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SWEETMERTS

Sweetmeats is a collection of the light, humorous, and simply wierd writing of
Sandra Miesel. It is free to contributors, editors of the zines in which these
pieces first appeared, and to those who helped in some way. All others please
provide #1.25 to Jerry Kaufman, 4326 Winslow Place L., Seattle, WA 9810%. I will
pay postage. (All profits I garner will go to TAFF. Next volume I guess I'll
give to DUFF. Yes, I think there will be a next volume.) Please send notices,
congratulations, comments and requests for more of the same to Sandra at e74L N.
Pennsylvania Street, Indianapolis, IN 46240. I will accept international postage
thingies from overseas fans. This will be run on the Specific Northwest Press.
It does not constitute part of the Seattle Renaissance. September 19°0.
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this collection was printed or reprinted with permission of the artists, writers
and editors of the zines in which they first appeared.
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Tharks to SUZANNE TOMPKINS for lettering-guide work, pasteup, mimeography and stuff
above and beyond the call of reason; TERESA NIELSEN HAYDEN for electrostencils;
OLE KVERMN for running errands; SEATTLE FANDCHM, who are going (who is?) going to
help collate; to every one of the people referred to in the copyright notice, but
especially BUCK and JUANITA COULSON: and most of all to SANDRA MIESEL, who thinks
I'm crazy; who always had the time to send me what I needed, and who is going to

be surprised when this does as well as I keep telling her it will.



A F&W WORLE FhOM THE EDITCR:

I've been a friend of Sandra Miesel's for almost as long as Buck and Juanita, and

I have always liked her writing. Several of the items printed herein are among my
all-time favorite pieces of fanwriting. So when I began playing with the idea of
doing a series of collections of fanwriting, Sandra's name was one of the finst to
spring to mind. I hope to do mcre, beginning next year by nutting together a book
of Susan Wood's best work. But, fanac being the uncertain thing it is, I will make
no promises.

Severzl of the items herein need a comment or two. 'Chatelaine' was one of several
columns of that name that Sandra wrote for Granfalloon. '"'Creme des Sensies' was a
compilation of a number of "Sensies'" lists that appeared in divers fanzines, among
them Granfalloon, again. "The Platypus Mythos' pieces were based on the idea that
John Miesel is a were-platypus, and thus they function as John's cultural heritage.
The pieces were often accompanied by Sandra's ovn drawings of a pzopello;—beanved
platy. Several other pieces depend for their impact on Sandra's satirical view of
selected friends. Fortunately for the fan reader, her friends are known to most of
us br reputation, if not personally, and the humor works, too.

Mexis Gilliland's cartoons all appeared with the onglnal printing of the pieces
they illustrate, as do Jackie Causgrove's illos for ‘Chemistry Takes the Veil."

Her drawing for "Vheatfield Voe,” and all of Stu's drawings, appear here for the
first time. Jim Odbert's front cover and Kelly Treas' back cover both helong to
Sandra. I think if you combine certain elements from the front with the ce ricature
on the back, you'll have an approximation of what Sandra looks like. {No one has
ever drawn her likeness to my satisfaction.)

I did not conceive of this as a charity publication, but once I realized I would
have money left over (unless I charged some ridiculously small amount), I decided
that TAFF would be the best place to send on my profits. The Trans-Atlantic Fan
Fund is a continuing fund that finances a trip across the big pond one year for a
North American, the next for a Luropean, in order to attend one major convention

or another. This year Dave Langford of Imgland will be at Boston. Next year some-
one from this side will attend the Yorcon. It's a worthy thing: an honor, a reward,
a subsidy and a line of communication.

T've used as fillers a number of sensies that appeared originally as an article in
the WSTA Journal #71, in 1970 (Don Miller was the editor). Here's what Sandra said
ahout them: ‘Here are sensory impressions summarizing my emotional rcsponse to some
sf writers' vork--not to the authors themselves, which would require quite different
images. These are " not value judgements, nor are they reducible to any sort of ra—
tional explanation. Swing along with my metaphors and compare them with your owm.

And here are two samples: '"Kate Yilhelm: The tidiness and austere beauty of a re-
stored Shaker village...Roger Zelazny: The tinted, unnaturally clear sights insidas
the heart of a jewel,'

To be perfectly honest, there were two editors I didn't hear from: Lesleigh TIuttrell
and Joan Baker (who was once known as Joan Bowers, and with whom I lost touch

for a vear, and couldn't find until recently). I hope you don't mind, either, and
AL FhLLY ¥€ #A vour complementary copies will go out with all the rest.

As for the rest of you, if you're still with me: the good stuff starts on the facing
page, and just gets beller from there. And as far as " T know, there's not one joke
in Aramaic.
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RATEDEL TOV.
\BUCK COULSON

Sandra Miesel has gone the complete route in science fiction fandom. At her first
convention, the 1967 Midwestcon, she was too shy to introduce herself to

people pointed out to her as "fellow Hoosiers." (Since one of the people was me,
and she'd heard of my reputation, I suppose it might have taken more than usual
courage, at that.) Recently, however, when I commented that some fans seem a bit
in awe of her, I was told, '"Oh, half of fandom is afraid of Sandra.’ Not too many
fans effect the complete change from being afraid of the ogre to being the ogre.
(Or as Llsie Wollheim asked on being introduced to her, '"Are you the notorious
Sandra Miesel?")

(

She certainly doesn't look like an ogre, though she might pass for one of the mod-
ern, sophisticated, witches: the sort who dress well and can be charming. She can
produce a startlingly evil smile on occasion. Artist Kelly Treas tends to depict
her as an alien siren, I notice. And of course she isnft an ogre, or even an alien
siren. She simply has very firm opinions, and a low tolerance for people too stu-
pid to perceive that her opinions are the correct ones. Shefll even modify the
opinions if presented with superior logical arguments against them; the problem is
in finding superior logical arguments, since she is one of those rare fans who has
already thought before writing.

Sandra's background for argument includes an M.S. in chemistry, an M.A. in medieval
history, research into the symbolism and history of her own Catholic religion, a jo!
as an x-ray crystallographer, another selling art, another framing pictures, a stint
of authenticating and cataloging old master prints and medieval manuscripts, and
being the mother of three intelligent and inquisitive children (ages 14, 12 and 11
as of this writing). I can personally vouch for the mind-~troadening aspects of
having a child; one is constantly looking up something because the kid wants to
know "'why?" and won't accept "everybody lnows' as an answer. Sandra has had three
times as much of this as I had, and I feel for her. Children's questions can
occasionally resemble Chinese water torture.

Actually, she would be a fairly normal middle-class housewife if she didn't have
this insane delight in research. Once she becomes interested in a subject, or a
writer, she wants to know all about it. All about it. Everything knowable. It's
a personality quirk I never had, but I rather admire it. It's a good way to become
an expert, and it has taken Sandra to expertness in such diverse fields as myth-
ology, archaeology, costuming, the writings of Fcul Anderson and Gordon Dickson,
embroidery, paleography, Eskimo sculpture, medieval, Criental and Islamic culture,
and homemade bread. (She can tell you the difference between bent Kufic and shi-
kasta, or between gotica rotunda and Benevenutan hand--and spell all @it them,waﬁich
she had to do for me.)

Her prowess as a critic is well enough known in fandom, and pro circles as well.
Her humer is less widely known, being restricted to gererally ephemeral conversa-
tions and a few fanzine articles, some of which are contained herein. Of course,
even her humor can be erudite. In our bock Now You See It/Eim/Them..., Gene De-
WJecese and I have our hero overhear a fan complain, ‘He ruined the best bon mot I
ever made, just because he doesn't understand Aramaic!'" That line came frcm one of
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my conversaticns with Sendra, who was objecting to & fanzine adi.or uho vaknowingly
mangled one of her bits of humor. (She was momentarily puzzled when T broke up at
her outrage, but then saw the humor of it. She can laugh at herself.)

At other times her humor is simply weird, as in her categorizing varicus fans as
specific plants or animals, or her elahorate scenarios featuring the Platypus Mythos.
(John lMiesel is a were-platypus, as is Alexis Gilliland, she claims. Alexis draws
platypus cartoons: there was at least one fanzine cover of a platypus version of the
Indianapolis Soldiers and Sailors Monument, a structure which both Sandra and Alexis
consider a little strange.)

And of course there was the time she was clerking in an art gallery and Juanita and
I drove down to see some Schoenherr nature drawings that she had for sale. Sandra‘s
attempt to sell me a drawing of a crocodile by saying, "But it's the real you, Buck!
brought amazed stares from various non-fan customers who had never encountered thas
sort of sales talk. (I ended up buying a wolverine instead; I thought it was equal-
ly the real me.)

Sandra was married in 1964 (to get her hands on John's sf collection, she inkists)e
John has his own weird sense of humor, as various people who have heard him say he
yants to grow up to be like Daddy Buck” can testify. His job as a reseavch chemist
in Eli Lilly's agricultural chemical division gives him all sorts of ideas for subtlic
chemical indignities to be perpetrated on various fans--as far as I know, he's never
actually carried out one of his plots, but I try to keep on good terms with him. he
also insisted for years that he wasn't a fan and only came to conventions and club
meetings because Sandra wanted to. That was presumably more of his straight-faced
humor, end broke dovmn when he began going to an occasional convention by himself,
when Sandra couldn't malke it for one reason or another. The couple moved to
Indianapolis in 1966, so they've been Hoosiers throughout their fannish lives.

In addition to her fanzine appearances (for which she's received three Hugo nomina -
tions), Sandra is definitely a convention fan. She's given humorous slide shows,
won Worlcon prizes in art and costuming, and been Fan Guest of Honor at a Rivercon.
She's a fascinating person--and she bakes absolutely marvelous bread.
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A FEW CHOICE WORDS -

The belle of Indianapolis--J.J. Pierce

The Flying Nun--Vincent DiFate

One of the most heautiful and elegant people anywhere--Mike Glicksohn
Our unfair lady of the sour apple trees--Franz Rottensteiner

The secret mistress of prodom--Robert Coulson

The Diana Rigg of Fandom--Hank Davis

An accomplished worldling--Patrick McGuire

Just as forceful as Harlan--Andrew Porter

My passionate mind unites Semitic intensity and Teutonic thoroughness--a cross,
as it were, of the prophetess Deborah and Justus Leibig--Sandra Miesel
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CHATELAINE

Some fans are made; others are born., Our
children can fit in both categories. Al-
though long avid sf readers, we hadn't dis-
covered fandom at the time Chirp was born.
But if she missed the pre- and neonatal con-
ditioning ordinarily enjoyed by fannish off-
spring, sf influence was nevertheless presen:
from the beginning. I knitted no bootees or
tiny sweaters during pregnancy. Ah, no.
Fritz Leiber's Green Millenium inspired the
embroidering of a pair of green pussycats
which still decorate Chirp's room.

But once the fanzines poured in, that child
was as hooked as we were. Then as now she
paged through our magazines and books, as
intoxicated with print as with pictures. I
still chuckle at a candid photo of her, aged
three, clutching an Orbit in her paws. Then
she developed a disconcerting tendre for
Harlan simply from his pictures.

Not content with chattering about her 'man-

friend"” Chirp longed to fly to Los Angeles 2 N

and bring him home. TLast Christmas she begged me to send him a fruitealke (I vl
When I returned home from Pghlange II she excitedly asked: "Momuy, did yon sce Har-

lan? Vhat color are his eyes and what does he do with his power?"

However, there's nothing exclusive about her affections. She's alsg cast her Yel-
vety eyes at Bruce Coulson and vowed to kiss, cuddle, and pull the bones ou? of
Mike Glicksohn. She once startled us by declaring she liked Ted White. Write what
she says on the wind; write it on the rushing waves.

There is even more reason to expect Mite and Peter to develop the SIS keen inter-
cst. They vere perinatally influenced in that direction--1 read sf in the labor
room vhile waiting for them to be born.

Some people rhapsodize over childbirth: Bill Wolfenbarger's piece in Outworlds last
vear, for example. But since few of you Gentle Readers are parents yourselves? you
might find a matter-of-fact viewpoint diverting. Our two younger children arrived
vnder "natural" conditions but more by accident than intent. I'd had a local
anaesthetic with Chirp and was satisfied but Mite and Peter came too abruptly for
medication to be administered. With or without any anaesthesia I strongly recom-
mend being awake. Otheiwise one misses that totally characteristic first expres-
sion on the newborn infant's face. We will always remember Chirp's imperious glere,
Peter's amazement, and Mite's fright. (It must be appalling being a baby girl and
Tooking like Scipio Africanus.) I say "'we' becanse John was there, too, of course.
Many hospitals now recognize the hnsband ought to be present for solace, service,
and espcially companionship.

I'd never make a cult of natural childbirth but learning about physiology, hospital
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procedures, and exercises in advance would be genuinely helpful to any expectant
couple. One seldom mentioned advantage of this technique is the expansive feeling
of well-being it leaves afterwards: no letdown as the anaesthetic fades, no side-
effects. I had to watch two women suffer agonizing postpartum headaches from rou-
tine saddleblocks. (These reactions are uncommon but can continue for weeks after
delivery.) Far better to endure a few minutes' pain and have done with it, T thougut
as I sat up in the recovery room surveying bleary prostrate forms around me. It's
hard to say which was the most welcome then, a bath, eating after a day's fast (the
labor rooms were cunningly situated to catch aromas from the hospital kitchen), or
the hliss of sleeping flat on the mattress once more.

As I said above, one's husbhand can be a great support just by being there. Labor is
one of life's more tedious occupations. It lasted six hours with Chirp, comparative-
ly fast for a first child, but that seemed an interminable time measured off watching
the second hand sweep round and round the wall clock. John tried to amuse me by
disclosing that a group of sea otters is properly called a pod. But not even the
image of sleek lutrine oarsmen sculling along in a colossal green peapod conulidsstaEs;
all the hours.

So I resolved to bring some reading matter along on subsequent occasions. The second
time around we chose Andre Norton's Time Traders and Alexei Panshin's Rite of Pas-
sage. Quick-reading John finished both of these before Mite appeared and dashed

into the hospital gift shop for the non-fiction Broen Seal by Ladislas Farago. (W2
didn't notice the connotations of these particular titles until my mother pointed it
out.) Reading kept me so pleasantly relaxed I had to strain to notice contractions.
Moreover, sitting up with knees bent proved to be a more comfortable position than
lying down. To their credit, none of the medical staff remarked on our odd pastime-.

On the third venture we took Chad Oliver's Shadows in the Sun and for sentiment,
Panshin's Starwell. The psychological effects were again excellent and Peter was
born even more easily than Mite. One month later this provided a unique conversa-
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‘ Mys. Miesel. 3

tional opener at St. Louiscon. 0h, Mr. Panshin,” I exclaimed, "I read your books
while in labor with my last two children and they're better than Demerol."

Alex blinked his lovely warm eyesS. iYould you mind repeating that for my wife?"
Cory was wholly unperturbed.

Perhpas these experiences should have been commemorated in some morevpermanent form
than a fanzine column but somehow Mia Havero Miesel" and iAnthony Villiers Miesel
did not seem sufficiently...euphonius.

* * *

AFTERWORD

In talking with Alex at Noreascon Z?7,he mentioned that he'd heard of another womexn
putting Rite of Passage to the sameé use and wondered what its special appeal might
be, other than the sex of the leading character. I replied that it was a particu-
lerly wholesome and humane novel, engrossing without any anxious or offensive fea-
tures. Now if he could just communicate this to the medical profession...

(From Granfalloon /15, 1972, edited by Linda Bushyager.)
+++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++4++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++++

Poul Anderson: The wind eddying around a monumental cliff carving, done in
high relief.

J.G. Ballard: Towers of varicolored quartz lacevork.



CREMETDES BENSIES

Light improvisations often capture an audience's fancy while ponderous constructions
fade away unremarked. A hastily contrived theater poster made Alfons Mucha's repu-
tation, not his heroic murals on the glorious Slavic past. Translating‘'this into
personal fannish terms, my frivolous party game/insomnia cure called ''sensies' appar-
ently pleased more readers than any of my serious mythological exegeses.

A sensie is a sensuous metaphor for a person's appearance--nothing more. It is not
consciously symbolic nor intended as any comment on character. However, when the
internal and external realities happen to coincide, the image gains in validity. I
try to synthesize my intuitive responses to factors like color, texture, size, shape,
and so forth into comprehensible forms. For instance, Philip Jose Farmer gives me
impressions of whiteness, hardness, smoothness, opacity, and spiralness. These
characteristics unite in a narwhal's tooth. Therefore Phil is a narwhal's tooth.
Similarly, John Brunner's reddish brown hair and fair complexion suggest the browm
and white banding in a slab of polished agate. The rippling contours of these layers
are also appropriate: angular John is not. Now if, as he has stated, he would prefer
being Cornwall serpentine instead, let him dye his hair green and I will consider
revising his image.

Various people are distinguished by sensations of color and texture. Emerald-eyed
Tim Firk manifests a quintessential greenness and at the same time, an adamantine
imperviousness. He is an emerald as hard as a diamond. Karen Anderson is flashes

of turquoise fire (the same distinctive hue is seen in Isfahan tiles). L. Sprague de
Camp is a column of Florentine-finished stainless steel. Yet inconsistently I see
Fritz Leiber as golden rather than white smoke despite his magnificently white hair.
In this instance a delocalized aureate quality takes precedence over other factors.

Most sensies refer to minerals, fabrics, foods, nature or art because these subjects
are especially familiar to me: I collect, sew, cook, and view. Doubtless other ob-
servers would think in entirely different categories, but I can only proclaim my own
visions, however eccentric they may seem. No one else may visualize Juanita Coulson
as a baroque pearl, P. Schyler Miller as a stalagmite, or Cory Panshin as prism-
shaped aquamarine wind chimes, but I do.

Tactile impressions predominate when imagining Terry Carr as black lustre satin,
Larry Niven as lemon yellow acrylic fur, Ben Bova as pewter-colored giana jersey,
Jerry Kaufman as fuzzy, hand-loomed mauve wool, Freff as jackrabbit fur, Gordy Dick-
son as a russet ostrich plume, Jodie Offutt as a fringed calfskin vest, Joe Green as
a black Persian lamb pelt, and Danny Plachta as an unbleached muslin pillowcase part-
ly stuffed with feathers.

The kitchen yields images for Algis Budrys as warm, thick golden cream (would he turn
into a pillar of butter if jostled too roughly?), Arnie Katz as a pattyplan squash,
Dena Brown as a pitted ripe olive, Mark Owings as a fresh Gouda cheese, Susan Wood

as a chive blossom, Jon Singer as a giant striped zucchini, Bob Shaw as a bundle of
cinnamon sticks, and Rosemary Ullyot as a Schillerlocke (a spiral-shaped puff pastry
filled with whipped cream). Although Greg and Jim Benford are identical twins, their
sensies aren't. Greg is distinctly chewier, being a square of homemade caramel,
while Jim is almond~flavored fondant. An inedible but useful kitchen item is Ted
White as a #2 steel wool pad (soapless).

Venturing out of doors, I would encounter our Esteemed Editor Zﬁill Bowep§7 in a
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Lole-d carce e FLEv: pirie), . Doki+CGi)liland Fu & junco, Jerry’ Lapidus i a Hatberiy
hedge, Polly Freas in a cricket, Jack Gaughan in a dewy spider web, R.A. Iaffeily
in & dried milkweed pod, Poul Anderson in a rippling wheatfield, and Buck Coulson
as a stinging sea urchin (a species which has longer and sharper spines thgn the
comrion urchin but the same excuisite exoskeleton). Fandom is the only environment
iii which all these could co-exist.

Arts and crafts are the correlatives of choice in other cases. Barbara.silverberg
is a mobile formed from loops of tapering silver wire. Anne McCaffrey is a smooth
limestone sculpture of Cycladaic inspiration. Catherine de Cemp is a delicately
filigreed and granulated antique gold brooch. Roger Zelazny is dark, dense tropical
wood carven into knots and tendrils, rather like the traditional display bases for
Chinese jades. Michael O'Brien. is a right-hand helical spiral sawn out of pale
pink nacre. Gardner Dozois is skeins of pinl and yellow jute dangl?ng f¥°m & e
finished macrame project. If Faberge had ever designed a silver spice mill it
would be Lester Del Rey.

Larlan TFllison is far more difficult to contain within a single imgge bgt as a 7
first approximation might be a kinetic sculpture replete with flashing ?1ghLS; Y?;;
ring wheels, and prominently featuring five prolate spheroids cuv?rcd Wlth ?N,gd E
membranes of thin, putly-colored rubber. Others who reguire multiple 1Tageu(are

Bob Toomey (sparrowhawk feathers lying on new spring grass) and Kelly Tveas Ei??u :
glcve leather, green Thai silk, and polished staghorn butths). GeorgeﬂAlec } izg—r
is the most complicated of all. Picture a walnut brown knitted c ashmersa :caf s
ually draped around the base of a 14th century wooden statuette of some obscure
caronized prince whose iconographic emblem is a spray of roses.

Sensies are properly composed face to face. Those attempted from ve?bal charagter-
istics alone are inappropriate. Alpajpuri/Paul Novitski called to mind a y?ﬁno
bush baby whose fur was dappled purple and violet. In person he morg resemb ig]i
King Charles spaniel. Franz Rottensteiner seemed like a gaunt mag with eyei 151'
sheet metal screws (Phillips head). In actuality his broad fac? is as smugly mali.-
cious as that of Lucifer, the villainous cat in Walt Disney'g Clgderel}éo i ¥a§
expecting Bruce Gillespie to resemble a boiled custard, the inedible kind tha 1;;
sues from institutional cafeterias. Instead he is a baked custard. (Now, fo? a

I know he may have perfectly delectable caramelized lining but I was not permitted

to unmold him.)

Sensies are meant to be fun and, happily, most people so far have taken them in that
spirit. But subject reaction cannot always be anticipated. Eli Cchen 9bﬂic§edtto
being designated a newly hatched baby chick wheras Brad Balfour was dellg. e z
being described as the gleam of some small feral creatur?‘s teetk_l° CerFaln §? -
jects will not be given the opportunity because I prudent}y decllne.to identify
them. Who is a wine goblet filled with carbon tetrachloride? Who 1is a wgrm.lugp
of chickenfat newly drawn from the carcass? Fear not, Gentle Reader, it isn't you.

(From Outworlds #2k, 1975, edited by Bill Bowers.)
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I'eter S. Beagle: Hand-blown crystal globules, some clear, some frosted, all
as thin as soap-bubbles.

Ray Bradbury: Flecks of gold suspended in dilute honey; the fragrance of an
old-fashioned garden in July.

Edmund Cooper: Tdighted candles in a pyramidal candelabrum.
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---profound transcendental truth

The brutal slash of sunset bled across the sky. Waves of rinkytink music from an an-
tique MOOG spilled out the portal of a sleazy whitecollar bar.

"Ya say ya really are a prince, eh, Valyunt?" The pallid speaker--of uncertain gen-
der and ambisexual inclination--was plump, hairless, and semi-nude.

"Yeah, the ole man's titular king of m'home system, Ultima Thule.' Valyunt took a-
nother sip from his genever martini. He explained with slurry solemnity: "'We call
it Ultima Thule 'cause iss th' las' system before th' edge o'th' universe.'

"Uh? T always thought space was curved, in some kinda... whatayacallit... 'saddle=-
shape',"

Valyunt set down his glass with a resounding thwack. "iCripes! Ya know, Slug, I
never woulda believed Earth was this far behind th' times. The universe does too
have an edge. We gotta whole buncha big yellow signs in transplutonian orbit:
"CAUTION! CONTINUUM ENDS ONE PARSEC'."

Radiating waves of irate incredulity, Slug simply glared. He began to chew his
scarcely visible fingernails. Warily he studied the other from beneath quivering
lashless lids. Valyunt was twice his own height from the crown of his cropped black
hair to his grimy and betaloned bare feet. His scrawny stoop-shouldered figure was
clad in a tunic of metallic plastic chain mail topped by a blue polo shirt. Slug
didn't recognize the animal whose head was blazoned in red across Valyunt's chest.
In all, the prince's only remarkable feature was the seven foot, double-elbowed righ’
arm resting on his sword hilt.

Having nibbled off a last morsel of cuticle and quaffed a Guinness, Slug groped for
a fresh subject: '"Say, that's some sword ya got there, buddy. '’

"Iss m'Singing Sword. 'Cause it sings. I jus' tap in a code here,' long yellow
nails raked jewels on the hilt, ''and out pops any song ya want. Gotta whole music
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library right here on itty bitty mo-lec-u-lar beads, all snuggy behind collapsed
metal shielding. Everything from Maria Callas to... t0..." his voice dropped to a
reverent murmur, “th' lates' rage in th' Nether Dominions!"

"Not?"

"Th' same. Jack Barron and his Bugs!"

"Aw, Valyunt, play me somethin'." Shyly, "Do ya think I could ever learn to operate
that gadget?"

"fith your stubby fingers? Not a chance, kid. Took me months to get th' hang. This
here Albanion power unit needs a dainty touch.”

"Tt runs on Albanion? I shoulda guessed. I'm with the Quetzalcoatl Corporation
myself."

"Whatta ya do there?" asked Valyunt, suddenly intent.

"Private pleasure thingmajigs. I'm an adman."” He tensed as though anticipating a
rebuff. None was forthcoming. "But I never saw no rig like that before.'

"1 Course not. Iss a custom job. Say, ya do't sound too happy with ya work."

If Valyunt was oblivious to the social stigma attached to his profession, Slug had
no intention of enlightening him.

"oh, Uncle Q's all right as interstellar cartels go but I keep hearin' rumors SURD
money's behind it. Don't wanna be mixed up with that bunch."

"No friend o' th' SURDs, eh? Now, Slug, since ya sucha good drinkin' pal," he re-
filled Slug's tankard, "I'm gonna make ya an offer.' He waved his arms expansively.

"Sign va on as my personal secretary."

"Ya mean be ya very own amanuensis? Sure thingi"

/]



"0.K. DNow here's the gig: first off we visit a haruspex to have the entrails read...’
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----probability proverb

The good ship Schrédinger lifted off from the spaceport in a crescendo of manmade
thunder. A troop of scrofulous urchins playing water polo in a sewage ditch paused
in their game to wave goodby.

Since the craft's operation was fully automated from launch to landing, Valyunt and
Slug (hereafter designated as Faithful Slug) relgyed in the sybaritic main saloon.
The latter was transcribing notes into his Spock™ micromini data bank. "Tell me
again about your fiancee, Val. What did she look like?"

Valyunt's brow furrowed with the pain of memory. ''Atela has your classic Micronesian
features plus the novelty of albinism--most beautiful pair of pink eyes you ever sawa.’
Casting a quick appraising glance at Faithful
Slug he continued, "'Her being heiress to the
NN richest Albanion lode in the galaxy never influ-
{[h‘e ,l Ny enced my feelings for a minute, you
§MnhWe;rﬁ;mhl‘y understand. The sooner we rescue Atela from the

fﬁwe
VNWmt
i clutches of the SURDs, the better."
i . "The Sadistic and Unaesthetic Racist Dastards
kidnapped her just before your wedding, right?"

"Wisked right out of her bathtub with her maid

in hot pursuit. I can still see Catwin sliding
down the palace balustrade frantically waving a
monogrammed towel. Alas, poor Catwin: crisped

to a cinder in the backwash of the kidnappers'

spaceship."
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They fell silent a moment in memory of the
cremated Catwin.

"Now I was thinking, Val. Once we find your prin
cess, we might turn this adventure into a best-
selling psychodrama. I could lard it up with
mythology--make it some kind of modern day Grail
quest. Would you say Princess Atela's fluores-
cent tattoos qualify her as a "numinous object®?"

"Slug," he growled, '"myths are serious stuff. So
are Atela's tattoos. Like I told you before, the
designs were copied from certain rare Hindu tem-
ple carvings. Cut the chatter so's I can con-
centrate on my macramé."

Valyunt's prehensile toes flew over the pad deft-
ly knotting twine into lacework. Faithful Slug
fidgetted with his data spools and strove to



master his envy of the prince's dactylic virtuosity.
ou sure do tie a great lark's head, Val. But I
can't figure out what you're making."

SRS ol bra ™ for: Atetas

Faithful Slug blinked. "'Er, how can you be sure
Al B el vl

"How can I be sure? Slug, do you seriously imagine
my feet could ever forget the exact size and con-
tour of her magnificent bosom?"

Before the garment was completed the Schrodinger
made her first planetfall, de Castro's World.
Here sauropod autochthonswore steel and silk and
gold and impeccable grey goatees. Manipulated by
agents of the Quetzalcoatl Corporation, bellicose
de Castroite tribes: the Conanians, Thongorians,
Zanthari, Jireli, Elricans, Braki, and others not
yet situated on any ethnological map, waged per-
petual (but not especially bloody) wars over
Albanion deposits.

Discovering no trace of Atela there, Valyunt and
Faithful Slug embarked for Milford, a planet ruled
by a hereditary Grand Knight (popularly known as
Da Capo). The creative quietude for which Milford
was legendary refreshed the questers after the clangor of their first stop- But this
haven likewise failed to yield clues so the Schrodinger proceeded to Neuva Patagonia.

The distinctive marl of the hardy Neuva Patagonians was their global passion for
polo. By a dazzling combination of psychic intuition and plain dumb luck, Valyunt
and Faithful Slug unmasked a SURD operative disguised as a polo stick salesman.

The suddenly warm trail now led them on to Mari-Chip, which always turned one face
toward its sun Muse. There three sexes frolicked in the waves of terminator beaches,
romped in the vermilion sands of brightside and held downhill motor races on crystal-
line darkside. For all the heightened awareness and evolutionary acceleration in-
duced by constant intimate contact with the Albanion-rich soil, the innocent natives
of Mari-Chip never suspected a lair of SURDs in their midst.

I1T
E=mc? \

~-—-early atomic era incantation

Armed with credentials liberated from the ersatz polo stick peddlar, Valyunt and
Faithful Slug boldly penetrated SURD headquarters. What deeds of valor done that
day, what gory road the Singing Sword hewed to victory, the most precise visual,
auditory, tactile, olfactory, and gustatory records .could never fully encompass.
The spectacle being indescribable, it will be left undescribed. Suffice to say the
SURDs were vangnished and the Princess Atela restored to her redoubtable lover.



Faithful Slug tactfully withdrew to amuse himself
privately with data repositories and styli while
the prince and princess prepared to celebrate their
triumph with a good old-fashioned mythologically
appropriate hieros gamos. Despite months of un-
speakable brutalization, Atela was still a virgin.
Valyunt had all too brief a chance to savor this
astonishing discovery, for the fiendish SURDs had
secretly replaced her maidenhead with a miniatur-
ized Albanion bomb. Came defloration; came deton-
ation. The lovers were instantly reduced to a clou
of coruscating scintillons.

Energies akin to those which explode stars spared
naught but the hilt of the Singing Sword. Faithful
Slug wept at the sight of it. He picked up the
battered song box and ran his soft plump fingers
over its scars, accidently triggering a plaintive
madrigal. Vaves of sorrow and sound blended.

i

"Maybe if I practiced, practiced hard....

And winds bore away the royal dust.

#* * #*

"It is better simply to talie the equations as written and not to ask too many
questions about what is behind them.'!

—-—-Walter Kauzmann, Quantum Chemistry

(From Outworlds #21, 1974, edited by Bill Bowers)
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Avram Davidson: Flickers and flashes of polished bronze spinning in the sun.

Samueal R. Delany: A walk through a dark, fantastic mahogany rainforest that
swarms with iridescent flora and fauna and enjoys a constant
ideal temperature.

Philip K. Dick: The component images in a color photograph of a human face
separated, enlarged, and hung side-by-side to form a cyclorama.

Harlan Ellison: Although no single image can encompass all his work (hand-crafted
hand grenades? animations of Hieronymus Bosch in darker colors
than the originals?), "Repent, Harlequin...' is an impressionistic
watercolor cityscape, all in shades of blue.

Ursula K. LeGuin: The carven pillars of a royal meadhall--smooth, dark, and
mysterious with immense age.

R.A. Lafferty: Shattered stained glass windows, reconstructed as a jumble of glory-

Fritz Leibher: A whole seaman's manual of knots, not of rope but of ivory, amber,

and ebony.
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CHEMISTRY
VHKES T VEIL

A certain barely perceptible twinge of déja vu has always hovered over my feelings
toward Buck Coulson. Eventually, I realized it was due to his resemblance to one of
my college chemistry professors. This revelation startled him almost as much as my
husband's expressed ambition to "grow up just like Daddy Buck.' Our ascerbic friend
has been compared to many things in his life, but never before to an elderly nun.

However, Sister M. Joan Preising, 0.S.F., was not exactly a Sister Chips. Not in the
least. Picture a short, portly woman with hemangioma disfiguring half her face who
regarded her students with the gruffness of an old she-bear confronting a litter of
unpromising cubs.

But once we survived the initial cuffing, we discovered a sympathetic mentor and a
skillful adept in the techniques of classical analytical chemistry. Her tolerance
for incompetence ran less than one part per million and she expected us to perform
well regardless of conditions. After all, she'd served her time in the mephitic
depths of Noyes Lab at the University of Illinois. We in our turn had to contend
with freshman lab in Albert Hall, a tottering ruin of an old frame house that had
formerly served as a convent annex. Procedures here were reduced to an elementary
simplicity: we cooled reactions with snow scraped from the windowsills and opened
containers of dangerous substances outdoors--in one instance by smashing a corroded
bottle cap off with a rock. Perhaps the administration was hoping we'd blow the
place up and save the demolition costs. If so, they were disappointed, and a new,
well-equipped Albert Hall opened the following year.

Sister Joan now reigned here supreme as head of the department. It was an eminence
she had reached by a most curious route. She had majored in ILatin and Greek as an
undergraduate but the Order subsequently decided that it needed a chemist rather then
a classicist and dispatched her to Champaign-Urbana for transmutation. What did it
matter that she had never studied science? At least she could pass the graduate
school's language requirements. It was a tribute to the power of Holy Obedience and
fantastic stamina that she emerged four years later with her Ph.D. The only serious
obstacle had been a rabid misogynist in the physics department who falsified her
grades in an attempt to put her out of school. Luckily, she enjoyed the protection
of an influential research advisor--the immortal 'Perchloric' Smith--and the mis-
creant's scheme was foiled.

Her linguistic talents survived Illinois undimmed but henceforth they were profit-
ably employed translating and abstracting foreign scientific publications. In addi-
tion to formal training in ancient and modern languages, she had been reared bilin-
gual in Polish and thus could wing it through most Slavic languages, too.

She also produced an autobiographical novel entitled All the Days of my Life and, in
odd leisure moments, tatted. Her pocket always held a ball and shuttle, ready for
use while supervising exams or enduring dull speeches. The rest of us dozed through
a nuclear physics lecture series at Argonne National Lab; she knotted away tireless-
ly. Some of the lace thus produced edged the fine linen handkerchiefs which she
traditionally gave graduating chemistry majors. Mine is blue. After all these years
I've never profaned it with use.

~r




Yet if Sister Joan can be termed fannish in a broad sense, thie juiior member of the
staff, Sister Emeran Foley, was distinctly mundan<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>