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I probably will learn some-
day, but it obviously won't
be today. Not that long ago,
in the Editorial to OW54, I
made the following statement:
"Outworlds 55 is, as of
this moment, totally unformu-
lated. But it is ... highly
unlikely that it will be 34
pages long [the postage
factor]..."
it is, indeed 34 pages, though that was
strictly accidental: I had the material I wanted to include and just
kept on typing away until it came time to do the pasteup, and that's
what it totalled out to. I thought momentarily about doing either some
intensive cutting, or, perhaps, "tightening" the format -- but in the
end decided in favor of the time-honed Tradition of Bowers Editorial

No, don't bother counting:

Policymaking, which can best be summed up as: "The hell with it; it
must be Fate...!"
Ah well, at least I had the foresight to add the following to that

long ago OWS4 paragraph: "Note that I said 'unlikely'..." (Perhaps I
am learning, after all.)

In the end "the postage factor" has been a determining factor; even
if it wasn't successful in limiting the size of this issue, at least
the impending rate increase has served to accelerate the publication
schedule. This was intended to serve as the annual Corflu Issue, and
I'11 still take along copies for those regulars I'm certain will be
there, but the bulk will be mailed out close to a month before the
convention. Thus do the machinations of an Editorial Mind that will
not cut costs by cutting the page count...attempt to justify the fact
that, since the silly thing is almost done the third week in March ...
why wait to get a return on egoboo until a convention the end of
April. I knew you'd understand.

This issue is a total Indulgence. Not that most of my fanac isn't,
but without a job, and given my continued intention to mail copies
first class (and my newly formulated plan to [beginning next issue]
mail overseas copies airmail to anyone represented in a given issue --
by art, article, or [.oC), I suppose that this time 1is even more Fis-
cally Unresponsible than normal. But I've had fun with this issue...
and 54; I guess I could really get into this 'full-time' faned bit...
but in the end, I'll shape up, and find something to pay the bills.
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But first, something of more pressing import.

Most of you are aware that, had we a strictly
" system of written communication, one with-
out the "-numeric" suffix--I'd be in deep shit, at
least as far as my fanwriting goes. [I was going
to get really cute there, but I'm Older Now.] I
know with some certainty where any number of my
foibles and prejudices originate, but whence came
this need to enumerate and list every aspect of my
life -- well, that remains a mystery to me still.

The first manifestation of this perversity that
I can recall occurred when I was in the 5th or 6th
grade and kept a list of the books I'd read in one
year. Something over 500, as a less than reliable
memory now reads out. I probably still have that
list in a box somewhere; you should probably hope
I never find it because if I do I'd print it here.

Whatever the reason, the desire to list and
codify is still there, and shows no signs of abat-
ing...but as long as you'll permit me to amuse my-
self, I'll try to keep it within some limits....

What follows would perhaps be more clearly put
forth as a diagram, but that would be too easy. As
it is, I'm not certain that I have it so that the
sum equals the totality of the parts ...and I have
all the reference material! Nevertheless:

There's a Reason to tie this issue to Corflu 5.

In Outworlds 48.5, which was subtitled 'My Pub-
lication #147' but was not in that it appeared as
an insert in Outworlds 49 [4/2/87] (which was My
Publication #149) ...and was in reality simply the
transcript of a speech I had delivered at Contra-
diction 6 {10/86], my 150th sf con, I went back
further in my fannish antecedents to open with a
gambit first presented in an issue of Graymalkin
[early 1980] that had appeared just before my 86th
con and just after I'd published my 106th fanzine
--before (with a sidetrip to LAcon II) arriving at
the Atlanta Worldcon (my 149th) some eight months
after having published my 145th fanzine...

Are you with me so far? I knew you would be.

The "gambit" was (at the time I was doing much
speechifying) speculating (at a far future date)
on the possibility of the following scenario:

", ..while I am handing out my 150th fanzine, at
my 150th convention, it will include a transcript
of the 'Speech' that I will deliver at that con-
vention.

"My 150th."

Since all of this took place in Speech #11, in
reality "Not A Speech", I knew the equation un-
solvable. ...matching the other two...the fanzine
publication number with the number of conventions
attended? That seemed almost inevitable. And it
came close a couple of times, but (despite having
misspoken myself in an apazine) it never jelled.
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I will hereby disclaim with the observation
that some things I've published I'd rather weren't
totalled to my canon ...and that a few conventions
I've attended, I'd much rather I hadn't....

That said ... if you will look back a page you
will discover that this is my 157th fanzine. I've
no idea of just how many "speeches" I've made; but
if you don't know by now that Corflu 5 will be my
157th convention ...you've probably picked this up
by mistake, thinking it the latest issue of (easy
Bill; the list of options is endless) ...Whatever!

Not to worry; I'm sure I'll find something else
to keep track of soon!

Actually I'm more relieved than thrilled that
the numbers finally toted up. And though, have 1
the wherewithal, I'll likely attend numerically as
many or more cons a year as fanzine issues pubbed,
that isn't my priority at the moment. Given that,
it's unlikely that the numbers will match again in
this Fandom. Aren't you relieved?

Errr. Note that I said "unlikely"....

Of perhaps more immediate concern is the knowledge
that when I show up with thish at Corflu, a number
of fans not on the Mailing 'List' will ask for a
copy. This is nice, flattering, and all that--and
I really do hate saying no...but I've learned how.

It has not escaped my notice that, in the past
year, I've not received a single fanzine from any-
one who to my knowledge, has expressed a desire to
host the next two Corflus: The Convention For Fan-
zine Fans. It is with certitude that I state, from
experience, that 'spec' copies handed out at past
Corflu's have generated less response than the
same number of spec copies given out at a typical
Midwestern con. I wish I knew why this was.

I've enjoyed the hell out of Corflus so far; by
my choice this year, I've given up any hope of the
Worldcon so that I can make Corflu and Ditto. I'll
do my best to attend future editions wherever they
are held, as long as I continue to enjoy the fans
and the convention. But I cannot see where Corflu
has had any lasting effect on fanpublishing, from
my perspective. The Magic just doesn't translate.

I'm mean: I won't "give away" my fanzine to all
who ask, even if I could afford to do so. But I've
set no cap on the print run, and I have no problem
with taking money. So, if at Corflu I do give you
a copy of this, it will be with a sense of pride
in what I do, and it will be given because I think
you a neat person...someone who does neat things.
And, if you like what I do, that is what it's all
about. But you'll still have to Do Something -- if
you want future issues. Verbal Egoboo is nice--but
fleeting. LoCs, Art, and Articles are Forever!

---B1i11 Bowers [3/24/88])




Bob Tucker
Besard Mumblings

That bearded and jocular observor of science fic-
tion fandom, Dave Locke, will not be surprised to
learn that this month's column is dedicated to Doc
Lowndes, the legendary editor of yore. And fur-
ther, this column contains an explanation and my
heartfelt apology to Doc Lowndes for a wrong I did
him ever so many years ago. He and his publisher
were right and I was wrong, but it took me 35
years to realize that. I am covered with rue.

It all turned on the old phrase "copping the
cover".

The newszines and the fanzines of yesteryear,
1930 thru 1950, published a lot of news and specu-
lation and gossip about the glorious old pulp mag-
azines: the magazines themselves, their writers,
their editors, and their illustrators. The real
news of that day was not about the fans, the con-
ventions, the scandals, but about the pro writer,
editor, and magazine. We thrived on it. Fanzines
and newszines rushed into print wanting to be the
first to announce the contents of their favorite
prozine: what writers were on the contents page,
which illustrators limned each story, and who-and-
what would be found on the cover. For some reason
the cover story and author seemed of paramount im-
portance, and the news always made a point to tell
who "copped the cover". Thus, Fantasy Fiction
Field (published by Julie Unger) would print a
story saying that Nelson S. Bond copped the cover
of the April 1943 issue of Astonishing Stories,
with his novelette being illustrated by Milton
Luros.

[Sidebar: Perhaps, just perhaps, Science Fic-
tion Weekly published by Doc Lowndes from Feb. 18
to May 26, 1940 did the same. Perhaps, just per-
haps, he announced that so-and-so writer copped
the cover of a 1940 issue of Thrilling Wonder
Stories with a cover painting by Howard V. Brown.
I have no way of knowing. I don't have a file of
that fanzine.]

Thanks to Doc Lowndes one of my short stories
copped a cover, the only cover I have ever copped
to the best of my knowledge. In 1942, Doc was edi-
ting a magazine called FUTURE combined with SCI-
ENCE FICTION. It was a long and unwieldy name to
be sure, but it was what remained when two maga-

zines merged into one. In that year Doc bought and
published an awesome epic of the spaceways that I
called "The Princess of Detroit". (Listen for the
laughter of Buck Coulson. In a moment I'll tell
you why Buck is laughing.) When the June 1942 is-
sue of Future arrived, there was my story illus-
trated on the cover by John R. Forte, Jr. The cov-
er pictured our brave hero, together with his
faithful sidekick, manipulating levers and con-
trols like crazy 1in an effort to maneuver their
space station out of the path of an onrushing out-
of-control spaceship. The cover painting showed a
brilliant yellow sky inside the space station. By
Hugo, I had copped a cover!

I hope, I truly hope that I didn't write Doc
an indignant letter protesting the yellow sky. For
several years prior to the publication of that
story many fans had written many indignant letters
to the editors of all the magazines, protesting
the garish yellow, red, purple, and white skies
depicted on the covers. We wanted all the skies to
be blue, which we assumed was the true color of a
sky. Doc, and the other editors, patiently ex-
plained the facts of life that existed on the
newsstands then and now: bright colors, even gar-
ish colors, instantly captured the roving eye of a
browser and caused the eye to stop and examine a
single magazine. The publisher, who wanted the
largest possible circulation, demanded that cover
illustrations use very large expanses of red or
yellow or white to grab and hold that browsing
eye. The result was red and yellow and white skies
on a cover illustration. The result was a yellow
sky 1inside and outside my space station, while
that out-of-control spaceship =zoomed in for a
crash landing.

I may have cringed and whimpered but, by
damn, I accepted it because Doc had arranged for
me to cop my first and only cover. I truly hope I
didn't write him a letter of protest.

I received my come-uppance when Vikings 1 and
2 landed on Mars in 1976. The martian sky was the
color of an orange milkshake. Doc, please accept
my sincere apology. You and your publisher were
right, I was wrong. Mars has an orange sky. Other
worlds may have skies of other colors. I write no
more letters of protest.
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Pootnote One: Do any of you remember when the
first Viking photographs came back to earth show-
ing Mars to have a blue sky? I do. When those
firat photos were received at Houston or at the
Livermore laboratories, the technicians assumed
that the cameras were askew and they adjusted

their filters to show a blue sky above the martian
desert. Only later, when they aimed the cameras at

a color chart built into one of the legs of the
lander did they realize that their filtering was
askew. After adjusting the cameras to match the
color chart they discovered that the sky was real-
ly orange.

Footnote Two: Why Buck Coulson is laughing.
My story "The Princess of Detroit" may be his
best-remembered Tucker story, not because it was
so good but because it was so awesomely awful,
Mention the title to him in person and watch for
his reaction: He may snicker, or respond with an
evil grin, or break out in hilarious laughter. Hi-
larious laughter 1s the proper response. "The
Princess of Detroit" is an unforgettable epic of
the spaceways, but I do wish he could forget it.
It takes place on a refueling station far out in
space, hanging maybe halfway between earth and far
Centauri. Ships traveling from here to Centauri
were supposed to come to a full stop there and
take on fuel. The station has a two-person crew: A
young earthman who supposedly was the hero, and a
"Centaurian birdman" who was the real brains of
the pair. Together they solved plot problems and
kept the action going from beginning to end.

The runaway spaceship had been abandoned by
crew and passengers and now, in the middle of that
glorious yellow sky, it threatened to crash into
the station. John Forte, Jr.'s cover pictures man
and bird pulling levers tu get out of the way
while the ship zooms toward their large picture
window.

As you might expect, the runaway ship comes
to a screeching halt in the nick of time and after
some other complications the dauntless pair go a-
board to explore the mystery. The marines are also
called in, a naval cruiser just happening to be
nearby. The ship isn't truly empty. There is an
invisible woman on board who has been manipulating
the controls, and stealing fuel from the station.
Our hero discovers her presence when the plaster
ceiling of the control cabin cracks, and a fine
powder drifts down to cover her unclothed body,
revealing her. She is also somewhat demented and
believes she is the real princess of Detroit, tak-
ing her title from the name of the ship. It turns
out that she is invisible, and demented, because
of her long exposure to cosmic rays.

Do you hear Buck cackling?

Pootnote Three: Doc Lowndes himself is pic-
tured on page 43, 1in Forte's interior illustra-
tion. He 1s one of the three marines who boarded
the ship to effect a rescue and recovery.

Gratefully, for Buck's sanity, there were no
more birdman stories and nothing more was heard of
the refueling station.

VAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAV

If Dave Locke is still with me, he will be amused
to learn that once again I've been invited to ap-
pear in the new 1988 edition of INTERNATIONAL AU-
THORS AND WRITERS WHO'S WHO. And once again I've
passed up that golden opportunity. The invitations
arrive from London every few years, and are filed
in the wastebasket. They always want two things of
me

First, they want a short autobiography com-
plete with a list of all novels and short stories
published, and second they want my check or inter-
national money order for a copy of the book when
it rolls hot off the presses. Because I am a con-
tributor, they say, I am entitled to order at a
reduced price. I may have a copy of "the grand
edition" for only $62.50, or I may have a copy of
"the deluxe edition" for only $120. That last edi-
tion is bound in luxurious leather, the better to
grace the shelves of my valuable collection of
books. The same questions always come to mind each
time this announcement arrives in the mailbox.

What is the difference between an author and
a writer? I hold a sharp difference between the
two, but I doubt that the editors of the directory
hold the same viewpoint. I believe an "author" to
be an artsy-fartsy person who thinks himself sub-
lime, a person several cuts above the rest of us
and a person who is likely to order the deluxe
edition so that he may fondle the leather and fon-
dle the page containing his autobiography. A writ-
er is an ordinary person who writes for a living,
and may or may not purchase the grand edition.
What, then, 1is the viewpoint of the editors of
this directory?

Next question: How many authors, and mere
writers, take the trouble to fill out the ques-
tionnaire, £1i11 in all the blanks detailing all
the short stories, novelettes, and novels they
have written? How many of them want the world to
read the details of their marriages, divorces,
children, education, prize awards, offices held,
and societies in which they hold membership? And
finally, how many are compelled by ego-starvation
to complete all this claptrap, and send money, so
that they may read in a London book what they've
Just said about themselves in a letter?

Not me. But if YOU go to a library soon and
chance to look up this volume on the shelves,
please write and list the names of the "authors"
and writers who appear in the volume. I'd like to
know the identities of the gullible.

VAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAVAY

Meanwhile, another book on another level is slowly
making its way thru the publishing pipeline and it
may appear this year or next. The manuscript has
gone to the publisher.

The title is SCIENCE PICTION PANDOM and the
editor is Joe Sanders of Mentor, Ohio. It isn't a
history of fandom 1in the same sense as the Warner
and Moskowitz histories, but rather a long over-
view of fandom as a whole during the past fifty or
sixty years. Joe Sanders asked about 35 fans and
writers to each contribute a chapter, and 30 of
them did so. Each chapter covers a theme, or a
specific topic, or a given era of fandom's past
and---in some cases---worries the hell out of the
subject. I look for some close editing on Joe's
part. The manuscript that I saw runs to about
100,000 words and with that much material to hand,
it was easy to write the introduction.

I learned things, too. I've been in fandom
since 1931 but I learned things that I never knew
before. I must have been asleep at several
switches.

---Bob Tucker

e ——————————————
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T he Difference
Between
a BS anmnd a BA

NOT TO MENTION A PHD

by JODIE OFFUTT

"< SEMPER DEITUS "
THATS WHAT | SHouLD
{VHAVE SAIDF, .

A\\_,T\-i\_ng:D

If you are a regular reader of Outworlds, you
probably know that my son Chris is skeptical, sus-
picious and downright antagonistic toward anything
electronic. If Chris is the Mechanical Man, pre-
ferring the semblance of personal control one has
with stick-shift cars and electric typewriters,
then his brother Jeff is, by contrast, Mr. Elec-
tronic.

Jeff, a graduate student in computer science at
Georgia Tech, sent us a copy of a paper he'd co-
written and presented at a symposium (I suppose
that's computer talk for con) in St. Paul last
summer. At about the same time my Kentucky apa*
arrived, containing an abstract from my fellow
KAPAN Jim Woosley's thesis for his doctorate in
physics. After giving these documents considerable
time and attention, I offer the following observa-
tions concerning technical papers. .

I can read approximately two-thirds of the
first sentence with some degree of understanding.
At that point my comprehension decreases as the
technical language increases. For instance:

Jeff's first sentence: "In this paper, we dis-
cuss some of the unique requirements of an inter-
preter used in a mutation-based testing environ-
ment.,"

Jim's first sentence: "The purpose of this dis-
gsertation is to present evidence for a resonance
in en analysis of data obtained by Fermi National
Accelerator Laboratory experiment E623."

Now I've got a college education (well,
nearly...) but even without it, I know what each
and every one of those words means. I'm a little
vague, though, as to their meanings in relation to
each other. Let's take a look at the second sen-
tence of each paper.

Jeff's: "We then describe how these require-
ments affected the design and implementation of
the Fortran 77 version of the Mothra interpreter.”

Jim's: "This experiment was performed 1in the
FNAL Multiparticle Spectrometer (MPS) utilizing a
400 GeV/c proton beam on a nuclear target."

Here I'm down to recognizing pronouns, preposi-
tions, and the verb "to be". Each paper goes on to
become more interesting to look at than possible
to read and understand.

* 1f you don't know what an apa is, see me later.

Joff: #IF (M.LT.N.) MAH = M Jim:  K'KK*K”
BINARYOP OPPLUS oh et ol In pp
IDNOCONST SUM BR(H --> K*K™1*w7)

Jim couldn't have done his work before the ad-
vent of computers because he couldn't have repro-
duced all these little symbols. (I'd have to
search through all my fonts to find them.) Jeff
probably would be managing a Long John's restau-
rant if computers hadn't been invented.

In glancing through these papers I find some
provocative and intriguing words and phrases. For
example, Jim refers to '"transverse momentum",
"cross—section" and "ordinary qq and exotic meson'
That sounds 1like something involving Tim Curry.
"Observed resonance" came straight out of an Anne
McCaffrey novel.

Jeff's terms include "array reference" and
"gcalar variable". Other words I spot are
"rosetta", "kilroy" (there's an academic word for
you), "execution loop" (from a sophisticated West-
ern movie), "string processing” (computertalk for
what happens to the bad guys 1in a Western movie),
"handling software", ‘related tools", '"current
performance" (no comment). "Mutmake" is surely a
delicacy one finds at a SCA event — or in a
McCaffrey novel.

Throughout Jeff's paper are references to
Mothra: Mothra project, Mothra architecture,
Mothra system, Mothra interpreter, Mothra this and
Mothra that. I'm convinced that Jeff named this
project after his mothra just to insure that I'd
read the thing because my name is mentioned. Or
else he'd recently seen an old Godzilla movie.

Not long ago Jeff spent thirty minutes explain-
ing his doctoral project to me, using the simplest
language possible, I'm sure. Maybe I could explain
it face-to-face, but I sure wouldn't want to try
to write it down.

Even though I may fuss
some of my philosophy reading, or wonder if all
the so-called "classic'" writers are really all
that great, I'm convinced that the humanities is
where I belong. You're not going to catch me tak-
ing any classes in the science building.

---Jodie Oftutt

about the dullness of
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e Bloody Electric

It doesn't really seem all that long ago, the time
when people displayed a concern for the natural
environment. Mind you, it must have been longer
than it seems, because it must have been back in
the days when we still had a natural environment.
John Brunner wrote a book about it -- you must re-
member it. 'STAND ON THE SHEEP'S JAGGED ORBIT', I
think it was called. It caused quite a stir at the
time, though obviously nobody really paid too much
attention. Well, sheep don't have jagged orbits
any more, and I guess we only have ourselves to
blame. There was a tide, and we missed it. It's a
pity really, because when environmental conscious-
ness went down the tubes, with it went my best
chance of really being somebody, of making it big.
One of the buzz-words of the time was bio-degrad-
able. Everything, but everything, ought to be bio-

degradable. This was my big chance. I was defi-
nitely 'bio', and I was already as degraded as
they come, so I figured I'd have a head start in

this Brave New World. But alas it was not to be.
Circumstances denied me my chance and the tides of
fate washed our ecological awareness back out to
sea, where it was subjected to mercury poisoning
and where it promptly went belly-up. What little
survived was sunk by French Secret Service agents
in a New Zealand harbour, thus proving that there
are stranger things in Heaven and Earth than were
contained in the entirety of the Goon Show
scripts.

But we blew it. Still, good old British ingenu-
ity is even now trying to save the day for us here
on this green and septic isle. We get rid of a
large part of our industrial wastes upwards into
the atmosphere. Of course what goes up must, of a
certainty, come down again. And it does... only
not on us. Because of the prevailing winds, it
rains its acid little drops on mainland Europe.
Perfidious Albion, indeed. Now that really takes
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ingenuity, to figure out a way to crap on the
world, and make it stick.
However, we British have always been renowned

for our inventiveness. Well, renowned amongst our-
selves, anyway. It's our Victorian heritage. Our
Victorian forebearers were inventing left, right,
and centre. If it was there,or rather if it wasn't
there, they invented it. And Victorian inventions
were things of beauty--all polished brass, painted
cast iron, whirring cranks and steam valves hiss-
ing. Our current inventions are every bit as beau-
tiful, mainly because they look very much the
same, with steam hissing out of the shinning brass
vents whilst gears grind and cranks crank. Of
course it does tend to make our silicon computer

chips less efficient than those of every other
country, but by golly theirs don't look half as
impressive as ours once we've stoked up a good

head of steam under the computers! No sirree!

Mind you, when it comes to 'bio-degradable' we
fans haven't exactly pulled up any trees have we?
Well, yes we have, come to think of it. That's
Just about all we have done. I wonder how many
fanzines, on average, you get out of your basic
everyday tree? Hell, I'll bet there's several
twigsworth in this very page. Now don't get me
wrong ~- I'm not against turning trees into paper.
Well, for one thing, it makes them a darned sight
easier to type on. Easier to read too...and should
we ask the postman how he feels about it? I don't
think he'd be too pleased having to deliver half a
forest every morning. There's not only the problem
of carrying the darn stuff around; can you imagine
the difficulty involved in getting the average is-
sue of Holier Than Thou (currently equivalent to a
six-foot Christmas tree) through your average let-

ter box? No, all round, and taking the rough with
the smooth, weighing the pros and cons very care-
fully, I have to admit that I think paper is a

pretty spiffing idea, and one that we should stick
with. I think most fans would agree with me on
this, and fortunately trees don't have the vote in
these great Democracies of ours. Good job too.
Doubtless the trees wouldn't see it in quite so
favourable a light. Well, can you blame them? How
the hell do you think you'd feel if one minute you
were a mighty Canadian fir, and the next you were




350 copies of an issue of The Mentor? Fortunately
you only get protest marches of trees in Macbeth,
so we don't have to worry about some arboreal Pop-
lar Front. There will be no cries of 'No Deforest-
ation without Representation!' I don't know if the
trees outnumber us people or not, but if they do
they haven't yet twigged to it, so we can still
stick it to them at every opportunity, and they
simply have to take it. Why, being rooted to the
spot, they can't even get away, though doubtless
they'd as lief do so. We cut them down and they
are stumped. Trees are stupid, but they are eco-
logically sound.

Fans, however, are different. Fans are not eco-
logically sound.

Let us face the facts squarely. Not that we
have much choice in the matter. The only bloke
that ever faced facts triangularly was a Greek by
the name of Isosceles who, even though both sides
were equal, came to the point anyway. It is true
that one chap faced the facts octagonally, but
afterwards he eight his words. No, we must face
the facts, with careful forethought, abs~lutely
squarely.

The simple truth is that the only things we do
in fandom that are in any way ecologially sound
are:

1. Pub our ish.

3 Write our LoCs and articles.

. Drink copious amounts of beer.

Refrain from killing whales. Well, most of
the time anyway. And besides, I don't
think we can really count on this last.
After all, lots of groups don't kill
whales, It isn't as if we have positive
reasons for not killing them. I mean, take
a typical evening back at the Skelhouse.
Our Intrepid Hero has just come home from
work:

"Any fannish post today, Dear?"

"No, Dear, just the reminder for the TV
licence."

"Oh. Right. Well I'll just go out and
kill a whale then."

"Why don't you write that article for
Bill instead? After all, it's awfully cold
out tonight."

"Er, yeah, that sounds easier.
do you spell 'Bill'?"

No, I really think we're going to have
to let this last justification go, which
just leaves us with the first three.

sSwWweN

Er, how

Well, all three activities eventually (and not
so eventually in respect of the vast amounts of

beer) return raw material back to nature. Yet even
in pubbing our ish or writing our LoCs we aren't
doing all we could. Let us once more lodk at a
typical case. Yes, it's me again -- let us look at
me by way of an example. I know that this will be
a popular move, because I know quite a few of you
would dearly like to maske an example of me. OK
then, let's do it.

Here I sit typing out this article. Colour me
fannish. Colour me loquacious. Colour me drunk. In
fact colour me just about anything, as long as you
don't actually colour me. After all, I am not
Joseph Nicholas. So 'Hi there!' Here I am typing
this article. Yes, me. I am the front end, as it
were, and I am very definitely bio-degradable.
Hell, I don't like it any more than you do, but
there is fuck all I can do about it., That is the
way the cookie crumbles. Not just this particular
cookie--all cookies. I just have to accept it. I
am ecologically sound. I will do my ‘'ashes-to-
ashes-and-dust-to-dust' bit, and the Whole Earth
scenario will rub its hands with glee and trot off
round for another lap. When it comes to dying we
would all 1like to be Conscientious Objectirs, but
unfortunately the Universe never seems to be pay-
ing attention when we burn our draft cards. So,
this chunk of bio-degradable glop currently seated
in front of his typewriter will do his ecological
duty. You can count on it...unfortunately.

Shooting out of the back of that very same type-
writer, at very nearly warp-factor tortoise, is
the sheet of paper on which this article is cur-
rently being typed. This too shall pass. Even
though Bill has accepted and published the arti-
cle, it is only a stay of execution. Eventually
every copy of Outworlds will find its way back in-
to the ecosystem. So OK, that just about takes
care of what sits in front of the keyboard, and of
what comes out the back of the platen. But what of
the technological marvel that 1lies between the
two? What of Mr. Remington's brainchild? What of
the typewriter itself? Ah, now that's a different
story entirely.

This typewriter is an el-cheapo elcretiZc Pro-
taible. It is also, you will have noticed, exceed-
ingly sensitive. Such touchiness, however, changes
nothing. Tacky it is and tacky it remains, being
mostly aluminium and plastic. Come to think of it,
that might even be aluminum. Who can say what cul-
tural influences predominate in that far off cor-
ner of Uzbenkhistan, or Taiwan, or God-knows-what
corner of the globe its component parts were flung
together in the absence of any consideration of
Minimum Wage Laws. Whichever. Aluminium, and plas-
tic will do. Well eventually the aluminium will
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oxidise, I guess, and join the rust of the few
iron bits. The plastic, however, will not be de-
graded by anything 8o plebeian as a biological
process. Should it pass, in some unimaginable fu-
ture, through the neighbourhood of a black hole,
or even a neutron star in this Einsteinian uni-
verse, it might lower its gaze and bend its knee
(eyes before knees, except after c), but otherwise
it might survive to the very end of the universe
itself, barring the odd nova or supernova. You
know it can really piss you off to think that the
plastic casing of your typewriter will outlast
you, probably by aeons. I wouldn't mind so much if
it was a pretty good typewriter, you know...but it
isn't. It is a heap of junk, and yet its lifespan
is many times that of mine own. God, that is gall-
ing. What is more, this gall too can be divided
into three parts; envy, bitterness, and jealousy.
It isn't fair, damnit!

The simple truth is that this typewriter 1is
freaking-well lucky to exist at all, as are all
present day typewriters, at least in their present
form. All today's typewriters have evolved from
their most primitive ancestors. When the Scholes
and Glidden Type-Writers began to issue from the
workshops of the Remington Small Arms Co of Ilion,
New York (before Mr. Remington decided to rename
them the 'Remington No. 1' for what we must pre-
sume were altruistic motives), they did more than
prove that Mr. Remington wanted to hedge his bets
prove mightier than a modern version of the sword.
They formed the archetype from which all future
models were to evolve. They were the 'homo sapi-
ens' of typewriters and completely eclipsed the
'neanderthal' golf-ball machines which were first
produced in Denmark in the 1870s and which were in
widespread use until about the time of the first
World War, but which so fell out of favour that
they had virtually to be reinvented in more recent
times. No, the pattern had veen set. We all knew
the basic form that a typewriter should take. And
of course more recent electric models were simply
electrical versions of the basic typewriter.

But what few people realize is that typewriters
as we know them have in fact evolved on a very low
probability reality-line. Typewriters should never
have been this way at all.

The point at which we missed the boat, type-
writer-wise, is staggeringly easy to pinpoint. The
probability nexus stands out like a beacon, and
the blame for failing to grasp the cusp can be
squarely laid at the door of a Frenchman (but then
the blame for most things can be laid on the
French, like for instance not clearing out of Can-
ada once they'd had the shit kicked out of them).
The guy to blame was a bloke named Volta. He in-
vented a cell, which is all well and good as it
goes, but for missing the opportunity of the type-
writer he should have been locked up.

One of the things he did with the cell he in-
vented was to attach it to a frog's leg. I'm not
sure why he did this. Even a dimbo Frenchman
should have realised that wiring was better for
carrying electricity than are frogs' legs. Let's
face it, even if frogs' legs performed with great-
er efficiency, you'd never get a frog's leg long
enough to stretch from the socket to the televi-
sion, and as for unreeling a frog's leg behind you
as you mowed the lawn...well, it's just too ludi-
crous to think about. Nor do I think he was trying
to create a form of pseudo-life, a sort of Frog-
kenstein's monster. I suspect that the truth was
somewhat more basic. He probably figured that
electricity, being a form of energy, could be used

1788

to cook things and, as the French display a predi-
lection for jambes du frog, gastronomy-wise, he
was probably just trying to knock himself up a
quick snack between experiments.

Small wonder then that when the leg began to
twitch and jerk about, the signals from his exas-
perated stomach took precedence over those from
his enquiring mind. He probably yanked the damned
leg off his bench, slapped it between a couple of
slices of rye, adding a sprinkling of salad and
some mayo, and noshed a quick frog's leg butty be-
fore the damn thing took the opportunity to leap
away. He probably belched afterwards, and if so
that was the last that was heard of the world's
first typewriter.

'TI beg your pardon,' you say ... which is odd,
because that's also probably what he said. You
haven't made the connection? I'm surprised at you.
Let's go back and examine the situation again, and
this time you<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>