there 
before the fun started, just so I could get a good 
night's sleep.

At the table next to me I noticed that there 
were three people poring over a map of the town, 
trying to figure out where the bulls would be run
ning. Rule One for intruding oneself into the con
versation of strangers: call attention to some ob
ject of mutual interest.

"A map! You've got a map. Where did you get^it?" 
I learned from them that there was a tourist infor
mation bureau just a block away from where we were 
sitting, and I showed them Estafeta Street on the 
map , also only a block from us, which I knew to be 
part of the route that the bulls would take. We got 
to talking. They were two German women, one from 
Berlin and one from Hamburg, and a guy (another) 
from Sweden. They warned me that if I asked at the 
tourist office about places to stay I would be told 
to buy a newspaper and call the phone numbers list
ed there for rooms in private homes.

It so turned out that they had a room reserved 
in a nearby hotel for that night, but that they 
would have to give it up on the sixth in favor of 
some other forward-looking people who had had the 
wisdom to reserve even earlier. Much to my relief, 
they invited me to sleep on their floor that night, 
for an even four-way split of the 9000 peseta room 
charge.

As soon as it was late enough in the day for 
them to check in to their three star hotel, I re
trieved my bags from the flophouse on Estafeta 
Street, paid the Jefe there his 1000 pesetas, met 
Ry new Nordic and Teutonic friends at their room, 
and took a shower and a nap. It was glorious.

Much refreshed, and not giving a thought to 
tomorrow's problems, I found myself in the late 
afternoon back at the outdoor tables of Bar Txoco.

The Germans and the Swede that I was staying 
with joined me for a while there. One of the most 
peculiar things that I remember from our conversa
tion that afternoon was when the woman from Berlin 
told me that she was sad about the changing nature 
of East-West relations 1n Europe that year. "In 
Berlin we have always known that there were enemies 
all around us, and this made us special. I can't 
get used to the new situation," she told me.

"So how do you say, 'I am a Berliner'?" I asked 
her.

"Ich bln e1n Berliner. Like President Kennedy," 
she said with a smile.

It had rained off and on that day and it was 
overcast and cool. Some trick of the mountain winds 
and the layout of the city created frequent cyclon
ic gusts that moved about the square wreaking minor 
havoc. But In spite of the weather, the mood of the 
place was one of anticipation and steadily increas
ing excitement. More people were pouring into town 
by the minute, and many of them came through Plaza 
del Castillo. Taxicabs and caravans were pulling up
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to our tables In the gutter and discharging their 
passengers, and people around ne were often jumping 
to their feet with greetings and hugs for old 
friends who had just arrived. An Australian fellow 
walked through the crowded tables saying, "Hi, 
Dave. H1, Dave. Everybody's named Dave. H1, Dave. 
Everybody's named Dave."

Mow that's really, really crazy

"Have you seen the monument diving?" someone 
asked me. I confessed that I had not. "Just go down 
that side street, turn right and head uphill." Cur
iosity got the better of me.

The directions which I had been given led me to 
a small plaza at the Intersection of two cobbled 
streets. In the middle of the plaza was a pedestal 
which had once held some statue or monument, and 
all around 1t was a huge crowd of very rowdy people 
completely clogging the square. The cobblestones 
were sticky with spilled beer.

On top of the pedestal three guys had formed a 
human pyramid, and a fourth was standing upon the 
shoulders of one of the others. As I watched, this 
fourth man dived into the crowd and was caught 1n 
the linked arms of eight fellows standing 1n two 
rows. These eight then bounced the recently ballis
tic human up and down a few times before letting 
him sink to the ground.

The procedure was repeated many times. Some wo
men tried 1t; Some men tried it sans pants. People 
were actually standing 1n Une to do this. This 1s 
really nuts, I thought. Now I am not averse to 
risk. After all, I was seriously contemplating the 
Idea of running through these narrow streets with a 
herd of steers and bulls thundering past. Yet, 
somehow, the notion of jumping into the arms of a 
brace of Inebriated strangers was one that I found 
absolutely unthinkable. One has to draw the Une 
somewhere.

I made progress through the crowd at a slow 
pace. I don't know where I thought I was going un
less ft was to view this spectacle from many an
gles. People all around me were yelling and cheer
ing and guzzling beer and sangria. One group of 
revellers had t-shirts on that said, on the front, 
"Aussles and Kfwis on tour. Pamplona, July, 1990. 
Munich, October, 1990," and, "I ran with the bulls 
and drank from the big jugs," on the back, together 
with rather amusing Illustrations of these two ac
tivities.

Later, I learned that the statue these people 
used to jump from had been taken down to discourage 
these monument-divers. Understandably, the town fa
thers didn't want people spilling their brains on 
the cobblestones before the festivities even start
ed. It was a shame, though, that they had to mar 
their historical artifacts because of these crazy 
foreigners. It was doubly a shame, since the remov

al of the statue didn't stop the diving. I expected 
that next year they would remove the pedestal, and 
that the divers would move to the windows and bal
conies.

When I left that crowd I headed up a fairly qui
et street that went past a church and then ran par
allel to the main square. There was a Spaniard with 
a camera near the church and I asked him what the 
second language on all the street signs was, and 
learned that It was Basque. This tongue, according 
to Trevanian's novel, Shibumi, 1s a mystery to lin
guists since 1t appears to be unrelated to any 
known language. One suggestion I have heard (from 
sf author Ray Brown) 1s that Basque is the last of 
the languages which were spoken in western Europe 
before the Celts expanded to the west from their 
origins in the Danube valley. The Basque people oc
cupy an area which overlaps both France and Spain, 
and there fs a province of Spain called Pals Vasco, 
or Basque Country. Even though Pamplona 1s in the 
neighboring province of Navarro, 1t appeared that 
the Basque presence here was significant.

My wandering took me eventually to the arena 
where the bullfights would occur. There I found the 
bust of Papa Hemingway, at one end of a boulevard 
named Paseo Hemingway. After paying my respects to 
the writer who had brought so much attention to 
this place with The Sun Also Rises, I found myself 
in the area called Telefonos, after the telephone 
building there, where the barricades were going up 
to mark the route the bulls would follow. Walking 
down this bull-chute put me back on Estafeta, and 
quickly I returned to Plaza del Castillo.

Just play it loud. Okay?

At Bar Txoco things were getting lively. Robert 
and his friends had been expecting another group 
from the same town to join them, and apparently 
they had. The Swedes were drinking an obnoxious 
mixture of coca-cola and red wine, known locally as 
calimotxo. The very idea of that mix was enough to 
make me nauseous, but I was to see them drink this 
stuff day and night, stopping only to sleep.

After enough exposure to words like calimotxo 
and txoco. i t began to dawn on me that the northern 
Spaniards were using the tx combination instead of 
the ch that I learned about in high school Spanish. 
I speculated that it might be due to the Basque
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Influence, but ft could have been merely a regional 
variation.

We were joined by Eric, one of the people with 
whom I was sharing a hotel room that night, and I 
Introduced him to the other Swedes. He told me, 
when he got the chance, that while he was from 
Stockholm, Robert and his group were from the 
southern part of Sweden, and their accent sounded 
funny to him. The Swedes all spoke marvelous Eng
lish. As with certain other European nationalities, 
■any years of English training are required In 
their schools.

Our group also Included a couple of Australians, 
named Mick and Tim. The Aussles have a fine travel 
philosophy. Their attitude 1s that 1f you get the 
get the urge to see the world you must plan to be 
away for at least two years. One saves up enough 
money for a plane ticket, and maybe a little more, 
and when the money runs out there's always work. 
Citizens of Commonwealth nations can get work In 
London, and many of them work there for a few 
months at a time, until they have saved up enough 
to travel again. This cycle of work and travel can 
go on for years until they decide that their "walk
about" 1s over and It's time to return home.

I tried to have some fun with these guys by spy
ing, "G'day mate," and, "Eh ya go1n'?" but they 
told me that my accent was all wrong.

The World Cup was 1n the forefront of many peo
ples' minds, and I learned that we were to commem
orate that fact by frequently bursting Into a song 
whose melody was part of "Stars and Stripes Forev
er" and whose lyrics consisted of the name "Camer
oon" repeated over and over. What we were celebrat
ing was that the national team from Cameroon had 
gone farther in the World Cup elimination matches 
than any African team had ever gone before, and 
since there was no traditional rivalry involved 
European fans had united in rooting for them. So I 
learned to sing this song and sang 1t with gusto 
whenever anybody started 1t up. It was a fun song, 
and 1t was easy to remember late at night.

Robert and Eric started talking to some Spanish 
girls at another table, and the three of us joined 
them there. One was named Anna, and another was 
named Marla Pilar, which was shortened to Marlpe. 
Anna spoke excellent English, and without her our 
conversation would have been very primitive; as 1t 
was we were all frequently caught without the pre
cise word that we needed. Robert's Spanish was tru
ly awful. I chuckled when he tried to ask these 
girls whether they had boyfriends and why not. But 
he was one of these people who wouldn't let a lit
tle thing Uke Ignorance of the language stop him 
from trying to communicate.

This Incident caused me to reflect on the Impor
tance of language 1n our everyday affairs. We use 
language 1n ways that I usually take for granted 
when I am only exposed to English. My dealings with

Spanish speakers constantly reminded ne that 1t 
took a great deal of tenacity to maintain a conver
sation across a language barrier. There was a sub
stantial temptation to give up and find someone 
else who speaks one's own tongue. In light of this 
the Swedes had to be admired for their readiness to 
speak English. Whenever the Swedes, Australians, 
and Americans sat down together there was a tadt 
assumption that the language of discourse would be 
English. Although the Swedes spoke English very 
well, they were voluntarily placing themselves at a 
distinct disadvantage 1n the arena of language play 
1n that the others of us could make all sorts of 
jokes that the Swedes would have to struggle to un
derstand. I reminded myself to be grateful to my 
Swedish companions for their knowledge of English 
and hoped that I could return the favor some day.

Eric told me how much he had enjoyed the movie, 
Good Morning, Vietnam, but he couldn't recall any 
of the funny parts. I went through all the Unes I 
could remember. "Washington, how's the weather 
there?" "Hot. Hot and wet." He was absolutely 1n 
stitches over Robin Williams's humor. "Play any
thing, just play 1t loud, Okay?"

San Fermin

The festival of San Fermin starts every year at 
noon on the sixth of July. The two Germans, Eric 
the Swede, and I checked out of our fabulously com
modious three-star hotel that morning. The women 
decided to leave town by train that day, since they 
didn't want to stay 1n the type of place that would 
be available now that the huge, huge crowds had ar
rived. Eric had arranged with Anna the night before 
to meet her that afternoon to see if he could stay 
at her place. I was envious of anyone who would be 
sleeping in an actual bed that night, but I feared 
that there was nothing I could do about that, so I 
decided to bring my stuff back to the place on Es
ta feta.

These rooms on the second story, overlooking the 
narrow street where tomorrow the bulls would come 
running, were, during the other seasons of the 
year, an engineering school. Jose, the guy I kept 
calling Jefe, had the keys to the place—he could 
have been the director of the school or the janitor 
for all I ever learned. It became clear that he 
made a very tidy bonus every summer by using these 
empty schoolrooms as a "pension." If he could keep 
forty people paying 1000 pesetas a night from the 
fourth through the fourteenth he would make the 
equivalent of over four thousand bucks, and all he 
had to do to make this money was go without sleep 
for a week and a half.

I walked Into the dimly Ut place a little be
fore noon. There were sleeping bags and backpacks 
everywhere, but nobody was there except Jose, who 
came out of a Httle room where he had been watch-
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Ing tv. I plopped Ry things down on the floor of 
the main room. Some of the sawdust that I had no
ticed fn the bucket that first night had been put 
to use on the floor. Jose followed me in to that 
room and kept saying, "Est llena. Est llena." He 
showed me the other two rooms so that I would see 
that they were full, too. But I pretended not to 
understand, I became the obnoxious American, I kept 
saying, “Don't worry. Jefe, everything will be 
okay, we'll work something out."

At some point 1n this non-conversat1on Jose 
heard the sound of fireworks coming from his tv 
set, and we both rushed in to see what was happen
ing. It was exactly twelve, and the festival had 
just officially opened. We watched on the set as 
the crowd cheered and sang and popped champagne 
corks 1n Plaza del Castillo, just a block away from 
us. After a few minutes of this I slipped away, 
leaving Jose 1n front of his tv set. That was all 
he was going to see of the festivities for the next 
few days.

Back at Bar Txoco things were really getting 
crazy. The whole square was filled with people cel
ebrating the beginning of San Fermin. I ran Into 
Robert and he was drenched in champagne. "Did you 
see the fireworks?" he asked me.

"Yeah, I saw them on tv," I said.
Thousands of people, all wearing white and red, 

could be seen from where we were in the corner of 
the square. Anna had told us the night before that 
1t was very Important to wear white on the first 
day of the festival, and I had remembered that mor
ning to put on my white slacks and my mostly white 
"Worldcon 1n Zagreb" tshlrt. But my outfit wasn't 
complete until I found a red scarf and a red sash. 
Fortunately, this was no problem as long as I did
n't mind paying 400 pesetas apiece for these Items.

With my red bandanna tied at my neck, and my red 
sash tied with a square knot around my beltline, I 
felt as Spanish as El Cid. I was ready to take on 
bulls.

The sky had cleared and a bright sun had come 
out at almost the same Instant as the festival had 
started. The weather would remain perfect for the 
rest of the time I spent 1n Pamplona. In fact, dur
ing my travels that summer I would not see rain 
again for over a month.

I wandered around the square, talking to people 
from all over the world, watching locals do tra
ditional dances, listening to music, watching the 
gypsies work the crowd. We were all one 1n that mo

ment. We all wore red and white. We were celebrat
ing San Fermin.

Stay on your feet, boys I

Advice 1s cheap 1n Pamplona. Everybody's got 
some. I even handed out some qyself.

The urge to explore the enderro drew me back to 
Estafeta. By late afternoon many of the posts and 
boards were 1n place that would create a chute 
through which the bulls and steers would run. This 
made 1t easy to figure out how the traditional 
route twisted through the old part of town. I 
walked through the area called Telefonos to the 
arena, and then back the other direction toward the 
town hall.

Along the route there was a group of people lis
tening to an American who had been 1n Pamplona 1n 
previous years. They were asking him what the run 
would be Hke, how 1t worked, and what they should 
do to come through okay. H1s answers were much the 
same as what I had read about Pamplona, but 1t was 
reassuring to hear verbal confirmation of what 
Michener had written. He told us that the entrance 
to the arena could be dangerous 1f the crowd 
bunched up there, for the walls were smooth and 
there was no place to go when the bulls plowed 
through. He also warned us that the other runners 
could be as dangerous as the bulls.

"How long does the run last?" someone asked.
"A clean run lasts only four minutes. A dirty 

run lasts seven or eight minutes." Pressed for more 
Information, he told us, "There's one place where 
they run down at the bulls. There's one American 
who runs with them. He 1s one macho ..." His 
voice trailed off as people asked more questions. 
After a few minutes the group broke apart, each of 
us digesting the advice we had received. The guy 
called after us, "Remember, boys, stay on your 
feet!

"Stay on your feet."

At the small plaza in front of the town hall, a 
crowd had gathered to see the giants. A half dozen 
twelve foot high puppets, gaudily dressed 1n Moor
ish costumes, were being held erect 1n two Unes, 
facing each other. After some time had passed music 
began to play, and these figures from the past 
moved around each other in a simple dance.

According to Michener, the black figure among 
these six represented San Fermin, himself.

I moved through the crowd and came to Santo Do
mingo, the street which fell off steeply in the 
direction of the River Arga. This was where the 
macho-machos run down at the bulls which have just 
been released from their corral. I walked down the 
hill to where the street turns sharply to the left, 
presenting one with a fantastic view of the moun
tains and farmland across the river. That turn in
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the street was where the bulls were kept overnight 
In their corrals, and a double barricade had been 
built across Santo Domingo so that the bulls would 
have no choice but to run up the hl11 once they 
were released.

From the street, the curious could see that one 
of the corrals contained four truly massive steers. 
I learned later that these were the "cleanup" 
steers. They were very docHe animals that were 
released a few seconds after the others, and which, 
as they ran calmly through the enderro, were sup
posed to pick up any lone bulls that had become se
parated from the rest of the herd.

The herding Instinct 1s strong 1n these bovine 
critters. As long as the bulls and steers stay to
gether, they stampede through the streets oblivious 
to the crazy humans. But If a bull falls down, or 
lags behind the others for any reason, another set 
of Instincts takes over. These bulls were the re
sult of several centuries of breeding for the ring. 
They were bad attitude bulls. What they Hked to do 
most 1n life was chase anything that moved, and, 1f 
they caught 1t, stick 1t with their pointy little 
horns, and, 1f 1t kept on moving, stick 1t again.

I stood there for a while, watching these gar
gantuan beasts, not realizing at the time that 
these would be the least dangerous creatures 1n the 
street tomorrow morning.

Nearby, some guys were talking about what they 
Intended to do 1n the run. "I'm going to jump that 
wall over there and climb that barricade," one 
said.

"The people on the barricade will push you back 
1n," I said, with authority.

“Well, I guess I'll just have to run like hell 
all the way up this hill!" he replied.

While heading back up Santo Domingo, a fellow 
began speaking to me in Spanish. I couldn't under
stand everything, but I gathered that he was from 
Madrid, that he came to Pamplona every year, this 
was h1s seventh year, that he ran every year, that 
he had to run. Suddenly, he turned to me and asked, 
"Where 1s Argentina? Is Argentina 1n Europe?"

"No," I said. "Argentina Is 1n South America." 
He thought about that for a beat, and then he 

asked, "Where 1s South America?"
I laughed. "Qulen sabe?" I answered. Who knows?
Men with huge masks on were walking around the 

street, each one carrying a a1r-fllled bladder on 
the end of a cord or thong. They used these to vig
orously wallop any children they saw. This made an 
awful sounding thwack, and the children screamed

. and tried to run away when they saw these guys com
ing, but (according to Michener) 1t didn't really 
hurt. Quaint local custom.

As night fell I restlessly walked the streets, 
aware that the minutest detail I could pick up 
might be Important for the run tomorrow. In the 
window of a photography shop I saw a picture from a 
bullfight. The bull hung h1s head low and menacing. 
The matador stood with his legs apart, taunting the 
bull. The man had an awesome erection.

The Basque Women

I went to the pension for a while to rest, 
thinking that I might have to stay out all night 1f 
there was no room to sleep later. But even a nap 
was impossible. There was a group of Swedes (not 
the ones I had arrived with) who just wouldn't stop 
talking. Eventually I gave up and headed back out 
Into the fiesta.

A man with bull horns came running down Estafe- 
ta, small fireworks shooting from h1s back, a flock 
of children running before him. One of the little 
rockets landed on my jacket and I brushed 1t off. 
Cautiously, I walked around the corner to Plaza del 
Castillo, and Bar Txoco.

Anna had taken Eric to meet her father, so that 
it would be alright for him to stay with her fami
ly. When I caught up with them Eric told me that 
Anna had instructed him to be very formal and say, 
"Como esta usted?" and all that. Again, I was envi
ous that he would have a decent place to stay while 
I would probably be walking the streets, but I 
tried not to let that stop me from enjoying myself.

Robert and his friends, who all seemed to be 
named Magnus or Lasse or Jana, were in their usual 
place, drinking calimotxo and bursting into song. 
One of the Australians, Mick or Tim, was talking to 
a Norwegian girl named Ingrid, whose laughter was 
like the tinkling sound of a bell. She was staying 
at the same place as the rest of us. I sat with 
these people, and played my harmonica, and some
times we would sing "Cameroon, Cameroon, Cameroon" 
and other times it would be "San Fermin, San Fer
min, San Fermin."

There were fireworks that night, as there would 
be every night for the rest of the festival. A band 
started playing in the center of the square and 
thousands of people were dancing. Anna and her
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friend Marlpe pulled Eric and ne out Into the 
crowd. The band's musical style spanned the range, 
from salsa to hard rock, and the lyrics were all in 
Spanish. No natter what the band pleyed, Anna 
seened to know the words to all the songs. During a 
break, I asked her why the posters around the 
square all had the words Pamplona Irunea, and I 
learned that Irunea was the Basque name for the 
town, another reminder that the Basque influence 
here was greater than I had expected. The music 
started again, something with a solid beat. I 
started dancing with Marlpe. At one point, she 
shouted 1n my ear, "This 1s Spanish music," but I 
thought to myself, "Sorry, this 1s rock and roll."

Late that night the band quit playing, and the 
crowd slowly drifted off as people laid out their 
sleeping bags where we had just been dancing. I was 
looking for a W.C. and became separated from the 
others. I headed back for the corner of the square 
where I thought that qy companions were, but I did
n't see them anywhere.

I discovered an amazingly crowded bar next door 
to and upstairs from Bar Txoco. There were at least 
a dozen people working in the very cramped space 
behind the counter, taking orders and preparing 
food. The tortilla there was even better than it 
was at Bar Txoco. I mistakenly asked for tortilla 
de espana rather than tortilla espanola. and all 
the men working there thought this was rather amus
ing, but they gave me a very generous slice after 
all that. Maybe 1t sounded more patriotic the way I 
had said it.

Munching my tortilla, I wandered around the cor
ner to a side street off Estafeta, and Into a bar I 
hadn't tried before. People were dancing there al
most shoulder to shoulder. Near the door three wo
men were dancing together and they quickly brought 
me into their group as soon as they saw me standing 
1n the doorway.

These women seemed to be closer to my own age 
than most of the kids I had been hanging around 
with for the last two days. They told me that they 
were Basque. I can't remember anything else we 
talked about that night; after so many days of so 
Httle sleep my contribution to the conversation 
couldn't have been very coherent. I do know that we 
hit four or five other night clubs and bars that 
night. Any time we passed a place that had music we 
went 1n. These women were obsessed with dancing. By 
four or so I was one of several guys who were being 
led from club to dub by these rock-and-roll der
vishes. They took us halfway across town; I recog
nized that we were backtracking the circuitous 
route along which Robert had led h1s group from the 
train station two nights before. We passed an ex
tensive park, Taconera, which was cluttered with 
booths and food and lights and people walking 
around and people sleeping 1n sleeping bags, and 
about a block from there the Basque women brought

us to a smokey, high-volume disco which, one sup
posed, never closed.

As dawn grew near, I began to feel the call of 
my appointment with los toros. I slipped away from 
the dance crowd and into the relative quiet of the 
street. Leaving behind the modern buildings and 
wide boulevards of the part of town near Taconera 
Park, I headed back in time toward Plaza del Cas
tillo and the old part of town, with a brilliant 
morning star lighting my way.

The Enclerro

By seven o'clock we were well Into daylight, and 
thousands of people were already at Santo Domingo, 
walking up and down the street, standing around 
reading their newspapers, or staking out a good 
place on the barricades from which to watch. I saw 
young Spaniards climb sheer walls to huddle 1n al
coves in front of shuttered windows. A lucky few 
were watching the crowd from second and third story 
balconies.

At one side of Santo Domingo was a wall which 
angled upward as steeply as the street pitches 
downwards. Where Santo Domingo turns to slope down 
and away from the bull-pen this wall merges with 
the wall of the dty. I was standing upon this wall 
at the point where 1t was only a foot or two high 
near where a scaffold had been set up for the tele
vision crews. From there I would have had a perfect 
view of the release of the bulls and steers from 
the corral downhill and to my left, of their charge 
up the street right 1n front of me, and of the afi
cionados running downhill from my right, right at 
the bulls, then turning on their heels and running 
uphill just ahead of the horns of the charging 
herd. This was the part of the run which I had most 
wanted to see, but I had a feeling that my chosen 
post was a little too good to be true.

Sure enough, at around seven-thirty the police 
formed a line down by the corral and moved up the 
street, sweeping everyone before them. They told me 
to get down from the stone wall. Apparently it was 
okay to watch from behind the wooden barricades, 
where there was no danger of falling into the path 
of the bulls. The people sitting there probably 
knew that and had staked out their places well be
fore seven.

I stepped into the street and walked up the hill 
ahead of the police line. Everyone who had been in
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Santo Domingo was pressed Into the plaza In front 
of the town hall. It was impossible to wove. The 
crowd made me nervous, since I felt that ay options 
had been taken away. I was 1n the path of the bulls 
and there were people crowded shoulder to shoulder. 
I couldn't look for a good spot to watch from, and 
I couldn't get out of the street. I realized why 
the Spanish called this enderro, or enclosure.

At about ten minutes before eight, the police at 
the other end of the square let the crowd through 
Into another narrow street, and I moved along with 
the people around me. I made ay way over to the 
barricade at the right side of the trough of creep
ing humanity, and looked for a way out. I thought 
that 1f I could just get out of the way of the 
bulls for a while then I would be able to calmly 
consider my situation. It was impossible to go over 
the barricade because of all the people perched 
upon 1t, waiting for the spectacle to start, but I 
found a gap between one of the posts that support 
the barricade and a building at the edge of the 
square. I tried to get out through that gap, but 
there was a steady stream of persons coming through 
there and Into the street, with never a break for 
anyone to get out. After a few anxious minutes I 
gave up waiting there and moved along with the 
crowd again.

We got to Estafeta street, and about halfway 
along 1t the crowd bunched up again. I was feeling 
kind of panicky pressed 1n against everybody again, 
but that feeling passed and a moment came when I 
began to feel more detached and calmer. Someone 
must know what they're doing, I reasoned. They 
wouldn't let the bulls come through here with these 
people so crowded together, would they? I began to 
narrate to myself what was supposed to happen 1n a 
few minutes.

So let me get this straight. At eight o'
clock sharp they will send up a rocket down 
by the corral and the herd of bulls and 
steers will be startled Into stampeding out 
of the corral and Into the street. When the 
last bull 1s out of the corral they send up 
another rocket so that everyone will know 
whether or not the pack came out together. 
The bulls run through the streets and through 
the chutes created by the temporary barri
cades, and these crazy people run 1n front of 
them and alongside of them and try to stay 
out of their way. Eventually the bulls reach 
the bull-ring, where the six of them will 
fight that afternoon. When the bulls are 
safely 1n their stalls a third rocket will go 
up, and the corrida de toros will be over.

A little before eight, the police again released 
the crowd to proceed down Estafeta, and this time I 
stayed put. I knew that if I continued much farther

along Estafeta I would come to Telefonos and then 
to the arena. Many people ran by me as I stood off 
to the side of the street. They were doing the 
chicken-run, getting to the arena well before the 
bulls. Anna had told me that the first group of 
people Into the arena were always foreigners, and 
that the local people sat up in the stands and 
pelted the chicken-runners with vegetables.

The crowd had thinned out considerably. There 
were always a few individuals running by, and there 
were others like me who were standing off to the 
side of the street and waiting for something to 
happen. We were all dressed alike, white shirts and 
trousers, red bandannas and red sashes, but the 
others were all carrying rolled up newspapers. I 
felt much better now that we had room to move, even 
though I didn't plan on moving. I had decided to 
stay right where I was and let the whole thing wash 
right by me. In particular, if I were confronted by 
a lone bull I had decided to freeze in place. I had 
heard somewhere that while a bull's eyes are very 
good at detecting motion their brains are not so 
hot at pattern recognition. The foundation of my 
bull-strategy was the hope that the bull would not 
be able to tell me from the wall behind me unless I 
flinched.

I was kind of curious about the fact that we 
hadn't heard the first rocket go off yet. The min
utes ticked by and some of the crowd were still 
running and I wondered if the rocket had gone up 
without me hearing it. Finally, at ten after eight, 
we all heard a big thud in the sky, and many things 
happened at once.

Instantly, the pace of the runners picked up. A 
cry went through the streets. It was between a 
shout and a moan, a big "Oh!" The atmosphere became 
one of very palpable fear. You could smell the 
adrenaline. These people were scared, and it was 
contagious. “Oh!"

The running had been disjointed, but now it was 
becoming more synchronized, as with a crowd of ap
plauding people who decide to clap in unison. 
"Boom! Boom! Boom!" went hundreds of feet upon the 
paving stones. One by one the others who had waited 
around me dropped off the curb and into the street. 
Now the real run had started.

The second rocket went off with a heart-stopping 
concussion. I checked my watch. They had been over



22 //Lan's Lantern #40

twenty seconds apart. It was gotng to be a dirty 
run.

Another "Oh!” went up and the pounding of hun
dreds of running shoes became even more sonorous 
than before. I knew then, as surely as If I had 
done this a hundred times before, that the bulls 
were close at hand.

Up the long stretch of Estafeta came the pound
ing herd and the whole thing rushed by me and was 
way up the street in a matter of seconds. The 
steers were huge and brown and the bulls were a 
little smaller and very black, and as fast as they 
were, I was pretty sure that that had not been the 
whole herd. I stayed where I was and waited.

A lone steer came galloping up the street and 
slipped right 1n front of me on the slightly damp 
cobblestones. It got up on Its legs and looked 
around to see where ft was supposed to go. A bunch 
of guys with long sticks caught up to <t and 
started shouting and rubbing their sticks against 
the street. The confused steer gave them a dirty 
look and then ran away from them, up the street 
after Its fellows.

Then a lone bull came up the street and he, too, 
slipped right 1n front of where I was standing. He 
got up quickly, and looked around. He was black all 
over and very muscular. He held h1s head low and 
swung 1t the left and the right and pawed the 
ground Hke every bull I had ever seen in the car
toons when I was growing up. H1$ Une of sight 
passed through me several times and I stood per
fectly still. I was certain that I was completely 
Invisible to him.

The guys with the sticks were both 1n front of 
him and behind him, and they were all making a 
racket rubbing their sticks on the stones. The bull 
looked from one group to the other and then started 
to chase the ones 1n front of him, the direction he 
was supposed to be going. As soon as they saw h1s 
weight shift for the charge, they were off and run
ning ahead of him.

Another lone steer came up Estafeta, and for the 
third time there was cattle sprawled on the slip
pery stones just a few feet away from me. When this 
one got up the guys with the sticks were all 
around, perhaps a little bolder since it was only a 
steer. One of them passed between the steer and me, 
yelling and waving h1s stick around. I briefly 
thought about how Ironic 1t would be ff the steer 
charged him and hit me Instead, but soon they had 
1t moving off along Estafeta toward the arena.

Less than a minute later, a smaller herd of 
bulls and steers went by and it seemed that that 
was the last of them. People stopped running and 
started walking along, and pretty soon we heard the 
third rocket go off.

My first corrida had gone well. I was happy that 
my moment of panic had passed and that I had stayed 
in the encierro. Completely by accident, I had 

picked a spot where three lone animals had tripped, 
although only one had been a bull. I felt that I 
had been much safer and had learned a lot more by 
standing and watching than by running, and I looked 
forward to doing 1t again tomorrow.

Where a side street crossed Estafeta, there was 
a double barricade built on each side. In between 
the two walls of the barricade there was a Red 
Cross station, and I saw there a runner sitting on 
the ground and clutching his knees to h1s chest. I 
didn't see a wound or a scrape on him, there was no 
blood on the ground, but he just sat there and 
trembled and hugged h1s knees and a few Red Cross 
personnel hovered around him. The only explanation 
seemed to be that he had just had his wits scared 
out of him. I thought back to the feeling of fear 
1n the air during the run. I realized that there 
were a lot of people 1n the street that morning who 
had been a lot more scared than I had been. Maybe 
they knew something . . .

Everybody's named Dave

When I got to Jose's place there were no places 
left on the floor. I knew that some of these people 
had been up for the run, but they had all gotten 
back here and fallen asleep already, even though 1t 
was only eight-thirty.

I had been awake for almost twenty-four hours. I 
picked nty way among the sleeping bags looking for 
somewhere I could fit. Finally, I discovered that 
the room was connected to a balcony overlooking a 
quiet courtyard and that there was just enough room 
outside there to almost stretch out. I did so, and 
slept.

After a few hours I got up and stretched. I 
stared at the courtyard for a while. There was an 
amazing number of cats living there. I stepped 
through the glass doors Into the main room and 
stood there, framed in the doorway, letting my eyes 
adjust to the light. I didn't want to step on any
body when I began to move around.

A few people were awake and were quite surprised 
by my sudden entrance from the balcony. "How did 
you get in there?" someone asked me. They acted as 
though an apparition had just materialized out of 
the sun's morning rays. After a while, when the no
velty of my substantiation had worn off, they re
turned to what they had been doing. A Dutch guy was 
asking the silliest questions he could think of, 
and an Australian woman was answering these ques
tions as quickly as she could, with the first thing 
that came into her mind.

"If you were a pack of cigarettes, would you ra
ther be a box or a soft pack?"

"Box."
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I carefully picked ay way around the room and 
made sure aiy stuff was Intact. I changed ay shirt 
and went down the hall to wash ay face. When I came 
back a»re people were stirring. I started talking 
to an American named Ike, and the two of us left 
there to get some coffee at Bar Txoco.

Ike was from California, and he was a fellow 
math teacher. He was the first American I had 
talked with for any length on ay trip. He told me 
how much he loved Spain, and how he despised the 
foreigners who came here without trying to learn 
any Spanish. He and his friends had been 1n San 
Sebastian before coming to Pamplona. The hotels 1n 
San Sebastian were just as full now as the ones 1n 
Pamplona, he said. Many people were staying 1n 
nearby towns and commuting Into Pamplona for the 
fiesta.

Ike had been coming to Pamplona for several 
years, and he told me that one year there had been 
a picture 1n the paper of him being trampled by a 
bull. He had a long story to tell about 1t, how he 
had been watching coverage of the run on tv 1n a 
bar in San Sebastian one night, how he had been so 
moved that he hitched a ride to Pamplona that 
night, how he had arrived on the morning of the 
fourteenth just 1n time for the last run of the 
year, and how a bull had caught up with him and run 
him down. All the old Pamplonaphlles have their 
stories. Someday I will, too.

As we sat there noisy bands marched around the 
square carrying banners. Ike said that these were 
the penas. groups of Basques, and that the banners 
carried political slogans. The Basques come down 
from France, he said, because 1t 1s their festival.

Some of Ike's friends joined us. The Australian 
woman who had been so surprised at my appearance 
from the balcony talked to me about San Sebastian. 
"There were a lot of us who were going to Pamplona 
and we were going to take two cars. We wanted to 
meet somewhere when we got here, and someone said: 
Plaza del Castillo, Bar Txoco, 1n the gutter. And 
now we're sitting here, and that's exactly where we 
are. Bar Txoco 1n the gutter. It's perfect."

We sat there most of the day, talking to each 
other, talking to whoever came along, shooing away 
the gypsies who wanted to shine the same shoes over 
and over. Eric and Anna showed up halfway through 
the afternoon. They had missed the run that morn
ing. I decided there was an advantage to having a 
place to stay right on Estafeta, where one might as 
well get up and see the bulls since one can go 
right back to sleep when 1t 1s over.

I narrated that morning's experiences for Anna 
and Eric, and Eric had a lot of questions. He kept 
calling the steers vacas. or cows, so I asked Anna 
what the Spanish word for steers was. Manzos, she 
told me. Eric asked what the difference was and I 
replied that steers were toros sin pelotas. and I 
made I a chopping motion with ny hand. Anna could

n't stop laughing when I said this. It's possible 
that 1t came across as deliciously naughty, in the 
context of the polite Spanish which Anna was clear
ly used to.

I got a thorough sunburn on ay forehead that 
day.

That evening I saw one of the Basque women 
again. Her name was also Anna. She told me that she 
had been to America, that she had been a chemistry 
teacher 1n New York City. She was looking for her 
two friends. Ne chatted for a while and then she 
gathered up the guy she had come with from the next 
table and took off.

Late that night I was sitting with the Swedes 
and playing my harmonica. One of the two guys who 
were named Jana kept raving about my harmonica 
playing. I wasn't sure 1f he was joking or very 
drunk, but I kept playing all the old American folk 
songs that I could remember, and he seemed happy 
enough.

The next morning I got up after seven-thirty. By 
the time I got down to street level the police had 
already been through, clearing all the runners down 
toward the low end of the street. There were guys 
in orange uniforms furiously sweeping up all the 
broken glass and other trash. Estafeta street would 
be that much safer for the runners.

The police wouldn't let me cross their Une to 
get to the main group of runners. I was forced to 
leave the enclerro. to climb through the barricades 
at one of the side streets. I made ny way toward 
Santo Domingo, but the streets I was using were un
familiar to me, so by the time I found the way 1t 
was almost eight. There was a big crowd who wanted 
to watch from the top of the barricades, but the 
police held them back until it was almost time. 
When the police gave the sign everybody ran to the 
wooden barriers and climbed them. There was no room 
for me up there, so I lay prone 1n the fine white 
dust and looked through the gap between the barrier 
and the ground. I had to hope that the people above 
me would be careful when they climbed down from 
their posts.

The rocket went off and the gate opened. The 
herd scrambled out of the corral and ran to the op
posite side of Santo Domingo and huddled there an 
Instant until the shouts from behind them got them 
moving up the hill. The second rocket went off. One 
of the guys with the sticks passed right before me, 
trying to get around the herd so he could chase



24 //Lan's Lantern #40

them up the street. As they all moved out of sight 
a second gate opened and the four massive cleanup 
steers were released, and they sped up Santo Domin
go chased by more guys with sticks.

When it was all over people poured over the bar
ricades and Into the street. I rolled through the 
gap and began walking up the hill. When I got to 
the town hall someone came tearing around the corn
er from the other direction. A cry went through the 
square and I was up and over the barricade before I 
realized it was a false alarm. Someone had decided 
to have some fun by running away from nothing.

There was no such thing as privacy at the pen
sion. Nobody really cared who was walking around 1n 
their underwear. Not that this familiarity was all 
that exciting. As the Australian, Mick, said to me, 
"Isn't It funny to see blokes smell their clothes, 
to see 1f It's okay to wear them another day?*

Later that day I got the others to show me where 
they took their showers. We walked through the pla
za where the monumentdlvlng had been and kept going 
straight to the wall of the dty. Down a steep 
grade that took us off the plateau that the town 1s 
built on we came to a park, where we paid 300 pese
tas apiece for one-day pool passes. They had two 
very large pools and an extensive grassy area where 
people were lying out 1n the sun. It was a very 
pleasant afternoon.

That evening the newspaper had eight pages of 
pictures from Saturday's run. I took these pages 
and got all the Swedes to sign them. Intending to 
mall them off to some friends 1n Ohio. One of the 
Swedes wrote, *Tu amigo es muy panzado.* I had to 
look 1t up. Most of the Swedes were with Jose, 
watching the World Cup final match on h1s TV. Ger
many put Argentina away. The fans were disappointed 
that it wasn't a better game.

On my newspaper, Robert wrote, "I was drunk as a 
duck. I stepped on a scorpion. Now I have polio.* 
Robert had stepped on some kind of stinging Insect 
at the pool the day before and he had had a fever. 
He had gone to the hospital that night and they had 
told him not to drink so much. I gave him some Ty
lenol and the Swedes and Australians passed my jar 
of pills around trying to figure out 1f they had 
the equivalent 1n their countries. It hadn't oc
curred to me that Tylenol was an exotic American 
miracle drug.

That would be our last night at Jose's engineer
ing school. The neighbors had complained about peo
ple making noise on the stairs and the police had 
come and told Jose that they would let him operate 
only one more night. The group of Inconsiderate 
Swedes, not the ones I hung around with but the 
ones who never stopped talking, got the blame for 
this. Ike was talking about beating them up.

The next morning I got up around seven and wait
ed with the runners 1n front of the town hall. I

noticed that the runners who are really cool about 
1t are the ones who sit and read their newspapers 
until almost eight and then stand up and roll their 
newspapers at the last minute. These had to be the 
ones who had been doing this for years.

There were always a few women 1n the enclerro. 
This was something many people asked me about later 
when I related my adventures. They were there and 
they ran.

It was Monday, the ninth, and the weekend was 
over. The crowd was much thinner than 1t had been 
1n the same square two days before. There were a 
lot more Americans now. I heard one guy say, *0oh! 
I've got to get one of those red things!* and I 
just cringed. It was definitely time to be moving 
on.

When the crowd was allowed to move I picked out 
a storefront 1n a short street called Mercaderes. 
It was on the inside of the turn out of the chute 
that passed in front of the town hall. Ike had told 
me to always cut to the Inside since the bulls al
ways swing wide on turns.

The rockets went off close together. The excite
ment built up in phases Hke before. First there 
were the chicken-runners, then the real runners, 
then the run picked up to a frenetic pace that 
meant that the bulls were right behind. The whole 
herd passed me together. It was over. I started 
jogging 1n the direction they had gone, just to 
burn off a little excess energy, and as I turned 
Into Estafeta people saw me and they started run
ning, too.

Ike found us another pension that morning. This 
one had mattresses. They wanted 1900 pesetas per 
person. I decided to stay one more night. This 
place, also, was a school that was standing empty 
1n the summer. They had room for nearly a hundred 
people.

I was sitting at Bar Txoco waiting for Ike to 
show up and I overheard the conversation of some 
British journalists. They were going to interview 
some matadors and were writing out questions that 
they wanted to ask. One of the matadors they were 
going to see was in the hospital. If he got well he 
was going to fight again on Saturday, the four
teenth.

Later I joined a mixed group of Aussies, Brits,
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and Americans who were old Pamplona hands. An Aus
tralian named Chris talked with me for a while, and 
then, after ft seemed to him that they had gotten 
to know me well enough, he asked me the question. 
"Well, Bruce, do you run?” That's what 1t always 
comes down to 1n Pamplona. ”Do you run?”

I told him that I had been watching and he said, 
”0h, you're a moreno.” but when I described to him 
what I had been doing the last few days he said, 
"Well, at least you were in the street." I was 
still a moreno but at least I had been in the 
street. That was Important. Moreno was the Spanish 
word for brown.

I told them that I thought I was getting more 
out of the experience by watching Instead of run
ning, but one of the others turned to Chris and 
asked, "Wasn't there that one year when that sol- 
edad bull took out sixteen morenos who were stand
ing along the wall?” These guys were full of sto
ries.

I learned the fine points of how to dress for 
the enderro. "Never tie your sash In a knot," they 
said. "Make sure ft's loose and will come undone 
easily. Never wear a belt or a jacket. You don't 
want the bull to be able to hook you and drag you 
along."

When they heard about my accommodations they 
described their hotel rooms in glowing terms. "We 
have crisp white sheets," said Chris. "You should 
have made a reservation."

I felt like taking a walk, so I got a map from 
the Tourist Information Bureau and used it to ex
plore the dty. It renewed my Impression of how 
many thousands of people were 1n town. There were 
sleeping bags and caravans everywhere I went.

Late that afternoon I ran Into Chris 1n the 
doorway of a bar on Estafeta street. He had bought 
a package of firecrackers and was lighting them and 
throwing them at the feet of the people who had 
just gotten out of the bullfight. "I've never done 
this before," he kept saying, a little guiltily. 
"I've never done this before."

Eric had left that day. He had never gotten to 
see the bulls run. Anna told me that he had acted 
kind of strangely when she dropped him off at the 
train station.

That night Robert was feeling better and he and 
Anna and I went out on the town. We went to many of 
the same night clubs that the Basque women had tak
en me on Friday night. Halfway to Taconera we be
came separated, and eventually I headed back to the 
pension to crash. When I found my mattress, I threw 
myself onto 1t in sort of a racing dive. It made 
enough of an Impression on the other people 1n the 
room that the next day several of them asked me if 
I was okay.

Who were those guys with the sticks, anyway?

On the morning of Tuesday, July 10, I was stand
ing on the Inside of the turn where Estafeta 
starts. Most of the herd rushed by me without Inci
dent, but two of the bulls lagged behind. One lost 
h1s footing and slid Into the wall opposite. H1s 
legs became all tangled up with the other bull's 
legs. They broke apart just as the guys with the 
sticks arrived, shouting and waving and scraping 
their sticks on the ground. The two bulls trotted 
up Estafeta after the rest of the herd.

As on the morning before I began to jog up the 
street. It felt great. Here I was, running 1n Esta
feta, running where the bulls ran. I had crossed an 
ocean, and braved the Spanish trains, to be here 
running 1n this street. There was balance in the 
universe.

All at once I heard the ringing of a cowbell 
behind me. I turned to look and there was one of 
the cleanup steers just a few feet away. I had 
forgotten about them. This one was a little ahead 
of Its three companions. It must have been moving 
right along to have come up behind me so suddenly. 
I got out of Its way; 1t was not Interested 1n 
chasing me but 1t would have happily mowed me down 
if I had let 1t. It passed me by, and then the oth
er three went by, switched along by one guy with a

Why do they do 1t? Why do these locos cope with 
the early hour and the small but real element of 
danger, to perform this ancient ritual, to run with 
the bulls?

There may be a philosophical reason and there 
may be a sexual reason, but I think that part of 
the answer 1s physiological. The fear that builds 
up in the air during the few minutes before the 
bulls pass by 1s one of the most Intense external 
sensations I have ever experienced. Everyone in the 
crowd is acutely aware of what everyone else 1s do
ing. If one person starts running faster everyone 
does. Everyone 1s skittish; their reactions are 
hairtrigger sensitive. This intensity builds and 
builds and then the bulls run by. The danger is 
over but the adrenaline rush is still there. The 
runners walk around for next few minutes corked to 
the gills with energy juice, probably half aware of 
their heightened sensitivity and euphoria, and not 
quite sure to what to ascribe these feelings.
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The old-Veers talk about the corrida In mystic- 
al terns. They talk about their need to be there, 
the call of the bulls. They can't satisfactorily 
explain the experience to outsiders, and they fee! 
a bond of understanding and shared assumptions with 
the others who come to run In the streets of Pan
pl ona.

That norolng at the new pension I took a shower 
and packed ay bags. Robert was sitting by the door 

as I was leaving. I asked him if he was feeling 
better and he said he was fine now. We shook hands. 
"Maybe next year," we said. "Yeah. Maybe next 
year." 1 took off to catch a bus to the train sta
tion, where I bought a ticket for Barcelona. "In 
Barcelona," I said to ayself, "I will be able to 
sleep in a real bed."

What a fool I was. 1*1
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Dave Jordan la a licensed massage therapist, and he 
also likes music. Be noticed a connection between 
the two, as fans can....

Massage and Music:

A Study in Similars

by Dave Jordan

Massage and music are alike 1n many ways. Both 
are a basic and natural expression of our being. We 
unconsciously hum a little tune when happy or rub 
ourselves when tense. Like music, massage 1s a way 
of communicating without words. Just as music can 
create or heighten emotions, massage creates a 
feeling of relaxation, and heightens the awareness 
of our bodies. Of the two, music Is the most well- 
known and understood, so we can study massage by 
examining how 1t parallels music.

Massage 1s 1n an era analogous to that before 
prerecorded music, when 1t took a special effort to 
attend a recital, and one most often heard amateurs 
of varying quality. While everyone today 1s satur
ated with music and can judge a good performance, 
the opposite 1s true of massage. Most people have 
not had any exposure to and don't know what goes 
Into making a good massage. For our comparison we 
can look at massage as a solo performance, with the 

client serving as both the Instrument and the audi
ence.

Each massage or musical recital needs a perform
er. The better mechanical and hydraulic massage de
vices are analogous to music boxes: nice, but of 
limited repertoire. They cannot employ many tech
niques and cannot adjust to meet changing needs. 
For this reason, a living human being 1s needed. 
What makes a person different from a music box 1s 
their ability to compose as well as read the audi
ence and adapt. Each massage should be a new compo
sition. Rather than following a fixed score the 
massage should be as extemporaneous as a jazz ses
sion, with the therapist Improvising to fit the 
techniques to the need at hand.

To accomplish this, a therapist needs to be re
laxed but alert. In order to be relaxed, you must 
be sure not to strain your body. A musician who 
bends his back and tenses his shoulders will tire
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rather quickly, and listeners will detect a 
strained quality to the performance. It 1s just so 
with massage. It will do no good to strain your 
body trying to help someone. Not only will you give 
out quickly, but your client will sense the tension 
and lose the Intended effect. By using a natural 
stance and letting gravity rather than muscle do 
the work, you will give a smooth massage.

Smoothness 1s an essential quality for a mas
sage. While it 1s much easier to accomplish when 
working slowly, even a vigorous "wake up* massage 
can be smooth. Most people are as set off by being 
jabbed or bounced around as they are by listening 
to asynchronous dissonant music. The disconcerting 
element of both 1s that they have no Idea what 1s 
coming next or from what direction. Also of great 
Importance 1s the amount of pressure that the ther
apist applies. In music this 1s analogous to the 
Intensity of the sound. Everyone likes their music 
played at different levels at different times, and 
the best way to find a person's preference 1s to 
ask. A more subtle method 1s to watch the way the 
client reacts. Just as people will seat themselves 
closer or further away from a fixed sound source, 
so to will they move Into your pressure 1f 1t 1s 
too little, or back away 1f it 1s too much.

A guitarist who knows only one chord will not be 
able to play very satisfying music and a therapist 
who only knows how to rub will not be able to give 
a satisfying massage. To be able to vary the ses
sion to a particular client's needs the therapist 
must be familiar with many techniques. The basic 
chords include effleaurage, pettressage, friction, 
compression, tapotement, nonspecific lengthening, 
range of motion, and nreve strokes. The art of ad
vanced play is gained with such therapeutic tech
niques as trigger points, pressure points, and myo- 
facial work.

To gain the most from a musical performance, the 
listener must block out all distractions and con
centrate on following the flow. Likewise, the re
cipient of a massage must concentrate on the giv
er's touch and focus their being in that moment. 
You won't enjoy a concert as much if you are pre
occupied with plans for dinner, and you won't get 
the full benefit of a massage if you are talking to 
a friend about the state or your lawn. Just like 
music, massage as a rhythm and tempo and be both 
stimulating or soothing. This is the reason for the 
differing opinions on performing massage to music. 
It can be quite powerful when the music and massage 
are in synchronization, each building on the other 
as waves. When they are out of sync, however, they 
fight for the receiver's attention and cancel each 
other out. Since the music is recorded, it prepro
grams the massage, which may not be what the client 
needs at the time. It is also up to the therapist's 
skill to match the music. Of course, music can be 

very beneficial in helping a therapist to slow down 
and the client to relax. It also has a nice side 
effect. Whenever the music is played back it will 
act as a most-hypnotic suggestion, causing the cli
ent to relax in memory of the massage. Environmen
tal tapes with natural sounds such as rainstorms, 
flowing streams, and blowing wind are one alterna
tive to music. These can be used to block out ex
ternal sounds without Imposing a flow of their own.

Just as musicians must get to know their instru
ments completely enough to make them extensions of 
themselves, so must therapists get to know their 
chosen instrument. The knowledge must be instinct
ive, so that there is no conscious thought process 
to slow or confuse the performance. Musicians will 
not be at their best if they must think about how 
to finger the next chord, and therapists will not 
achieve the maximum effect if they must stop to 
consider how to apply each technique to the body at 
hand.

The human body is much more complex than any mu
sical instrument, with the strings (muscles) run
ning in different directions in several layers, at
tached to different points, and all covered with 
layers of connective tissue and skin. Additionally, 
energy flows trace through the body with pressure 
points dotting the surface and trigger points hid
ing deep in the muscles. Despite the complexity, or 
perhaps because of the apparent simplicity, many 
believe that they instinctively know how to “play* 
the body. They don't play it so much as seek to im
pose their will upon it. They rub, push, and pull 
with little regard to the structure of the body. 
These same people would not pick up a guitar and 
randomly push and pull the strings because the 
structure is uncovered and obvious. Also, the bad 
performance can be judged by all around. Massage is 
made more difficult for the giver because the feed
back is much more subtle. Instead of receiving 
feedback through the normal channel of hearing, one 
must learn to “listen* with the neglected sense of 
touch. Most of us don't have enough practice with 
this sense, which is one of the reasons for being 
centered and relaxed when you work. The old adage 
of practice applies to massage as well as music. 
Only with repetition do the feelings and movements 
become ingrained and natural.

Like music, massage can be learned a bit at a 
time. You can start by learning to play a few 
chords, when move up to conducting a full orches
tra. There are a number of good books to help the 
beginner, as well as video tapes and classes. 
Classes run from introductory to those leading to 
professional certification.

Of course, there is one notable exception to the 
musical analogy. Nobody is going to object to your 
practicing.|*|
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David la the current editor of the Michigan apazine 
Mishap. Be is well-known anong fans as the jovial 
filker who looks like a read-haired Santa, plays a 
Mountain dulcimer, collects Centaur art, and always 
has a twinkle in his eye. Then there is his passion 
for toy trains....

Illustration by 
Lynn Margoslan

The xylogenesis of toy trains has fascinated me 
for decades. Indeed, here I will tell you a number 
of episodic stories for the price of one.

-1-

As a small child I remember playing with Httle 
wooden trains 1n Kindergarten. I don’t remember 
this; but my parents say that I played with them 
for hours when presented with a set of Skaneateles 
toy trains. Then, back 1n the summer of 1959, my 
father took my family (at the time 1t Included four 
boys and a girl) to a cottage in New Hampshire 
while he attended a Gordon Research Conference ses
sion. We drove through upstate New York on the way 
back, and my father mentioned that we would be 
passing through the town where the wooden toy 
trains were made, Skaneateles, NY. Of course, we 
stopped, and my father found out where the shop 
was, on the creek that drained Lake Skaneateles, a 
mile or two out of town.

I barely remembered touring through the upper 
floor of the shop, looking at the tumblers -- very 
similar to lapidary tumblers — for smoothing the 
wood pieces, and the small drills and fixtures for 
making the small wheels and Inserting them Into the 
rolling-stock bodies, and for making other acces
sories. The guide would not let us down-stairs 
where the heavy equipment was.

I heard something about "we can't really sell 
any more of these since we've gotten an exclusive 
contract with Milton-Bradley in Chicago to market 
them;" I must have held my breath, "but these are 
1n the last of the old packaging, and M-B won't 
take them, so I don't think there'11 be a problem."

Of course we walked away with two large boxes of 
wooden trains and track (my family has a photograph 
of me guarding this treasure), plus a number of 
accessories, and that evening my father recalls us 
running a railroad throughout the cheap motel suite 
we had rented that night. Now I told you that 1n 
order to tell you this:

-2-

It Is 18 years later, around January, 1977. I 
have been working for five years, since I graduated 
from The University of Michigan 1n 1972. As a 27- 
year-old, my former dentist tells me that maybe I 
should have my wisdom teeth removed, as they are 
getting pretty badly decayed. Like a fool, I agree.

The normal procedure fs to remove the affected 
teeth on one side, and then those on the other. 
Since the upper wisdom tooth on my left never erup
ted, he decides to go after the "easy" lower-left 
one first.

After the Novocain wore off, the pain was tre
mendous. I had what dentists call a "dry socket." I 
was given bitter yellow pain pills. These did more 
to put me to sleep than to relieve the pain. I 
could not work. I sat 1n my dark, quiet apartment 
playing solitaire. This was incredibly boring. I 
decided to take a walk around town. Anything to 
avoid thinking about the pain..., the pain....

The upshot was, I began remembering all the old 
childhood stores in downtown Kalamazoo that we 
rarely went to after moving out Into the 'burbs. 
One of them was The Toy and Hobby Shop (sadly, no 
longer 1n business today). But back 1n 1977 1t was 
still going. Climbing over the snowdrifts, I wan
dered 1n looking for something, anything, to occupy 
my mind. Seeing the train layouts in the store, I 
recalled the fun I had with the wooden trains my 
siblings and I played with as children.

I asked the counter attendant 1f he had any of 
the Skaneateles wooden trains. I said I thought 
they were sold by Milton-Bradley. The attendant 
asked the manager and owner.

"No, we don't carry those anymore. — wait, I 
remember that we might have a partial set in the 
back room."

After digging about, the manager found the set, 
a figure-eight, marked at $18.00 — 1t seemed that 
1t was missing the engine. "Oh, yes, I remember re
placing the engine from another set. Tell you what. 
I'll sell 1t to you for $9.00."
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I took the thing home with me. I was ecstatic. I 
laid it out and ran the remaining rolling stock 
over the track and switches. But I was also con
cerned: was the place that made these wonderful 
trains out of business??? A madness had taken hold.

The next morning the pain had returned for a 
third day, and I decided to telephone Milton Brad
ley in Chicago.

"Milton Bradley, Playskool"
"Could you tell me if they still make the wooden 

toy trains that you used to sell, and who makes 
them?"

"I am sorry, but our contract for those trains 
ran out several years ago. We don't know if they 
are still around."

"Do you have any suggestion?"
"You might try information in the area."
"Thank you." I hang up. Snob.
Skaneateles. That's in New York. There's a lake 

in the area, I remember — Lake Skaneateles, one of 

the Finger Lakes. And there it is on iry National 
Geographic map.

The nearest big town is Syracuse, NY.
I grab the phone book for the area code, hoping 

that Syracuse would —
"This is Syracuse In-for-may-shi-un."
"Excuse me, I am trying to find out about a com

pany or store that sells wooden trains. All I know 
that it is in the Skaneateles area. Could you 
help?"

— a pause. I wait breathlessly.
"There are two entries which might be your num

ber, sir. One is for Skaneateles Short Line Rail
road; the other is for Skaneateles Handicrafters."

"Could you give me both?"
The information operator did so.
Now if the outfit had been formed in the last 

decade, I would have laid bets on "Skaneateles 
Short Line Railroad," but since it was an old out
fit in 1959, the more prosaic "Skaneateles Nandi-
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crafters" was a better bet. I dialed —
"Skaneateles Handlcrafters!"
"Are you the people who make the little wooden 

trains, without any paint, that have track that 1s 
an inch-and-a-half wide, and the cars are about an 
inch wide and an inch-and-a-half long, and —

"We shore do!"
That was music to Ry ears.
"Could you send me your current prlce-Hst or 

catalog?" I immediately told her Ry address.
"It'll be out tonight!" the woman re-assured me.
Ah, relief! And now the excitement of anticipa

tion. Already I had forgotten much of Ry pain. I 
had something to live for!

Certainly enough, not two days later I had the 
order form 1n my hand. Madness unabated, I ordered 
hundreds of dollars worth of the toy trains, with 
check enclosed: pounds of track, and enough switch
es to make a decent sized fiddle yard --something I 
had fantasies of doing as a child and was never 
able to do — and rolling stock enough to fill 1t. 
The pain had faded; but there were two more teeth 
to be pulled.

I got the shipment just before the second dental 
surgery. Fortunately 1t was not so bad. I enter
tained Ryself playing with that enormous train set 
on a 14* X 20' apartment living room devoid of fur
niture. It certainly did occupy my time!

Later I bought a large toy-box to store 1t all 
1n.

And I told you that 1n order to tell you this:

-3-

About a year later I moved Into my house (which 
I rented until 1980, and now own). I would be tak
ing a trip east to Philadelphia and New York. I had 
a thought — I could make a loop up north to Skan
eateles and visit the folks that made all those 
wooden toy trains. So 1n the summer of 1978, with 
my brand-new School Bus Yellow Ford van, I travel
led to Skaneateles, NY.

It took me only a short time to find the place, 
1n the valley on the bank of the Skaneateles creek, 
north of the lake. The proprietor was (and had 
been, since Its founding) a Mr. Marshall Larrabee. 
The gentleman was now in his seventies, and he con
ducted me around the shop, Including the first 
floor, where the heavy work of cutting out the 
knots and imperfections from the l"x3" hard maple 
stock was done. In another area the blocks of wood 
were cut down to one-inch, half-inch and one-and-a- 
half-1nch sizes, and the notches and grooves were 
cut in trackage using jigs on parallel routers.

Some of the curved parts had to be hand-sanded 
after the Initial cuts.

Since 1t had been a hot day, most of the employ
ees on the second floor had been let go earlier 
that afternoon. But Marshall showed me the polish

ing drums (just as I remembered them from almost 20 
years earlier), and how they put 1n wax blocks and 
scrap wood-chips to smooth down the pieces.

I noticed, while climbing stairs to the second 
floor, an enormous oar stashed 1n the stairwell. 
Marshall explained that this was a model for minia
ture oars, which he made as prizes for the members 
of college sculling crews that competed at local 
races. It seemed he was a big yacht and racing fan. 
He also showed me some of the advertising and other 
pieces, all made out of wood, that the outfit did 
on contract.

It was an enjoyable visit. Of course, I pur
chased several hundred dollars more for the child
ren of friends and relatives.

He then offered to put me up for the night, 
explaining that I wouldn't find a motel or hotel 
within a dozen miles of the area. “They're all 
zoned out."

It seemed I had no choice but to accept.
Their three-storey Victorian resort home was on 

the north-east side of the lake. After guiding me 
about the area to see the sights until dark, we had 
dinner and I sent myself to bed. The next morning 
at breakfast, before Marshall came down, Mrs. Lar
rabee filled me 1n on the story of the founding of 
Skaneateles Handlcrafters. And thus, I shall tell 
you another tale, as I remember 1t from Mrs. Larra
bee:

-4-

It seems that, 1n the early 1930s, young Mar
shall Larrabee worked with h1s brothers 1n Syracuse 
to build up a family Insurance business. Just mar
ried, Marshall took 111 of tuberculosis 1n winter. 
Before the days of penicillin, the only cure was 
complete rest, and Isolation from possible sources 
of re-1nfect1on. The doctor suggested that he re
move to the resort town of Skaneateles, since h1$ 
family had a home there, and the place was nearly 
deserted during the winter season anyway. Mr. Lar
rabee was to rest quietly.

But Marshall had the Yankee mind, the kind where 
you can just see the cogs and gears and steam turn
ing and chuffing all of the time (as Mrs. Larrabee 
put 1t). He was under her care; but he was also go
ing nutty by the enforced Idleness.

There was a workshop out 1n back of the house, 
and when he felt he could, he would sneak out and 
start fiddling with the woodworking tools. Mrs. 
Larrabee eventually caught him, and they reached a 
compromised: he could go out and work a bit; but 
the moment he felt tired, he was to immediately re
turn and rest.

There he started work on a number of things. In
cluding toys for younger relatives, and the child
ren of friends and associates. Among his ideas was 
to create a set of toys which used blocks in unit
measures (in this case, half-inch, inch, 1.5-inch,
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3-lnch, etc.), and out of this grew the wooden 
trains.

Forced to reside at Skaneateles until he re
turned to health, Larrabee spent the year making 
h1s toys, and 1n the winter of 1934, he gave a set 
to Ms church's minister's son for Christmas. It 
seemed that this would work out okay; but then he 
learned that the boy was getting an electric train 
as well. He was a little upset; but the Minister 
told him not to worry: he would give the boy the 
electric train 1n the morning, and then the wooden 
set 1n the afternoon, and see which one the boy 
Hked the best.

Of course the electric train was a simple oval 
with but three or four cars. The boy played with 1t 
1n the morning, and then put 1t away for dinner on 
Christmas day. In the afternoon, the boy got the 
wooden train from the Larrabees, and proceeded to 
play with 1t all afternoon and into the evening.

When asked why he Uke the wooden trains more 
than the electric one, he said "Because I can do 
more things with 1t."

At that point Marshall figured that he had a 
good bet going, so for the year of 1935, and with 
the help of Ms brothers 1n the Insurance company, 
he started Skaneateles Handlerafters, and had pro
duced quite a number of sets. He had managed to ca
jole Chicago's Marshall Field's to try a few sets 
on consignment. When they started to sell Uke hot- 
cakes, Marshall Field's asked for every set they 
could make that season.

And so they had been producing the toys just a- 
bout every year since then (with some Interruptions 
during WW II). The high point of their production 
was the fifteen years between 1959 and 1975, when 
Milton-Bradley had given them a series of multi
million dollar contracts to produce the toys under 
the Playskool name.

After having a pleasant morning with the Larra
bees, I headed home. Which leads us to the next 
episode:

-5-

A few years later, 1n the early eighties, I re
ceived a letter from the local bookstore in Skanea
teles, saying that Skaneateles Handicrafters was 
going out of business, and that their whole Une 
would cease production —did anyone want a few more 
pieces of the old stock?

This struck me as hard as if an organized SF fan 
had heard that the Tully distillery had burned down 
(it must have been near the same time!). I did get 
a few pieces, and notified my friends about the 
situation. But what had happened to Marshall Larra
bee? He had been getting on 1n age, but when I 
wrote the shop, I received no answer.

Then came word that the Handlcrafter's assets 
had been bought up by Habermaas corporation, a Ger
man firm. They had a new Une of wooden trains, 
built on the European tradition of bright colora
tion and a more Intricate design. However, it 
turned out that one could run the old and new 
trains on the old and new trackage, and connecting 
tracks were available. I tried some, and found the 
trackage fairly decent, but not as good at making 
grades. But what had happened to dear old Marshall 
Larrabee? That requires me to tell you one more 
episode:

-6-

In the summer of 1988, my brother Bob and I tra
velled east to visit friends 1n Massachusetts. On 
our way back we stopped overnight in the Adiron- 
dacks. And for the rest of the story, I will quote 
this excerpt from an earlier Journal entry:

The next day, August 21, we passed Syra
cuse, NY, and stopped by the small town of 
Skaneateles. Here, from the mid-1930s until 
the early 1980s, a fellow by the name of 
Marshall Larrabee and some partners manufac
tured play toy trains and tracks made out of 
hard-maple blocks. ... It seemed that Mr. 
Larrabee turned over the operation to a Ger
man firm, Habermaas. Although old rolling 
stock could run on new track and vice-versa, 
this outfit changed the trackage design and 
added color to the toys. (The originals were 
finished au naturel with wax.) I assumed that 
Mr. Larrabee, who was in his seventies at the 
time, had departed this world.

When Bob and I visited the place of the old 
shop (which is located right by the stream, 
nestled in a small woodland), I thought maybe 
this was the end: the building was being con
verted to lofts and bohemian-style apart
ments. I Inquired of a fellow at the site. To 
my joy he told me that Mr. Larrabee was still 
alive and kicking and still went in to fix 
the old rolling stock sent in by customers as 
there is a 'lifetime guarantee' on it). The 
new factory was down the stream a bit.

Sure enough, as we headed further on, a 
modern two-story industrial plant came Into 
view. The offices were upstairs. When we 
peeked in some of the rooms we could see toys 
out everywhere. I wondered whether these were 
demonstration rooms for large customers 
(schools, basically), or play-test rooms, or 
what? No children were in sight, though it 
was lunchtime when we entered. Or maybe there 
were! Habermaas sells the new format toys on
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Saturdays only, and Mr. Larrabee had already 
left from Ms dally duties. So I could do no
thing but leave a short note for him. I heard 
a fellow speak In a back-room In a polite 
German accent, and then there was nothing to 
do but leave. Bob ribbed me about 'not being 
able to go home again ....'

I did receive a letter from Marshall Larrabee a 
week later. He said that, yes, he did remember me: 

it turned out that I had been the largest non-1n- 
stltutlonal purchaser that Skaneateles Handicraft- 
ers ever had. There was no way for him to forget 
that! In his early eighties now, he still showed up 
to repair old wooden train pieces that had been 
broken, and kept up correspondence. H1s recipe for 
a long Hfe? Have a chronic disorder, and deal with 
ft—it makes one more sensitive to the body's needs 
and limits—and makes one aware that there are many 
things 1n Hfe beyond accumulating wealth. 1*1

Eric, a long-tlae British fan, looks at fans and 
how the new technology has, and night, affect 
fanac...in different ways.

Uision of Tomorrow
IN SOME ALTERNATE UNIVERSE, AN ALTERNATIVE 
BUNCH OF FANS ARE PROBABLY BUSILY EXCHANGING 
VIDEO-LETTERS, AND USING A VCR WITH A GOOD 
BACKSPACE-EDIT FACILITY TO ASSEMBLE THEIR 
LATEST FANZINE....and neo-fans' main preoccu-
pation 1s 
than their

to get their make-up right rather 
prose.

by Eric Bentcliffe

Well, that 1s a possible alternate scheme of 
things 1f one takes off from the fifties fans' in
terest In other forms of communication than the 
printed word. And no, meyer, I am not referring to 
certain gestures the less erudite would make to one 
another after having their fanzine reviewed less 
than kindly but to the experimentation in sound-and 
-vision around that period which should have pros
pered more than 1t has 1n our fannlsh universe.

There had been some experlmentalon with wire
recorder when they first appeared, but it wasn't 
until the appearance on the market of reel-to-reel 
tape recorders In the early fifties that fannlsh 
use of the medium became fairly wide-spread and a 
relevant fan activity. Tape-respondance, i.e., tape 
letters (usually on three-inch spools which packed 
nicely into cigarette packets of the time for mail
ing), were followed by round-robin (often trans-At
lantic) tapes between fans and fan groups, and then 
by tape-plays (“Taperas") such as The Liverpool 
Group's March of Slime and Last and First Fen.

Logically, the advent of cassette (and cart
ridge) tape players should have sparked a rapid 
growth of this form of fanac...the machines were 
much cheaper than reel-to-reel recorders, the cass
ettes much easier to mall. It's not untypical of 

fandom though that this growth did not come about— 
most fans, despite their professed interest in the 
future of everything and its technological marvels, 
do tend to cling to that which is archaic (if in
teresting) rather longer than the general public. 
How many fans still cling to the duper/mimeo for 
fanzine production (I must admit that I still pre
fer them myself over souless, almost inkless, newer 
technology. Even Greg Pickersgill likes steam- 
trains.... And, of course, the media wasn't as 
brainwash-efficient back then, anyway.

I suspect that most fans engaged in tape-corres
pondence considered (consciously or unconsciously) 
that this new-fangled dango was too easy...and any
way it was being used by almost everybody so it 
wasn't fannlsh at all. I Must admit further culpa
bility here in that I hung onto my reel-to-reel 
Ferrograph taper for many years (it did give superb 
repro—much superior to cassette players—even if 
it did weigh half a ton) and when it finally went I 
saw it go to a fannlsh home—as an entertainment 
center for Skel's gerbils....whether they used it 
to waltz or just as a round-a-bout I know not! And 
I still use reel-to-reel as the main component of 
my music-playing system; it gives best repro and is 
far more reliable than cassette. But I do, as 1s my 
wont, digress....



Lan’s Lantern #40// 33

The next progression should have been Into sound 
-and-vision and there was a brief courting of the 
ffIn Medium by U. K. fan groups in Liverpool and 
Cheltenham who produced several fine fannish epics 
—a tradition carried on somewhat later by the Sal
ford Group with Breathworld, and numerous remakes 
of "Frankenstein-in-Fandom". These latter had more 
gore than even the most bloody of Hammer epics and, 
naturally, went down very well at conventions. The 
U.S.A also played its part with the Los Angeles 
fans’ production of The Musquite Kid, a fannish 
"western" wouldn't you know...which must reveal 
something highly revealing about where most fans' 
true interest lies. Hi, therel Bat Durston.

Somewhat later a newer and more amenable techno
logical development should have revived the possi
bilities and interests in this direction—video 
tape and machines. Initially, this was also a reel- 
to-reel system and would, I'm sure, have appealed 
to the average fans* love of Heath Robinson techno
logy—if it hadn't been so astronomically pricey. 
Further development brought the Video Cassette Re
corder onto the market but the evil machinations of 
the celebrated yellow-peril caused its development 
to be sadly flawed for fannish use—there were too 
many systems and none were compatible with any oth
er. A videotape recorded on a UK PAL VHS system VCR 
would not playback on a Stateside NTSC-standard VHS 
VCR, or France's SECAM system, or Arabia's MESECAM. 
Hell, it wouldn't even play-back on a UK-Standard 
Beta VCR. And as to Video-8...the ideal system for 
fannish exchange since the cassettes are smaller 
and easily mailable...everything is just as compli
cated among the countries. Oh yes, it is possible 
to have a tape converted from one system to another 
—but it's also hellishly expensive.

Which is all a great pity since it would be 
possible to have a lot of fun in fandom with video. 
I got involved with it some four years ago when Ry 
wife Beryl was kind enough to talk me into buying a 
Sony Video-8 Camcorder "to take pictures of the 
grandchildren".... I'd been interested in photo
graphy for years, taking conventional prints and 
slides—I'd even won Blog in a photo-contest at 
Harrogate Con—but I had initial difficulty in con
vincing myself that moving-pictures would be my me
tier (yes, I'm a sucker for Old Technology, too)— 
somehow cine had never appealed since I'd realised 
I couldn't afford the talents of B. Bardot or S. 
Loren to act in my epics. But I got involved in 
taking video of sundry family events, and the grow
ing up of grandchildren and their amusing antics... 
and it was a superb medium for vacationphotography, 
and there was all kinds of quite fannish things you 
could do.

Like when we went to Venice for a special treat 
to ourselves for surviving 25 years of married 
life; we'd honeymooned there and it was nice to go 

back and Venezia is superb for taking video; 
there's so much movement and pageant and superb
light. And when I started editing it after our re
turn I, as is Ry usual wont also, got a few ideas 
of further enhancing the production. We'd walk down 
to Ferrovia (the railway station) one morn—after 
Ry noting that the Orient Express departed around 
10 AM, and I'd taken sundry shots of the suitably 
clad passengers and evocative Wagon Lit Coaches; 
and back home I recalled that I still had the film 
Murder on the Orient Express on videotape and that 
one of its best moments was its departure from 
station abroad with soutable musical accompaniment. 
Edited in, it added a frisson or two to my video. 
And, I further recalled I still had the Bond film 
Moonraker on file and there was a hilarious se
quence in Piaza San Marco in Venice and this too 
got added in. Ahem, kindly don't tell MGM!

Sometimes, of course, it isn't fun, like when 
stupidly, recently, I agreed to edit Brother-and- 
Sister-in-law's video of a trip down the Nile they 
had taken—Les has peculiar talents as a cameraman: 
he unhesitantly takes such difficult shots as his 
left foot, featureless desert and/or the hump of 
the camel, his right foot, the pitch darkness of 
Pharoah's Tomb, and the murkier depths of the Nile. 
Hmmm, though I suppose it could all have been due 
to the Curse of Tuthankamen! I cut about half of 
ft, added music from Lawrence of Arabia and they 
were very happy, even if I wasn't.

Of course, you can get sidetracked into new 
realms of fannish gafia as a result of such fooling 
around. I've now made several vacation videos of 
excursions to Switzerland (twice), Holland, and 
Canada, as well as the Venice holiday, and much of 
the atmosphere is enhanced by dubbing on suitable 
music. And, of course, to do this you have to sit 
and listen to a lot of music and listen for some 
which you haven't got but which could be sfutable, 
and play all your old tapes to locate where what 
you have got is. Yes, this is one reason I haven't 
pubbed my ish for some little while!

They still haven't brought out a multi-standard 
Video-8 VCR, but there is now a multi-standard 
(well, UK to USA) VHS VCR on the market—a quite 
expensive multi-standard VHS VCR you understand, 
but relatively not more expensive than the reel-to- 
reel Ferrograph Taper was back many yonks ago (it 
took me some twelve months saving to buy that)—so 
the technology could be available soon for a fan
nish extravaganza or two, mayhap, and if in the 
meantime, some profit-making concommfttee would 
like to provide a subsidy I'll be pleased to travel 
the breadth and deeps of fandom to preserve for 
posterity such fannfsh monuments as the LASFS Club
room, and Chuch Harris, and the Bheercan Tower to 
the Moon, and Harry Warner, whilst they still 
stand.|*|
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Long-time readers of ten's Lantern know that Bob 
Sabella has an interest in the early authors of the 
SF and fantaay genres. Here he looks back at one of 
the original writers in these fields in an effort 
to rekindle an interest in them.The Lost Worlds ofScience Fiction:A. Merritt

by Robert Sabella

Recently I’ve had the pleasure to research the 
history of science fiction fairly extensively. In 
the process I've come across quite a few writers 
who were once major names in the field but are now 
hardly ever seen on SF bookshelves. Names such as 
H. Rider Haggard, Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, G. K. 
Chesterton, Rudyard Kipling, Jack London, Clark 
Ashton Smith, Edgar Wallace, William Hope Hodgson, 
George Allan England, Garrett P. Servlss, A. Mer
ritt, and Olaf Stapleton.

I've done a lot of musing over why such popular 
writers have fallen into disfavor. Have all of 
their works aged that badly? While that may be true 
in a few cases, many of their writings are still as 
exciting as ever, rivaling or even surpassing the 
writings of such still-popular writers as Robert E. 
Howard and H.P. Lovecraft.

So I've come up with another hypothesis which 
provides at least a partial explanation (and which 
I certainly welcome comments on). Science fiction 
publishing of the past fifty years has been domin
ated by an “inside" group. I guess 1t started when 
fandom sprung up around the first specialized pulp 
magazines devoted to science fiction. Amazing 
Stories and Astounding Stories. Then, in 1933, Hugo 
Gernsback selected fan publisher Charles Hornig as 
editor of Wonder Stories. Shortly thereafter such 
fans as Donald A. Woll helm, Frederik Pohl, and 
Robert A. W. Lowndes began editing science fiction 
magazines of their own. These editors were all very 
young and most of their experience with science 
fiction came from the specialized prozines. Even 
with John W. Campbell, the most Influential SF edi
tor ever, was a product of the SF magazines.

And who followed these early fans Into editing 
and publishing? Other insiders such as Anthony 
Boucher, H.L. Gold, Lin Carter, Damon Knight, James 
BUsh, Lester del Rey, Judy-Lynn del Rey, and the 
Hst goes on.

Now there 1s nothing Inherently wrong with such 
an “inside" group. These are all people who love 
science fiction and have devoted their lives to 
promulgating it. But they do have a natural bias 
toward accepting the science fiction defined by 
Hugo Gernsback and John W. Campbell, Jr. as the 
only "true" science fiction worth fighting for. For 
nearly sixty years they have fought the good fight, 
and in a masterful fashion at that, because while 
the rest of the literary world has ignored science 
fiction, even tried to kill it, it has thrived and 
grown until 1t has become the tail that wags the 
publishing industry dog.

However, there were still many outstanding sci
ence fiction writers who never wrote for either 
Gernsback or Campbell. Some of them wrote main
stream SF which had been very popular in the 19th 
century and even more so in the wake of H.G. Wells. 
Others wrote for the general pulps which thrived 
between 1900 and 1920 before fragmenting into spe
cialized pulps. Some were fortunate to become fa
vorites of fandom, such as Jules Verne, H.G. Wells 
(both of whom were legitimized when Gernsback re
printed them in Amazing Stories). Robert E. Howard 
and H.P. Lovecraft. But others, through no fault of 
anybody, have slipped through the cracks, their 
reputations gradually eroding until they have been 
practically forgotten today. I think it is time for 
some of these great writers to be remembered again.

Such as A. Merritt.
Abraham Merritt was born in 1884 and spent most 

of his life as a reporter and editor. He first 
appeared in 1917 with "Through the Dragon Glass* 1n 
All-Story Weekly. That was one of the leading all- 
fictlon pulp magazines and probably the top market 
for science fiction and fantasy. Actually the two 
genres were Interchangeable at the time since it 
was long before Hugo Gernsback insisted on strict 
scientific rationales for his SF stories.
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Merritt's popularity soared In 1918 with the 
appearance of the novella "The Moon Pool* in All
Story Weekly. As was common at the time, the read
ers clamored for a sequel so that "The Conquest of 
the Moon Pool* appeared in 1919. Together they be
came the mosaic novel The Moon Pool. By this time 
A. Merritt was the second most popular pulp science 
fiction writer behind only Edgar Rice Burroughs.

Over the next twenty-five years, Merritt's popu
larity remained high although he was never particu
larly prolific. The Metal Monster was published 1n 
Argosy All-Story Weekly 1n 1920, The Face 1n the 
Abyss 1n Argosy 1n 1932, The Ship of Ishtar 1n 1924 
(later voted the single most popular story ever 
published 1n Argosy All-Story). The Dwellers 1n the 
Mirage in 1924, Seven Footprints to Satan in 1927, 
and Burn, Witch. Burn! 1n 1932.

Several of Merritt's stories were made Into mo
tion pictures, notably Seven Footprints to Satan in 
1929 and Burn, Witch, Burn! 1n 1936.

Merritt's popularity was so great that 1n 1949, 
six years after h1s death. A. Merritt's Fantasy 
Magazine was founded to capitalize on h1s populari
ty. As far as I know, he was the only SF writer so 
honored until the founding of Isaac Asimov's SF 
Magazine 1n 1976!

As was common during the pulp era, Merritt's 
fiction was a rich combination of action thriller, 
romantic fantasy, and supernatural horror. He wrote 
1n the tradition of H. Rider Haggard and Arthur Co
nan Doyle, setting exotic adventures in real-world 
settings such as Mongolia and Alaska. He was nei
ther a great stylist nor a master of characteriza
tion, but was considered one of the more literary 
writers of the pulp era. And he was a master story
teller whose prose gripped you as well as that of 
any writer of any era.

For twenty-five years after h1s death 1n 1943, 
A. Merritt's books stayed 1n print, reaching an 
entire new audience with paperback editions. Since 
then there has been a twenty year gap when h1s 

works were Increasingly difficult to find. And 
that's hard to believe since much SF of the past 
two decades has come to resemble Merritt's fantasy/ 
supernatural/adventure mosaics.

However, the situation 1s beginning to change 
for the better. There are currently three easily 
available sources of A. Merritt fiction. One 1s 
Hyperion Press (45 Riverside Avenue, Westport, CT 
06880) which publishes an extensive Une of classic 
out-of-print science fiction. Their catalogue lists 
samplings of nearly every lost writer I will be 
discussing 1n this series, although generally their 
editions are not cheap. One of their titles 1s 
Merritt's The Metal Monster which costs $15.00 1n 
trade paperback format.

A second source 1s Macmillan Collier Books which 
has recently Issued mass paperback editions of two 
of Merritt's best novels: The Ship of Ishtar and 
Dwellers in the Mirage. You should be able to order 
both of them through your local bookdealer.

A third source 1s David Hartwell's massive an
thology Masterpieces of Fantasy and Enchantment. 
This anthology must have resulted from Hartwell's 
own longing to see some lost reputations restored. 
It features much classic fantasy overlooked since 
the Gernsback-Campbell days: Charles Dickens' "The 
Magic Fishbone," Nathaniel Hawthorne's "Feather- 
top," Frank Stockton's "The Bee-man of Orn," Mark 
Twain's "The Canvasser's Tale," Stephen Vincent 
Benet's "The King of the Cats," 4 short stories by 
L. Frank Baum, 3 by Kenneth Morris, W1lHam Morris' 
"The Llndenborg Pool," Lord Dunsany's "The Sword of 
Welleran,* and my personal favorites, A. Merritt's 
"The Moon Pool" and Christopher Pearse Cranch's 
"The Last of the Huggermuggers."

The Hartwell book 1s available through the 
Science Fiction Book Club, as 1s Its sequel Master
pieces of Fantasy and Wonder. I recommend them both 
for anybody Interested 1n rediscovering some of 
science fiction's lost masterpieces.1*1
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Like Robert Sabella, Mr. Jordan in interested in 
the earlier authors in SF and Fantasy. Janes Branch 
Cabell is one of his favorite authors.Three Masterpieces by Cabell

by A. M. Jordan
Most of the pre-Tolkfen adult fantasy writers 

were British. Eddison, Dunsany and Morris were the 
very Gods of fantasy in that halcyon time before 
John Carter first stepped onto the moss-covered 
plains of Mars, before Cthulhlu rose from the 
depths for the first time, and before Conan had 
climbed the Tower of the Elephant 1n search of 
treasure. It was 1n this early time that James 
Branch Cabell began h1s work and by the time the 
First World War had ended, Cabell was to become one 
of the finest authors 1n American history.

The major bulk of Cabell's fantasy work falls 
into the mammoth, 25 part Biography of the Life of 
Manuel which was written between 1902 and 1930. The 
Biography was not about Manuel, even though one of 
the volumes was, but rather was about how h1s de
scendants lived from his time until the early twen
tieth century. The Biography consists of several 
novels, a few books of poetry, a play, and a couple 
of books of essays. It 1s from this that Cabell's 
three best books come. These books are: 1) Cream of 
the Jest published 1n 1917, 2) The Silver Stallion 
published 1n 1926, and 3) Jurgen published 1n 1919.

In some ways Cabell could be compared to his 
contemporary (they even shared publishers, McBride 
and Sons), Thorne Smith. Both wrote books that 
smacked of subversion and looked askance at the 
moral imperatives that America was saddling itself 
with 1n the dark and wild age that was shattered by 
the Second World War. Smith was better at the con
temporary fantasy story as shown by such novels as 
Topper. Rain 1n the Doorway, and The Stray Lamb. 
Cabell 1n many ways was Inept when he tried to deal 
with either contemporary reality or medieval reali
ty. The three books on which this article rests for 
the most part diverge from "our" rellty and wanders 
Into worlds that exist only 1n legend or the pre
cincts of Cabell's mind.

Cream of the Jest starts 1n contemporary America 
and the Ufe of Felix Kennaston, an unsuccessful 
writer of medieval fantasy. The poor, henpecked 
Kennaston (for one reason or another, a lot of Ca
bell's heroes are henpecked, but I refuse to engage 
1n speculation of the man's married life) finally 
gains release Into a strange new reality through 

the use of a broken medallion that he found 1n h1s 
garden one day. Soon he 1s traveling through time 
and space with Etarre, the daughter of Manuel of 
Poictesme. He becomes successful and then discov
ered that he has always had everything he thought 
he had gained. This 1s possibly the best book of 
the first half of the century and definitely on par 
with anything written as fantasy.

The Silver Stall!on 1s a collection of Inter
connected short stories about what happened to Man
uel *s men after he left with Grandfather Death (at 
the end of Figures of Earth. Manuel's novel). While 
their adventures are going on, Manuel's wife 1s 
busily changing Manuel's reputation Into something 
Christ-like and 1s about as real as the stones in 
the statue of him in the dty park.

It 1s kind of hard to dismiss offhand The Silver 
Stallion especially since I've ranked it second 
(behind Cream of the Jest), but since 1t's the 
easiest of the books to find in the used bookstore 
I don't want to give anyth!g away.

Jurgen, the book that followed on the heels of 
Cream of the Jest, is the novel that established 
Cabell's reputation and made a best-seller out of 
him. It is also, probably, his most read and influ
ential work. Consider, Job; A Comedy of Justice by 
Robert A. Heinlein is a very thinly disguised 
rewrite of Jurgen: A Comedy of Justice by James 
Branch Cabell. The plot lines are virtually the 
same as are several of the places Job and Jurgen 
visit. This doesn't even go into the comparisons of 
the Thoelogles behind the two books. Jurgen wins, 
by a landslide, as the better book; for one thing, 
Cabell's scenes in Heaven are funnier than Hein- 
1-efn's.

Jurgen 1s also the novel that brought a ton of 
trouble onto the shoulders of Cabell and McBride. 
After Its publication in 1919, John S. Sumner of 
the New York Society for the Suppression of Vice 
arrived In the McBride offices with a couple of 
warrants. He left with the plates and all extant 
copies of Jurgen on the premises and Cabell and 
McBride ended up in court. Needless to say, Cabell 
and Co. won what was one of the hardest-fought bat
tles against censorship in the history of letters.
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Jurgen is still in print to this day but I cannot 
say the same for Mr. John S. Sumner of the New York 
Society for the Suppression of Vice.

Jurgen (we talk a lot about Jurgen because it 
was the book that made Cabell famous) is about a 
pawnbroker named Jurgen who, despite his being 
henpecked, tries to be a poet. He accidentally 
helps a demi-urge and ends up losing his wife. When 
he goes out to find his wife he is then given back 
a year of his life to re-live and works his way up 
from Duke to King to Emperor and finally Pope. E- 
ventually he regains his wife and lives on in mis
ery for the rest of his life which for him is hap
pily ever after. Perhaps the funniest scene in the 
book is when he fakes his way into Heaven with an 
argument on Papal infallibility. A book well worth 
reading.

Another thing that set Cabell apart from his 

competitors is his sense of humor in things not 
quite funny. For instance, in the back of several 
of his books is the publisher's information about 
the rest of his works. While your normal everyday 
writer would accompany these with blurbs about how 
great his books are, Cabell's blurbs are ones from 
critics denouncing his works. For one, everyone 
praises the Howard Pyle artwork in the book and at 
the very bottom of the blurb is a notation that the 
book is no longer offered with the drawings.

The three books I've mentioned can be found in 
the used book store. Cream of the Jest and The Sil
ver Stallion have both been reissued in the Ballan
tine Adult Fantasy series of the late-sixties, and 
then in the DelRey releases of the later seventies. 
Jurgen is currently in print from Dover Books and 
is definitely worth the trouble to obtain.

Read them and have fun.|*|
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Menu Benters and science fiction fandoe have a lot 

; (c) May, 1990 by Kevin Langdon 1,1 ccmnonj many fans are members of both. Just as
fandon has its factions, ao does Mensa.The High-IQ Societies: An Overlooked “Other Fandom”

by Kevin Langdon
Almost simultaneously with the appearance of 

widely-distributed science fiction magazines in the 
1930s, fans of the genre began to gravitate toward 
one another. Soon local science fiction fan clubs 
and privatey-published “fanzines" appeared, fol
lowed by science fiction conventions.

Science fiction fandom was distinguished, from 
these early days, by its failure to follow the pat
tern, common to professional societies, hobby 
clubs, and other organizations devoted to particu
lar shared interests, of exclusive concentration on 
the subject around which the group was organized 
and the social and political relationships among 
the members of the group. Science fiction fans, it 
turned out, were interested in everything, talked 
and wrote about their myriad interests, and devel
oped a new form of social interaction and a new 
form of literature.

In the 1960s, fans of certain related genres, 
such as comic books, mystery fiction, fantasy gam
ing, UFOs, and the Star Trek universe, also began 
to show certain characteristics of these new forms 
and theis social networks came to be recognized as 
“fandoms." Those participating in these other fan
doms were accepted, some with reservations, as 
“cousins" of science fiction fans.

Over the succeeding decades, as science fiction 
fandom has become larger and more fragmented, the 
trend toward acceptance of these other fandoms as 
legitimate parts of fandom as a whole has continued 
and some of them have long traditions of their own.

This evolution of many fandoms makes a lot of 
sense. When one meets people who are interested in 
science fiction, they often turn out to be hackers, 
gamers, members of the Society for Creative Ana
chronism, or followers of new social or religious 
movements. There seems to be an underlying common 
mentality in all of the subcultures surrounding 
these activities. This mentality has two principal 
characteristics: it is highly attracted to symbols 
--whether in the form of words, algoritms, formu
las, or rituals—and it seeks new and unusual ide
as, experiences, and social forms.

Among those who read Science fiction, play Dun
geons and Dragons, or are attracted to computer 
games, another frequently observed characteristic 
is membership in Mensa, the top-two-percent society 
based on scores on I.Q. and aptitude tests. Those 
who are familiar with Mensa know that it has many 
characteristics in common with fandom; Indeed, as 
Degler may have been right that "fans are slans," a 
very large percentage of science fiction fans are 
capable of performance on I.Q. tests that would 
qualify them for admittance to Mensa. Conversely, 
science fiction is one of the most commonly report
ed interests in surveys of members of Mensa and the 
other high-I.Q. societies.

Readers of these pages may be less familiar with 
the other high-I.Q. societies. Approximately a doz
en societies are currently active (see list), with 
cut-offs ranging from Mensa's 98th percentile to 
the 99.9999th percentile claimed by the One-fn-a- 
Million Society (though the possibility of discrim
inating accurately at such a high level is a matter 
of controversy).

Mensa was founded about forty years ago in Eng
land. It was originally intended to be a top one 
percent soceity, but the founders made a mistake in 
setting the original qualifications for membership. 
By the late 1960s there were several other socie
ties, but the current explosion of new groups dates 
from the development of a new take-at-home test 
called the Harding Skyscraper and the founding of a 
99.9th percential group called the Thousand (which 
later became the International Society for Philoso
phical Enquiry), which based admission on this 
test, by Chris Harding of Australia in 1974. Other 
untimed and unsupervised high-range tests, by Phil 
Bloom, Ron Hoeflin, and me (my Langdon Adult Intel
ligence Test was published in Omni in 1979), among 
others, followed, and new societies were founded at 
various cut-off levels. One trait which members of 
the high-I.Q. societies shared with fans is the 
tendency to fight anf feud. A number of the high-I. 
Q. societies were founded as the result of disputes 
which split the various groups. This is the reason
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that there are as many as four separate 99.9th per
centile societies.

I joined Mensa and became active in science fic
tion fandom in the same year, 1961. When I first 
joined Mensa, there were few members in the United 
States; science fiction fandom was a much livelier 
scene (though I enjoyed Mensa). I was particularly 
attracted to certain fanzines, like Discord. War- 
hoon. and Kipple. where serious discussion of phil
osophical, religious, and scienctific subjects 
ranged over a wide variety of ideas and points of 
view. As a young man, I found this highly stimulat
ing and nourishing to my developing mind. I've re
tained a great deal of affection for free-form ex
ploration of ideas and continue to seek out forums 
in which this takes place.

These have not been good years for fanzines of 
this type. There are relatively few these days in 
which such duscussions are routinely held. But the 
journals of the "higher-1.Q. society" (those of 
societies with cut-offs at the 99.9th percentile or 
above) are quite interesting from this point of 
view; if you're interested in intellectual discus
sion of all kinds of subjects, I recommend these 
societies.

Of course, the higher up the scale you go, the 
fewer and farther between are the members of the 
society. Only a few local areas have active groups 
at the 99.9th percentile level, including Seattle- 
Vancouver, Chicago, and Minneapolis; the principal 
vehicle for the life of these societies is their 
journals.

So what about the criticisms which have been 
leveled at I.Q. testing? Are these societies based 
on a mistaken view of human differences?

I believe that some of these criticisms must be 
taken seriously. Many tests are clearly measures of 
accumulated knowledge or even of agreement with a 
test designer's prejudices; they may not provide a 
level playing field for members of certain ethnic 
and native-language groups, due to cultural differ
ences.

But there's something real in what at least the 
better I.Q. tests measure, though it must be admit
ted that it doesn't encompass all of what we mean 
when we speak if "intelligence." People with high 
I.Q.s are usually good at programming, physics, and 
engineering and often excell in literature, medi
cine, and business. They're also quite often very

interesting people; some, it's true, have some un
desirable personality traits, but, hey, so do some 
fans.

ACTIVE HIGH-I.Q. SOCIETIES 
(May 1990)

98th Percentile

Mensa, 2626 E. 14th St., Brooklyn, NY 11235 (US 
Headquarters)

The Camelopard Society, PO Box 16898, San Delgo, 
CA 92116

Mensa is the first and largest of the high-I.Q. 
societies, with local groups in many cities world
wide and many special interest groups. The social 
aspect is emphasized. Journals: Mensa International 
Journal. Mensa Bulletin (U.S.), Mensa Research- 
Journal . many national, local and special interest 
group newsletters. Approximately 80,000 members. 
The Camelopard Society is basically a San Diego 
area local group that broke away from Mensa. Journ
al: G’raffiti.

99th Percentile

Intertel, PO Box 15580, Lakewood, CO 80215
Top One Percent Society, PO Box 7430, New York, 

NY 10116

Intertel is smaller than Mensa, but similar in 
character and with a cut-off level not significant
ly different. Journal: Integra. Approximately 2000 
members. The Top One Percent Soceity was founded by 
Ron K. Hoeflin in 1989. Approximately 300 members. 
Journal: In-Genius.

99.9th Percentile

International Society for Philosophical Enquiry, 
272 Sycamore, Oxford, MI 48051

The Triple Nine Soceity, P0 Box 711, Excelsior, 
MN 55331

The Cincinnatus Society, 571 Belden Street, 
Monterey, CA 93940

The Minerva Society, 11526 Tina Street, Norwalk, 
CA 90650

The first 99.9th percentile society was the MM 
Society, founded in the late 1960s which has been 
defunct for many years. The second is the Interna
tional Society for Philosophical Enquiry, founded 
by Chris Harding in 1974, a highly structured, au
thoritarian organization, with ranks of memebership 
including "Fellow," "Diplomate," and "Philosopher." 
A majority of the members cannot vote and officers 
do not stand for election periodically. Those who
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disagree with the leradership have been expelled on 
aiore than one occasion. Journal: Tellcom. Approxi
mately 450 members.

The Triple Nine Society was founded in 197b by 
dissident members of the ISPE. It has been a very 
dynamic and interesting group, but has gone through 
a period of about three years during which it has 
fallen prey to a group of officers who have ignored 
its constitution and democratic traditions and at
tempted to expel members who disagreed with their 
tactics; although the situation has improved, the 
society has yet to make a complete recovery. Journ
al: Vidya. Approximately 500 members.

The Cincinnatus Society and the Minerva Society 
were founded by members alarmed by the authoritar
ian trends in the Trippie Nine Society. Cincinnatus 
is run by a self-proclaimed "tyrant," Grady Ward. 
Approximately 165 members. May have become recently 
inactive. Minerva, the newest of the 99.9th percen
tile societies, is based on the ideals of democracy 
and members' rights and is receommended to those 
seeking a society at this level. Journal: Metis. 
Approximately 135 members.

99.997th Percentile

The Four Sigma Society, PO Box 795, Berkeley, CA 
94701

The Prometheus Society, 13 Speer Street, Somer
ville, NJ 08876

The Four Sigma Society was founded by Kevin 
Langdon in 1977 on the basis of scores on the Lang
don Adult Intelligence Test. Dormant since 1983, 
Four Sigma was revived in 1988 in the form of a 
quarterly journal, the Four Sigma Bulletin, avail
able from Polymath Systems for $10/year (four is
sues). Approximately 800 qualifiers (550 on current 
list). The Prometheus Society was founded by Ronald 
K. Hoeflin in 1984. Journal: Gift of Fire. Approxi
mately 110 members.

Somewhere Above the 99.999th Percentile

The Mega Society, 13155 Wimberly Sq. #284, San 
Diego, CA 92128

The One in a Million Society, PO Box 7430, New 
York, NY 10116

The Mega Society was founded by Ronald K. Hoef- 
11n, incorporating the 606 Society (founded by 
Chris Harding), as a one-in-a-million club. The 
membership has voted not to claim to discriminate 
at that level. Journal: Megarian. Approximately 20 
members. The One in a Million Society was founded 
by Ronald K. Hoefl in, as the Titan Society, on the 
basis of his Mega Test. Approximately 15 members. 1*1

THE MAKING OF A WIDOWER

by Thomas A. Easton

Kings give lovers rings because they hope 
So to fulfill their princely expectations. 
But they also tempt vast clouds of rage, 
As when my lord chose one, defied another, 
And spread his dreams upon the altar 
As the acolytes watched sand in glass run out 
And she, fondling blade and garrote cord, 
Heart black with hate, eyes dim with mists of envy, 
Silently crept through the darkened halls, 
To find in bed the newly royal couple.
The long knife flashed spinning in the air 
And despoiled the royal sheets with maiden blood.
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April 1991 to June 1992

by Lan

This account of the past 15 months picks up af
ter the happenings 1n Lan's Lantern #39. MINICON 
was the previous weekend, and the students were re
turning to school while the faculty had In-service 
day meetings.

RAMBLINGS 40.1:
Post Spring Break: 1991

On Monday, April 1, we had a fairly lengthy In
service day filled with meetings, mostly about the 
state of the school, and a push for getting faculty 
Involved 1n the admissions process. This meant tel
ephone solicitation, which I was dead-set against. 
I hate being called myself, and at times have been 
very 
swer 
time 
me;

rude to callers who don't take “No" as an an- 
the first time. Anyway, I spent a lot of the 

1n a stupor so most of what was said went by 
I had just driven back from MINICON, a trip 

which got me home about 1:30 AM.
I survived the first week back, with tests given 

1n all classes on that Friday, and I collected the 
Math papers on Monday, April 8. At the end of the 
third quarter (April 10), I had two precal students 
who had to make up work (which they did by Friday), 
but three geometry students who had not turned 1n 
their papers, and two others who had other quizzes 
and tests outstanding. Overall, this was the worst 
shape my students have been 1n for a long time. 
However, the really tough part was writing comments 
on all students which were due on Monday, April 15. 
Since I knew how much work 1t would Involve, I 
started writing as soon as Spring Break was over, 
setting up my comments on the computer with every
thing I could except for the personal comment for 
each person. I finished reading my papers on Wed
nesday, and had my comments done that evening (I 
did finish off comments on each class as soon as I 
finished reading their papers, which meant that on 
Tuesday morning I had finished my three classes of 
Geometry students).

Two complications were a Curriculum Committee 
meeting on Monday afternoon, and a play on Tuesday 
evening, but actually they were both welcome

breaks. And the big incentive was that if I did get 
everything done by Friday morning, I would go to 
F1lk0ntar1o with Mala. I did, and we did, and had a 
great time, particularly talking with BUI and 
Brenda Sutton, the Guests of Honor.

FILKONTARIO

We availed ourselves of the gracious hospitality 
of Mike GUcksohn. He put us up (put up with us!) 
for the convention, which was about a half hour 
drive (1f that much) from his house. We arrived 
late Friday evening, and spent time talking with 
him before turning 1n. Knowing the habits of filk- 
ers, we didn't plan to get to the hotel before 11 
AM, which 1n a small way was too late; the schedule 
was arranged as a regular con—the first panel was 
at 10 AM.

We had a wonderful time. I was glad to see and 
talk to Bill and Brenda Sutton again. Their daught
er Katie was with them, and I could see the pride 
showing through as her parents performed both to
gether and In Individual activities. We arranged to 
have breakfast with them on Sunday morning, so we 
could talk some more.
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The concerts were fun to sit through. Two of the 
three "Technical Difficulties* group were there: TJ 
Burnside and Linda Melnick. We talked only briefly, 
and I wished I could have spent more time with 
those two. Their concert was of the usual high 
quality I've come to expect from them. Dave Clement 
from Winnipeg put on a spectacular performance—on 
the professional level. I still wonder why he isn't 
singing professionally. Clif Flynt and his friends 
(Mary Ellen Wessel Is O'Cain, Steve Simmons, Ruth 
Simmons) put on a nice varied concert.

The Dealer's Room consisted of one dealer—Wail 
Songs. That was all right. I purchased a few tapes, 
including Dave Clement's first one. The consuite, 
dutifully manned by Lloyd and Yvonne Penney, was 
well stocked with munchies and potables, including 
some real food, much along the lines of Ohio Valley 
Filk Fest, with their own touches, of course (the 
chili was outstanding, as were the Jamaican meat 
pies). Also, in the tradition of OVFF, there was a 
midnight brunch, after which came the all-night 
filk.

The Sunday morning breakfast with Bill, Brenda 
and Katie was very good. We talked about their trip 
to England, and various other things going on in 
their and our lives. We left soon after, since both 
Maia and I had things to do at home, but we did not 
regret making the decision to go to the convention; 
if there is a FILKONTARIO II (which is very like
ly), we will probably be there.

RAMBLINGS 40.2: 
School Rumbles On

I had duty on Wednesday, and the Grade Review 
meeting on Thursday. Some of my precalculus stu
dents were doing all right, but others—mostly 
seniors—failed a test on Monday, April 15. I had 
to figure out what to do with them. Most of those 
only had two weeks left in the quarter—they were 
going on May Projects; the rest were staying until 
the regular end of the school year. I decided to 
give them a retest, with the proviso that no one 
could get higher than an 81% (a B-). Most everyone 
improved. But spending an extra day to do this 
separated my two precal classes, which made for 
more interesting class planning.

I got my contract on April 16. We were supposed 
to have picked them up in the afternoon on the 
15th, but I had forgotten about it. I found out 
there were two contracts: one for teaching, the 
other for housing which was contingent on doing 
dorm duty. We were supposed to read through every
thing, and return one copy of the contract signed 
by the 3rd of May. Arlyce Siebert, the head of the 
upper school, reminded me of this on the 2nd. I 
think she was concerned about having to hire a new 
person if I didn't sign up for another year; I had 
given no indication about leaving.

Anyway, I turned it in on time.
All my students finally turned in their papers, 

so no one has failed the third quarter. The last 
one on April 24, so he only lost 32 of the 40 
points the paper was worth. As in years past, two 
points per day were lost until the paper was turned 
in, even accumulating a negative score with points 
being deducted from the others earned through the 
quarter. Unlike the past two years when I kept qui
et about the individuals who did not turn in their 
papers, I mentioned who the delinquent students 
were, and peer pressure may have helped.

MARCON

We went to MARCON, and in spite of the cold I 
had and the headache all day Saturday, I had a good 
time. I managed to talk to Melinda Snodgrass; she 
is a marvelous and talented person, and another 
author whom I can recommend as a good Guest for the 
three cons in southeastern Michigan.

Maia, as a birthday gift to our niece Lea, paid 
for her membership for the weekend. For a while Lea 
stuck close to Maia who introduced her to several 
people. Lea also managed to contribute to a discus
sion panel on appropriate villains for heros, which 
made her aunt quite proud.

Aside from my usualy panel about fanzines, I was 
on a humor panel and probably some others. I talked 
for some time with Stephen Leigh, a long-time 
friend and author whose writing keeps getting bet
ter and better with each novel.

The masquerade was very good this year. There is 
a group of fans who I think are local to Columbus 
who come up with superhero costumes regularly. I've 
seen one person as Tomar-Re, one of the Green Lan
tern Corps. This time I saw him as Bucky, with his 
friends as Captain America and Starfire (?? —I was 
not familiar with the costume the woman wore). They 
were also at MINICON—as Green Lantern and Flash.
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I hoped to see them at other cons—particularly 
to find out what they will come up with next!

CONTRAPTION

CONTRAPTION was on the weekend of May 2-5. In 
spite of some committee problems, the convention 
came off rather well. I had a good time, and once 
again our video collection filled out a good part 
of the film program.

For some reason, I was not on programming, but I 
sat 1n on a number of panels and helped out. The 
neo-fan panel 1s always Interesting, and I met sev
eral new fans there. One, Terry Howey, was more In
terested in the authors and literature. I supplied 
her with a number of different Issues of Lan's Lan
tern for her to read.

The Professional Guests of Honor were Fred Pohl 
and h1s wife Elizabeth Ann Hull, the Fan GoHs were 
L1z Gross and Bob H1111s. I had wonderful talks 
with them throughout the convention, as well as 
with Gale Tang, who I found out was leaving soon 
for graduate school in California.

At the end of the con, I had a long talk with 
Leslie Larkins, who I found out enjoyed a lot of 
the same types of movies I did. I loaned her some 
of the tapes I had brought for showing in the video 
room (and we have continued to trade tapes back and 
forth ever since). We spent time talking about the 
Warner Bros cartoon characters, fun SF films, and 
Interesting erotic movies we had seen.

RAMBLINGS 40.3: 
The Crunch to Memorial Weekend

With so much going on at school, with the end of 
the year looming over us, with the week of May 20th 
the last one we could give tests, we had an assem
bly on Wednesday, which cut a much needed ten min
utes off all my classes. It was for a good reason— 
we heard a concert by the Peterborough Cathedral 
Choir, on tour from Peterborough England. They were 
Impressive, and wonderful singers (though I did not 
care for a couple of the selections), but this was 
poorly timed 1n terms of what I was doing 1n my 
classes.

The students 1n my geometry classes were all 
learning how to use their calculators with the trig 
functions. I had departed from the book and was 
lecturing to them about trigonometry, so they were 
dependent on the notes they took 1n class, and on 
questions they asked. They had no book to refer to. 
This was one way of Insuring they paid attention 
during the obscenely warm temperatures we had been 
having, and with a test on Friday (before Memorial 
Weekend), I needed every minute of class time to 
prepare them for 1t.

The kids had some trouble, mostly 1n applica
tion-type problems. The wrapping function theory 

they remembered. But some have trouble picking out 
the side opposite a specific angle, which 1s the 
hypotenuse, and which function to use. SOHCAHTOA 
was written on every test, but ft did not help some 
of the kids.

MIKECON 12

Mala and I drove to MIKECON 1n Toronto. The 
weather was warm and sticky. We got to meet the new 
member of the Mike Harper and Salma household, 
Raisa, who was born on the 14th of May. Mala had 
crocheted a baby blanket for her.

Rain threatened our Saturday trip to the Art 
Gallery of Ontario (unfortunately several of the 
exhibits were closed for renovations) and Bakka, 
Toronto's SF book store, but even though we didn't 
have an umbrella the sky just remained overcast. 
The parties on Friday and Saturday nights were a 
lot of fun; I spent a lot of time talking to Steve 
(S.M.) Stirling, Shirley Meier and Karen Wehrsteln 
(all Toronto authors). We saw a bit of Tanya Huff 
at Bakka (she works there while writing on the 
side), and both she and Fiona (her partner) were at 
the barbeque on Sunday, but I was busy cooking to 
spend much time talking then.

It rained Saturday nlght/Sunday morning, but 
stopped about 1 PM. Things dried out a bit, al
though 1t remained overcast, and by 2, when we were 
to start cooking outside on the grill, the weather 
was fine. A few drops of water were blown down from 
the trees, but overall the barbequing went over 
quite well. (By the way, Mike GHcksohn and Mike 
Harper have depended on me to do the barbeque cook
ing at their MIKECONs for the past several years, a 
task I enjoy, which leaves them free to play host.) 
After that was finish I relaxed and talked to oth
ers, Including Shirley and Karen, Lloyd Penney, 
Joel Zakem, and Jan Stirling (Steve had a class 
that Sunday so couldn't make 1t).

We got home 1n the early afternoon on Monday, 
stopping at the Duty-free Store on the way back 
Into the States, and we relaxed the rest of the 
day. Mala did some laundry, and packed for her trip 
to Atlanta to visit BH1 and Brenda Sutton, and 
their children Rob and Katie. I drove her to the 
airport on Tuesday morning, and returned 1n time 
for classes.

RAMBLINGS 40.4 
The End of the School Year

Now, as last year, the three days between Memor
ial Weekend and the Friday afterward are review 
days. We had an Awards Assembley on Tuesday with 
class time cut to 30 minutes. It was nice to have 
an assembly devoted to academic achievement, but at 
the end the head of the upper school brought forth 
two athletic teams who were on their way to state
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competition. It bothered ne to have that done at an 
academic assembly; I don't recall the reverse being 
done at a sports assembly.

Temperatures were near 90 that week, and not 
very conducive to studying. But exams were inevita
ble, and nost of Ry students were ready for them.

Since the math exams were on Tuesday morning, I 
spent Friday and the weekend working 1n the garden, 
on Ry MISHAP apazlne, and a little on the Lantern. 
Friday evening brought a real treat to the resi
dents along Valley Way. A group of the Meistersing
ers and Madrigals performed for us. They were just 
wandering around and singing. It was lovely, a nice 
tension reliever for both the students, faculty and 
their families. Ryan Bradley, one of Ry favorite 
students was leading the group, and Suna Turgay, 
one of Ry advisees, was singing with them.

On Sunday I picked Mala up from the airport. She 
had a wonderful time, and bent Ry ear all the way 
back with her adventures.

Monday afternoon, Ry car died. It wouldn't turn 
over. I figured that 1t was either the starter re
lay or the starter Itself. I left the car stranded 
1n the Klnsgwood campus parking lot, and walked 
home. I could use the exercise, but it would have 
been a bit much to try to walk to Ypsilanti for the 
Waldo & Magic, Inc bar meeting. Mala let me use her 
car, so I could go to the meeting and hand over our 
apazlnes to MISHAP editor David Alway. I had an 
enjoyable time talking to friends. It had been some 
time since I attended a bar meeting (since the last 
time MISHAPzInes were due, two months earlier); 
something always seemed to come up on Monday nights 
to interfere with the evening trip.

I gave Ry math exams Tuesday morning and finish
ed correcting and grading them all by that night. 
Only one student didn't make 1t for the exam—Blake 
was 111 1n the morning, and she came 1n Wednesday 
afternoon to make 1t up. Wednesday morning I wrote 
up comments on all who needed them, and turned 
those In, as well as my grade sheets. Effectively, 
I was finished with the school year; the only 
things left were Awards night, graduation, and 
three days of meetings on June 10-12.

I made arrangements to get my car taken 1n for 
repair. I was going to have 1t towed, but the AAA 
person asked 1f I would rather drive 1t to the 
dealership. Since that would be cheaper, I said 
yes. He rolled 1t down a small hll1 and jump-start
ed 1t. I had thought about doing 1t, but 1f 1t had 
not started, I would have had to leave the car 
there. Illegally parked 1n a fire-lane.

I had already walked once Into town that morning 
to pay some bills at the bank. This would mean a 
slightly farther walk back again, but not by much. 
However, when I went Into Birmingham to the dealer
ship, 1t wasn't there; 1t had moved two miles south 
1n the Intervening 4 years since I needed serious 
repairs on that car from the dealership. So I got 

the car 1n, and walked the 5 miles back home. Al
though I was tired, I worked 1n the garden until 
dinner, then attended a meeting of the Galactic 
Cartographers Society. We saw a bad Japanese sd-fl 
film, InfraMan; I opted to view that over the films 
I had brought: The Hideous Sun Demon. The She-De- 
mons. Stranger from Venus, and the semi-classic 
Earth vs. the Flying Saucers.

As soon as I got home, I went to bed, and got up 
at 2 AM. It was prom night, and after the prom was 
a party on the grounds called Afterglow, where the 
kids stay, 1n a more relaxed atmosphere until about 
3:30/4:00 AM. I was on duty fn the dorm from 2:30 
until 4:30, when they all were supposed to be 1n. 
Two students didn't arrive until after 4:30, but I 
had no plans to return to bed anyway; I had work to 
do on the Lantern, and there was a meeting at 9:00 
AM to vote on senior diplomas. It took the faculty 
almost an hour and a half to discuss, and finally 
turn down, an exchange student's request for a di
ploma Instead of a certificate of attendance (our 
requirement of four years of English would not have 
been satisfied—he would not have passed English 9 
let alone Western Literature 1f his program had not 
been modified). Then a second request for the same 
thing was put before the faculty, but tabled pend
ing a ruling from the English department. The se
niors as a class then were voted to graduate, and I 
was free to run home and find out if the dealership 
had called about the car. They had, and I authoriz
ed $260 for a starter replacement.

Thursday night was Awards Night for the Seniors. 
Different awards from the various departments were 
given to seniors who had shown excellent work dur
ing the year, as well as special awards for ser
vice. Two of the three students I nominated for 
George Booth (founder of the community) Citations 
received them. (The Booth Citations were designed 
to give recognition to kids whose contributions to 
the community were selfless and essential; they are 
the unsung heroes without whom certain events could 
not have happened.) Both Ryan Bradley and Anju Cho
pra were heavily Into theatre and doing many other 
things for the school. Ryan helped out 1n the dorm
itory, was a mediating influence during debates 1n 
h1s discussion classes, showed enthusiasm 1n Ry 
classes (last year and this) even though math 1s 
not one of h1s Interests, and almost singlehandedly 
produced a play which focused attention on racism, 
sexism, and values, Body Blow.

I have mentioned Anju 1n the past; I did not 
have her this year 1n class, but had talked about 
her last school year when she was 1n my Geometry 
class. I kept track of her this year, and she did 
well 1n classes, 1n theatre, and was Instrumental 
1n starting a group called Humanists, which dealt 
with female Issues. I used the phrase "Phantom of 
the PAC" to describe her (PAC = Performing Arts 
Center), which was also used 1n her citation. Her
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enthusiasm In class was boundless, even on days 
when she was tired, and hadn't actually done the 
homework.

Finally Friday came. I got a call that qy car 
was ready, managed to get a ride Into Birmingham to 
the bank, and walked the rest of the way (2 miles) 
to the dealership and picked up the car. It was 
nice to have wheels again, and even drove to gradu
ation ceremonies. This year I went to the girls' 
graduation, as I had done every year since teaching 
at CEC, except last year. The boys and girls have 
separate ceremonies since all could not fit Into 
Christ Church together with attending families and 
relatives. This also maintains the traditions of 
each of the schools ceremonies; Klngswood School 
for Girls and Cranbrook School for Boys were separ
ate until 20 years ago when they started a move to
ward coordination, and finally merging to one 
school, Cranbrook Klngswood, five years ago.

Usually I only feel mildly depressed after the 
ceremonies, and going to the reception afterwards 
make the separation from some special people more a 
joyous occasion than sad. It's a new beginning for 
them, something toward which we the teachers work 
with them, an ongoing cycle. This year my eyes wat
ered a lot as certain favorite students received 
their diplomas. And Blake (the one who was late 1n 
taking her exam) gave me a mug 1n appreciation for 
the help and understanding I gave her throughout 
the year—one that she had made herself 1n ceramics 
class.

On Saturday, Mala and I went to a wedding. Mark 
Bernstein and Sharon Brevoort tied the knot 1n a 
very relaxed, outdoor ceremony on a day with per
fect weather. The two had put together a program 
book which Included the songs that the madrigal 
singers sang (Sharon 1s a member of the group, as 
are/were several other fans), and ads for the peo
ple and businesses which provided the services 
(food, flowers, tables & chairs, the grounds, etc). 
The Wedding Program, titled "It's About Time", was 
in three act, the second of which (the reception 
Une) was supposed to have been skipped (replaced 
by mingling and thank-yous 1n Act III, the recep
tion), but happened anyway because either a) 1t 
seemed natural to have one, or b) mostly being 
fans, no one read the program book. An Important 
feature of the ceremony, though, was to include 
Allen, Mark's son from his first marriage. It was 
gratifying to see that Allen was Included 1n this 
Important step 1n Mark's 11fe--1t was a family, not 
just two Individuals. Everyone had a good time, and 
I enjoyed talking to a lot of people I had not seen 
for a long time—like ElUot Chlkofsky, whom I had
n't seen 1n more than ten years.

Outside of the toast and cake-cutting, the only 
other "tradition" that was performed was the throw
ing of the bouquet. Of the five single ladies who 
lined up, two were already engaged to be married, 

one had a significant other, and two were unattach
ed. Gwen Zak caught the bouquet, and her signifi
cant other took the initiative to propose to her on 
the spot. So I can announce that Gwen and Michael 
P. Kube-McDowel1 are officially engaged, with the 
marriage date to be set at a future date (probably 
in the fall when the weather will be cool).

The proceedings broke up earlier than I had ex
pected. By three most had left, so we took our 
leave as well. This was fortunate for me, as I had 
an alumnae/1 reunion at school that I could attend. 
I had written a couple of former students that be
cause of the wedding I would not be there, but it 
worked out that I could attend. I didn't see either 
of those students, but talked to dozens of others 
whom I had taught. One of them, Marian Rey McIn
tyre, had worked for Ballantine/DelRey books, put
ting out their newsletters for genre fiction. I had 
written her a letter when I got a copy of Beyond, 
and noticed her name on it. She told me that she 
appreciated that, since it was the only letter she 
had ever gotten while editing the newsletter. Mari
an Rey got letters all the time from some of the 
childrens' newsletters, but not from any of the 
other ones.

Others of qy former students I found were doing 
very well. Melodie Simmons had just returned from 
several months in Russia. Laura Trevarrow was star
ting her internships in sports medicine. Ben Con
nelly thanked me for having restored his faith in 
his math abilities so many years ago. Gwen Almond 
was doing very well in studying German and tutoring 
in music (with her college's endorsement for the 
tutoring). Erin Howarth, who wrote a book about the 
Beatles called They Said, They Said, is a Junior at 
Vassar, and will be putting out a revised edition 
in a couple of years AFTER she finishes school and 
has the time to work on it. Paul Dworkin is at MIT, 
and recognized the copy of Lan's Lantern that Melo
die was carrying around since the SF club there is 
on my mailing list. Naz Hedayat would be working/ 
teaching camp this summer at the Klngswood Day 
Camp; I told her to drop by to talk 1n the morning 
if she wanted. Jeremy Kriegle was in his last year 
of engineering and will be taking the LSAT; he 
planned to go into patent law (a marvelous combina
tion for patents, when you think about it). And 
others whose conversations ran together as it got 
dark.

All around, it was one of the best days I had in 
a long time.

The next few days were filled with wrap-up meet
ings for the school year. The most interesting of 
these was the curriculum meeting, where all the 
same subject teachers from the lower, middle and 
upper schools got together to talk about common 
curricular Issues. The math portion started out 
slowly, but soon became quite exciting as ideas and 
techniques were bandied back an forth. We in the
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upper school found out that both the Middle and 
lower school departmental budgets far exceed ours; 
the math department In the upper school Is pretty 
cheap compared to them, and compared to the other 
departments. This will have to change soon. I found 
out that the Advanced Placement Exams 1n 1992 will 
require the math students to use a scientific 
calculator on parts of 1t, and in 1994 the students 
will need a graphing calculator. There was one 
graphing caluclator 1n the department (a Casio). (I 
have Ry own, a Texas Instrument, one of the best on 
the market currently.) That means all the teachers 
(especially the Calculus teachers) need to know how 
to use one so we can pass that on to the students, 
or at least answer their questions about the calcu
lators.

I found out that some Middle School teachers 
make extensive use of the calculator 1n class and 
on graded assignments Including tests. I will have 
to rethink some of the approaches I use 1n class to 
make use of this fine labor-saving device.

The "End of the Year" picnic was fine; the food 
was pretty good, but there was a tension as the 
speeches rolled around, and we said goodbye to many 
of our colleagues. Since the community had hired a 
new Director of Schools, Lillian Bauder was step
ping down from that role, and the three school 
heads got together to give her a farewell gift. She 
was touched to the point of tears, but I saw sever
al faculty not applauding.

On Father's Day Weekend, we had four activities 
to attend: A wedding of a former co-worker of 
Mala's, CONNUBIAL II, Father's Day with my parents 
(with my younger sister's surprise 40th birthday 
party), and a barbeque 1n honor of Mike Kube-McDow- 
ell for finishing his latest novel. Our plans were 
set for two events on each day, but I got a call 
from Ry Mother on Friday saying that the Father's 
Day celebration and June's 40th birthday would be 
on Saturday. Actually, 1t turned out all right, 
though Mala did not accompany me to CONNUBIAL II, 
since she was quite tired by the end of the day 
(9:30 PM, when we arrived at home to change clothes 
for the fllklng).

We arrived at my parents' house early, and since 
none of Ry siblings had arrived by then, my mother 
showed us some of the old pictures she had from 
when my father was 1n the Military Service (during 
World War II), and their life before I was born. 
She and dad have been re-doing their photo albums, 
and picking out pictures for display at their 50th

Wedding Anniversary celebration 1n September. After 
everyone else had arrived, a few of us took a trip 
around Lake Tyrone in the pontoon boat, and we 
talked with Ry sisters about several topics, some 
of which Included the party.

When we got back to Ry parents' house, we ate, 
then surprised Ry sister June with her gifts (and 
several humorous "over the hill" and "40-years-o1d" 
birthday cards. We all had chipped 1n on a pair of 
amethyst earings with diamond chips. Mala and I, 
though, had gotten June a wind-up wrist watch with 
the Beatles on the face. The Dad's Day gifts were 
less dramatic, and our gift was a book. The Movies 
of the 30s. with hundreds of photographs. Since my 
father 1s a movie buff, we knew he would enjoy it.

After changing clothes, we left my parents and 
siblings and headed for the wedding. It was sched
uled for 5 PM, and we made it fn plenty of time. 
The ceremony started about 10 minutes late, but 1t 
was beautiful, as was the bride. At the dinner re
ception we sat with some of Mala's co-workers, and 
had some good conversations. Bob S1ms 1s a science 
fiction reader, and mentioned that he was 1n the 
middle of a very Interesting novel by Michael Kube- 
McDowell, The Quiet Pools, and was anxious to fin
ish 1t. (Mike blushed when we told him that on Sun
day.) One of the others was from central Ohio, and 
we talked briefly about football.

Sue Macintosh and R1ck Wenk used the trick that 
Mary Ellen and Iain O'Caln used at their wedding: 
they refused to kiss at the clinking of glasses, 
but did so 1f a person, or group, sang a verse of a 
song with the word "love" in 1t. I think every ta
ble but ours stood and sang something; one even 
sang 1n harmony. (Our table was rather shy (!), and 
undecided whether to try "I'm 1n Love with a B1g 
Blue Frog" or "Love Stinks".) One amusing aspect of 
this was that the members of the wedding party 
rated the kisses on a scale of 1-10 with numbered 
placards.

As the newly-wedded couple wended their way 
around the room, we said our goodbyes (which took 
about a half hour) and headed home. Mala almost 
fell asleep 1n the car, and opted to stay home 
while I changed clothes and drove an hour out to 
Ann Arbor for the fllkslng.

When I arrived, Lds McMaster Bujold, her hus
band John and the kids were just getting ready to 
leave. They stayed another 15 minutes or so to 
talk, and I made a comment about three Hugo nomi
nees 1n the same place at one time, since Mike 
Kube-McDowel1 was there too. We then talked a bit 
about the novel category, and strategies for hand
ling the competition with friends. Lots of other 
people were there: Barb and Dave Rledell from Wis
consin, Tom Smith, Annette and Gary Christiansen 
and their children Danny and K1ra, Gwen Zak, Barry 
and Sally Childs-Helton, CUf Flynt, Randi Asplund- 
Faith, Sandy Goodflelsch, Dennis Tabaczewskl, Greg
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Cronau, T1m Ryan, Vicki Wills (and her lovely back 
rub), Mike A Myra Bernson, and many I recognized by 
face but not by name. I talked very (and too) 
briefly with Leslie Larkins; she had gotten the two 
video tapes I gave Tom Smith to give to her. She 
left soon after that, as I was making rounds saying 
hello to everyone.

Sally and I talked for a while about what had 
been happening with our respective households. Bar
ry and Sally had been involved with a folk revival 
1n Indianapolis, and sang with some of the origina
tors of modern folk music (pre-Peter, Paul and Mary 
days). Having the central airconditioning and water 
heater of their house go out 1n the same week put a 
little crimp 1n their budget, but they were still 
committed to some sort of professional conference 
or convention between then and OVFF (11 out of 17 
weekends). I mentioned to both Barry and Sally Buck 
Coulson's glowing comment on Barry's article 1n the 
Sturgeon Special (LL #36);I also told them that a 
copy found Its way to Phil Klass.

I left about 1:30 and made 1t home safely. I 
even slept 1n—until about 9, very late for me. In 
the morning we just lazed around until 1t was time 
to go to Mike and Myra Bernson's place 1n Ypsilanti 
for the Kube-McDowel1 "Coming out of Seclusion" 
Party. Barry and Sally were staying with them, so 
Mala got to talk to the pair before they left for 
home.

Everyone chipped 1n to help with getting things 
set up for the barbeque. Mike and Mike did the hon
ors, and I stayed 1n the background. Mala commented 
that 1t was unusual for me not to be involved with 
the grilling at such an event. The food was good, 
as was the conversation, and we had far too much of 
the former, and too little of the latter, rspent 
some time talking to Paul, a 36-year-old retiree 
(medical problems) who has rediscovered the joy of 
learning; he 1s back 1n school going for a degrees 
in social work and rehabilitation. I had seen Paul 
at cons before, but never sat and talked with him. 
I look forward to more talks with him.

In the middle of the following week (June 17-21) 
1 found out that the apartment/house next door was 
becoming vacant. I checked to make sure that was 
the case, then submitted a letter requesting a 

housing change. Arlyce said she would take the 
request to the housing committee, and see what will 
happen; there were several people ahead of me with 
requests, and thus nothing might come of 1t, but 
Mala and I were hopeful.

The place 1s more like a condominium, sharing a 
wall with another unit. It has two floors and a 
basement (which would mean we could do our laundry 
without having to go outside to get to the washer 
and dryer, as we currently have to do!). There 1s a 
large and small bedroom on the second floor with 
the bathroom,and the kitchen, living room and din
ing room on the main floor. It has both a front and 
back door, and 1s across the driveway from out 
door. This meant that 1f we got 1t, the move would 
be very easy: down the stairs, across the drive, 
and Into the new place. I was hoping to know for 
sure 1n a couple of weeks. This of course would 
mean a possible change 1n plans for August—world- 
con was still definite, but the other things might 
change.

On Saturday, June 24, I went to T1m Ryan's 
trailer 1n Plymouth, helped him pack and move to a 
house 1n Pittsfield Township (near Ann Arbor). The 
house looked very nice, though the back yard was 
about the size of my garden. T1m, I found out, had 
more record albums than I did, and probably more 
videotapes (though that's a toss-up). Unquestion
ably he has a collection of 45's to be envied! On 
Sunday, we had a lazy day, worked a little 1n the 
gardens (I in «|y vegetable garden. Mala in her 
flower garden), and 1n the evening we saw Thelma 
and Louise, a wonderful picture, disturbing 1n many 
ways, but intensely interesting. The commercials 
showed 1t as a comedy, but there was a serious 
undertone, and 1t dealt with some serious topics. 
It haunted me for days afterwards.

The summer settled Into a regular pattern. I got 
up early as usual, went to my classroom to work on 
the computer for a few hours (usually working on 
the Lantern, correspondence, or apaz1nes),returned 
home 1n the late-morning for breakfast, worked 1n 
the garden, watched videos and read, made dinner, 
and repeated the afternoon activities. There were 
some projects at home, Hke cleaning up a year's
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worth of accumulated papers and (fn several places) 
dust, and preparing for other weekend actlvltes. I 
usually tried to slip In a trip to Vic Tanny's ev
ery other day, but I wasn't consistent; other ac
tivities kept getting In the way—mostly gardening. 
As the crops came In, I canned dozens of jars of 
pickled cucumbers and froze other vegetables. Gar
lic, chives and onions were being used In cooking, 
and the radishes, raspberries and strawberries 
eaten. Peas were abundant, and shelling them was a 
good activity while watching videos. And weeding 
took a lot of work and time.

INCONJUNCTION

I went to INCONJUNCTION on the weekend after the 
4th of July, and had a reasonably good time there. 
I shared a room with Lynn again (one of the high 
points of the con), was on three panels, and talked 
with a lot of people Including the GoH Victor Mil
an. The drive back was the most adventuresome one 
I've had In a long time. Two back-ups and a storm 
delayed me getting home. One back-up was because of 
an accident; traffic was diverted off the freeway 
around an overpass and back on. It was only after I 
was on the on-ramp again that the accident was vis
ible—at least three cars were Involved; there was 
a firetruck, an ambulance, and one car had Its roof 
pealed back. The second back-up was because of 
construction—traffic was pushed into one lane then 
directed to the other side of the freeway around 
the six-mile repaving project.

I saw the storm coming. I had just passed a semi 
truck, a pick-up, and two cars when the rain and 
winds hit. Since I could not see more than a few 
inches beyond the windshield, I had to pull to the 
side for about 10 minutes until It cleared. As I 
pulled off the highway, I remembered that I had 
just passed four vehicles, two of which had more 
mass than I did, and I continued to drive a little 
further down the road as well as off the paved 
shoulder, so I wouldn't be hit from behind. Then 
the wind gusts hit, and the Alliance was leaning 
away from the wind, so I sat huddled against the 
door as the car rocked and threatened to roll down 
the hill In the direction the wind was blowing. As 
soon as the wind subsided, and the rain let up 
enough for me to see more than the wipers on the 
windshield outside, I started on my way, thankful 
that the car stayed upright. As I drove the rest of 
the way home, I saw some areas with no electricity, 
and wind damage to various dwellings. Power was out 
In some places of Southern Lower Michigan for about 
a week afterward.

Ramblings 40.5: The Hugos

I read all the Hugo nominees Fall of Hyperion 
by Dan Simmons was slow going (as was through Earth

by David Brin, and some places In Queen of Angels 
by Greg Bear). My top two choices were The Quiet 
Pools by Michael P. Kube-McDowel1, and The Vor Game 
by Lois McMaster Bujold. Fall of Hyperion had too 
much padding, and since It depended so heavily on 
the first book for understanding, 1t was not 1n the 
running at all. I suppose that people who didn't 
care about plot and a complete storyline would vote 
for It on style (which 1s how I think Hyperion won 
last year —the book ended on a cliffhanger, which 
1s the main reason I could not consider 1t In the 
running for the Hugo, 1n spite of the power of the 
Individual sections; 1t wasn't a complete novel, 
and thus neither was Fall of Hyperion. Card's End
er's Game and Speaker for the Dead were at least 
stand-alone novels.) I found most of the short fic
tion poor In story, though pretty high 1n style; 
however, fiction 1s supposed to entertain, and if 
the entertainment 1s not there, all the style in 
the world won't cut 1t. K1m Stanley Robinson's "A 
Short, Sharp Shock* 1s beautifully written, but the 
story 1s a travelogue on an alien world, and 1t 
really doesn't go anywhere. It got tedious after 
the first three encounters of strange peoples.

Four of the films nominated I already had Ghost 
and Back to the Future III. Total Recall, and The 
Witches 1n my video collection. We had to rent Ed- 
ward Sclssorshands; I thought 1t was the best of 
the nominees (and have since added 1t to R|y col
lection).

Mala's nelce Denise came to stay with us for the 
weekend, and we took her to Frankenmuth, a sort-of 
recreation of a Bavarian village. It's basically a 
tourist village, boasting of a riverboat ride, 
fudge shops, Bronner's Christmas Store (open 361 
days a year for Christmas ornaments) and Zehnder's 
family style chicken dinners. We had a good time 
and spent too much money.

CONFLUENCE IV

The following weekend I drove to Pittsburgh for 
CONFLUENCE, the fourth of this SF convention, but 
the first time as a full weekend convention 1n a
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hotel. I helped out by being on panels, and bring
ing 21 videotapes from our collection to bolster 
the film program. Mala had hoped to come, but she 
was the "Official Photographer" for the birth of 
Jo-Ann Radelt's baby, which was due at any time 1n 
mid to late July.

I had good conversations with a lot of people, 
Including Ann Cecil, Charlie and Kevin Riley, Nancy 
Janda, Ted Reynolds, Joe Clifford Faust and h1s 
wife, Geoff Landis, Dave Jordan, and Erin Kelly, 
among many others.

The con was small and Intimate, but I had such a 
good time that I promised them I would be back next 
year; I did have to additionally promise that I 
would bring Mala as well.

Ramblings 40.6: 
The Kestenbaum/K1rby Wedding

On the 27th of July, I was 1n Minneapolis for 
the wedding of T1m Kirby and Mary Kestenbaum. (Mala 
stayed home, still waiting for Jo-Ann to have her 
baby.) I drove down on Friday, and stopped off at 
the Circus Museum 1n Baraboo, but only staying for 
a couple of hours. I had to leave 1n the middle of 
the parade just before the show in the big top 
because my friend Lynn Margoslan was expecting me 
about 6. On my next visit I will allow more time, 
and hopefuly Mala will be with me.

Lynn and I visited several places 1n St. Paul. 
The Science Museum was fascinating, and we saw the 
show "Ring of Fire* 1n the omlnmax theatre. This 
was her first experience with the huge screen, and 
she enjoyed 1t. Afterwards we went to an enclosed 
garden park where we rode on a carousel. The car
ousel 1s one which was originally only used during 
the state fair, but was going to be sold as the 
fair kept losing moeny (I think that's the story--

Lynn will correct me 1f I'm wrong). The people who 
took care of the ride made a plea to the community, 
and the people of MlnneapoHs/St. Paul donated lots 
of money to have it restored and moved to Its pre
sent Indoor location. The cartakers are a family 
who have been tending the carousel for three gener
ations. The charge for the rides help keep this 
relic of Americana 1n repair.

The wedding was beautiful, even though It was 
Indoors. The plan was to have an outdoor wedding, 
but 1t rained all day Saturday (and Sunday too). 
Lynn accompanied me to the ceremony and reception, 
and we saw the formal garden where the wedding 
would have taken place. The band was lively and 
played an assortment of songs from various eras of 
rock music. Larry Kestenbaum and his wife Janice 
were also there, and because both Mary and T1m 
worked for Cray Computers, there were lots of 
Cray-ons 1n attendance.

It was too short a visit. Mary and T1m Invited 
us to a Sunday brunch, and Lynn asked if I wanted 
to stay until Monday, but I had lots of other 
things to take care of at home, so I left on Sunday 
morning. (Now, 1n retrospect, I should have stayed; 
those "business things" were not as pressing as I 
thought!)

I saw Larry at the Waldo bar meeting on Monday 
evening. He gave me a disk from Dave Alway with the 
write-up on "Xylogenesis of Toy Trains" (which ori
ginally appeared in MISHAP), and 1s printed here on 
page 26, with art by Lynn Margoslan. Larry showed 
me samples of the wooden train set that Dave had 
written about. He had a set when he was little, but 
he thought 1t was lost; his sister Mary had it, 
much to his delight.

Ramblings 40.7: 
August

Because of my travels, I was not home for either 
Maia's birthday or our wedding anniversary. But we 
did celebrate them by going out to dinner, and ex
changing some presents. I got Mala a heart-shaped 
pendent on a gold chain. The gold heart was Imbed
ded with rubles (her birthstone) on one side and
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sapphires (■v birthstone) on the other. Mala got ne 
a few snail gifts and took us both out to the Fox 
Theatre (a refurbished stage and novie palace from 
1928, owned by Mike Hitch [who also owns Little 
Caesar's Pizza and the Detroit Red Wings] near the 
downtown area of Detroit) to see the silent screen 
version of Robin Hood, with the Detroit Symphony 
Orchestra playing the score, with Dennis James at 
the organ (Dennis James 1s currently from the Ohio 
Theatre and Ohio Symphony Orchestra 1n Columbus, 
Mala's home town). The movie starred Douglas Fair
banks, Sr. and was a marvelous experience (not my 
first with silent films). People cheered the hero, 
hissed the villains, and applauded daring feats and 
climactic moments. One amusing Incident was when 
the guy who sat behind us during the first part 
commented to h1s lady friend, "Gee, they had to 
hire an orchestra every time they showed this mo
vie!" I chuckled at that every time I thought of 
the comment over the next couple of hours.

As soon as school got out—almost as soon as the 
last classes were over, maintenance moved all the 
stuff from the two religion offices into my room 
for storage. The two religion offices (one 1s used 
by the counselor as a conference room as well) and 
two religion rooms, along with the maintenance 
break room were being taken over by the Alumnl/ae 
office, PR, and Development. Walls were knocked 
down and new ones put in place to make several of
fices and a large meeting room. At the same time, 
the third religion room, a large place but a bit 
unworkable because of two pillars 1n the middle, 
was divided Into two rooms and part of a corridor. 
Another math room was made smaller to provide for 
more of that corridor, and the storage room for 
Wilderness and Lodestar camping equipment provided 
the last of the hallway space (after a doorway was 
cut through the wall for access), as well as being 
used for the new religion office. In effect, the 
new hallway ties my room and the other math room 
Into the academic building with inside access. I 
would have Inside and outside entrances to my room 
as would Connie (the other math teacher who shares 
a subterranean classroom with me) with her class
room. The end result looked very nice, but there 
were a few problems.

I did not work 1n my classroom since about the 
middle of July. Instead of using my room only as a 
walk-through to carry supplies Into the new areas 

under construction (as I had been told), 1t had 
been turned into a small workshop. The kicker came 
when they rerouted some wiring and had to drill 
through 12 Inches of brick, leaving a thin layer of 
reddish dust over everything. I pulled the computer 
equipment out of the room then, and did not work 1n 
there until school started. Work 1n finishing up 
the new classrooms and office slowed, shortly after 
that, but they had to have 1t all done by Labor 
Day. It would take me a couple of days to put my 
room back together after they move the religion 
department stuff out. But the result was that I 
didn't worked much on the Lantern, either the one 
you are currently reading, the special on Fritz 
Leiber, or collating #39, or getting the mailing 
together for the other recent specials. My class
room had the space to do all this; the apartment 
didn't. What I did mostly as lots of gardening and 
canning, some reading, and watching lots of videos.

In an apa, one of the members listed the books 
she read and the v1deos/f1lms she watched. I got 
curious about the number of videos I was watching, 
so I kept track of how many I saw during June and 
July, and found out that I had seen over 40 movies 
of all types! That did not include regular TV 
(though I watch very little of that). I thought 
that was amazing.

Needless to say, all this cut Into my reading 
time, and only finished a few novels that weren't 
on the Hugo 11st: Star Wars: Heir to the Empire by 
Timothy Zahn, If I Never Get Back by Darryl Brock 
(man goes back 1n time and plays with the Cincin
nati Red Stockings, the first professional baseball 
team, 1n 1869; but lots more happens!); Book of 
Shadows #2. edited by Marg Baskin (an anthology of 
fantasy/horror stories; semlprozlne, but very, very 
good); Fire Mask by Charles Grant, Fallen Angels by 
Larry Niven, Jerry Pournelle and Michael Flynn (a 
fannlsh story, well-told which may net the trio a 
Hugo because of Its obvious bias); Witch by Chisto- 
pher Pike; Haunted and Halloween Party by R.L. 
Stine.

I also had trouble with the Alliance. In June it 
was the new starter; in July I had the front struts 
replaced. In August, the clutch cable snapped, and 
after that was fixed. It was still difficult to 
shift the gears so I had the clutch fixed. I'm glad 
for time-payments, otherwise I wouldn't be going to 
Worldcon.

I wasn't planning on doing much traveling during 
August, mostly because I needed to save money for 
Worldcon. Maia suggested that I do take a trip to 
Columbus, Ohio, to see my niece Jennifer swim In a 
swim meet. I was glad I did; she earned points for 
her team and I met some very nice people there.

On Saturday morning, the 14th, the cable to the 
clutch broke. I got the car towed to a garage and 
had it fixed: $130. When I picked up the car, the 
friction point was set too low to the floor, and I
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had trouble getting the car Into first and second 
gears. The gears ground when I put 1t 1n reverse. 
They adjusted it as far as they could, but 1t was
n't enough. It needed a new clutch. $570 later I 
had a new clutch, and the car ran beautifully— ex
cept I couldn't tel! how fast I was going. When I 
took 1t back to get the speedometer cable reattach
ed, they said that they had to order the gear that 
went Into the transmission, and to bring 1t back on 
the Tuesday after Labor Day. So much for saving 
money.

I also got a new crown on a back molar. That, 
also, was scheduled for the day after Labor Day— 
which was also the day we had teachers' meetings. I 
was NOT sorry I'd be missing those first ones.

There was one weekend in August that T1m Ryan 
held a HOUSE-SING. People from all over Michigan 
dewscended on Ms house to f1lk and have a good 
time. I met Andrea and Jim Yeomans, Michelle Ken
nedy, and finally learned Tom Mattingly's name 
after having seen him at several conventions. It 
was quite pleasant, with songs new and old sung 
with a variety of voices and guitars.

On another Friday, We were Invited to the Wed
ding of Suzi Stefl and Kent Nassen. It was a very 
warm night, but the company made up for any discom
fort. I had hoped that Dorothy, Suzi's daughter, 
would show up, but she seems to have lost contact 
with her mother and all friends from Michigan. Lar
ry Tucker was there, and talked to me about pro
gramming for HARDWIRED CONFUSION which was coming 
up 1n January. He asked 1f I would be willing to 
publish the winning fanzine 1f he had a fanzine 
contest. I agreed to do so, as long as I did not 
have to be the only judge.

And what about the new apartment we almost moved 
Into? In the middle of July, about a month after I 
gave Arlyce the letter asking about making the 
move, she told me that she was still checking with 
people. Of course I Initiated the conversation by 
asking what was happening. She said that she would 
let me know as soon as she found out. Less than a 
week later I found out who was going to move Into 
the place—one of the new Admissions people.

I waited for Arlyce to tell me. A month went by, 
and I heard nothing. Arlyce was gone for the last 
two weeks 1n July, so that could account for part 
of the delay, but I still heard nothing. I sent her 
another note, and the day that the new name went up 
on the mailbox, Arlyce called to Inform me that 
someone else—not someone 1n Une with requests for 
a housing change—got the apartment.

I should have known that loyalty and length of 
service to the school meant nothing. Our friends 
K1m and Charlie who have requested a housing change 
for several years were not granted one until this 
year. And they were not able to move 1n when there 
were suppose to (August 20) because not all the re
pair work was finished on 1t (because maintenance 

was too busy doing work on other units). K1m had 
been here for eleven years. I was looking at my 
16th year as a teacher at CEC this fall, but that 
meant little 1n terms of assigning housing.

I suppose 1t 1s only logical that the community 
needs supercede Individual needs, but I have seen 
too many special deals made with people who do not 
seem to deserve them.

Then maybe I'm just bitching.

WORLDCOM
When Mala and I had attended the Worldcon in 

Chicago nine years ago, we drove, had to pay 
through the nose for parking, got double-billed for 
gas at an Amoco station (since which time we try 
not to buy gas 1n Illinois, particularly the Chi
cago area, when we are there), and stayed at an 
overflow hotel which was cheaper than the main ho-, 
tel. Mala and I had just gotten married and she 
wasn't working. This time, we stayed at the main 
hotel, took the train 1n rather than put up with 
the hassles of driving and parking, and our Inten
tion was to make this a second honeymoon, which was 
why we had said no when friends had asked to share 
a room with us. But, because of the work done on my 
car (to the tune of $1100 over three months, with 
more yet to be done), when Jamie and Halina asked 
about sharing, I jumped at 1t.

Thursday morning (August 29) we caught the train 
1n Dearborn, a southwestern suburb of Detroit (and 
International headquarters for the Ford Motor Com
pany). Mala and I had Custom Class reservations, 
which were the equivalent of first-class on planes. 
We had free access to coffee and juice at the bar 
which was 1n the same car as us. And we could walk 
around, relax, sleep or read as we wanted. It was a 
nice feeling not to have to stay alert and drive, 
or watch for the next rest area, or a place to feed 
ourselves or the car.

The countryside flew by. We saw The Sidetrack 
Bar 1n Ypsilanti, the place where Waldo $ Magic Inc 
(the SF group that puts on CONCLAVE), has Its bar 
meeting every Monday night. In Ann Arbor we picked 
up a few fans but we didn't know who until the 
Jackson stop, when Jamie and Halina boarded, along 
with Tom Sadler and Ms wife Ruth. We almost had a 
spontaneous TralnCon, but that didn't quite materi
alize. Still, 1t was nice to know that there would 
be lots of friends 1n Chicago with us.

Once we arrived at the Chicago station, Jamie, 
Halina, a fan from Lansing named Mike, Mala and I 
caught a taxi and headed for the hotel. While Mala 
and Jamie stood 1n Une to get our room, Halina and 
I stood guard over the luggage, and said hello to 
many fan friends as they walked by. Once we took 
our luggage to the room and changed clothes, we all 
headed for Convention registration and the start of 
the Worldcon.
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On the way to and after registration, we said 
hello to more people. Jamie and Halina had to go 
through the regular Unes, but Mala and I went to 
the separate Unes for those on Programming. As at 
CONFICTION, Evelyn Leeper saw me before Mark did, 
though Mark was sure that I would be here this 
year. Evelyn asked where my Hugo pin was. She was 
proudly sporting hers (and last year's) on her name 
badge; she was nominated for Best Fan Writer again. 
I said that I had not gotten one and asked where 
she got hers. She pointed to the program registra
tion desk, where the Une had grown considerably 
longer 1n the few minutes we had been talking, and 
said, "Over there."

Mala and I separated at this point, she to go 
off in search of friends before our appointed din
ner date with Jamie and Halina, and I to stand 1n 
Une—again. When I got to the front, no one at 
the desk knew what I was talking about, but one of 
them checked with the head of the department and 
came back with iny Hugo rocket pin.

I hunted down where the Green Room was going to 
be, where my first panel was, how to get to the 
Huckster Room (where I would spend time looking, 
but not buying much), and how to get from one point 
to another. The Hyatt had two towers with cross
overs between them in the lower level, the first 
(ground) floor (but you had to go outside), and the 
second floor. Much of the afternoon was a whirlwind 
of meetings with friends I had not seen since the 
last worldcon or before, frantic discussions, and 
tentative dates for conversations later at the con
vention. Julius Schwartz stopped briefly to ask me 
to send him another copy of the L. Sprague de Camp 
Issue; he's writing h1s autobiography and was col
lecting the anecdotes he has written and had pub
lished elsewhere. I dazzled him with the Green Lan
tern ring that Mala had commissioned to be made for 
me; he smiled h1s approval and commented "Well look 
at that!" I encountered Ruth Shields and her hus
band and enchanged a few words, did the same with 
Marshall Muller and Jean Jambas, and (so 1t seemed) 
several hundred other fans I knew. I finally met up 
with Jamie, Halina and Mala for dinner, and things 
settled down to a reasonable speed after that.

On the way back from dinner we ran Into Janny

Hurts and Don Maltz. I stopped to talk with them 
while everyone else took off. Janny looked as love
ly as ever, and she talked about the various pro
jects she was Involved with, and what Don was work
ing on. She also talked about the new addition onto 
the house they bought in Florida—studio rooms for 
both of them. It was a pleasant half-hour conversa
tion.

I had read Fallen Angels by Larry Niven, Jerry 
Pournelle, and Michael Flynn a week before World- 
con. Several people urged me to do so, since Lan's 
Lantern Is mentioned. The story 1s about fandom, 
and 1s dedicated to SF fans all over. If you don't 
stop to try to figure out which fans 1n the book 
parallel reals fans 1n fandom (that slows down the 
reading a lot), 1t 1s a fun read. Tributes to the 
SCA, Heinlein, the Space Society, and CUfford D. 
Slmak (rny favorite part) figure prominently. Niven, 
Pournelle and Flynn had a panel about the book, and 
I attended part of 1t. About halfway through I left 
to meet 1n the Green Room with the group I had a 
panel with at 10 PM. The title was "Fan Artists vs. 
Fan Editors (You did what to my 11lo?)." Diana 
Stein was the moderator, and other panelists In
cluded Marty Cantor (who had shown up at the hotel 
minutes before the panel was to start), Brad Fost
er, and Peggy Ranson.

The panel went off quite well. One fan 1n the 
audience while talking about her fanzine kept apol
ogizing because 1t was a media zine. We assured her 
that 1t was all right, that what we were talking 
about—matching art and articles, courtesies on the 
part of both artist and editor, etc—applied to her 
work as well. I got the Impression that she had 
been vehemently denounced 1n the past by other fan
zine fans for her zine being "only a media zine". 
For all their openness, fans can still be prejudice 
and unkind.

One of the members of D'APA, BUI Lund, sent me 
a letter saying that he was going to be at the 
Worldcon and would Uke to meet me. I called him 
and suggested that we meet at that panel, and he 
was there. We talked for a while with Alan Laska. 
After about an hour, Alan departed and Bill and I 
wandered and talked until after 2 AM. We perched
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ourselves near the freebie table, which was also 
outside the consuite, the escalator to the Hyatt, 
and the hall of filking. Lots of people came by to 
say hello while we talked. Among them were J1m 
Landis, Jean Jambas and Marshall Muller, and Jill 
Smethells, who reminded me that I was supposed to 
see her 1n R.U.R.. the play being put on by Moebius 
Theatre. When we finally realized the time, and I 
mentioned that I was a little tired, we parted, and 
I headed back to the room to sleep.

Friday

The next morning the four of us played sleep be
cause we all thought the others were sleeping. Once 
we realized that we all were up, we dressed and 
went out to breakfast. We all went our separate 
ways after that. Jamie and Halina were working with 
the Dorsal Irregulars at the art show. Mala had a 
couple of panels she wanted to see. I wandered a 
bit through the Hyatt main lobby, saying hello to 
people, conversing with Greg Benford, Alex Slate, 
Jo Anselm Gehm, and lots of others. At one point 
Judith Moffett stopped by to Introduce herself and 
thank me for sending her the Lanterns. Our conver
sation was brief, but very Invigorating. Our paths 
would cross again on Saturday.

I missed the "Phantom of the Opera" Panel by 
forgetting to enter the contents of the note that 
Heather Nachmann had left me onto ay program book. 
I stopped in to listen to part of "Invasion of the 
Geezers: When Old People Rule the Earth" which was 
about life extension, old age and laws regulating 
funds for senior citizens. Maia was on it along 
with Joe Haldeman and Lois McMaster Bujold, Brad 
Fergusson and Jean Lorrah. I didn't stay too long, 
and found my way down to the Art Show. Usually I 
miss Art Shows unless people I want to see are 
working them. This year I not only had lots of 
friends working the show, there were people whose 
work I wanted to see. The show was impressive, 
though overwhelming. I made it into the huge room 
several times during the convention, seeking out 
different parts each time, so I managed to cover 
the whole thing, for once.

Although I had several panels marked that I wan
ted to see, I missed them all. I spent some time in 
the consulte, and got into several interesting dis
cussions with different fans. Lars-Arne Karlsson 
surprised me by showing up. We have traded fanzines 
for several years, and when I saw him in Holland at 
CONFICTION last year, he said that he would not be 
able to make it to CHICON V. However, he managed a 
trip overseas to visit relatives, and worked out a 
side trip to the Worldcon. I was delighted to see 
him and we talked briefly; we kept getting inter
rupted by people, mostly females, stopping to say 
hello to me. I don't recall if it was Friday or 
Saturday that I found the fanzine room, but it was

there I met Henry Welch, aka Knarley, the editor 
and publisher of The Knarley Knews. We met and 
talked at other times during the con as well.

I did, however, arrive in time to meet the group 
with whom Maia and I were going out to eat. We had 
a few choices, and decided that Chinese would be 
good. It was a fast-food Chinese restaurant and 
there ended up being a dozen or so of us in our 
group in Une. We were lucky to be there early; 
several other large groups arrived after we did, 
putting a rather heavy burden on the cooks and 
servers. Fortunately, there was lots of floor space 
in the mall halls that several fans used after the 
tables were all filled.

I missed the Guest of Honor speeches, like I 
seem to do every year. I headed back to my room to 
get some books and magazines I needed for the back- 
to-back panels I had that evening. Both came off 
quite well. The *1990: Horror in Review" became 
more of a round-table discussion with the audience 
as people suggested their own favorite stories. 
Films were also mentioned, and once on that topic, 
we got sidetracked into talking about obscure ti
tles that came out video-direct without theatrical 
releases. The second panel was established to an
swer the question, "Is Horror Dead?" We al! answer
ed "No!" and got up to leave. We did however, under 
the direction of moderator Lawrence Watt-Evans, 
discuss some of the trends in the genre, in market
ing, future possibilities, etc. I had my own cheer
ing section (Julia Ecklar, Rusty Westbeld, Melissa 
Gelhaus, Pam Spurlock). Lawrence asked what I used 
to bribe them, and Rusty said "Pickles!" referfng 
to the many 'jars of ny home-made canned pickles 
that she has received over the years. Lawrence 
couldn't match that (though I decided that I would 
give him a jar or two at CONCLAVE, where he was the 
GoH in October).

After that, I found Jeanne Mealy, and we wander
ed around to some of the parties. We started with 
the Winnipeg Party, walked down a floor to the 
Louisville party. There I introduced Jeanne to Cy 
Chauvin, and they had a nice long conversation. I 
talked with Marie Miesel for a bit, then Jeanne and
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I sat and talked until after 2:30 AM, at which 
point we decided that 1t was time to 90 to our re
spective rooms to sleep. This time I was the last 
one 1n; Jamie, Halina, and Mala were all sleeping 
soundly.

Saturday

Saturday morning roommate Halina and I were up 
at the same time, so we went 1n search of break
fast. In the Illinois Center, and underground shop
ping plaza connecting the Hyatt hotel with several 
other places 1n that area of Chicago, we found a 
bagel carry-out and purchased breakfast there. Ne 
parted shortly after that, and I headed for the 
huckster room soon after It opened. I was specific
ally looking for a book by Kristine Kathryn Rusch, 
an publication from Axolotl Press of "The Gallery 
of His Dreams.” I found one at Dreamhaven's table; 
Greg Ketter was happy to sell me the book. I knew 
from the program book that Kristine was on an 11 AM 
panel, so I headed for the Green Room, hoping to 
catch her before she went to 1t, get her autograph, 
and finally meet her. I've been a fan of her writ
ing, admired and sought out her work, ever since I 
read ”Sk1n Deep” which appeared 1n Wellheim's Best 
SF of the Year for 1990. I was anxious to meet her 
and tell her so.

I met Judith Moffett In the Green Room. She was 
scheduled for the same panel as Kristine — "Abuse 
Themes in Science Fiction and Fantasy". She was un
able to find her fellow panelists; Judith was hop
ing to discuss the topic with them beforehand. 
Since I knew what Kristine looked Hke (the only 
one of the other two listed for the panel), I tried 
to help (which would help me out as well). She was
n't there. A couple of minutes before the panel was 
to start, I suggested to Judith that she go to the 
room and just "wing 1t". "Kristine and the other 
person may have just planned to go there directly," 
I told her. When we arrived, the other panel was 
gone and the room was filling up for hers. At the 
table were several people, Including Theresa Niel
sen Hayden, who had not been listed. I asked 1f 
this were the correct place/panel for Judith (since 
only three people had been listed 1n the program 
book), and Theresa and Laura Edison said that the 
program book left out the others who were supposed 
to be on this particular panel. Judith smiled her 
thanks and began discussing topics with the other 
panelists.

I stayed for the panel which was quite Interest
ing. The panelists examined various works of SF and 
fantasy and "read Into them* themes of abuse and 
violence which lay 1n the subtext of the writing. 
There were fascinating comments about abuse 1n 
works Hke Lord of the Rings. Enders Game and other 
of Card's books. More Than Human, and many other 
classics of the genres. I mentioned Paula Robin

son's "Uncle Mark", which I later told Kristine 
that I would send a copy to her. I also managed to 
get her autograph, thus fulfilling one of the goals 
I had for the convention: to meet her.

At 1 PM I wandered Into a fairly large ballroom 
and found several people setting up sound and re
cording equipment. I knew that the panel I was mo
derating would not need such a large room, and I 
could let the sound engineers continue to work if I 
moved the panel off the stage and had the discus
sion on the floor with the audience participating. 
The other panelists (Kathy Mar, Dave Clement and 
Gretchen Van Dorn) agreed, so we all moved chairs 
around 1n a circle to accommodate our growing audi
ence. The panel was on "Appropriate Orchestration", 
and I brought up some examples of good and bad, as 
did others. Stories were told of the worst and un
expectedly good results of recording fllksongs, how 
either engineers, producers, and the artists them
selves could help or hurt the final product, and 
when to quit fiddling with one piece and move on to 
the next. The audience gave invaluable assistance, 
especially Barry and Sally Childs-Helton who have 
produced their own tapes, Nate Bucklin who has been 
a professional guitar player for many years and has 
several non-flIk tapes out, and Mary Ellen Wessels 
O'Caln who has sung back-up on countless songs. 
Dave Clement mentioned that singing solo and sing
ing with a group are very different, particularly 
when one must pay close attention to tempo and har
mony. Until he heard a recording of a song that he 
and h1s group did, he did not realize how the sep
arate voices and instruments blended together to 
get something greater than the sum. Through separa
tion of the parts he heard things he didn't hear 
before, and the final product was a surprise to 
him. That gave me something to think about as well 
when I write reviews of filk tapes.

Meanwhile, Maia arranged for us to have dinner 
with friends from the Minneapolis area: Marianne 
Hageman and her husband Mike, Polly Peterson, Eric 
Heideman, and a couple others. We would meet about 
5:30 and find a nice pizza place. I needed to be 
back by 8 because this would be the only night I 
could see the play R.U.R.

After Ry panel I talked to Maia to find out a- 
bout these dinner arrangements, then headed down to 
the huckster room once again. I was sidetracked a 
little by Rusty Westbeld and Melissa Gelhaus who 
were looking for Julia Ecklar and others to form 
their own dinner expedition. While Rusty went to 
check the room to see if the group was there, I 
started massaging Melissa's feet. I got one done 
before Rusty returned to say that they were expect
ed up to the room immediately. I told Melissa she 
had a rain check for the other foot, but she didn't 
collect it before the end of the con. Maybe when 
next I would see her....

In the huckster room I went to most of the book
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dealers 1n search of the juvenile fiction of Pat
rick Moore. No one had any that I could find. I 
finally net David Gorecki who has contributed to 
Lan's Lantern; he was selling off some copies of 
video tapes fron h1s collection, as well as a few 
books. I found a copy of the Ace double with Earth 
in Peril on one side, a collection of short stories 
edited by Don Woll helm. The copy I originally 
bought three decades ago was missing the first 50 
pages. This one was 1n much better shape. While 
there I heard the announcement that Mike Resnick 
was autographing books at one of the tables, where 
there were several different books of h1s for sale. 
I had a copy of Stalking the Wild Resnick for him 
to sign, dedicated to my parents who, 1n a few 
weeks, would be celebrating their 50th wedding an
niversary. Since they both Uked Mike's travelogues 
I had published 1n the Lantern. I thought this 
would make a nice gift.

The Huckster Room at CHICON V was enormous, and 
there were a lot of book dealers. I wish I had had 
money to spend there, because I found a few things 
I would have Hke to add to the library. Many of 
the books were very expensive, but not too far out 
of the range I would normally have spent for them. 
But I was on a very limited budget, and could af
ford only very few things. By the time I had seen 
all those dealers, it was time to meet for dinner.

We all were at the appointed place within a rea
sonable amount of time. Mala wasn't feeling well, 
and by the time we had walked through the Illinois 
Center to where we would have to exit outside, she 
was feeling worse, and opted not to come with us. 
So I went and enjoyed myself 1n the company of the 
Minneapolis fans, sharing 1n their Insanity and, 
fortunately, not driving the pizza people Insane. 
One high (low?) point was my misreading the "Bar- 
less Salad" as "Bra-less Salad* which led to a num
ber of crude jokes and giggles. By the time we fin
ished our meal, everyone was feeling good and ready 
for the evening of viewing costumes at the Masquer
ade. For my part, I was going to the Swissotel to 
see R.U.R.

R.U.R.. Rossum's Universal Robots, 1s a play by 
Karl Capek of Chechoslovakia, written 1n the 1920s. 
This version was a new translation (and the trans
lator was at all three performances) which restored 
some passages cut from the first translation. From 

what I heard a few people say about the play, some 
of those parts should have remained cut. I had re
ceived a letter from my friend <1111 Smet hells, a 
former student, that she was going to the Worldcon 
because she had a part 1n the play. That was the 
main reason I wanted to go. Because of panels on 
Friday night, and the Hugo ceremonies on Sunday 
evening, Saturday was the only night I could go. I 
did. And I watched Jill put on an extremely good 
performance. She said she "had a part 1n the play;" 
she didn't tell me she had the female lead! I felt 
very proud of her—something to do with teacher 
pride, not to mention friendship. There were some 
slow spots, places where people obvious had forgot
ten Unes, and a scene or two which could have been 
shortened or tightened up, but on the whole I en
joyed 1t. I talked with her afterwards, marching 
over to the photo area of the masquerade with her 
and some of the cast so they could get pictures 
taken. I left J111 there—they went beyond a point 
where a lowly congoer could pass without special 
permission—and headed back to my room to change 
Into more comfortable clothes 1n which to party 
hop.

Jamie and Halina were 1n the room, watching the 
masquerade on TV. The concom had hooked up cameras 
to operate through the hotel TV channel, and many 
people opted to watch the masquerade 1n their rooms 
rather than brave the crowds and see it 1n person. 
I changed quickly, while Mike Resnick, masquerade 
Toastmaster, tried to keep things lively but was 
tired and worn out by that time (1t had started at 
8:30, and 1t was nearing midnight). Soon I was on 
my way to the other tower to visit the several par
ties still going on. Voting for the site selection 
was finished, and would be counted that Saturday 
night and Sunday morning. Still, Winnipeg and 
Louisville were throwing their parties. They were 
going strong when I get there, and after I left.

I talked a bit with Charlie and Kevin Riley 1n 
the consulte, along with many other people. The 
conversations tended to blur together. I know I 
talked during the afternoon with Glen Chambers
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(from Pittsburgh), Knar ley and CHs Brennand (from 
Wisconsin), and others from around the country. As 
the evening started to blur, I decided I had once 
again to forego listening to the f1lk1ng going on, 
and headed back to the room about 2:30. Mala was 
not there when I got 1n, though Halina and Jamie 
were sound asleep. I do remember Mala coming to 
bed, but I did no more than grunt before falling 
back asleep.

Sunday

I woke up around 8 AM. Everyone else was still 
sleeping, so I quickly showered and left 1n search 
of food. When I attended the play the previous 
night, I passed by the restaurant fn the Swissotel 
and looked at the menu. The prices seemed reasona
ble, so I went there for breakfast. Besides most 
other places were closed (this being Sunday morn
ing), and the restaurant 1n the Hyatt was much too 
expensive for my limited resources. So I headed for 
the Swissotel restaurant, and was seated rather 
quickly. There weren't too many people up yet, but 
things got hectic soon after I sat down. The food 
was good, and I got a few extra Items that I had 
not ordered; the waiter and cook messed things up, 
but I didn't complain and the waiter did not charge 
me for the extras.

I found a place to read until the Green room o- 
pened up, got some coffee there, and talked briefly 
to Duane Elmes, Chuck von Rospach, Ben Bova, Joe 
Patrouch, and a few others until each ran off to 
confer with their fellow panelists on the topics 
they were to discuss. By the time they headed out 
to their panels, the Art show opened, and I heard 
the news about Winnipeg winning the bld for the 
1994 Worldcon. The count had gone on all night and 
through the morning hours, with the most number of 
votes cast for any Worldcon bld. There were both 
screams of joy and cries of anguish. Some people 
voted for the site (Winnipeg), others voted for a 
known and competent committee (Louisville). I had 
mixed feelings about 1t, since Louisville 1s a nice 
place and the area for the hotels 1s on the river
front. There 1s a lot that happens 1n that section 
of town. On the other hand the site for the Winni
peg Worldcon 1s very good and the area seems all 
right; the staff 1s Inexperienced 1n running a con
vention as large as a Worldcon fs going to be, so 
there 1s a lot of trepidation about what will hap
pen 1n 1994. I trust that things will come together 
among the Canadian fans and that they will put on a 
helluva con. And the rest of fandom, regardless of 
personal preference and the penchant for complain
ing, will be supportive. After all, 1t 1s OUR 
Worldcon, all of fandom's. If the committee screws 
up because of lack of planning, etc., then the com
plaints are justified. Let's not pre-judge what 
will happen three years hence.

Anyway, I went through the art show telling ev
eryone I knew how the voting went. Reactions were 
mixed, but everyone accepted the vote.

At 11 AM was a panel on "The Evolution of Fan
zines and Fan Editors" which was chaired by Tom 
Sadler, his first Worldcon panel (and he got to 
moderate 1t). I got 1n several minutes late, but he 
was doing a good job 1n control1ng the conversa
tion. Everyone sat 1n a circle, with the other pan
elists (Buck Coulson, Lynn Hickman, T1m Lane, and 
Tony Ubelhor) grouped together. At one point some
one asked about the money people made putting out 
their zines. About five minutes later after recov
ering from laughter, Buck Coulson mentioned that 
one Issue of his z<ne Yandro made money once, but 
for the most part they came dose to breaking even 
every month. All fan-eds lose money, but that's all 
right with most of them, since It 1s a hobby they 
do for love, not money. (I know that 1f I leave my 
teaching position, Lan's Lantern goes the way of 
most fanzines, for I could not afford house pay
ments and the cost of the zine!)

After the panel I headed for the huckster room 
again, looking for Brad Foster to ask him about 
getting some art for the Lantern. I found him, but 
he was engaged 1n several business transactions, so 
I moved on, Intending to get back to hfm. I never 
did.

At the entrance way I stopped to talk to Marie 
Mlesel and offered condolances for losing the 
Worldcon bld. She was sad, but more concerned about 
Steve and Sue Francis, the co-cha1rs for the Louis
ville 1n 94 committee, who had put a lot of time, 
effort and money Into the bld. I gave Sue a big hug 
when I saw her, and she said everything was fine. 
Both she and Steve would survive; besides, they had 
RIVERCON to run. I then listened 1n as she and 
Steve discussed the possibility of bidding for an
other convention which moves around the country. 
We'll have to see what happens.

In another part of the room I encountered Rusty 
Westbeld trying on jewelry. Several of her friends 
were with her, offering advice and comments. The 
salesman was most helpful since 1t was a sure sale, 
but what piece he would sell her was the question. 
I stood with my arms around Pam Spurlock and Melis
sa Gelhaus and offered my own, miniscule advice- 
Rusty looked good 1n everything she tried on. Alex 
Slate walked by and justsort of smiled at me.

The time went by quickly that afternoon. I had 
conversations with a lot of people. In the Green 
Room, Susan Shwartz, Judith Tarr and Esther Fries- 
ner talked about doing musical versions of various 
SF classics, but the one that stands out 1s "Dune 
as a Gilbert and Sull Ivan Operetta." I would have 
thought 1t done as Grand Opera myself. I finally 
met and talked with Laura Resnick, who 1s as de
lightful as her father Mike (and a lot better look
ing, Uke her mother Carol). I found the Glasgow 1n
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'95 table and presupported them, then wandered 
through several of the special exhibits, the pic
tures of authors, and displays of artifacts of 
worldcons past.

Mala and I went to dinner at the Swissotel res
taurant. We wanted a nice hearty meal that would 
last us through the Hugo ceremonies. From there we 
went back to our room, changed to our formal wear, 
and went to the Green Room for final Instructions 
about the ceremonies. Todd Hamilton and Ross Pavlac 
talked about the care for the Hugos, should any of 
us win. They were acrylic this year, with marble 
bases, which were designed to come apart for easy 
transport. "Pack them separately, because in a bat
tle between the plastic and marble, the marble will 
win," said Todd. After a few minutes more of mingl
ing, we headed as a group through the back trans
port and storage halls of the hotel to the Grand 
Ballroom where the ceremonies were to be held. Mala 
and I picked frontrow seats, and let others fill in 
behind us. We waved to a lot of friends, and had 
our fingers crossed for them.

Marta Randall was going to try to beat her old 
record of the shortest Hugo Ceremonies (just under 
90 minutes--she didn't make it), and made referenc
es to the last CHICON when she left Bob Tucker at 
the microphone by stroking his behind and saying 
"smoooothl*. This year, the two of them kept their 
distance from each other. Marta also made a game of 
the flexible microphone which others kept adjusting 
to their, greater, height and leaving her to pull 
it back down to her level.

By now everyone knows who won, but the tension 
ran high in all categories. I was not expecting to 
win, so when Jon and Joni Stopa (the Fan Guests of 
Honor for the Worldcon) stepped up to read the nom
inees, I took them with unusual calmness. Then they 
read Lan's Lantern as the winner, and I felt my jaw 
drop, my heart accelerate and heard Maia scream. I 
found my way to the stairs, was helped up, and han
ded the award. I checked to make sure that my name 

was really on it, and fumbled through a speech, 
thanking people like Mike and Laura Resnick, the 
Leepers, Bob Sabella, Heather Bruton, Peggy Ranson, 
Teddy Harvia, Diana Stein, all of whom had contrib
uted. I remember saying that LL was a solo effort, 
and it takes a lot of man-hours to put it together. 
I don't recall thanking Maia, though people have 
reported me doing so. (And of course I do thank her 
—a lot!) I remembered which way to exit from the 
stage, and people told me that Marta commented on 
«ty tux and tail (on the coon-skin cap), that it was 
"a class act."

I cheered and celebrated with most of the other 
winners. Julia Ecklar won the Campbell Award for 
Best New Writer, and the crowd went wild. She had a 
lot of supporters. I was disappointed that Terry 
Bisson's "Bears Discover Fire" won—I did not find 
it a very good or Inspiring story; others thought 
differently. In the novel category I was torn be
tween The Quiet Pools by Michael P. Kube-McDowel1 
and The Vor Game by Lois McMaster Bujold, so I was 
delighted when Lois won, but also disappointed for 
Mike. The special awards were interesting. Elst 
Weinstein got a singed marble base for his unfail
ing efforts to keep the Hugos in perspective by 
continuing to push the Hogu Awards. Andy Porter re
ceived a special award for his efforts with Science 
Fiction Chronicle, though he wasn't as gracious in 
his acceptance speech.

Overall I was pleased with the results. I still 
object to the number of awards that Locus. Michael 
Whelan, and Gardner Dozois have received—however 
deserving they might be. (You may insert my usual 
harangue about Dozois here—I say it every year.) 
But seeing Mike Resnick, Teddy Harvia, Lois McMast
er Bujold, Joe Haldeman and Julia Ecklar win was 
very heartening. And when Edward Scissorhands won 
for Best Dramatic Presentation, I smiled with ap
proval .

Right after the ceremonies were over, it took 
some time to get the winners marched on stage for
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pictures. Lots of friends cane by to congratulate 
me, as did friends congratulate the other winners. 
After posing on stage, we went to the Green Roon 
for more pictures. People were glowing with the 
flush of victory. Bill Lund worked his wty into the 
roon to offer congratulations. I introduced hin to 
Maia and several other people. Maia was supposed to 
neet with other people, so I asked Bill if he want
ed to party-hop with ne. He agreed.

We first headed for qy roon so that I could get 
out of ay tux. I was offered congratulations as I 
made Ry way through the crowds to the elevators. In 
a natter of ninutes I changed and headed down the 
the crossover to the other tower where all the par
ties were. When the elevator doors opened, the 
crowd outside consisted of friends, and they all 
cheered and applauded. Todd Hanilton was also 
there, and I asked him about a suggestion someone 
in the elevator had made—about putting a light 
source in the bottom of the base to shine through 
the acrylic rocket. He turned the Hugo over and 
pointed to the threaded, hollow screw which protru
ded through the narble base. It was filled with a 
resin that held the rocket to the screw.

"Well, you could drill a small hole through here 
and insert a fiber-optic filament which could shine 
through the rocket. Mind you, £ wouldn't do that, 
but you could." Everyone laughed, and I got the 
message.

"And it would be easy," he added, "to run a cord 
into it for power." He pointed out a hole that ran 
through the base, which was hidden by the placque 
with ay name on it. "I got the bases wholesale from 
a lamp company!" That caused another ripple of 
laughter through the crowd.

Bill and I went on our way, found room in an el- 
evater at the other tower, and headed to the Hugo 
Losers' Party first (where I was told that I had to 
have lost since I was there!), then on to other 
parties up and down from that floor. All along the 
way I received shouts of congratulations, hugs, 
pictures, and so on. The best decorated party was 
the Phantom of the Opera party in Heather Nachman's 
suite. There were two phantom's dressed up, neither 
of which I recognized, though later I found out 
that one was Angelamarie Veresano from Grand Rapids 
Michigan.

In one of the stairwells, we encountered the 
Russian fans who were at the Worldcon. They got 
their picture taken with me. (I learned also that 
in the course of the con they had a "Smooth* with 
Bob Tucker. The Minneapolis fan who was taking them 
around and arranged for that told them that they 
may not know what happened then, but later it will 
dawn on them how special the "smooth" was.)

Eventually, after several parties, floor by 
floor, Bill and I found ourselves back in the lower 
levels, and finally, after all these nfghts, I at
tended the filklng. I received a warm welcome from 

all Ry filking friends. Maia was there and told me 
that when she got there after the ceremonies, she 
walked in and yelled "Bookends!*, and everyone un
derstood what she meant. Jo-Ann Radelt had her 
youngest daughter Miranda with her, and told her, 
"Touch the Hugo. Maybe something special will rub 
off!"

It was here among the fiIkers, somewhere between 
3 and 4 AM that Bill and I parted. He was tired, 
and I didn't stay up too much longer either. With a 
fond farewell to ay friends, and clutching the Hugo 
to m<y bosom, I went back to the room and slept.

Monday

No one was up when I arose, so I showered, 
dressed, and headed for breakfast. I encountered 
Mark and Evelyn Leeper and a friend of theirs, so 
we went to breakfast together. Eventually, back at 
the room everyone got up, and we arranged where to 
meet to get a taxi for the trip to the train sta
tion. Maia and I stored our luggage and left the 
check-out procedure to Jamie and Halina. We parted 
with plans to meet to get our luggage, and while 
she took off in one direction, I headed to the 
phones to call Lynn Margosian and ay parents with 
the news. Lynn wasn't home, so I left the list of 
winners on her answering machine. My mother answer
ed the phone, but she was the only one in the house 
at the time. My father was outside fishing with «|y 
two nephews. She was excited about the news, and I 
promised to bring the Hugo by after we got home.

After that, I went through the function areas 
saying hello/goodbye to everyone, congratulated 
Julia Ecklar (again) on winning the Campbell Award, 
said hello to Charles Sheffield and offered condol
ances on his losing two Hugos. He said he was torn 
between happiness and grief, since he was in the 
middle of a divorce and the lawyers were trying to 
establish his monetary worth for the settlement. 
Winning would have increased his value, so he was 
glad he didn't win; on the other hand, he was sad 
he didn't win—kind of a Catch-22. I met and spoke 
briefly to Robert Sawyer, whose novel Golden Fleece 
I thought deserved a Hugo nomination.

Eventually I found my way to the huckster room 
for one more passthrough. I checked my money, and 
decided to get one more thing: a t-shirt from Tom 
•Barber.

From her on the trip home was rather relaxing 
and pleasant. We weren't driving, and so we could 
read or nap as necessary. It was dark by the time 
we arrived at the Dearborn train station, and our 
car was still there in the parking lot. We stopped 
for dinner on the way home, and gratefully fell 
asleep in our own bed fairly early.
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RAMBLINGS 40.8 
Another School Year Begins

I dreaded the start of this school year more 
than any other 1n my teaching career; I was angry 
at the administration over the changes that had 
been made In Dorm Duty, and was afraid that the 
anger would carry over to «iy teaching. Not to wor
ry, as soon as the kids came 1n, I became a Teach
er, and 1t was a very pleasant experience. I was 
exhausted at the end of the day, but well-satisfied 
with what had happened.

I had to work ay lesson plans and so on every 
night for a while; I had two new editions of texts 
to work n»y way through, but I got things under con
trol fairly quickly. Last June I was elected to the 
faculty council. At the second meeting I was asked 
to be the secretary; I accepted.

I mentioned above that I was upset at what had 
been done to the Dorm Duty schedule. Those who did 
dorm duty at Klngswood were always (for the past 13 
years) given a choice as to which long weekends 
they wanted to work. They could also request cer
tain days/weekends off 1f they knew 1n advance 
about possible conflicts. I easily handled these 
requests, and have only recently discovered that 1t 
1s a talent to be able to juggle a schedule Hke 
that, and not something easily learned. John Winter 
struggled to learn the way the Cranbrook dorms set 
up their schedule, and this year imposed such a 
schedule at Klngswood. In other words, he took the 
well-run duty schedule that we had at Klngswood and 
threw 1t out. "We are one school, therefore one 
dorm; the duties are the same on both campuses." He 
has lost sight of the Idea of diversity within the 
school, and has made dorm duty a real chore at 
Klngswood.

What really made things even worse than I could 
Imagine happening was that he did away with long 
weekends. Klngswood handled long weekends 1n a way 
that made for adequate, but not overburdened, cov
erage. And usually a person only did one long week
end. By eliminating these, 1t made the schedule 
easier to set up (1t's what Cranbrook Dorms have 
done forever, so why change 1t?). But anyone who 
works Sunday or Monday nights would work EVERY 
Sunday and Monday night. Given a long weekend from 
Friday through Monday, a Sun/Mon night person had 
to cut a short vacation with their family even 
shorter.

Imagine the surprise of the Klngswood resident 
faculty when this finally sank 1n. I understood the 
Implications Immediately, but did not speak up for 
fear of what words would have come out of my mouth. 
I was angry beyond words. After I calmed down con
siderably and was able to convey my Ideas without 
expletives, I wrote John Winter a (still rather ve
hement) letter telling him how angry and disappoin
ted I was with him, partlculary because he Ued to 

the Klngswood resident faculty. When we signed up 
for our duty night selections 1n June, he was asked 
about choosing long-weekend duties by seniority as 
we have done 1n the past. "You'll do that 1n the 
fall, when we come back for classes," said John. 
That, of course, did not happen. (I could not see 
having 5 adults on duty 1n the dorm when there are 
about 20 kids present on a long weekend. It would 
be a waste; "But we've always done 1t Hke that at 
Cranbrook.")

John was upset, as well he should have been. He 
showed the letter to Esmeralda and Arlyce (which 
1mmedlatey branded me as a troublemaker [which I 
was before, so that didn't bother me], and possibly 
put my job on the Une), and set up a meeting with 
me. He said that there would be no changes, that 
the duties HAD to be the same. I worked within his 
framework to suggest a way of relieving the Sunday/ 
Monday people for some of the long weekends. That 
fell through because those who would have to "add" 
another weekend to their schedule complained, and 
to my way of thinking, don't care enough about 
their colleagues to help out a little. ("It's al
ways been this way at Cranbrook," said one person.) 
That ended my Involvement with working on the sche
dule. I decided to retreat to my classroom and try 
to do my best there.

Fortunately, nice things have happened outside 
of this situation. IV parents celebrated their 
Golden Anniversary on September 13—we the children 
had a party for them on the 15th, and 1t was a to
tal success. The following weekend the family got 
together to celebrate my Dad's 72nd birthday. Mala 
and I got him two videos (Marie Antoinette and The 
Divorcee, both starring Norma Shearer) and a book 
on the films of Norma Shearer, one of his favorite 
actresses from the 30s. Our relationship has become 
a doser one because of this interest 1n films.

We found out on a Thursday afternoon that Sally 
Rogers and Claudia Schmidt were going to be 1n town 
and got tickets to go. We've seen Claudia Schmidt 
before in concert at The Ark 1n Ann Arbor, and have 
admired both women's singing. The concert was a 
wonderful experience, and I found out that a fellow 
teacher and her husband, ceramldst Suzie Symons 
and John Glick, were also Interested 1n folk music. 
They were also at the concert.
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I had a long, tedious weekend duty on September 
27-29. There were so many inefficient things going 
on with this new system that I felt like nothing 
was accomplished, and I didn't know where most of 
the kids were. It is very frustrating working under 
these conditions.

And there were other problems.
One of the seniors, Andres Angel, an RA in the 

Cranbrook dorm, ran off from school sometime on 
Sept 16; he was discovered missing in the evening 
when he skipped dormcheck. Several letters were 
found in his room, all of which pointed to a well- 
planned trip to "see the world and start a new 
life". He had just turned 18, and decided to leave 
Cranbrook. A body was found in Lake St. Clair on 
the 21st, and identified as his on the 27th. From 
all indications the coroner said he was drowned on 
the 16th or 17th. The investigation concluded that 
it was a suicide.

His parents happened to be in this country (they 
are from Columbia, South America, and sent Andres 
here to get him away from the war and political un
rest there), to talk to the school about his disap
pearance (they in no way hold us responsible), and 
Arlyce, haed of the upper school, had the task of 
telling them about the discovery. So, the school 
was in mourning the weekend I was on duty. We had 
an assembley on Monday, and the kids had the option 
of attending the funeral services in nearby Bir
mingham.

I never knew Andres, but a lot of the kids did, 
especially some of the girls at Kingswood. Since I 
was on duty over the weekend, I had to deal with a 
few of the ones he dated. Most of them held up 
well. There was a period on Friday night when we 
didn't know where a couple of girls were. They had 
changed their plans, and we couldn't track them 
down until after midnight. But everything turned 
out well by the time the weekend was over.

CONTEXT

The first weekend of October was spent in Colum
bus, Ohio, at CONTEXT. I had a great time at the 
con, and was civil to Larry Niven, the GoH, and 
even told him that I liked what he did with Lan's 
Lantern in his novel Fallen Angels (written with 
Jerry Pournelle and Michael Flynn). I also said 
that I liked what they did with "Simak Country"; 
Larry replied that those passages were all Mike 
Flynn's work.

To my regret I did not get a chance to talk to 
Judith Tarr. But I did spend some time with Mike 
Grimm, Rob Butler, Dave Alway, several other local 
fans, Jennifer Lea (our niece, who is rapidly be
coming a real fan), and of course Maia. Sheryl 
Birkhead was there, and organized a special event: 
Tom and Ruth Sadler got a cake at the end of one 
panel on Saturday afternoon—it was their 25th Wed

ding Anniversary (well, it was actually on October 
8th, so it was a litt! early). It was a rather big 
surprise for them.

On Sunday morning we had breakfast with Joy, 
Dale, Denise and Lea (that is, the entire Bishop 
family and us). We told Joy and Dale how onderful 
it was to have Lea for the weekend, and we hope to 
take her to another convention again. Mike Grimm 

• had mentioned something about her joining MISHAP. 
I Could be interesting.

Lea was also the hit of the CONFLUENCE party. 
Ann Cecil and Glenn Chambers were quite impressed 
with her. She was written up in their convention 
report in their clubzine, Sigma.

As last year, I agreed to print the winners of 
the limerick contest in my fanzine. It turned out 
that Renee Alper's "poems" won both as best limer
ick and as honorable mention.

CONCLAVE XVI

Lawrence Watt-Evans was the guest of honor, and 
he was great. He had lots of stories to tell, and 
kept people enthralled with them. Maia and I took 
him out to a Chinese dinner on Saturday afternoon; 
we made it back on time for him to give his speech, 
and attend to his other duties. On Sunday afternoon 
he joined us and some of the Pittsburgh fans for a 
lunch in the hotel bar.

I went to more programming than I usually did at 
CONCLAVE. There were some interesting items, like 
Lawrence's disscussion of horror films, Richard Tu- 
cholka's trash video panel with illustrations from 
bad horror films (people voted on which one they 
wanted to see afterward), and one entitled "Should 
We Leave Harry's All-Night Hamburger Stand?". Maia 
and Lawrence discussed the prospect of people leav
ing Earth—whether by flying saucer, spaceship, 
time-travel--knowing that they would not be able to
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return to their hone or timeline. The audience par
ticipation was good and lively, and the subject was 
by no neans exhausted.

I was on a couple of panels nyself. Diana Harlan 
Stein and I talked to the neofans, and I had sam
ples of Lan's Lantern to show and hand out. I also 
brought the new Hugo 1n to show everyone what one 
looked like. Me, showing off? Naw. Remember, I'm a 
teacher, and visual aides help understanding!

RAMBLINGS 40.9: 
More Problems at School

The Dorm situation got worse. Mell, let me 
qualify that. I like working with the girls; I've 
had some wonderful talks with them, and as usual I 
have Ry favorite people whose presence make duty 
very pleasant. The new system for checking In and 
out of the dorm was terrible; it wasted time and 
energy, and it took a lot longer to determine 
whether or not we were missing people than the old 
system. We had too many people on weekend duty for 
the long weekends (when most of the dorm is empty), 
and we kept getting surprises about our weekend 
duties. (I didn't know that on a long weekend the 
Sunday night people also did Monday morning check
in—but "it's always been done that way at Cran
brook!") I complained. I told John Winter outright 
that he has thrown out the Kingswood method of duty 
and replaced it with the Crabrook method. He denied 
placing one before the other. My investigations 
told me otherwise. When I kept getting remarks from 
the Cranbrook dorm faculty like "That's the way 
we've always done it at Cranbrook", it was diffi
cult to deny that we were working under the Cran
brook model.

The response I got to Ry last complaint was ra
ther emphatic: John wrote, "I am now beginning to 
seriously question your level of commitment to our 
residential life program." He was making the mis
take of confusing my level of commitment to the 
dorm with Ry questioning of policy regarding facul
ty duties. He has not checked what I have actually 
done while on duty—I have continued to operate as 
I always have, something which he Ignores. I just 
question the changes that have happened that he has 
not let us know about in advance, but assumed that 
we did. (Remember, they've "always done it that way 
at Cranbrook.")

So I got in trouble—not unexpectedly. I just 
didn't know how much trouble I was getting into, 
but I would eventually find out.

RAMBLINGS 40.10: 
Parents' Weekend A Duty

The weekend of October 18-20 was Parents' Week
end. I saw a number of parents of my students, and 
the encounters were very good. As last year, I was 

honest about the kids' abilities, and got support 
in return. I had to write comments on all the kids 
in academic trouble, or on probation, but I figured 
that I would have to write on most of My Algebra 
IIB students. So before the 11st of students we HAD 
to write on came out, I set up the program listing 
all of Ry IIB kids and started making comments on 
them. I then decided to write on all of them any
way, so some very positive comments were sent to 
parents. Those that came to visit were pleased I 
had done so.

In the afternoon on Saturday (Oct 19) I did of
fice duty in the dorm for my friend Kim. She and 
her husband FINALLY got clearance to move into 
their apartment next to us. They were supposed to 
have moved on August 20, but the place wasn't ready 
until October 18. Since she was scheduled for duty, 
I offered to take her weekend, or any part thereof, 
so she could finish the move. All she needed was 
the afternoon. In return she said she would take Ry 
Memorial Weekend Sunday night duty! (Now I could go 
to Mike Glicksohn's birthday party that weekend and 
not leave early, or go to MARCON and see our niece 
and other friends!)

I was then on duty Sunday, Oct 20, and we had a 
bit of excitement. One of the girls signed out at 
7AM in the morning with a return time of 9:30 PM. 
This is not supposed to be done, but it got past 
the duty person. I pointed this out to Esmeralda, 
and she said that it is difficult to get this 
student to conform to some of the rules, this being 
one of them. But Anna 1$ a senior, so should be 
more responisble for herself. At 7:30 PM I closed 
the dorm office and went to the library to proctor 
any students who showed up. I had a fairly large 
crowd for a Sunday night—about 8 students, one of 
whom was a day student to see me for help in Geome
try. I closed the library at 9:35 and went back to 
open the office. About 9:50, noticing that Anna had 
not signed in, I paged her to the dorm office. I 
did so a couple more times before I asked Tracee, 
one of the other students, to check her room.

Tracee could not find Anna, and she even asked 
some of the people Anna usually hung around with if 
they had seen her during the day. Then Anna was 
paged for work duty, with no results. I got hold of 
Anna's RA, and Irosha started looking more in earn
est. By this time, several other students were get
ting very concerned. In'view of what happened last 
month with Andres Angel, they had a right to be 
concerned. At 10:30 I called the dorm council and 
RAs down to the office and initiated a room-to-room 
search of the dorm to try to locate her. One of the 
other students asked over the PA for anyone who had 
seen Anna at all that day to come to the dorm of
fice. About 10:40 the phone rang in the office—1t 
was Anna. She was calling to say that she had a 
family emergency and would not be back for a few 
days. She was in Chicago at her father's house. I
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very calmly got the number from her, told her that 
I was glad she called and that we were very worried 
about her. She added that her father would be call
ing, but he was not there at the moment. And she 
hung up.

We called off the search, and Esmeralda came 
down to the office to find out what was going on. 
She called Anna back to talk to her, and several of 
her friends got on the phone afterwards. There was 
much relief that she was all right, especially 
among the faculty on duty and her friends, but lots 
of anger too, that she would pull something 11ke 
this after what happened at the boys' dorm last 
month. And I found out later that the "emergency" 
really wasn't one at all. Anna decided she wanted 
to go home and left.

On October 27, we went to my parents' house to 
celebrate qy mother's 70th birthday. It was a plea
sant afternoon, though I was certainly ready to 
leave before 5. I had lots of things to do at home 
and In qy classroom. The end of the quarter was not 
for another week and a half but I had lots of prep
arations to take care of before then.

About the middle of October the academic dean 
for freshmen and sophomores asked me to do double 
duty for study hall, saying that I would be re
lieved of that duty 1n the second semester. The 
language department had reorganized some of the 
Spanish classes, and the person doing study hall 
first period now had a class at that time. Again, 
figuring that I need to justify qy role as a facul
ty member here and prove that I do work (since I 
don't coach), I said yes. I did, however, expect 
Jeff to come to me 1n the second semester and ask 
me to do study hall again. He didn't though, and 
thus I had an easier second semester.

One of the realization I came to during all the 
troubles this fall was that I had a "problem": I 
was too organized for this place. I always got a 
lot of things done 1n the same amount of time that 
1t took my colleagues do one thing. Class prepara
tion usually took a few minutes; where I needed to 
spend class prep time was when I had not taught 
something before, or 1f 1t was a difficult topic 
that I needed extra time to review. I also did a 
lot of the little extra things that would be rele
gated to the secretaries who don't have the time or 
skills to do them: ordering for and taking care of 
the coffee and non-coffee supplies (and machines), 
taking care of the Kodak copier and ordering sup
plies for 1t, and putting together the emergency 
phone "fanout" (you know—one person calls three 
people, and each of those calls two, and each of 
those calls two more, etc). I was on faculty coun
cil and curriculum committee, time-consuming 1n 
meetings.

I had tests and quizzes written and run off a 
couple days 1n advance of when I was giving them. I 
gave them back corrected the next day. I used my 

time between classes, qy free periods, and the time 
before and after school effectively. The weekend 
for NINDYCON, which was the deadline for another 
apa was also Glftorama weekend, and I was on duty 
(thanks to the wonderful schedule of John Winter- 
see excessive comments above), and I had to write 
comments on all qy students—the end of the quarter 
was November 6. I had finished writing them by 
Thursday night and had them filed away before some 
faculty members even started writing theirs. They 
were not due until Monday. I did see comments from 
other people already filed, which Indicates that 
there are a few others as organized as I.

Still, because I have so much "free* time on my 
hands that I can go to conventions, read novels, 
have time to chat with people, and so on, I feel 
that I am not doing enough. Others coach, a big 
time-consuming commitment which I do not have. So I 
fill it up with some of these other things. I rare
ly communicate with my colleagues in the math de
partment, mostly because qy room is located far 
from the math office. And I'm too busy taking care 
of my class work to make the effort to visit the 
office.

OHIO VALLEY FILK FEST

On the first weekend of November we went to 
OVFF, had a great time, and although we could have 
stayed later to take in the jam session on Sunday, 
Maia was ill so we left earlier than we had planned 
(but not before noon—in the past because of qy 
family obligation for qy mother's birthday we would 
leave about 8 AM to get to my parents' about 1 PM). 
Cynthia McQuillin was the GoH, and she brought Dr. 
Jane Robinson with her.

During the concerts I noticed that only one per
son really performed on stage—the others just 
sang. Dr Jane entertained; she moved on stage the 
way rock singers do and was mobile throughout her 
concert slot. Mark Bernstein was good and enter
taining, but his material did not lend itself to 
lots of movement. Tom Smith was excellent as usual, 
but he mostly stayed in one spot also. Renee Alper 
has trouble moving (she's in a wheel chair, for 
those of you who don't know), so everything she
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does must be auditory. This was something I had not 
noticed before, and becomes unfortunately par for 
the course because of the number of f1Ikers that 
sfng In the sessions; there’s not enough room to 
dance and sing.

RAMBLINGS 40.11 
Hectic Times

The week of November 18th was "fun11; something 
was going on every evening except Friday (and I 
went to bed early!). Monday night I drove to Ypsi
lanti to see friends I had not seen since CONCLAVE. 
I also delivered some apazlnes to people. Tuesday 
was our night at Meadowbrook Theatre—we saw Ten 
Little Indians. Wednesday I was on duty. Thursday 
was grade-review where we talked about all the stu
dents who weren't doing well. We visited ny parents 
on Saturday, and Sunday was Open House. Although I 
was not scheduled to work on Open House, I decided 
I would go 1n and use ny classroom. I did need to 
prepare stuff for the week, since I once again had 
study hall babysitting. It was fortunate that I did 
go 1n, because one of the other faculty persons 
scheduled to show up was sick and couldn't make 1t. 
So I substituted. I made points with the department 
chairperson.

Also Sunday evening I met with a couple of stu
dents to help them get ready for a Geometry quest.

The next week was busy as well, but did not go 
as well as I had hoped 1t would, although 1t start
ed out all right. I had the Curriculum Committee 
meeting on Monday evening. Faculty Council met on 
Tuesday morning and that evening I stayed 1n ny 
classroom to put together tests for Friday and Mon
day. My eighth period class ticked me off so I dis
missed them early without covering half the materi
al they were going to need for their test Monday. 
When I got home on Tuesday there was a message from 
the Dean of Women—Pat Hall wanted to trade her 
Wednesday night duty for my Thursday night. Since 
she so desperately wanted to attend the Resident 
Faculty meeting on Wednesday night, I agreed. That 
would leave my Thursday night free, except for the 
Thanksgiving dinner with the dorm kids.

Wednesday morning I woke with a mild headache 
that got worse as the day progressed. I finally 
took some Corlddln D which made me feel light
headed. Instead of going home between 4th and 7th 
periods, I stayed and put together another quiz and 
some answer sheets for the end of the week, and 
managed to get all of 1t done before classes re
sumed. My eighth period class was a lot better, and 
1n fact asked some good questions on the material.

After classes, I told the person who takes at
tendance at the faculty meetings that I would not 
be at the afternoon meeting. "My wife made an ap
pointment for us at 4:30, so I don't just want to 
attend the meeting for 10 minutes, then leave while 

the speaker 1s just starting." Mala had made an 
appointment to drop off our Toyota at a shop that 
specializes 1n customizing cars—she wanted cruise- 
control ever since she drove with 1t In the rental 
car last Christmas. So we were getting 1t Installed 
1n time for driving out to oy sister Janice's place 
on Sunday for her son Joshua's birthday party, and 
1n time for CHAMBANACON. So we were leaving the car 
for two days, and I had to bring Mala home—she 
would use mine to get to and from work until Fri
day. Of course, I didn't tell anyone that.

We got home around 4:45, and I laid down to take 
a Httle nap, hoping to relieve ny pounding head—I 
also took some Ibuprofen. The evening was a Httle 
better as the pain receded, but I was seriously 
thinking of calling 1n sick, though that would have 
put too much of a burden on ay colleagues 1n the 
dorm.

By Thursday morning, I was all set for all ny 
classes until Thanksgiving break. My only real wor
ry was making sure that I covered everything neces
sary for the Geometry test on Monday. The test was 
already written and run off (remember. I'm organ
ized), so I had to be certain that all relevent ma
terial was brought up. Having study hall during 
this week had not helped; there were only a limited 
number of things I could do 1n terms of class prep
aration which didn’t require the computer or type
writer or running around from place to place. I did 
read sometimes, though that was not always the wis
est thing since some of the students tend to talk 
unless constantly supervised.

I finished Orson Scott Card's Xenodde Wednesday 
night on duty. Then I read a couple of short sto
ries by Fritz Leiber from one of h1s collections as 
part of the research for MY article about him for 
the Special Issue. I would try putting that special 
Issue together by the end of the year. I still had 
not mailed out three Issues, but I could always 
work on upcoming ones.

The delay was partially time, and partially lack 
of material about Fritz Leiber. This has happened 
before, but I have managed to get articles written 
by ny friends T1m and Larry Nowinski—the twins who 
went to high school with me—they were freshmen 
when I was a senior. Unfortunately they were 
swamped with their jobs because the recession was 
causing them to work a lot of overtime while their 
subordinates were being'laid off. They don't have 
time to do much reading or writing. So I figured 
that I would finish ny own article and get on with 
the zine.

Maia and I saw Beauty and the Beast on November 
23. WOW!Ill The animation was beautiful, and the 
story was closer to the original fairy tale than 
many of Disney's other animated features. The hero
ine was a very pretty bookworm who wanted nothing 
to do the handsome lout who was determined to make 
her his wife. And the beast certainly looked like



Lan's Lantern #40// 65

one. I recommend that If you get a chance, you 
should see ft. We went to a late show, mafnly to 
avofd kids, and the theatre was almost empty. I 
hoped that thfs didn't Indicate the success of the 
film—there are things done with the animation that 
had not been done before (that I can recall), but 
they are hard to describe. And there are "dance* 
routines that harken back to the Busby Berkley 
films and Ziegfeld's productions. (And I just 
watched two musicals on video — Ziegfeld Follies 
and Three Little Words, so I was quite in the mood 
to see that sort of dance routine.)

On the Sunday before Thanksgiving I visited my 
youngest sister's (Janice) house to celebrate her 
son's birthday. The entire family was there, and I 
found out that my older sister, Judy) was begin 
laid off from her job. After being upset for a few 
d<ys, Judy accepted the fact that she would not be 
working, and thus would have time to do things 
around her house that she had been wanting to do 
but did not have time. Her husband Denis would 
still be working, and she is thinking about going 
back to school for other training. She was actually 
looking forward to the time off.

Thanksgiving was at Judy's, with most of the 
family attending. It was quite a relaxing affair, 
and Maia and I left early because of our trip to 
Champaign Illinois for CHAMBANACON.

CHAMBANACON

The convention was fun and I had a good time 
once again. I had thought about not going since I 
was tired and had things I could have done at home. 
But there were people we wanted to see, and the 
concom was expecting me to lifeguard (as I have for 
15 of the 17 years I've been going) for the mid
night swim (11PM-1AM) Friday and Saturday nights. 
The Zahns were not there; Tim had a paid “gig* at a 
Staw Wars convention in Chicago that weekend, so we 
didn't blame him for going—except that he is mov
ing out to Oregon in June, so we won't see him a- 
galn unless he is asked back as a GoH at one of the 
area conventions. Or at a Worldcon. *Sigh*

I spent time talking to several people including 
Chris Stasheff, Paula Robinson, Andy Offuttt, Al 
and Penny Tegen (and their daughter whose name I 
keep forgetting), and many others.

RAMBLINGS 40.12

The first Saturday of December found us with two 
parties to attend. Mala stayed at one while I went 
to both. At the second one, a filk party at Tim 
Ryan's, I met someone who had just moved to Detroit 
area from Denver. His voice and style were very 
good and it seemed he made the rounds of the coffee 
houses (or their equivalents) in the Denver area. 
His name was Harry Smothers, and when I asked if he 

knew Marshall Goldhammer, he admitted to it. Mar
shall is in D'APA, one of the other apas I'm in. I 
found out that "Harry Smothers" was his stage name, 
and his real one is Gerald Bliss.

I had an exciting three weeks at school after 
Thanksgiving. We had three kids dismissed for 
drinking and/or reckless driving on campus (they 
were already on Citizenship Probation, and this was 
IT), one for plagiarism and leaving campus illegal
ly, and a couple were withdrawn by their parents 
(in one case, before he was dismissed) for personal 
reasons. I gave quizzes and tests, and made sure 
that all my students one more before the vacation 
(to which I thought the faculty was anticipating 
with greater eagerness than the kids).

As usual, my vacation was too short. I did not 
work on Lan's Lantern as I thought I would; instead 
I revamped all my review sheets, wrote and typed up 
exams, and ran everything off. The Precalculus re
view packet from last year was far too long, and 
close to unreadable because of the number of gener
ations the "master" had gone through, so I redid 
the entire thing, re-typing everything into a com
puter file so I could modify it more easily. I 
worked through all the problems and checking out 
the answers. One problem is that I only have print
wheels which have exponents for 2 and 3; the others 
I have to put in by hand, and occasionally I miss 
one or two. Also, the "less than* and "greater 
than" symbols are other things on the printwheels, 
so those also go in by hand. I have not been able 
to figure out how to do superscripts on the dot
matrix printer, but I would rather not use it for 
the review sheets or exams. I am particular about 
them looking professional, so I'd rather go with 
the Silver Reed daisy-wheel printer, and add things 
in my hand (if I am careful, these inserts look 
pretty good; otherwise, my handwriting is terri
ble).

Anyway, as I discovered mistakes, I went through 
all the review sheets and corrected them (since I 
had run them off and collated and stapled them al
ready). And since I babysat study hall the week 
back to school (Jan 6-10), it gave me something to 
do. Review "week* was Jan 13-16, so I had time to 
make the corrections; but this also meant that I 
could take things easy the weekend before review, 
during review, and for a few days into exams; the

Oopl
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Nath exams were scheduled for the last day—Thurs
day Jan 23. CONFUSION was the weekend of the 24th, 
but I had no trouble getting w\y exams graded and 
all my grades figured up before I went to the con
vention. I had most of my comments (on whom I need 
to write them) finished before I got to the con!

Of course, I did do some other things besides 
work on the review sheets and exams. Mala and I 
visited her sister and family for a couple of days 
before Christmas. We went to Ry parents' house for 
Christmas day, and our gift exchange. My brother-1n 
-law Jim got my name and gave me a VCR Plus control 
which does work with our VCR, but not to Its full
est capacity. (The VCR Is an older model which does 
not have the "gate" controls for the channels. All 
this means Is that I have to make sure the VCR Is 
set at the proper channel for recording; the VCR 
Plus control takes care of the startlng/endlng 
times.)

We went to several parties, and celebrated ring
ing In the New Year with friends. We also saw Star 
Trek VI. The Addams Family, and Hook. Mala got me 
the special edition of Fantasia, and we scheduled 
an afternoon to watch it together. I had not com
pletely caught up with my video collection, but I 
made a good dent Into the films I purchased, but 
hadn't seen yet. And I did a little reading, but 
not much.

The time back from vacation until Semester Exams 
began moved rather quickly. I managed to get one 
more quiz or quest In for all my classes before the 
three days of review arrived, and then settled down 
for an easy time of review. For the most part 
things went quite well. In my eighth period class, 
however, I have two students who are disruptive In 
different ways; one actively distracts others, the 
other passlvlely Is distracting. The first talks 
about almost everything else except math unless she 
has a question, or doesn't understand something. 
The second asks questions Irrelevant to the dis
cussion of mathematics. Both are annoying and work 
against the class coming together as a team that 
can work together.

Jessica 1s a good math student, and can learn 
things on her own 1f necessary, but her actions 1n 
class distract others from learning well. She got a 
nice shock with a B+ quarter grade; she's used to 
getting A's. (She pulled 1t back up with the second 
highest score on the Exam.) Yes, I have called Jes
sica on her behavior, and she 1s quiet for a little 
while, but loses her self-control after that.

I was on dorm duty the weekend of January 17-19. 
Exams started on Friday (Jan 17); there was an ass
embly and study sessions on Monday (Jan 20) 1n ob
servance of Martin Luther King Day, and exams re
suming on Jan 21.

Friday night, three girls were late. They had 
called to say they would be after 12:30. They 
signed out at 10:30 to Royal Oak, with a curfew at
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12:00 Midnight, going to a place which 1s a 20 min
ute drive one way. I told them that I was not ex
tending permission to be out past their curfew, but 
they were to be back by 12:30. They were late, and 
the person who drove them back has been barred from 
campus for reckless driving.

The next night, two seniors were signing out and 
one of them said she didn't know where she was go- 
1ng. This was Anna (remember her? —the one who 
ended up 1n Chicago?) I told her to sign out to a 
specific place, or she wasn't going out. Another 
faculty person 1n the office at the time told them 
both that they were to be back on time (12:30 cur
few for seniors) as he didn't want to stay late 
again, waiting for any student to return. When they 
didn't show at 12:30, he called the house where 
they were supposed to be, and the girl's mother 
said that they had shown up, then left for some
place else. At 12:42 they arrived, and Anna was 
snippy with her replies. The other was (I believe) 
regretful of the situation.

However, we had another situation to deal with. 
Two other girls had signed out to Royal Oak at 1:30 
PM, to return by Midnight. When they didn't return, 
we got somewhat worried, and finally at 12:55 AM we 
did a room-to-room search to make sure they weren't 
1n the dorm (and had forgotten to sign 1n). At 1:25 
AM they showed up at the office door, saying that 
they had arrived 20-25 minutes earlier and didn't 
know we were looking for them.

During the room-to-room search, one of the RAs 
was told that they had called and said they were 
going to a concert 1n downtown Detroit and would be 
back before their curfew. It was a spur-of-the- 
moment thing, since the found out about the concert 
while 1n Royal Oak that'afternoon. They went down 
with an aqualntence, and lost him there, and came 
back with strangers.

I didn't believe a lot of what they told me. 
They were supposed to sign 1n at 7 PM and at their 
curfew time. Both had Initialed those places on the 
s1gn-1n sheet before the 7PM s1gn-1n. The faculty 
1n charge of those sheets noted this. They came 1n 
by the side door, they said, so someone had to let 
them 1n, and would have told them we did a room-to- 
room search. So the "we didn't know you were look-
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fng for us* argument was bullshit. One of the two 
Is not supposed to go to any concerts until second 
semester because of being late from other ones—she 
figured that If we dldnt know about 1t, 1t was all 
right. The other girl was one who was late the 
night before.

Sunday morning I wrote a page and a half memo to 
the Dean of Women describing the events of the 
weekend and recommending that three of the 6 stu
dents Involved 1n the late returns be dismissed 
from school. The repeated offenses of late s1gn-1ns 
(some which have been going on for as long as two 
and a half years) was more than enough to cause un
rest among those who do follow the rules. None were 
dismissed, however. I just sighed, and shook my 
head.

Other than that, the weekend went fairly well. 
Not everyone observed the quiet hours posted (since 
they didn't have exams on Monday), and some got In 
trouble for that, but I had some good conversations 
with ny colleagues and some students.

The Math Exams were on the last day of exam 
week, Thursday Jan 23. I woke up feeling terrible, 
and the aches got worse throughout the day. I 
pushed myself to get everything graded and by 9:30 
PM Thursday evening I had finished all the grading, 
scoring, and went home to rest, and figured out the 
final grades there. I slept in, turned ay grades in 
to the registrar, wrote about half of the comments 
I needed to write, then returned home to rest and 
get ready for CONFUSION which was that weekend. I 
really didn't want to go to the con, but there were 
several people I wanted to see, and who were expec
ting me to be there.

HARDWIRED CONFUSION

Most of the convention was a blur. I napped fre
quently in the room, which helped a lot. Walter 
John Williams was the GoH, though I did not talk to 
him at all. Gay Haldeman was the toastmaster, and 
she brought her husband Joe (several-time Hugo win
ner) with her. My friend Paula Robinson (an Analog 
writer from C1ndnatt1) was the person I had In
tended to spend a lot of time with, but because of 
the flu (which she insists she gave me at CHAMBANA- 
CON) we had several talks of maybe a couple hours 
each.

One surprise was the appearance of Eric Lindsey, 
an AutraUan fan who came to the States for a vis
it. He was to be here for six weeks, attending as 
many cons as he could 1n that time, and seeing as 
many fans as possible. It had been 10 years or so 
since h1s last visit. I managed to talk to him for 
about a half-hour of uninterrupted time. Mala asked 
him why he had come up to the Northern Hemisphere 
where 1t was winter, and Australia was having sum
mer. Eric said that when he asked h1s Michigan con
tact what the temperature was, he was told that it

was the same as in Australia: 35 degrees.
At one point back 1n August I had agreed to pub

lish the winner of a Fanzine Contest which the pro
gram chairman set up. Mike GUcksohn, BUI Bowers, 
Brian Earl Brown and I (1n my fog of a cold) decid
ed that Alex Bouchard won, and his zine (1n reduced 
form) 1s reproduced on page Bl.

We stayed rather late at the con, and left after 
3 PM (which was the hotel check-out time). Mala 
stayed at home that evening, eating dinner there 
and napping. I went to the dorm for dinner, then to 
my room to finish writing comments. I stayed home 
Monday (we didn't have classes—it was a day off as 
part of the semester break), and tried to get well.

RAMBLINGS 40.13

I did feel better on Tuesday morning, but gradu
ally got worse during the day. I managed to make 
all iry classes, talked about the exams, then gave 
assignments to everyone, including the papers they 
had to write for the end of the third quarter.

On Wednesday I woke up feeling terrible, but 
went 1n anyway. By noon, after ny first three 
classes, I was wiped out, so I cancelled ay 7th and 
8th period classes and went home. Mala was still 
there (she stayed home from work on Tuesday and 
Wednesday to recover from her flu). I said little 
to her, had some soup, and went to bed for about 
three hours, most of which time I did get some 
sleep.

I went through February without too much trou
ble. There was Father's Visiting day on Valentine's 
Day, and I got some good comments from various 
fathers on my teaching. We had a long weekend then.
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and I helped out a couple of colleagues by taking 
their place on Friday and Saturday. Beatrix was 1n 
the hospital for surgery and asked our friend K1m 
to do her duty. K1m said yes, then realized later 
than she had a wedding to go to on that Saturday, 
and asked 1f I could trade for another day. I did 
(for a Wednesday, for a SF club meeting on Anime, 
at which ay friend David Stein spoke), but somehow 
Friday night slipped through the cracks. I went to 
dinner on Friday prepared to stay and do duty 1f 
necessary, and It turned out I was needed. Since 1t 
was the long weekend, most of the boarders were 
gone; we only had about 31 girls staying for the 
three days.

On Saturday I was scheduled to take a group up 
to Birch Run (a factory outlet mall) and Franken
muth (the tourist trap that Mala and I and our 
niece Denlce visited during the summer), but all 
the girls cancelled, and the driver from the other 
campus and his wife wanted to go, so they took 
whoever there was at Cranbrook and left. I sched
uled a grocery ride, and some other girls asked 
about a mall ride, so I took them also. I had a fun 
time, and I think the girls did too.

It got real busy at the beginning of March. On 
the 3rd some of the student leaders for Wilderness 
left with the faculty who were going, and the Soph
omores got antsy to leave themselves. I made sure 
all those leaving my classes had their lists of as
signments from me, and wished them all a good time.

Because of some of the student performances on 
the midyear exams, and the comments written at mid
quarter, the academic deans scheduled lots of staf
fings—teachers meeting with the students. I had ay 
share, and 1n addition to the two committees I was 
on (Faculty Council and Curriculum Committee), my 
afternoons and some evenings got filled rather 
quickly.

The biggest news to hit the faculty was that 
there were to be more changes for next year. In a 
nutshell, Cranbrook Education Community (CEC) was 
very sound financially with assets at about $120 
million. The endowment allocation for the schools 
division was $17 million, the Interest from which 
was used for the operating budget. With tuition and 
annual giving, the schools still fell short of the 
money necessary to run the schools (all the aspects 
of operations, which Includes salaries, mainten
ance, replacement of equipment, etc). The most ex
pensive part of the upper school was the boarding 
department, whose teacher-to-student ratio was 1 to 
2.6, much too low; faculty housing was expensive 
for the schools to manage, so steps were being tak
en to streamline the operation. This not only In
cluded the resident program, but the administrative 
parts as well.

In the upper school, there were currently 6 ad
ministrative positions: Head, Dean of Men, Dean of 
Women, Athletic Director, Director of Residence,

and assistant Director of Residence. (There were 
other positions which are considered "administra
tive", but they did not enter Into this right now.) 
This was streamlined for next year. There would 
still be the Head of the Upper school. The current 
Dean of Men was stepping Into the Atheletlc Direc
tor position (left vacant because the current AD 
was leaving). The Director of Residence would do 
that job AND the Dean of Men’s job (two become 
one!), and the Dean of Women would take over the 
Assistant Director of Residence position (again, 
two become one), thereby trimming 6 administrative 
position Into 4.

The 78 current resident faculty were to be trim
med to 52, seven of which will be House Advisors 
(actually living 1n the dorm) with 6 assistant 
house advisors (4 living 1n the dorms at Cranbrook, 
2 living near the dorm at Klngswood). The other 39 
positions were to be filled first by Upper School 
faculty (we had to submit applications to the posi
tion), then by Middle and Lower school faculty as 
needed. Those who were living on campus, but not 
chosen to be Resident Faculty, would have to pay 
rent, or move off campus—forclbly 1f new RF needed 
to be moved onto campus.

Feelings raged 1n all directions. I thought 1t 
was a good move—this way the House Advisors could 
choose among the applicants those whose dorm duty 
records were good. There were other, "dirtier" 
sides to this (special deals that were made), but 
overall this would Increase the faculty/student 
ratio more 1n Une with what the situations were at 
other boarding schools, and with the rent, an In
crease 1n the operating budget. The duty time would 
Increase, but 1t would still be less than what was 
required of resident faculty 1n other East Coast 
boarding schools.

I had mixed feelings about there only being Up
per School faculty as residents. Using a mix of 
teachers from different grade levels made for a 
more diverse staff helping the kids; many students 
would prefer talking to someone other than a teach
er they have (or could have) 1n class. And many of 
the non-upper school teachers did a better job than 
the upper school teachers, and they WANTED to work 
1n the dorm. So we would see what happens.

One overriding base principle was: No one would 
lose their job; their job description might change, 
but no one was to be fired. So I would be keep my 
teaching position, and I applied for one of the
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resident faculty positions. I night not be a shoe- 
In, but I did have ay supporters among the current 
house advisors.

I knew one person who was willing to pay rent; 
she thought that doing resident duty Interfered 
with her teaching. I considered that my job as a 
teacher Involved a wider range of goals: skills of 
responsibility. Integrity, self-sufficiency, commu
nity, and other ■living-centered" skills are taught 
1n a boarding situation. I was not sure how far I 
wanted to let this extend Into ny private life; re
sident duty had a fair amount of control over Ry 
life as 1t was, but so far I have been able to live 
comfortably with 1t.

RAMBLINGS 40.14: 
Spring Break

Spring Break came at a much needed time. It 
started on Friday, March 13, after the last class 
of the school day. I planned to work on the Leiber 
Issue of Lan's Lantern during the break, collate 
more copies of #39 (which I still had not mailed 
out), and had several projects to do around the 
apartment. If weather permitted (since I would have 
to work outside), I would build another shelf to 
fit in a corner for the "oversized" videos we have. 
Some of the Disney animated and I1ve-act1on fea
tures are 1n cases which do not fit into the drawer 
cabinets, so I wanted to build a shelf to accommod
ate them. This would free up space 1n the other 
shelf type cabinets for the tapes I didn't quite 
have the room to store. I also had plans for get
ting a couple more drawer cabinets and rearranging 
things to make even more room for the videos. And I 
wanted to put Into boxes for basement storage some 
of the "series books" (like Perry Rhodan, Doc Sav
age, etc) so to free up more shelf space for books, 
and move other things around.

There was a pile of comic books which had been 
sitting in the living room for about a year which I 
need to go through, read what I could, and then put 
into basement storage. I also wanted to read more 
for the Hugo nominees and catch up on the book cat

aloguing, as well as going through piles of "stuff* 
to throw away what fs not needed or out of date.

I had hoped to get all of the above done in time 
for the visit from ay sfster-fn-law Joy, and her 
daughter Lea who were coming up for a visit on the 

' weekend of March 20. Lea was looking at Eastern 
Michigan University as a possible college site, so 

’ they were combining a college visit with a family 
visit.

Also, 1f weather permitted, I would work 1n the 
garden—not plant anything, but get things cleaned 
up, and maybe turn some of the ground over.

Thursday night, Friday and Saturday (March 
19-21) were not good days. On Thursday evening as I 
was about to watch the ST:TNG episode recorded from 
the previous weekend, the TV stopped working. I o- 
pened it up and found the fuse Intact, so I surmis
ed 1t was the on/off switch. The next morning I 
checked again, and found another fuse which was 
blown. I bought a new fuse, and it blew again. I 
went out and got another one, which blew again. So 
I took it 1n for repairs. This would leave us with
out a TV for Joy's and Lea's visit, so I went to 
Hudson's and purchased a new TV (a Toshiba—it was 
on sale, and I got an additional 10% off because I 
used my charge card [I could not pay for it other
wise] during their anniversary sale), something I 
really couldn't afford to buy. Hooking it up to the 
VCR was a trip and a half, and I ended up spending 
more money for the connectors I needed.

I also made an appointment to get one of the 
front drive shafts of the Alliance replaced on Sat
urday morning ($245). This was found to be defec
tive when I had the muffler replaced the weekend 
before. So as I tallied up the money I was spend
ing, I found out my watch had stopped working, too.

When I got the drive shaft replaced, the people 
at Tuffy pointed out that the motor mount was brok
en, which was a dealer-only item. There were other 
things wrong with the car—a broken window handle, 
a hole in the trunk, a door that won't close prop
erly, a loose knob on the gear shift, a temperature 
guage that didn't work—which I saw as piles of 
money I didn't have. Not a pleasant prospect.

Still, I was pleasant on the weekend to my in
laws, and got enough exercise on Sunday morning 
clearing the snow from the walks and around the 
cars. The storm which dumped lots of the white 
stuff all over the driveway (which was never 
plowed) and cars was a nice surprise. I estimated 
about 10 inches of snow fell in our area. Not bad 
for the first weekend of Spring!

I did accomplish most of what I had intended to 
do. The garden and the video shelf were put on 
hold, but there was more room on the shelves for 
books, and the comicbook pile dwindled as I worked 
my way through them.
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MILLENNICON

On the weekend of March 27, Hala and I drove 
down to Dayton, Ohio, for MILLENNICON. We had a 
pretty good tine. We shared a room with Lynn Margo- 
sfan, Ry friend from St. Paul who went to MILLENNI
CON as her first convention five years ago. She 
asked 1f we could have a party 1n the room, and we 
agreed. It was fun, though somewhat sparsely at
tended, because, surprisingly, there were a number 
of other parties as well. But those who showed up 
had a good time.

I talked to several fans, particularly those 
whom I did not expect to show up. Paula Robinson 
and Nancy Janda were pleasant surprises, and I 
spent some time with them. B111 Breuer and h1s wife 
Phyllis were always fun to talk to. And I managed 
to spend some time Tom Sadler and h1s daughter 
Jennifer, though not as much as I would have Hked.

The fllklng was excellent, and both Mala and I 
were on panels. We stayed late on Sunday to hear 
the Black Book Band pl«y—the BBB 1s a group of 
fi Ikers comprised of Barry A Sally Childs-Helton, 
Mary Ellen Wessels O'Caln, Micheal P. Kube-McDowel1 
(who was the GoH), and Gwen Zak. They sounded very 
good, though almost every one of them had some sort 
of cold.

We picked Lynn up at the airport on Friday af
ternoon, and took her back after the concert was 
over. The lateness was fine with all of us, since 
Lynn's plane didn't leave until 6 PM.

RAMBLINGS 40.15: 
Surprises at School

Monday I had teachers' meetings all day, and 
classes resumed on Tuesday. I reminded all my stu
dents that their papers were due on Monday (April 
6) though they could turn it in early. And they all 
had quizzes on Friday. Since the quarter ended on 
Wednesday, April 8 and I had to write comments on 
everyone this time, I made preparations for it dur
ing the week. I spent three days reading papers and 
surprisingly I had only one late paper, and that 
one by only a day. Maybe giving extra-credit points 
for letting them turn it in early helped spur them 
on. I quickly figured out grades so I could turn 
them 1n on Thursday. And, as was my usual effedent 
self, 1 finished writing comments on ny students by 
Friday.

Monday, April 6, was the day this year that 
would be remembered by SF fans and an even larger 
reading audience. Isaac Asimov died. Not two months 
earlier I got a postcard from h1s wife Janet ex
pressing how much she and Isaac enjoyed the special 
Issue of Lan's Lantern that I had done for him. 
Janet also mentioned that the reason Isaac hadn't 
written was because of h1s health, and the stay 1n 
the hospital following h1s prostatectomy. I've met

Isaac several times, and even held the Hugo he ac
cepted on behalf of Clarke at the Boston Worldcon 
fn 1980.

He was the first SF author I met, and I was Im
pressed even more by h1s demeanor than by the vol
ume of work he had put out at that time. Although 
h1s writing was 1n a bit of a decline, I still 
enjoyed reading him; I will miss him very much.

Some comments: Mala suggested that one of h1s 
last thoughts was, "Damn, 497 books. Only three 
more!"

Another fan suggested: "Let's raise a glass and 
pinch a bottom for Asimov!"

Another black day for me was Friday, April 10. I 
was told that ay services would not be needed 1n 
the dormitory next year. The main reason they (Ar- 
lyce, the head of the upper school and Pat Hall, 
the upcoming head of the dorm) gave was that ay 
Interactions with the students was not as good as 
others. I am too "confrontational*. I know I don't 
have that good a relationship with some of the 
girls, but as some other faculty people told me, 
some girls need to be confronted all the time; they 
deserve 1t. If the consequences of this weren't so 
high, I would laugh about that. One of the things I 
lacked when I started teaching here was the ability 
to confront students. I still hate 1t, but now 1t 
seems that 1t has become ay downfall.

Additionally, they said that ay "attitude" to
ward my colleagues was sometimes patronizing. As I 
have said above, I am very organized. I can remem
ber things clearly—which Includes rules, proced
ures, and dates—which others should remember also. 
I suppose that can be Intimidating.

Although I was praised for the amount of extra 
time that I put 1n by visiting (and helping out) 1n 
the dorm when I wasn't on duty, that wasn't enough. 
16 years experience did not help me. They didn't 
want me back as a Resident Faculty member. What 
hurt the most was that 1n essence I was being told 
I had not done a good job. Yet I was never given 
feedback that I should be doing things differently.

The "consequences" I mentioned was that we would 
either have to pay rent for our apartment, or move 
off campus. In either case we would no longer be 
able to eat 1n the dormitory cafeteria. This would 
cost us somewhere between $5,000 to $10,000 that we 
had not anticipated spending. Fortunately, we were 
both working (1 would still be teaching here), but 
1t would mean revamping our spending habits. Mala 
and I Immediately cut some conventions from our 
schedule, and looked seriously at the ones we reg
ularly attended. And I thought about other fanac 
that I might have to curtail.

On the positive side, I wouldn't have to worry 
about working weekends or dealing with the more ob
noxious kids in the dorm. I would now be able to 
schedule a regular night in my classroom for extra 
help, something I had been wanting to do for a cou-
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pie of years now. AU i|y evenings would be mine, 
except when we have an evening faculty meeting.

I made a request to stay on campus in the apart
ment we were living 1n and pay rent. I was Informed 
that I be able to do so a couple of weeks later, 
and the rent was a modest amount, especially com
pared to the rents 1n the area.

Several faculty were surprised and upset that I 
would not be doing dorm duty next year. A couple 
actually told me that they thought I was being set 
up as an example of what could happen to someone 
who was too outspoken and critical of the system. I 
had not thought about that when I received the 
news. Mala mentioned 1t too, when I told her we 
would have to pay rent. And I found out that others 
who were critical were denied resident duty, and 
therefore housing. Arlyce was quite Insistent that 
this was not the case, that she did not play "poli
tical games", but after looking at some of the de
cisions and special deals that have been made, I 
find that hard to believe.

Of course, this scared me. Would I be cut from 
the faculty next year? What could I do to prevent 
being fired—excuse me, to prevent my contract from 
not being renewed? (Probably stop making comments 
Hke that!) I suspected that I would be called on 
to do more extracurricular activities—like maybe 
even coach Intramurals or become a class advisor. 
But that was a worry for next year.

I picked up ay contract for next year on April 
28 and 1t had to be returned by May 11. These con
tracts were supposed to have been out by Spring 
Break (March 13), and so they were a month and a 
half late. I signed; I still wanted to teach here. 
For how much longer 1s another question. I did get 
a raise, a 4.77% Increase, which 1s higher than the 
average raise stated for all the teachers—I'm not 
exactly sure what that means, though it may be 1n 
partial compensation for not being on resident fac
ulty next year (and thus having to pay rent.)

I have heard different things about what Dorm 
Duty may be Hke next year. The different dorms ap
pear to be making out their own schedules, then 
handing them over to John Winter for collating and 
the production of a master schedule. Seeing how 
many people are at Klngswood, and knowing the needs 
of that dorm—guess what: the best way to arrange 
things (especially since Pat Hall, the new dorm 
head there doesn't want to do three 12:30 nights In 
a row), was the way I did it before. I wonder if 
anyone will think of that!?! I think that the fact 
that the dorm administration 1s asking the faculty 
to come to some agreement in how to schedule dorm 
duty 1s a plus; maybe some of my complaints from 
this school year were heeded.

But, that's not my problem now; what I have to 
do 1s rearrange my spending habits so to be able to 
pay off all my debts and put money aside as well.

The week of May 5 Mala and I went to see that 

last play 1n the Meadowbrook Theatre season: Ain't 
Misbehavin', a musical review of the songs written 
and/or recorded by Fats Waller. There were five 
people doing the singing and dancing, a piano play
er, and a small band (bass, drums, trumpet, trom
bone, and two woodwinds (each playing both clari
nets and saxaphones)). The three women and two men 
singers were marvelous, and 1t was the first time 
since we've been going that the group got a stand
ing ovation at the end.

I talked to. Bill Washington that same week as 
well. He runs all the summer programs on campus, 
and I asked him about teaching or at least substi
tuting during one of the more successful of these— 
the Horlzons-Upward Bound (HUB) program. When he 
found out I taught math, his face Ut up. One of 
his math teachers was unable to be there this sum
mer, so he welcomed my application. Of course, he 
couldn't hire me outright without consulting with 
the head of the math program. When I talked to 
Grady, he was pleased for three reasons: 1) I had 
been through the HUB program as a student teacher 
16 years ago so I am familiar with the program; 2) 
I had been teaching at Cranbrook for 16 years so he 
knew I was a good teacher; and 3) he didn't have to 
try to find another math teacher himself. He told 
me I would have the precalculus classes—four of 
them, which 1s the full load.

Other leaders of the program with whom I have 
worked on and off for the past 16 years were de
lighted to have me back, especially since they 
wanted to use my classroom, and they said I could 
keep 1t, and teach out of 1t this summer.

So things are looking up for the summer, even 
though 1t will be tough to arrange to accomplish 
everything I want to do. I Informed Bill Washington 
up front of the days I would not be able to be 
teaching because of prior commitments, and he said 
1t would be no problem to cover the classes then. 
And the salary I would be getting would very much 
help to cover my rent for next year.

I prepared the garden for the summer. We had 
some nice days, but I was not able to take full ad
vantage of them all because of the other things I 
had to do (the play, dorm duty, other meetings). 
Still, the peas, radished and cucumbers were 1n, 
and I hoped to get the broccoli planted on the 
coming weekend.

I got a call from J1m and Susan Satterfield, who 
were handling the Hugo voting, and was told that 
once again on the Hugo Ballot for Best Fanzine. I'm 
up against Mimosa, Fosfax. F1le:770. and Trapdoor, 
the last of which I am pleased to see on the bal
lot. It will be a tough race this year, but even 1f 
I don't win. Mala and I will have good seats for 
the ceremony.

Meanwhile, I was busy reading the nominees for 
the novel category for Best Hugo, because as usual 
there have been some I didn't read when I was nom-
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fnatlng. I'm In the middle of All the Weyrs of Pern 
right now, leaving Emma Bull's Bone Dance and Mich
ael Swanwick's Stations of the Tide yet for me to 
finish. My #1 choice so far 1s still The Summer 
Queen by Joan D. V1nge.

CONTRAPTION

We went to two conventions fn May, two weekends 
1n a row. CONTRAPTION was fun 1n Its own way. I did 
have a good time, and had fun on the panels 1n 
which I participated. I think the best one was the 
panel on Asimov—Howard Devore, Buck Coulson and 
a^yself told stories about Isaac, from personal 
experiences and what we had heard from others. I 
saw Gerald BUss, and gave h1s some advice about 
schools 1n the area. F1Iking was a little slow, but 
I did not attend it as I was busy talking to oth
ers, and attending parties.

Charlie Riley and Ann Cecil were there with Glen 
Chambers and other Pittsburgh people to put on a 
party to advertise their convention CONFLUENCE. She 
(Charlie) and JoAnn Radelt surplsed JoAnn's husband 
Mitch with a birthday cake which had lots of the 
“relighting" candles on 1t, which (1f you are fami
liar with them) are very smokey. Mitch blew out the 
candles 1n front of the hotel smoke detector, and I 
saw the cloud of smoke drift Into 1t. Of course you 
know what happened. A hasty call to the front desk 
cancelled the sirens.

MARCON

MARCON was the following weekend—Memorial Week
end—and I had a wonderful time there. I saw lots 
of people I had not seen for several months, and 
attend some wonderful f1lks1nglng. Barry and Sally 
Ch11ds-Helton, Bill and Brenda Sutton, Moonwulf, 

and Joe El Us did some good-listening concerts. I 
spent several hours talking to fans, and had some 
good conversations with Kurt Erlchsen and Andrea 
Yeomans. Lea Bishop, our niece, stayed 1n our room 
with us, though we didn't see too much of her; she 
has her own friends 1n fandom now, for which we are 
quite pleased.

Mala and I had a brief but pleasant encounter 
with Orson Scott Card, the GoH. We happened to get 
on the elevator together as he was heading toward 
an autograph session, and we to a panel. He asked 
Mala 1f she would think about doing an on-11 ne col
umn of short fiction for a BBS he 1s thinking of 
starting up. I asked him to autograph The Homecom
ing then, as I would be unable to get to the auto
graph session, and he graciously did.

We did not stay for the full four days, but left 
on Sunday. On Monday we took It easy, and I worked 
1n the garden.

RAMBLINGS 40.16

For the next three days I did reviews 1n all 
classes for the Math exams on Friday. This was the 
first time 1n many years that the math department 
had their exams first. Naturally, being efficient, 
I had ny tests corrected and grades turned in by 
the next day at noon. I waited to finish and turn 
1n my comments until the following Monday.

On Sunday, May 31, I drove to Adrian, Michigan, 
to attend the graduation ceremonies of Jennifer 
Sadler. Her father, Tom, 1s a fan who puts out The 
Reluctant Famulus. I've known him and Jennifer (and 
his wife Ruth, and other daughter Julia) for sever
al years, and I was thrilled to have been invited. 
Unfortunately, the alternator chose to go bad on 
me, and I drove home (about 90 miles) on the bat
tery alone. I got as far as the main gate of Cran- 
brook when the car stalled out. My neighbors came 
by and stopped, charged the battery enough and got 
the engine started so that I could drive the car 
the rest of the way home, and put the battery char
ger on 1t. Unfortunately, the Alliance had the same 
problem. Eventually we got both cars fixed, but it 
was not cheap.

Graduation ceremonies went off on schedule. A11 
of the seniors marched 1n graduation; none were 1n 
trouble, so the faculty voted to pass them through. 
I was Invited to one graduation party, to which I 
did Indeed go. Alexandra struggled academically, 
but did her best. For someone raised 1n Columbia, 
South America (Columbian father, American mother), 
her command of English was excellent. I found out 
that her mother had been a teacher, so Alex grew up 
1n a truly bilingual household. Her writing was 
very good; she had an excellent vocabulary. Howev
er, when Alex came to Cranbrook Klngswood three 
years ago, she was overwhelmed by the Intensity of 
the program. I had her In Geometry this year, and
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she passed—not without trouble—but she ended up 
with a C for the year. Wisely, Alex decided to take 
a year off from academics and work. I think she 
will be all the better for that decision.

I will miss three young ladles who were dorm 
students: Alex, who will be living 1n Florida while 
she 1s working; Tracee, who lives 1n North Carol
ina, but will be going to Kalamazoo College 1n Mi
chigan; and Irosha, who 1s from Srl Lanka, and go
ing to Knox College. I hoped to keep 1n touch with 
them.

After the three days of meetings, I had a few 
days to myself before the pre-HUB program meetings 
started. I mostly did garden work, read more for 
the Hugo awards, and finished the paste-ups for the 
Fritz Leiber Issue (Lan’s Lantern #38). At the same 
time, I was working on LL #40, and working things 
out financially so to be able to mall out LL #36 A 
#37, then #39, all of which I had printed and star
ted handing out last year. I felt bad about being 
so far behind 1n mailing them out, so I was trying 
to catch up as quickly as I could before my rent
paying kicked 1n.

I had a visit from Andrea and J1m Yeomans. Jim, 
who 1s a runner, enjoyed the grounds as he did h1s 
usual several mile run. H1s "fandom" was running 
marathons, and he was getting in shape for the 
upcoming ones 1n the area. I took Andrea on a quick 
walking tour of many of the places around campus. 
She also runs (as well as sings beautifully) and we 
kept up a fast-paced walk around the grounds. It 
had been a long time since I could keep up my usual 
d1stance-eating walking pace with someone else.

Quite a while ago (LL #35 or #39) I mentioned 
that the Science Institute and Art Academy at Cran- 
brook Educational Community were planning to build 
a road which would give an access to the community 
from one of the main roads connecting Detroit and 
Pontiac. Construction on this started 1n May with 
the building of a new bridge. As soon as school was 
out, they started to clear for the road bed.

The residents were appalled at the amount of 
environmental damage that was done to the "nature 
preserve". Lots of mature trees were cut down and 
hills leveled. Even the small children were asking: 
"Where are the birds going to live?" It was painful 
to watch the damage, but I supposed that the people 
who made the decisions knew what was going to hap
pen. Other people I talked to just shook their 
heads and sighed. They could do nothing. One envir
onmentalist, however, said that those woods had 
needed trimming so 1t would not be as bad as 1t ap
pears when the entire construction 1s done. I would 
have to wait and see.

The first I saw of this damage was when Andrea 
and I walked along part of the area where the new 
road was going. I explained a lot about what was 
going on, and what the Science Institute hoped to 
accomplish. Yet, I am still not sure what that goal

actually 1s, since a chunk of their "nature pre
serve" 1s now destroyed.

When the Horlzons-Upward Bound program started I 
was pretty much ready. It would be six weeks of In
tense classes for inner-dty kids who really want 
to go to college. I was very apprehensive about not 
teaching from a text, but as I got Into the swing 
of things, I found 1t pretty easy. Since I taught 
for the first 4 periods, I had the afternoon (by 
the government regulations for the program I remain 
until 3:15) 1n which to prepare for the next day. 
The only really difficult thing for me was that I 
would have to monitor and umpire softball games 
for the Intramural program. The only saving grace 
of that was 1t was only once a week.

That brings'me up close to the end of June. Com
ing up are CONNUBIAL #3, INCONJUNCTION and CONFLU
ENCE, as well as work 1n the garden and continuing 
work with HUB. I have still seen lots of faculty on 
campus, and when they ask what I’m doing for the 
summer, I tell them that I’m trying to make some 
money to pay rent. I suppose that 1t comes off as a 
sarcastic remark, but they are quite understanding.

So that’s all for now, until the next Install
ment of the Hfe and times of Lan.

—25 June 92|*|
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For my friend June and me, one of the highlights 
of the 49th World Science Fiction Convention in 
Chicago was an activity to which we are relatively 
new: helping to host a theme party at this major 
convention. A group of us decided the May before 
that it would be fun to co-host a Phantom of the 
Opera party at the Worldcon in the city which was 
graced by Mark Jacoby's and Karen Cui liver's per
formances in the touring company earlier in the 
year. It was decided to hold it on Sunday evening, 
starting at 9 PM and continuing until well after 
the Hugos were awarded.

The affair was a team effort. We all contributed 
to the refreshments. Heather Nachtman from Rich
mond, VA, arranged accommodations in a suite and 
helped organized our activities. Janice Mergenhagen 
and Larry Tetewsky from Buffalo, NY, provided some 
of the party goods and expert champagne service. 
June Edwards prowled yard sales and antique shops 
to locate suitable items that could be transformed 
into props, and produced two chandeliers, several 
candelabra, and a few dozen electric candles. In
spired by the performances we've seen, she dug out 
her acrylic paints and created a portable mural of 
the boat scene, complete with candelabra to hold 
electric candles on either side. (For weeks I found 
palettes of acrylic shades in the refrigerator, 
came across brushes of all sizes soaking with the 
dishes in the sink, and found the cellar stairway 
becoming increasingly clogged with hardware and 
sections of masonite. The finished work is almost 
six feet tall and five feet wide.) The results ex
ceeded my every expectation. (She planned to have 
this work on exhibit at CONCLAVE in October, 1991.)

Gai! Lynn Gordon from Los Angeles, CA, premiered 
her attractive and professional-looking album il
lustrating the activities of the Michael Crawford 
International Fan Association. Costumers from as 
far away as Dallas, TX, (Janet Paderewski, who re
created and wore many of Christine Daae's costumes) 
as well as local costumers (including Linda Mallory 
from Chicago, Janice, Larry, June, and myself) 
helped to create the atmosphere of the mysterious 
and magical opera house.

After hours of draping, hanging decorative 
pieces and other preparations, the party turned out 
to be a great success, much to our enjoyment and 
delight. Seen in the lair that evening were Lan 
carrying his Hugo, Diana and David Stein, Salomon 
Lichtenberg, and artist David Cherry. We met sever
al Canadian fans, who appreciated the music of the 
outstanding Canadian cast recording of The Phantom 
of the Opera featuring the spectacular voices of 
Colm Wilkenson and Rebecca Caine, which we had 
playing in the background. Our thanks to all who 
participated and contributed in any way, to friends 
both old and newly-met, and to all our honored 
guests.

"There's Orlando next year—the 50th Worldcon," 
hinted Heather the following afternoon as we packed 
up our props and decorations.

Maybe we can devise more portable items of dec
oration... things that would fold up and pack in a 
large suitcase. Something like...a touring compan- 
y," I suggested.

I saw the artist look askance at the mural. Who 
knows where such creativity will lead? |*|



Lan's Lantern #40// 75



Fanomenon
Dee and Denny 
go to Worldcon

by Diana Harlan Stein
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FANOMENON DIANA STEIN
(jKat iT 1 don't in? 
Z)n Outcast? eWn?.„j
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FANOMENON DIANA STEIN

Cairn down! GJ hat makes 
think the ador'd, as 

ioe know it, is in terrible
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I agreed to publish the fanzine that won at the HARDWIRED CONFUSION 
fanzine contest. Alexander Bouchard won, and this is a reduced copy of 
his entry. It was originally done on 8S by 11 inch stock. Congratula
tions go to Alex and his zine.

HANDICAPPED 
"ACCESS"
At Chicon V, the Worldcon 

just past in Chicago, there 
were situations which should 
be recognized by upcoming 
committees, so they can be 
avoided. For the most part, 
what I saw of the convention 
went quite smoothly; there 
was, however, one notable 
exception. This was in the 
area of handicapped access.

The Handicapped Services 
Department at Chicon was 
supposed to be run by 
Electrical Eggs, an outfit 
which has a reputation for 
having done this before, for 
other cons, and was sup
posed to insure that the 
handicapped services would 
function smoothly and effi
ciently.

Unfortunately, this was not 
the case. What was reputed 
to be a method of insuring

HardwiredHardcopcj 
Spacial loaua nF ■ capua! 3007

Produced for Hardwired Confution

the access of handicapped 
people to major program 
events, and supposed to act as a 
buffer between the con mem
bers with special needs and the 
concom, instead became a fount 
of useless and inaccurate infor
mation, and a source of minimal 
help and maximal frustration.

We had made arrangements to 
rent a cane for the duration of 
the con, since we had inadver
tently left Megan’s at home. We 
were never able to get in touch 
with the person we’d talked to at 
Handicapped Services again, 
and we never got the cane. We 
also had made arrangements to 
have Megan and 1 seated in the 
handicapped section for the 
masquerade, where 1 would 
shoot video to be edited into the 
final mix of the video for sale. 
Mike, one of the Masquerade 
Security people, had everything 
set. nicely, until the stage crew 
started setting up black drapes 
and standards, blocking the view

1

of some of the handicapped 
section. Then, the person in 
charge of Handicapped Ser
vices, who reputedly hadn’t 
been seen except for one hour 
on Thursday, showed up, and 
started arbitrarily changing 
things around at the last 
minute, and (what seemed to us 
to be the height of idiocy) set
ting wheelchairs in the middle 
of a row of chairs. This is not a 
good idea; if there were a fire, 
or some sort of emergency, 
people with chairs would have 
been unable to get out of the 
ballroom. Also, a woman who 
was legally blind was seated 
four rows back from the front 
— then was moved four times 
before Megan and 1 left. This 
woman’s companions were 
hassled about sitting with her, 
also. She was extremely 
frustrated and confused at this 
treatment; so were we.

There was so much of a 
foofaraw after this woman ar
rived, and so many restrictions 
and roadblocks placed (by her) 
in the way of my filming 
anywhere but the back of the 
house, that Megan and I left. I 
was completely disgusted with 
the whole process.

Megan and I ended up watch
ing part of the masquerade on 
Hyatt in-house TV at the Ad

Astra "Slightly Higher In 
Canada" party. Even with the 
few technical glitches I spotted, 
it was a better vantage point 
than the handicapped section. 
The handicapped access seat
ing for the masquerade was 
blocked by the MC’s podium. 
This is not acceptable.

This sort of thing discouraged 
us from even trying to go see 
the Hugos. And it’s unfor
tunate — and unneccessary — 
treatment of fen who, through 
no fault of their own, are 
limited in mobility, vision, 
hearing, or bodily control.

What seems to gall me the 
most is the political backbiting 
that goes on behind the scenes. 
Exempli gratia. Person A lob
bies hard to become a depart
ment head, to have a "title", to 
have "status", and then never 
does the blinkin’ work; this 
person just shows up at con, to 
get fawned over because they 
have a "committee* badge. Or, 
Person B, who volunteers to do 
far too much, then dithers 
around, and it doesn’t get done 
until the last minute — by 
someone else. Or Person C, 
who never bothers to show up 
at meetings, can't be expected 
to do anything beforehand, but 
still wants a committee badge, 
and a tree ride.

I’ve run across too many 
people like these tn my ex
periences on concotns in the 
Detroit area. To have this sort 
of thing happen at a Worldcon 
is unconscionable.

The way people with physical 
challenges were treated by 
Handicapped Access at the 
Worldcon, at least from what I 

saw and beard, was asinine, to 
say the least There was no 
coordination of information 
on handicapped access; the 
Electrical Eggs table, in the 
lower level of the Hyatt west 
tower, would send people to 
the Handicapped Access 
counter on the banquet level 
of the east tower — which re
quired going up one level, 
through the tunnel connecting 
the two towers under Wacker 
Drive, and then down a level 
again — and then, at Hand
icapped Access, being sent to 
the other end of the counter, 
to Registration, where a sign 
promising handicapped ac
cess was; Since neither of the 
two area staffers seemed to 
know anything at all, this then 
required runners to be sent 
scurrying around, like chip
munks on diet pills, trying to 
find someone with answers, or 
even just to find answers.

Answers were, unfortunate
ly, seldom to be found.
As far as I am aware, Electri

cal Eggs is going to be han
dling handicapped access at 
Magicon in Orlando. If the 
performance level this group 
exhibited at Chicon is to be 
used as the performance 
benchmark, then 1 have 
serious reservations about 
what may happen over. Labor 
Day weekend, 1992.

n* • twang* tot toe pM. WM ahM RhMM

M*# IMi Ml MuM Rka

to CnM, rimi, aM Omri.

z.

SECOND STAR TO THE 
RIGHT, AND STRAIGHT 
ON TILL MORNING: STAR 
IREK VI AND HOOK

Less than a month after the 
shocking death of Gene Rod
denberry, the "final" film star
ring the original cast. Star 
Trek VI: The Undiscovered 
Country, premiered. Many 
reviewers have drawn on the 
parallels between the Federa- 
tion/Klingon problems and 
the United States/Soviet 
Union problems that exist in 
the "real world". Since that 
time, the breakup of the 
former Soviet Union, and the 
tentative (at this writing) for
mation of a "Slavic Common
wealth", appearing to me to 
have the characteristics of the 
thirteen original states under 
the Articles of Confederation 
(the precursor document to 
our Constitution), have made 
some of the political parallels 
obsolete. This doesn’t make 
Star Trek VI any less enter
taining; it just gives you a few 
interesting things to think 
about afterward. With the 
ship and crew (in the movie) 
just three months from retire- 
ment/decommissioning, Cap
tain Spock’s "volunteering" 
Jim Kirk and the Enterprise
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to escort the Klingon premier 
for talks was, aside from being 
typically Spock, irritatingly 
humorous. Spock’s new 
protege. Lieutenant Valeris, 
had an interesting "look", and 
some interesting character 
traits.
And, you know something? It 

was damned good to see 
Hikaru Sulu commanding his 
own ship, even if it ttas that 
flying bathtub of the Excelsior. 
(Never was overly fond of that 
ship.)
There are conspiracies 

galore, enough mystery and 
misdirection to satisfy any 
Jeremy Brett as Sherlock Hol
mes addict (such as myself), 
and a reasonably satisfactory 
conclusion. All in all, a 
worthwhile film. Not the best 
of the lot; but a close second 
to The Wrath of Khan, which 
was, incidentally, also 
directed by Nicholas Meyer.
One little bit of business I 

really liked; Spock quoting 
one of his ancestors in the film 
... I didn't know that Amanda 
Grayson, his mother, was a 
descendant of The Great 
Detective. Well, well, well.
And now, on to Hook...
If the only version of Peter 

Pan you know is from Walt 
Disney, you don’t know the 
half of it. The original books 
by J. M. Barrie were much 
richer, and darker, than Uncle 
Walt’s Technicolor toonfest. 
And now, Steven Spielberg 
has brought us an interesting 
twist on the original stories.
What do you suppose would 

happen if Peter Pan had left 
Neverland, gotten married. 

and grown up into a yup
piesomething investment 
banker who neglected bis wife 
and kids, was so analretentive 
about his job that he always 
carried a cellular phone, and 
was (ironically) afraid to fly? 
Well, Robin Williams shows 
you this person, and his 
"redemption" (for lack of a bet
ter word) back into Peter Pan, 
to do battle with Dustin Hof
fman, in a definite star turn as 
Captain James Hook, for the 
life — and quite possibly, the 
soul — of Peter’s son.
This is one of the most visual
ly thrilling movies I’ve seen 
since I sat through Apocalypse 
Now in 70mm Dolby without 
intermissions. And, contrary 
to many of the critics in mun- 
dania, I think its message — 
care not so deeply for your job 
that you lose what’s really im
portant — is worthwhile, and a 
welcome tonic after the
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ReaganBush greedfest of the 
past eleven years.
About halfway through this 

movie, Megan, my lovely wife, 
turned to me and said, "I want 
this one on video!"
I couldn’t agree more.

CHICONV 
MASQUERADE 
RESULTS
Our thanks to the NY/NJ Cos
tumers Guild (a/k/a The Sick 
Pups of Monmouth County") 
for the list.
{An asterisk* denotes a 

GLCG member.} 
WORKMANSHIP AWARDS
Judges: Jennifer Adkins, 

Robert Beech, Rob Him- 
melsbach
Beading: Kevin Duelle and the 
Mushnik Players present a 
Sing-A-Long — Kevin Duelle, 
Dana Eilers, Dave McCann 
Construction: Doctor Tachyon 
— Steve Swope 
Embroidered Beadwork: 
Fantasy Ballgown — Qi Rhody 
Fabric Painting and Applique: 
The Divine Comedy — Pierre 
E. Pettinger, Sandy Pettinger, 
Gary Anderson
Fabric Painting and Construc
tion: The Lover of Mirrors — 
Susan K. Taubeneck, Greg 
Sardo
Foam Fabrication; Kevin 
Duelle and the Mushnik 
Players present a Sing-A-Long 
— Kevin Duelle, Dana Eilers, 
Dave McCann
Foam Fabrication: The Vol
cano Cods - Krakatoa and St. 
Helens — Dave Ivey’, Claudia 
Ivey
Sequin work; My Lady



Lepidoptera — Cary A. Con
der
Sewing and Construction;
Medea — Penny Lipman 
PRESENTATION AWARDS 
Novice Division
Judges: Ann L. Chancellor, 

Peggy Kennedy, Carol Salemi 
Best Fairv Tale: Puss In Boots 
— Laura Woods
Best Fantasy: Masquerade - 
Kim Kofmel
Best Sci-Fi: Pyanfar Chanur 
and Skkukuk — Susan Eisen- 
hour, Joanne Allen
Best Recreation; Morgaine - 
Sandra Morrese
Most Humorous: Indiana 
Idaho and the Sandworm of 
Dune — Florence Achenbach, 
Missouri Smith
Rest in Class: TheSnow Queen 
— Joanne E. Brooks 
Journeyman Division
Judges:Laura Freas, Saman- 

da Jeude, Susan Ahradka 
Honorable Mention: Hobbes 
— Mark S. Simon 
Best Fantasy; The Eclipse - 

Anna Belle Gilbert, Zelda 
Gilbert
Best Sci-Fi: 1901, A Space 

Odyssey — Cynthia Holloway 
etal
Best Recreation: The Dalek 

Supreme — Bruce Mai, Tim 
Lindsey

Best Pathos: Harlequin - 
Kevin Duelle

Most Amusing; Krypton 
Caterpillar — Dana D. Eilers
Best in Class: Kevin Duelle 

and the Mushnik Players 
present a Sing-A-Long — 
Kevin Duelle, Dana Eilers, 
Dave McCann

Master Division
Judges: Forrest J. Ackerman,

David Cherry, Maurine Dor
ris
Best Fantasy: The Octopus’ 

Garden — Jacqueline M. 
Ward
Best Presentation: Treasures 
of the Earth — Aimee 
Hartlove, Julie Zetterberg, 
Kathy Sanders, Drew 
Sanders
Excellence of Design:* 
Firebird — Diane Kovalcin, 
Jim Kovalcin
Most Beautiful: Morpheus 
and Iris — Fiona Leonard, 
Phil Gilliam
Most Humorous: The Vol
cano Gods • Krakatoa and St. 
Helens — Dave Ivey*, 
Claudia Ivey
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Best in Class: The Lover of 
Mirrors — Susan K. 
Taubeneck, Greg Sardo 
CostumAPA Award
1901, A Space Odyssey — Cyn
thia Holloway et al
Judges’ Choice

The Lover of Mirrors — Susan 
K. Taubeneck, Greg Sardo 
People’s Choice
7he Octopus' Garden — Jac
queline M. Ward
The Spazzy

Mirror, Mirror Klingon — Wil
liam "Bear* Reed
Best In Show
The Octopus’ Garden — Jac
queline M. Ward



INTRODUCTORY
REMARKS

Well, here I am, after sorne- 
thing over four years of 
preparation time, misstarts, 
roadblocks, detours, 
catastrophes, and other as
sorted dalliances, delivering 
the very first issue of my baby, 
the child of my brain, into your 
hands. I have worked long and 
hard for this. I hope you enjoy 
it.

I've put a great deal of 
thought into this; 1 don’t want 
to be accused of slavishly im
itating others, such as Ian’s 
lantern. The Dillinger 
Record, or The Reluctant 
Famulus, to mention some 
zines I have read. They are all 
exemplary zines, in different 
ways. The zines reflect their 
editors; the eclecticism of 
George Laskowski, the per
sonal vision of Arthur
Hlavaty, and the ironic semi
outsider consciousness of
Tom Sadler.

I do not want to rip them 
oft; I do acknowledge them as 
worthy of being imitated. I 
feel, and this opinion has been 
corroborated by others 
Megan (my dearly beloved 
wife) and I have talked to, that 
there is room for another fan
zine in the arena. I hope you, 
as a reader, will help me 
achieve this.

The key, I think, is summed 
up in one word: focus. The 
focus will be what makes — or 
breaks — scopus:3007. A 
policy. There must be an 
awareness on my part of what 
must be done to live up to the 
policy I set; there must be an 

awareness on the part of you, 
the reader, of what this policy 
is, so you can judge whether or 
not I am living up to it

Seems fair to me.
So, to try to live up to my part 

of this implicit bargain, here is 
the statement of the editorial 
policy of this publication.

EDITORIAL POLICY OF 
SCOPUS:3007
1. If I like it. I’ll print it.
2. I am not, and will not be, 
afraid of printing controversial 
material. I want to make you 
laugh, make you cry, make you 
mad, but, above all, make you 
think.
3. If I hate it. I’ll print it.
4. I intend to publish a mix of 

everything; essays, fiction, car
toons, mediafan items, costum
ing information, reviews, 
information on special-effects 
filmmaking (something I feel is 
a necessity since the death of 
aNEMAGIC some years 
ago), humor, opinion, and 
whatever else strikes my fancy.

5. If I get it, I’ll more than like
ly print it.

There. That didn’t hurt, 
now, did it?

A bit more on the serious 
side, there are some things I 
feel need to be said, issues I 
think should be addressed — 
and aren't necessarily being 
addressed in other media I’ve 
read — fannish or mundane. I 
plan to have as much fun as 1 
can afford; that does not mean 
I will — or can — ignore things 
that cross my notice.

Rest assured, I will say (or 
write, in this case) what I think. 
And you can bet the rent 
money on it.

So, campers, this is the start 
of a (hopefully) long, wild ride. 
I hope you decide to hang 
around for a while.

If nothing else, it’s going to 
be interesting.
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Dave Ivey is a talented artist, an 
award-winning cost inner, a sculptor, 
a photographer, a cartoonist, a 
filmmaker, and the former art direc* 
tor of The Ghoul Show, Detroit and 
Cleveland-area late-night horror/SF 
movie host of (mostly) fond memory. 
He has a wife, three kids, a dog, a cat, 
a parrot, a guinea pig, a computer 
(which be doesn’t quite understand 
yet), and a sick and twisted imagina
tion. After all, the man who came up 
with such cinematic classics as King 
Croke (Parts 1, II, and HI), 
Ultragboul vs. The Abominable
Doughman, and Insomniac Theatre, 
or the costumes The Volcano Gods: 
Krakatoa and St. Helens. Death and 
Taxf t featuring the popular Black 
& Decker Digital Walch (a rotating 
buzzsaw blade), or the alien census 
taker. Eubraen Ondrudz (hint - say 
it fast) has to have a taste for the ab
surd, the offbeat, the bizarre. (And 
for BLT pizzas. But, that’s another 
story.)
I’m pleased and proud to have his art 
in my zine. Plus, he’s promised me 
lots more!

b
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Since many fans have an Interest in writing, and 
are hopeful, would-be authors, I jumped at the 
chance to present this helpful piece of advice when 
Miss Valley offered it to me.Mail-Order Mentors

by Anne M. Valley

When I first started to write a fantasy/science 
fiction novel, I knew it would be a long, hard 
road. What I didn't know was how lonely it would 
get. Since there were no SF professional writers in 
my area, I decided to get some mail-order mentors.

First, ' I read widely among living, contemporary 
authors. Then I chose writers in the genre I wanted 
to write for. I narrowed the field to a half dozen 
authors whom I most admired and wrote to them. Out 
of about eight letters, I received four personal 
responses. One was from as far away as Wicklow 
County, Ireland, and one as close to home as Minne
sota.

One SF writer from Florida has been a strong 
supporter of my writing endeavors. He letters have 
encouraged me for more than a year.

After reading Swords 8 Sorceress, Volume III, I 
contacted the publisher, DAW Books, for guidelines. 
The following year I submitted a story to this 
yearly anthology edited by Marion Zimmer Bradley. 
Although my story did not get an acceptance, Ms. 
Bradley personally critiqued it and said words to 
the effect she thought I had talent and wished me 
luck.

If you would like to get mail-order mentors, 
here are some tips that will help you to get re
sponses from professionals.

Keep your letters polite and business-like. Ex
ample:

Dear Mr. Smythe:

I recently read your novel (title), and 
really liked it. I am writing a novel, and 
reading your books inspires me to good writ
ing. I look forward to your next book.

Sincerely, 
(name)

I credit getting responses to this type of for
mat.

Be sure to type the letter or use a letter qual
ity printer. Authors don't like to decipher hand

writing or dot-matrix. Put your address on the let
ter as well as on the envelope. If they get separ
ated, you are more apt to get a reply. Always write 
in care of the publisher. Addresses are available 
from the current Writer's Market or Writer's Hand
book.

Ask legitimate questions, not personal ones. For 
example, it is acceptable to ask what a work-for- 
hire contract is. Do not ask how much money they 
make. Don't ask which publisher to send your book 
to. Authors have varied experiences with different 
editors. Author Smythe may get along with editor Z, 
but editor Z may detest the equally talented Writer 
Jones. Don't send them your unpublished manu
scripts. They are not an unpaid critiquing service. 
However, to send some published tear sheets is ac
ceptable. This will demonstrate you are a doer, not 
a dreamer.

One other good source of mail-order mentors is 
writers' conferences. Many of the teaching staff 
have PO Boxes set up for this purpose. If you do 
not have their address, you may write to them in 
care of the chairperson for the conference.

Mail-order mentors may not make or break your 
writing career, but you may find their letters man
na on the way to the promised land of publishing.
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'pulp
Book, film, tape, graphic novel, comic, theatre 
and record reviews by: Dennis K. Fischer, Lan, 
Evelyn C. Leeper, Mark R. Leeper, and Laura Todd.

BOOKS, GRAPHIC NOVELS, COMICS

Adams, Robert, Martin H. Greenberg & Pamela 
Crippen Adams...Robert Adams' Book of Alter

nate Worlds [ECL] 89
Anderson, Kevin J. S Doug Beason....The Trinity 

Paradox [Lan]
Baskin, Marg & Heather Bruton..................... Book of

Shadows #2 [Lan] ill
Bennett, Janice..................... A Timely Affair [ECL] 92
Berberlck, Nancy Varian...Shadow of the Seventh 

Moon [Lan] 112
Bisson, Terry..................................Talking Man [ECL] 99
Brock, Darryl.................If I Never Get Back [Lan] 110
Brooks, Terry................................................ Hook [Lan] 116
Card, Orson Scott...The Folk of the Fringe [LT] 101 
de Lint, Charles..............................Greenmantle [LT] 99
Douglas, Carol Nelson....Good Night, Mr. Holmes 

[ECL] 94
Foster, Alan Dean............................Cat*A*Lyst [Lan] 112
Grant, Charles....................................Fire Mask [Lan] 110
Greenberg, Martin H....The Fantastic Adventures 

of Robin Hood [ECL] 93
Goudriaan, Roelof...............The Mound and Other SF

Stories from the Low Lands [ECL] 95
Halblum, Isadore..........................Spectreworld [ECL] 90
Hoffman, Nina Kiriki...Author's Choice Monthly 

#14 [ECL] 94
Holt, Tom...............Expecting Someone Taller [ECL] 96
Hubbard, L. Ron...............Ole Doc Methuselah [Lan] 114
Kay, Susan.................................................Phantom [MRL] 106
Landis, Geoffrey A.........Myths, Legends, and True

History (Author's Choice Monthly #26) [Lan] 112
Lister, Mark........................................Trek toons [Lan] 114
Mank, Gregory Willi am..The Hollywood Hissables 

[DKF] 109
McKinley, Robin....The Outlaws of Sherwood [LT] 100
Morrow, James...........Only Begotten Daughter [ECL] 97
Murphy, Pat..................... Points of Departure [ECL] 90
Niven, Larry, Jerry Pournelle 4 Michael Flynn..

Fallen Angels [Lan] 110
Niven, Larry 4 Steven Barnes....Achilles Choice 

[Lan] 115
Peel, John A Dave Rogers.Too Many Targets [Lan] 111
Pike, Christopher.............Season of Passage [Lan] 115
Pike, Christopher................................Witch [Lan] 115
Rusch, Kristine Kathryn......The Gallery of His

Dreams [Lan] 111

Saberhagen, Fred............... A Matter of Taste [ECL] 96
Sanders, Wf 111 am................... The Wild Blue and the

Gray [ECL] 88
Schenck, Hilbert......................Chronosequence [ECL] 89
Service, Pamela F.............The Reluctant God [Lan] 113
Service, Pamela F...........Stinker from Space [Lan] 113
Service, Pamela F...........Under Alien Stars [Lan] 113
Service, Pamela F........................Vision Quest [Lan] 113
Sykes, S.C........................................ Red Genesis [ECL] 98
Turner, George...........A Pursuit of Miracles [ECL] 91 
Turner, George E.............The Cinema of Adventure,

Romance A Terror [DKF] 109
Vfnge, Joan D....................... The Summer Queen [Lan] 113
Vonnegut, Kurt................................Hocus Pocus [DKF] 108
Watson, Ian..........................Chekhov's Journey [ECL] 93
Watt-Evans, Lawrence......................Newer York [ECL] 97
Wolfe, Gene....................................Letters Home [Lan] 111
Womack, Jack............. .............................Heathern [ECL] 92

RECORDS, TAPES and SONGBOOKS

Again, Congenial Filk.......................................... [Lan] 117
Benefiche, Raoul Ignatius...........Ten Cents a Filk 

[Lan] 119
Clement, Dave.................Rambling the Galaxy [Lan] 119
Ecklar, Julia................................Walkabout [Lan] 116
EIHs, Joe......................The Synthetic Filker [Lan] 118
Longcor, Michael "Moonwulf".............Drunken Angel 

[Lan] 119
Longcor, Michael ‘‘Moonwulf..Michael Longcor...

Live! [Lan] 116
McQuillin, Cynthia...........Dreams of Fortune [Lan] 118
McQuillin, Cvnthia...Singer in the Shadow [Lan] 117

FILMS, VIDEOS and THEATRE

Dead Again.................................................................[MRL] 104
Edward Scissorhands................................................[MRL] 103
Hot Shots....................................................................[MRL] 105
Mermaids....................................................  [MRL] 104
Misery...'...................................................................[MRL] 102
Robin Hood, Prince of Thieves.............................[LT] 100
Rocketeer, The..........................................................[MRL] 102
Two Evil Eyes............................................................[MRL] 107
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Book Reviews by
Evelyn C Leeper

All reviews copyright (c) 1991/92 by Evelyn C. Leeper

THE WILD BLUE AND THE GRAY

by William Sanders 
Questar, 1991, $4.50

"The Wild Blue" in the title is “the wild blue 
yonder"; "the Gray" are the airmen of the Confedere 
States of America. Yes, it's another "What if the 
South had won the Civil War?" alternate history. 
But this one doesn't take place on the North Ameri
can continent, but instead on the European battle
fields of World War I, or rather, above them. In 
this universe the Confederate States is helping the 
Allies (Britain, France, and presumably Russia) 
fight the Central Powers (Germany and Austro-Hun- 
gary). And our main character, Amos Ninekiller, is 
on loan to the Confederate air force from the 
Cherokee Flying Corps of the Indian Nations.

The details of how the South won are left some
what hazy—the British navy came in on their side, 
but no other real information is given. Sanders in
stead sticks to telling a good World War I adven
ture story set in the universe. And a good story it 
is, with action and danger. Sanders can sescribe a 
dogfight or a battle so that you feel as if you're 
there. Perhaps he's no Humphrey Cobb or Erich Maria 
Remarque, but he does not gloss over the horrors of 
war in order to tell his story either.

By using a Cherokee as his main character, San
ders is able to show us everything from an "outsid
er's" point of view. He even manages to touch 
briefly on an issue that the United States armed 
forces in our universe didn't come to terms with 
until World War II: racial integration. (Am I read
ing too much into it to see a parallel with the 
current furor over the military's continued discri
mination against gay and lesbian soldiers? Probab
ly.)

Now, any alternate history fan knows that half 
the fun of reading an alternate history is picking 
nots. And I have some—minor ones to be sure, but 
this is part of the game. For starters, William 
Faulkner didn't change his name to Faulkner until 
1924, eight years after the story takes place. The 
character mentioned on page 130 (no fair peeking!) 
did not get involved in politics until later eith
er. And the inclusion of a madam named Rhetticia 
O'Hara whose father always said, “Frankly my dear, 
I don't give a —can only be described as a ser

ious miscalculation brought on by the author's hav
ing read too many Simon Hawke "Time Wars" books.

Sanders also uses some stock alternate history 
tricks. (This is not a complaint. Every genre has 
its conventions.) One character muses how if the 
Union had won then the current war wouldn't be in 
the mess it was (when of course the reader knows 
that it did and it was). Sanders also takes a jab 
at a decent president at the end of chapter 2 by 
describing a parallel situation in the alternate 
world, which led me to fear that every chapter 
might have a similar punch line. Luckily, they 
didn't. Consider this a hint to the beginning al
ternate history reader: check the chapter and scene 
breaks. Things that happen right before them are 
frequently meaningful parallelisms; things that 
happen right after them are usually not. For 
example, if you have an alternate World War II 
novel, at the end of a chapter you might get:

After checking in, Frank decided to drop by 
the mess to meet his shipmates. The only man 
sitting there was a young man in his twen
ties. Frank approached him. "Hi, my name's 
Frank Clark."

The man stuck out his hand. "Please to meet 
you," he said in a thick Boston accent. "I'm 
John Kennedy."

while at the beginning of a chapter the same scene 
would read:

After checking in, Frank decided to drop by 
the mess to meet his shipmates. The only man 
sitting there was a young man in his twen
ties. Frank approached him. "Hi, my name's 
Frank Clark."

The man stuck out his hand. "Please to meet 
you," he said in a thick Boston accent. "I'm 
Bill Jones."

Anyway, to get back to the work at hand, Sanders 
seems to go with the "tide of history" theory in 
that World War I in this universe is remarkably 
similar to World War I in ours, but fans of the 
"great man" theory will find him sympathetic to 
their cause as well. While I greatly enjoyed The 
Wild Blue and the Gray. Sanders does leave a couple 
of loose ends lying around (for possible sequels.
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no doubt-one is even created toward the end of the 
book) that I would have preferred to see tied up. 
Still, the book stands by itself and provides a 
thumping good read, nothing to be sneezed at today. 
Highly recommended.

Robert Adams' BOOK OF ALTERNATE WORLDS

by Robert Adams, Martin H. Greenberg, 
and Pamela Crippen Adams
Signet, 1987, $3.95

When I first looked at the table of contents of 
this book I noticed that the stories were novel
ettes or even novellas rather than the usual as
sortment of short stories. And the editors have 
managed to avoid the usual over-anthologized sto
ries for some less well-known one. In his brief in
troduction, Adams says the two are connected: the 
better alternate history stories run to longer 
lengths and hence are usually left out of antholo
gies, whose goal (it often seems) is to have the 
longest table of contents possible. The nine sto
ries here average fifty pages in length.

Murray Leinster's "The Other World" is the story 
of what might happen if the ancient Egyptian magic
ians had found a way to travel through portals to a 
parallel, uninhabited world and then sustain them
selves there by looting our own world. It's old- 
fashioned science fiction, and written with such 
vibrant images that I couldn't help but think it 
would make a great movie.

Subtitled "The Role of the Air Force Four-Door 
Hardtop," George Alec Effinger's "Target: Berlin!" 
is typically bizarre Effinger, applying what Dar
rell Schweitzer has called the "silly factor" in 
alternate histories. In this case, the silly factor 
seems to be that in this alternate world the air
craft of World War II were all modified cars: the 
Americans flew Mustangs, the Germans flew Volks
wagens, and the Japanese flew Toyotas. No, that's 
not an anachronism; World War II was delayed by 
agreement of all concerned (maybe to give them time 
to develop cruise control?). This may be some peo
ple's cup of tea, but frankly it doesn't do it for 
me.

Fritz Leiber's "Adept's Gamble" seems mostly an 
excuse to put Fafhrd and the Grey Mouser into our 
own world. After a few pages I decided I didn't 
care what world they were in or what happened to 
them. H. Beam Piper's "Last Eneny" I had read be
fore and found fairly mundane then, so did not re
read.

L. Sprague de Camp's "Aristotle and the Gun" is 
"Alternate History Plot #2A": man goes back in time 
and tries to change things for the better; things 
don't work out the way he planned. (For the curi
ous, Plot #1 is "things just turn out differently," 
and Plot #2B is that "man goes back in time and 

tries to change things for the better; things do 
work out the way he planned." Plot #2B makes for a 
fairly dull story and is not often used.) Since de 
Camp knows something about history—a requirement 
that many alternate history authors seem to over
look—the story has a very authentic feel to it and 
is one of the better ones in this anthology.

Larry Niven's "There's a Werewolf in.my Time 
Machine" is one of the many stories in which Svetz 
goes mack in time to get some historical anima! and 
ends up picking up some fantastical parallel in a 
parallel world instead. His time machine, like Dr. 
Who's TARDIS, seems to have some sort of permanent 
glitch.

Robert Silverberg's "Many Mansions" has so many 
parallel threads that it's impossible to keep track 
of them all Silverberg even uses the old hackneyed 
Plot #2C" man goes back in time, kills grandfather 
(either his own or someone elses, it doesn't seem 
to matter), and things may or may not have change. 
Silverberg, as usual, makes even this old plot new.

T.R. Fahrenbech's "Remember the Alamo!" is a 
combination of Plot #1 and Plot #2B. Normally it 
would be a strong story, but it had too much to 
compete with here. It does have the advantage of 
dealing with alternate American histories, while 
most authors in the genre still seem to prefer 
fooling around with European history.

Jerome Bixby's “One Way Street" in another com
mon plot (okay, Plot #3, if you want a number): man 
has an accident and finds himself in a world simil
ar to, but not exactly like, our own. Bixby is best 
known for his story "It's a Good Life," adapted for 
The Twilight Zone. This story will remind the read
er of another Twilight Zone story, "The Parallel."

Though not all the stories are great, the as
sortment provides something for everyone and a good 
look at some of the better alternate history sto
ries that you may have missed until now.

CHRONOSEQUENCE

by Hlibert Schenck
Tor, 1990 (1988c), $3.95

Hilbert Schenck writes about New England and the 
ocean. Most of his novels deal with these two con
nected topics. There is usually an off-shore is
land, some mysterious happenings, and an explana
tion for all of it that goes back to some strange 
force present for the last two hundred years or so. 
The only problem is that all these stories seem to 
be alike after a while.

In Chronosequence, we have the main character (a 
woman—Schenck also uses female protagonists a lot) 
buying an old New England diary at an auction in 
London. The diary recounts strange events that hap
pened during a storm off Massachusetts in the 19th 
Century. (Oh yes, Schenck also likes storms.) Then



90 //Lan's Lantern #40

someone tries to steal the book, other people try 
to finagle it from her, and a lot of other secret
agent-type stuff goes on. This part seemed to me 
largely unnecessary—there was a perfectly good 
story without it. But that story would have been 
about two hundred pages instead of three hundred, 
and rumor has it that publishers want longer books. 
(Most of Schenck's earlier novels are in the two- 
hundred page neighborhood.) Schenck does a reasona
bly good job of incorporating this material, but I 
think the novel would have been better, and more 
affecting, without it.

Schenck is not an author for everyone, but his 
approaches to love and humanity make his books 
stand out from the plethora of hardware/miHtary 
science fiction. And if New England and the ocean 
are Schenck's medium, then love and humanity are 
his message. Give Chronosequence a try. (Also re
commended are such earlier works as At the Eye of 
the Ocean.)

SPECTREWORLD

by Isadore Haibl urn 
Avon, 1991, $3.95

There is no evidence on the cover that this book 
is a sequel or part of a series, but it certainly 
reads like one. Characters are introduced as if we 
had met them before, and halfway through the novel 
a totally bizarre invention shows up which is ei
ther a very bad example of deus ex machina or some
thing from a previous novel. (I had this awful 
feeling it was the former, but actually it was the 
latter; shortly after finishing Spectreworld and a 
first draft of this review I went to CHICON V and 
ran across Interworld at a used book dealer's ta
ble. Spectreworld is the sequel to Interworld which 
is, naturally, out of print.)

The story itself is a hard-boiled detective 
yarn, though in this case the detective is actually 
the head of a robotic security force. Someone is 
attacking all the sites they guard and the robots 
turn out to be fairly useless, being mostly cowards 
who seem remarkably like Marvin of The Hitchhiker's 
Guide to the Galaxy. It turns out that this is all 
leading up to an attack from parallel universes, 
but given the bizarre Balkanization of our own into 
rival city states, this twist seem superfluous by 
the time it is introduced (along with the aforemen
tioned invention allowing travel between univers
es).

I really wanted to like this book. But the an
noying robot portrayals, combined with my having 
come into this series in the middle, prevented me.

(I would like to mention a note placed on the 
copyright page stating that if you bought this book 
without a cover, you were purchasing stolen proper
ty. Whether this will cut into coverless book sales 

remains to be seen, but at least it is informing 
more people--! hesitate to say "the average read
er"—about where coverless books come from. I have 
since seen at least one other publisher put in a 
similar notice, so this could be a new trend.)

POINTS OF DEPARTURE 

by Pat Murphy 
Bantam Spectra, 1990, $3.95

Once again I find myself recommending a Bantam 
Spectra Special Edition. (Maybe I should just save 
us all the time and recommend them en masse.) This 
collection is by Pat Murphy, author of The City, 
Not Long After, and demonstrates more of her range 
(as I suppose one would expect from a collection).

This is not to say that she doesn't revisit 
themes. Domination and escape (usually women escap
ing from men's domination) is a theme she deals 
with in at least seven of the nineteen stories: 
"Dead Men on TV"; "Women in the Trees"; "Touch of 
the Bear"; "His Vegetable Wife"; "Good-bye, Cyn
thia"; "Clay Devils"; and "Escape". With an untal- 
ented author, this could be repetitious; with Mur
phy, it is not. Each story looks at the topic from 
a different perspective and uses different tools 
(technology, nature, the supernatural) to examine 
it.
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The other stories run the gamut from time travel 
("Orange Blossom Time" and 1n a philosophical sense 
"Don't Look Back") to straight fantasy ("In the Is
lands"; "Sweetly the Waves Call to Me") to ps1 phe
nomena ("Prescience") to straight science fiction 
("On a Hot Summer Night 1n a Place Far Away"; "A 
Falling Star 1s a Rock from Outer Space"). "On the 
Dark Side of the Station Where the Train Never 
Stops" seemed almost mythic—Stapeldonlan 1s the 
word that comes to mind. Echoes of myth are also 
found 1n "Bones"—with this story I have the feel
ing that there 1s something I understand from 1t 
about "what 1t means" (a poor term), but I can't 
quite explain 1t in words. About "Rachel 1n Love" 
little need be said, as this 1s her best-known 
story.

Not everything appealed to me. I found her at
tempt at high fantasy ("With Four Lean Hounds" un
Involving, though that may reflect my general dis
interest in that sub-genre. "Recycling Strategies 
for the Inner City" also did nothing for me. "In 
the Abode of the Snows" I thought showed too much 
of Michael Moorcock's influence. I can't say more 
without giving 1t away—read the story and you'll 
get the reference. (If you don't, you need to read 
more Moorcock.)

Out of nineteen stories, only three were disap
pointing. This 1s dearly a strong recommendation— 
and Kate Wilhelm's Introduction and Murphy's own 
afterword add to the literary value. And unlike 
many collections where all the stories are readily 
available elsewhere, this has one new story ("Women 
1n the trees") and several which appeared in sourc
es you are unlikely to have ready access to, making 
1t an excellent Idea to get this volume.

A PURSUIT OF MIRACLES

by George Turner 
Aphelion, 1990, AI12.95

Question: What country has as many English 
speakers as Canada, has hosted two World Science 
Fiction Conventions, has produced one of the defin
itive reference works on science fiction, and still 
gets forgotten when people talk about science fic
tion authors? Answer: Australia. So, as you might 
expect, George Turner, an Australian science fic
tion author, Is virtually unknown 1n the United 
States. If this collection of eight stories, pub
lished by a small press 1n Adelaide, 1s any indica
tion, someone someone whould do something about 
this.

The title story, "A Pursuit of Miracles", 1s set 
1n a future mixing two classic science fiction Ide
as: "non-legals* (artlflcal humans) and telempathy. 
This Is probably the best-known story as well, as 
1t was commissioned by Terry Carr for one of the 
Universe anthologies. “Not 1n Front of the Child

ren" looks at the old adage that "death [and age] 
fs the only obscenity" through a science fictional 
approach by postulating a future society 1n which 
this 1s true. "Feedback" 1s a marvelous exercise 1n 
solipsism, as convulted as any labyrinth. "Shut the 
Door When You Go Out" 1s sort of Thomas Wolfe ("You 
can never go home again") meets Gala, but a bit 
short and Insubstantial. (Turner says 1t was done 
1n a single night. As someone else told him, 1t 
reads like 1t, but there's a place in the world for 
pieces Hke this as well.)

"On the Nursery Floor" looks at supermen. The 
influence of such works as Olaf Stapledon's Odd 
John and Philip Wylie's Gladiator seems obvious, 
and though Turner's story 1s well-written, 1t 
doesn't add anything new to this genre.

"In a Petri Dish Upstairs" is a typical space 
station rebellion story, but also a carefully drawn 
picture of the sort of Insulated (and Insular) so
ciety that could develop 1n an orbital colony. I' 
find 1t Interesting to speculate on how much Aus
tralia's own history. Isolated from much of the 
rest of the world for so long, was drawn upon for 
this story. Certainly part of what makes Turner's 
stories attractive 1s their different perspective.

"Generation Gap* (as Turner says) has been work
shopped by two different groups who couldn't agree 
on what ft was or what to do with it. I agree with 
them—there may be some valid observations on art 
and artists here, but they're burled.

"The Fittest" Is the "germ story" of Turner's 
novel The Sea and Summer, though he claims the nov
el Is not nearly as depressing as the story. (Un
doubtedly the novel is also published only in Aus
tralia, so I can't say.) It 1s technically the most 
ambitious of the stories in this volume, with mul
tiple points of view, and Turner handles them well. 
It 1s also, I think, uniquely Australian in Its 
treatment of evolution, isolation, and the connect
edness of the two.

On the whole this Is a rewarding collection. 
While perhaps not every Australian author writes 
differently from American or British authors, Turn
er does, and vive la difference!

Whether this book 1s available in the United 
States is not clear. Locus reviewed it, so I sus
pect some specialty stores would have 1t, though 
you're more likely to find it on the West Coast 
than the East (for obvious geographic reasons). In 
any case, you can write the publisher: Aphelion 
Publications, PO Box 619, North Adelaide, S.A. 5006 
AUSTRALIA. Unfortunately, they don't take credit 
cards, so send either a check in Australian pounds 
or do what I did and send cash (AS12.95 1s about 
US$10). (They say their bank can also handle checks 
in United States dollars, but over a certain amount 
there is a service charge. Personally, in the many 
years that my family has been sending mall, we've 
never had a letter lost—and this Includes thrice-
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weekly letters to various other countries. So I'm 
perfectly willing to put a $10 bill In an envelope 
with a letter and hope for the best.)

HEATHERN

by Jack Womack 
Tor, 1990, $16.95

This Is a well-written book about an unpleasant 
world and the rather unpleasant people who live In 
It. The world Is out future, or certainly a possi
ble one. Part of the same series as Ambient and 
Terraplane, this novel does explain the language 1n 
the latter that I found so annoying. Of this I had 
said 1n my review of Terraplane:

Evidently the next major resourse crisis 1s 
that all the verbs are used up and nouns and 
adjectives must serve Instead. So the charac
ters talk about how someone needs to be hos
pitalized, or how they curbsided their car. 
After a while the reader Is annoyanced by 
this, and wants to wall si am the book.

Well, it turns out this 1s not a language ar
rived at by the usual evolutionary process, but ra
ther starts out as a language of the young, "post- 
literate* crowd. As such it is more similar In ori
gin to the language of A Clockwork Orange than to a 
“natural* language. While I personally didn't enjoy 
the novel, I think those whose tastes run toward 
gritty futures would.

A TIMELY AFFAIR

by Janice Bennett
Zebra Regency Romance, 1990, $3.95

Okay, I can hear you already—when did Evelyn 
start reading romance novels, and what is this re
view doing in a science fiction publication? Well, 
it's like this....

A Timely Affair is a time travel novel. When I 
read the (favorable) review in Locus. I decided to 
give it a try. After all, science fiction is sci
ence fiction, and though the person I was with in 
the bookstore when I bought it pretended not to 
know me, I persevered. And then every time I opened 
it he had some comment to make. But I did read it, 
and here I am to tell you about it.

And right up front I'll say that this book con
stitutes my entire experience with the romance 
genre (and the Regency sub-genre in particular), so 
take my comments as coming from someone with no 
practical background. I know something about the 
genre, and understand the different time periods 
that show up in romance novels, and know that the 
infamous "woman in a long white dress fleeing from

the house across the moor with a full moon in the 
background* is found on Gothic romances rather than 
Regency ones, and that these days heroines in ro
mance novels are allowed to have sex (whereas twen
ty years ago this wasn't true, at least not until 
after they married the man in question), and so on. 
But I hadn't read any of these. (Or does Pride and 
Prejudice or Tess of the d'Ubervilles count?) Any
way, back to the matter at hand.

The novel's main character, Andrea Wells, is a 
romance novel fan in current-day Minneapolis. In 
particular, she is a fan of Regency romances. (Is 
this product placement for the Zebra line? Well, at 
least they don't have her reading spcific novels in 
their Une.) So much in love with Regency London is 
she that when she gets fed up with her over-posses
sive boyfriend, she packs up and heads off to Lon
don to visit all the places she's been reading 
about. (I can relate to this—when we went to Lon
don, Mark pointed out where Gorgo came out of the 
Thames and where they found the alien spacecraft in 
Five Million Years to Earth, and of course I visit
ed Baker Street.) While there, she sees an article 
in a tabloid about an old manor which fascinates 
her. When she goes there on a tour, she starts see
ing apparitions: ghostly servants dressed in Regen
cy costume, well-dressed nobles, etc. The current 
resident notices this and decides—on a truly flim
sy bit of plotting—that Andrea is just the person 
to go back in time to find a lost family heirloom 
that will save her from ruin. This is achieved via 
the same method used in Jack Finney's Time and A- 
gain: the time traveler places her- or himself in a 
room full of objects from the period and wills her- 
or himself back.

Well, needless to say, it works. (If it didn't, 
there wouldn't be much of a story now, would 
there?) She goes back, meets the man of her dreams, 
looks for the treasure, etc., etc. This is all 



clouded by the fact that she knows she will die in 
a fire 1n the West Tower on a certain date.

As a time travel story, this 1s pretty thin. The 
period details I assume are true to Regency romanc
es, though perhaps not to reality. The Locus re
viewer objected to the somewhat heavy-handed social 
commentary about the harsh conditions of the time. 
But 1t's a no-w1n s1tuat1on--had the author left 1t 
out, her heroine, being a modern woman who should 
know better, would appear Insensitive. But there 
are a lot of period details missing. True, people 
1n novels never seem to go to the bathroom, but 
certainly a modern-day woman sent back almost two 
hundred years could be expected to notice the dif
ferences. (For that matter, she 1s back for several 
months yet never seems to have to deal with any 
feminine hygiene issues, to put 1t as delicately as 
possible.) A book that does deal with all these 
questions, by the way, 1s The Mirror by Marlys 
M1llh1ser; readers may find 1t an Interesting com
parison. Admittedly Andrea has picked up some 
information about dress, language, etc., from her 
reading, but her ability to cope with all the 
things not mentioned 1n most romances 1s a Httle 
unrealistic.

Do I recommend this? Well, 1f you Uke both 
genres (science fiction and romance), you would 
probably Uke this book. And 1f you Uked Jack 
Finney's Time and Again, I would recommend this, 
with the disclaimer that Bennet 1s not as good a 
writer as Finney. So If you haven't read Finney, 
read that first.

CHEKHOV'S JOURNEY

by Ian Watson 
Carrol 1 A Graff, 1991 (1983c), $3.95

Ian Watson 1s not a well-known author on this 
side of the Atlantic, though he is well-respected 
in Britain. Maybe it's that his work is more subtle 
than the American public wants. (Cynics will claim 
it's because his work lacks both torrid sex scenes 
and extensive descriptions of hardware, the formwer 
being necessary for the mainstream audience and the 
latter for the technogeeks.) But h1s subject matter 
is likely to turn off the American reader before 
style even enters into it.

Consider Chekhov's Journey. Now admittedly Wat
son may achieve some accidental sales among those 
who mistake this for the latest “Star Trek" novel, 
but it won't take long for them to figure out that 
the Chekov is Anton, not Pavel, and the last name 
is Chekhov, not Chekov, and the journey is across 
Siberia, not interstellar space (though one gets 
the feeling the temperature and population density 
are not all that different). But the American pub
lic is not likely to go for a book about a Russian 
playwright.
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It turns out there is a spaceship in Chekhov's 
Journey, launched in 2090. There is also a centen
ary documentary being made in 1990 of Chekhov's 
1890 journey across Siberia. These three strands 
braid togethers along with the Tunguska meteor 
which, like many of the main characters, becomes 
"unstuck in time." Watson not only turns cause-and- 
effect on its head here: he sticks it on a merry- 
go-round.

I will admit my knowledge of Chekhov's life and 
work to be less than perfect, which meant I occa
sionally had difficulty determining where Watson 
was making changes. And his characterizations of 
the 1990 and 2090 participants suffers from h1s 
failure to predict glasnost, perestroika, and the 
general collapse of the Communist bloc. It is per
haps unfair to have expected him to do so in 1983, 
but reading about all the staunch communists (as 
well as the rebellious non-conformists) In a 
staunch Communist system no longer rings true. 
Well, think of it as an alternate universe. The 
rest of the plot is surreal enough that this won't 
be too much additional strain.

I enjoyed Chekhov's Journey, yet I hesitate to 
recommend it. It doesn't have a lot of what people 
seem to want in science fiction. But if you enjoy a 
well-crafted story, or an interesting travelogue, 
or a different perspective on a famous author, or 
just something different, try Chekhov's Journey.

THE FANTASTIC ADVENTURES OF ROBIN HOOD

Edited by Martin H. Greenberg 
Signet, 1991, $3.99

With all the fuss about Robin Hood generated now 
by the release of Robin Hood, Prince of Thieves, 
it's not surprising that an anthology of Robin Hood 
stories would be released. And just as the movie 
failed to live up to its expectations, so does the 
book.

Part of the problem may be the cover blurb which 
bills this as "Thirteen Fantastic Writers Offer 
Glimpses into Alternate Worlds." I guess alternate 
histories must be popular if that's what blurb 
writers think will sell the book, but these are not 
(with one exception) alternate history stories and 
shouldn't be billed as such. (Not to mention the 
misleading cover of Robin Hood dressed in Sherwood 
green against the New York City skyline—only two 
stories even come close to matching that cover—and 
they don't.) Mostly the stories are old ideas: Rob
in Hood's Jewish mother complaining to her mah
jongg group about her son (frankly, I thought the 
complaining Jewish mother stereotype had been laid 
to rest a while ago, but no, it's trotted out here 
in a totally inappropriate context), Robin Hood 
comes back to teach a boy how to fight off bullies, 
what appears to be a Robin Hood role-playing game
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as a security system on a computer (I swear I'm not 
making this up), and so on. And while the first 
"Huffy Birnbaum" story may have been cute, if I 
never see another one again it will be too soon (a 
shopping duel?!).

There are some acceptable stories. "One-Eyed 
King" by Nancy A. Collins features the sex and gore 
that have come to be associated with her name 
(let's hope the parents of teenagers who buy this 
don't read this one!) and is well-done, but too 
graphic for my taste. (I also found the ending un
believable, but I could be wrong.) Laura Resnick's 
"Avant Vanguard" was a lot of fun, even if some
thing similar was done a hundred years ago by S.C. 
(M.T.). (I'm trying to avoid spoilers here; if you 
read the story this will make sense.) On the other 
hand, two good stories do not an anthology make, 
and like the movie that inspired this. The Fantas
tic Adventures of Robin Hood is a big disappoint
ment.

AUTHOR'S CHOICE MONTHLY #14: Nina Kiriki Hoffman

Pulphouse, 1990, $4.95

A while ago I reviewed James Morrow's Author's 
Choice Monthly from Pulphouse; now it's Nina Kiriki 
Hoffman's. This is number fourteen in the series, 
titled Legacy of Fire (though since this appears 
only on the title page, not on the cover, you're 
better off looking by number). As with all the "Au
thor's Choice" books, the physical book itself is 
wonderful to hold: parchment-like covers, cream
colored pages that are easy on the eyes, and cover 
art by George Barr.

Hoffman writes in a literary style, with a lot 
of use of first-person narratives. This gives the 
reader a feeling of being right in the story, and 
the introductory comments on how the stories came 
to be written underscore a very persona! involve
ment on Hoffman's part as well.

The title story is about wishes, and dreams, and 
being an outsider, and choices. There is only mini
mal fantasy content (if any--whether it derives 
from the Twilight Zone episode "What you Need" is 
left for you to decide). "Drawing on the Kitchen 
Table* has no fantasy aspect, but is about art and 
using art to communicate.

"Savage Breasts," on the other hand, is fantasy, 
and wickedly funny fantasy at that. Ever on a quest 
for thematic pairings, I suggest this and Suzy 
McKee Charnas' "Boobs" as well-matched. (This topic 
provides enormous opportunity for jokes and puns. I 
will forbear.)

After the light-heartedness of "Savage Breasts," 
the depression of "Tremors" is almost too jarring. 
I also found "Tremors" too similar in theme and ex
ecution to many other stories to stand out in this 
collection. And while the following story, "Univer

sal Donor," is original, it didn't do anything for 
me. "The Black Knitting Needle" had power; however, 
it derives more from the underlying (true) story 
much more than from the telling.

"Measuring Up to Shadows* is similar to "Legacy 
of Fire" in its look at how we are affected by oth
er people's perceptions and expectations of us, but 
has a much higher fantasy content. Is that the 
shade of Robert Burns chanting.

Oh wad some power the giftie gie us
To see oursels as others see us!

"Coming Home" is a classic horror story with an 
ending you won't see coming. You think you w111, 
but trust me, you won't.

The final story, "WorK of Art," is related to 
"Drawing on the Kitchen Table" 1n that It examines 
art and its place in our lives. However, 1t tries 
to elevate art to a higher level than the average 
person perceives it. If you don't agree with this 
view, you will probably find the story annoying 
rather than moving, but you will find yourself 
thinking about 1t either way. These two stories 
emphasize what all her stories demonstrate: that 
Hoffman considers writing art rather than just a 
way to make a living.

Nina Kiriki Hoffman's work 1s hard to find. I 
discovered her 1n Weird Tales, and the stories in 
this book appeared in such magazines as Snapdragon. 
Pulphouse, and Argonaut. I find her choice of sto- 
ries--for this is "Author's Choice"--interest1ng in 
that I enjoyed other stories of hers more (e.g., 
"Rumors of Greatness," "Courting Disasters," "Lit
tle Once," and "Exact Change"), but I would still 
recommend this volume as the easiest way to get ac
quainted with a promising author.

(Your local bookstroe almost definitely won't 
carry this, and there is no ISBN, so you can order 
direct from Pulphouse Publishing, PO Box 1227, 
Eugene OR 97440 USA.)

GOOD NIGHT, MR. HOLMES

by Carole Nelson Douglas 
Tor, 1991 (1990c), $4.99

Once again we have a Holmes pastiche with Irene 
Adler. She seems to fascinate Sherlocklans, and the 
number of books containing her story after "A Scan
dal in Bohemia* is remarkable. But Douglas doesn't 
do that; she retel1s "A Scandal in Bohemia* from 
Irene's point of view.

By itself, of course, the story would be insuf
ficient for a novel. So Douglas adds some addition
al plot by making Irene an amateur slueth as well, 
and then by providing her with a Watson-Hke com
panion (Penelope Huxleigh) who serves as the narra
tor ofr most of the novel. There are a few chapters
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scatteres through the book devoted to Holmes and 
Watson, but on the whole it <s Irene's book.

Douglas has a definite feminist agenda here. 
Irene Is not the "adventuress" Doyle describes, but 
a liberated woman. She also solves a murder mys
tery, finds lost jewels, etc., etc. While I can't 
object to showing a liberated female detective in a 
story, I can ask, "Why make her Irene Adler?" Amel
ia Peabody or even the heroine of The Punjat's Ruby 
would do as well.

One major problem 1s that Douglas has by retell
ing "A Scandal 1n Bohemia" Is that the reader knows 
the ending. Only 1n the secondary plots 1s there 
any mystery, and even there not much. The lack of 
suspense, coupled with the political agenda the 
book seems to promote, detracts from the reader's 
total enjoyment.

And by choosing "A Scandal 1n Bohemia" Douglas 
has Inherited a minor problem as well. Much has 
been written about the many Inconsistencies and im
possibilities in the story as told by Watson, es
pecially 1n regard to Irene's marriage to Geoffrey 
Norton. Surely any author attempting to retell the 
story must deal with these and try to explain them 
—especially if propounding a revisionist version 
in other aspects—yet Douglas merely repeats the 
same impossible or unlikely events. (Her level of 
research in other aspects seems equally superfi
cial: she goes out of her way to describe the Old 
Jewish Cemetery in Prague and what Irene takes to 
by Rabbi Loew's crypt. There are, however, no 
crypts in the cemetery and Rabbi Loew's grave is 
marked by a very large and identifiable tombstone. 
And the typesetter misspelled "cemetery"!)

On the psoitive side, Douglas has a good style 
and is enjoyable to read. A sequel to Good Night, 
Mr. Holmes has already been written and 1s titled 
Good Morning, Irene. (I personally think Douglas 
should have gone for either Good Night, Irene or 
Irene, Good Night, but Good Night, Mr, Holmes is 
after all a direct quote from the Canon, so I sup
pose that settled that.) I am very Interested to 
see what Douglas does with what I assume is a new 
story rather than a reworking of an old. Good 
Night, Mr. Holmes is recommended with reservations.

THE MOUND AND OTHER SF STORIES FROM THE LOW LANDS

edited by Roelof Goudriaan 
Special theme issue of Shards of Babel

Babel Publications, 1990, Rijswijk, 
The Netherlands

This anthology of King Kong Award winners was 
specially translated and produced for the 48th 
World Science Fiction Convention (CONFICTION) held 
in the Hague, the Netherlands, August 23-27, 1990. 
An introduction gives a brief summary of the state 
of science fiction in the Netherlands. (Interest

ingly, though it mentions "strong American influ
ence," some of the translations follow British Eng
lish rather than American English.)

The first story is "The Winter Garden" ("De win- 
tertuin") by Paul Harland (translated by the au
thor). I cannot in fair conscience review it, how
ever, because my copy of the book fs missing pages 
17 through 20! (Odd—one normally would lose an 
entire signature, yet that is not the case here.) I 
presume that this is not true of a large number of 
copies, but if you are buying this, you might 
check. (At least the missing pages are all in one 
story, rather than spanning stories.)

"The Mound" ("De terp") by Jan Bee Landman 
(translated by the author) is a somewhat typical 
dystopian future story, not very different from 
many other similar ones. Reading it, however, I was 
struck by how like a synopsis of a half-hour tele
vision show it was. In the United States, this 
might even have been its origin; in the Netherlands 
it seems less likely.

Thomas Winter's "The Desirable Lot of the Slen
der Ones" ("Het begerswaardig lot van den ranken") 
(translated by Jan Bee Landman) bears a marked sim
ilarity in premise to such works as Frederik Pohl's 
"Midas Plague" and even David Brin’s Practice Ef
fect. But unfortunately it is written in such a way 
as to make reading it tough going. This could be 
the translation, but Landman's other translations 
don't display the problem.

"Knowfather" ("Westvader") by Gerben HellInga, 
Jr. (translated by the author) is science fiction 
adventure in the old tradition—a Golden-Age type 
tale of humans against the elements and a story of 
contact between alien races. Hellinga's characters 
are well drawn and the message, while old, is well 
delivered. (Is it just a quirk of the translation 
or does this contain an homage to a famous science 
fiction story best known for its last line?)

As with two other stories in this anthology, 
"Their Descriptive God; Softly Weeping" ("Hun de- 
scriptieve god, zacht jankend") by Jan J.B. Kuipers 
(translated by Jan Bee Landman) hearkens back to a 
classic science fiction story: in this case, Sam 
Moskowitz’s "Microcosmic God." However, Kuipers 
demonstrates a totally different style—perhaps 
Silverberg tinged with Borges.

Earlier I mentioned that some stories use Brit
ish English and some American English. This is most 
noticeable in the spelling (e.g., "color" versus 
"colour"), and checking the translators explains 
this: Landman prefers the American spellings, while 
Harland and HellInga use the British. This leads to 
a somewhat inconsistent volume, and when combined 
with typographical errors ("and" is misspelled 
twice and in tow different ways on page 62 alone!) 
and the missing pages, the result is a less than 
totally satisfying volume. And if this represents 
the best of Dutch science fiction, I have to say
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there seems to be much room for improvement.
[Disclaimer: The original Dutch may be of a 

highter literary quality than the translation. But 
I am reviewing the translation, not the original.]

EXPECTING SOMEONE TALLER 

by Tom Holt 
Ace, 1990 (1987), $3.95

I don't normally enjoy "humorous" fantasy. For 
one thing, it's usually not very humorous. But Tom 
Holt's Expecting Someone Taller is funny—funny e- 
nough that I frequently laughed out loud reading it 
(much to the distress of my spousal unit, who was 
trying to read something serious).

Holt takes as his background Richard Wagner's 
"Ring" cycle of operas. Malcolm Fisher, schlemiel 
supreme, runs over a badger one night. The badger 
is not really a badger—it is Ingolf, a Frost Giant 
who had seized the Ring and the Tarnhelm from Sieg
fried's funeral pyre. If you're not following this, 
that's okay. Malcolm didn't either, so the badger 
... excuse me, Ingolf, provides some explanation 
and Malcolm does his own research as well. (At the 
end of Malcolm's research. Holt describes his state 
as follows:

Malcolm had never been greatly inclined to 
metaphysical or religious speculations, but 
he had hoped that if there was a supreme be
ing or divine agency, ft would at least show 
the elements of logic and common sense in its 
conduct. Seemingly, not so. On the other 
hand, the revelation that the destiny of the 
world had been shaped by a bunch of verbose 
idiots went some ways towards explaining the 
problems of human existence.)

Now that Malcolm has the Ring and can rule the 
world, of course, everyone else wants ft back—gods 

valkyries, Rhinemaidens. He also needs some prac
tice to get the knack of the Tarnhelm. And through- 
outall this. Holt demonstrates a dry wit that oth
er humor writers often fall short of. My only ob
jection is the somewhat abrupt resolution, but then 
any long drawn-out serious stretch would spoil the 
comic timing. If you are a fan of Wagner's operas, 
you must read this book, but even if you've never 
heard a note. Expecting Someone Taller is highly 
recommended.

(Extra note to opera fans: Anna Russell would 
have loved it.)

A MATTER OF TASTE 

by Fred Saberhagen 
Tor, 1990, $16.95

This is the fifth of Saberhagen's "Dracula ser
ies (also known as his "Old Friends of the Family" 
series). (The first four are The Holmes-Dracula 
File [1978], An Old Friend of the Family [1979], 
Thorn [1980], and Dominion [1982].) The idea of a 
good vampire was certainly unusual when Saberhagen 
wrote the first one, but Saberhagen had already 
toyed with the concept once before. His Dracula 
Tape [1975] was a retelling of Bram Stoker's Dracu- 
la—from Dracula's point of view. For whatever rea
son (poor distribution may have contributed), that 
work vanished after a couple of years. When Saber
hagen revived the idea (so to speak), he started 
fresh, and in what was certainly a good move comp 
merci ally included Sherlock Holmes as well. (Wheth
er Saberhagen initially envisioned a new Holmes 
series rather than a vampire series is not clear.) 
This time the series persisted, at least until 
1982, when it went into hiding nad has only now 
resurfaced, almost a decade later, with A Matter of 
Taste.

Alas, the series, like the main character, may 
be getting a little long in the tooth. (Sorry, I 
couldn't resist that.) Once again, the centra! 
character is Dracula, under the name of Matthew 
Maule, still protecting the same family we first 
met in The Holmes-Dracula File. The story is really 
two interleaved stories—one of Dracula's origin 
and early life after death, and one of the present, 
where bad vampires are threatening Dracula's "neph
ew" and the latter's finacee. The origin story was 
by far the more interesting of the two, though its 
historical setting seems influenced as much by 
Chelsea Quinn Yarbro's "Saint Germaine" series and 
Les Daniel's "Sebastian" books as by the Dracula 
legend. (This is interesting, since I suspect that 
their success in the period between Saberhagen's 
fourth and fifth books may be due to a revival in 
interest in vampires caused by Saberhagen's books 
in the first place.) Even with this similarity in 
the historical story, however, I found the modern
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story more an Interruption to what I considered the 
primary story than a story In Its own right. Had 
Saberhagen published the historical story by Itself 
as a novella (or even as a short novel), the story 
would have flowed much more smoothly and achieved a 
higher level and a wider appeal. As 1t is, I can 
recommend A Matter of Taste only for fans of the 
rest of the series. (I might further note that this 
1s the first to appear in hardback, If this were a 
great book. It might be worth getting 1n hardback; 
as 1t 1s, you might as well wait for the paperback 
and have a matching set.)

NEWER YORK

Edited by Lawrence Watt-Evans 
ROC, 1991, $4.50

This original anthology of 24 stories has as its 
theme the New York of the future (though one is 
more an alternate history/crosstime story). In his 
introduction, Watt-Evans talks about the appeal New 
York has always had for science fiction writers. 
This may be true, but I would be curious to see 
what the sales figures for this in and out of New 
York are compared to a randomly chosen anthology. 
Is this perhaps the product of a bunch of New York
ers who think everyone is fascinated by New York?

With twenty-four stories one gets quite a range 
of styles, from humorous fantasy to dark horror to 
classic science fiction. In a single author collec
tion or "Year's Best" anthology this is fine, but 
here the strong stories overpower the lighter 
works. After A. J. Austin's "Another Dime, Another 
Place* (a tale about a magical bag lady), a story 
about racing pink elephants, no matter how well 
written, is going to look pale and frivolous. And 
the examination of relationships in Martha Soukup's 
"Ties" makes a brief look into a yuppie toddler's 
mind seem superficial, even if in another setting 
it might have proved amusing.

There are the usual cyberpunkish features, of 
course. There 1s the haunting ghost story "Long 
Growing Season* by Robert <1. Howe. There are a 
couple of horror stories. (One suspects some people 
say any New York story is a horror story.) And 
there is one distressingly obvious story: Warren 
Murphy and Molly Cochran's "A Nice Place to Visit.* 
(In their defense, they are promarily mystery writ
ers and may not be familiar with the Pohl and Har
rison stories this parallels, or with John Carpent
er's Escape from New York. But the editor should 
have noticed.)

On the whole this is a good anthology, and its 
size means there's probably something for every 
taste. (It helps to spread the stories out, so that 
a light story doesn't suffer by following on the 
heels of a powerful one.) But then I'm a New Yorker 
and may not be impartial. If you are not familiar 

with New York you may react to this as I would to 
an anthology of sports science fiction. Assuming 
you have some interest in the subject, try this 
book.

ONLY BEGOTTEN DAUGHTER

by James Morrow 
Ace, 1991 (cl990), $4.50

God is alive and well and living in New Jersey 
(Brigantine Point, to be precise). If that seems 
unlikely, it's because you haven't read James Mor
row's Only Begotten Daughter.

If one takes as a premise that God had a son two 
thousand years ago (and I've accepted far more 
outre ideas for the sake of a story), then Morrow's 
extrapolation makes sense. Last time a male was 
born to a female without male assistance. But God 
is an equal opportunity employer, and so this time 
a female is born to a male with female assistance. 
(Well, science helps.) The last one was Jesus 
Christ; this one is Julie Katz. The last was won
derful (according to the official version); this 
one is a regular hell-raiser (so to speak).

A modern-day (literal) daughter of God is likely 
to face some problems growing up, and Julie is no 
exception. Her life is complicated by the growing 
tide of Christian fundamentalism. In a skillful 
parody of the story of Herod's Massacre of the In
nocents, Morrow has the fundamentalists first ap
pear as they blow up a sperm bank and research cen
ter and almost destroy Julie, who is saved only be
cause her father fled with her, or rather the jar 
with her embryo, shortly before the attack. His use 
of a Saab instead of a donkey as the getaway vehi
cle is merely another nod to the 20th century.

Julie grows up, is tempted by the Devil, meets 
up with her brother (half-brother?), and through it 
all seeks for her mother. (Well, everyone makes God 
in his or her own image, right?) Her life parallels 
that of the last of God's offspring, but with a 
modern twist. Julie sees things more from a 58th 
Century perspective than from a 38th Century one, 
more from as American than an Aramaic. Through it 
all, Morrow centers on the human aspects of reli
gion. He shows us the potential for good and the 
potential for evil present in any major religious 
movement. In this, Morrow continues a theme he has 
used in previous works, notably his "Bible Stories 
for Adults."

In one way, Only Begotten Daughter is similar to 
Nikos Kazantzaki's The Last Temptation of Christ: 
it allows the child of God to be very human. Now, 
my feeling is that if the claim is that 2000 years 
ago God's sone became human to share in human suf
fering, then it is not unreasonable to give him 
human faults, frailties, and feelings. If he has no 
human feelings, then he is not really human. This
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sounds as If It could be heavy-handed and preachy 
(certainly the film version of The Last Temptation 
of Christ was), but Morrow displays a much subtler 
touch than he has 1n some of h1s previous works 
(notably This Is the Way the World Ends) and the 
result Is thought-provoking rather than authori
tarian.

Only Begotten Daughter will not appeal to people 
who either reject religion outright (though as I 
said, more far-fetched premises have been accepted 
1n science fiction and fantasy—look at all the 
gods and goddesses In The Iliad, and people still 
read that) or who take their religion so seriously 
that they allow no leeway in Its examination. (A 
third set, of course, may be those who are unfamil
iar with the story Morrow Is paralleling. In our 
ever-diversifying United States, this Is becoming a 
readership to be reckoned with.) But for the reader 
who wants to take a new look at an old legend, I 
highly recommend Only Begotten Daughter. The fact 
that writing science fiction about religion limits 
one's audience 1n ways I described means that not 
many people are doing it—more's the pity—and a- 
mong those brave souls, Morrow is one of the best.

RED GENESIS 

by S.C. Sykes 
Bantam/Spectra, 1991, $4.99

Red Genesis 1s the first of a new series from 
Bantam Spectra. My comments on this series in 
general are at the end of this review, but first I 
will discuss Red Genesis.

Red Genesis has been described as being Heln- 
leinesque, and not without reason. Sykes gives us a 
powerful business tycoon as our strong main charac
ter. Convicted of killing millions through a series 
of accidents involving toxic wastes, Graham Kuan 
Sinclair fs exiled to the Martian colonies-forever. 
Forbidden any contact with Earth, any news of 
Earth, even a watch showing Earth time, he must 
make his way without money or Inherited power or 
Influence. (Yes, the parallel to Edward Everett 
Hale's “Man Without a Country" is obvious—Sykes 
quotes Hale at the beginning of the novel.) Since 
there's never any doubt Sinclair will survive—at 
leaste not to my mind—the only question is whether 
he will remake the new world to hfs liking and con
trol it the way he did Earth, or learn a new human
ity and social conscience. With the spate of "pow
erful man suffers serious misfortune and finds 
sensitive inner self" movies this year (Regarding 
Henry. The Doctor. Doc Hollywood), this plot may 
look old, but I'm sure Red Genesis was written be
fore any of the films were made and merely reflects 
a social trend. But even with the handicap of fam
iliarity, Sykes manages to balance the libertarian 
with the socialist to achieve an ending that does

n't hand the reader a canned party Une in either 
direction. If some of the plot elements are unlike
ly, obvious, or both—well. I'm willing to forgive 
them for the sake of a good story with good charac
ters, which this Is.

Asimov's introduction about Mars reads Hke all 
his science essays over the past twenty-five years 
and Eugene Mal love's closing essay on Mars says no
thing new. Their Inclusion makes the book look as 
if it were aimed at a school audience ("Learn sci
ence through science fiction!*) and needed some ed
ucational material. But anyone who needs the mater
ial probably won’t find the story Interesting, be
cause the story assumes the reader knows something 
about Mars. (Not to mention that a package with 
such pretentions to education should not Include 
the canard about the Great Wall of China being the 
only man-made object visible with the unaided eye 
from the moon. To distinguish an object twenty feet 
wide from 240,000 miles would require the eye to 
have a resolution of 0.001 second of an arc—phys
ically impossible given the dimensions and place
ment of the retina's rods and cones. And 1f it 
could detect an object twenty feet wide and thou
sands of miles long, it could also detect 1-80, 
which is considerably wider.) It's a cute packaging 
trick, but the novel is strong enough to stand on 
its own. Red Genesis is a very promising first nov
el for Sykes and an auspicious start for "The Next 
Wave."

Bantam Spectra's "Special Editions" series seems 
to have fallen by the way side (or have been re
placed by their "Signature Editions," reprints of 
books they fee) did not get enough attention the 
first time around). This new series is "The Next 
Wave", which Bantam describes as a "dramatic new 
series of books at the cutting edge where science 
meets science fiction." Packaged by Byron Preiss 
Visual Publications, each book has an introduction 
by Isaac Asimov and a sdetlfic essay relating to 
the novel's subject matter, as well as a novel by a 
(relatively) new author. I suspect the latter is 
true because the entire work is copyrighted by By
ron Preiss Visual Publications rather than by the 
author, the essayist, and the cover artist. (Asimov
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retains the copyright on h1s Introduction—but 
then, he's Asimov.) This bothers me 1n part because 
this means the cover artist 1s uncredited Inside 
(though there 1s the signature "Jensen" on the 
cover art Itself, strangely enough with a copyright 
symbol, so who knows who does own the copyright?), 
and in part because having the novel's copyright 
assigned to Byron Prelss Visual Publications Im
plies that any financial benefit goes there as 
well. I could be wrong, and Sykes 1s entitled to 
make whatever deal she wants 1n any case, but I 
prefer to be sure the author 1s benefiting from h1s 
or her work.

None of this has anything to do with Red Gene
sis. of course, which I highly recommend.

TALKING MAN

by Terry Bisson 
Avon, 1987 (cl986), $2.95

This review may be futile: the book in question 
1s four years old and, while not out of print, not 
extremely easy to find either. But It's a good 

book, a fun book, and maybe you'll run across 1t 
someday. Who knows? Now that Bisson has won a Nebu
la and a Hugo (for "Bears Discover Fire"), they may 
even reprint 1t.

Talking Man starts out 1n Kentucky, as many of 
Bisson's works do. Bisson 1s one of the new authors 
who have discovered that the rural South makes an 
excellent setting for fantasy. If the plot of Talk
ing Man 1s a little too much Hke the plots of oth
er fantasies full of wizards and spells of unbeing 
and all that folderol, Bisson makes up for it in 
the setting. And h1s setting keeps changing. As the 
spells begin to work, things change. The Mississip
pi becomes wider, flows through a deep canyon, 
flows north. Bisson's characters deal with all this 
change using their Ingenuity, but there 1s also a 
fair amount of luck (meaning convenient auctorla! 
Intervention).

The cover, by the way, 1s reminiscent of the 
cover of Jack Womack's Terraplane! Womack 1s the 
"other* kentucky science fiction writer. It makes 
one wonder if everyone in Kentucky drives an old 
maroon car with white sidewalls and funny white 
lights around it.

Film & Book Reviews by
Laura Todd

All reviews copyright (c) 1991/92 by Laura D. Todd

GREENMANTLE 

by Charles de Lint 
Ace, 1988, $3.50

This present-day fantasy starts when a teenager 
named AH and her mother win some lottery money and 
move out to a rural area. Strange things begin to 
happen to them: mysterious music is heard in the 
forest; it has peculiar effects on those who hear 
it. A giant stag and a fox-faced gir! appear and 
disappear at odd times. Also, AH becomes friends 
with the neighbor, Tony, who happens to be a re
tired Mafia hit man in hiding from a vengeful 
branch of "the family".

The Mafia man has mended his ways and means only 
good to AH. The real villain 1s the mother's ex- 
husband, a small-time gangster who wants the lot
tery money and will stop at nothing to get it. The 
bulk of the plot centers around the struggle of AH 
and her mother to defend themselves from the greedy 
ex-husband who has teamed up with the Mafiosi to do 
them harm. The reformed ex-gangster Tony is their 

only friend, constantly helpful and supportive. The 
plot thickens when AH discovers an isolated vil
lage that's not on any of the maps. Its Inhabitants 
have lived apart for generations, cherishing their 
quasi-pagan beliefs and paying homage to Greenman
tle, the Stag god who sometimes appears as a man 
with antlers. The villagers tell her he is an embo
diment of the mystery and ecstasy that have disap
peared from our modern rational world. Soon AH and 
her mother are caught up in this mystery.

The mi an strength of this book is its character
ization of AH and her mother, resourceful and 
steely women who are not at all the usual shrinking 
heroine. Tony, too, is an interesting study of a 
man who undergoes great changes. But frankly I'm 
not sure I could buy it all: can a Mafia hitman be
come a sensitive guy? Perhaps...maybe I'm just too 
hung up on the cliches that surround this worthy 
organization.

The major weakness of this book is that 1t 
switched viewpoints and gears so many times that it 
became exhausting to read. By trying to put too 
much suspense in, the author lost an element of
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reader attention. I also found ft a jarring con
trast to try to cram a watered down Godfather plot 
into the same book with Ancient Mysteries.

There are a lot of good scenes in this book, and 
some fascinating discussion about the Old Religion 
and the ancient Horned God. But the constant 
switching of viewpoints and the inclusion of so 
many irrelevant subplots, made for distraction. I 
wish the author had steered clear of the gangster 
wars and just concentrated on evoking the grandeur 
and the mystery of Greenmantle himself.

THE OUTLAWS OF SHERWOOD

by Robin McKinley 
Ace, 1989, $3,95

This treatment of the Robin Hood legend is ra
ther understated compared with, say, the classic 
movie treatment starring Errol Flynn. Here Robin is 
not the "larger than life" figure which I had al
ways pictured him to be. He begins as an ordinary 
country youth who is outlawed through an unfortun
ate accident. His friends are the ones who come up 
with the idealistic notion of hiding out in the 
forest to fight injustice and greedy Norman over- 
lords. They need a symbol, and maybe they just want 
adventure in their dull lives, and Robin in their 
man. The author also puts forth the heretical no
tion that Robin is not "the best archer fn Eng
land". (In thfs versfon, you'11 be surprfsed to 
learn who really wfns the archery tournament fn 
Nottfngham!)

I also found ft interesting to compare this book 
with the old Howard Pyle classic Robin Hood. Pyle's 
Robin is a merry soul who loves a good fight, and 
who robs wealthy folks and invites them back to 
feast with him in Sherwood Forest. By contrast, Mc
Kinley's Robin is a relentlessly practical fellow 
who worries about latrine pits and sentries and 
avoiding discovery in his forest fastness. He lets 
poor and homeless people stay with the band, and 
sets up a support network throughout the country
side to supply these folks with jobs and liveli
hood. Which Robin was the "real" one?

McKinley's Robin Hood is not especially romantic 
or given to flamboyant feats of derring-do, but he 
is downright human. His companions are a fascinat
ing and varied lot (hint: not all of them are men). 
Allin all, this is a lively and entertaining book 
which is sure to appeal to readers of historical 
fiction. (Let me just add that it is not "fantasy": 
there is not a single spell, dragon or sorcerer in 
the whole book.)

ROBIN HOOD, PRINCE OF THIEVES

I do not usually review movies, since I am not 
much of a moviegoer. But since I am a confessed 
Robin Hood fan, I dfd make ft a pofnt to see this 
one. ANd I am now gofng to put in my two cents con- 
cernfng Prfnce of Thieves. Somebody has to say 
something nice about ft!

I went to see this film with very low expecta
tions, having just read the Time magazine review 
giving ft poor marks. Well, I was so pleasantly 
surprised I couldn't believe that were talking 
about the same movie! This film was visually spec
tacular, ft had a swift storyline, and it had me 
and my kids on the edge of our seats.

Reviewers have said that Costner was miscast as 
Robin. Allow me to defend him for a moment. It's 
true he's not as merry and quick with a snappy 
comeback as Errol Flynn. He is thoughtful and som
ber, not merry. Given the background of the story, 
I can't blame him. For starters, he has been held 
prisoner in a Saracen dungeon for several years. 
Then, practically the moment he sets foot on his 
homeland, he finds that the Sheriff has murdered 
his father and stolen his lands—and is now out for 
his blood. When he flees into Sherwood, the Sheriff 
burns peasant villages in the hopes that the vil
lagers will turn Robin in just to end the oppres
sion. If all this had happened to me, I wouldn't be 
so merry either. It's true that Costner is a subtle 
actor and not so charismatic as I always imagined 
Robin Hood to be. But he does have a sensitive face



and I can believe in his portrayal of a man who 
does not choose his role but rather is forced into 
it.

For me, the best parts of the movie were the 
scenes depicting life in Sherwood Forest. In con
trast to previous Hood movies, this film showed 
whole families living in the forest after having 
fled from the Sheriff's persecution. They built 
wonderful treehouses with walkways and rope lad
ders, and tricked their enemies with ingenious 
traps and camouflage nets. All this was a delight 
for someone like me who still has a bit of child 
left in them. It was a welcome change to see women 
and babies and young boys involved in the effort. 
These families also provided the film with some of 
its best characters. (Little John's tough, red
headed wife is one memorable lady.) The warmth of 
these characters made it all the more heartstopping 
when the Sheriff's men appeared in a surprise at
tack and set fire to the great trees in which the 
camp was built. When the survivors were sifting 
through the ashes, I was reaching for my handker
chief.

As to Robin's controversial sidekick, the Moor 
Azeem: reams have probably been written already 
concerning the liberties this character takes with 
history. This dignified Black man builds a tele
scope, performs a Caesarean section, and makes gun
powder. Now I'm aware that the Moorish/Arab civili
zation was far more advanced than that of the Euro
peans at this time, but still...this requires a big 
suspension of disbelief. Okay, 1'11 forgive a lot 
if a movie is entertaining. But the climactic res
cue scene, where several kegs of gunpowder made 
everything blow sky-high...well, that was just pure 
Hollywood.

My one really big complaint about this movie was 
its portrayal of the the Sheriff. He is an over
played, mustache-twirling cliche of a villain. 
(Funny, he was the one character Time's reviewer 
liked!) The scenes at his castle are like a corny 
horror spoof, complete with cobwebs, guttering
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torches and cringing maidens. Worst of all, his mo
ther is a caricature evil witch who performs boring 
and repulsive spells. I did not believe in this 
Sheriff as a flesh-and-b1ood human being for one 
minute.

Despite the flaws in this movie, I enjoyed it. 
It's not heavyweight, profound, or intellectual-- 
just a thoroughly fun "swashbuckler" good for an 
afternoon's escape. Certainly it was a welcome 
change from the standard Hollywood fare of car 
chases and machine guns. (I'm glad Azeem didn't in
vent a car...now that would have been too much.)

THE FOLK OF THE FRINGE 

by Orson Scott Card 
Tor, 1989, $4.95

In these four interrelated tales, America has 
fallen apart after an unspecified war or catastro
phe and the Mormons are about the only civilized 
people left. The first story, "West", describes how 
Jamie Teague, a young drifter, becomes involved 
with a group of Mormon refugees who are escaping 
from persecution and making their way to the Mormon 
state of Desert. This story explores the emotions 
of Teague and the refugees in the sensitive, in
tense way that only Card can do.

In the second story, “Salvage", a young man 
cooks up a scheme to loot the "treasure" he be
lieves lies in the old Mormon Temple, which is now 
submerged beneath the waters of the Mormon Sea. 
(The Great Salt Lake? There must have been some 
sort of climatic upheaval.)

The third story, "The Fringe", is about a crip
pled teacher and his rebellious teenage charges. It 
takes place on the frontier!and where farmers are 
laboriously attempting to reclaim land from the 
desert. Stringent planting schedules must be ad
hered to, and there is no room for disobedience, 
and the teacher knows too much.

In "Pageant Wagon", the drifter Deaver becomes 
involved with a family of traveling showpeople. A 
simple plot synopsis doesn't so it justice: this 
story explores the tangled threads of family rela
tionships, a subject which is one of Card's great
est strength.

The last story, "America", changes the venue to 
the South American jungles and shows how the son of 
a Mormon engineer comes to father the mystical In
dian Messiah Quetzalcoatl.

In all these stories. Card portrays an industri
ous, determined people struggling to reclaim the 
desert and preserve some form of civilization. But 
the background never overwhelms his complex, fasci
nating characterization. It is this characteriza
tion that has made Card one of my favorite authors. 
He never fails to fascinate and pull on your heart
strings.
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THE ROCKETEER

CAPSULE REVIEW: The 1981 graphic novel comes to the 
screen as what may be the best film ever based on a 
comic book. This is a wonderful tying together of 
historical detail in the story of a man who becomes 
a super-hero with the help of a rocket pack. Expect 
this one to run (or fly) for much of the summer. 
Rating: high +2 (on the -4 to +4 scale).

I recognize that there are some films that it is 
hard for me to be objective about and all I can do 
is state my prejudices at the beginning of my re
view. I think I was about five years old when Sat
urday morning television ran Commando Cody, Sky 
Marshall of the Universe. At five years of age I 
decided that I really liked something I later 
learned to call “science fiction" and everything I 
have every really been interested in since has been 
an outbranching from that root. For years I dreamed 
of somehow getting a rocket suit like Commando Co
dy's. Not being a graphic novel fan, I never heard 
of The Rocketeer, released ten years ago. However, 
seeing the stand-up poster for The Rocketeer sever
al months ago brought a flood of memories and I 
knew even then this was a film that I would have a 
hard time being objective about. And the film 
turned out to be much better than I expected even 
then.

The setting is 1938 Los Angeles. The title char
acter is Cliff Secord, played a bit too callow and 
pure by Bill Campbell. Secord is a flying ace who, 
through rather contrived circumstances, comes into 
possession of a stolen rocket suit designed by How
ard Hughes (played by Terry O'Quinn). Lots of peo
ple want this suit, but it is Secord who has the 
suit and who reluctantly lets it make him into a 
superhero. The main villain who wants to get his 
slimy hands on the suit is handsome film star Nev
ille Sinclair (Timothy Dalton), a character based 
on allegations that had been made about Erro! 
Flynn. The basic plot is very basic and is a nega
tive aspect of the film.

But while tha plot is pretty humdrum, much of 
the writing is not. Like David Mamet's "Water En
gine," The Rocketeer ties together many pieces of 
1930s and 1940s popular culture into a single sto
ry. For little details to throw into the story, The 
Rocketeer draws heavily on Hollywood icons, on 
then-contemporary world events, and on details of 

aviation history. Through Rick Baker's make-up we 
get one fianl film in which Rondo Hatton plays the 
heavy. There is a witty reference to the Hollywood 
sign over Hollywood. There are allusions to the 
Hindenberg, here called the Luxembourg. As a rather 
canny inside joke, a small piece of animation is 
done in the style used in Frank Capra's "Why We 
Fight" films. The joke is that Capra's animation, 
like the film The Rocketeer, was a product of 
Disney Studios. And of course there are the classic 
planes of the period, provided in part by the heavy 
involvement of Howard Hughes as a major character. 
Also we see the classic art deco and just plain 
weird Los Angeles architecture. For example, the 
Bulldog Diner is shaped like a giant bulldog. The 
flying suit itself is art deco. All these elements 
combine to make a fascinatingly detailed film that 
constantly challenges the viewer with more than 
meets the eye.

Special effects are charmingly provided by In
dustrial Light and Magic. They are generally fairly 
good with the ironic exception of the flying suit 
sequences, which are not quite visually believable 
and which would in real life rip our rocket man a- 
part with whiplash. The scripts weak points are the 
occasional lapses into self-satire, the overly com
plex interrelations of the villains, and a sequence 
in a nightclub that drags on much too long. With 
those exceptions, one has to say that The Rocketeer 
is a very nicely crafted film offering entertain
ment on many levels. This is one of those rare 
films you can truly say the whole family should en
joy. I give it a high +2.

MISERY

CAPSULE REVIEW: Rob Reiner had a real coup casting 
unknown Kathy Bates as Annie Wilks in Misery. But 
it wasn't good enough to save this from being his 
most unpleasant and least exceptional film. There 
are sparks of wit but they do not kindle much 
warmth. Rating: high 0.

Stephen King showed up as advertised at a World 
Fantasy Convention I attended in Ottawa. I have a 
review copy of Carrie I found cheap in a used book
store and I though this would be a good opportunity 
to get it autographed. I had no idea the investment 
in time it would require. The limit was three books 
per person and even with that limit King could have
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easily spent twelve hours straight just autograph
ing books for his fans. But the number was not so 
amazing as the fervor of some of his fans. Some 
fans scouted at the front of the line to find peo
ple holding fewer than three books and who could be 
coerced into getting someone else's book autograph
ed. Now recognize. King is only a reasonably compe
tent writer. But he is a celebrity and every cele
brity seems to have a cult of admirers in which a 
fair percentage carry their adulation to the point 
of being nuisances. Martin Sorsese's King of Comedy 
shows not too unrealistically the fervor of some 
fans, including King's.

That King knows the extremes of what fans will 
do and uses it as the basis of a book is hardly 
surprising. What is a little more surprising is 
that King would, knowingly or not, combine the idea 
with a plot that had previously been done on Night 
Gallery. In the “Marmalade Wine" episode a man, 
played by Robert Morse, takes refuge from a storm 
in the secluded house of a lonely surgeon, played 
by Rudy Vallee. THe surgeon seems only too pleased 
to have a guest he can care for. The visitor finds 
himself drugged and wakes to the surgeon cheerfully 
informing him, "I've taken the liberty of amputat
ing your feet. Have some oatmeal." (There are fur
ther plot parallels, but revealing them would be a 
Misery spoiler.)

Well, there you have the basic plot of Rob Rein
er's adaptation of the Stephen King novel Misery. 
James Caan plys Paul Sheldon, author of eight melo
dramatic books about a heroine named Misery. He 
mangles himself in a car accident in Colorado snow
storm and awakes to find himself in the overly lov
ing care of his self-professed "Number One Fan," 
Annie Wilks. Kathy Bates plays Nurse Wilks, who re
fuses to share her patient with any hospital and 
instead cares for him attentively in her own home. 
Wilks takes the occasion to read the eighth book 
about Misery. When the Number One Fan finds out 
Sheldon has killed off Misery, the number two real
ly hits the fan. Sheldon will be held a prisoner 
until he writes a novel resurrecting Misery. Wilks 
flashes from adulation to rage to depression. 
Bates' combination of winning child-like innocence 
and monstrous menace--perhaps not so far apart—is 
really what makes the film tick. Caan's flat per
formance goes almost unnoticed next to Bates. Rich
ard Farnsworth and Frances Sternhagen as a husband 
and wife sheriff and deputy have some chemistry but 
not enough screen time to really show it.

It seems as if every popular lead actor in Hol
lywood will eventually be cast as "the good cop" in 
an action film and every director in Hollywood will 
eventually direct a Stephen King horror film. Maybe 
it only seems that way. But Misery is certainly Rob 
Reiner's least remarkable film to date. It is hard 
to imagine that Misery is from the same director 
who has made a very distinguished set of films in

cluding The Sure Thing and The Princess Bride. 
Reiner seems to have been gambling very heavily on 
Kathy Bates' performance to set this film apart and 
make it a Reiner film. Bates was good, but not that 
good.

In the end. Misery is a very minor horror film 
not too different from Dead of Winter or several 
others. My rating would be a high 0 (on the -4 to 
+4 scale).

EDWARD SCISSORHANDS

CAPSULE REVIEW: The worlds of John Waters and Jean 
Cocteau meet in a remarkably good fantasy film from 
Tim Burton and the screenwriter he has needed all 
along, Caroline Thompson. Rating: high +2.

Tim Burton has been emblematic of what has been 
going wrong with popular films since Star Wars. 
Burton has a very strong visual sense, but a weak 
story-telling ability. His Batman had a beautiful 
vision of a dark and mordant Gotham City, but the 
story itself was weak and even then there were gaps 
in the telling. His earlier Beetlejuice had a less 
developed visual sense but even worse story-tell
ing. One moment characters would find themselves 
floating around the room or compelled to sing cal
ypso, and a moment later they would be apparently 
overlooking the incident like they would a burp. In 
both films (as well as in Pee Wee's Big Adventure) 
there are nice scenes but they are just not well 
sewn together.

My guess is that something very interesting hap
pened with Burton's Edward Scissorhands. Burton 
told his rather Oz-ian idea about a boy with scis
sors for hands to one Caroline Thompson. As she 
says,

"The minute he [told it] to me, it was so re
sonant and so powerful and such a clear ex
pression of feelings that it just set the 
whole thing off. The story is not about being 
able to touch anything, about feeling that 
everything you touch turns to tatters. It's 
about being awkward."

Remarkably, that was the story she was able to 
write and the chemistry between her story-telling 
ability and Burton's visual sense make a film 
orders of magnitude better than anything Burton has 
done without her.

Aside from some creative play in the very first 
frames of the film, the first remarkable thing a- 
bout the story is the setting. You have a John Wat
ers suburbia jammed with a Jean Cocteau fairy tale 
castle. On the hill, everything is magic and un
worldly, while the valley wallows in 20th century 
pop culture and bad taste. One day the Avon Lady 
(played by Diane West) crosses the boundary and
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drives up the hill In quest for new customers. 
There she finds the sad and lonely Edward Scissor- 
hands, a dough-cutting machine incompletely trans
formed into a real boy by a kindly old scientist
wizard. The wizard is a sort of likable Rotwang 
played by Burton's childhood idol, Vincent Price. 
Our Avon Lady brings this enchanted creature to the 
less-than-enchanting suburbia where Edward (played, 
incidentally, by rock singer Johnny Depp) attempts 
to adapt and apply his talents to modern life. Ed
ward faces a public who has a thin veneer of xeno- 
philia over a deeper core of xenophobia. Further 
complicating matters, he must face his own sexual 
repression and stigma when attracted to Kim (played 
by Winona Ryder), the pretty daughter of the Avon 
Lady.

Edward Scissorhands misses being a great fantasy 
—and I think it does miss only marginally—by 
spending too much time in the John Waters world and 
complicating the plot with Edward having an unex
plained power to unlock doors and hence being used 
in an illegal plot by Kim's boyfriend Jim. Jim is 
played by Anthony Michael Hall, and the years have 
not been kind to poor Anthony, I'm afraid. They 
have robbed him of h1s teenage ungalnllness and 
left him a rather ordinary-looking adult with 
little screen chemistry.

Edward Scissorhands still needs a little of the 
fine-tuning that could have made 1t a classic film 
of a tragic hero of the order of Phantom of the Op
era. But it works for many of the same reasons 
Phantom does, with its own tragic hero suffering 
stigma and sexual repression. I am told that Burton 
likes to work over and over again with the same ac
tors—one reason why Michael Keaton was Batman—and 
I hope he feels the same about screenwriters. I 
want to see more of what Burton and Thompson can do 
together. I really doubted that I would ever give 
any Burton film a high +2, but Burton has finally 
found the magic.

MERMAIDS

CAPSULE REVIEW: While a comedy on the surface. Mer
maids has a serious underside. Cher plays a mother 
whose irresponsible self-indulgence is destroying 
the lives of her family. Rating: low +2.

Racel Flax, (played by Cher) has not handled re
sponsibility well. On the surface she seems a lika
ble kook with some odd ways of getting through life 
with minimal commitment. When life gets too hectic 
for her, she packs up and moves on, together with 
her two daughters. What she refuses to face 1s that 
she 1s hurting everyone around her and making both 
daughters incredibly neurotic. At first the viewer 
chuckles at the odd quirks of the family, but with 
time the chuckling becomes more uneasy and we get a 
feel for the painful contortions the Flax family 1s 

being put through by their mo
ther’s willful avoidance of any 
commitment. The movie Is seen 
from 15-year-old daughter Char
lotte's point of view as she 
desperately tries to understand 
her comlng-of-age with no guid
ance whatsoever from her moth
er. (Charlotte is played by the 
ubiquitous Winona Ryder, who is 
currently in Edward Scissor
hands and Welcome Home, Roxy 
Carmichael.) Predictably she 
gets every-thing confused. One 
minute she wants to become a 
nun (though she is Jewish, she
is fixated on Catholicism), and the next she is 
praying to be raped by the 26-year-old hunk who is 
the caretaker at a nearby convent.

Mrs. Flax is having her current affair with Lou 
Landsky who owns the local shoe store "Foot Friend
ly." There are a couple of problems here, actually. 
"Foot Friendly" at least sounds like a take-off on 
the phrase "user friendly," but Mermaids is set in 
1963, before terminology like "X-friendly" was fam
iliar or perhaps even invented. The second is that 
the script apparently calls for Lou to be Jewish 
and from the Midwest and the role is something of a 
strain for actor Bob Hoskins. His character Lou re
alizes that behind all the weirdness there is a lot 
of pain in the Flax family. He wants to help but 
must tread a narrow line of helping the children 
and not scaring Rachel into "moving on."

Richard Benjamin directed, though a recent PBS 
discussion said that Cher was able to maintain much 
of the artistic control. The script's worst faults 
are its lulling the audience into believing the 
material would be light-weight, and a gratuitous 
piece of suspense toward the end that cheapens the 
effect of the film and makes it seem more manipula
tive hwere earlier it had been more sensitive.

Still, Mermaids has more to it than first meets 
the eye. I rate it a low +2.

DEAD AGAIN

CAPSULE REVIEW: Two murder mysteries tied together 
by reincarnation. A great deal of tension is creat
ed, but the solution of the mystery is not too sur
prising and an action sequence toward the end is 
just not up to the style of the rest of the film. 
There is a great product placement, however. Rat
ing: high +1.

When a Uttle-known filmmaker has a film that 
makes it really big, it is interesting to see what 
he or she does with that success. What is the next 
film like? When suddenly a filmmaker is respected 
and has a little more freedom, what does s/he do
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for an encore? A little-known George Lucas had a 
big hit with American Graffiti; his next project 
was to bring comic-book space opera in a way that 
did not suffer in the transition. That was a suc
cess. Spike Lee's first post-success project was 
the disappointing School Daze. Kenneth Branagh, the 
director and star of the very successful Henry V, 
has returned with a very stylish mystery and super
natural thriller with a dream cast. Branagh stars 
with his somewhat less well known wife, Emma Thomp
son. But also on hand in smaller roles are Derek 
Jacobi, Andy Garcia, Robin Williams, and European 
actress Hanna Schygulla (of The Marriage of Maria 
Braun and Berlin Alexanderplatz). This is an oddly 
matched collection of actors and the screenplay 
hardly gives them all a chance to make contribu
tions commensurate with their talents.

A nameless, voiceless woman (played by Thompson) 
shows up at a church school. She has been given 
sanctuary for a few days, but when she starts hav
ing screaming nightmares, the school asks a detec
tive who is a former strudent (played by Branagh) 
to find out who the woman really is. The search is 
heading nowhere when Franklyn Madson shows up. Mad
son (played by Jacobi) is a furniture dealer with a 
talent for hypnotism. He offers his services to put 
the mystery woman in a trance and help her remember 
her previous life. And what she remembers is indeed 
a previous life, a life in which she was someone 
else. It was a life that concluded in a famous mur
der case of 1949. What is more, there are indica
tions that her detective friend may be a reincarna
tion of someone who was also involved in the same 
murder. In the past lives a composer and his wife 
(also played by Branagh and Thompson) who have mar
riage problems that end in the wife murdered and 
the husband executed. At this point, the uncertain
ties begin to pile up. The reincarnation may or may 
not be authentic. Roman Strauss, the composer, may 
or may not have been the murdered. And, most dis
turbing, the events may or may not be fated to hap
pen again, or perhaps the murder will go in the 
other direction as a sort of karmic revenge. The 
film has a complex plot and leaves unanswered the 
biggest question: does the film really make sense 
or not? Does the ending really explain all we have 
seen? Like Jacob's Ladder, most of what you can get 
out of the film you get thinking about it after
wards.

The photography is stylishly done, particularly 
the scenes set in 1949. They are done in mono
chrome, but the blacks and whites are just slightly 
tinted. At least that is the style element easy to 
identify.And the credits intercut with newspaper 
clippings about the murder opens the film with a 
fee! almost like that of Murder on the Orient Ex
press.

Oh, one more thing. The best touch in this film 
is the product placement. This film does have a 

product placement. And as it happens it is the best 
product placement you will see in a film this year. 
It kind of makes up for all the bad product place
ments we have had this summer.

Overall the production values and the acting are 
better than the story. And the story is better than 
it seems at the end of the film. I would still give 
Dead Again only a high +1. With this cast it should 
have been better.

HOT SHOTS

CAPSULE REVIEW: Jim Abrahams, without the assist
ance of the Zucker Brothers, manages to recapture 
the spirit of the classic Z.A.Z. comedies with a- 
bout a gross of bad jokes, a gross of good jokes, a 
half dozen very funny gags, and maybe two or three 
dozen in-joke film allusions. What Naked Gun 2% 
should have done to police action films, Hot Shots 
does to military flying films. Not one cliche re
mains intact when Abrahams is done. Rating: low +2.

Earlier this summer, and with much fanfare, we 
saw Naked Gun 2^ directed by Jerry Zucker of the 
famous team of David Zucker, Jim Abrahams, and Jer
ry Zucker, who made Kentucky Fried Movie, Top Se
cret! , Airplane!. television's Police Squad!, and 
Naked Gun. And at that point I said that a film was 
just not as funny if it did not have all three fun
ny men doing the writing. As far as I am concerned. 
Naked Gun 2S just did not click. Now Jim Abrahams 
has his own attempt at an Airplane! style film with 
Hot Shots. And guess what? Abrahams, operating 
without the other two, really can capture the manic 
style of Airplane!. Hot Shots must average at least 
three jokes a minute and probably more. Maybe one 
in six is genuinely funny and at least half are 
enjoyably witty. The movie is 85 minutes long. You 
can do the math yourself and figure that Hot Shots 
is a very funny movie.

This time around Abrahams is trashing another 
breed of flying film, the military flying film. Top 
Gun. Flight of the Intruder, An Officer and a Gen
tleman, Memphis Belle, and probably many others 
provide a mother-lode of cliches for Hot Shots to 
mine. But those are just the beginning. There must 
be thirty film references for films outside the 
military flight genre. Charlie Sheen plays Topper 
Harley, a second-generation hot-shot pilot who 
wants to recover the name his father soiled. Carey 
Elwes (formerly of The Princess Bride) plays Kent 
Gregory, who has a vendetta to settle against Har
ley. Valeria Golino (formerly of Pee-Wee's Big-Top) 
plays Ramada Johnson, Navy psychiatrist and occa
sional night club singer, who provides the love 
interest, and who, in a remarkable scene with Sheen 
really sizzles. Even telling the names of most of 
the other characters would be giving away some of 
the gags of the film, not that Hot Shots could not
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spare them.
The film culminates in an air attack on a cer

tain unnamed Middle East country. Considering that 
the flight sequences are basically throwaway, they 
are surprisingly convincing. While occasional model 
work is obvious, at least some of the scenes really 
seem to show some impressive flying. Even where mo
del work is good, it is surprisingly good, no doubt 
by reaping effects technology as well as cliches 
from supposedly more serious flying films.

If you like Z.A.Z films, but were disappointed 
by Naked Gun 2k, this may be the film you were 
looking for. I rate Hot Shots a low +2.

PHANTOM

by Susan Kay
Delacorte Press, 1991, $19.95

It seems to say that the writing of a particular 
work of fiction was inevitable. But Phantom is a 
novel I really had expected to be written sooner or 
later, and while my fiction writing is probably not 
up to it, I had wistfully thought on occasion of 
writing the story myself. I had even gone so far as 
to compose, in my mind, several scenes that might 
appear in the novel. If Susan Kay and I both 
thought of writing the same novel, then very likely 
there were others. So what's the novel?

When Gaston Leroux wrote the book, The Phantom 
of the Opera, he had in mind several details of a 
life history of the mysterious Erik. The story re
quires Erik to be nothing short of a genius, with 
many diverse talents that it seems unlikely that a 
single person could possess. So when the main ac
tion of the novel is over, Leroux gives the reader 
(in an epilogue) a very short account of Erik's 
life. These five paragraphs are, effectively, a 
ready-made outline for a separate novel telling the 
story of the life of Erik, the Phantom. It must 
have occurred to many an aspiring author to flesh 
out this outline. That is particularly true now 
that this novel—once hard to find—is in print 
from several different publishers. And, of course, 
there is a ready market for a novel that tells us a 
little bit more about Erik, due to the popularity 
of the stage play and the numbers of people fascin
ated with the figure of Erik (as I have been since 
many years before Andrew Lloyd Webber thought of 
doing his play).

The following will tell something of the plot of 
Phantom, but no more than the reader will already 
know <f he or she has already read the original 
Phantom of the Opera. And it is my strong recommen
dation that the reader not start this book without 
having read the original novel by Leroux. Leroux 
creates the magic; Kay explains it. Reading the 
novels in the wrong order damages the enjoyment of 
each.

Kay's approach is to break Erik's life into sev
en periods, each seen from the point of view of a 
character of the story. This is a little disappoin
ting in that the story of Erik's earliest days is 
told by Erik's vain and selfish mother. It is one 
period when we really want ot get inside Erik's 
head and find out what he is thinking. But Kay de
nies us that pleasure. We do see the development of 
the boy-Erik and he is recognizably the Erik of the 
Opera. We also learn of his cruel treatment due to 
his disfigurement and the seeds of a perfectly nat
ural misanthropy. If anything, Kay makes Erik un
realistically too much like the adult we know from 
Leroux. Many of his childish andry pranks from this 
period foreshadow similar actions in the Leroux.

We next see Erik through his own eyes, on the 
road and held in captivity by gypsies who exhibit 
him first for his horrendous ugliness, then for his 
talents as a singer. After that a great Italian ar
chitect tells us the tragedy of his three years 
working with a brilliant adolescnet who wore a mask 
and already had the intellect of a superlative 
genius.

A longer section is narrated by Nadir the Per
sian, who was dispatched to bring Erik to the court 
of Shah-in-Shah of Persia. The two become close 
friends and Nadir tells us of the court intrigues 
that first entangle Erik and which then he masters. 
Erik is finally able to give his anger at humanity 
full freedom to express itself.

Erik then tells the reader of his return to 
France where, like the Count of Monte Cristo, he 
exercises his new wealth and power, manipulating e- 
vents to allow him secretly to be the true designer 
of the Paris Opera House. And he designs it not 
just to be a superior opera house, but also as the 
intricate and deceptive home of which only he can 
be the master, a house in which he can move unseen 
under the floors and in the walls. As a climax, we 
get to the main body of the story Leroux, here re
told alternately by Erik and Christine. Finally 
Raoul completes the story with what is a disppoint- 
ing cliched ending.

The very first thing that impressed me about 
Phantom is Kay's writing style. Her prose is clear, 
dean, and unaffected. If that sounds like a faint 
piece of praise, it most certainly is not. I find 
very few writers have a prose style so clear that 
when I get to the bottom of a page I know exactly 
what happened on that page. Clear writing is no 
small feat and Kay's prose is refreshingly clear.

To my tatse, however, her style is a little too 
soft-fxused, a little too overly romanticized. We 
know that Erik has become hard and cruel. In Persia 
he turns his genius to creative means of torture of 
prisoners of the Shah-in-Shah. We know that this is 
happening, but Kay shows us very little of Erik's 
amoral cruelty. We are spared all but tiny glimpses 
of this important facet of Erik's personality. Kay



Lan's Lantern #40// 107

is taking a safe route, not wishing to alienate 
more sensitive readers and following a somewhat 
lighter interpretation, much as Andrew Lloyd Webber 
did. Presumably most of her readers will know the 
Webber version and perhaps one or two of the many 
film versions. The Kay depiction of Chistine Daae 
is a bit more sympathetic than the Leroux Chris
tine. The original tells us just enough to assume 
that Christine is, to put it bluntly, not very in
telligent. She seems much too easily duped into 
believing literally that an angel of music has come 
from Heaven to tutor her. Somehow, because she can 
present more her point of view in Kay's novel, she 
comes off as a bit more intelligent. Curiously, Kay 
uses a touch to bring out Erik's character that I 
would have also used had I written the novel. Erik 
recognizes that spiders are beneficial creatures 
that happen to be repulsive to humans by nature. He 
is angered when Christine shows indifference to the 
killing of spiders. Erik sees his condition and the 
spiders' condition as related. Both are hated out 
of prejudice against their unaesthetic appearance.

I have claimed in a previous article that Leroux 
intended Erik to have a universal intellect like 
Goethe's hidden behind the horrible face. A friend 
who also liked the book thought that interpretation 
was not really in Leroux's novel. I still contend 
that it is, and in the same five paragraphs on 
which Kay based her novel. But Kay goes much fur
ther than I did, making Erik not just a good archi
tect, not just a good singer, but the best in all 
Europe and while he is still no more than fifteen. 
Her fervent adulation of Erik is reminiscent of 
Franz Liebkin in The Producers waxing enthusiastic 
about what a great houespainter Hitler was. Kay 
does not want us to think that there was any talent 
that Erik was merely good at without being brilli
ant.

Phantom is certainly a novel I wanted to see 
written, but in some ways it is not such a good 
idea. As I said before, there is magic missing from 
the more recent book. The Leroux story has the ele
ment of surprise, for example, when Erik turns out 
to have command of the Punjab lasso. In the Kay 
book the reader knows fairly well what Erik's 
talents are at each point in time and where Erik 
got each of these talents. The mystery is gone from 
the character and the events of the Leroux novel 
are just a humdrum extension of what has gone on 
before. When Erik kills with the lasso, it comes as 
no surprise. While there is some excitement seeing 
the pieces of the famous story fall into place, 
when Kay gets around to telling that story, the 
Paris Opera House events come as just one more 
chapter from Erik's life.

Incidentally, Kay pulls all the right elements 
into place so that the Leroux story can proceed ex
actly as he wrote it, and then she modifies the or
iginal story. For reasons beyond my understanding. 

she changes events around. Her version is only mod
erately faithful to the original version. She elim
inates retelling part of the story and that is 
fine, considering how it is being told, but then 
she moves the chandelier sequence to just before 
Raoul and the Persian go together to the cellars. I 
did not compare side-by-side, but I think the death 
of Joseph Buquet and the scene of La Carlotta 
croaking like a frog were also not at the proper 
places in the story. Major events of the story oc
cur out of sequence. With the dramatic versions on 
film and on the stage you are grateful if all these 
events are present anywhere, but Kay should have 
better control. These may seem small matters to 
most, but as a longtime fan of Leroux's novel I see 
any divergence from complete consistency with the 
original as Kay's breaking faith with her stated 
purpose.

This one problem, together with turning Erik 
into a super-genius of incredible magnitude, is the 
biggest weakness in Kay's book. Its strength is to 
flesh out the character and give him a life that 
extends beyond the pages of Leroux's book. That is 
a feat that has been attempted in films before and 
never with very good results. Kay does manage it in 
the book at the same time she is giving us a fairly 
good read.

TWO EVIL EYES

CAPSULE REVIEW: Two famous directors tell two sto
ries that are said to be based on Edgar Allan Poe 
stories. Poe would not have recognized the stories 
and certainly would not have liked them. If you 
want to see it, do so quickly. It will disappear 
soon. And that's just fine. Rating: -1.

Poor Edgar Allan Poe. For the longest time he 
has been the acknowledged master of the horror sto
ry. How often have films claimed to be his stories, 
yet I can honestly say that I cannot think of a 
single film that was a faithful adaptation of a Poe 
story. Roger Corman came a little closer than usual 
in a 1961 quickie called Tales of Terror in which 
Richard Matheson adapted three stories: "Morelia", 
"The Black Cat", and "Facts in the Case of M. Val
demar." "The Black Cat" had "The Cask of Amontilla
do" mixed in, but it was clear that Matheson had at 
least read the Poe. Now two of these stories have 
been re-done in Two Evil Eyes.

Two,Evil Eyes is not so much an anthology film 
as two one-hour films, each possibly made for ca
ble, stitched together to make a feature film. In 
each case the films borrow from Poe—or from other 
Poe films—but these can hardly be said to be adap
tations. Both are updated to the present, since as 
long as the writers are inventing they might as 
well save money doing it. George Romero wrote and 
directed "Facts in the Case of M. Valdemar"; Dario
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Argento wrote and directed "The Black Cat".
In “Valdemar" Poe told the story of a man who 

dies while under hypnotic trance and, though the 
body is dead, the trance remains, so the body has 
become a sort of obedient zombie. This telling 
throws in an unfaithful wife (played by Adrienne 
Barbeau, of course) impatient for her husband to 
die. In her scheme to inherit hubby's fortune, she 
has a doctor hypnotize her husband. When the hus
band dies she pops him in the deep freeze, not 
knowing that while the body is dead, the mind is 
still alive and still in a trance. The story gets 
muddled with doorways to other worlds and omnipre
sent gore, both of which would have surprised and 
shocked Poe.

Dario Argento's "Black Cat" is a long, complica

ted, uninvolving bore. But then rare is the Argento 
film that is not a long, complicated, uninvolving 
bore. Harvey Keitel plays an art photographer who 
likes to get scenes of urban violence. As comes as 
no surprise to anyone, this guy is also pretty much 
a twisted cookie. He drinks too much and abuses his 
live-in girlfriend, an irritating violinist. The 
friend adopts a stray black cat who runs around the 
house acting more like a puma than a house cat. The 
piece drags incredibly and, while the story is not 
entirely predictable, the twists do not seem to be 
to any valuable purpose. There is a lot of blood 
spilt, but other than that there isn't much to 
laugh at at all.

Two Evil Eyes is two wasted hours. My rating is 
a -1.

Book Reviews by All reviews copyright (c) 1992 by Dennis K. Fischer

tennis FiSclter*
HOCUS POCUS

by Kurt Vonnegut 
Berkley, 1991, $21.95/5.95

There is a phenomenon which I call the "Dylan 
Syndrome* which occurs when an artist achieves a 
certain level of stagnation. During the mid-60s, 
Bob Dylan could and did justify the claim that he 
had killed the Tin Pan Alley school of songwriting, 
noted predominantly for producing love songs of the 
moon, June, spoon type. Dylan's innovative folk and 
rock albums were lyrically challenging in an excit
ing new way, and each album seemed better than the 
last until he reached a pinnicle with Blonde on 
Blonde and then took a break. From the 70s on, ev
ery new Dylan album was greeted by critics with 
huzzahs that it was his best since those incredibly 
influential 60s albums, and to a one, each proved 
not to be of the same caliber of work.

Another pop icon suffering from the Dylan Syn
drome is Kurt Vonnegut. Vonnegut is closely associ
ated with the 60s, the last great decade when Amer
ica was more a nation of readers than viewers, 
where if you were on a college campus, it was de 
rigueur to have read Tolkien's Lord of the Rings 
trilogy and Vonnegut's Cat's Cradle and Slaughter
house-5. Culture is composed of what we share in 
common--science fiction fans share a large body of 
literature in common and serve as background for 
that particular subculture—and just as color tele
vision was appearing on the horizon, enough people 
shared a love of the written word to have that in 
common.

Starting with Breakfast of Champions, as a new 
Vonnegut book, naturally a best seller, the quality 
of his work fell off dramatically, reaching an all- 
time low with Slapstick. Since then, each new work 
is greeted as the best since his 60s work. The lat
est of these is Hocus Pocus.

Hocus Pocus does show that Vonnegut still has 
some of that old black magic in him, but it is ex
ceedingly fragmented rather than a sustained piece 
of work. There are bits and pieces that dazzle and 
Vonnegut still writes in that simplistic fashion 
that he designed to appeal to a nation of college 
students whose lips move when they read, keeping 
the sentences short and the thoughts in simple, 
easy to digest form. Like Mark Twain, Vonnegut's 
work blends cynicism and optimism, appearing hiply 
aware but hopeful, with an attitude of bleak resig
nation toward the vagaries of fate. One of Vonne
gut's appealing aspects is his child-like demeanor 
where he innocently (but oh-so-knowingly) asks the 
questions that others have not thought to ask: Is 
there really a fate worse than death? What is the 
worst that the communists could do, and does that 
justify our actions? Do ends justify the means?

Hocus Pocus is composed of various scraps of pa
per written by' Eugene Debs Hartk’e, a West Point 
graduate and Vietnam Vet who, in the year 2001, a- 
waits a trial for a crime he did not commit. While 
piecing together his story, the reader gets Vonne
gut's views of what life is like now in these Unit
ed States.

What emerges is a portrait of a country where 
foreign companies have purchased most of our as
sets, and where unemployment and a lack of educa-
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t1on create enforced segregation, and where the War 
on Drugs has escalated Into full-time military sta
tus. One of the Ironies Vonnegut keeps working 1s 
that Hartke was once a professor at Tarkington Col
lege, which was turned Into a prison sometime after 
he was ffred from Its staff (for fooling around and 
poUtlally Incorrect thinking) where he 1s now In
carcerated, underscoring that with America's mixed- 
up soda! priorities, jails are more Important than 
schools.

Vonnegut sees that America 1s materially very 
different than before, and so he asks: 1f we still 
have our land, our farms, our factories, our money, 
why 1s the economy so bad? He proposes an epitaph 
for the country which would read: "WE COULD HAVE 
SAVED IT, BUT WE WERE TOO DOGGONE CHEAP." He muses 
over the Irony that the defenders of the Alamo, 
hailed in most American histories as "freedom 
fighters", wanted to secede from Mexico because the 
Mexicans had outlawed slavery.

Vonnegut's best recent work has been his non
fiction essays. Hocus Pocus works on deconstructing 
Itself as ft goes along and never achieves anything 
Hke a narrative drive. Most of Vonnegut's work 
uses distancing techniques to stop and examine the 
Inexplicable behavior of the human animal. In this 
case, 1t may not make for a satisfying story, but 
1t Is 11ke an ear of corn with many golden nuggets 
of food for thought to nibble and digest.

THE CINEMA OF ADVENTURE, ROMANCE 4 TERROR

edited by George E. Turner 
ASC Press, 1991, $35.00

Here Is a real treasure trove for old film 
buffs. American Cinematographer, while under the 
editorship of George E. Turner who recently re
tired, has been running a series of articles that 
give fascinating and detailed retrospectives of 
classic films from the past. The best of these have 
been gathered together now in one convenient and 
lavish volume, and the articles are from such top 
cinema historians as Rudy Behlmer, Scott MacQueen, 
Paul Mandell, George Mitchell, Michael H. Price and 
Turner himself.

The films covered include the silent, Lon Chaney 
Hunchback of Notre Dame, the story behind Roland 
West's The Bat, which in 1930 was one of the first 
70mm films ever shot, a format which was subse
quently abandoned for 20+ years; the difficulties 
of bringing All Quiet on the Western Front to the 
screen; coverage of the English-language and Span
ish-1 anguage versions of Dracula released 1n 1931; 
a look at the Tarzan series at MGM; a look at Wil
lis (King Kong) O'Brien's famous lost project Crea
tion; details on the making of Frankenstein. The 
Black Cat. White Zombie. The Monkey's Paw. Most 
Dangerous Game. Flash Gordon, Gunga Din. Laura. Out 

of the Past. Night of the Monster. Simply put, many 
of the finest and most popular films ever made. Be
cause this book 1s put out by the American Society 
of Cinematographers, most of the emphasis 1s on how 
these movies were filmed, but in these well-written 
essays there are plenty of tidbits to delight even 
the most casual film fan and all the black-and- 
white photos are exquisitely reproduced. This book 
1s a must for any dedicated film buff.

THE HOLLYWOOD HISSABLES 

by Gregory WHHam Mank 
Scarecrow Press, 1992, $50.00

These days In Hollywood, actors will do anything 
to get out of tel Ung people that they are playing 
a heavy, 1n other words a villain. A Glenn Close or 
a Rebecca De Mornay will tell you that they didn't 
see the characters they played 1n (respectively) 
Fatal Attraction and Hand that Rocks the Cradle as 
villains but as people wronged who felt they were 
perfectly justified in their excesses. It seem that 
almost no one these days wants to play a bad guy.

But that wasn't always the case, and Gregory 
Mank has produced a well-researched look at the ca
reers of 9 of the greatest bad guys and one woman 
that Hollywood ever blessed us with. These actors 
have lent their talents to films both good and bad, 
great and small. They have shone 1n some classics 
and have made some potboilers passable entertain
ment.

The people covered include the suave Lionel At- 
wfll, whose career was brought down by a perjury 
case over a sex scandal emanating from one of h1s 
wild parties; John Carradine, who would literally 
take anything In a career that spanned from 1930 to 
1988, appearing 1n hundreds of films and television 
productions; Lon Chaney, Jr., the underrated alco
holic actor who brought to life The Wolf Man and 
Lenny 1n Of Mice and Men; Laird Cregar, a brilliant 
but overweight actor who died in his 20s by trying 
to diet himself Into the dimensions of a leading 
man; Brian Donlevy, another alcoholic who was 
everything from Sgt Markham 1n Beau Geste to Prof. 
Quatermass; Claude Rains, whose memorable perform
ances 1n Mr. Smith Goes to Washington and Casablan
ca are two of the finest 1n American film history; 
Basil Rathbone, the South African actor typecast as 
Sherlock Holmes and mad doctors; George Sanders, 
the original Hollywood cad. the ultimate critic 1n 
A11 About Eve who committed suicide because he was 
"bored"; and Gale Sondergaard, the exotic beauty 
whose great films Include The Cat and the Canary. 
The Blue Bird. Mark of Zorro. The Letter, and who 
1s well-known for portraying the Spider Woman and 
for being blacklisted for 20 years.

An Incredible cast of characters, great anec
dotes, this 1s a fun and Informative book.
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Film Tape & Book Reviews by Lan
If I Never Get Back 

by Darryl Brock 
Ballantine, 1991 (1989), $5.95

Samuel Clemens Fowler, a news reporter for the 
San Francisco Chronicle who is suffering from the 
effects of a divorce, seminal alcoholism and his 
father's death, gets on a train in 1989 headed from 
Cleveland back to San Francisco. He steps off at a 
stop and ends up in 1869. The train he catches then 
is occupied by the Cincinnati Red Stockings, base
ball's first professional team. He travels with the 
team for. the season across the post-Civil War 
north, occasionally playing with them ballists, 
getting involved in various money-making schemes, 
meeting his namesake (better known as Mark Twain), 
finding his ancestors, and nearly geting himself 
killed in a game of international intrigue.

Brock has done his research well. He re-creates 
the 19th century convincingly, both with the ori
ginal rules of baseball (very much different from 
the familiar ones today), and the countryside of 
the changing "Wild West" where indians still roamed 
and General Custer had not yet met his defeat. It's 
a time-travel story which takes the reader to a 
familiar, but almost alien, world. Although I am 
not a sports fan, I was still intrigued by the sto
ry, and found it difficult to put down. The ending 
left me wanting more.

Highly recommended, especially to fans who enjoy 
basebal 1.

Fire Mask 

by Charles L. Grant 
Bantam Starfire, 1991, $14.95

CHff Abbott is a teenager with a lot on his 
mind--gir1s, his strange family (which usually send 
his friends screaming from the house after a few 
minutes), and the recent fire in town which de
stroyed a hotel. He and his friend Delbert Ingram 
find a burned man (who might have set the fire) in 
the driveway of Kelvin Nunn who is a wealthy eccen
tric, and whose shady past cries out for investiga
tion. Couple this with the mysterious man-in-white 
who is following Cliff and his "girlfriend" Candy, 
the seductive woman who claims to be Nunn's daugh
ter, and being shot at. Cliff is certain that some
one thinks he knows more than he does about the 
fire and its connection with Nunn.

Grant does his usual good job in creating be
lievable teenage characters, a twisted plot, and 

thoughts of immortality in this novel. It reads 
fast, and is a enjoyable two-hours entertainment. 
I'd like to read more about Cliff Abbot, his family 
and friends.

Fallen Angels

by Larry Niven, Jerry Pournelle $ Michael Flynn 
Baen, 1991, $5.95

In the not too distant future, fans have gone 
underground because they are thinking people who 
want a better world through technology. The world 
is technophobic, only using whatever technology is 
deemed "correct" by the government. The environmen
talists have taken over, and the world is in terri
ble shape. An ice age is in progress, due mainly 
because of two factors: the sun is in a "cooling 
phase", and the greehouse effect which was keeping 
the earth warmer has been reversed through the en
vironmentalists' efforts. Just before the techno
phobes took over, two orbiting colonies had been 
established; now they are abandoned by Earthers, 
but the two colonies are flourishing. They need 
occasional atmosphere boosts, so they send scoop
ships into the Earth's atmosphere to gather air. 
And occasionally an earth nation shoots at the 
"angels".

One ship is downed on the ice sheet in central 
Minnesota, and it's fans to the rescue. There is 
the underground Worldon being held in Minneapolis 
and members of the convention committee head out to 
rescue the fallen angels. The ship is a loss, but 
the two colonistsare all right, if a little shaken 
and unused to full gravity. The remiander of the 
book relates the attempt to hide the two until they 
can be returned to space. The big problem, however, 
is finding a ship to do that.

The book is touted as being a tribute to SF fans 
and fandom. There are lots of in-jokes, and famil
iar characters though a bit modified. There are 
tributes to authors (my favorite section is the one 
memorial to Clifford D. Simak) and places, and 
Tuckerisms abound. Lan's Lantern is even mentioned.

This will probably be nominated for a Hugo, 
though I don't think it deserves such a nomination. 
However, it does deserve some recognition, and may
be a special award, for its more realistic (and 
somewhat overblown) view of fandom. It has a genu
ine love for the characters, places, and the people 
involved, unlike the more biting (and close to 
vicious) satire in the novel Bimbos of the Death 
Sun by Sharyn McCrumb. It is well worth the read, 
though it is easy to get distracted to trying to
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figure out which fannish or professional person the 
character is suppose to be.

Book of Shadows #2

Marg Baskin 4 Heather Bruton, editors 
Anime House, 1990, $??.??

(For price information, send a S.A.S.E. to 
Marg Baskin, 505-25 St. Dennis Drive, 

Don Mills, Ontario, CANADA M3C IE)

I was duly impressed with the quality of fiction 
in Book of Shadows #1 when I read it last year. I 
have no reason to change my opinion. Once again 
Marg Baskin has chosen a collection of stories from 
various authors who specialize in writing fantasy 
and horror with an emphasis on characterization. 
Even though the book carries a semi-prozine label, 
the production values, quality of artwork (edited 
by Heather Bruton), and high calibre of the stories 
are on the professional level. I am sad that there 
are not enough professional magazines to carry 
these stories to a wider audience.

My favorite stories in this issue are those by 
Bonnie Reitz. In "Heart of Darkness" she again re
turns to her werewolf heroine Cory Balfour as she 
reluctantly teams up with FBI agents to track down 
a serial killer. The background that Ms. Reitz lays 
down in "After A11, What Are Friends For?" is an 
Earth in which magic is accepted—at least be a few 
people. The main character is an elf who is a de
tective, and is married to a mortal. The story is a 
familiar one (evil-incarnate about to break through 
into our world), but handled in an interesting and 
different manner. I hope to read more from this 
author.

Other stories are just as good in their own way. 
The variety of styles, complexity of characters 
portrayed, the handling of various "dark" creatures 
add to the pleasure of this collection. There are 
fairy tales and myths as well as heart-pounding 
betion and adventure. If you get this, you won't be 
disappointed.

Too Many Targets

by John Peel and Dave Rogers 
St. Martin's Press, 1990, $8.95

The Avengers are back in this new novel which 
was written by the authors of several books about 
the TV show. And it was a welcome escape to return 
to the days of John Steed in the late 60s (when the 
Beatles were still together as a group), and meet 
again his partners.

Someone is pitting Mother and Tara King against 
Steed, while Steed is led to believe that Mother 
has gone over to the enemy. Meanwhile, evidence of 
crime against the State points to Knight Indus

tries, run by Emma Peel (recently widowed from her 
husband Peter Peel--for the second and final time). 
Something else is amiss with a gorilla loose in 
Surrey, seemingly being more than an ordinary ape 
should be. Cathy Gale is summoned to help as an 
expert, and she encounters Dr. David Keel. As you 
might imagine, this novel is an amalgamation of the 
several partners that Steed has had during the 
course of the original series, and it's a rollick
ing good show. There are appearances from the Rus
sian Diplomat Brodney, and a few other surprises.

Anyone was enjoyed the show and has fond memor
ies of John Steed, Mrs. Peel, Cathy Gale, Tara 
King, David Keel, and a host of others, this book 
is for you. It is filled with the zaniness of the 
original shows, and has enough plot twists to keep 
your mind spinning while being reminded of the fun 
you had watching the show 25 years ago.

The Gallery of His Dreams 

by Kristine Kathryn Rusch 
Axolotl Press, 1991, $10.00

This is a special edition of the novella which 
eventually appeared in IASFM. I picked it up at the 
Worldcon in Chicago specifically so that I would 
have something for Kristine to autograph. Reading 
the novella only confirmed my commitment to seek 
out anything and everything she has written. This 
is Hugo-worthy material.

Mathew Brady wanted to be famous, but he was not 
sure how he could do that in the middle of the 19th 
century. Eventually he stumbled upon photography 
and began a study of war, its horrors, and its re
alities. He gets visits and commissions from some
one who transports him to places and times he never 
dreamed of, where wars are fought with weapons be
yond his imagination, and he photographs them all. 
Still, he does not fulfill his dreams. His wife 
Julia is patient; she understands when he spends 
their hard-earned money on legal fees to get back 
the pictures he took during the Civil War from the 
government; she supports him in his efforts; Julia 
loves until she dies...and after.

The story is a powerful one about war, dreams, 
relationships, obsessions. The reader is held in 
the grip of conflicting emotions until the final 
scene, the final page is turned.

< 
Letters Home

Gene Wolfe
United Mythologies Press, 1991, $13.95 

(Box 390 Sta. A, Weston, Ontario, 
CANADA M9N 3N1; add $2 postage and handling)

Gene Wolfe served in the army during the Korean
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War. He was stationed in that country, and wrote 
his mother frequently. Unknown to him, his mother 
kept all the letters. This book is a collection of 
those letters, with some explanatory annotations by 
Gene, and with some pictures and drawings from that 
time. It is an interesting and fascinating look at 
one of science fiction's elite authors. This is de
finitely for the collector of Wolfe's fiction, but 
should be of interest to anyone who knows the man.

Shadow of the Seventh Moon 

by Nancy Varian Berberick 
Ace, 1991, $4.50

Although a lot of fantasy is not of much inter
est to me, this book seemed better than most. The 
author has obviously done an incredible amount of 
research to make the historical setting as realis
tic as possible, then mixed in Norse and Celtic 
mythology in generous amounts, and characters to 
play against this background.

The story is one told by the dwarf Garroc to his 
granddaughter Sif about the year and a half which 
spanned the summer he fell in love, fought to keep 
central England and its King safe from the press of 
barbarians all around, and the second spring and 
summer in which he and his allies fought the witch- 
enhanced armies of the Welsh. I found the story a 
bit slow in spots, but the author shows a wealth of 
detail and gritty realism of the time. This is a 
good novel for those interested in historical real
ism, but to be taken with several grains of salt 
since it is a fantasy.

Cat*A*Lyst

by Alan Dean Foster 
Ace/Berkeley/SFBC, 1991, $7.95

Actor Jason Carter picks up a discarded cd-rom 
computer disk on his way off a set, and with the 
help of wardrobe mistress Marjorie Ashwood who 
decodes the information, returns the disk to its 
owner. Unfortunately, they receive a chilly recep
tion from the owner Fewick and his cat Moe, and he 
cheats them out of most of the reward money. On the 
other hand, Jason and Marjorie know the contents of 
the disk, which points the way to an Incan treas
ure. They mount their own expedition, meet people 
who are not really what they seem (including two 
brothers, Manco and Blanco Fernandez, who want to 
use their treasure to build a museum and park which 
would bring to the world the culture of the Incan 
people—and call it Incaworld!).

But larger forces are at work, for when they 
find the treasure, they also find the secret of 
what happened to the Incan people: it's something 
from out of this world. The two groups of battling 

archaeologists end up battling for more than the 
treasure, and unknown to all parties involved, even 
greater forces are involved for which the outcome 
of these proceedings affects the entire time-con
tinuum.

The book is exciting and fast-paced—almost too 
fast-paced. Alan makes time and place transitions 
almost too quickly, sometimes without clear indica
tions to the reader what is happening. Still, the 
story is good (though it is easy to figure out a 
little of what is happening from the clues), and 
the ending quite satisfactory.

Not his best work, but certainly not his worst.

Myths, Legends, and True History 
(Author's Choice Monthly #26)

by Geoffrey A. Landis
Pulphouse Publishing, 1991, $10.00 

(Box 1227, Eugene, Oregon 97440 USA)

This collection of stories chosen by Geoff him
self shows the versatility he has in writing. One 
thinks of him more as a hard science writer because 
of his “regular" job with the NASA Research Labora
tory near Cleveland, Ohio. I think of him more as 
an idea person who likes to play with different 
concepts, whether they be in the realm of hard sci
ence or not. (I wonder sometimes if Geoff sees his 
job with NASA as a paycheck between story sales 
like an actor in New York sees an acting job as ad
ditional money between restaurant work.)

The collection is divided into three sections. 
The first deals with the past. Myths, legends and 
recent history are the grist for his mill. "The 
River of Air, the Ocean of Sky" deals with the myth 
of Daedalos, the Greek artisan who is probably most 
famous for the creation of the Labyrinth for the 
Minotaur, and the wings he made for him and his son 
Ikaros (Icarus, in the Roman myth) to fly away from 
the island of Crete. This was my favorite of the 
collection; since I have a Masters degree in Latin, 
this story had much appeal, and it reminded me of 
Michael Ayrton's The Maze Maker. "The Tale of the 
Fish Who Loved the Bird" is a compilation of the 
various legends on that theme—well done and a 
story-teller's delight. "Realm of the Senses" deals 
with the Holocaust in a strange and twisted way. 
"One Big Wish" is set in Vietnam, and the "genie-in 
-the-bottle" which is found there.

The second section deals with the present, and 
the three stories are all somewhat autobiographic
al. "Projects" relates the various stunts and as
signments done by a group of students at MIT. "Va
cuum States" is an unusually presented story (sec
ond person singular point of view) which may (or 
may not) be about the end of the world. "True Con
fessions" is Geoff's most autobiographical story, 
but hew much? (He says in the introduction to this
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section: "Dont ask.")
The third section deals with the future, with 

the short story "Sundacer Falling" leading off (af
ter Geoff's introduction). This is Geoff's "techno
logical puzzle" story, where the solution to a 
problem (in this case a life and death situation) 
lies in science and technology. I like these kinds 
of stories, more to see how clever the writer is 
than my own ability to figure them out before the 
ending. Geoff does a credible job with this one.

"To Live in Hell" and "A Long Time Dying (A Love 
Story in Twelve Cantos)" are both poems with sci
ence fictional themes. The condensed form of poetry 
speaks volumes in terms of a story, and lets the 
reader's imagination run freer than if these were 
written in prose form.

All in all, this is a wonderful collection. Al
though I have most of these in various magazines, 
it is nice to have this selection of stories in one 
place on my bookshelf. Getting the never-before- 
published essays and stories is a nice bonus too. I 
highly recommend this volume of Author's Choice 
Monthly.

The Summer Queen 

by Joan D. Vinge 
Warner, 1991, $22.95

This sequel to The Snow Queen picks up where the 
first book left off, and includes the events which 
happen in World's End as an integral part of this 
multi-plot epic. If you have not read either of 

these other two books, don't worry. Sufficient in
formation is given in The Summer Queen so the read
er will not be lost.

Because of the method of star travel, and the 
variableness of the Tiamat system, Tiamat is cut 
off from the rest of the Hegemony for about 150 
years. All the visitors left before the Gate closed 
and destroyed most of the equipment left behind. 
Moon is the Summer Queen, and she is attempting to 
save her people from lapsing into barbarism by 
trying to keep alive and foster research into the 
science they learned, and what can deduce from the 
machines left behind by the Hegemonic visitors. In 
the process. Moon estranges her family, which be
comes a greater seperation when her lover, Ghunda- 
linu, discovers the star drive smart-matter from 
the Old Empire, and prepares to return to Tiamat in 
far less than the 150 years Moon was counting on to 
bring her people up to the technological level of 
the Hegemony.

Between the various sub-factions in the sybil 1 
network (ask a question, and they will answer), the 
political intrigue in both the Hegemony and Moon's 
court, and the desire Hegemony-wide for the "Water 
of Life", which is made from the blood of the mers 
which are found only on Tiamat, Vinge weaves an 
intricate net of plots, characterization, settings 
and breathless excitement. Her juggling of so many 
plots and subplots seems almost to be overwhelming, 
but she manages quite admirably, so well in fact 
that I put The Summer Queen at the top of my list 
for the Hugo nominees. Although this epic starts 
slow (of necessity, there is a lot of background to 
set up), the climax of the 700+ page novel is close 
to 200 pages long, as one situation gets resolved 
after another, though complications continue to en
sue in between. This isn't "just a sequel", as I 
have heard people say; Joan D. Vinge continues the 
epic begun in The Snow Queen and carries it to new 
directions and depths. Very highly recommended.

The Reluctant God 
Fawcett/Juniper, 1990 (c!988), $2.95

Vision Quest
Fawcett/Juniper, 1990 (cl989), $2.95

Stinker from Space 
Fawcett/Juniper, 1989 (C1988), $2.95
/

Under Alien Stars 
Fawcett/Juniper, 1991 (cl990), $3.99 

by Pamela F. Service

One of my interests is Young Adult SF and fan
tasy. If new reading fans are going to enter 
fandom, they need appropriate reading material to
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put them on the right track. These four novels 
which were written for children and young adults 
are good examples of the kinds of writings and sto
ries we need.

In the first two, The Reluctant God and Vision 
Quest, Pamela uses her knowledge of anthropology 
and archaeology to create believable backgrounds 
for the stories. The Reluctant God has parallel 
stories of an Egyptian prince, Ameni, who eventual
ly becomes a god, and a teenage girl, Lorna Pad
gett, who knows heiroglyphics as well as her own 
native English, and who has worked on Egyptian digs 
with her archaeologist father. Lorna discovers 
Ameni's body and the temple which he is to guard. 
She reads the inscription which brings him back to 
life, and sets them on an adventure to England to 
recover part of the stolen booty which had been 
entrusted to Ameni. The action and plot are well 
done, and Service keeps the interest level high.

In Vision Quest, Service again uses a parallel 
structure with Kate Elliot, a young girl who seems 
lost in Argentum, Nevada, until she finds the 
strangely cut stone which links her with Wadat, an 
Indian Shaman from a couple of centuries earlier. 
The storyline bounces back and forth between the 
two, with Kate being forced to do something for her 
ancient companion, yet not really sure what it is 
supposed to be, or what it entails. In this novel, 
the two never really meet, yet are joined in the 
end for a final ritual of Spirit Friends.

Stinker from Space seems written more for an 8 
or 9 year old. An alien, fleeing from a space bat
tle in which he is outnumbered, crashes on Earth 
and takes over the mind of the highest intelligence 
closest to it—a skunk. The space warrior Tsynq Yr 
enlists the aid of two Earth kids, Karen who likes 
SF and gaming, and Jonathan, who is a computer 
whiz, to help him hijack a space shuttle so he can 
return to his own people with military information 
necessary for them to win the war. I had some trou
ble accepting Service's explanations of a space 
warp, and with the method of hijacking the shuttle, 
but given the age level this is aimed at, I don't 
think it would be much of a problem.

Under Alien Stars is a good novel of culture 
dash and espionage. The Earth has been taken over 
by Tsorians to be used as a military base. The 
Tsorian Governor Oimog knows little about how to 
treat her charges, while Commander Rogav knows what 
should be done, but is powerless in the political 
sphere. Earth Resisters are dealt with harshly by 
Oimog, but that hasn't stopped them. Unfortuantely, 
the Resisters don't know when they are well off. 
Although told that the Tsorians are fighting 
against the evil Hykzoi, they don't beleive it, and 
kidnap Rogav before a decisive battle. Unless Rogav 
can be found and sent to lead his fleet, this sec
tion of the galaxy would fall under the Hykzoi rule 
and Earth would then know what suffering was.

Aryl, Rogav's daughter, and Jason Sikes, who 
with his mother and other Resisters planned Rogav's 
kidnapping, seem to be the only ones who know the 
real story and can do anything about saving Aryl's 
father. Together they locate and try to rescue him, 
but would they be in time to stop the invasion?

Taut action and suspense, as well as a definite 
feeling of alienness fill the story. Service does a 
good job here, and I hope she does more with this

Trektoons

Edited by Mark Lister, 
with contributions from Michael Goodwin, 

Mike Fisher and Roger Brown. 
Starland Press, 1991, $7.95

This slim volume is a goldmine of humor. It con
tains cartoons by four illustrators who have made 
an art and study of making fun of famous cult clas
sics. Star Trek is the primary target, both Classic 
and New Generation, but cuts on Indiana Jones, Bat
man, Alien, and other films are hit as well. Al
though humor books wear thin after one reading, I. 
found this one funny the third and fourth time I 
went through it. And it's fun to show some of the 
cartoons to friends.

Ole Doc Methuselah

by L. Ron Hubbard
Bridge Publications, 1992 (1970), $18.95

Doc Methuselah is one of 700 members of the 
“Soldiers of Light", the Universal Medical Society, 
who are dedicated to curing diseases in al! their 
forms, and who are not supposed to become politic
ally involved with any group. Of course. Doc Methu
selah, being a human being and several centuries 
old (though he doesn't look a day over 25), manages 
to solve political and social problems as well as 
the medical ones, much the the chagrin of his slave 
and assistant Hippocrates, a gypsum-eating alien.
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This collection of stories from the 40s chroni
cle Doc Methuselah’s adventures, and are told in 
typically pulp fashion. The writing is rough and 
crude in places, the style choppy. On the other 
hand, there is a certain charm about the stories 
themselves, however inane and imppossible the sci
ence is. The plots move quickly, and there is a 
certain amount of mystery about the actual diseases 
which Ole Doc treats. Still there are some jarring 
notes clashing with real science; at one point, Ole 
Doc picks up a pile for an atomic drive and puts it 
in his pocket to carry it to his ship.

Although there is a certain amount of interest 
in reading these very dated stories, the price for 
the hard-cover or trade paperback version is not 
worth it. I suggest you find the DAW edition which 
originally collected these stories (c 1970), or 
wait until Bridge puts out the paperback version.

Achilles' Choice 

by Larry Niven and Steven Barnes 
Illustrated by Boris Vallejo 

Tor/SFBC, 1991, $12.95

Achilles' Choice: Live a short, glorious life, 
or a long, boring one. This is the choice facing 
the Olympic hopefuls in this future Earth. If they 
take the Boost, a drug which enhances physical and 
mental abilities, they have a chance to win the 
gold, a seat on the Council which runs the world, 
and be Linked with the worldwide information net. 
The cost, however, is a body decaying after a few 
years, and death which soon follows. Linking helps 
stave off death for a bit longer, but not forever. 
For the best of the best, the risk is worth it.

Jillian Shomer thought she could win without 
Boosting, but came to realize she had to make the 
choice. She did, and set her sights more deter
minedly on the Gold. However, these Olympics in the 
21st century not only involve physical competition. 

but academics as well, and Jillian's work with 
fractal art was spectacular. But her studies into 
the nature of the Council, and a pattern of acci
dents which pointed to a sinister plot against the 
general population, get her into a delicate and 
precarious position which could cost her much more 
than the Gold—a shorter term on her already short
ened life!

Niven and Barnes once again team up to produce a 
fast-paced story with interesting concepts. The 
writing is clear and clean—something which seems 
to be an increasing rarity among writers these days 
—and the illustrations by Boris Vallejo add to the 
enjoyment of the reading. I spent a very pleasant 
two hours reading this novel; it was definitely not 
time wasted.

Witch

by Christopher Pike 
Archway, 1990, 3.50

Julia is a young woman with the power to heal, 
and and see things happening in other places when 
she looks at water with light shining on it. She is 
a good witch, just about to graduate from high 
school, and is very concerned about her friends. 
Despite the warning from her mother never to look 
at water in reflected moonlight, she does and sees 
a vision of the future, a boy shot in a hold-up and 
dies in her arms. It is only when she meets her 
friends at a football game that Julia finds out 
that the boy is her girlfriend's new boyfriend. Can 
Julia prevent the death she foresaw? She tries, but 
there are disatrous consequences.

Most YA horror novels I have read deal with hor
ror on the superficial level. Christopher Pike pre
sents the horror, and adds several deeper levels of 
interest. He takes time and care to build charac
ters who feel real, particularly teens, and builds 
the action through both the characters and the 
plot. Yet there is more. In this novel, Julia has 
a moral dilemma about using her powers and the re
sponsibility which goes with them. The confusion 
that she goes through shows that Pike really under
stands how teenagers think.

This, and other Chritopher Pike books, are high
ly recommended.

Season of Passage

by Christopher Pike 
Tor, 1992, $18.95

Dr. Lauren Wagner is the medical officer on the 
second manned mission to Mars. It is mostly for 
research—to find out what happened to the first 
mission. Her sister Jennifer doesn't want her to 
go, but somehow knows she must. Lurking there in
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the rusty sands, in the Russian orbiter of the 
first mission (whose pilot was also never heard 
from again), and on Earth, is an ancient evil. 
Lauren, Jennifer, and their close friends are all 
drawn into a battle which could mean the destruc
tion or salvation of Earth.

This is Pike's second adult novel (Sati is his 
first), and it is an intriguing, page-turning, mul
ti-plotted and haunting story which had me gasping 
at the end. He uses foreshadowing in the most ef
fective way, introduces a fantasy story written by 
Jennifer to hint at what might really be happening, 
yet sticks to rigorous standards for both science 
fiction and mystery genres.

I am recommending this to everyone. It is al
ready on my list as a Hugo nominee for next year.

Hook

by Terry Brooks 
Fawcett/Columbine, 1991, $15.00

What if Peter Pan grew up, moved to the real 
world, forgot his former life, became a successful 
corporate executive, got married and had children? 
Then suppose Captain Hook kidnapped those children 
in hopes of luring Pan back to Never-Never Land so 
to confront him in an all-out final fight to the 
death? This is the premise of Hook, and the compli
cations of getting Peter Pan to remember who he is, 
and preparing him for the fight with Hook.

This is a novelization of the movie. It follows 
the script closely enough, and if the reader has 
seen the film, it's easy to visualize what is going 
on. The writing, however, is uneven. There are sec
tions in which the motivation for the scenes is 
well done, but mostly Brooks merely describes what 
was seen on the screen. There is a part in which 
Brooks directly addresses the reader, a technique 
that Sir James Barrie used in writing the original 
Peter Pan stories, but which is out of place here.

I haven't been partial to Brooks' writing since 
his first novel—the rip-off of Tolkien. This does 
not inspire me to seek out any more of his stuff.

Michael Longcor . . . Live!

by Michael "Moonwulf" Longcor

Firebird Arts 4 Music, Inc., 1991, $11.00 
(PO Box 14785, Portland, OR 97214)

This latest edition to the "Live" series of 
tapes from Firebird features Mike Longcor, also 
known as Moonwulf. One can feel the energy flowing 
between Mike and the audiences at BAYFILK 4 and 
MARCON 26, which adds to the excitement of this re
cording.

All the songs are familiar to those who know 
Wulf, or have heard his other tapes. The advantage 
of this particular recording is the patter between 
songs, the stories about and behind many of the 
pieces that Wulf performs. As many times as I had 
heard him perform "Ballad of Esau's Sons" (with 
words by Marthe Keller), I had not picked up that 
it was refering the Black regiments of WW I. One 
learns some history with "Pensic War IV", "The I- 
rish Guards" (words by Rudyard Kipling), and "When 
Tenkswatawa Speaks", though each historical refer
ence is a bit different.

The mixture of serious and humorous songs are 
well balanced. "Chain Mail Mama" is countered by 
"The Duel in Rhyme" (between Cyrano de Bergerac and 
the Boeotian); “Silver Bullet Blues", "Write Roman
tically" (with music from "All I Have to Do Is Act 
Naturally"), and "I Can't Party" are balanced with 
the previously mentioned songs, "The Only Help 
You'll Get", and "Windward Passage".

These last two are good SF filk. "The Only Help 
You'll Get" is a post-holocaust song about the 
horrors of survival after things fall apart. It is 
introduced by Wulf with a reference to his 120 year 
old farmhouse. When an ice-storm knocked out power 
in his area, he and his lady Ariel survived well 
enough since they had to live in the 19th century— 
the house being built for that era—while the rest 
of the neighborhood had to survive living in the 
10th century. Post-apocalyptic novels are "fun to 
read; make no mistake, it isn't much fun to live!" 
And "Windward Passage" is about a "24th century 
truck driver," as Wulf says.

Although I have his previously recorded tape 
which has many of the same songs on it, this one 
was worth the investment.

Walkabout

by Julia Ecklar
Dodeka Records, Ltd., 1991, $10.00

For their third release, Dodeka Records high
light Julie Ecklar whose legendary vocal talents 
were captured live at BAYFILK IV and CONCLAVE XV. 
The tape is a mixture of familiar favorites and 
some new material. All the songs were written by 
Julia, except for "Songbird" by Kathy Mar, who also 
supplies harmony for the song.

Julia shows the versatility of both her voice 
and songwriting'here. The songs range from humorous 
to serious, with material drawn from film, TV, 
books, true life, and her own feelings. She uses 
her four octave vocal range to her advantage; for 
each song Julia changes the quality of her voice to 
match the mood and lyrics, something difficult for 
the novice, and many times the professional, singer 
to master.
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Here is a list of the contents, with the source 
material (as I see it): 

"Born Again Trek" — Star Trek II: The Wrath of
Kahn

"With the Trees" — from Julia's imagination
"Tin Soldier" -- Ender's Game by Orson Scott

Card
"The Miracle Worker" -- the film of the same 

name, based on the life of Helen Keller and 
her teacher

"He's Dead Jim" — Star Trek, the original 
series

"Daddy's Little Girl" -- Stephen King's Fire
starter

"Terminus Est" -- Gene Wolfe's The Book of the 
New Sun series

"Songbird" — written by Kathy Mar, based on the 
novel of the same name by Orson Scott Card

“I Hate Little Firelizards" -- The Dragonriders
of Pern series by Anne McCaffrey 

"Walkabout" -- from the movie of the same name 
"The Phoenix" — The Ship Who Sang by Anne

McCaffrey
“God Lives on Terra" — a personal feeling about 

our Earth, with references to a wealth of SF 
and Fantasy literature.

Although most of the songs are still available 
on various tapes, it is good to have one recording 
which seems to be a "Best of Julia Ecklar". Yet, 
there are others I would like to hear her do—maybe 
she will put out another one...soon. An added bonus 
for this tape is the Todd Hamilton cover.

Again Congenial Filk

Various Artists 
Wail Songs, 1991, $11.00 

(PO Box 29888, Oakland, CA 94604)

This tape is a mixed bag, from very bad to ex
cellent music. This was recorded live from the filk 
sessions at CONGENIAL II in 1990. The worst songs 
have unblending and off-key harmonies. The mediocre 

selections feature singers who have a limited range 
and whose vocal quality has a "sameness" to the 
sound (which may well be an aspect of the limited 
range). Some of the other songs are good vocally, 
and better than the overall average. Naomi Pardue 
does a fine rendition of her "A Love Song." There 
are, however, some genuine jewels in this potpouri.

Kathy Mar has two selections which stand out. 
Her rendition of Kanefsky's and Bucklin's "Pieces 
of the Engines" is well done, but she sparkles even 
more when she sings her song "Vapor Angels". Grace 
Slick (whom Kathy reminds me of when she sings 
this) could not sing it better. Kathy's voice keeps 
getting better and better as she expands and 
stretches her talents.

One selection alone is worth the price of the 
tape: Dave Clement singing Dwain Story's "Windego" 
with Nate Bucklin supplying support guitar, and a 
superb guitar solo. The songs leaves me breathless 
every time I hear it. The energy with which that 
song was played and recorded in the filk room that 
night comes through loud and clear. It must be 
heard to be believed!

So, the quality is mixed, but the best songs are 
among the best in all of filk.

Singer in the Shadow

by Cynthia McQuillin 
Off Centaur, 1983, $10.00

This is an old tape, though it is available from 
some dealers who still have back stock of Off Cen
taur recordings. I've seen the tape, and several 
others by Cynthia McQuillin on hucksters' tables 
for as long as I can remember, and so it seems she 
has been around forever. Indeed, she is one of the 
Grand Ladies of filk, and probably one of the most 
prolific. One of the things that struck me about 
her tapes is the number of songs on them. This one 
has 28 songs—all written and performed by her, 
with harmonies by Joey Shoji, and Catherine Cook 
adding some instrumentation to Cynthia's guitar— 
which is more than twice as many as on a commercial 
album (three times in some cases), and more than on 
other filktapes.

The songs are short (the longest being just over 
three minutes), but they are poignant, interesting, 
and easy on the ears. Cynthia can and does vary her 
voice to effect diverse characters in the songs, 
but at ,times I found it easy to let the music drift 
into the background. This is a shame, since the 
range of topics she covers is very wide—from medi
eval settings to starships, from death and destruc
tion to love and tenderness, from humerous to seri
ous—and the lyrics are well put together. She has 
a penchant for dark characters and horrific and 
fantastic themes; several songs deal with the night 
people. The music fits the various topics, but
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there is a sense of "sameness" to them. A good 
comparison Is Antonio Vivaldi, who has been said to 
have written the same concerto 400 times. Close and 
careful listening show a wealth of intricate detail 
that one doesn't notice on first listening. The 
same is true of Cynthia's music. She has written a 
number of very good songs, many of which have be
come lost among her more spectacular ones. Cynthia 
McQuillin and her work deserve a closer examina
tion.

I do have to remember that I am comparing her to 
her latest work, which is better. The lady keeps 
improving, and her songs on Moon Shadows (reviewed 
in LL #32) are better, and augmented by appropriate 
orchestrations. There are times when songs are not 
performed because they are actually bad songs; some 
are just lost. I would hate to see Cynthia's songs 
lost among those that should not be heard of again.
She has some good music on this tape. My favorite 
cuts include "Singer in the Shadow", "Love Deep as 
Rivers", "Sometimes After Dark" and "Chains". Oth
ers keep surfacing as good songs each time I listen 
to it, so this will change as time goes on.

If you can find a copy, get it.

The Synthetic Filker

by Joe Ellis
TesserAct Studios, 1991, $11.00 

(PO Box 18577, Fairfield, OH 45018)

More people have been trying to self-produce 
tapes in recent years. Some are very worthwhile to 
listen to, some turn out to be mediocre. This one 
is definitely in the former category.

Joe Ellis has been active in filking since about 
1980, when he was asked by a friend to transcribe 
some music written by another friend. This "friend 
of a friend" turned out to be Julia Ecklar, and the 
rest, as they say, is history.

Joe writes most of his own lyrics and music, 
though he uses other people's stuff as well. But he 
arranges everything he plays himself. It's amazing 
to see him perform in a filk: he presses a button 
on his electronic piano and the room is filled with 
a synthetic symphony orchestra; Joe sings the lyr
ics with feeling and emotion, then touches the key
board again when the last echoes reverberate in the 
filkroom, to stop the sound. Of course he doesn't 
do this a!1 the time. Most of the time he plays his 
electronic piano and sings with it. What the lis
tener usually doesn't know is that Joe's instrument 
of choice is the saxaphone, and he spends time 
playing in two different groups in Cincinnati.

But what has the above comments to do with this 
tape? Everything. Joe has taken selections from his 
repertoire, arragned them for his "orchestra," and 
put them on The Synthetic Filker. He used his own 
songs on the majority of tracks, along with "Har-

bors" by Ann Passovoy, "The Moon Miners" written by 
Diana Gallegher-Wu, and "A Vision of Tomorrow."
This last one needs an explanation.

Joe used to teach music in Huber Heights, Ohio 
(a suburb of Dayton). As a faithful supporter of 
the space program, he enthusiastically brought 
appropriate filksongs into his curriculum. When Jom 
Rowley, one of the two candidates for the "Teacher 
in Space" from Ohio (and a finalist for the posi
tion), sponsored a contest for a song to be used in 
a class he proposed to teach from the shuttle, Joe 
and his committee of 25 third-grade students wrote 
"A Vision of Tomorrow", submitted it, and won the 
contest against songs written by students in grades 
K-12. A singular accomplishment.

The songs Joe sings and plays here, with appro
priate orchestral accompaniment (all provided by 
Joe's intimate knowledge of instrumentation and 
sounds from his sythesizers), are mostly serious 
and profound though there is one, "Robo-Filker," 
which shows that he doesn't take all things so ser
iously. Songs about the Shuttle disaster, the fu
ture, the space program are all done well. This is 
a tape I'm glad to have in my collection.

Dreams of Fortune

by Cynthia McQuillin 
Unlikely Publications, 1991, $1.1.00

Once again Cynthia McQuillin comes up with a 
pleasant tape with some songs better than others, 
but all at least good. Her output and variety con
tinues to remind me of Vivaldi, and each time I 
listen to this tape, I hear something new in back
ground, in arrangement, in blended harmonies.

The songs range from humorous to serious, upbeat 
to -ose, fantasy to SF, risque to fanciful. Among 
my favorties among these selections are: "Software 
Privateer", "Gallows Stone", "Horses of Air" and "I 
Would Walk with You". There are some older songs 
here, but enough new ones to make this a must-buy 
for fans of Cynthia's singing.
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Drunken Angel

by Michael "Moonwulf" Longcor 
Firebird, 1991, $11.00

I have already heard comments about this tape 
along the lines: "It's all material that Wulf put 
out on his last two tapes.11 True, but there is a 
big difference here. The songs are done with a 
rockabilly band in the background, and thus the 
presentation of the songs is different. Although 
you may agree that it might not be worth shelling 
out another $11 to hear the same songs, give a 
listen first. The arrangements add a lot more to 
the lyrics, and one can either listen closely to 
get the meaning, or use the music as background 
(something difficult to do with just a voice and 
guitar arrangement). But even listening to the tape 
as "background", something jumps out to make the 
music unique—Wulf's voice, the music itself, the 
lyrics, the arrangement of a familiar tune--and 
thrusts a selection into becoming (in the words of 
Karl Haas) "foreground music".

At the very least, Wulf has put out a good "road 
music" tape, which makes the long haul between con
ventions passable. And you can sing along, if you 
know the words.

Rambling the Galaxy

by (Decadent) Dave Clement 
Dodeka Records, Ltd., 1991, $11.00 

(848 Dodge Ave., Suite 220, Evanston, IL 60202)

Once again the magnificent voice of Dave Clement 
is committed to tape for our listening pleasure.

And, once again, the music is eclectic--rock, folk 
and filk. Unlike his first tape, however (Music Af
ter Midnight, also on Dodeka Records) this is a 
studio tape and the quality of the instrumental and 
vocal back-ups is excellent. There was never any 
question about Dave's voice and its quality.

On this tape is a version of Dwain Story's "Win
dego," again with Nate Bucklin playing the back-up. 
It is techincally more perfect than the version on 
the Again, Congenial Filk (reviewed above), but the 
feeling of spontaneity and intensity is not there. 
Still, Nate produces a breathless accompaniment to 
complement Dave's vocal.

This is definitely worth the money—a couple of 
times over.

Ten Cents a Filk

by Raoul Ignatius Benefiche
Denver Filkers Anonymous, 1992, $5.00 (+ $1 P4H) 

(Short Planet, Box 13092, Denver CO 80201)

This collection of 50 filksongs shows the versa
tility in lyric writing of R.I. Benefiche (aka M.E. 
Goldhammer). The music comes from various sources, 
folk, filk, pop and traditional, and the songs are 
amusing parodies of the original songs, or adapted 
to fannish lore. Here are some examples.

"Julian's Golden Record" talks about Julian Len
non's music career to the tune of the Beatles' 
"Maxwell's Silver Hammer." Button hucksters are 
poked fun at in "The Button Game", to the tune of 
Joni Mitchell's "The Circle Game". "Always Set the 
Cat on Fire" is a reversal of Frank Hayes' "Never 
Set the Cat on Fire". "Ain't Gafiatin'" to the 
music of "Ain't Misbehavin'" by Fats Waller is 
self-explanatory. "Poisoning Trekkies" is done to 
the Tom Lehrer song "Poisoning Pigeons in the Park" 
and I don't think needs an explanation either.

"A Boy and his Bus" is a trilogy of songs about 
a trip to Mexico involves the music to "Suzanne" by 
Leonard Cohen, "Positively 4th Street" by Bob Dyl
an, and "Society's Child" by Janis Ian. From the 
first comes a line I will always remember: "Jesus 
is our waiter. It says so on his apron,..."

There are no chords or music written here. The 
music for each song is referenced, so that the 
filker can look up the chords elsewhere. Many are 
from traditional songs with which most are famili
ar, so they should have little trouble playing 
them. 'The songs are printed one per page, on one 
side of the sheet, leaving the facing page blank 
for notes and chords.

As it says on the cover, it's "Cheap!" 50 songs 
for ten cents each (and Benefiche has one entitled 
"Ten Cents a Filk" to the tune of Rogers and Hart's 
"Ten Cents a Dance") is a real bargain, and there 
is a lot of funny stuff inside.
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Steve Lofton sent this to ne on the recommendation 
of Eric Heideman (editor of Tales of the Unantici
pated) . This deserves wide exposure, and cotnment.Under the Influence

byS. C. Lofton

This essay started out to be a formula to prove 
science flctlon/fantasy is literature. Instead, I 
would up writing about the way 1t has Influenced my 
Hfe. Why should I care what label readers or edit
ors stick on 1t?

In a conversation I had with an associate who 1s 
well-versed 1n the 11k of Steinbeck, Faulkner, 
Twain, blah, blah, blah, I expressed my negative 
feelings about The Grapes of Wrath. Almost natural
ly, he, 1n turn, bashed science flctlon/fantasy. 
His position remains firm: he thinks all contempor
ary science flctlon/fantasy 1s trash, that no genre 
can stand tall with the more heartfelt works of old 
literature. He quoted Stanislaw Lem's Microworlds 
religiously. I didn't give our conversation much
thought, 
heads.

After 
doesn't 
started

I've had similar hubbub with other Tit

all, the science flctlon/fantasy community 
subscribe to such thought, does it? I 
wondering when I read a sentence from Fig

ment's guidelines: "In today's market, there 1s a 
heavy emphasis on legitimizing science flctlon/fan
tasy as literature." What does that mean?

I've always believed, aside from the dictionary 
meaning, that literature, no matter what Its con
tent, 1s the written word that leaves an Impression 
on the reader. For good or 111. Characters who live 
on. Is there a formal definition? Who decides what 
this standard will be?

I discovered science flctlon/fantasy in 1978, 
while doing time 1n St. C1a1r County Ja11 on a 
weapons charge. The first science fiction novel I 
read was The Institute, 
didn't have a shadow, on 
that wanted to know why. 
able to relate.

During that same jail 
of Shannara. a fantasy by Terry Brooks. It 1s about 
a young k1d named Shea, h1s Elfstones, the rela
tionship with h1s brother, and their quest to at
tain the Sword of Shannara. At the time, that novel 
made an Incredible Impression on me. So believable 
was this book, this literature, that I seriously 
prayed to whatever power was listening to be 
taken to the land of that sword. I believed 
the characters and their land could be real. 
If there ever was a time when I should 
have gone Insane, I think 1t would 
have been then. The Irony of this was

the power of the Shannara Sword. Before Shea, or 
anyoneelse, could attain 1t, they had to first 
face the truth about themselves.

And the truth for me: I was screwed up 1n the 
head 1f the purely fictitious works of Terry Brooks 
could affect me so. I was without beliefs.

There were four men 1n my jail cell. One of them 
was a member of The Covenant, The Word, and The 
Sword of the Lord. H1s business was hatred, conven
ient as a 7-11 store. He spoke of God, of the mud 
people, of killing the unpure with equal eloquence. 
Some men listened. I did, when I wasn't reading. I 
wondered, 1s this how the sophistry of hatred preys 
on human beings who are without beliefs, desperate 
for another person's version of reality? I'm glad 
Terry Brooks took me Into h1s Imagination and poin
ted out that my reality was just as wild and deadly 
as any fantasy world.

Much 
Eclipse, 
wondered

later, when I was reading John Shirley's 
I remembered my old hate-monger cel He and 
1f he sent anyone to the grave, or made 1t 
row before h1s own grave.to

sentence, I read The Sword

It concerned a man who 
the run from the Institute 

In a distant sense, I was

death



Lan’s Lantern #40// 121

Since 1978, I've continued reading science fic
tion/fantasy. The first author I took a serious in
terest in was Frank Herbert. I have read almost 
everything he wrote. He led me through fields of 
questions about God, religion, the origins of life. 
His science fiction novel. The Heaven Makers, cen
ters around a group of aliens (the Chern) that cal
lously manipulated humans for entertainment. In it, 
a Chern referred to a psychologist as a witch doc
tor. At the time, that really clicked with me. I'd 
had a few too many psychologists in my life. They 
did seem like bona fide Shamen. Witch doctors 
rattle their chains; psychologists flash their ink 
blots. Witch doctors quote their gods; psycholo
gists quote case studies. I guess I had no faith in 
them. When the campfire was out, when a!1 was said 
and done, psychs didn't help, or help me relate to 
ny world. Frank Herbert did, though. And, hey, 
watch out for those gnat clouds!

About the same time I read The Heaven Makers. I 
read a science book by Lewis Thomas: The Lives of a 
Cell: Notes of a Biology Watcher. It made The Hea
ven Makers all the more eerie. "Say what! Mitochon
dria are sharing my body?" If science fiction/fan- 
tasy was my Lone Ranger, then science was Tonto. In 
between fiction, I read about real science, as much 
as I could understand. Science is a world unto it
self, twenty years ahead of the general public. I 
learned I had a knack for digital electronics and 
computers, later acquiring my A.S. degree in elec
tronics.

It's not so fantastic when fantasy relates to 
reality. The John Carter of Mars series by Edgar 
Rice Burroughs is escapist reading, filled with 
damsels in distress, flying boats, bizarre neigh
bors, and many other impossible adventures. At the 
time, the Mars series was pure wonderment for me. 
The Green Hordes, attitude-wise, didn't seem that 
unreal compared to a few of my neighborhood's 
gangs. In some desperate way, John Carter instilled 
confidence in me. The local street bangers weren't 
as tough anymore. If John Carter could survive in 
an alien environment, so could I. Of course, when 
someone died in my neighborhood, it was for real. 
Science fiction/fantasy has a knack for returning 
to reality. I thought about that when I read this 
paragraph from Lewis Shiner's Frontera:

For the first time, he [Kane] understood, 
not just intellectually, but viscerally, that 
this was all there was. No ancient races [on 
Mars] and lost civilization, no canals, no 
hidden valleys with jungles and perpetual 
clouds. Just the dry, empty husk of a planet 
and the few fragile lives clustered under the 
dome.

Growing up with a woman-bashing peer group left 

my opinion of women in a contemptuous state. The 
courts suggested I was a juvenile delinquent be
cause my father wasn't around. Like it was my mom's 
fault I couldn't stay out of trouble. I believed 
women couldn't be trusted, couldn't be as good as 
men. There weren't many positive female role models 
in my environment to counter that belief. ’ Vonda N. 
McIntyre, Ursula K. LeGuin, Melissa Scott, John 
Varley's Titan trilogy, and Robert A. Heinlein's 
Friday changed my perspective. With each book I 
finished, I had to re-evaluate my beliefs, to look 
out of my environment and over my narrow-minded 
peers to whom the closest thing to literature was 
porno. The insight I picked up from the preceding 
authors I couldn't get from, say, Hemingway's code 
hero.

I looked at the world differently.
Recently I read The Master of Space and Time by 

Rudy Rucker. In one of the book's alter realities, 
people wore a small electric chair around their 
necks as a symbol of their faith. Rather morbid, I 
thought. Then again. I've noticed many Christians 
wear crosses. But it's not a cross—it's the an
cient version of the electric chair. Thousands of 
people were crucified under old skies, many under 
the rule of despots. When I see people displaying 
the cross, I wonder if they really know what a hor
rible device they mount on their churches or dangle 
from their necks. If I were a Christian, I'd wear 
praying hands or the likeness of Jesus rather than 
the device on which He was tortured and murdered.

Science fiction/fantasy has always been a learn
ing and entertainment medium for me, although it 
wasn't the first genre I latched onto. I started 
out with animal books. If an animal wasn't central 
to the plot, I didn't read it. I've never read Old 
Yeller. but I did read "Batard" by Jack London. 
Somehow I went from animal books to death books, 
like the Mack Bolan, Death Merchant, and Destroyer 
series. From such novels I was impressed with the 
idea that killing for the right reasons was not 
murder. On the other hand, from science fiction/ 
fantasy I learned that right reasons are a matter 
of perspective, not a matter of truth. Execution, 
abortion, pollution, war are institutions of mur
der. Whether it's justifiable murder is an issue of 
current morals. Life and death are serious issues 
people should question constantly. And science fic
tion/fantasy certainly taught me to question my 
life and environment, to find out how physical 
things ' really work. Science fiction/fantasy shows 
me new worlds and ideas; fires the neurons.

To say that science fiction/fantasy is better 
than classic or contemporary literature would be 
falling into the same trap. I'm certainly not an 
expert on either genre. My experience with litera
ture is: Ambrose Bierce, Emily Dickinson, F. Scott 
Fitzgerald, Nathaniel Hawthorne, Ernst Hemingway,
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H.P. Lovecraft, George Orwell, Thomas Paine, Edgar 
Allen Poe, John Steinbeck, Thomas Wolfe, and two 
formal college classes fn American literature. Of 
the proceeding authors I found positive and nega
tive things to compliment on and complain about, as 
I could also do with science flctfon/fantasy, con
temporary or classic. Although what literature I 
have read wasn't as Inspirational as science flc- 
t1on/fantasy, or as meaningful, many characters 
live 1n my memory. I don't know, you tell me: 1s 
Irving Washington's short story "R1p Van Winkle* a 
time-travel tale, or what?

All genres have good and bad representation. To 
place them anywhere but on an equal plateau 1s to 
say another person's preference Is a rule for ev
eryone, not a matter of personal tastes. And Isn't 
all reading a matter of Individual choice?

Most of the literature I've read deals with hu
man relationships, with the human condition 1n 
realistic settings. Is literature's deep commitment 
to emotion an advantage, a legitimate reason to 
rank 1t highest among the fiction genres? Consider 
this: writers of seventy-ffve to one hundred years 

ago didn't have the permeating spectrum of science 
to draw on and Integrate Into their stories as to
day's authors do. Sure, there were authors with vi
sion; one could make a 11st of them. But the gener
al public wasn't as scientifically knowledgeable as 
ft 1s today. We can relate to science much more 
easily. How will today's science flctlon/fantasy 
contemporaries be judged seventy-five to one hun
dred years 1n the future? I think some will shine 
through as bright as Hemingway, Wolfe, Steinbeck— 
choose your own favorite—because today's writers 
of science flctlon/fantasy are just as talented, 
just as passionate, and have everything 1t takes to 
be as great as the Uterary writers of the past and 
present.

I can't say reading science flctlon/fantasy has 
made me a better human being. I'm still a multi
flawed man, thoroughly entrenched 1n self-destruc
tive vice. But, when I look out of my world, I see 
people worthy of the name — human beings. Mornings 
still come when I wake up with a smile on my face, 
with a sense of being connected. Maybe science flc
tlon/fantasy can take some credit for that. 1*1
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The Context IV 
Limerick Contest

FIRST PLACE

by Renee Alper

Han Solo, the brave pilot soldier, 
Loved a woman and wanted to hold her. 

When he gave her a squeeze. 
She put him 1n deep freeze;

Talk about, as they say, the cold shoulder!

HONORABLE MENTION

by Renee Alper

There once was a beautiful maiden, 
Whose heart was quite heavily laden, .

She said, "There's an elf // 
That I want for myself " ''

So then she went out and she lafd him!



Lan’s Lantern #40// 123

Ravenscroft looks at the conventions art show with 
an eye to true art. Quality can be found if you 
know what to look for.Convention Art Shows:Seen AsThe East Wing of Hell

by Anthony Ravenscroft

My first impression of the art show ar a major 
science fiction convention was of pseudo-artistic 
scrawlings that had nothing to do with science fic
tion—much less literary merit—and of unicorns and 
pegasi, many of which appeared to be traced from 
exactly the same pages of All About Horses. The 
only two items I recall that impressed me were a 
beautifully embroidered cloak, and an uncut full- 
size sheet $25 of The Fantasy Tarot.

That was 1981, as memory serves, in Minneapolis. 
If anything, I've become more cynical since then, 
even as iny annual Easter expenditures at the MINI
CON auctions increase.

I can sum it up thus: most of the people who go 
to convention art shows to buy art actually buy 
crap and draftsmanship for the most part, and not 
one fn a hundred would know good art if ft was 
handed to them with a bonded appraisal.

I am an unrepentant fan of Giovanna Fregni. I 
had never met the woman until 1990, when I was hap
pily chattering about the large Fregni skyscape I'd 
snapped up for $75, only to find she was standing 
right behind me. The work was only completed just 
before the con, and features a rich high-altitude 
sunset as seen over boiling grey clouds; she told 
me about the inspiration for it, and I treasure 
that little bit. She also pointed out something I 
hadn't noticed, and neither (apparently) had anyone 
else in local SF: the little dirigible tootling 
along above the clouds is her interpretation of the 
"Minneappl is in '73!" mascot [Note: The abortive 
Worldcon bid for 1973 is still alive; it's a joke, 
see...]. Mell, noe the painting is even more dear 
to me.

Most of you know Fregni only as the person who 
produces funny little drawings for the fanzines, as 
anonymous as any other unpaid "fan-artist" (note 
the hyphen). She is a very talented artist, and I 
have quietly accumulated a few small pieces for 

next to nothing. I have her "Mongol Guinea Pig" 
print, her "World Dragon" print, and her "Capri
corn" print, editions 25, 25, and 20 respectively. 
Together, the three pieces set me back less than 
$100. As you'll soon see, I think it's a shame.

So, therein lies the first rule of art fandom: 
support the artists you like. Don't just pester 
them for free exclusive one-of-a-kind work for your 
zine. Pay them. Buy until it hurts. Get their 
addresses and write them long soppy letters of 
praise.

What seems to happen is that the best artists I 
would ever hope to see (yes. I've done some gallery 
-crawling) get up the gumption to bring their work 
to a con, where, gritting their teeth, the painedly 
put a price on their creations, only to see them 
virtually ignored in bidding. The few artists who 
get to watch their work actually go to acution have 
to then suffer the competition.

Do you know that, for the past five years at 
MINICON, I have seen prints of the same "limited 
efition, one-of 250" lithographs go at auction for 
an average of $45 a pop? The pieces are overwrought 
examples of the "cutesy e;ves" school of Tan Art. 
The same thing, unsigned and unnumbered, isn't 
worth five bucks. Yet, every year, there it goes 
again. Meanwhile, the non-professional (but, some
how, talented) artists get to watch their originals 
knocked down for ten or fifteen bucks.

In 1990, I was browsing the art show, and I 
spotted an acrylic painting that I liked. It re
minded me of the close-up graphics of Lichtenstein 
(the artist, not the country), and, while a little 
rough, showed potential. I looked at the bid-sheet 
and was horrified: minimum of ten dollars. And 
there was an opening bid. If that bid was the only 
one. It'd go home with them for relative pocket 
change. So, I upped the.ante to $15, thus sending 
it to auction. That night, I happily forced the
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other bidder to shell out $35 for the privilege, 1n 
a flurry of spirited bidding. I would've gone a bit 
higher, but, well, that Fregni....

I'm also a little familiar with the Manhattan 
art trade, and I can spot a winner when I see one. 
At MINICON 1990, an artist had put out three oils, 
for $450 to $750. In my opinion, they were a bar
gain at that range. If they had been turned over to 
a smart broker 1n New York, each would have been 
put out 1n a nice Utho, limited edition of 1000, 
selling for $1000 a pop 1n the "Investment'' market. 
All you have to do 1s browse a copy of Art World of 
such to find that I'm understating the case.

What happens when a good, sensitive artist gets 
Ignored by the convention crowd? I don't know. I 
sincerely hope that they keep producing. In many 
cases, I don't know. Half a dozen have made blg 
efforts, only to disappear the next year when I was 
all set to bld their stuff fast and furious.

The first artist who really bowled me over was 
Remarque Loy. In 1988, he showed up with a raft of 
paintings, many done in collaboration. His strong 
suit appears to be tard-high works of various drag
ons, done like large animation cels, on the reverse 
of an acrylic sheet, and then set over airbrushed 
cloudscapes. The method is striking, as well as or
iginal, and shows a wide set of talents.

He also displayed other, more conventional work. 
What caught my eye, though, was the large "Iris 
III". It's a big canvas—about a yard on a side— 
and consists of a deep reddish-violet (don't ask me 
to label colors) irfs hovering on a field of sil
ver-grey. It's got a sort of post-O'Keefe sensuous
ness that reminds me startlingly of the work of my 
ex-fiancee. The first thought when I saw the $125 
minimum bid was, "It's worth ten times that." I 
still believe it. Loy had a series of silkscreens 
that were "Iris I", and a foot-square green-ground
ed piece on masonite that was "Iris II", for $18 
and $75 respectively. I was forced by extreme lack 
of cash to pass them up in 1989. They didn't return 
in 1990. Yes, I have been kicking myself.

They guy is good, yet I wouldn't be surprised if 
my purchase of that single piece brought him more 
than the entire rest of his sales at the con.

Now, sometimes, I get a bargain just because 
capitalism confuses a lot of people. Bobbie Lee 
Shook put out a small print in 1989 entitled "Red 
Head"—I thought it was cute—at $12 for a limited 
print. Then I took another pass of the show, and 
found the original at a $5 b<d. I got it, too. I 
didn't really expect to, but I just couldn't let a 
bargain go waltzing by like that.

In 1989, John James had a few dozen of his dis
turbingly beautiful landscapes on display. In gen
era!, he had worked in spidery black pen, producing 
countryside, broken buildings, blasted trees. Usu
ally, there was a single piece of bright color.
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CROWN OP THORNS 
MAIR OF THE DOG 
PARTING OP THE WA 
BARS OP CORN 
TONGUE OF FLAME 
PALATE OP COLOUR 
JAWS OF LIFE 
NECK OF A BOTTLE 
SPINE OF A BOOK 
ARMS OF THE LAW 
HEART OP GOLD 
CHEST 0? DRAWERS 
ROLL OF THUNDE 
•ACK OF BEYOND 
GALL OP THE MAN 
APPENDIX OF AUTHORS 
COCK OF THE VALK 
TAIL OF TWO CITIES 
BEAT OF POWER 
BOTTOM OF THE HARBOUR 
HAND OF BANANAS—-------  
PALM OF DATES 
THUMB OF MY BEST PRIEN 
FEET OF CLAY

■ - -BROW OP A MILL 
—-«£AD OF DEPARTMENT 
LASHES OP GINGER BEER 

—EYES OF FIRE 
PUPIL OF SCIENCE 

TEETH OF A GALE 
TH OF THE SOUTH 

JAWBONE OF AN ASS 
PINGER OF FATE 

FIST OF IRON 
JOINT OP BEEF 

-------- —WAIST OF SPACE 
” BOWELS OF THE EARTH 
- -PAT OP THE LAND 
BELLY OF AN ARCHITECT 

—BALLS OF FIRE 
SEED OP DISCORD 
•THIGH OF RELIEF 
—-LEG OP lamb 

NEES OF MOTHER BROWN 
BONE OF CONTENTION 

NERVES OR STEEL 
CALF OF GOLD 

SOLE OP DISCRETION

like an angry red sun or planet looming above the 
horizon. They were striking, and most were origin
als. I've got a small one. Three dollars. There's 
also a larger one, with a broken-off tree putting 
out new leaves, and the planetoid partially obscur
ed by a huge tooth of rock. I thought it compared 
nicely to some classic Japanese work, and was happy 
to start the bidding at $15, which is where it end
ed. These prices were typical. Few sold. I lost his 
address. He didn't show in 1990. End of story?

Then there's Roland Trenary's "Smoke Lady", a 
watercolor nude that also caught ny wife's apprais
ing eye in 1989. Ten dollars.

You should be ashamed. Nobody should be letting 
me go home with bargains like that!!! As buyers of 
art, buy art, not posters! Instead of buying "art" 
from Spiegel's, or from a dealer in "investment 
art", or even from a gallery, spend a fraction of 
the amount you would at any of those sources on 
convention-shown art. And I don't mean an Egge or 
Barlowe!! Support is the opposite of rejection, so 
support the ones that you think are a good bet for 
the future. Buy art that tickles your aesthetic 
sense, or inspires long meditations, or is maybe 
just downright pleasant. I came very near to gut
ting my finances to bid on the third in Fregni’s 
"Celtic Wolves" series, though cold reason had to 
prevail at the time.

My goal is to get a couple hundred dollars every 
year for convention art, and to bid Uke a maniac 
on the art that reaches out to me. I do think it's 
a shame that I will continue to get away with it, 
and that some damn fine artists are going to be 
kept down to the status of mere weekend dabblers by 
the disinterest of their ostensible peers, while 
the cold, calculating "illustrators" grow shoddy in 
an atmosphere of uncritical support and cut-throat 
bidding.

If you want to buy a poster, go to the book
store. If you want to buy art, meet me at the show. 
Bring your own pen.1*1
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Anna tugged at her sequin halter top, hands fum
bling around Nardi Gras beads. She glanced around 
then over at Charley.

"Where's Della?" she yelled over the din of the 
marching band.

Charley pulled h1s face out of his beer long 
enough to yell, "Don't look at me, I'm not her 
keeper." He scratched h1s belly through h1s Hawaii
an print shirt.

"Maybe we should look for her." Anna balanced on 
the toes of her spike-heeled shoes, peering over 
the shoulders of strangers. "If only she'd worn 
that costume I got her."

"Will you stop worrying? She's an adult, Anna." 
"I know. It's just that she seems so helpless." 
"You always have to make friends with lost caus

es..."
"Charley, sometimes... Oh there she is!" Anna 

waved frantically, making her bracelets jingle.
When Delia managed to squeeze in along side Anna 

said, "What were you up to? I was afraid we'd find 
you trampled or something."

Delia lowered her gaze and blushed. "I'm so em
barrassed," she said.

"Why?" Charley said derisively, "because you got 
lost?"

"No, I just.... Didn't you see me? I was just 
over there." She waved towared the alley behind 
them.

"No," Anna said.
"Oh." Delia's manner changed, losing all the hu

mility at once. She watched the last of the floats 
go past with intense concentration.

"Della, are you all right?"
Delia nodded bravely.
"There's supposed to be a great bar just down 

the street," Charley said, throwing his empty can 
on the ground. "Let's go there."

"I'd kind of like to get away from the crowd. I 
get all confused, do things I shouldn't." She 
glanced back toward the alley.

"Just like you to be a wet blanket, Delia." 
Charley snorted. "Why don't you just go back to the 
room?"

"Charley! You know she doesn't like to be left 
alone. You're so heartless." Despite her words Anna 
linked her arm in Charley's. They headed toward the 
bar, leaving Delia to bring up the rear.

"Wait. I can't keep up," Delia shouted after 
them. They didn't slow down, comfortably wading

I net Cris in the consuite at the Worldcon CHICON V 
in Chicago. Like many fans, she wrote, and I asked 
to see a sample. I thought this was an interesting 
short-short story, which you might also.

through the yelling, vomiting, sweaty crowd. Delia 
stumbled along behind them, lurching into the 
people who fell into the couple's wake.

A man with a three-day's growth of beard, dirty 
clothes, and a 1 ethally intoxicated breath took a 
swing at Charley. He missed but the swing spun him 
around until he knocked into Delia, almost bowling 
her over. Stepping back he looked over the dark 
wisps of her hair, the unusually thin arms and 
legs, and the vulnerable expression on her face.

"Hey, you're a pretty one," he said, grabbing 
her around the waist. He pulled her into a wet, 
sloppy kiss.

Delia screamed, a flighty, uncertain sound. 
"Don't..." she pleaded, pulling away. She looked up 
to see Anna tug at Charley's arm ineffectually, 
trying to get him to come to Delia's rescue.

The drunkard grabbed at the top of her pretty. 
Shaker knit sweater and yanked down. Fear and anger 
contorted Delia's face in rapid succession. She 
clutched at her chest but even so her long, spiked 
feeding tube whipped out from just below her neck.

The slick, red-blotched tube failed and poked in 
the narrow space between Delia and her assailant 
before punching into his jugular. The man went 
stiff and white even as his eyes rolled to focus on 
the pulsing tube. Delia let the body slump to the 
ground.

Her feeding tube lost a single red drop before 
curling back into her gizzard. She looked at Anna 
and Charley who stood with eyes bulging and mouths 
agape. Delia lowered her gaze and blushed.

"I'm so embarrassed," she said. "Twice in one 
day!"1*1
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fannish news
A MODEST PROPOSAL: 

To the Secret Masters of Fandom

For several years, fans at Worldcons have en
joyed the Portrait Gallery, hundreds of photographs 
of SF professionals taken by fan and professional 
photographer Christine Valada. Since its inception 
at NOREASCON III, the Gallery has grown in size and 
importance as Christine has traveled the country to 
photograph authors for her insightful portraits. 
The gallery now numbers nearly 300 photographs.

While interviewing Christine about her work for 
an upsoming feature in The Cleveland ANSIBLE. I was 
surprised to learn that funding for her work has 
largely come out of her own pocket. This Includes 
travel to conventions and other cities, as well as 
photographic expenses.

I propose that a grant from some surpluss con
vention account be awarded to Christine to ensure 
that her work continues.

In addition to its artistic merits, the Gallery 
also has historical value, since it captures on 
film masters of the field who have since passed 
away. She plans to exhibit in Orlando, San Fran
cisco and Winnipeg.

I'm sure the cynical among us will argue that 
Christina is already profiting from her work, at 
least in terms of promotion if nothing else. And it 
is true that some of her work has been used on book 
jackets, and that other spin-off recompense may 
come her way in the future.

Yet I believe her work is of such vital Import
ance to the historical documentation of the genre 
that it should be supported by the fans. We give 
money to TAFF, DUFF, and the other worthy causes— 
why not contribute to something that will preserve 
SF's legacy for the future?

I'm leaving the details up to the people who 
know more about this kind of thing than I do. After 
all, you're the SMOFs, not me. But perhaps if any 
worldcon or regional con has had the bad taste to 
(gasp!) make a profit, and the concom 1s looking 
for worthy causes to donate money to, Christine's 
portrait galley could be considered.1*1

—Julie Washington

Remember When

This is a little fanzine described as "An epis
tolary perspective on Art Widner," who was the Fan 
Guest of Honor at the Silver Edition of MINICON, 
#25. It contains a wealth of information about long 
time fan, and First Fandom member Art Widner, cur

rently publishing the fanzine Yhos. Karen Cooper 
worked hard to put this together, and wants to make 
it available to fans other than those who attended 
MINICON 25 in 1990. Cost: $2.00, though larger do
nations would not be turned down, as any profits go 
to DUFF. Send money to:

Karen Cooper 
5230 33rd Ave South 

Minneapolis, MN 55417-2037

Resnick at Zineth

Doug Roemer is looking for contributions of art 
and articles about Mike Resnick. His fanzine, Res
nick at Zineth has the most complete updates of 
Resnick's works, publication information of upcom
ing books and stories, and fascinating articles 
about the author and his writing. If you are inter
ested in contributing—or subscribing—contact:

Doug Roemer
674 Newbridge Ct
Arnold, MD 21012

New Fans Born

Chris Clayton and Becky Price were pleased to 
annouce the arrival of Victoria Javanne Clayton, 
whose nickname Is "Tori", on May 15, 1992. Tori ar
rived at the Clayton-Price household a week later.

Shaina Elizabeth Pardue was born to Naomi and 
Randy on December 8, 1991 at 5:56 PM. She weighed 6 
pounds, 11 ounces, and was 19% inches long. "She is 
a very pretty baby," claim her parents. And *gasp* 
Lan agrees!

Ian James McQuinn was born on May 27, 1992, to 
Haline Harding and Jamie McQuinn. He weighed seven 
pounds, 2 ounces. Sister Kaylyn is quite pleased 
with her new brother.
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A Fan’s Guide to

by David M. Stein

Walt Disney World In Orlando Florida Is a very 
Impressive and very large place. And the unwary fan 
could real mess up their trip without some advanced 
knowledge. Diana and I have been traveling to Dis
ney World approximately every two years since our 
honeymoon 1n 1983 and have become quite familiar 
with the 1ns and outs of the place.

With the Impending Orlando WorldCon approaching 
quickly, I thought I'd pass along the following ad
vice on what to see, what to miss, and how to get 
the most for your park time.

You may want to pick up one or two of the guide 
books to Disney World. The Steve Birnbaum "Official 
Guide" 1s the most 1n-depth on the subject. The 
"Unofficial Guide" will let you know some of the 
tricks and traps.

WHAT ARE WE TALKING ABOUT?

In case you've been living in a cave for the 
last twenty years, Walt Disney World 1s a multi
park resort complex that has been rising out of 
27,000 acres of Florida swamp since 1971.

The park 1s, at the moment, divided Into three 
major parts: 1] The Magic Kingdom, 2] EPCOT Center, 
and 3] The MGM/D1sney Studios. Along with these are 
the three smaller attractions: 1] Typhoon Lagoon, 
2] Pleasure Island, and 3] The Disney Village. Fur
ther along in the article, I'll give more details 
about each.

WHEN TO GO?

Normally, the first Item on any trip agenda 1s 
when to go? I usually suggest to people to go 1n 
May or October, these are off times for the park 
and the crowds are small. Well, since everyone will 
be traveling for the WorldCon, the timing 1s pre
destined, I have to recommend going the week after 
MAGICON since the week before the Labor day weekend 
1s the busiest week of the year at the resort and 
the week after 1s one of the slowest.

HOW LONG TO STAY?

I really can't recommend going for anything less 
than four days. Three days used to be the recommen

ded length of a good, well rounded stay, but that 
was 1n the days before Disney/MGM Studios, Typhoon 
Lagoon and Pleasure Island.

The Four Day Passport runs around $111.00 (okay, 
stop coughing). You could opt for the 5 day pass 
and 1f you're going to do that, get the Super Pass 
1f you can. This gives you 5 days 1n the parks AND 
free admission to Pleasure Island and Typhoon 
Lagoon. Spending the extra $30.00 for the 5 days 
Super Pass will save you near $80.00 on extra ad
missions.

Basically you have to plan a FULL day at each 
park to see everything, EPCOT can take longer; The 
Magic Kingdom can be done 1n less than a day.

WHERE TO STAY?

You have many, many options 1n this area. First 
of all, you have to decide 1f you'd Hke to stay:

A] OUTSIDE OF THE PARK: Walt Disney World borders 
the town of Klssamee (Pronounced K1ss-Ah-Me, not 
K1ssa-Me). Every known brand of motel and hotel 
1s here. Motel 6 1s probably the cheapest. The 
problem with staying outside the park 1s that 
you need a car to get back and forth. If you're 
traveling with a group you have to co-ordinate 
arrival times and departure times.

B] WITHIN THE PARK ENVIRONS. ON THE BUS LINE: The 
Disney bus Une 1s great. Busses come by every 
15 minutes to take you to any of the Disney 
areas. The advantage to this 1s that if part of 
your group wants to sleep 1n or return to the 
room to drop something off, or take an afternoon 
swim and nap, they don't have to wait for the 
rest of the group. You won't need a car to get 
around. Use of the bus Une 1s included with 
your room.

There's wide variety of places to stay on the 
Disney Bus Une. The coolest and the closest are 
the Caribbean Beach Resorts and the Port Orleans 
Resort, both Disney run hotels. They run $95.00 
a night to $110.00 a night. All rooms are 4 per
son, the more expensive rooms have a view. (And 
trust me you won't be 1n the rooms long enough 
to look at the view.) [We stayed at the Carlb-
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bean Beach on our last trip and loved It. Very 
comfortable rooms]. Also on the bus Unes are 
the Disney Village Hotels. There 1s a Harriot 
and a Howard Johnson, etc. Very nice places to 
stay and within walking distance of Pleasure 
Island.

Finally on the bus Une 1s the Fort Wilderness 
Campgrounds. A full service campgrounds, Disney 
run. Inexpensive (compared to the hotels)...not 
a bad way to stay. They offer mobile homes, 
tents and trailers for rent. Everything from 
tent camping to motorhome/traller parking Is a- 
vallable. Prices vary, but can be a very afford
able way to go.

C] IN THE PARK; There are 6 major hotels connected 
directly to the parks. The Contemporary, The 
Polynesian Village and the Grand Floridian are 
right on the Famous Disney Monorail system. The 
Swan, Dolphin (which looks Hke It just rose 
from some dark CthuHan ocean with It's 50 foot 
high Greek dolphin statues and seaweed tf1e 
walls) and Disney Yacht Club are connected on 
the EPCOT side of the world buy both bus and wa
ter taxf. All these hotels are mondo expensive. 
Rooms from $150.00 to $300.00 per nfght.

BUT, the older Magic Kingdom area 1s not as well 
designed. There are several attraction which are 
totally unavailable to the handicapped, but they do 
endeavor to help whenever possible.

Stop at the front gate where they rent the wheel 
chairs at a VERY reasonable rate. There they have a 
pamphlet which describes each attraction and what 
possibly obstacle one might encounter.

Obviously Disney 1s a great place for kids, but 
not al! of It. Kids wll 1 have a great time at the 
Magic Kingdom and Typhoon Lagoon, They should have 
a good time at D1sney/MGM but might get a bit bored 
at EPCOT and Pleasure Island won't do much for 
them. There are many many special features avail
able for small ones, ask at the entrance for a pam
phlet of kid oriented things.

If you are staying 1n the park, things Uke day
care are available. The kids should also greatly 
enjoy Typhoon Lagoon. Be sure to arrange with the 
kids places to meet If you get separated and make 
sure to jot down your name and where you're staying 
on a card or such and put It In your child's pock
et, just In case.

CONSIDERATIONS FOR SPECIAL PEOPLE THE PARKS

Two groups of people have special problems tra
veling around a place like Disney World: The Handi
capped and Kids.

Handicapped folks should be thrilled to know 
that Disney has endeavored to make your stay 1n 
their land as enjoyable as possible. A few days be
fore our last trip to Disney World, Diana twisted 
her knee. Try as she could, she couldn't hobble a- 
long fast enough to her 11k1ng and was quite miser
able, so we opted to rent a wheelchair for her. I 
was dreading this, thinking of all the obstacles 
that the world places fn front of wheelchairs. Boy, 
were we surprised. We would wheel up to an attrac
tion and Instantly a host would appear and advise 
us to where the handicap access was at the attrac
tion.

In EPCOT and the Disney/MGM Studios, their was 
nary a problem. Either the attraction was designed! 
to be barrier free (so no special consideration was 
needed) or they had special entrances which by
passed the obstacle. A11 shows had good parking 
areas 1n the middle of things for wheelchairs, not 
burled off on the side behind a post. Their was 
seating around the parking area for the rest of the 
group. They never broke us up, allowing the whole 
group to use the special entrances. A couple of at
traction require leaving the chair, but they are 
VERY few. Some even have special wheelchair cars 1n/ 
which the chair rolls right up and locks 1n. Aj

Now that you've got a place to sleep, 1t's time 
for fun. There are Infinite variations on the order 
1n which to see the exhibits within Disney World. 
The following 1s an agenda that we have been using 
(roughly) 1n our travels. I think 1t offers the 
most excitement and entertainment.

Remember that you are going to be walking all 
day, mostly outside In high summer sun fn Florida. 
Things you will need:

1] WALKING SHOES: Wear a good pair of well-broken • 
1n walking shoes. It's all concrete and stone.
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DO NOT wear sandals or thongs unless you can 
walk for 12 hours In them.

2] SUN SCREEN: Especially us lily white types from 
way up north. Remember that you are many many 
degrees further south than back home and the sun 
IS more Intense. So even 1f you can walk around 
all day at home 1n the sun, that's nothing! Same 
goes for sunglasses. You'll be going from light 
to dark all day long.

3] CLOTHING: This Isn't a con. You should dress ca
sual but nice. Light summer slacks and button 
down cotton shirts are much cooler than T-shirts 
and jeans. If you wear shorts remember that may
be your legs haven't been out 1n the sun that 
much. Don't wear wilder convention wear and 1f 
you wear anything which looks costumey, you may 
be asked by park officials to change clothes 
(they don't want people to confuse you with the 
Disney personnel).

DAY 1

Always start at EPCOT center. Even If you wish 
to start with D1sney/MGM Studios or the Magic King
dom, you should still start at the EPCOT entrance. 
The ticket facilities are the most plentiful and 
easiest to access. Then, you can continue right In
to EPCOT or catch the Monorail to the Magic Kingdom 
or the bus to Disney/MGM.

You should arrive at the front gates one-half an 
hour before the posted opening time. This way you 
can get your tickets and take advantage of the fact 
that they open the gates fifteen to twenty early.

You need to set 1n your head that the exhibits 
aren't going anywhere. Do not waste your time wait
ing 1n line. If something 1s overcrowded, go onto 
another and come back to the crowded one. You may 
consider starting with the World Showcases (de
scribed below). They are normally less crowded 
first thing 1n the morning and get more crowded as 
the day wears on. EPCOT Is an all day affair, so 
plan the day accordingly. Breakfast, lunch and 
dinner are right at hand.

The very first thing you'11 notice when you en
ter EPCOT 1s the music. It's everywhere. Wonderful 
soaring themes, a different one for each area. It 
wells up from flower arrangements and handrails and 
fountains. Its quite fun to try and find the speak
ers. The music helps set he mood and lure you to
ward this event and that.

The path you follow around EPCOT 1s completely 
up to you. You may wish to adopt a "Left Hand Rule 
(Ever Leftward!)* or some such. Plan ahead, get out 
a map (they'll give you one at the entrance when 
you get your passes) and plan your route but allow 
flexibility. You don't want to waste time walking 
when you could be exploring an exhibit.

The walkways are wide and flat, not trouble get
ting a wheelchair around. EPCOT does require a lot 

of walking and kids will tire 1f you are trying to 
go from one end to another. Going from exhibit to 
exhibit will break up the trip, giving time to rest 
and relax while having a great time.

Below are some highlights of things I think any 
self-respecting fan would Hke to see.

EPCOT 1s broken up Into two areas, FUTURE WORLD 
and THE WORLD SHOWCASES.

FUTURE WORLD

SPACESHIP EARTH: It's the first thing you see In 
EPCOT. The eighteen story Geosphere contains a 
journey through the history of man's communica
tion. It's quite a trip. Ray Bradbury consulted 
on the script, which 1s read by Walter Cronkite. 
The view of space at the pinnacle of the ride fs 
breath taking (1f you look carefully, you may 
just see the rarely seen constellation "Mick
ey"). It's a sit down ride. Fans will find 1t 
very cool. Lots of tech. Inspiring speech. Space 
goodies. Kids should Hke the ride. Nothing 
scary.

EARTH STATION: When you exit SPACESHIP EARTH you 
are 1n EARTH STATION. Here 1s an Information 
booth where you can find out anything about EP
COT. This 1s the place to make dining reserva
tion for the EPCOT restaurants. A bank of camera 
/screen with cheery faces 1n them just waiting 
to take your reservations. A very good Idea to 
make your reservations right away!

COMMUNICORE EAST 4 WEST: These two buildings wrap 
around EARTH STATION. In them you'l1 find res
taurants, gift shops, exhibits on information, 
news, communications, energy exploration. Educa
tional Information to accompany the other EPCOT 
exhibitions. The STARGATE and SUNRISE: Both of
fer the basic same menu. Pancakes, eggs; stan
dard breakfast fare. Lunch and dinner menu of 
hamburgers, hot dogs, sandwiches, salads. Good 
mid-range food. STARGATE has an outdoor patio. 
Do breakfast there because the birds, which are 
fearless will be all over the place demanding 
their share.

THE LIVING SEAS: The closest you'll come to travel
ing with Cousteau. Journey "down* to Seabase Al
pha. The transition from Pre-Show to attraction 
1s a rush. The worlds largest single tank aquar
ium. Outside of the entry show you're on your 
own to wander and look and play. Good place to 
get Inside, cool off and relax a bit. Hang a- 
round long enough to see the divers 1n the air
lock. The kids will be going, "Look Ma, a 
SHARK!* Lots of room to move about on their own. 
Wheelchairs have no problems here. There 1s a
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by-pass around the "HYDROLATORS". You miss a 
short and not particularly interesting tram 
ride. Elevator allows access to both upper and 
lower levels. You can pull right up to the 
glass. THE CORAL REEF is here. Upscale seafood. 
No dress code. Pricey but good. HUGE window into 
the main aquarium. Massive 400 lb grouper lives 
right by the window and will watch you eat. 
Lunch and Dinner.

THE LAND: Dedicated to plantlife. Several attrac
tions await. A fun cute "Kitchen Kabaret", sit 
and enjoy, the kids'll enjoy it. "Listen to the 
Land" is a boat trip through experimental farm
ing and aquaculture systems. NASA has experi
ments here. Kids may find the boat ride dull. 
The LAND has two places to eat. THE FARMERS MAR
KET is similar to the food courts found in many 
malls, but the food is high quality and varied 
...and not very expensive at all. The other, THE 
LAND GRILLE ROOM restaurant is slightly upscale. 
All meals. Much of the fish and vegetables 
served here are grown in the LAND exhibit. Very 
Good Fare. The restaurant revolves and overlooks 
the enviro-scapes of the LISTEN TO THE LAND boat 
ride. Nice place.

JOURNEY INTO IMAGINATION: Three parts. A giggle- 
filled trip with Dreamfinder and his little pur
ple Dragon friend Figment is a LOT of fun. Lots 
to do with dreaming and words and thought. 
Catchy song you'll NEVER get out of your head 
("Imaaaa-gi-nation..."). The second part is "THE 
IMAGE WORKS". Draw with LASER, conduct a band, 
make light sing and look at sounds. Playtime, 
boys and girls. Be sure to play with the "step
ping tones".

The other bit attached here fs the 3-D movie 
"CAPTAIN EO", the best piece of 3D work you'll 
see today. Starring Michael Jackson and Angelica 
Houston. They are scheduled to move "Captain Eo" 
over to Tomorrowland sometime soon and replace 
it with something bigger and better, but I don't 
think this'll happen before WorldCon. Be sure to 
stop outside and play with the fountains. You 
can't miss them ("BLOOP").

WORLD OF MOTION: The history of transportation. A 
light-hearted review of man in motion. Gary 
Owens narrates this delightful trip. A sit down 
ride. Watch for the Centaur and the Sea Monster. 
At the end is "TRANSCENTER", a walk about series 
of displays on current transportation marvels. 
Two small shows are here, also. "The Water En
gine" is a very funny animated look at alternate 
fuel. "Bird and the Robot" is an audfo-animatro- 
nic show feature a wisecracking toucan and a 
standard industrial robot showing how robots are 
being used in industry, also very funny.

HORIZONS: A look at the future, past and present. 
From Verne to the most modern view of what the 
future will hold. Space, deep seas and terres
trial living. A sit down ride. At the end, a 
You-Choose-It ride through one of the environs 
visited during the exhibit. A joy for SF Fans, 
this is the most SF of all the exhibits in EP- 
COT. Too many great things to look at. Parts of 
this exhibit make my heart race with excitement. 
Kids should like it. Lots to see, but nothing 
really eye-catching for kids. There are kids 
animatrons in a deep sea school... that should 
tweak their Imaginations. They should like the 
"ride" at the end.

WONDERS OF LIFE: The human body and health. Several 
fun things here. A walk around, hands-on health 
fair. Tests of strength and endurance. Learn a- 
bout health and how the body works. Two BIG at
tractions are here, also. BODY WARS is a full 
motion simulator ride through the human body ala 
Fantastic Voyage, all that's missing is Raquel 
Welch. Warning: BODY WARS is a very jarring 
ride. Anyone who would be discomforted by a 
cross-country ride in a jeep may wish to skip. 
As for the kids, BODY WARS may be too intense 
and jarring for them. If you wouldn't take them 
on a medium speed roller coaster or ff the 
thought of being in a human body scares them, 
you might want to give it a miss with them. The 
other is CRANIUM COMMAND, a humorous look inside 
the mind of a 12 year old boy. Very funny. You 
have Hans and Frans of SNL fame playing the 
heart; Bobcat Goldswait as adrenaline and George 
"N0RM1" Wendt as the stomach. Good for the whole 
family. Don't miss the pre-show. A FRESH fruit 
and juice bar, for those in the mood for papaya 
juice (YUMM). Other healthy, tasty things.

UNIVERSE OF ENERGY: Nifty multf-media standing pre
show. Enter into a large theatre, into seating 
which are actually large moving vehicles. A mo
vie shows how and fossil fuel were formed then 
through an opening wall and back to a time when
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dinosaurs ruled the earth. Life-sized audio-ani
matronic dinosaurs surround, and a faint scent 
of humid jungle and burberling volcano fill your 
senses. It's like taking a guided tour through 
the "Rites of Spring" movement of Fantasia. Af
ter that, a wrap-around film showing current 
search for fuel ending in a shuttle launch (Col
umbia). WOW, sensory overload.

THE ODYSSEY: Strictly a restaurant. Very much a 
teen kind place. Oft times rock music is play
ing. Hamburger/Hot Dog fare. Good place to see 
the Costumed Characters.

Well, that's that for FUTURE WORLD.

THE WORLD SHOWCASES

The World Showcases are a collection of coun
tries, the Reader's Digest versions. They circle a 
large man-made lake where at night they show fire
works and ferry boats crisscross during the day.

The showcases are roughly a block in size, but 
contains a characteristic cross section of the 
country. Each has merchandise and restaurants which 
feature the items food of the host land. A11 the 
restaurants are terrific.

Kids may find the entire World Showcase an utter 
bore. Some of the 360 degree films might hold their 
interests and they might Hke the various sweets 
and pastry shops and toy shops, but maybe not much 
else. Although the "Maelstrom" ride in the Norway 
Showcase is fun.

Another note about the Lands is that all the 
people working within each are from the country, 
here on a work exchange program. They can be as 
much fun to talk to as it is to explore each show
case.

We'll start at the FUTURE WORLD side and work 
our way around clockwise.

MEXICO: The Mexican pavilion is an indoor showcase. 
A sleepy little town square in perpetual twi
light. Street vendors everywhere. A pleasant 
boat ride through Mexican history, check out the 
Mayan temple. A quick sidewalk restaurant out
side and a nice sit down inside within view of 
"THE RIVER OF TIME* and the temple.

NORWAY: A quaint little Norwegian village, great 
architecture. "The Maelstrom" is a Viking Long
boat ride around Norway and it’s history. Watch 
out for the Trolls, they're trouble! The candy 
shop, to die for. The restaurant is a great buf
fet, 8 kinds of smoked fish (YUMM!)

CHINA: A beautiful temple surround by a fish and 
lily filled pond. A large shop. “THE LOTUS BLOS

SOM CAFE", standard "Chinese food". "NINE DRA
GONS" is much better. The 360Vision film is as
tounding.

GERMANY: It's Oompa music and beergarden time. A 
nice statue of St George and the Dragon adorns 
the square. The Teddy Bear shop is charming.

ITALY: Classic architecture and statues abound. A 
couple of small shops. Alfredo's Restaurant is 
quite good.

THE AMERICAN ADVENTURE: Yes, we got one too. Look
ing like independence hall. "LIBERTY INN", a 
nice outdoor hot dog and hamburger place. The 
show is a MUST SEE. The greatest work in anima- 
tronics Disney has ever done. Spend time looking 
at the paintings in the foyer.

JAPAN: Very pleasant and serine. If the "Taffy Man" 
is performing, watch him. Too amazing for words. 
Two restaurants: a tempura bar and a “steak 
house". Tempura is better. A little walk up the 
place to "THE YAKITORI HOUSE" for guydon and 
yakitori and teriaki is quite good. The shop is 
interesting.

MOROCCO: Welcome to Marrakesh, Dr. Jones... Oops, 
wrong film, but that's what it feels like. Shops 
which sell rugs and brass and leather and fez
zes. A great restaurant. Kooskoos and belly 
dancing.

FRANCE: The Eiffel Tower in the distance, the riv
er, the bridge. Pleasant little streets to wan
der. The film is dull, but the pastry shop is A 
MUST! Get there early, the lines get long.

UNITED KINGDOM: Great little shops: The Tartan shop 
for a kilt. The toy store for the kids. THE ROSE 
AND CROWN PUB for a pint and some bangers. The 
Pipers play in the distance.

CANADA: The Yukon and Montreal side-by-side. A rock 
sided valley with a raging river. The 360-Vision 
is fun. The RCMP circle ride AROUND you is a 
trip.

..and that wraps up EPCOT. The laser light show 
over the lake is well worth seeing, but get there 
early for good sitting areas. Show starts about an 
hour before the park closes. Check with the front 
gate for times.

That should bring an end to Day 1. Time for a 
quick bop back to the room then off to Pleasure 
Island (Much more on that later).
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DAY 2

DISNEY/MGM STUDIOS

Wherever you are staying, start off at the EPCOT 
transportation center. The parking lot at MGM 1s 
small and fills quickly. Park at EPCOT and grab the 
bus over, or grab the proper bus outside of your 
hotel or take the monorail over to EPCOT and grab 
the MGM bus there.

The D1sney/MGM studios 1s Hollywood the way 1t 
should have been. The architecture 1s a weird mix 
of art-deco and 40's California modern, all whipped 
through a Disney blender.

The gates remind me of the old Palisades Audit
orium, now torn down and last seen in "Xanadu". 
Just past that 1s a wonderful spire with a 1930's 
Mickey on top of the world. The streets at the 
front of the studio are filled with nick-nacks and 
wildly interesting shops. Places to record your own 
music videos and buy all sorts of movie memorabilia 
abound.

The front half of MGM Is laid out around a cir
cular lake (Which, 1f you look closely at a map of 
the park 1s curiously shaped Hke one ear of a cer
tain mouse) and you'll notice there 1s an extremely 
large brontosaurus sitting 1n 1t. That Is "DINOSAUR 
GERTIE'S ICE CREAM OF EXTINCTION", from the origin
al Winsor Macay animation which now serves as an 
ice cream parlor. The other thing hiding out 1n the 
lake and a strangely cartoon like tramp steamer 
which has a dynamite food station out the starboard 
side.

Heading off 1n a leftwards rotation around the 
lake. There are little shops and minor attractions 
along they way, were just going to talk about the 
cool ones.

INDIANA JONES STUNT SPECTACULAR: Let me tell you, 
this baby fills up FAST! Since 1t 1s a live 
show, 1t runs at selected times of the day. If 
you are smart (and I know you are) you w111 hit 
the first show or the last show. These are the 
least crowded shows. Don't feel you have to sit 
fn the center either, all the seats are good. 
The only other thing I'll say about the show, 
other than 1t's well worth seeing, 1s that they 
pick about a dozen or so audience members to be 
1n the show. Richard Tucholka was chosen last 
time we were down there (They chose him for h1s 
CHnt Eastwood qualities, both Dirty and Hairy). 
I've heard they've added a great shop of adven
turous goodies just outside the stadium.

STAR TOURS: Fasten your couch restraints, 1t's go
ing to be a bumpy ride Into Imperial Space. 
Through the forests of Endor and under the 
watchful eye of and Imperial Walker (and I'm not 
kidding) you enter the space port. R2-D2 and

C3P0 are your guides to your awaiting Star 
Speeder for a lovely, calm, smooth space tour of 
Endor and the gentle planets (hee hee...). Of 
course, nothing can go wrong...go wrong...go 
wrong... A great shop of Star Wars stuff awaits 
at the end. Note the crash speeder-cycle out
side which makes up part of the sign.

THE MONSTER SOUND SHOW: The joys of sounds effects. 
David Letterman hosts the preshow. Chevy Chase 
and Martin Short star 1n a short film which 1s 
full of special effects. It’s played once nor
mally then selected audience members try and 
reproduce the sound effects with all the foley 
equipment. The results are played back over the 
film...laughter abounds. There 1s a hands on 
sound lab afterwards.

THE SUPERSTAR TV THEATRE: Audience members are 
chosen to recreate scenes from favorite TV 
shows, Uke "Gilligan's Island". But unless 
watching people on stage make fools of them
selves 1s your want, you can give this a miss.

THE GREAT HOLLYWOOD RIDE: Contained within a beau
tiful replica of Grauman's Chinese Theatre, com
plete with celeb footprints 1n cement out front 
1s a animation ride through hollywood history. 
Mary Poppins pops 1n, Gene Kelly still Singing 
fn the Rain, John Wayne to the rescue. The trip 
through the hallways of a certain starship... 
Nostromo I think (ha ha) 1s good for a couple of 
surprises.

50's PRIME-TIME CAFE: This Is, without a doubt, one 
of the *strangest* restaurants you will ever eat 
1n. First off, the decor 1s straight out of your
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parents basement, which was straight out of the 
fifties. Monkey wood tables, weird pastel col
ors, Avon decanters arranged artfully on a shelf 
And televisions everywhere, all showing a series 
of clips from 50's and early 60's family sit
coms: Lucy, Father Knows Best, I Married Joan, 
Leave It To Beaver and more. The reservation 
desk looks like ny kitchen at home, which hasn't 
been remodelled since the house was build in 
1959.

There aren't waitresses here. Here, you are 
served by "MOM1'. "DAD" is out back manning the 
BBQ just waiting to cook your order. You WILL 
NOT be allowed to order unless you show "MOM" 
that your hands are dean. The menu is pure home 
cooking. Chicken Pot Pie, Hamburgers, Hot Dogs, 
Meat Loaf, Pork Chops. LOTS of veggies to go 
with. And don't even think about ordering des
sert unless you've finished you veggies... or, 
no matter who you are, you WILL be made to play 
"AIRPLANE" (You haven't lived till you've seen a 
50 year old businessman from Iowa force fed veg
gies by an elderly "MOM" running around before 
the table make "WRRRR" airplane noises, fork in 
hand).

This place isn't for everyone, but if you want 
good food and a weird time, stop by for lunch. 
Be sure to make reservations while you're walk
ing by first thing in the morning.

SCI-FI DRIVE INN: I have not personally been in 
this place, but I have it on good authority that 
this is THE place in MGM for Fans to eat. A 
large darkened room, filled with booths in the 
shape of '57 Chevy's, laid out Drive In style 
facing a giant screen showing nothing but trail
ers for '50's SF film. Similar fare to the PRIME 
TIME CAFE. Sounds like fun, don't it? Make res
ervations early.

THE STUDIO

Through the eye-catching (ow!) bas-relief gates 
is the entrance to the Studio portion of Disney/ 
MGM.

Around a smaller courtyard are a couple of not 
particularly unusual looking buildings. To the 
right is the SOUNDSTAGE RESTAURANT. Again, I have 
not eaten at this one, but I'm told it has a fas
cinating movie soundstage decor, tons to look at. 
Across from that 1s a shop which sells goodies from 
Touchstone, Hollywood and Disney Films logos and 
the like. In the one corner is a lovely shop which 
sell artwork based on Disney films...cells, statues 
etc. Expensive but nice to look at.

The three major items here are:

THE ANIMATION STUDIO TOUR: Past a stature of Mickey 
dancing crossed film is the new home of the Dis

ney Animation Studios. Through the lobby which 
1s filled with Oscars and original artwork from 
notable films like "Fantasia" you enter into a 
normal looking theatre, where you are shown a 
short film hosted by Walter Cronkite and a Luna
tic to be named later. It shows the whole pro
cess of creating and producing animated fea
tures.

Then you are released to follow a self paced 
walking tour of the studio. The place has been 
designed with windows circling the offices, 
drawing rooms, Ink and paint etc area. Peer down 
over the shoulders of the artists at work. See 
the backgrounds being painted. Artists will NOT 
want to leave. Small monitors explain at each 
station what activity is happening. You are al
lowed to linger as long as you'd like.

At the end, is another theatre where you are 
shown a series of highlights from Classic Disney 
Animations.

This is a place of DREAMS. It's a joy to tra
vel through. Again the early or late rule works 
here, this place crowds up FAST.

THE BACKLOT TOUR: Through the Une and aboard the 
trams for this guided tour of the working stu
dio, pass the production houses where film and 
TV writers work. Here is the home of Home Im
provement and offices of Henson Assoc. The guide 
will point out which production is using which 
offices. Be sure to read the signs in the win
dows, they're writers after all and like to play 
little games.

The trams pull through the costume and props 
departments and you can see whatever is being 
sewn or manufactured for up coming shows.

Through a series ordinary streets with ordin
ary houses which you'll recognize from various 
movies and TV shows. Houses where "The Golden 
Girls" "live" and where Ernest Saved Christmas.

Then is through the Bone Yard. An parking lot 
full of vehicles. Here is a Star Wars snow 
speeder. Here is Max the starship from "Flight 
of the Navigator". The Blue Thunder helicopter 
and the street car from Roger Rabbit. All just 
sitting, waiting to be used again., or not.

Halfway through the tour, the trams pull into 
DISASTER CANYON. As the name infers, trouble is 
about to abound.

The tram ride will, as all things do, come to 
an end. As you exit the tram, look down... are 
those large pink rabbit footprints? Follow them 
closely (but not too closely; only another 'toon 
could follow this path), they will lead you to 
The LOONY Bin. It's the Acme warehouse from Rog
er Rabbit. Here you walk under a ton of bricks 
and through walls and under steamrollers. Here 
you can get you picture taken with a favorite 
toon or two (I recommend Jessica, hubba hubba).
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Be sure to open the crates just laying about.
As you leave the Loony Bin, you may notice 

something odd. There is a twenty foot long ant 
sitting there under thirty foot tall grass! Not 
to worry, ft's the "Honey, I Shrunk the Kids* 
playground.

Out onto the streets of New York?? Sure looks 
like ft. Thfs fs the cfty streets set. It's any 
bfg cfty of the world. Down at the end of the 
block are HUGE building.. tf11 someone walks out 
from around them and POOF, they're just back- 
drops. Plenty of films and commercials and TV 
show have been filmed on thfs street.

The second half of the Backstage Tour fs a 
walking trip. This is the real behind the scenes 
stuff. See how water effect and blue screen are 
done. See how the sounds stages and recording 
studios work. Tour the Prop House (they DO NOT 
give you enough time to view the dozens and doz
ens of famous film props shelved and hanging a- 
round). A couple of kids are chosen for each 
show to be strapped to a giant bee and zoomed 
around via blue screen. See how a TV show is put 
together from start to finish.

Each fs "hosted" by celebs on tape. Via moni
tor they show how the are you are in works. You 
can watch as shows like "The New Mickey Mouse 
Club" and the "New Let's Make A Deal" are made, 
even become an audience member.

The tour fs wrapped up by a fflm starrfng 
Mfckey and Dfsney Chafrman Michael Eisner show
ing the upcoming Disney productions.

The walking tour is fascinating. Kfds will 
like parts of it. it is 100% wheelchair access
ible, not to worry.

MUPPET'S 3D THEATRE: "It's time to raise the cur
tains, ft's time to light the lights..." All 
our Muppet pals are back. The Muppet 3D Theatre 
Is a mix of 3D movie and audlo-anlmatronfc with 
a crazy bent only the Muppets can provide. Stad
ler and Waldorf in their box, chickens and pen
guins fill the air. Kermit and Fozzfe doing only 
the cheapest of 3D gags. Side splitting, abso
lutely side splitting.

And that about does It for Disney/MGM. There are 
several live shows also to be seen, many more res
taurants and special unplanned surprises. If you 
check the board at the front gates, 1t lists any 
special events happening around the area. Films in 
production, special visitors, you never know.

If the crowds aren't too heavy, you may still 
have daylight left. Like the other two areas, Dis- 
ney/MGM does a fireworks thing at night which you 
may wfsh to hang around for. Maybe catch dinner and 
re-see things you liked or visit thing you skipped 
earlier in the day. But you could always zip back 
over to EPCOT to revisit something you liked...the

world is your oyster, it's up to you.

DAY 3

It's time for the Magic Kingdom. The Magic King
dom is what people think of when they think of a 
Disney park. The castle, the lands.

If you've only been to Disneyland in California, 
you will be weirdly surprised. The Florida Magic 
Kingdom is frighteningly similar but...larger. No 
playing with scale here, everything is full size.

GETTING TO THE MAGIC KINGDOM

The Magic Kingdom is not very easy to get to. 
Unless you're staying at the Contemporary, Polyne
sian Village or the Grand Floridian, you are going 
to have to get around the Seven Sea Lagoon. And 
there is almost always a backup to get in, so ex
pect a little travel time.

There are two main ways to get from the main en
trance to the Magic Kingdom: Monorail or Ferry. Ev
en of you Monorail over from EPCOT, you'll have to 
transfer to a different Monorail loop or hop the 
ferry.

The Monorail is a high techy way to travel. You 
will get a chance to travel through the Contempor
ary Hotel and get a nice view of the lands around 
The Magic Kingdom.

The ferry is fun because ft's a boat trip. You 
can see all three of the main hotel and the antici
pation of seeing the castle slowly coming toward 
you is great fun.

MAIN STREET U.S.A

As you pass under the train station you enter 
into MAIN STREET U.S.A. The quaint city block is 
full of little shops and street vendors. Be sure to 
read the names in the second story windows. These 
are the names of the people who are responsible for 
Disney World being what it is. There's a Magic Shop' 
and a great Arcade and candy and ice cream even a 
movie house along this famous street.

Near the entrance is City Hall where you may use 
an ATM, cash checks and such. On the other side of 
the square, hardly noticeable, is a building where 
they are showing a little film called The Walt Dis
ney Story. If you are at all interested in the his
tory of the man and the place, please seek this 
out. Almost no one goes to it.

At the other end of Main Street, where it joins 
the grand circle and spokes out towards the other 
lands, off to the left is the Crystal Palace Res
taurant. At least once during your Disney trip you 
MUST have breakfast here. The french toast is thick 
and wonderful. The setting is turn of the century.

Before doing anything beyond this, head for the
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Castle. On the Fantasyland side, you'll find the 
entrance to KING STEPHAN'S DINING ROOM. You will go 
and make dinner reservation first thing. The res
taurant 1s on the upper floors of the castle and 
overlooks Fantasyland. It's fantasy medlevll, good 
prime rib and such fare, a little higher priced, 
but a wonderful setting for dinner. Shoot for a 
7:00 or 8:00 dinner time, makes a nice transition 
towards nighttime activities.

ADVENTURELAND

Leftwards, past the Crystal Palace 1s a wooden 
bridge which will carry you Into Adventureland! The 
architecture fs deepest, darkest Africa. Keen lit
tle shop Une the way.

Here are some of the major things to In Adven
tureland:

SWISS FAMILY ROBINSON TREEHOUSE: Sounds silly I 
know but 1t's a real neat walk up and through 
this huge man-made tree. The rooms and devices 
are fascinating. It's a bit of a hike up and 
down quite a few steps. No wheelchair access, 
sorry.

THE ENCHANTED TIKI-ROOM: I know. It's silly and su
gar coated but I like It. The TlklRoom was the 
first animatronic exhibit ever built and It's a 
little creaky but the talking birds and singing 
flowers and chanting tiki's are cute and be
sides, ft's a cool place to sit and relax If 
you've had a long day. At the exit is a fruit 
juice bar, great for a cool drink.

THE JUNGLE CRUISE: It's Pun time. This trip down 
the River of Time is legendary in it's terrible 
puns and comic views. The animatrons along the 
way are whimsical and the guides are quick-wit
ted and love to interact with the passengers.

PIRATES OF THE CARIBBEAN: Yes, this is it. This is 
the Classic Disney adventure ride. Shiver me 
timbers and blow me down. Down into the depth, 
through the dungeon and board the boats for a 
fun and chilling ride. There are a couple of 
scary parts at the beginning and one small 
"swwoop" down hil!, shouldn't be too much for 
anyone. Wheelchair folks will have to be able to 
leave the chair while sitting in the boats. "Yo 
ho, Yo ho, a pirate's life for me..."

FRONTIERLAND

DIAMOND HORSESHOE: This is THE live show to see at 
Disney...or that at least is what the tourists 
think. It is always booked, reservations are 
made months and months in advance. It's a old 
west dance hall show.

COUNTRY BEAR JAMBOREE: “There was BLOOD on the sad
dle and BLOOD on the floor...," intones Big Al 
during this wild animatronic show. Quite a crowd 
but a fun show to watch. Everything in this 
place talks and sings. Fun for all.

TOM SAWYER ISLAND: Plants and animals abound. Nice 
nature walk. Lots of things for rowdy kids to 
climb and leap around on.

•WALT DISNEY WORLD RAILROAD: A live steamer train 
which circles all the Magic Kingdom. Cute ride 
and a place to rest your feet and keep moving. 
You'll be attacked by outlaws (and inlaws) along 
the way.

BIG THUNDER MOUNTAIN RAILROAD: There are three rol
ler coasters now in the Magic Kingdom. BTMR is 
the middle of the three for thrills but number 
one for decor. A turny, twisty ride through 
caves and under dinosaur bones. Not for the un
der 46 Inch tall crowd. View 1s different at 
night.

♦NEW* SPLASH MOUNTAIN: HOPEFULLY this will be up 
and running by WorldCon. It's an old fashioned, 
but Disney-scaled, water flume ride with a "Song 
of the South" setting.

LIBERTY SQUARE

THE HALL OF PRESIDENTS: So it's not knock-down ex
citing, but it's calmly high tech and wildly pa
triotic (US patriotism that is). It's one of the 
"Classic" Disney attractions. Children will be 
bored to tears, but make them go anyway. We all 
got dragged in, why shouldn't they?

THE HAUNTED MANSION: In ny humble opinion this fs 
THE thing to do at the Magic Kingdom. Another 
Disney "Classic". The howl of a wolf and a crack 
of thunder...even on the sunniest of days, it's 
dark around this place. From the bat weather 
vane to the graveyard (Read the tombstones!) you 
know this is going to be FUN! A few minutes wait 
then CRREEEEKKK open the door and the butler es
corts you in through the cobweb covered halls... 
bwa-ha-ha.

Look at EVERYTHING! Too many things to see in 
one or even two visits. The dancing ghosts, the 
talking crystal ball., everything. Make jokes to 
the people who work there, they like that. Not 
terrifying at all, merely darkly funny. You'll 
laugh more than shudder. They have to dust the 
place every week...to add MORE dust!

FANTASYLAND

MAGIC TEACUP RIDE: Spin spin spin spin spin *gag* 
*dizzy* *stop*...
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PETER PAN'S FLIGHT: I love this one, swoop and dive 
around and over London and off to Never!and.

IT'S A SMALL WORLD: Noooooo...anything but that! 
"It's a small world after all...It's a small 
world after all..." the damned song will NEVER 
leave your head...ARRGGH! help me, help me..

Yes, this thing 1s so sugary sweet diabetics 
that everyone must have a note from their doc
tors. But again, It's a "Classic" and you have 
to go.

20,000 LEAGUES UNDER THE SEA: This one 1s really 
coo! and really cheesy at the same time. Disney 
boasts the 5th largest Navy 1n the world and 
these versions of Nemo's "Nautilus" are the flag 
ships. "Dive" into the world of Captain Nemo as 
the good captain narrates the tour.

TOMORROWLAND
The future the way It used to be!

SPACE MOUNTAIN: Okay thrill seekers, this 1s ft! 
The wildest ride at Disney. A completely Indoor 
rollercoaster. From It's space station launch 
feeling to It's jarring turns it 1s a must of 
the wild at heart. WARNING: This 1s a rough 
ride! And you can't see which direction you're 
going. Make sure your glasses and hat are se
cured.

STARJETS: Around and around and up and down. You 
control the up and down. Dive and zoom.

MISSION TO MARS: This thing 1s a dinosaur, I can't 
believe anyone every thought this was cool. It's 
like being in "Queen of Outer Space" or some 
similar irk of 50's SF horror, therefore a MUST 
SEE!

DREAMFLIGHT: A lovely little view of the history of 
aviation. Nice sit-down ride.

And that brings us through the Magic Kingdom. 
There 1s guaranteed to be a parade everyday, check 
the front board for time.

That covers the three main parks, but there 1s 
MORE! At the end of everyday, after the park closes 
down, you can head for Pleasure Island. Or 1f you 
have a free day planned in your schedule, Typhoon 
Lagoon. Here, read on...

* * * * *

PLEASURE ISLAND

A couple of years ago, an Island no one had seen 
1n many years was found in a lake on the Disney 
property...a man-made lake (think about it...). 
This island was the home port of that world famous 
millionaire and adventurer. Merryweather Pleasure. 
In keeping with h1s lifestyle, his decedents have 
transformed this former shipyard Into the hottest 
night spot around and named it PLEASURE ISLAND 
(yes, the place where naughty little boys were 
turned into asses 1n "Pinocchio", and after a few 
drinks, some continue the tradition. ..haa haa).

After the parks close down, it's time to party 
down. And Pleasure Island 1s just the place to do 
It. PI is located next to the Disney Village and Is 
reachable by car or via the bus system. Dance 
clubs, bars, shops, Great Restaurants., something 
for everyone.

There 1s a cover charge for the entire island 
($10.00 or so) but that allows you access to every
thing. Some Disney package (like the 5-day Super 
Saver) include unlimited access to Pleasure Island.

THE ADVENTURER'S CLUB: THE best thing on Pleasure 
Island. It's a time when the proper British gent 
thought roughing 1t was travel across Africa 
with domestic champaign (Horror!). The walls are 
covered with the strangest artifact this side of 
the Addams Family. Each caption 1s a gem. There 
is a full sixed triceratops skulls on one wall 
(with half a human one hang out the mouth). The 
lounge level is dominated by a statue of Zeus, 
but with a fishing pole rather than a lightning 
bolt 1n h1s fist. In the library a haunted organ 
plays requests. The masks talk and laugh and an 
8 foot tall stone face named "Babylonia" who 
11kes to have men rub her wall "..just there."

Several full time costumed actors work at the 
dub playing various parts such as "The Butler" 
and "The Maid" and "The Braggart Adventurer".
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They interact with the guest and even If they do 
talk about mundane events, never break character 
to do ft!

You may become a full member of the dub. You 
pay your entrance fee ($5.00 last time we were 
there) which gets you a badge and a drinking 
vessel of some kind. You will learn the club sa
lute ("Kangaloosh!") and the motto and the song.

It takes time to explore this place. Suspect 
everything. The bar stools rise and fall at the 
bartender's whim. Ship's in Bottle's sink. The 
spirits of the EYEFOUR Indians (the one's that 
the Freeway is named after) rise in anger and 
MUST be appeased.

Hours and hours of fun. Like sitting in a 
GREAT con suite at a great con.

...OTHER PLACES AROUND PLEASURE ISLAND

NEON ARMADILLO: They got both kindsa music here... 
Country AND Western

MANNEQUINS: A BIG high tech multi level dance club. 
Costumes hang everywhere. Main dance floor is a 
giant turntable.

XZFR BEACH CLUB: It's beach music and plenty of it. 
Weird acts preform outside.

VIDEOPOLIS EAST: A dance club strictly for those 18 
and UNDER!

THE CAVE: Big with the white skin/black hair crowd. 
Probably a vampire hangout.

COMEDY WAREHOUSE: Just what you'd expect, a stand
up comedy place.

Three shops to check out while you are there..

SUSPENDED ANIMATION: Specializes in cells and mem
orabilia from a certain animation company (I 
wonder which one?)

AVIGATOR'S SUPPLY: Flying and exploring gear. Ad
venturer's Club gear is available here.

JESSICA'S: Named for a two dimensional lady of the 
same name, caters to the frilly tastes (hubba 
hubba).

Also anchored off Pleasure Island is THE EMPRESS 
LILY. Fine dining (Serious dress code). Reserva
tions a must, but a finer meal will not be found 
anywhere in Florida.

Remember., every night is New Years Eve on Plea
sure Island. Fireworks and confetti rule the night.

TYPHOON LAGOON

This is, without a doubt, the finest water park 
in the world. It is HUGE (56 acres and growing) and 
is done up in a style that only Disney can do. It's 
not cheap (something like $17.50 per adult, $14.00 
for kids). There are package deals you can get 
which include Typhoon Lagoon in their price.

As the Burma Shave style signs leading into the 
park say:

A furious storm once roared 'crossed the sea; 
Catching ships in its path, helpless to flee; 
Instead of a certain and watery doom;
The winds swept them her to Typhoon Lagoon.

The style of the place is that of a sleepy 
southern fishing village which has been turn end 
over end by a huge storm. Instead of moving away, 
the natives turned the places into a water park. In 
true Disney fashion, each bit has it's catchy name.

THE CASTAWAY CREEK is a fun, relaxing and useful 
way to get around. It is a creek loaded with 
inner-tubes which circles the entire place and 
is a great way to get off the hot sidewalks and 
still get to the various attractions.

TYPHOON LAGOON: A 2 1/2 acre wave pool which can be 
cranked up to hold actual surfing contests on.

HUMUNGA KOWABUNGA: Two huge straight steep water
slides from hell. We started calling them WET'N' 
WEDGEY. You become intimately aware of your 
bathing suit.

SHARK REEF: It's a salt water snorkeling pool. Look 
down on the sea life below. Fish galore, plant 
life of every color. Yes, there are some nurse 
and lemon shark here, which are well fed and 
stay on the bottom. You aren't allowed to dive 
below the surface, just paddle along the top at 
your own pace. All equipment is provided.

In addition there are three twisty turny water 
slides (which throw you into totally dark caves 
along the way. There are large inner-tube, multi
persons ride.

There is a kids only area with scaled down ver
sions of al! of the above.

Bathing suits and towels can be purchased or 
rented on-site.

*****

Well, that about wraps up our quick overview of 
Walt Disney World. This is nowhere near a complete 
guide. Most of the complete guides are 200+ pages
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In length and even they don't tell you everything.
If anything outside of a con (And maybe KSC) can 

be the perfect place for fans, then Walt Disney 
World has got to be it.

See you there, I'll be the one in the Mouse Ears 
signing "It's a small world after all, it’s a small 
world af.........*1*1
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5
This 

37. So some are catch-up 
rest are on the Special 
Vogt. As usual, my comments 
brackets [[...]].

letter column contains comments on LL #34- 
from previous issues, the 

Issues on Sturgeon and Van 
are in the double 

--Lan

|Jeanne Mealy | Teddy Harvia did a fairly
|4157 Lyndale Ave S | good job of symbolizing 
[Minneapolis MN 554091 many of Heinlein's works 

for the front cover. Put
ting a cat by the Door into Summer would’ve been a 
nice touch.

James Wallace Harris makes a wonderful point: 
"...that there is a literary ghost of Heinlein for 
every person who still thinks about him, and reads 
his stories." Of course, this is true of anyone who 
has put their thoughts on paper and shared them 
with an audience--novelists, playwrights, songwrit
ers, even *gasp!* fanzine fans! Granted, fanzine 
fans often tell more about themselves than do other 
writers writing of subject other than themselves... 
For me, it's still difficult to align my image of 
someone (their paper personality) with the real 
person I meet. And, I've been told, people have the 
same problem with me. Strange, I don't understand 
this... "Well, I. do!" "Who asked you?" "Never 
mind!"

And I agree with Sandra Taylor that Heinlein's 
writing has obstacles for those of us who aren't 
math wizards or disagree with his portrayal of the 
interaction between male and female characters. I 
tended to identify, in a confused way, with the 
male characters. THEY were doing the fun stuff, 
when they weren't being stupid. Eventually, I tired 
of this and went on to other writers...but after 
reading Sandra's gripes AND the things that keep 
her reading his books, I know I'll go back to one 
(or two) someday.

I certainly envy Susan Shwartz. Having a dad who 
provided guidance for enjoying comics, SF books, 
Star Trek.... *sigh* Wow. How different my life 
would have been if that'd been the case! At least

my folks didn't interfere with niy voracious reading 
(Including SF) or Star Trek watching. I was warned 
that it might give me nightmares—I'm not sure if 
my late-night viewing of classic horror movies be
gan before or after this. Heh, heh. I was 11, but 
had NO problem falling for Star Trek and several 
major characters.

Thanks to Joe Green for discussing Heinlein’s 
casual use of "futuristic gimmicks", as he puts it. 
After reading these and other books, no wonder I'm 
still hopping around in frustration that we haven't 
scratched the surface of many SF writers' visions!

Phil Tortoricci provided a very amusing image of 
"The Heinlein Toddlers" ("An ARMED day care center 
is a POLITE day care center"). No Kidding!

I enjoyed "My Mentors" by Spider Robinson (Hein
lein, Sturgeon, Bova). He does write good, yep, he 
does.1*1 

|Ken Carter | 1] Pen Pals: Other out there, who 
|343 St. Anthonyj have had good or bad experiences 

[New Orleans, LA| with their state Vocational Rehab 
170122-2955 I programs, let me hear from you.

2] Now, routine stuff. LL has 
been, for me, a good guage of the intellectual 
tides sweeping our century. SF is, you see, the 
leading edge of science, and science is itself a 
leading edge. Of what? Of human exploration of 
"This Place* that we all awakened into at birth.
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Exploration, so very important in light of our ini
tial ignorance. Science is the best exploratory 
tool around, because it "bounces lightly on the 
data (i.e., without emotional clouds), looks widely 
(Fortean Society is the ideal of this), and tests 
severely (replicability, etc)."

This epistimology--"bounce lightly, look widely, 
and test"--was absent from humanity's efforts...un
til science came along in 1600 or so.

In sum: science is our best exploratory tool for 
"This Place", and SF lims the road ahead of sci
ence. So SF sorts out of the manifold as a highly 
important activity.

3] Upshot: In light of SF's pre-emminent posi
tion on the leading edge of humanity's "light ex
panding into darkness," I ask your readers to think 
upon, and push for, Asimov's Global Library (AGL). 
Not only to build the AGL, but to also use it as a 
means to a further end.

Within that library, to create its most precious 
part: A single-language collection of all specula
tive SF, with an index of all the pregnant concepts 
buried in the wordage. Pregnant concepts-pregnant 
with the future. AGL would thus provide us with a 
current Catalogue to the "Cosmology of Ideas."

It is sad but true that many superb ideas have 
lain idle, lost in wordage, for years before being 
spotted and widely known. This time lag is very 
lamentable, because humanity is in such bad shape. 
Lester Boutellier can detail that. Who knows what 
useful new concepts may be lying in an Indonesian 
or Burmese SF story right now? (Like those algebra 
theorems in India in 1900 or so.)

Let's start talking about the Asimov Global Li
brary, for the sake of Ultimate Truth. Perhaps we 
could call it "The AsiGoL". The Library of Congress 
could be its seed crystal.

(Dennis K. Fischer | Maybe it's just as well you 
|7677 S. San Pedro St.| didn't ask Melinda Snod- 
|Los Angeles, CA 900031 grass about Star Trek: The

Next Generation--it proved 
an unhappy experience for her and she didn't remain 
on the show long, though she is credited with one 
of the show's best episodes, "Measure of a Man", a- 
bout Data being tried as man or machine, and one of 
the worst about Irish immigrants resorting to ster
eotype while flying through space (which may have 
had a covert pro-choice message in its other sub
plot that was rather subtlely buried). Enjoyed your 
description of Return to the Forbidden Planet.

Somehow, I Hked Carrion Comfort much better 
than your reviewers did, though I will readily ad
mit that it doesn't carry the wallop of the better 
and more condensed Song of Kali. I usually consider 
only science fiction as being "Hugo class" materi
al, so it seems odd that a dark fantasy would be 
referred to as such.

I think David Shea is somewhat erroneous in his 
claim that "Ms. Bujold had bought whole-heartedly 
into the stock, 'yes, every life is worth preserv
ing' position." From iny reading of Bujold's work, 
particularly the Miles Vorkosigan stories, her pos
ition is more that everyone should be given a 
chance. Those who try to promote a eugenically per
fect utopia are suffering from an Illusion. Miles 
himself is a handicapped character who demonstrates 
time and again that he and other handicapped people 
can still make worthwhile contributions and should 
be judged solely on whether they match physical f- 
deals of perfection. Miles abhors the taking of hu
man lives, but can see that as a necessary conse
quence of some of the military endeavors he is in
volved with for the purpose of keeping the peace 
and protecting Barrayar's interests. Bujold's work 
is not without its villains either, but she obvi
ously holds "life" and "freedom" as sacred.

I received a promotional copy of Kathe Koja's 
Bad Brains and almost couldn't read ft, so I was 
surprised when you wrote that she "has a strong 
grasp of prose and description." Perhaps it slipped 
her hold in this very fragmentary (full of sentence 
fragments and fragmentary notions) book, or is this 
intended to be some kind of clever postmodernist 
writing breaking out of the patrilineal mold?

[[I have not yet read Bad Brains but will as soon 
as I finish reading this year's Hugo nominees. 
Kathe writes in a stream-of-consciousness form, 
which is difficult to read fast. Usually I can 
read horror books quickly, but I could not do 
that with hers. I have to slow down and read 
carefully to understand what is going on. Cypher 
her first novel was a better read when I realized 
that.]]

|Lloyd Penney | It's interesting to hear that 
|412—4 Lisa Street) George Alec Effinger is a 
|Brampton, Ontario) Holmes fan and writer. Yvonne 
[CANADA L6T 4B6| has become quite the Holmes 

buff, but doesn't belong to 
the local Holmes group. The Bootmakers, because of 
several years of membership goof-ups. I'll have to 
ask what progress there's been on his novels since 
you wrote about them.

Bravo to Mark Bernstein: I think that our de
mands for 100% accuracy in the science in our fic
tion makes the term science fiction an oxymoron. 
This makes it look like we don't want hard SF in 
the far future, but in the near future, where the 
science involved is near to our own level, or it is 
our own level. It makes for little or no specula
tion. I think few people will make the sweeping 
statement that science has been completely filled 
in, and that there's nothing more to learn or dis
cover, so we must speculate further. I don't think
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100% accuracy in SF is totally necessary; if the 
writer could alter even one basic fact of estab
lished science, and extrapolate from there, these 
fictional “facts'' could add up to some interesting 
ideas and plotlines stemming from it. I guess I 
grew up reading about time travel and force fields, 
so I certainly don't mind fictional science in my 
science fiction.

(Jeanne Mealy | An amusing cover, with what 
|4157 Lyndale Ave S | appears to be an astronaut 
(Minneapolis, MN 554091 reading Lan's Lantern by 

the light of an old-fash
ioned lantern and an alien looking over his should
er. The real story is probably that the alien is 
one of his shipmates, not a nosy native.

This issue was dedicated to Don C. Thompson— 
nice touch. No wonder I find it difficult to catch 
up on Iocs, being reminded of the fans we lost with 
every other fanzine. Worthwhile people are worthy 
mourning for.

“Fear and Loathing in (and of) Fandom": This is 
certainly a dark picture of fannish behavior. While 
I don't believe its truly representative of what 
the majority do. I've seen more than a few instanc
es that make me agree there's room for improvement. 
There are a lot more socially "ept* folks now that 
don't hide behind being overweight and shy, wearing 
glasses, liking odd hobbies (reading, computers, 
science, etc.), and having grownup under the label 
"Nerd". Why don't more fans step in and use peer 
pressure to guide the inept? Same reason a lot of 
people don't get involved in the "real" world—wor
ried about personal consequences, for one.

As for drunken fans attempting to seduce under
age kids: YUCK!

Actually, I believe a lot of fans DO get in
volved and resolve problems. They just do it so 
quietly and tactfully you don't notice, unless YOU 
are the one causing the problem. And then there's 
fannish security, which can be very effective in 
separating arguers and convincing drunks that they 
are better off somewhere else (preferably sobering 
up). People who have experience with how fans think 
and act—and knowing what to do when behavior isn't 
hospitable toward others—are invaluable. (They are 
sometimes willing to train novices, too.)

Did Laura Resnick come up with the title for her 
travel article, or did you? [[She did.]] It's got 
to be one of the longest I've ever seen in a zine. 
She and Cathy certainly had more than their share 
of exciting experiences on that trip to Tunisia. 
Vicarious travel is better than no travel, I say— 
especially for some of these, uh, challenging plac
es people have visited. I may go away thinking, 
"Never in a million YEARS would I go there, but I'm 
glad I saw it through another fan's eyes."

I greatly like Laura's writing style—humorous, 
friendly, and even informative. I know where they 

went, what they did, and how they felt about it all 
as though we'd been talking informally at a con. My 
sympathy to her for her motion sickness attack. How 
many people can say that theirs happened while rid
ing on board a hydrofoil? Small consolation, I sup
pose—but it does fulfill one of the reasons we all 
travel: to get good stories to tell everyone later! 
(Or is it that turning bad situations into good 
stories is a way to get lemonade from lemons!)

The same goes for Jack Williamson's stories 
about his visits to Russia. Nice touch, to compare 
impressions gained on earlier trips with his most 
recent one. Sympathy to him, too, for his case of 
"the Romanoff's Revenge." He was staying in a 3,000 
room hotel? Wow! Are any American hotels that 
large?

I've got to learn to read articles by the Leep
ers in small doses. They pack in a lot of informa
tion, and I get overwhelmed if I read too much at 
once. It would also help to toss in a line of space 
between the paragraphs. GREAT i11o on page 39 of 
Anubis reading Lan's Lantern. This should've been a 
cover, or at least a cover sheet for this article.

Why were hundreds (maybe thousands) of croco
diles mummified by the Egyptians? [[As food for the 
next life? So the person would be surrounded by 
familiar animals? To puzzle archaeologists?]]

I understand the attitude of "Doing this brands 
me as a tourist—oh well!" I think I missed out on 
a few neat experiences by trying to act like I'd 
seen it all before. These days, I'm the one walking 
around looking up to see interesting details on 
buildings and the like—in a city where I've lived 
since 1978. A sense of wonder is best cultivated 
daily, with both lofty and not-so-lofty input. 
Speaking of wonder, it was exciting to read about 
the balloon ride. I'd love to try one, but the ex
pense holds me back. When my ship comes in, maybe 
it'11 be a balloon.

Now, hold on. This is taking understatement too 
far, even for this Midwesterner! Evelyn was de
scribing a detour they had to take:

This was a combination of paved and gravel 
road though the the paved felt no better than 
the gravel. Both were equally bone-jarring, 
especially when we hit the speed bump at 80 
kph (50 mph). Mark and I were in the back 
seat and it was exciting, I tell you.

EXCITING?! How about "gender-threatening"?!
"The Last SF Story": So Mr. John America be

lieves we've been reading too much SF and need to 
start turning dreams into reality? I disagree— 
there will always be a need for dreams, and not all 
of them need to become real. On the other hand, the 
U.S. certainly is having its problems these days 
and could benefit from some hard-working dream
ers...
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"MINICON 25: From the eyes of Jane Phan: was an 
enjoyable view by Lynn Margos!an. Why Is the wave 
(done at Sports events) Inappropriate for a domed 
stadium? [[Got me!]] There are actually two ver
sions of blog: regular (alcoholic) and St. Paul 
(non-alcoholic). I trust you have enlightened Lynn 
that Tucker's name is Wilson Tucker, not Tucker 
Wilson. [[Yes, but it was funnier this way.]]

"A Few Words About Sex" — I reluctantly agree 
with Michael Kube-McDowell's statement that 17th 
century Puritanism is setting the tone for our so
ciety's attitudes on sex. Urghhhh, what a waste! 
Ditto for the apparent underlying premise of the 
censorship movement—that exposure to eroticism 
makes us less human, more animalistic and slaves to 
our libido. Reality therapy sounds like a great 1- 
dea: face up to what we are and what we want to ac
complish. Don't let fear creep in, leading to limi
tations on what we could become. We're a mind-body 
combination, and need to nourish each separately 
and together. Here, here—and there, there—and de
finitely THERE and there and there and....

Once again, in "Conreports and Ramblings", you 
prove that you're at least three people. Why does 
no one point this out? It's a little overwhelming, 
but certainly fun to read what you've been up to.

Secret Santa—ah, that brings back pleasant mem
ories from college dorm life! I suggested that our 
company try it last year, but the big boss vetoed 
it on the grounds of not wanting anyone to feel 
left out if they couldn't afford it. Jeeze, college 
students are known for being resourceful with lit
tle money—but I guess it's different in the real 
world. (I would NOT want anyone to feel bad, but I 
thought it'd be a fun thing to do especially with 
little money being necessary.)

Wow, you (Lan) felt overwhelmed by crowds at 
MARCON? I guess I just imagined you as being fairly 
comfortable in such circumstances, especially con
sidering your con-going activities. I know it's 
true, though, that even the most gregarious of fans 
will need some private time/space.

[[Lan-C1one #3 has a little trouble with crowds, 
it's true, but he's getting better. #1 was at a 
family function, and #2 was helping students that 
weekend—they are better with crowds, but were 
needed to exercise their talents. Besides, #3 
thought he could handle it all right. Me, I was 
In bed sleeping all weekend.]]

|Steve Antczak | The Ted Sturgeon Special
|926-C Waverly Way NE | was excellent. I have a 
(Atlanta GA 30307-25511 small anecdote regarding 

Sturgeon, passed on to me 
by local writer Wnedy Webb: She said that once he 
was visiting her mother (Sharon Webb), making din
ner for everyone (a special dish Wendy has figured 
out how to make), and commented that he expected to 

die soon. Of course, three months later he did. Not 
much of an anecdote, but it was related better over 
the phone by Wendy.

Sturgeon was one of those writers I've always 
wanted to meet. Others were Heinlein and Tiptree. I 
have met many of those still around. Including Sil
verberg, LeGuin, Pohl, Williamson. I have gotten to 
know others fairly well, especially Jack and Joe 
Haldeman, and have had more than just passing con
versations with Ellison, Moorcock and others. It's 
almost Hke living a dream, because that's one of 
the things I did dream about as a kfd.

The reviews in the regular Ish of the Lantern 
made for enjoyable reading, as did the "10 Years 
Ago" article on SF. I remember when Lord Valen
tine's Castle came out, It was a favorite at the 
time and spurred me on to write my very first ever 
fan letter, to Asimov's re a story by Silverberg 
set in the same universe. I never knew they pub
lished that letter until 1 got a letter from an
other fan saying she got my address from Asimov's! 
In fact, I still have not seen that ish! I think it 
was in the early couple of years of the 80s, but I 
can't remember. I never replied to the correspond
ent, as I recall I was appalled that some stranger 
would write to me and, I can't remember the title, 
ask to borrow a book of mine!

Of course, this was all before I got into (dis) 
organized fandom. I attended a few comic and Star 
Trek cons, but didn't go to my first SF con till 
CONFEDERATION in '86! That was when Hawk and I mis
took Ray Bradbury for a keg of beer, which 1s an
other story altogether.

PS [[handwritten later]]: I eventually did find 
that ish of Asimov's with my letter in it. It's tn 
the August 82 issue. My first fanac!

(Curt Phillips | As you know I rarely write
|Rt 7, Box 357 | letters of comment, but Jo-
lAbingdon VA 242101 seph Patrick Conat's article 

"Fear and Loathing tn (and 
of) Fandom" deserves comment and attention from ev
ery fan who's ever attended a convention.

I attended conventions regularly for about 15 
years but stopped 2 years ago when I realized that 
the cons were becoming less about science fiction 
and more about wild parties and promiscuous behav
ior. I think this state of affairs has come about 
because SF fandom has always been extremely toler
ant about the people we allow into fandom. This, of 
course, is because many of us have experienced In
tolerance from the mundane world—like not being 
Invited to the "cool" parties after school, not be
ing allowed to join the "better" school clubs, not 
being particularly good at sports—in other words, 
being a "nerd" or a misfit.

I write from experience. I was this kind of mis
fit, but thank heavens I was a misfit who read set-
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ence fiction. Eventually I discovered fandom and 
jumped in with no thought that the rottenness that 
afflicted the mundane world would ever invade fan
dom. Sadly, it has. As Conat accurately describes 
it, the traditional fannish tolerance towards all 
kinds of though and behavior is being pushed beyond 
the limits of reason.

It's unfortunate that the ■barbarians'' are un
likely to see Conat*s article, because I doubt that 
if they even read read at all, they read fanzines. 
(I certainly like to think that Lan's Lantern goes 
to a better class of people!) Still, if enough good 
people get the idea and begin to refuse to tolerate 
unreasonable behavior at our conventions, maybe it 
isn't too late to save ourselves from the barbarian 
hoards. It's damn well worth a try.

Ben Indick's article on “Science Fiction Cyber
punk" is the first examination I've seen of the so- 
called "cyberpunk movement" (which I prefer to 
think of as the 'cyberpunk reaction') from the per
spective of the science fiction world of the 1930s 
and 1940s—which in its way was just as revolution
ary and caused far more of a stir than has cyber
punk. Indick's viewpoint is reassuring to those 
like me who have had trouble "accessing" the tech
nobabble of cyberpunk. He reminds us that the new 
styles in SF are usually strange until we try them 
on for size. Maybe I'll have another try at Neuro- 
mancer now.1*1

)Mike GHcksohn | Dear Large,
|508 Windermere Ave| Er, maybe that's not the 
(Toronto, Ontario | best way of mixing "Lan" and 
(CANADA M6S 3L6| "George." But then again, 

"Dear Gean" doesn't do it ei
ther. How about a strict anagram of "langeorge"? Ah 
yes...

Dear Angle Ogre,
Despite having practically nothing to say about 

your most recent pair of special issues I believe 
that the amount of time and effort that went into 
their conception and creation deserves at least a 
note of thanks on my part. You once again have me 
congratulations for a project of considerable mer
it. (Have you thought about where these specials 
might end? Or if they ever will? Are you right now 

ransacking the magazines of 1946 looking for first 
appearances by authors whose half-century anniver
sary will soon be upon us? Do you dream of lying on 
your death bed in 2040 and snarling as Death comes 
for you, "Go away, go away, I've not quite finished 
the Wendy CounsU 50th Anniversary Issue."? Or per
haps not.)

I only met Sturgeon once, briefly enough to get 
one autograph, and while I've always enjoyed his 
writing I never quite raised him to the exalted 
status that many other fans have but one could nev
er deny his impact on the field nor his right to 
his own special issue of the Lantern.

Knowing very little of the man other than his 
fiction (and remembering very few details of his 
fiction except basically that when I read it I was 
moved and impressed by it) I found most of the is
sue well worth reading. The articles by Hei deman, 
Childs-Helton, Robinson and Fischer all made me 
wish I had the time to go back and reread much of 
Sturgeon's output but sadly I doubt I'll be able to 
do that. At least not for a few years yet. Still, 
the issue must have been a success if it had that 
effect on me and I'm sure Sturgeon's many fans will 
consider it a valuable testament to the man and his 
work.

The Van Vogt issue, while also worthwhile, was 
perhaps less successful than the Sturgeon issue, 
possible because Van Vogt's writing was somewhat 
less successful than Sturgeon's. The main feeling 
it left me with was a sense of gratitude that I'd 
read most of Van Vogt's novels when I was a great 
deal younger and had a great many more functioning 
brain cells because I suspect that if I tried to 
reread them today I'd get hopelessly lost trying to 
follow his convoluted plotlines. My fault and my 
loss, of course, not Van Vogt's. The one time I met 
and chatted with him he was unfailingly polite and 
a real gentleman. Unfortunately his speech at that 
convention was as convoluted as his plots without 
making as much sense but once again no one can 
question that he made his mark and helped define 
science fiction as we know it. I hope he's pleased 
with this tribute and responds in some positive 
wav. 1*1

(David Palter | Thanks for LL #36 A 37,
|55 Yarmouth Rd., bsmt| which I received today 
(Toronto, Ontario | (June 23, 1992), which were 
(CANADA M6G 1X1 I published, respectively, 1^ 

years ago and just over one 
year ago, thereby setting a new record for the de
lay between publication and mailing of a fanzine, 
which I will duly report to the Guinness Book of 
World Records. Actually, I have a theory about 
this. A few years ago I announced iny official de
parture from fanzine fandom and was accordingly re
moved from your mailing list. But more recently you 
have noticed that my writing is again appearing in
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print, with the 2nd and 3rd Issues of The Frozen
Frog. Thus you decided that perhaps I would like to 
see these Issues, particularly as #36 does Include 
a brief contribution by me. Either that, of neither 
my departure from fandom nor my return via the pag
es of The Frozen Frog have made any Impression on 
you, and the long delay 1n mailing resulted simply 
from the fact that you are overworked and just had 
no time to ma 11 1t sooner.

[[Although the first scenario 1s an elegant excuse, 
I must admit that the second describes the situa
tion more accurately. See my "Ramblings" this 
Issue.]]

Your series of special commemorative Issues of 
LL continues to be greatly successful. Both of 
these Issues prove to be quite Interesting and in
formative. They are beautiful pieces of work, and I 
am glad that you did send them to me, however late. 
You are certainly performing a valuable service for 
the SF community, and for me personally. 1*1

(Robert Bloch | The two special Issues
(2111 Sunset Crest Drive) arrived, and you surely 
ILos Angeles, CA 90046 I did well by two special 

writers. I've been lucky 
1n knowing them both—one since 1946 and the other 
since 1954—and 1t's good to see such Interest 1n 
their contributions to the genre on the part of 
many who weren't readers at the time their work 
first appeared. My only regret that so little was 
said about their equally unique personalities, 
which certainly are Integral to an understanding of 

the work they produced. All 1n all, a fascinating 
overview—for which many thanks.1*1 

|L1sa Thomas | Sturgeon's "Killdozer" has 
|1672 Bruce | to rank as being among the 
iHenderson, KY 424201 all-time best SF stories.

Van Vogt's Mission to the 
Stars is one of my treasured books.

My first experiences with SF are similar to what 
Spider Robinson mentions in #36, except that I was 
8 and the books were Glory Road and Have Space-Suit 
—Will Travel. 1*1

(Michael Bishop | I want to thank you for the
(PO Box 646 | special issues of Lan's Lantern
|Pine Mountain, GA| (#36 A 37) devoted to the lives 

J 318221 and work of Theodore Sturgeon
and A.E. Van Vogt respectively.

Both are clearly heartfelt tributes, well-assembled 
and handsomely laid out, and I think you most sin
cerely for putting me on your mailing list and al
lowing me to see and read them.|*| 

(Craig Ledbetter | I really appreciate your send- 
|P0 Box 5367 | ing me the two issues of Lan's 
(Kingwood TX 773251 Lantern (36 & 37). It has been

a year or two since I read a 
SF fanzine as all my time had been taken up with 
producing European Trash Cinema and Asian Trash 
Cinema. My interest in SF has dwindled down to next 
to nil, and so I didn't feel I was missing much.

I still may not be missing much, but reading 
through the tributes to Sutrgeon and Van Vogt did 
make me realize that I had missed reading Lan's 
Lanterns! The Sturgeon overview by Dennis Fischer 
was especially well done and accomplished exactly 
what Dennis no doubt wanted—it forced me to go 
back and re-read Sturgeon stories and to seek out 
the ones I had missed. Most all your contributors 
had an Interesting tale of memory of the authors 
which was worth repeating.|*| 

(Martin Morse Wooster | Certainly both Theodore 
|P0 Box 8093 | Sturgeon and A. E. Van
(Silver Spring. MD 209071 Vogt are important writ

ers whose works will last 
for a long time. But I thought that your contribut
ors missed several important points that meant in
complete portraits of the two writers who were sur
veyed.

It is clear that science fiction has tended to
ward two poles in its history. One pole is that SF 
is literature, using tools that are somewhat dif
ferent from those that most mundane writers use, 
but work that can be judged using the same terms, 
tools and forms that one would use to judge any no
vel. A second pole is that SF is sui generis, some
thing that lives by itself, grows by itself, and
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can only be judged by Its own terms and standards.
Consider these two sentences: "Theodore Sturgeon 

is a great American writer." "A.E. Van Vogt is a 
great American writer." The first sentence is de
batable, but defendable. The second is a statement 
that few could believe. Why is this true?

I believe it is because Sturgeon's work is pri
marily about notions and standards that a mundane 
writer would not find unfamiliar. There are no gal
actic empires in Sturgeon's work, and even the su
permen are ordinary humans with exceptional powers. 
A.E. Van Vogt's work is primarily about dreams; we 
enter his books to discover fantasias on a theme of 
transcendence, not for the satisfactions of well- 
rounded plots and well-developed characters that 
mundane fiction—and Theodore Sturgeon's writing— 
provide.

Certainly the fact that Sturgeon and Van Vogt 
both began to flourish under John Campbell's tute
lage should cause people to reconsider what Camp
bell's aims and limits as an editor were. These 
days Campbell is remembered as a rigid technophile, 
but when he was at his peak, Campbell certainly had 
a wider range of interests than one might expect. 
Not all Golden Age SF writers were literary ances
tors of Robert L. Forward and James P. Hogan.

One additional comment about Sturgeon—he was, 
by all accounts (and from the brief discussion with 
him that I had in 1984) a very nice man. This con
firms an observation that I have made about writers 
—the more talented they are, the more pleasant 
they are to their fans and their public. Gene Wolfe 
and Brian Aldiss are very pleasant people, after 
all, and both are major SF writers. It is the 
writer who has just started to make major sales, or 
one whose talent peaked long ago, who is rude and 
egotistical in public. (You know, like what's his 
name. Or that other guy. Or Jane-you-know. Why 
mention names?)

Eric Heideman's essay suffers from overstate
ment. If you are going to make sentences such as 
"Theodore Sturgeon was one of the most versatile 
prose stylists in the English language," you should 
provide reasoning and rationale for why Sturgeon 
was the equal of Hemingway, Fitzgerald, and Faulk
ner. Heideman does not do this. Nor does he explain 
why Sturgeon's range of jobs and interests "was 
matched by no writer of North American fiction." (I 
had no idea until I read Heideman that "North Amer
ican fiction" was a category. He should have said 
"no American or Canadian novelist.") I can think of 
at least a dozen writers whose careers were as var
ied as Sturgeon's; nearly all of them flourished 
before the rise of the English Department and the 
Master of Fine Arts degree. Such overstatements do 
not help Heideman's case.

Both Heideman and Dennis K. Fischer make too 
strong a case for Sturgeon's abilities as a critic. 
Strugeon's problem was that his basic rule for

reviewing was "be nice." But that rule does not 
help the reader very much; without understanding 
what a critic dislikes, one can not know what his 
standards were. A critic who only says positive 
things is like a novelist who decides not to use 
the letter "e"; such a feat can certainly be done, 
but one has little idea why such a feat would be 
worth doing.

I wish one of your writers would have discussed 
what caused Sturgeon's writing blocks. Certainly 
most of the Golden Age writers (except for Isaac 
Asimov) had writing blocks; and certainly others 
were forced to shift occupations for a time, either 
to raise families, or because of the depression of 
the SF markets between 1955 and 1963. But only 
Sturgeon among the writers of the era was so de
pressed that he had to stop writing entirely. I've 
never read anything that explains why these blocks 
came about and why they went away. This would cer
tainly be a subject for an interesting article.

Another subject worth pursuing 1s the feminist 
view of Sturgeon. Certainly Sturgeon was better a- 
ble to describe women than most Golden Age writers, 
but that was because he was better able to describe 
people in general than any writer of his genera
tion, with the possible exception of Frederik Pohl. 
I recall reading a long time ago (it may very well 
have been in an issue of Janus) a feminist critic 
saying that the only two Golden Age writers worth 
reading were Sturgeon and Leiber. Does this state
ment still hold true?

It might also be interesting to see what influ
ence Sturgeon had on later writers. A.E. Van Vogt's 
influence is fairly easy to trace, beginning with 
Philip K. Dick (a writer whose name is oddly absent 
from your Van Vogt issue) and then on to later gen
erations of conspiratological fantasists. Stur
geon's influence is probably more subtle. What does 
Lucius Shepard think of Sturgeon? How about william 
Gibson? I suspect that both of these writers have 
read a good deal of Sturgeon—and Sturgeon!an in
fluences show up in their fiction regularly.

Debbis F1scher;s comment about the Library of 
Congress mistakenly listing "Theodore Sturgeon" as 
a psuedonym is old news. The sort of cataloguing
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practice that Fischer describes was changed about a 
decade ago; now it is Library of Congress policy to 
catalogue books under the name an author chooses to 
call him or her self. (Thus the LC catalogs "Chalk
er, Jack L." not "Chalker, John Lawrence"; "Cher- 
ryh, C.J." not "Cherry, Carolyn Janice", etc.) I 
don't think anyone searching in a library for Stur
geon books will now find them listed under "Waldo" 
unless the cataloguing was done a very long time 
aoo.1*1 

|Harry Andruschak) I never met A.E. Van Vogt except 
IPO Box 5309 | for a few brief moments at local
|Torrance, CA | cons. Part of this is that I for
190510-5309[ one was never able to regard him 

as a great writer. Somehow his 
books seem so...formula? maybe contrived? I read 
him, but never with the kind of enthusiasm that I 
read Theodore Sturgeon.

Probably the meeting I remember best with Stur
geon was one where he said nothing to me. In fact, 
I doubt he even noticed me. Why? Weill, this was at 
the July 1979 VOYAGER ONE Encounter at JPL. It was 
after midnight, since I was working graveyard shift 
at that time. We had all, and I mean ALL computer 
systems going flat out to try and keep up with the 
flood of data from the spacecraft. I am proud to 
say that ny operations and maintenance department 
kept all systems up and running.

Indeed, I think it was about 3AM that my super
visor told me to take a break, so I wandered down 
to the von Kannan Auditorium. Now at previous en
counters, such as VIKING at Mars, the Press Corps 
was assembled in Karman, but other guests, such as 
SF writers like Robert Heinlein, were relegated to 
the cafeteria areas. For VOYAGER and all subsequent 
encounters, Jerry Pournelle arranged for the SFWA 
to be in Karman.

And that is where I met the whole lot, including 
Sturgeon, Poul and Karen Anderson, Jack Williamson, 
Larry Niven, and a host of others. I said hello and 
had brief talks with the others. Sturgeon ignored 
most of this and was keeping an eye on the TV moni
tors, muttering such phrases as "would you look at 
thatl". And we all did. THAT was the sequence of 
pictures of the moon Io, and as each new picture 
came in the detail improved. Soon everyone was 
looking at the TV monitor. I explained tjiat al
though the picture was black and white, the color 
code on the side seemed to indicate that the moon 
was a mixture of red-yellow-orange, which turned 
out to be the case.

So there was Sturgeon, acting like any young SF 
fan going gosh-wow-boy-o-boy. Not surprising. The 
general feeling among the scientists was that Io 
would be covered with craters. It wasn't. Nobody 
had any idea what all the color stuff was. (Sulfar, 
by the way.) And ft wasn't until a few days later 

that the answer was found to be volcanos. All we 
could know that night was that Io was a very 
strange moon.

After all that I went back to work, then home at 
8 AM. That was my main meeting with Sturgeon, and I 
am glad that we of JPL were able to give him such a 
thrilling show. Really made my day.1*1

(Buck Coulson) I particularly liked the Sturgeon 
|2677W - 700N | issue. Possibly should have written 
(Hartford City| something for you, but I never met 
(Indiana 47348) the man, I just liked his stories, 

and a lot of people did that. Only 
time I got close to him was a CHICON III (I think 
that was the right number) when there was a sort of 
fiIk concert by Sturgeon, Ted Cogswell, and Juani
ta, and even then I never spoke to him. (And didn't 
really hear him either, the acoustics in the room 
being so bad. I could barely hear Juanita!)

I wonder why Hei deman mentions "nine Sturgeon 
novels* in the text and then lists eleven novels in 
his bibliography? Of course, two of them were based 
on other people's screenplays and so weren't en
tirely his, but even so....

Barry Childs-Helton had the absolutely best ma
terial in the issue; maybe it’s just as well that I 
didn't write anything. I couldn't even say, as some 
people did, that Sturgeon's work influenced me. I 
just happened to like most of it. (I'm not really 
sure that anybody except Juanita ever influenced 
me, come to that. I'm pretty stubborn.) But I'm not 
at all sure that I'd want any of my writing compar
ed to Barry's article; mine wouldn't look so good.

Fischer gets a couple of titles reversed. The 
hardcover is Without Sorcery (Prime Press, 1948) 
and the paperback is Not Without Sorcery (Ballan
tine, 1961). I also disagree with his opinion that 
the movie "Killdozer" was "poorly made"; I think 
it's still one of the best adaptations of a science 
fiction story ever done. TV and movie adaptations 
are necessarily different from the original story; 
this one stays closer than most. But I agree with 
Fischer's opinion of "It", which is one of a very 
few horror stories by anyone that actually gave me 
a chill.

I'm not as much interested in the Van Vogt issue 
because I never liked Van Vogt's writing, except 
for "Black Destroyer". I read The Players of Null-A 
first, as it was being serialized in Astounding 
shortly after I discovered the magazine, and 
thought it totally nonsensical. Then when The World 
of Null-A appeared in book form, I read that, in 
the faint hope that it would make Players seem more 
reasonable. It didn't; the whole damned thing was 
nonsense, first to last. Tried Sian; the protagon
ist was less of an idiot than Odd John, but not a 
lot less. The Weapons Shops series was considerably 
more coherent, and since I was already a Life Mem
ber of the NRA I approved of "The right to buy wea-



146 //Lan’s Lantern #40

pons is the right to be free." Empire of the Atom 
was also sort of fun, but not top-flight science 
fiction, and more than the Wapons Shops books were. 
Except for one classic story, Van Vogt was a medi
ocre to bad writer, though perhaps the Null-A books 
were his only really bad stuff. Damon Knight dis
sected them very neatly. "Black Destroyer" belongs 
on a list of science fiction's all-time best; no
thing else of Van Vogt's does. (I did appreciate 
titling one article "Memorable Short Fiction of A. 
E. Van Vogt"; his stuff was memorable, all right. 
Like Ray Beam's hommade beer; I'll recall the god
awful taste the rest of niy 1 ife.) 1*1 

|Steve George | Thanks for the Sturgeon and 
[642 Ingersoll Street) Van Vogt issues, two authors 

(Winnipeg, Manitoba | I've read and admired for 
(Canada R3G 2J4 I years. Both interesting. Es

pecially liked the Spider 
Robinson acknowledgement in the former. In the Van 
Vogt issue, however...a mistake, probably uninten
tional. Robert Sabella's chronology is correct when 
it gives Winnipeg as Van Vogt’s birthplace, but 
your own article subsequently states that Van Vogt 
was born in "rural Saskatchewan, Canada." Winnipeg, 
as you can see by my return address, is in Manito
ba, and always has been. The Van Vogts moved to 
Neville, Saskatchewan shortly after Alfred's birth.

It's an interesting coincidence that your Van 
Vogt special arrived when it did, as I was in the 
process of re-reading John Robert Colombo's Years 
of Light (Hownslow Press, Toronto, 1982), a study/ 
appreciation of early Canadian fan Leslie A. 
Croutch and his fanzine Light. In the Christmas 
1942 issue of Light, Croutch published a biography/ 
appreciation of Van Vogt, who was then living in 
Toronto. The piece was based on interviews with Van 
Vogt and corrected by him before publication. It 
provides quite a lot of personal information, in
cluding early memories and a recounting of Van 
Vogt's first meeting with E. Mayne Hull, and con
cludes with an encouragement by Croutch for other 
fan editors to reprint the piece whenever they wan
ted, as at the time Van Vogt had not quite achieved 
fame. (It would have been nice if your issue had 
contained Croutch's article, as it was virtually 
the first piece of fan writing dedicated to Van 
Vogt.) Interestingly, Van Vogt claimed at the time, 
(or so Croutch said) that the "E" in A. E. Van Vogt 
belonged to his wife Edna because of the contribu
tions she made to every one of his stories.1*1

[[I wish I had be able to publish Croutch's essay 
too. // It could have been that Van Vogt said the 
"E" stood for Edna, in appreciation for her help, 
though it also stands for his real middle name, 
Elton.]]

|Ruth Berman | The inclusion of the star- 
12809 Drew Avenue South) ship Enterprise on the 

(Minneapolis, MN 554161 Sturgeon cover makes me
wonder what sort of "Star 

Trek" episode A. E. Van Vogt would have written 1f 
he'd written one, and how much it would have had a 
Van Vogtlan flavor if filmed. Of the two scripts 
that Sturgeon did, it's an odd irony that one was 
heavily rewritten and doesn't have much Sturgeon
flavor (at least, not as far as I can see), also 
doesn't have much distinctive "ST" flavor, although 
it has a good many effective individual scenes, 
"Shore Leave". (I might even say that it's all 
downhill after the White Rabbit—but then I'm a 
Lewis Carroll fan.) "Amok Time," which is so char
acteristically Sturgeon-like in its concentration 
on varieties of love and sexuality, set most of the 
background for Spock's home-planet Vulcan, and so 
was one of the key episodes for the series.

Funny, though, how memory plays tricks in think
ing which is whose. For several years, I remembered 
fondly Sturgeon's story "A Touch of Strange", about 
mermaids, in which a man who falls in love with a 
mermaid and is consumed with lust for her arranges 
to have himself turned into a merman, and then is 
appalled to discover that as a half-fish he is no 
longer capable of lust, fish-sex being seasonal and 
devoid of any mamma!-style emotion. Eventually I 
went to re-read it, and was surprised to discover 
that "A Touch of Strange" is—not another story en
tirely, but mostly another story. (I wonder if he 
wrote it with the idea of playing a variation on 
the other.) It has emotionless mer-people, but 
there are two of them, and they arrange to turn the 
obsessive pair of humans toward each other instead 
of toward them. And perhaps I should have realized 
that the story I thought it was couldn't be, be
cause it was too jokey, carefully building to a 
punchline, for Sturgeon's style. (It's actually 
Fredric Brown's "Fish Storv.")l*l 

|Ben P. Indick | The memories evoked of wondrous 
)428 Sagamore Ave) stories made njy wait [to read 
iTeaneck NJ 076661 the Van Vogt issue] worthwhile.

I think the "Discord in Scarlet" 
stories (eventually combined in the splendid Voyage 
of the Space Beagle, otherwise known, as you say, 
AHen) were the first of his I read back in the 
1940 Astoundings. They were terrific! And S1an. 
whose ressurectional ending had, it's true, had 
been set up by Its clever author, but its trick-the 
-reader status annoyed me. For a while. How could 
one not be Impressed by this book, and its humanity 
toward a hunted species? I wonder whether (aside 
from the New Testament!) Van was influenced by H.G. 
Wells' The Country of the Blind, which disproved an 
old axiom that in such a country a one-eyed man 
would be king. Jomny's powers should have made him 
a king, yet he was a hunted creature.
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For some reason I only read The World of Nu11-A 
much later. Perhaps Van's style, smashing universes 
and drowning the dazzled reader in such fireworks, 
explosions of words, that the "explanations" of the 
fantasy scarcely mattered if they made sense, per
haps this had finally tired me. However, Gilbert 
Gosseyn's story, with its own eye-opening climax, 
brought both admiration and nostalgia—I looked 
around, picked, read and liked. It's signed too.

Later, Van made the error that his peers Asimov 
and Clarke had made, by trying to continue an epic 
done in more vital years; he wrote Hull-A III. You 
have forborne from mentioning it but it was far 
better left unwritten. However, ft does not affect 
its glorious predecessors. The universe-smashing 
era of SF may be gone, but fts memory, like a gold
en old song or scent, lingers on.

The Sturgeon tribute is regrettably too late for 
the Grand Master to enjoy. I don't disagree with 
anything in it—except his own lack of appreciation 
for a masterpiece, "Microcosmic God". He left an 
uneven heritage, but frequently dazzling.

He also left a Law of Nature which, perhaps due 
to my oversight, I am astonished to find omitted. 
He would probably have laughed broadly at this 
tribute and then applied his own dictum, "Stur
geon's Law", to the praise and to his own work as 
well, because he was so iconoclastic.

The law, you surely know, is: "90% of everything 
is shit." As Keats once said, "That is al! ye know 
and all ye need know."1*1

|Harry Warner, Jr | You won one and lost one in
|423 Summit Avenue | your choice of subject mat-
IHagerstown, MD 21740| ter this time. It would be 

hypocritical of me to claim 
to be an all-out fan of Van Vogt's fiction, but I 
admire intensely almost everything Ted Sturgeon 
wrote. However, I suspect that my lack of enthusi
asm for Van Vogt's stories may result from some in
nate malfunction in ny superego or something for 
which I am to blame, because so many other reliable 
critics of science fiction find much to admire in 
his fiction and because I also dislike the fiction 
of Phil Dick, which has some things in common with 
that of the older write.

Nevertheless, I can still remember how excited 
and pleased I was with a few of the early Van Vogt 
stories when I read them on their first appearance 
in Astounding, particularly “Black Destroyer," 
"Discord in Scarlet" and Sian. Well, I had some re
servations about Sian, mainly because I'd read sev
eral other very fine superman stories around the 
same time (The Hampdenshire Wonder. The New Adam, 
and Odd John, in particular, which struck me as 
less pulpish than the action-oriented Van Vogt no
vel). Then I gradually became impatient with the 
very element that so many admire in Van Vogt's lat
er fiction, his juxtaposition of short scenes that 

don't quite seem to mesh with those that precede 
and follow to a person who is accustomed to a more 
traditional manner of story-telling.

Just a few months ago I reread some of the Wea
pon Shops series and 1 was sorry ro discover that 
my reaction hadn't changed much since the previous 
readings several decades ago. It makes me feel a 
bit guilty, because I believe Van Vogt was the 
first pro who wrote an unsolicited letter to my 
first genzine, Spaceways. (He inquired about it 
because I thought it was a fanzine containing dis
cussions of science fiction stories and I was 
forced to tell him it wasn't quite that. I'd had 
letters from pros previously but always in response 
to letters I'd written them pleading for handouts 
of material for Spaceways.)

Your Van Vogt biblio amazes me. I had no idea he 
had been so prolific. It gives mute eveidence of 
the need for a lot of new collections of his fic
tion because so many of these stories seem to have 
never been reprinted from their original magazine 
appearances, and I'm sure there would be a market 
for such anthologies. Your biography is also useful 
because I was appallingly ignorant about Van Vogt's 
life except for basics like his Canadian birth, 
marriage to E. Mayne Hull, and later residency in 
the southern California area. And Timothy Nowinski 
certainly does a fine job of describing Van Vogt's 
fictional methods, like them or not. It's particu
larly nice you managed to get this issue published 
during the author's lifetime, so he can enjoy the 
egoboo.

Inevitably, the Ted Sturgeon special held my at
tention more closely because of my greater interest 
in his fiction. It's also a splendid tribute to the 
author as a human being. One big regret of my fan 
career is that I never had a conversation with him. 
I sat in a room perhaps fifteen feet from him for a 
half-hour one day and didn't go over and try to 
talk to him because he was among friends and very 
much engrossed in conversation with them. Now I 
wish I'd known this would be my only chance, be
cause such knowledge would have caused me to be im
polite and butt in and I imagine he would have been 
as understanding as he seems to have been on most 
occasions with strangers.

The only complaint I can make about the general
ly high level of material in this LL is that nobody 
said enough about the stir in fandom that was caus
ed by some of Ted's franker writings about sex and 
the human psyche. I think is was Les Gerber who 
sent me his copy of Venus Plus X. in his anxiety to 
share with someone else such a daring-for-its-time 
novel, ad I remember that fans wrote in hushed 
tones about Some of Your Blood because of its pio
neering theme. Farmer is generally remembered as 
the author who was first daring in the prozines but 
Farmer wrote about bems and the individuals in the 
Sturgeon novels were human beings. Nevertheless,
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■ft's hard to imagine anyone writing a better sum
ming up of Sturgeon's literary output in a dozen 
pages than Dennis Fischer did for you (and I'm 
doubly happy because I hadn't heard anything of 
Dennis for several years and I feared he had some
how vanashed totally from fandom.)

I also reread some of the shorter Sturgeon sto
ries furlng the past year. In fact, this 1s the 
first time I've been able to mention 1n a 1oc ac
curately "The [Widget), the [Wadget], and Boff," 
because my previous typewriter had only curved par
entheses, not the brackets needed for the title of 
that superlative story. I discovered that reac
quaintance with these stories gave me an Increased 
resepct for them, probably not Increased admiration 
because the admiration was previously at Its ulti
mate peak, but more respect because I've learned 
more about writing as the years have passed and now 
I can comprehend better the mastery through which 
Sturgeon attained his effects. One curious thing 
about these re-readings: I could remember the sto
ries better as I went through them again that I 
normally can when I reread something I hadn't 
looked at for a quarter-century or more. Those 
first readings of Sturgeon's fiction must have left 
stronger impressions on my memory than most other 
science fiction, needing only the start of a re
reading to emerge into my conscious mind again.

There is so much good stuff in this issue about 
Sturgeon himself by various writers that I have be
gun to hope for a full-length biography some day 
before it's too late, while there are plenty of 
people who knew him alive and well and able to give 
interviews to a biographer. There will undoubtedly 
be plenty of learned academic-type essays on how 
the personality of the author is reflected in the 
fiction, but we need to know more about him in a 
non-pedantic style, particularly an inquiry into 
those early years of drifting and into what caused 
that long writing block and what ended 1t.|*|

|Lloyd Penney | I never met Ted Sturgeon, and 
[412-4 Lisa Street) like all the contributors in 
[Brampton, Ontario) LL #36, I enjoyed what work of 
[CANADA L6T 4B6| his I've read. The only thing

I can add to all of this is 
some part of fannish history I was able to purchase 
at AD ASTRA some years ago. It's the programme book 
for CHICON III, the 1962 Worldcon, that had Stur
geon as its Pro GoH. Groff Conklin wrote the Stur
geon intro fn the Program Book:

Asking me to introduce Ted Sturgeon to the 
SFAddicts who will be reading this (in the 
Program Book of) the 20th World Science Fic
tion Convention is a little Uke (it seems to 
me, anyhow) asking a stage-hand to introduce 
the World's Greatest Stage Actor. On the oth
er hand, that might not be such a bad idea at 

that, since the stage-hand may have some be
hind-the-scenes dope on the Hero that may be 
worth telling.

As for me, though, I really don't have any 
such dope on the man who, to me, represents 
just about the nearest approach to genuine 
greatness, in the literary sense, that we 
have today on our Science Fiction Stage. A- 
mong all the writers whom I honor and respect 
in the science fiction of the past 25 years, 
and there are a great many, I am convinced 
that Sturgeon ranks at the top as a master of 
English style; as a manipulator of the human 
imagination (as partially differentiated from 
the simpler imagination of science fiction's 
space ships and intergalactic warfare—al
though Ted has worked in those areas, too!) 
for the purpose of stretching said imagina
tion to receive new concepts and new sensa
tions; and lastly, as a (to put it bluntly) a 
true poet in the prose of our language. Who 
else has so magnificently combined, on the 
top level of performance, such widely differ
ing literary tools of the modern imagination 
as out-and-out manipulation of words to pro
duce horror and terror, from "It" to Some of 
Your Blood; use of words-plus-ideas to pro
duce hauntingly lovely (or vivid, or real, or 
all of these together) concepts in the field 
of "pure" science fiction—"Saucer of Loneli
ness", "Maturity", More Than Human, etc., 
etc., etc.; and the words-plus-ideas-plus-re- 
search to turn out, almost with his right 
hand tied behind his back, that too-little- 
recognized masterpiece of historical recon
struction which he wrote under the pseudonym 
of Frederick R. Ewing, I, Libertine?

But enough to introduce a man who needs ab
solutely no introduction as a writer to the 
readers of this article. If they are not 
already slaves to the Sturgeon magic, they 
really haven't much business reading this in 
the first place! To introduce Sturgeon as a 
person, this is a job I shall leave for the 
Master of Ceremonies (or whoever) who has the 
job in Chicago. All I can say in this area is 
so personal and so private that I can really 
not go much beyond this: that I think Ted is 
one of the most wonderful combinations of 
gentleness, wit, intellectual adventurous
ness, and humanity in the face of an often 
inhuman world of the real and the imagined, 
whom I have ever known. For a better world 
and a richer life, let us all devoutly wish 
for more and more and more Sturgeons in this 
Vale of Tears: they would all help to make 
the place more bearable for us other ground
lings!
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When you first announced the special Sturgeon 
issue, I didn't have this programme book on hand. 
When I did get it, I never thought about the spe
cial issue, and when you gave it to me, the Conklin 
essay came to mind. I'm sorry I never thought of it 
for the issue sooner than I did; Ithink it would 
have added a suitable ending to the tribute.

It is great having an alphabetical list of Van 
Vogt's fiction, but I often wish that such lists 
could be arranged by story line, and in the order 
in which the line can be followed from logical 
beginning to logical end. This would make authors 
like A. E. Van Vogt more accessible to the younger 
reader, who finds an astonishing amount of work to 

read, and can't find out where to start.

[[Thank you for the Conklin essay; it would have 
added much to the issue. // I'm not sure exactly 
what you mean by a story-line arrangement; if you 
mean from easy to follow to more difficult, that 
can be a matter of Individual taste. If you mean 
a writer's complete body of work arranged along a 
central theme—that's nearly impossible with most 
SF writers since the whole object of the genre is 
to produce something different each time. Certain 
trends do appear, but even those aren't consis
tent with the same author.]]

I also heard from the following people — at cons, 
over the phone, quick notes and postcards, letters 
not published, etc. And I've probably missed a few 
people too. Hy apologies. Lan|*|

David Alway, Clifton Amsbury, Arlan Andrews, Doug 
Andrews, John Annas, Janet Asimov, Tom A Tara 
Barber, Ray Beam, Martha Beck, Rose Beetem, Gary 
Bernstein, Sheryl Blrkhead, James Black, Donn 
Brazier, Dr. WIlHam C. Bruer, Jack Brooks, Lois 
McMaster Bujold, Bruce Burdick, Ann Cedi, Cy 
Chauvin, Barry & Sally Childs-Heltons, Craig 
Chrisslnger, Fred Cleaver, Kathleen Conat, Glen 
Cook, Helen Davis (whose twins are doing fine), 
Barbara Delaplace (who 1s up for the Campbell Award 
this year), Scott A Jane Dennis, Alan Dormire, Jim 
A June Enlow, Gary Ferguson, Carl C. Fields, Dennis 
Fischer (who will have a book on films published 
soon, If it isn't already out), Steve A Sue 
Frands, Don Franson, Jo Anselm Gehm, Alan 
Greenberg, Bob Greene, L1z Gross, Hal Hall, Mick 
Hamblen, Dr. Halina Harding, James Harris, Terry 
Harris, Teddy Harvia, Eric Heideman, Rusty Hevelin, 
Lynn Hickman, Margaret Hilt, Arthur Hlavaty, Cathy 
Howard, Steve Hudson, Tanya Huff, Thea Hutcheson, 
Scott Imes, Ben Indick, Mary Kay Jackson, Tom 
Jackson, Fred Jakobdc, Jordin Kare, Mike Kennedy, 
R'ykandar Korra'ti, Michael Kube-McDowel 1, Rich 
Lamb, Geoffrey Landis, Gary Laskowski, George 
Laskowski Sr, Sophie Laskowski, Roy Lavender, Steve 
Leigh, L1sa Leutheuser, Becca Levin, Gregory 
Llchtfield, Mary Lou Lockhart, Sam Long, Dick A 
Nicki Lynch, Carol Lynn, Joseph T. Major, Mary 
Manchester, J1m A Laurie Mann, Kathy Mar, Vonda 
McIntyre, Jamie McQuInn, Jeanne Mealy, Linda 
Melnick, Judith Moffett, Anne Moore, Perry Glenn

Moore, Janice Morningstar, Stella Nemeth, Frank 
Norton, Terry O'Brien, Frank Olynyk, Elizabeth 
Osborne, Naomi A Randy Pardue, Joe Patrouch, Ross 
Pavlac, Bruce Pelz (who has sent lots of postcards 
about the conventions he's attended), Sharon 
Porath, Mitch A Joann Radelt, Peggy Ranson, T1m 
Ray, Laura Resnick, Mike A Carol Resnick, Ted 
Reynolds, Paula Robinson, Bob Rodgers, Doug Roemer, 
Jan A Tim Rotadus, Fred Roth, Jennifer Sadler, Tom 
Sadler, Nickolay Sadofiev, Ben Schilling, David 
Shea, Anne Schneider, Bruce Schneier, Sandy 
Schreiber, David Shea, Susan Shwartz, Pat A Roger 
S1ms, Wally Smart, J111 Smethells, Tom Smith, Mary 
Southworth, Dale Speirs, Dick Spelman, Pam 
Spurlock, the Star Trek Club of Grand Rapids 
Michigan (which sent a lovely card of 
congratulations signed by the membership) David 
Stein, Diana Harlan Stein, John E. Stith, Bill A 
Brenda Sutton, Sally Syrjala, Sylvus Tarn, Charlie 
Terry, David Thayer, John Thiel, Ruth Thompson, 
Phil Tortorlci, Richard Tucholka, Larry Tucker, R 
Laurralne Tutihas!, Joan D. Vinge, Vito Vitauskas, 
Elisabeth Vonarburg (who will soon have English 
editions of her novels available, and who won the 
Aurora Award in Canada for her work), Harry Warner, 
Jr., Larry Warner, Julie Washington, Eric A Vickie 
Webb, Jean Weber, Henry Welch, Don Wenzel, Denis A 
Judy W1lemsk1, Frances Williams, Daren Wilson (who 
stayed up too late reading the Lantern). Hanla 
Wojtowlcz, Mary Wood, Ruth Woodring, David A Carol 
Yoder, Brian Youmans, and Joe Z1mny.|*|
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