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'Wbu are old, Fathar Willtam,  the
young men cried.
Southey, The Old Man'e Comforts...

A First Issue tends to he s bitch, but
szems to be an unavoidable prelude to
Second Issues, and sc on. I've had too '
many such animals since ABANICO #1 made
its unresounding debut in September of
'51, and have thus far avoided coming
up with a cut-and-dried-and-passsble-on
formula for instant-success in such en-
deavors. Transfering a clear-cut mental
{dea to a ciear-cut mimeogreph stencil
all too often pets bogped down in tran-
sit. Would that the fingar-tips werce in
complete empathy with the brain!

Editorial Polioy

usually proves to be a
bore, and as such, should be dispatched
with as quickly &s possible. It obvi-
ously is much better to demonstrate by
example than by promise...one's intent,
dreams, and fantasies in a fanzine. But
as successful as I have been in avoid-
ing the obvious in times past, you may
well be right in accepting this with &
small grain of salt.

...back when the world and I were
both so youns, the small, concise, and
fairly frequent fanzine was the zule.
This was before that 'ape-gap' of the

AN'T SEEM TO BREAK
the cycle... It is, of course, the evening before ConFusion, 6 pages remain to be run
off, collating, packing not even thot of yet... But at least I don't havé to worry about
a "speech" this year; right now I'm more gratified than disappointed that tradition has
been broken. Even tho this is a pale shadow of the original concept, I'm rather pleased:
the page opposite was started 1/5/85. 60 pages in 19 days ain't too shabby for the oldie.
There are a lot of people to thank for the past 15 years of this obsession. OW is
my dream and my perversion, and no one else could do it gquite thisz way; but I couldn't
and haven't done it without a lot of help. Including the help of a "Mysterious Woman" or
two, who have helped create occasional gaps in the schedule. Tho not all of the gapss ..
I'm a bit tired at the moment-~-three issues in two months, among other things=--but
don't worry...I'm having more fun with it than ever. 1'm already planning OW44: 1/24/85
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— - NYONE WHO HAS AN INTEREST in union/management relations
knows that, at times, it's easier to cram a camel through the eye of a needle than to
get union leaders to sit down across the ‘bargining table with management representa-
tives for a friendly session of binding arbitration.

. The current strike by Local 34, comprising clerical and blue collar workers em-

ployed by Yale University, is no exception. There is non-stop picketing, occasional
non-violent demonstrations, and, as one might expect, an outpouring of rhetoric from
both sides. '

Yet life goes on. Many members of the Yale community are more or less unaffected
by the strike, particularly those research workers Ivory-Towering it over on Science
Hill near the Peabody Museum. I can see the Klein Biology Building from my office
window. Here, on the top floor for instance, is an actual bat cave, full of flying
squeakers. Nearby are the offices of Dr. Stuart L. Schreiber, associate professor of
organic chemistry. No bluecollarman, hel

What Schreiber and his assistants are up to is nothing less than revolutionary,
particularly if you are a striking worker. He has produced an aphrodisiac for cock-
roaches, a synthetic pheromone used to lure male roaches to their death in traps.

The dedication of men like Dr. Schreiber is nothing less than laudable. For two
and a half years he has worked tirelessly to perfect a chemical compound baSed on the
pheromone secreted by the female roach. Finally, last Christmas Eve, after many lonely
hours spent poking into the genitalia of roaches, Dr. Schreiber discovered '
periplanone-B in, as he terms: it, a “flash of eureka".

Others in the Yale community are no less in articulate regarding this momentous
discovery. The curator of the entomology section of the Peabody Museum, Dr. Charles
Remington, said at the time that Schreiber's work had "all the halimarks of a super’
success". The Museum has a long history of interactions with insects; here we may




find the famous Bug Room, a little chamber crawling with carrion beetles, into which
dead animals are thrown for to have the meat stripped from their bones. Looking into
this room, we are aware of an incredible stench and an old couch. We are advised not
to settle down on this couch for a little nap.

Schreiber, who is a youngish man resembling Clark Kent, is clearly someone who
loves his work. And indeed, it's easy to see how one might enjoy being paid (and paid
well) to kill cockroaches in an Ivy League institution. Yet in the beginning, only his
wife took Schreiber at all seriously, and even she harbored certain anxieties. Schrieber
grins as he describes her concern that'he would arrive home having forgotten to wash the
pheromones off his hands, followed by a horde of adoring male cockroaches.

As Schrieber describes it, the changes rung on the male cockroach under the in-
fluence of peripianone-B are dramatic to say the least. All it takes to throw one of
these rascals into a manic state is a dose measuring only a few femtograms--quad-
rillionths of a gram. This is more than enough to send male cockroaches into fatal
sexual frenzies, not unlike those seizing humans in certain singles bars across town.

_ "They immediately stand on their back legs and start flapping their wings madly,"
Schrieber says. '"The roaches, that is." He illustrates this by flapping his elbows
‘chicken-style while staggering stiffly around his neo-Gothic laboratory. This phase
lasts for about fifteen minutes, and is followed by a ""cooling-off" phase during which
the roach has a beer and ducks out, ostensibly for a pack of cigarettes but actually to
purchase some condoms. Then the manic phase recurs, and it's Whoops, hey Johnny! for
the male roaches again.

By the end of the day, Schrieber says, smiling, the roaches are sore beset with
severe sexual fatigue. This means having broken antennae, tattered wings, gnawed legs,
bloodshot eyes and a severe case of the shakes.

Schreiber's work is the latest in a long series of experiments aimed at aiding in
the eradication of the roach. A Dutch professor raised and dissected more than 75,000
virgin female roaches, yielding no more than 200 micrograns of the natural substance on
which peripianone-B is based. These findings excited Schreiber so much that he talked
Yale into allowing him to utilize lab equipment to duplicate the internal workings of
virgin roaches. Using such technological goodies as a rotary evaporator, low-temp
cooling baths, high-pressure liquid chromatographs and a nuclear magnetic resonance
spectrometer, Schreiber and his crew resisted the temptation to go into the ghost-
busting business and pursued the elusive pheromone for two years, often working twelve
to eighteen hours a day.

Schreiber and his staff were paying a ‘dollar for each roach used in their research,
a fact little known among the striking workers, who would have been ever so glad to have
donated roaches for free (or for a tax write-off). But, rather than deal with the New
Haven community, ‘Schreiber felt it necessary to meintain the genetic purity of the
roaches. (We wonder why the hell he didn't buy two and breed them, but perhaps we are
being naive. Then again, perhaps not.)

We take our leave of Schreiber's lab, unable to resist gingerly inspecting our
pockets. Has a mischievious undergrad lab assistant secreted a roach somewhere? Re-
calling college pranks of the past, we shiver and head for the nearest restroom to wash
our hands. : &

 Outside, the picketing strikers move on their appointed rounds, blissfully unaware
of the genius who works above them. We consider informing the striking blacks and women,
whose prime complaint against Yale is that they are not paid as much as white males on
the staff, that the University pays a buck a pop for cockroaches. Were this common know-
ledge, Dr. Schreiber would soon be up to his clavicles in roaches, and would perhaps have
to begin new research, dealing this time with nutritional possibilities. No doubt Dr.
Schreiber's efforts are being funded by the National Institute of Health or some such
organization, but this doesn't alter the fact that he probably is going to wake up one
of these days to find himself the recipient of one of William Proxmire's Golden Fleece
awards. 3

... We turn away with a sigh, mentally reserving a place on that couch in the Bug Room
for the University's bargaining team.
D0ODDOOODDNODODOODOODDODOODDOODOOOO AL Sinois ® Qctober, 1984
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Dellvered at Electracon
June 23, 1984
Kearney Nebraska

Why I'm Here Today, - or;
Secrets of My Black Past
George R.R. ‘Martin

; o 'M PLEASED TO BE HERE TODAY as your Guest of Honor at Electya-
con, and I wanted to thank the committee for bringing me in, and all of you for making
the weekend so pleasant. I must admit that, a long time ago when I-was starting in this
writing game, I never dreamed that someday it would bring me to Kearney, Nehraska. --
possibly I never dreamed it because I'd never heard of Kearney, Nebraska. But you must
remember that I was born and raised in Bayonne, New Jersey, and my knowledge of American
cities was mostly limited to nearby towns with names like Hoboken, Secaucus, Paramis,
Hohokus, and Perth Amboy, plus those places that had major league baseball francises,
preferably in the National League. I don't think Kearney has ever had a major league
bageball franchise, but if you did, it was surely in the American League, which doesn't
really count.

Kearney, Nebraska is a long way from Bayonne, New Jersey, especially if one travels
by way of Santa Fe, New Mexico, Dubuque, Iowa, Chicago, and other spots in between.
When I was reflecting on that, it occured to me that I might tell you a bit about how T
came to make that trip. And I'm not talking about Frontier Airlineg,



The reason I'm here today, of course, is my writing. I am, to be sure, dashing as
all get out, witty, charming, a snappy dresser, kind to ny mother, and a lot of fun at
a party. I even know all the words to the theme song from My Mother, the Car. Hone-
theless, were I not also a writer, I doubt that even these irpressive credentials would
have been sufficient to tempt you to bring me in for the weekend. Pmong us writers, it
has become traditional to say things like, "I was born with a typewriter in my hand",
or "I can't imagine not writing", and therefore suggest that the life and career we've
wound up living was, in fact, the one wec were destined to live. There's nothing like
hindsight to give a glow of inevitahility to the directions our lives have taken. Rut
I don't buy it, not for a moment. There's nothing inevitable about life, at least not
about my life.

So how the hell Aid a longshoreman's ki from Bayonne wind up talking to a bunch
of Nebraska S¥ fans, ch?

Well, Robert A. Heinlein had a lot to 2o with it. The reason I started writing
SF was because, years earlier, I ha? starte? reading ST, and that was all hecause of a
bhook called HAVE SPACE SUIT, MILL TRAVEL thet » Sriend of my mother's gave me for
Christmas one year. It was a hardcover, a real trade hardcover, a "juvenile"” of
course, but it didn't seem very juvenile to me. And it was great stuff, fahulous
stuff. Kip and PeeWece, the maltshop an? the flying saucer, beginning with the Skyway
Soap slogan contest and ending with Farth on trial before the Three Galazies. "So,
take away our sun! We'll make another, or die trying. To die is the proudest human
thing." I was hooked.’ Of course I was hooke?. ™ow could I not he hooked? My
voracious reading of SF started right then, and never stopped.

Now, the very next Christmas, the woman who'd ¢iven me HAVE SPACE SUIT, YILL
TRAVEL gave me another nice hardbound juvenile novel. It was about a shepherd. If
the order of those gifts had been reversed, I wonder, would sheep have replaced space-
suits in the center of my daydreams? TIf so, I'd certainly never have hecome a writer.
The market for sheep stories just isn't what it used to be, not even in Australia.

Years later, there was the business of the chain letter.

~ That one came about hecause of the funny books, y'see. Heinlein made me a devoted
SF reader, of course, and in the yesars that followed I read lots more Weinlein, dis-
covere? Andre Norton, the Tom Corbett series, Fric Frank Pusscll, Doc Smith, and the
Science Fiction Rook Clukr. And Ace Doubles. Ah, yes--I positively devoured Ace
Doubles. Two novels for 35 cents, that was hard to beat, even if they were really
novellas, and one of them always seemed to he hy Rotert Moore "illiams or Ray Cummings
or 'somebody like that. ;

nut long before that Christmas when Kip's spacesuit and the Mother Thing parked
under my tree, T had becn an eager reader of comic books, and my new affair with the
likes of Roger ‘anning and NDane Thorson and Rlackie Miquesne (vhich I invariably pro-
nounced as Rlackie DOO NUTT HRE), did not make me love Suvmerman, Ratman, and the
Challengers of the Unknown any less. Ok, I do recall a brief episode around the time
I was in sixth grezdw when I decided I was too old and too mature for comic hooks and
gave all my Supermans away. Fortunately, this aherration only lasted six months or so,
and I started muying comics again just in time to sratch up the first issues of Spiden-
man and the Fantastic Fowr, thereby fortuitously providing for my rctirement, though
I'd hardly have guessed it at the time. So much Adi? I love the FF¥ that, around the
time T was starting high school, I wrote a letter to the macazine, and got it published.
It was a balanced, insightful, intelligent letter, as I recall, very perceptive and
analytical--the main thrust of my argument was that Shakespeare had bhetter move on
over now that Stan Lee had arrived on the scene. Ahen.

‘Jell, anyway, that was how I broke into professional print, in a manner of speak-
ing, but having that letter published had a couple of odd consequences. One day soon
thereafter I was watching the "Demon with a Glass Hand” episode of Outer Limits when I
got a long distance phone call from Touisiana, which was rather extraordinary, since
nobody in our family lived in Louisiana or knew anybody in Louisiana. Mohody in our
family knew anybody in Jersey City, for that matter.

Turned out the guy calling had read my letter in Fantastic Fouwr and gotten my
number from information. He just wanted to talk about comic books. He said he was
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twenty years old and fabulously wealthy and he called . QUIET whitE M
up people all the time like this. He was so rich REAOING YOUR
that at one point, when it came out that my family
didn't have a car, he offered to buy one and send
it to me. It was a generous offer, but I was only
thirteen and didn't drive anyway, so I declined.

We talked about the Fantagtic Four for a couple of
hours, long distance. To this day, I have no idea
how "Demon with 'a Glass Hand" ends. ' My Louigiana
friend continued to phone two or three times a week,
for perhaps a month, toc chat about comics and offer -
to give me automobiles. Then he stopped phoning.

The next person I heard from was an invegti-
gator with Ma Bell. Alas, my mystery caller wasn't 3
rich after all. Nor was he twenty. He wag around thirteen too, and lived with his
grandfather, and he'd 'amused himself for a month by phoning me and dozens of other
people like me all over the US, giving an assortment of assumed names. It was a lot of
fun until his grandfather unexpectedly received a phone bill for something like $37,000.

That was my first contact with fandom, in a way. Oddly enough, it was also the
lagt time any fan has offered to buy me a car. Next time, I'm going to take it. I'm
older now, and I khow you should never loock a gift car in the mouth, unless it's a Ford.
If any of you would like to uphold this fannish tradition by offering me free auto-
mobiles, my top choice would be a classic Mercedes Benz 300 SL gullwing from the 50s,
but I'm not fussy, I'll settle for a Ferrari.

But I've digressed. Those phone calls were one thing that came of being published
in the Fantastic Fowt letter column. The other thing that came of it, which proved to
have more lasting consquencesg, was a chain letter. 1I'd never gotten one before, so I
was sure impressed. Here was this list of names, you see, and it said that if I sent
away a quarter to the name at the top of the 1list, and recopied the letter, removed the
top name and added mine at the bottom, then sent out four copies to friends in a few
weeks I'd get $64 in quarters. Well, hey, that sounded great. Sixty-four dollars was
all the money there was in the universe, after all; it would buy me 533 comic books or
182 Ace Doubles, with change left over. T had a lot more faith in that $64 than I ever
had in the car my phone friend kept offering me, so I sent of my quarter and waited.

Well, I never got any quarters, damn it.

But a funny thing happened.

It just so happened that the guy at the top of the list, the one who got my
quarter, published a comic fanzine--a fanzine that was priced, coincidentally, at
twenty-five cents. Now, all I sent him was a quarter in an envelope, scotched taped to
& 3x5 index card; no letter, no nothing. Having probably long since forgotten about
the chain letter, he sent me a copy of his fanzine. It was dittoed, like almost all
comic fanzines in those vanished prehistoric days when the only photocopy machines that
existed gat in libraries and gave you white writing on black paper. 'The art was crude
and so was the writing, actually, but it was full of people talking about funny books,
and accomplishing this without having to run up $37,000 phone bills. And in were a
bunch of reviewd of other fanzines. )

Welllllll . . . that was how an innocent high school student got sucked into the
vorac ious maw of comic fandom.

And it was during those high school years as a comics fan that I really began the
process of turning into a writer.

Oh, to be sure, like most people who turn out to be writers, I'd written all my
life. As I related a few years ago in another GoH speech, my first, never-to-be-
completed magnum opus was the fictional history of a glorious imaginary kingdom,-an
epic full of swordplay, dynastic intrigue, oppression, revolution, wars, betrayal, and
valor most high, the principals of which were my pet turtles, who lived in a toy castle
on my desk. You might say 1 began with a tale of shells and sorcery.

I even had a very short-lived professional career at one point, writing monster
stories for the other kids in the projects where I lived. I was way ahead of my time,




in a sense; I began with a series, long before they became fashionable. I block-print=-
ed the stories on pages ripped from one of those school tablets with the funny black and
white covers, the kind where you started filling in the white areas on the cover in Sep-
tember,so they were all black and blue by June. They paid me by the page. The first
story was a page long, and I got a penny, the second was two pages for two cents, and

so on. Since most of the other kids in the projects didn't read all that well, a free
dramatic reading was part of the deal. I must say, I was a great reader, edpecially
noted for my werewolf howls, a talent I lost for years until howling along with "Wolf
Boy" in a Santa Fe bar. Well, I had worked my way up to a nickle, and visions of vast
riches beckoned me onward, until one of my regular customers started having nightmares,
and his mother came to my mother, and that was that for the child pro. Perhaps if 1'd
written stories. about sheep instead of wolves . . . sigh. .

Anyway, I did continue to write all through those years in Bayonne, but I geldom
completed anything, and I never showed any of my stuff to anybody. Writing stories was
just something I did to amuse myself. Like keeping a journal. 'Like playing an endless
‘solitary RISK game where every army had a commanding general and I annotated the re~
sults of every battle. Like building an entire fleet of paper airplanes and carefully
documenting the performance of each in order to arrive at an optimal design. Like
breaking into the neighborhood haunted house with a couple of friends . . . except, no,
it wasn't like that last, because it was an essentially solitary act, more like mastur-
bation, or reading my sister's confession magazines when nobody else was at home in the
hopes that 1'd learn some more about sex. The stories I wrote then were games, in a
sense, a private amusement that I worked on until I got bored with them, after which I
moved on to something else. I never really thought other people would want to read the
stuff I was writing.

And then came the chain letter,
the sticky quarter, the fanzine. The
fanzine, and the other fanzines that
followed it, fascinated me. The con-
tents were composed in roughly equal
parts of articles about Golden Age
characters, most of whom had passed
from the four-color scene before I was
born, and amateur superhero fiction.
The articles...well, they were okay.
The fiction, especially in the first
few fanzines I got...hooboy. The
fiction was awful. :

I remember one writer in par=-
ticular. He had a story, a superhero
yarn related in prose, which in those
days comilc fans called a "text story".
It was about four trypoewritten pages
long, and had thirteen superheroes and
a horde of villjans tco. Lots of
action, ho plot, andcnot a line of
dialogue. The writer obviously didn't
know what dialogue was. He'd write
lines like, "The Purple Squid told
Doctor Wormface to surrender, but Doc-
tor Wormface wouldn't surrender, so
they punched each other." Now, this
writer may have been bad, but he was
certainly willing to learn. When
various fans wrote in, explaining
about dialogue and suggesting that he
might want to use somhe, he immediately
took their comments to heart. His
next story was all dialogue, sort of




like a play without stage cdirections,

The truth has to be told; this man was my inspiration. Mot Tolkien, not Heinlein,
not Andre Norton or Fric Frank Russell or Stan Lee or any of the writers I loved. They
could never have inspired me to write. But this guy, he was being published! It was
after recading his stuff that I first uttered thcse magic words, the words every would-
be writer must utter, sooner or later: "Fven I can do better than that."

I owvned an ancient manual typoewriter that I'd found up in my aunt's attic one
day. I'd fooled around on it enocugh to hecome a real one-finger wonder. Of course,
the ribhon was so faded you could hardly read it, but I made up for that by pounding
the keys so hard that the letters were deceply graven into the paver. The little top
inner parts of the "e” and the inside of the "o" always fecll right out, but you can't
expect perfection, right? Reading the pages I produced in this fashion was quite an
eyestrain, no doukt, but I quarantee that once blindness had set in, feeling the
letters with your fingertips would bhe no problem at all.

Ahyway, I sat down and T invented a superhero--just one, I figured that was
smarter than introducing thirteen at once the way myv role model did--and I began to
write. The second hardest thing to do was to actually finish a story, which I'd seldom
managed before. The hardest thing was to wor!® up the courage to send it out. Fven-
tually I managed hoth though. And the story was accepted, ani puhlished, and people
even wrote in-and said how good it was. I mean, I blew them away--dialogue and
narration in the same story, what an innrvation!

I wrote more stories. ;

They got published. They got praised. I did still more. I stayed in comics fan-
dom all through high school. In somc ways, it was the only thing that kept me sane in
high school. Eventually I got bheyond the Adittoed fanzines where I started, with their
fading purple print, and into the class O6f that subfandom, the photo-offset fanzines
like Stan Studded Comics. One year I even won an award for Dest Fan Fiction. I know
now that awards for Best Fan Fiction are like awards for Best Nwarf Basketball Player,
but I was a high school kid and it meant something to me, even though I never did get
the trophy I was promised. I did get something more important. I got confidence. I
got criticism. I got experience.

I got hetter.

By the time I hit college, I was corresponding with people like Woward ¥aldrop,
who had started at Star Studded Comics just about the same time I 2id, and I was moving
beyond superhero text stories into horror and sword and sorcery. Still Yad, hut hetter.
One thing led to another. Somchow I had begun thinking of myself as a writer, or at
least as someone who would always write a little on the side, whatever career I might
ultimately pursue. To keep my hand in, I not only took all the creative writing
courses I could, hut I even tried to write fictinn for courses where it had no business
whatsoever. Once, in sophmore year, I talked my orof in Scandinavian history into
letting me write a piece of historical fiction instead of a2 term paper. Not only did
he go for it, and give me an A, but he liked the story so well he sent it out for me
to a professional magazine called Amerdican Scandanavian Peviem. They 3idn't buy it,
alas, but they sent a nice letter, and thus T collected my first professional rejection
slip. It hardly hurt at all, so the following year, when I wrote a batch of short
stories for a creative writing class, I took to sending them out myself, and collecting
my own rejections.

I got a few. One of the stories, an SF picce called "The Hero", vanished for a
year, lost in the mail when I sent it to Fred Pohl at Galaxi! not realizing that Fred
had left and the magazine had been sold. "hen I found out, I retyped it and sent it to
the new editor, and it got lost there too. Months and months passed, I graduated
college and went home to Bayonne for the summer before heginning my year of graduate
study. Bayonne is pretty close to Mew York; I decided, instead of wasting time, to
phone and inquire. I must say, the woman I spo%e to was not very friendly. "hen I
said I wanted to ask about a manuscript that had been there for a long time, she said,
"fle can't possibly keep track of all the stories we reject.” Put when I told her the
name of the story, there was a Yrief pause. "Wait a minute,"” she said. "“le bought
that story.” A golden moment. Of course, it turned out my check was lost in the mail.
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They'd sent it to the college address I was no longer at, and by the time it got for-
warded to my summer address in Bayonne, I was back in school at another address, so it
had to be sent on again. But I finally got it. Ninety-four bucks.

The chain letter had promised me sixty-four. I'd come out thirty bucks ahead,
though it took a lot longer than I ever would have guessed when I mailed off that
quarter. ' :

That was the summer of 1970, my first sale. "The Hero" ran in the February 1971
issue of Gafaxy. 1 made my second salé to Ted White and Fantastic in the spring of
1971. 0ddly enough, that story too had been sent off just as the magazine was changing
addresses, lost for a-year, retyped, and resubmitted. It wasn't until my third sale
that I realized it was possible to sell a story without first losing it in the mail.

My first SF convention was just about the same time!, and more sales and more cons have
followed in the years sgince, until, finally, here I am.

Inevitable? I can't belleve it.

If I'd never gotten that Heinlein book, would I even have read SF? wOuld I have
read at all, for that matter?

If not for that chain letter, would I ever have seen a fanzine? The right kind,
that is, a bad ohe? At just the right time? Comics fandom was important to me. It
gave me a place to publish, a place to be bad. My stories there got the criticism I
needed to improve, but also the encouragement I needed to continue. The kind of stuff
I was writing as an eigth- and ninth-grader was not even remctely good enough to find a
home in the worst SF crudzine; nor could it possibly be published in comics fanzines as
they exist today, for that matter. Those fanzines were part of a crude infant fandom,
three-quarters of whose fans were high-schoolers. They'll never come again. Had they
not existed for me, though, I really wonder where my life might have lead. I learned
more about writing from doing it than I ever did from high school English classes, or
college comp classes either.

There were, of course, other turning points. 1In 1971, for example, I emerged from
college with a bright shiny Master's degree in journalism, piled high with honors, and
still couldn't get a real job in my chosen profession. If I had, I might be a foreign
correspondent for the New York Times even now, though more likely I'd be a disgruntled
rewrite man on the Jersey Journal. But it didn't happen that way.

I had just made my second sale and attended my first con; I was able to find only
part-time summer work in Bayonne, so I drove myself to write. That summer I wrote a
story every two weeks, the best stuff I'd ever done, including "With Morning Comes
Mistfall” and "The Second Kind of Loneliness", and by the time I signed up for VISTA
that fall, my ultimate course was pretty well set. I might work other jobs to keep
bread on the table. I did, in fact; public relations, chess tournament director,
college instructor. But mostly I was a writer, ultimately I was a writer, deep down
inside that was the important thing.

Inevitable? Nah. No way.

It's a long way from Bayonne, New Jersey to Kearney, Nebraska, as I said. But you
know something? ; :

I'm glad I came. ;
a o o Beorge R.R. Martin

V. . see: "Here I Am Again";

Outwontds 34, 1973
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Beard Mumblings
Bob .. Tucker

AY ATTENTION, DAVE LOCKE. I know you to be a real live by-
gogh true science fiction fan. Do you have a yean to listen to a small slice of real
live (?) by-gosh science fiction, at no cost to you? Yes, I thought you did. Pick up
your phone and dial this toll-free number: 1-800-228-8466. Listen to a real live (?)
robot with a human voice in far off Philadelphia report on the conditions of the room
in which it is 1iving (?). The robot dwells in a telephone switching room in a Phila-
delphia suburb and it will tell anyone who calls in the conditions of that room at the
time of the call. That's science fiction by-gosh.

On the day that I called the robot told me that it was 4:50 pm, the room temper-
ature was 88 degrees, the noise level was okay, but warned me that the battery level
was low. It then volunteered the information that the lights were on, but I don't know
why. Robots shouldn't need electric lights. On an impulse, 1-didn't hang up but wait-
ed to see what would happen next. I was rewarded. The robot repeated all the above
information and then added an extra: it allowed me to listen to a woman singing for
about fifteen seconds, and repeated the information that the voice level was satis-
factory. I should have hung up there, but I wasn't quick enough and the robot ruined
my day by wishing me a happy day. Drat. I had something else in mind.

. HERE IS A NEW TWIST to an old huckster game making the
rounds of junk mail circles. If you are on anyone's junk mail list, sooner or later
you'll receive an advertisement for a "Collector's Plate". The plates have been around
for a long time and offer pictures of Scarlett O'Hara or John Wayne or whatever might
bring in a buck, but this latest scam is directed toward science fiction fans who might
go ape over Star Trek dinner plates. For the low, low price of only $29.95 (plus post-
age and handling, of course) you too may have a valuable collector's edition plate
featuring that popular Vulcan of the spaceways, Mr. Spock, him of the pointy ears. Said




to be of fine porcelain, B% inch diameter, with special blue-and-silver border design,
the plate will come to you "hand-numbered with same-number Certificate of Authenticity".
This may mean that the plate was manufactured on Vulcan by Spock's mother, and hand-
numbered by his father.

In the promotional letter, the pusher of this plate claims that the first Scarlett
O'Hara plate was sold in 1978 for $21.50, but today it commands $225. And a Judy
Garland plate that sold for $19 in 1977 'could now bring (the owner) as much as $150."
Wow. The pusher says there are 2,500,000 Star Trek fans and they will compete with
ordinary plate collectors for this special edition. He urges us to act promptly be-
cause this "is a fixed limited edition of 90 firing days' after which no more Spock
plates will be made. Nowhere in the advertising does it specify how many hundreds of
thousands of plates will be made in those 90 firing days. 1f I were Bjo Trimble, I
wouldn't allow my name to be used in this sort of advertising scheme.

: - N AN EDITORIAL some thirty or forty years ago John W.
Campbell said that the universe was running down. He called it entropy, and he said

fas best as I can remember over that period of time) that everything was slowing down,
totting away, and would eventually fail. He said there wasn't a cotton-picking thing
we could do about it, so relax and roll with the punches. When I first read that I
probably shrugged and said yeah, yeah, the universe will fall apart in a billion years,
averybody knows that, so where's the cold beer? In my snug and isolated cocoon thirty
or forty years ago I never suspected that it would begin to happen in my lifetime, be-
cause I hadn't yet read the sorry history of the decline of the Roman Empire. Now I
know better: entropy is here, and lives in the postoffice. The postoffice estahlish-
ment has grown so large and so cumbersome, and it employs so many people who cannot
read, that entropy is now hounding the daily delivery of our mail. (Howard DeVore may
stand aside from this and nod sagely. He can read.)

Everyone, including Dave Locke, has postoffice horror stories to tell impression-
able neofans., Entropy has reached all fifty states and the far-flung friendly nations
overseas. The moribund bureaucracy will not be changed bhecause they know in their
hearts they are in charge, and they don't really care all that much so long as those
paychecks keep -coming. The only reasonable retaliation for shoddy performance is
ridicule and laughter; they can't be sued but laughter stings. 1 do what little I can
to make the bureaucrats' day.

Item One: About three years ago a woman in Australia sent a Christmas card to a
woman in West Germany. I didn't know either party but the Christmas card was delivered
to my mailbox. I phoned the local postmaster and offered to deliver the card for him
the next time I visited Furope. He didn't see the humor in my suggestion.

Item Two: A few months ago a woman in Kentucky sent a letter to a woman in
Carlinville, I11. That letter was deposited in my mailbox, 1 called the postmaster
and innocently asked him if Carlinville 62626 was a suburb of Jacksonville 62650.
After a small silence he asked: '"Are you the party that received the Christmas card?"
I said that I was, and now I had a strange letter. Rather huffily, he told me to drop
the letter into any deposit box and forget it. I did so, after writing a bold message
across the face of the envelope to explain why that letter was in my hands.
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Item Three: In July 1983 I wrote to a doctor in Bloomington, about a hundred
miles distant, and asked for an appointment. My letter was received and the Treception-
ist phoned to set up the appointment in September 1984, fourteen months after the
letter was mailed. I promptly wrote another letter to the editor of the local paper
and told him 1 was vigorously supporting the postoffice in its efforts to raise the
price of a first-class stamp another two cents. I pointed out that the postoffice
needed the money to buy horseshoes for the pack animals carrying mail between Jackson-
ville and Bloomington,

I'm waiting to see what the postoffice will do in response. They may lose my next
two or three incoming fanzines.

el e MITE THAT SIMILE!

One of my early grade school teachers in the long, long ago when Abe Lincoln and 1
were boys taught me about similes. Samuel H. Preston has shown in his studies that
poorly educated teachers turn out poorly educated students; and that'a student's aca-
demic achievement increases with the greater intelligence.of the teacher. All of which
may help explain why I was the class dunce, although I always believed that some of, my
teachers were pretty smart cookies, and I actually developed a crush on one of them.
She told me about similes, and actually launched my glorious writing career by naming
me reporter and editor of the class newspaper. She was obviously a smart woman. '

As an illustrative example she used:'As slow as a glacier' and I really believed
that for a long time. Let some ambitious neofan announce the birth of a new fanzine,
and a year later while still awaiting the appearance of the very first issue I would
say that new editor was as slow as a glacier. The meanwhile, several of us would he
bemoaning the loss of our subscription monies because we had foolishly mailed in fifty
cents or a dollar on the strength of the announcement. In the bad old days, fanzines
sold for as little as five or ten cents a copy and a year's subscription could be had
for fifty cents or a dollar. I continued to believe in 'As slow as a glacier' until
about a dozen years ago, when I started doing research for a new book about the coming
ice age.- (That was before some upstart scientists decided we would suffer from the
greenhouse effect, instead of an ice age. The spoilsports cut me off at the pass.)

I discovered some astonishing truths during the research. Some,glaciers can
gallup along at a rate fast enough to overwhelm a city in a few months. You shculd he
able to hear the crackling and crunching of the suburbs while you sat snugly in your
downtown hotel, living it up and celebrating the approaching end of the world.

One Alpine glacier on the slopes of Mont Blanc near Chamonix was measured as mov-
ing at the mean rate of 240 feet per year. That was something of an accidential dis-
covery. Three French guides had fallen to their deaths in an ice crevice several years
before, but suddenly and unexpectedly their bodies turned up at the head of the glacier
far downslope. It was realized the bodies had moved two miles during the period under
discussion, yielding a forward rate of 240 feet per year. There are even speedier
movements to give lie to the ancient simile. Some of the larger outlet glaciers in
Greenland gallup along at a rate approaching a hundred feet per day, -and that's faster
than I move on some days. 1In 1936-37, the Black Rapids glacier in Alaska took on a new
life of its own and apparently decided to wipe out human civilization in its path: it
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sprinted along at 220 feet per day and threatened to wipe out -an inn, a hunting lodge,
and a highway. What may be the fastest moving glacier in the world is an unnamed ice
river in the Kutiah valley of northern India. In 1953 it got its dander up and moved
at the rate of fifteen feet per hour until a lack of fresh snow finally brought it to
a halt. That could crush a city while we partied over a convention weekend or two.

Having learned all that and more, I wrote my book about the new ice.age which
covered all of Canada and the northernmost parts of the United States in only three
hundred years. And I took a lot of flak from some readers and reviewers who were of
the opinion that I needed to learn the simile 'As slow as a glacier'. Had they asked
me, I would have cheerfully provided them with my sources of information in hopes that
next time they would look before they leaped. And if, in the future, someone tells you
that Bill Bowers is as slow as a glacier in producing each issue of this fanzine, jump
aside fast and run for your mailbox.

e : : AM NOW THE POSSESSOR of a new T-shirt bearing the legend:
"Resident of the Wimpy Zone". It is a gift from a distent admirer, but then most of my
most precious gifts in fandom are from distant admirers. The closer people come to me,
the less they find to admire. 1 received my T-shirt at the recent Windycon in Chicago,
and by pure chance I met Ben Yalow in the huckster room that weekend and we struck up
a conversation about wimpy zones. Ben finds himself an innocent target, and he finds
it all amusing. He told me that he never ever saild the midwest was the wimpy zone; he
told me that someone else at the worldcon business meeting said it, but now he is heing
wrongly blamed as the originator. I don't know if he cares to take my advice but this
is a classic example of fan history being made for future generations to discuss and
debate. ' ;

I advised Ben to merely smile and look inscrutable when fans question him about
the matter, or point the fingerbone at him. Let rumors and future history fly and
build as it/they may. In ten years time he will be famous or infamous, and Harry
Warner will write a chapter about him and the zone in a fannish history book.

Whoever it was that said the midwest was a wimpy zone did us did us a favor. Now
we have a rallying cry, a point of honor to defend, and a new source of income for the
T-shirt hucksters. We can throw wimp parties at all the best conventions and invite
the provincials from the east coast and the provincials from the west coast, the mean-
while showing them how wimps do it best. Eventually someone will stage a new conven-
tion in a new city and call it Wimpcon. Harry and his history will not be far hehind.

Smile, Ben. Be inscutable. Deny nor confirm nothing.
DOopOoO0DODODODODOONOODDODODOODOODO0O0O0OOGOoO Bob Tucker ® Dec. 24, 1964
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«otf only ag a break from all that wwacouotomed Jull-
8ize type--gome commenta on Outwonlds 41:

GENE mlJ:E llll"(.."l.....'ll‘il"l"il’lf'l"'l“l
lan Covell has some controversial things
to say about feminism and children. But vesterday |
,Came across statements more Inflammatory by far. May
i tell you about them?

When | was a child myself, my favorite author was
Ruth Plumly Thompson, the woman who tontinued the Oz
serles after the death of L. Frank Baum, The current
Issue (Vol. 28, #2) of The Baum Buafe prints for the
flirst time the flnal sectlon of an article Ms.
Thompson wrote In 1956 but was never able to place. !
admit | began rcading !t out of a sense of duty--after
all, ! owe this dead woman more, perhaps, than any
other woman except my mothar. | Imagined that It
would be boring; | should have known better. Here's
a brief quotation:

“There are, of course, many natabls exceptions
among women editors. Some, realfzing the full scope
of the child's needs, try to satisfy it. The ma for{ty
do not. The fact {s that women are never as close to
children as are men. Reset by life's detail, its
humdrum duites and mechanics, they are of necessity
practical and realistic and rarely gifted with a sense
of humor,

“It s men who always keep their childish sense .
of wonder and surprise, that buoyant and hoyish
curiosity, love of adventure, sense of fun, that crav-
ing for. things new and fmpossitite that give such zest
and flavor to Yife. Tf11 men again take over the
choosing of children's books, publishers' lists will
be as they are now--juveniles, beautifully bound and
1Mustrated, fnstructive and realistic, but dull,
dreadfuily dull!"

Feminists are fond of searching vut feminists
who predate feminism. |f there s ever a movement
that attepmts to glve the minorlty side~-that ls, the
masculine side-~! will be content to end as | began,
choosing for my precursor salnt Ruth Plumly Thompson .

g (12/19/84)

M D'MSSA llllblillll|n|||l|l||||r|nrlAIO||iyl|l

While thanking tan Covell for the com-
pliment, | st111 don't understand his frritatlion st
Tiptree. Among other things, the fact that a plece
of fiction might well be dldactlc Is not in and of
itself evidence that It Is not a qood story. Probably
the whole thing bolls down to the fact that lan and |
approached "The Women That Men Don't See” with en~-
tirely different mindsets. ! do know people who act
llke the men In Tlptree storles. (“Take off thelr
clathes and turn.them upslde down and they atl look
like sisters' sald One.y ;

Allow me to tweak Roger Waddington's Jealousy
even further. We now have nat quite 4000 mystery
novels, as well as 3000 mundane and historlical novels,
4000 non-fictlion, 500 collections of poems and plays,
and about 20,000+ sclence fiction, fantasy, and hortor.

The rate keeps accelerating too. Dur son David has
well over 1000 books. Shella collects books about
animals and memolrs of rural physicians, and | keep
going off on reading tangents that erd up with a new
shelf or two.

A thought about the Malzberg controversy. | have
never qulte understood my own reactlon to his fictlion.
Some pleces strike me as simost painfully good, and
others as palnfully bad. Perhaps the difftculty with
enjoying ldiosyncratlic flctlon Is that It only works
when the reader and writer have overlapping Idio-
syncrasies. And perhsps mine overlap with Malzberg's
more than most. (12724784}

co MALERTIAL L "Family Cirele” subneotion upcoming:

mNY WETKD IZI'JIIllllbll'il'lGAlltllllillllll.ll'l
Say, got Ouhuonfds 41, what a flash from

the past. it's a rea) fanzine, with real fannlsh
stuff in tt, and 1 even recognlzed some of the names.
! particularly enjoyed the letters. A tetter by €hris
Sherman? Will wonders never cease. Reminds me of the
good old days of Innocence & enthusiasm, Liked your
cover.too. | think | most enjoyed the references
about’beaple and things | know absolutely nothing
about, It was fun. Thanks.

So how's the old man? Me, t'm afrald |'ve turned
into a Yupple. 1I've even got a card that says |'m a
member of the Republican Natlonal Committee. | dldn't
actually pay for It or anything, but they sent It any-
way. I'mon thelr computerlzed llst. | don't drink
or do drugs anymore, elther, and | Just turned 30.
Haybe | should get a cane? | know you don't belleve
all thls stuff from the Hell tssue | sent you, but
it's true, I'm clean, | got the impression from OW
that you're pretty much the same, & as long as you en-
Joy yourself that's at! that county.

This Is already the longest loc !‘ve written In
five years, so 1'it.go, but }'d appreciate staying on
your melling list, VLike | sald, tt was fun. [12/18)

- I tell you, Meyer, we Live in exciting times: Teny
ia straight, Leah <s getting married, and I'm going
out to see Patty in three weeks. So what's next? A
poatcard from Diane, Marge greeting me without a
reference to Mallardi, a Lynn Parke statement ropy-
righted in the 80's, an annotaled Listing of Larru's
"Philosophy (s} of the Month”..,?

t—ARRY MES [N trse ¢ L3 ' i 3 L] L .

For some ‘reason, | have Ouhiorbds 134" 4
41 In front of me. | know | got 39 and 40 {didn't {2}
and must have elther written to you about them {doubt-
ful) or lost them (also doubtful). In an effort to
educate the traveling pubilc, | always lesve coples of
my tefty magazlnes In the seat pocket In front of me
when 1've finlshed with them. --) presume thils s what
| did with the missing lssues. Have you gotten any
unidentifled nall or phone calls lately? Fflight
attendants are ok people, y'know.

Of course, | sti}l have my coples of the really
stick, offset, color-covered Oufwonlds thst ! bought
from you some ysars ago. |'m still a 11ttle taken
aback when | get the mimeographed ones--wiil you ever
go back?

!'m suddenly sympathetic to readers of your late
70's publications who weren't (llke | was) living with
you. They always complained in your letter columns
that they dldn't know who or what the hell your edl-
torlals were about. Maybe they didn't say thet. But
I don't know who or what the hell your edltorlals asre
about. | mean, | can guess, but | think i'd like to
know who the velled friends, enemles, love Interests
and Capltalized Events realty are. But don't charge a
thing about yourse]f, BI1}, we want you Just the way
you are. Maybe you could treat OW as a crossword
puzzle--you know, print the solution to last month's
Issue.



Yhe Wimpy Zone thing Is really funny, and ! have

.to thank Smith/Zeldes's deft commentsry in Uncle Dick's

for my being able to understand It. (Where do these
fanzlnes come from? :
l1ke one of those things that really has:fandom taken
by storm, litke Women In SF once did.
for great fan flictlon sbout this one are tgmpting--
where Is Cy Chauvin when we need him? Of course |
start to think microcosmleelly sbout It--grest analogy
for American bli-costalism in general, etc., my big
chance to get s long artlele in The New Yorker (four
parts-~if they can do flve on the history of coln,
after 8s11). Keep me posted, anyway. :

Your malling lahel mentions that {'m ment!oned--
| see | am, and by rone other than Chris Sherman, who
seems not to have learned any masnners in hls latest
attempt at adulthood. Or maybe he's giving us a
“schtick", eh Fathar Willtem? The welrd thing wes
that | was just at Stanford last month. To think we
could have seen each other, falled to recognize one
another, and remsin absolutely the same people In
spite of It, (t just goes to show what you sald
about my last letter-~today's ultlimaste pleasore Is
yestarday's cholesterol or something. {What do |
laok 1ike=-a histortan?)

Anyway, now that OW Is out of the way, | can
talk about myself. |'m fine. Next week 18 my last
trip to Dallas. Thank goodness. bDaltas ls a
terribie place--it's Vike my mother's lfving room
turned tnto an urban blueprint--gaudy, ugly things
put there to Impress someone who never comes over
anyway and a non=functionling version of something
that has a necessary function for the rest of us. And
the Texans, oh nmy God, | actually had a presumably
college-educated and generally artliculate young
woman argue with me that what happened tc the Amerl-
can Indlans was just|flable bezause they were Just
savages, Of course | dldn't argue much becasuse they
el! have guns.. And they don't miss. Now ! must
balence that by saylng other Texans find Dalimatlans
{or whatever they're called) tacky and Insuffaerably
stuck on themselves. They also, damn It, have some
great restaurants. -

However, this end of Dallas thing lesves me with
no regular out-of-town #ssignment, and If &1l goas
well 1'11 stay in Chicago for a few months. Now |
must be Incredibly tired of travelling tf |'m exctted
sbout the prospect of winter In Il1llnols, but there
1t ls. | can hardly stand the suspense of wondering
what will be the first day the E! runs an hour late.
And the prospect of finding cut If there's really any-
thing in my freezar--or If | have any friends lefg-~
| can hardly control myself.

| have some marvelous statlstlcs ebout my travels
to date, all managed, of course, by computers of one
kind or another. In miliesge programs |['m presently
at 15,000 on Republic, 25,000 an United, 75,000 on
TWA and | Just broke 200,000 on American. This, plus
some fall bonuses, entitles me to about & dozen free
trips to Detrolt (God nol), anywhere In the U.S.,
London, Amsterdsm, Australis, around world, or two

.trips to Singapore. If | get any further with Amer-

“ lcen, they!re golng to offer me stock. The problem is
that the: ltdst thing. a'frequent traveller wants |s more
travel {that's a priz«?), especiafiy when it comes

- packed In with endless nlghts ‘at Sherston,. unidentl-
fled cars from Avis, and an increase In my Amerlcan
Express spending limlt, Hey, that's my lob descrip-
tlon, not a perk. So i'm faced with the blzarre
proposition of getting:#id of the damnh things, elther
by seillng them, letting them expire, or glving them
away. Welrd. 've also rented about 200 cars for
about 500 days (at $30 a day or the cost of a couple
cars), and spent more nights with Sheraton than Hrs.
Sheraton ever did. | have spent more than a day In
over 50 different clties. Enough! Tell me to stop.
Stop. Okay.

Now, what kind of trouble can | get Into In
Chicago? Heh, heh. [12/25/84}

! gaflated, didn't i7) This sounds

The possibilitles

<« .END "Family Circle”; Enter Rest Avea. ..

NEIL REST "'ll'l!cl:illl;illllltlllltEiublcl‘!l.‘lll

...1 have four of yours, right ahead of four
of Avedon’s. You lead, ker by about s hundred pages
(my flngers don't seem %o have entlrely woken up yet),
and in gullt-at-not-having-yet-after-all-this-time,
but she may present specisl probiems of detlcacy. 3ee,
the Bermuda Triengle bid Implles a real MidAtlantic
Farn Fund. Now, l've been offering a couple of differ-
ent gossip-wongers exclusives oh sleazy gossip From
the Inner sanctum of the bid committee, and If | can
l1ak Avedon to Marc Ortlelb Tn appearant improprieties
In the administration of MAFF...

But I'm not asking permission to !le about you,
fust respondling to Outworfda, making sure ! keep
getting it. At least I‘'m doing well on the Dec. i3
postmark or the fabulous Wimpy Zone cover. And | only
notlced the dread X while organlzing my comment-hook=-
notes :1i by golly, how mbout startlng an interminable
serles of essays asbout the different styles, philoso-
phles, and technigues of loccing!

Sometlimes there seems to be more of the Platanists
vs. the Aristotellans than simple writing, It's wired
to go through paragraph after paragraph sfter para-
graph about the real rlght way to do what lsn't even
belng done there.

By the way, | msy be on to a ilttle geme of yours.
What was missing from my !ssue was page §1361/1362. The
leaf before the one Buck didn't get. You know the
little puzzle with a plcture on two turning cardbosrd
disks, and 12 llons would turn Into 11, and back, when
you moved {t, or footbal! players, or something? Well,
If you short esch copy one page, you could be shaving
your; costs over 1% per Issue, Gettlng cheap there,
filnadly, eh?

But back to the recuralon; there's little Indlica-
tion from many of these letters who goes on besides
writing thase letters, You refer several times to 50
or 60 hour weeRs, but otily once, In passing answer to
a guestlon,’do you hint at what goes on durlng that
time. | mean, why does your phone number change from
moving upstalrs? (If 1 understood your CoA.)

But I'm fust a zlne fan neo (1} It was nhews to
me that |'ve ever locced HTT. | plcked up a couple In
LA, to see what kind of nonsense can be generated on
paper {Like Weekly World News two weeks ago; TIME WARP
in the Devl!'s Triangle.) about the bid. | knew !
was In trouble when people not only tried to glve me
money, but sald they'd work, = = °

Mistaken for Wally Franke, andy offutt, AND Eric
Lindsay? Somehow, in fandom, It seems to be Interest-
Ing times a lot of the time.

Somehow, also, thess random squ!bs are holding
together less well than | was orlglnaliy dolng to make

them. The blg theme was recutrsion, writlng about wrlt-
Ing. 1've known zlnefen were 8 1ittle weird for e
while, Several Autoclaves ago, | remember in a slde

room off the con sulte, havirng & conversatlion with Suzl
Stef! while on the other bed, three zinefen talked
about postage for forty minutes.

Say, are you on any of APthur Hlavaty's lists? He
has a pet disabiilty, which he lobbles for; hyperiexla.
Entheomsnta seems to be the condltlon at the time It
seered 1lke a good ldea at.

Have you used sny microcomputar word processors?

A lot of your scutwork cculd be done by one, |ike
making a margin two ietters wider to fit something on-
to two pages instead of two pages snd three llnes. s

there anyone around you could borrow from? With a
iittle determlnation, |t can even run a stencil-
cutting typer...

Though, Al Strols ls sadly right. / in twenty years
of messing around with computers, |'ve never seen good
documentatlon.

Ad astra per twllitone... [12/25/84)



Joe R. Christopher

Five Limericks
for A Filfteenth Annish

esthetics

Said a Martian, invading from space,

"An Farthling in shape's a disgrace--
His appearance, macabre, '
With his features on knob,

When eyes in one's tentacles save face."

xtrapolating Bust

On the Mars of Edgar Rice Burroughs
His maidens are naked but thorough:
With breasts they're endowed,
Though no nursing's allowed--
They're oviparous like snakes and like sparrows.
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lsewhen; or,
The Alibi_

A detective named Fergus O'Breen
Niscovered a crude time machine.

The murderer fled

An hour 'fore the deed--
An hour later he elsewhere was seen.

a Capo

You ‘ask, "What made Lazarus long?"

His longing for sisters was strong,
But his love for his mother
Was beyond any other:-

And that's who made Lazarus Long.

he Universe

Conceived as
a Self- Destructlve

Limerick

When the Big Bang gave nothing a twitch,
Then matter expanded sans hitch;
But gravity's holding
To cause an enfolding
May be too weak so the universe will keep on developing outward
forever and forever like a structureless last line

which .
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Understandings
Robert A. W. Lowndes

OR OVER A YEAR NOW, I've been working on a boék»section in
my spare time, which wasn't exactly copious because I was holding down two jobs. The
work is done, a few pages at a time (minus time gpent in checking and re-reading sources)

early mornings before I have to leave for the office and a few more pages on weekends
when I am free.

The main book is tentatively titled "THE GERNSBACK ERA IN SCIENCE FICTION', and my
part of it is a survey of all the science-fiction magazines published in the USA between

March 1926, when the first, April-dated, issue of Amazing Storie4 appeared and February

1936, when the final, bimonthly issue of Wonder Stories, also-April-dated, came out.
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Had Moncder Stories Heen a monthly putlication, then that April issue would have appear-
ed in March, making the Gernshack Fra exactly ten years.

Some of you may wonder why I was invited to do the job. Three reasons: (1) I was
there during that period, although I didn't became a steady reader until 1930; (2) With
a very few exceptions, I own copies of all the magazines under discussion; . (3) Mike
Ashley, who is over-all editor of the project, knows that I have been constantly re-
reading those old magazines--particulerly since 1971, when the folding of my reprint
weird and science fiction titles put an en? to my activities as a professional editor
in the field. I don't have to guess, or rely on memory, about any issue which I own;
and I haven't written a word about any issue without a thorough examination of it. At
times, I've heen tempted--an? found, when I resisted and picked up the issue anyway,
that even if my memory ahout one or another matter I wanted to write ahout was OK,
there werc other things in that issue that “eserved mention. 'y only regret is that
therc is so much interesting material (particularly in the letter columns) that haf to
be left out. And while, at times, a comment about how I felt hack then is appropriate
enough to insert, therec's little room for dctails.

In March, 1926, I was nine, going on ten, an? in the sixth grade. In Fechruary,
1936, I was nineteen, going on twenty, and attending a PA college--Stamford Community
Collegz, in Stamford, Conn. I was staying with my grandparents in Springdale, Conn.,
at the time, and walked the three miles from the house to the college huilding twice a
day. Tuition was free, but we had to huy a few textbooks,_ohe of which I still have.
(rn Fnglish grammer, which is still useful today.) At that time, Felwuary 1936, I had
had a few letters published in Amazing Stornies, “Jondern Stories, Meind Tales, and
Astoundina Stories, so that my name was familiar to the other stealy letter-writing
fans; hut I had yet to meet another fan personally, nor had I made any attempts to
write science fiction. I had to leave the college after six months and go back into
the ccC (Civilian Conservation Corps). I had yet to exoecrience a steady job.

"hat was it that drew me to science fiction back in that perio®? First of all, I
was a highly imaginative child--too much so, my elders fearcd--and various physical
disabilities during childhood had deprived me of much contact with others my own age
until I started attending public school. 1I'd much rather sit inside and read than go
out to play; and my poor muscular coordination made me the last choice on anyone's
basehall team. Py 1926 I had recovered from most of the illnesses that had taken up
much of my childhood, except for bronchitis every winter. I did enjoy walking, pitch-
ing horseshoes, or other outdoor games that Aidn't require fast and accurate reflexes.

The fact that I learned to read before entering first grade led to my promotion
from that to the second grade within a month or two of starting school. That seemed
like a good thing at the time, and my father and stepmother (who was a rcal mother to
me) were July pleased. nMut therc was one scrious drawhack: I was now a year younger
than anyone else in my class, an< cmotionally not up to my chronological age. As time
went on, the gap hecame more frustrating, and “y the time I entered Wigh School, it
was a decided liahility ; academic prOWesg¥‘E°$as "immature" in comparison to the other
boys in my class, an? I £felt it without realizing exactly what it was all abhout. I
was liked by some, condescended to by others who appreciated brains, and a prey for
the rest. In the 2oy Scouts, I got the nicknamc of “Professor"--but if there was a
less ambitious scout in my troop, I can’t recall who he might have heen. (I finally
made it to Star Scout, just out of ile curiosity as to whether I could do it, but hy
that time I had no interest left in scoutinra vhatever. It didn't leave enough time
for recading science-fiction magazines, for example, an? none of the other fellows
read them.)

It wasn't until late 1228 that I finally obtained a copy of Amazing Stoiies to
read; after threc issues, it hecame verboten at home, and there was no other way I
could get to recad it. But in 1929, when I starte? figh School, I began to notice ads
for Scdence "onden Storndies and Adn Monder Sitornles in my father's radio magazine. Ye
was an electrician and had huilt the first radio set we ever owned from a Gernsback
instruction manual--so the name “Gernshack®” carried some weight with him. - Of course,
Selence "onden Stories was not all that different from Amazing Stciies, but there were
three particular differences that helped: (1) the word “Sciencc” in the title, (2) the
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"Science News of the %Month® department, and (3) the "Science fuestions and Answers”
department. It really seemed far more educational than Amnzing Sfories--and in a way
it was. :

Thus, I was allowed to take a dollar of my Christmas noney to suhscribe to Scdence
“lonlen Stonies, via a coupon in one of the radio magazines that offered ecight months
for a Yollar. That was a real bargain, as I found later when I saw similar ads else-
where for Amazina Stories, offering six issues for a Aollar.

That really started my science-fiction career in its first rhase: reader an? fan.
T loved the stories not only hecause there were imaginative and exciting, but hecause
they carried me comnletely away from a mich-less interesting here and now. Science
fiction i1 not constitute my only “nleasure” reading outsi’e of Tnglish class re-
quirements. (An?, actually, T enjoye? most of the "classics” that we read in school;
they left me with a permanent delight in Dickins an? Sha*esneare, €or example; and in
my seninr year, my “ramatics an? nublic spea®ing class le? me to Ishen, another life-
long appreciation.)

T loved tistory, and sone travel bhao's, *ut in non-fantasy €iction I went mostly
for historical novels (Rafacl Sabatini, Zor cxamnle) and murder mysteries. I'Ad heen
introduced to S.S. Van Dine's "The Bishop Murder Case”, when it ran serially in the
American magazine, to which ny mother subscrihed. That le?d me to Agatha Christie, 5.%.
Chesterton, and ™igar Allan Poe, among others. Trut you can see the underlying pattern
as clearly as I can: aside from the letective novels, T wanted realing trat took me
away from the here and now; I had little interest in fiction dealing with the present.
day. 2 .

So from 1930 to the end of 1935, the hich points of my life (aside from those few
occasions,where I got to perform in staqe productions, mut on by my school or church)
were the new issues of science fiction magazines every month. I read and reread with
little discriminination-- although when I tried a couple of issues of Aatounding
Stordes ok Super Scdence in mid-1930 I was put off, not only by the pulp format, and
the lack of any "science” departments--not even a scientific editorial--hu* By the
pulpy plots, wherein (to me familiar) science-fiction ileas were poured into the fast-.
action story mould. And after a couple vears of rcading, I hecame more critical a“out
some of the stories in the latest issue of ‘mazing or “'onden, monthly or quarterly.

I still recall my individual "horror® month--October-Movemher 1930. Around the
niddle of the month, my half-brother and sister came down with scarlet fever, and we
were all quarantined for six weeks. My father got out in time, but was not permitted
to return; actually, he'?l make surreptitious nigh* visits now an? then (I recall one
of them wherein he came in, opened his coat, and produced two Fittens). Wou do T
manage to place the dates so well? "ell, T alrea?y had the 'lovemher issues of Amazing
Stornies and l'onden Stories--the latter being the first puln-size issue. And Octobher
went by, and Yovemher went by, but therec I was conined to the prcecmises, so that I never
saw the Necember issues of cither magazine when they came out. "hen the quarantine:
sign was taken down; and I was free to visit a newsstan?, the January issues were on
sale. (At that <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>