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From the Editor

Mutterings

I sit here at the computer keyboard
surrounded by pieces of Lan's Lantern #34,
the Asimov Special, the one you hold in
your hands, and listening to filk tapes.
This is the last thing I need to write be-
fore pasting the final pages together. And
I am weary. It has been a long process of
putting this issue together, but the end
is definitely in sight.

I keep going back over what I have in
this issue. Most of the items are very
nice and complimentary. There is an occa-
sional critical piece, but in thinking a-
bout it, why not? Even if someone is crit-
icizing an author, what the person usually

has done is spend time reading the work
carefully, and then making some value
judgements. The fact that a person, like

Greg Hills in his article, "The Future of
Seldon's Plan," has devoted a lot of time
and energy into researching and writing
such a piece shows a certain amount of de-
votion to the author. One need not like
everything an author does, and keeping a
balanced view is healthy. Greg has some-
thing to say, and he says it well.

Others, as I said, have commented in
their own ways about Isaac Asimov, as I
have. Asimov has drawn people into SF, he
has enabled others to understand science
clearly, he has brought people together in
friendship over a common love. Others have
chosen art as their medium of expression.
I must thank all the artists who sent me
work. I hope that I did justice in the
placement of those pieces. And that my
printer will do justice in the final pro-
duct.

by Lan

A special thanks must go to PL Caruth-
ers-Montgomery, who worked for several
hours on calligraphing the titles to the
articles. I realized that I left her name
out of the contributors' column in the
Heinlein issue (Lan's Lantern #33, which
is sent out together with this one), and I
apologize profusely for the omission. Her
work has enhanced these two Special Issues
immensely. Of course, after I sent PL the
list of titles, I got a couple other
things in the mail; and I found Alex Bou-
chard's contribution on disk that had got-
ten shunted to the side for a while. (His
Heinlein contribution, which I found on
the same disk, AFTER #33 had been printed,
will appear in a special section on LL
#35.)

To all who are receiving these two is-
sues, it 1is quite obvious that I am late
in producing them. I apologize to Isaac
Asimov for not having this out in the year
of his Golden Anniversary. I wish I could
apologize to Robert Heinlein, but that's
not possible. I do hope that his widow
Virginia will accept my apologies in his
stead.

I think that wraps it up now. I hope
you all enjoy these zines; let me know
what you think.

--Lan

12 May 90]*|
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M}/ Debt to Mom and Dad

I owe my parents two very special

debts; my mother, for introducing me to
mysteries, and my father, for introducing
me to science fiction. I began on myster-

ies, plowing through Christie, Queen,
Wolfe, and Sayers. The passion for myster-
ies has remained lifelong, and I've even
written one myself (St. Oswald's Niche,
Ballantine, 199?). When I was eleven or
twelve, I started noticing what Dad was
reading. I asked him to recommend some SF.
I now realize that Dad's appetite for SF
was rather like that of a pig's: he read
everything voraciously, garbage and gor-
met-quality alike. Many times he'd comment
as he read, "God, this is really stupid."
But he'd keep reading it anyway. Fortu-
nately for me, he recognized that some
writers were consistently better than oth-
ers, and he steered me to Asimov, Stur-
geon, Clement and Herbert, for starters.

Now Sturgeon's themes can be heavy-go-
ing for a twelve-year-old, however much I
appreciated them later in life. And while
Needle and Dune quickly became favorites,
I didn't avidly track their authors in the
library.

Then there was Asimov.

"Oh, I know him! 1I've read his Black
Widowers stories in Ellery Queen's Mystery

Magazine," I told Dad, I also had used one
of his introduction to physics for a sixth
grade science report. So I came to Asi-
mov's SF the long way--through his myster-
ies and his non-fiction.

I became a rabid fan from that point
on. The Foundation books went to the top
of my 1list of best-loved books, due in
large part to Arkady Darrell, one of the
finest adolescent heroines in any galaxy.
(I can't wait to introduce her to our

By Laura

three daughters!) When I was fourteen, I
went on an exhausting 73-day trip to Eu-
rope, courtesy of my gradnmother, who was
visiting old friends and relations. Thank
goodness I packed a sack of Asimov books,
including the Nightfall collection, which
I nearly committed to memory on that trip.
(A few years later, in a high school com-
munications class, I adapted the story as
a "radio script" which my group then per-
formed 1live for our classmates. Our
group's director cast me as Aton 77--some
roles were necessarily made females--and
the teacher gave us As.)

My hunt for all things Asimovian then
led me to the first collections of Hugo
winners which I initially read purely for
the introductions by Asimov. What did I
know? A Hugo? What's a Hugo? I soon found
out and those collections became my guided
tour to the greats of SF. I fired ques-
tions at Dad, who suddenly remembered oth-
er great names, after some prompting from
the Hugo books. "Heinlein? Oh, yeah, he's

terrific. Anderson? Sure, I've read lots
of his stuff. Clarke's good toco--remember
20012"

Where did I go from there? I kept right
on reading, and I'm still reading and lov-
ing it. I'm married to an SF writer. And
at NOREASCON 3, I finally (if only brief-
ly) met Dr. Asimov himself.

My Dad's gone now, but I still owe him
that debt for introducing me to Asimov's
work. I just wish he could have known that
one day I'd be introduced to that man him-
self.

--Laura Turtledove
September, 1989]*[

TFurtledove
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Asimov and the
ﬂﬂt’eﬂrm“zc{ Stbr‘y

Writing a critical piece about Isaac
Asimov is a difficult task for me. 1I've
simply been a fan of his for too long. But
when I decided to give it a go, I started
rereading some of his works. I began with
The Foundation Trilogy, moved on through
Foundation's Edge and Foundation and
Earth, then backtracked and read (ih or-
der) I, Robot, The Caves of Steel, The Na-
ked Sun, Robots of Dawn, and Robots and
Empire. All this reading took approximate-
ly one month. How could I read all that so
quickly? 1It's very easy, with Asimov's
work, to get caught up in the flow of the
story, losing the objective edge necessary
for critical review. Even so, I did notice
things that I hadn't noticed before.

Like many of his contemporaries, (Rob-
ert A. Heinlein being another excellent
example) Dr. Asimov has trouble giving his
characters complete dimensionality. By
themselves, the characters seem shallow
and wooden. In part, this may be a matter
of changing times, making the dialogue
seem rigid and simplistic. For instance,
Dr. Asimov's character may swear, but not
using the vernacular currently popular.
There are no four-letter words in Isaac
Asimov's stories. When he started writing,
stories containing such language would not
have been printed, nor was it anywhere
near as acceptable in society as it is to-
day to use that type of language. But this
is not the complete cause of the problem.

These stories are not simple tales de-
signed to amuse; they are similar to medi-
eval morality plays in that their purpose
is to educate and instruct. Morality play
characters are meant to represent a parti-
cular character trait, not be real people.
Now, before I'm swamped with millions of
little pointing fingers on how this isn't
true. let me state that, yes, this is a
generalization, and is not quite true
since both Asimov and Heinlein are better
writers than that; but the underlying idea
is true.

This does not mean that Asimov's char-
acters can't be identified with, for in-
deed they can. The heroes and heroines in
his writing are true heroes; they are
good, well-intentioned characters. What
Asimov does so well is to make his charac-
ters an integral part of the society in
which they exist. As such these characters
are either representative archetypes or
are crucial pivots in moving the society
forward.

Society, that is really what Asimov's
books are about. Isaac Asimov paints a
broad canvas of future history, without
the niggling little details that make many
look upon history as a chore to be suffer-
ed in school. Even better, Asimov's his-
tory is history with a personal touch. The
incomplete excerpts from the Galactica En-
cyclopedia at the beginning of the chap-
ters in Foundation set up each situation
as history, very cut-and-dry. Then the
story which follows tells us the details--
the story behind the history.

It is also the treatment of technology
which made Dr. Asimov's earlier works so
readable, and which also distinguishes
them from the later books. The technology
is simply there. Details are only given as
necessary to understand how they effect
the story, and those details are such that
anyone, no matter how non-technically min-
ded, could be expected to understand. For
example, in the original Foundation Tri-
logy the mechanics of how the ships travel
from planet to planet is not explained. It
is not important to the story and is taken
as a given. Part of what makes these three
books better than Foundation and Earth is
that in the latter, too much time is taken
out of the story to explain the mechanics
of the ships' operation: how control pan-
els work, about hyperspace, and so on.

This has been an all too brief look at
some of what distinguishes the novels of
Isaac Asimov, both for good and ill.

--Alexander R. Slate

May, 1989|*|

AlexanderSlate
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gSMG A.Sim,OV:

The Foundation of SCIENCE FICTION

An essay by Alexander Bouchard

Isaac Asimov, possessor of a Ph.D. in
Biochemistry from Columbia University,
Professor of Biochemistry at Boston Uni-
versity School of Medicine, multiple Hugo
winner; about as close to an automatic
writing machine as exists in science fic-
tion today. (Also in the rest of the mun-
dane world as well, but that is not for
this article.) Respected, even beloved,
he is one of the eminences grises of the
field; no Worldcon, it seems, would be of-
ficial without his presence.

He was born in Russia in 1920, and emi-
grated with his parents not long after.
They settled in the New York City area,
where Isaac grew to manhood. He made his
first professional sale in 1939, to John
Campbell's Astounding. He was a member of
the Futurians, a loosely-knit group of
professionals and aspiring professionals
in the New York area. He received his
doctorate just before World War II, worked
in a war-related plant in Philadelphia,
and continued to write. During and just
after the war, he put out the stories and
collections he is perhaps best known for;
the short story "Nightfall", and the sto-
ries which, collected together, form his
Foundation Trilogy. His 1robot stories,
which stated the principles now known as
Asimov's Three Laws of Robotics, and which
are in the collections I, Robot and The

Rest of the Robots, are classics against
which all robot stories that came after
must measure themselves. And now his lat-
est works, Foundation's Edge and Founda-
tion and Earth, are tying together the
seemingly disparate worlds of the Robot
stories and the Foundation series, along
with the historic Earth of Plainclothesman
Elijah Baley and his Spacer robot partner,

R. Daneel Olivaw of Aurora from The Caves

of Steel and The Naked Sun.

Any way you look at it, this is a monu-
mental task. It seems the Good Doctor has
become conscious of how little time we all
have, said knowledge dating from his tri-
pPle bypass operation, and he has decided
to get as much as possible of what he has
in his brain down on paper before the
Black Camel kneels for him, as it has for
so many giants in the field already, most
recently, Robert Heinlein.

Asimov has never been in the forefront
of the "New Wave" tendency of specializing
in the inner view; he presents grand
sweeping panoramas of politics, intrigue,
and passion, populated with human charac-
ters who triumph over the evils of the day
in spite of (and sometimes, because of)
their human frailties. He is as comforta-
ble discussing cosmogonic theories as de-
lineating an argument between two fully-
fleshed characters. The cosmic issues of
Good and Evil don't frighten him, nor does
putting in science for the reader to ab-
sorb by osmosis, as the story progresses.
This is a man who is comfortable with what
he does, how he does it, and *why* he does
it. This is a quality all too often ab-
sent from writers of any sort. In Asimov,
this is a part of the package.

He may take the predicaments in which
he places his characters quite seriously,
but he doesn't take himself too seriously.
He doesn't pretend to be giving you the
Gospel According to St. Isaac; it's a
story, meant for you to read and enjoy.

We need more like him. I can't say as
we're going to get any more like him, but
we do need more.

Alexander Bouchard

1988 *|
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Non-Metallic Isaac
or
s :‘\,Wmc(a:fuf ,D:/fe

Copyright (c) 1989 by Ben Bova
From Foundation's Friends, Martin H.

Greenberg, editor:
Copyright (c) 1989 by Martin H. Greenberg.
Used with permission of the author.

Astrophysicists (to start with a scien-
tific word) classify the universe into
three chemical categories: hydrogen, heli-
um, and metals.

The first two are the lightest of all
the hundred-some known elements. Anything
heavier than helium, the astrophysicists
blithely call "metals." Hydrogen and heli-
um make up roughly ninety-eight percent of
the universe's composition. To an astro-
physicist, the universe consists of a lot
of hydrogen, a considerable amount of he-
lium, and a smattering of metals.

Now, although 1Isaac Asimov is known
throughout this planet (and possibly oth-
ers, we Jjust don't know yet) as a writer
of science fiction, when you consider his
entire output of written material--all the
four-hundred-andcounting books and the my-
riad of articles, columns, limericks, and
whatnots--his science fiction is actually
a small percentage of the total. As far as
Asimov's production is concerned, science
fiction tales are his "metals." Science
fact is his mettle.

It is the "non-metallic" Asimov that I
want to praise.

Remember the classic movie, It's A Won-
derful Life? The one where an angel shows
suicidal James Stewart what his home town
would be 1like if Jimmie's character had
never been born?

Think of what our home planet would be
like if Isaac Asimov had never turned his
mind and hand to writing about science.

this anthology celebrates.

We narrowly missed such a fate. There
was a moment in time when a youthful Isaac
faced a critical career choice: go on as a
researcher or plunge full-time into writ-
ing. He chose writing and the world is ex-
tremely happy with the result.

Knowing that science fiction, in those
primeval days, could not support a wife
and family, Isaac chose to write about
science fact and to make that his career,
rather than biomedical research.

But suppose he had not?

Suppose, faced with that career choice,
Isaac had opted for the steady, if unspec-
tacular, career of a medium-level research
scientist who wrote occasional science
fiction stories as a hobby.

We would still have the substantial
oeuvre of his science fiction tales that
We would still

have "Nightfall" and "The Ugly Little
Boy," the original Foundation trilogy and
novels such as Pebble in the Sky. We
would, to return to the metaphor, we

started with, still have Isaac's "metal-
lic" output.

But we would not have his hydrogen and
helium, the huge number of books that are
non-fiction, mainly books about science,

although there are some marvelous histor-

ies, annotations of various works of 1lit-
erature, and lecherous limericks in there,
too.

If Isaac had toiled away his years as a
full-time biomedical researcher and part-

BenBova



time science fiction writer, we would nev-
er have seen all those marvelous science
books. Probably a full generation of sci-
entists would have chosen other careers,
because they would never have been turned
on to science by the books that Isaac did
not write. Progress in all fields of the
physical sciences would have slowed, per-
haps disastrously.

Millions of people all over the world
would have been denied the pleasure of
learning that they could understand the
principles of physics, mathematics, astro-
nomy, geology, chemistry, the workings of
the human body, the intricacies of the
human brain--because the books from which
they learned and received such pleasures
would never have been written.

Entire publishing houses
gone into bankruptcy, no doubt, without
the steady sure income that Isaac's sci-
ence books have generated for them over
the decades. And will continue to generate
for untold decades to come. The wood pulp
and paper industry would be in a chronic
state of depression if Isaac had not
turned out all those hundreds of books and
thousands of articles. Canada might have
become a Third World nation, save for Dr.
Isaac Asimov.

To make it more personal, I would have
never started to write popularizations of
science if it had not been for Isaac's
works--and for his personal encouragement
and guidance. The gods themselves are the
only ones who know how many writers have
been helped by Isaac, either by reading
his books or by asking him for help with
science problems that have them stumped.

Blighted careers, ruined corporations,
benighted people wandering in search of an
enlightenment that they cannot find--that

would have
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is what the world would be like if Isaac
had not poured his great energies and
greater heart into nonfiction books about
science.

A final word about a word:
tion.

In the mouths of certain critics
(including some professional scientists)
"popularization” is a term of oppobrium,
somewhat akin to the sneering "pulp liter-
ature" that is still sometimes slung at
science fiction. "Popularizations" of sci-
ence are regarded, by those slandering
bastards, as beneath the consideration of
dignified persons.

Such critics regard themselves as among
the elite, and they disdain "populariza-
tions" of science with the same lofty pig-
headedness that George III displayed to-
ward his American subjects.

To explain science is probably the most
vital task any writer can attempt in to-
day's complex, technology-driven society.
To explain science so well, so entertain-
ingly, that ordinary men and women all
over the world clamor for your books--that
is worthy of a Nobel Prize. Too bad Alfred
Nobel never thought about the need to ex-
plain science to the masses. I'm certain
he would have created a special prize for
it.

Isaac Asimov writes about science (and
everything else) so superbly well that it
looks easy. He can take any subject under
the sun and write about it so lucidly and
understandably that any 1literate person
can grasp the subject with hardly any
strain at all.

For this incredible talent he is some-

populariza-

times dismissed as "a mere popularizer."
As I have offered in the past, I offer
now: anyone who thinks that what Isaac

does is easy is welcome to try it. I know
I have, with some degree of success. But
easy it is not!

Thanks be to the forces that shape this
universe, Isaac decided not to be a full-
time researcher. He became a full-time
writer instead. While he is famous for
writing science fiction, his "non-metal-
lic" output of science fact is far larger
and far more important--if that word can
be applied to writing--than his deservedly
admired and awarded fiction.

If all this adds up to the conclusion
that Isaac Asimov is a star, well, by
heaven, he is! One of the brightest, too. |*|
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Asimor and the Soviet Usnion

Everyone knows that Isaac Asimov is a
popular and respected writer in the United
States, but it's nice to know that he is
well-liked in the land of his birth, the
Soviet Union.

Asimov is aware of his popularity in
the U.S.S.R. and seems to be pleased about
it. In Memory Yet Green, the first volume
of his two-volume autobiography, describes
his birth on January 2, 1920, in Petro-
vichi, Byelorussia, and his family's emi-
gration to the United States in 1923. Asi-
mov explains that his parents never spoke
Russian to each other and that he grew up
learning English and Yiddish. He laments,
"Yet how I wish I could speak a little
Russian, too."

References to Asimov's Russian heritage
crop up elsewhere in the autobiography.
Asimov's first wife, the former Gerturde
Blugerman, was persuaded to go on a blind
cdate with the author by a friend who de-
scribed his as a "Russian chemist with a
mustache.” In the second volume, In Joy
Still Felt,
in Massachusetts in 1957 and adds:

On the coldest day, when the milk-
man showed up, he looked so darn cold
that I got out of the house, walked
down to the curb, and took the milk
from him to save him the trip. As it

happened, I was in my short sleeves.
Actually, this wasn't too quixotic,
for there was no wind at all and I

was only out for a minute or so, not
long enough for the natural heat of
my clothing to vanish altogether.

The milkman stared and said, “Are
you crazy?"

I grinned and said, "No, Russian."
This is spoken 1like a true Russian.

Soviets are proud of their ability to
withstand cold weather and have been known
to eat ice cream on the street in the mid-
dle of winter.

The Great Soviet Encyclopedia contains
@ separate entry on Asimov which is mostly
accurate, but mistakenly states that I,

Asimov describes a cold snap

Robot is Asimov's "first novel." This slip
may reflect the fact that I, Robot is a
popular book in the U.S.S.R. One survey of
600 Soviet SF readers showed that 436 had
read it.(1) A Soviet SF short story, "A
Person Is...(An Essential Addition to Asi-
mov's Three Laws)" by Boris Stern, depends
on the reader's knowledge of Asimov's
Three Laws of Robotics to make its point.
Stern doesn't explain who Asimov is and
spells out only one law; knowledge of Asi-
mov and his Laws are taken for granted.

On at least one occasion, a passage in

Asimov's work was changed during transla-
tion into Russian. The End of Eternity
contains the sentence, "Any system like

Eternity, which allows men to choose their
own future, will end by choosing safety
and mediocrity." (2) The passage was
changed in the Soviet translation to: "Any
system like Eternity, which allows a small
group of men to make decisions for all of
humanity, inevitably 1leads to a state of
affairs where safety and mediocrity are
the highest goods."

Patrick L. McGuire, an American expect
on Soviet SF, commented, "Evidently, Asi-
mov's lack of faith in the power of human
reason was considered the greatest prob-
lem, even though its 'correction' height-
ened the anti-oligarchical side of the
book." (3) McGuire adds in a footnote,
"Alternatively, it is possible that some-
where in the process of editing and trans-
lation, someone consciously altereé the
original so as to make it more applicable
to the Soviet Union."

Asimov commented, "I don't terribly
mind minor changes, under the circum-
stances. I would rather they read me,
slightly bowdlerized, than not read me at
all. And maybe, in time, the bowdleriza-
tion will cease." (4)

Asimov's introduction to a translation
of Soviet SF stories lead to a brush with

Soviet «critics. 1In More Soviet Science
Fiction (New York: Collier, 1962), Asimov
discussed various approaches to SF and

speculated on how Soviet SF writers might
deal with political restrictions. Asimov

Tom Jack son



said that Soviet writers take as a basic
premise that in the future under commun-
ism, "man's goodness and nobility will be
free to develop and people will live under
the reign of love." Asimov added:

I suppose if one were sufficiently
skeptical, one might suppose these
stories were written strictly for Am-
erican consumption and are published
only in order to confuse us and weak-
en our will; that the Soviet people
is not allowed to see them, but is
fed on pure hate.

E. Bradis and V. Dmitrevskiy, 4in their
article "The Future: Its Promoters and
False Prophets,” seized on this and wrote

It is true that after this mon-
strous assertion, Asimov says, "I do
not believe this, however. A more
reasonable supposition is that the
stories are indeed among those writ-
ten for Soviet consumption but are
carefully selected and are, there-
fore, not representative. To check on
that, one would have to obtain Soviet
science fiction magazines or  the
equivalent and see what the general
run on unselected material is like."

The two Soviet authors wrote:

We can assure Mr. Asimov that the
humanismhe has found in the several
stories "very carefully selected" is
inherent in and typical of Soviet
science fiction and Soviet literature
as a whole. &Asimov's ideas show that
even the honest American intellectu-
als are so blinded by the unofficial
propoganda that they often cannot
tell black from white.

The Soviet article was translated and
published in the October, 1965, issue of
The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fic-
tion. F&SF printed a reply by Asimov,
whose temperate remarks seem more in keep-
ing with the modern age of glasnost than
the o0ld Cold War days. Asimov wrote:

I think Messrs. Brandis and Dmi-
trevskiy are being a little harsh
with me. They themselves, in refer-
ring to American science fiction sto-
ries published in the Soviet Union
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say: "Judging solely from these
translations, one might get the erro-
neous impression that bourgeois sci-
ence fiction is now for the most part
nonpolitical and quite harmless..."

In other words, they say that what
the Soviets see of American science
fiction is not representative of the
whole and is deliberately selected to
be "nonpolitical and quite harmless."
They ought, then, to hold me fairly
blameless if the same thought had
occurred to me about Soviet science
fiction published in the United
States.

Brandis and Dmitrevskiy had the op-
portunity, apparently, to read other
American science fiction and satisfy
themselves that the translated mater-
ial was really unrepresentative.

When I wrote my prefaces to Soviet
Science Fiction and More Soviet Sci-

ence Fiction, I was less fortunate

for I had no access to Soviet science
fiction generally. But I took that
into account and carefully mentioned
this lack of representivity only as a
"supposition."

I wish they had continued to quote
the final 1lines on my introduction;
lines that followed immediately after
the passage they did quote. Those
last lines read:

"On the whole, though, what I would
like to believe is that the Soviet
citizen would really like to see the
coming of a reign of love when 'na-
tion shall not lift up sword against
nation, neither shall they learn war
any more.'

"why, after all, should he not?

"If only we could believe it is
what they really want, and if only
they could believe it is what we
really want, then perhaps things
would yet end well."

--Tom Jackson

August, 1989]*|

(1) Red Stars: Political Aspects of Soviet
Science Fiction. Patrick McGuire, Ann
Arbor: UMI Research Press, 1985; p. 86

(2) The End of Eternity. Isaac Asimov,
Greenwich, Conn.: Fawcett, 1955; p. 188

(3) Red Stars, p. 77

(4) Postcard dated July 21, 1989.
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Robot  AL76

"Can you honestly say you appeciate Mr.
Asimov? He's put you in some strange situ-
ations."

The robot moved its head slightly from
side to side, reverted to normal. They had
him at a convention. He was being tested
not only on the Laws of Robotics, but on
whether he could duplicate human sentiment
with his mechanical parts. His answers
were being recorded as independent obser-
vation of the master. They were about to
indicate a "No Response" when a sdingle
light glowed and the answer came.

"Mr. Asimov is not that much a series
writer. There was only one situation and
that story was unique."

"Alfred Bester might disagree with
that. Or how would you like to be put in a
room with Gort?"

That would be rather agreeable." But
they weren't sure he'd understood the
question. There was a humming silence.

Then they asked him, "How does Mr. Asimov
think 'em up?"

"Marijuana plus tequila." There was
glee in his voice.

"Thinks he's on a quiz show!" someone
commented.

"AL, that is what he doesn't use. 'He

just does it,' you should answer."

The robot was silent. It wasn't going
anywhere. Outside, the place was utterly
silent, except one could hear the many
mosquitoes from the nearby swamp looking
around the hotel's exterior. But then came
the bell-ringer.

"Do you love Dr. A?
vices for him?"

"Insufficient---interference or confu-
sion of question. The bell-ringer has come
in, yes."

They looked around. They hadn't been
aware that the hotel had a bellhop, but
there he was; he punched the button on the
clerk's bell lightly, hopped once, spun

9 ohnThiel

Would you do ser-

goes Berserf

"Repeat question. Do you love Dr. Asi-
mov?"

The robot looked stalled. Then it re-
cited an Asimov bibliography, perfectly
and completely. It paused to let it be
perceived that a point was implied, then
said, "He should work more, but relax too.
Does one deny a maker his due? Asimov has
no similitudes."

But it was wunable to say the word
"Love."

Suddenly, there was a loud crack from
across the 1lobby. A tennis ball flew at
the robot. It lifted a mechanical arm and
returned the serve. Then it said:

"LOVE! And the name of the game is
Asimov!"

--John Thiel

1988]*|
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Asimov Foundation and Me

I can't remember which was the first
Asimov novel I ever actually read, or even
when I read it. I do know that back in el-
ementary school I pestered the local li-
brary for all the Lucky Starr books. It
was only years later that I discovered to
my delight that Paul French, the author,
was a pseudonym for Isaac Asimov.

Since then, I have read Fantastic Voy-
age (I & II), most of Asimov's collections
and anthologles, and I even own one of his
non-fiction science books.

But what I really want to talk about in
his Foundaticn Series. I first read the
Trilogy years ago, and re-read it, and re-
re-read it. Then, lo and behold, Asimov
wrote a fourth book. Of course, I raced
right out and bought it, oddly enough on
the day that New York City had its annual
autumn Book Fair. There was Isaac, holding
sway in the Doubleday Booth, signing cop-
ies. So now I own a signed hardcover of
Foundation's Edge (numbered as well by the
author: #14). I ran home and read the no-
vel completely by the end of the day. As I
closed the book, I said, "Gosh, now I have
to wait for book Five."

So I did. And when Foundation and Earth

was released, I bought that as well. By
now, however, I was starting to "see"
something that I wasn't sure I liked. Ro-
bots were becoming the "guardians/protect-
ors" of humanity. And if there is one plot
I personally don't care for, it's the one
where humanity can't evolve properly on
its own, but, rather, needs some outside
force to help it along. And when that
force isn't even a living force, but a
MAN-made one meant to be subservient,
well....

But. this was Asimov, so I held out
hope. Then, here came Prelude to Founda-
tion. Of course I bought it, and read it
in one or two days. Now I was certain that
the robots the Good Doctor so loves were
going to be the heroes once again. Even
good o0ld Seldon was helped out by...yep,
you guessed it, robots.

Well, I put my disappointment aside for
a long while, and went on to other things.
Just recently, however, I gave myself a

project: to read the entire Robots and
Foundation Series as quickly as humanly
possible. So, starting with The Caves of
Steel and ending with Foundation and

Earth, I read them all in two days (per-
haps three). It was time well-spent. I did
a complete 180 degree turn in my percep-
tion.

Humanity, represented initially by one
Elijah Baley, was the instrument of its
own evolution. If it hadn't been for the
robots being exposed to Baley's own inner
desire to see Earth finally reach the
stars; if the Robot Giskard hadn't been
tampered with by his human designer, thus
gifting him with "telepathy"; if Seldon

hadn't started the basic work on psvcho-
history; if there hadn't been various hu-

man beings who were determined to see a
stronger galaxy rise up after the Frpire
fell; well, robots were a catalyst, but
even they could not work in a vacuum. It
was always the Humans who somehow made the
next step in growth possible, whether they
were conscious of it or not.

And now Dr. Asimov's vision is going

further. Foundation and Earth ended on a
new puzzle: what happens when humanity as
we know it meets humanity evolved to a

different power?
Never having had the opportunity to
actually talk with or even hear Dr. Asi-

mov, I am not certain what his true hopes
and expectations for humankind are. But I
know now I perceive his dream: humanity

will always find within itself, either as
a collective body or through various indi-
vidual representatives, the power to go
further and farther than it ever did be-
fore, if it dares to seek for that adven-
ture. Whether that voyage will be in our
present forms, or in some new form we
can't yet anticipate, only time will tell.
I can't say if my perception is accurate
in Asimov's eyes, but for his allowing me
the opportunity to grasp it, I am eternal-
ly grateful.
Dr. Asimov, keep 'em coming!

--Marie Parsons
July, 1989[*[

Marie Parsons
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My Encounter
with,

Isanc Asimov

AlexanderSlate

I have had the pleasure of meeting
Isaac Asimov once. It is an encounter that
I will never forget. I was in high school
at the time, in Upper Dublin township,
Pennsylvania, a suburb of Philadelphia. I
read a lot of science fiction, but I had
not yet discovered fandom, and my favorite
SF writer was Isaac Asimov. Somewhere I
saw a notice of an upcoming lecture by Dr.
A at the Montgomery County Community Col-
lege in Blue Bell, PA. Of course, I had to
go. So I contacted the people at the col-
lege about tickets. They asked me if I
would 1like to do a 1little PR work for
them, putting up posters in my area. In
return, I would be invited to the recep-
tion afterward. I jumped at the chance.

The lecture was quite entertaining, and
we had pretty good seats, the auditorium
being fairly small. The reception after-
ward was held in the library, and there
were complimentary drinks and nibbles. Dr.
Asimov was very approachable, and there
were extra copies of the posters available

NOHR NOHRY? NOHRY? NOHRY? NOHRY? NOHRY? COHEY? cYDHERY? MO NOHRY? COHP> NOHRYS NOHRY COHRP SUOHRY COHRP>

Isanc Asimov

A Memotr

LS guf&(mcf

I was chairman of the 1981 DISCLAVE,
and sometime in 1980 I asked Isaac if he
would be our Guest of Honor. He gave me a
firm "maybe" and time went by. So I wrote
him, politely, and received a polite and
inconclusive response. And time went by.
The people in the club were beginning to
get a little edgy that we hadn't nailed
down a GoH for the convention. Particular-
ly since 1Isaac hadn't been going to con-
ventions for a few years, and I did think
this was a good idea, etc.

Polite perseverance pays off, some-
times. After I told Isaac that we needed
to mail out the flyer advertising DISCLAVE
in the very near future, on which it would
be necessary to disclose our GoH, he ag-
reed to come so that we could use his
name.

I had a lot of preliminary aggravation
from that convention, but the only bad mo-
ment Isaac c¢ave me came when I went over
to pick him up at the train station at the
appointed time. After taking an earlier
train, he and his wife had taken a cab
over to the hotel. Once it turned out that
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for him to autograph. I had already talked
to him a little bit, telling him how much
I enjoyed his works and basically who I
was. I also got his autograph on a couple
of posters and a few books. At one point,
someone was taking Doctor Asimov to task
for his attitude toward religion.

"Dr. Asimov, how can you, an intelli-
gent man, not believe in God, given that
you could end up in Hell?"

At this point I jumped in with a com-
ment, even then I was not known for being
able to keep my mouth shut.

"Well, if the Calvinists are right, and
our destinies are predetermined anyway,
then it doesn't matter whether he believes
of fnot."

Dr. Asimov turned slightly, since I was
right next to him at the time, out his arm
around my shoulders and asked, "Are you
sure you're n<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>