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noles irem the pasl

You may have heard these rumors about Boston fans - the new breed they call them.
The word s that fthere is a new kind of fandom up there. They are organized and bur-
eaucratic and they make it work. They aren't much for fannish individualism, they
aren't hooked info the publishing worid, they don't play the game the same way fandom
has abways played the game, and they form a closed universe in themselves. Different,
they say.

Don't you believe it. Deep down underneath the organization, the planning, the
careful ly orchestrated productions is the same spirit of fannish madness. |+ may
take different forms - it may appear mundane at times - but it is there all right.
Witness this issue of PB.

NESFA is, they tell me, the ultimate fannish corporation. You are @ NESFA member,
you do things for the club. Your fanac is done in the name of the club. It is all
planned and discussed and organized. The very antithests of NESFA is a one shat,
put out by a group of nuts on the spur of the moment. Guess what - this issue of PB
is @ one shot put out on the spur of the moment.

it all comes about when Dave Stever - who will possibly be the edltor of PB when
this issue is finally collated - suggested that we go over to my piace and put out
an issue of PB for the meeting. He wasn't really serious - | think. He was only
idly speculating about what a neat idea it would be - | hope. | casually mentioned
that Tony had given me a bunch of stencils which he was planning to run for the next
issue of PB which never got ouft. | allowed as how it was theoretically possible
that we could put out an issue over nlght to present at the meeting the next day.
i wasn't seriousiy suggesting it, of course. [t would be stupid, crazy, to stay up
all night to put out an issue of the club genzine. Nonsense. But, he thought wist-
fully, it would be sort of neat. Never think those kind of thoughts - they get you
in trouble every time. So here | am at three o'clock in the morning typing a godamn
stencil. See what | mean.

Actually | have high hopes for PB and a great fondness for it. | held the post
of editor for several years and put out what | thought were a number of good issues.
For any number of reasons my energies and interest declined and | turned the whole
thing over to others. Tony Lewis took it up and found that, after an issue, his
availaable time and energy and intecest were not up to it. (| consider this a shame

- Tony couid have put a great zine.) Now someone will take the job over. | hope
it works aut well and that the new editor has a long and successful career as editor.
(Particularly | hope he has a long career - it woudd be unfortunate if | were tempted

to take the job again.)

Well | look at the above and it doesn't read too badly for being typed in the
middle of the night while running off a one shot. Maybe there is something to this
fannish madness nonsense. | wonder if | will think so later in the morning....
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Sam Hoke...



In the beginning was the Meskon but
now the Meskon is not. In the

early years of NESFA the membership
would, on a Summer weekend, repair
to the wilde of Centre Harbor NH

to partake of the hospitality of

id teskys and Han Meskys, Events at
tihs gathering included eating. a
teur of Belknap College, a tour of
the town dwnp . swimming tn Lake
lennipesaukee, watergun fights, and
all the other serious and construct-
ive aetivities GLSFA ts famous for.

Unfortunately, £d's increasing

blindness made it impossible for him

to host these get-togethers which we

atl enjoyed so much, For the last

year or so there have heen NESFA trips to
conventions, a beach party or two but nothing like a Meskon.

Last Fall (11-12 August 1973 to be exact), NESFAns Linda and Al Kent invited NESFA wp
Jfor a weekend to a farm in which they are part-owners, located in Raymond NH. Some of
thz old activities were not posgible: visiting Belknap and the dmp, swimming in Lake
Winnipesaukee. But others took their place: feeding the ever-hungry samoyed dogs.
Cutiing firewood, making ice cream (see below). Traditional sports as NESFA-tag and
red-rover were revived and a good time was had by all.

Feeding such a mob 18 a herculean feat and casserole dishes of the glop variety are
alweys in good taste. Here, for historical as well as gustatory records are some of the

rajon meals that went a ways towards filling the stomaches of ever-hungry NESFans {(and
den 't forget the dogs.)

TEXAS RED CHILI (as they make It in Wayland MA)
Ann McCutchen

.

3 0. coarsely cubed boltom round beef 1/2 tbsp. cayenne pepper
i/3 1b. finely diced suet | tbsp. powdered cumin seed
! tbsp. oregano I-1/2 tbsp. tobasco sauce

€ Thap. chili powder (T1 cam)
2 lerge garlic cloves - minced ~ A
| tbsp. salt PoNT Yov

‘2 cup corn meal (or (/4 cup masa farinal
“1f qt. water

AE SIMETHING
BETTER T0 Yo

Fry suet until erisp in bottom of Dutch oven.
Add meat and brewn. Pour in water and add
~iner ingredients EXCEPT the corn meal .,
Zimrer, covered, for one hour, stirring
s:zasionally, Uncever, skim off fat, add
¢orn meal. Simm2r uncovered for another
hour, stirring occasionally,

Serve with pinto beans, corn bread, cold drink,
etc,. ..

Serves from 10 fo 20 depending upon how
tungiy they are,



BEAN SALAD of Watertown
Leslie Turek

Canned beans: 2 |Ib. red kidney beans
2 Ib. chick peas

] ! Ib. green beans
o B I b, wax beans
i | cup olive oil
1/2 cup red wine vinegar
2 large onlons chopped fine

(1-1/2 cups)
/2 cup chopped scallions
1/2 cup chopped green pepper
2 tsp. garlic «~ chopped fine
salt and pepper to taste (1/2 regular salt

+ /2 Lawry's seasoned salt is nice)

Before making salad, drain the beans and

rinse them under cold running water, then

let them dry. Mix everything together gently.
Let sit for a few hours before serving, if
possible, Keeps about a week if refrigerated.

HELGA'S SUMMER SQUASH

Wash and slice 3 yellow summer squash in 1
1/4° slices. Melt /2 stick of buttzr in a
heavy frying pan - stir in a chicken
bouiilon cube, add the squash and cover.
Do NOT add water. Cook over low heat,
stirring occasionaliy, until soft but not
soggy. Salt to taste.

(transmitted by Leslte Turek)

FRENCH 1CE CREAM of Beimont

(Sue Lewis)
4 egg yolks 2 cups scalded |ight
1/2 cup sugar cream
pinch sal+t | cup heavy cream

| tsp. vanilla

Beat the egg yolks lightily and combine with

sugar and salt; beat until thoroughly

blended, Scald and add the 1ight cream.
Strain the mixture through cheesecloth and heat in 2 double boiler, stirring constantly,
until It coats the spoon. Strain through double layer of cheesecloth and chill.

Combine heavy cream with vaniltla and add to mixture.

Place finished custard in itce cream maker, Add ice and salt to buckét. Attach
volunteer' to crank and set crank to turning. Replace with additional ‘volunteers®
as necessary. Add ice as necessary. Keep turning unti! fresh "volunteer ' can no
longer turn crank, Set aside To mellow for an hour or so (still being cooled by ice-
salt mixture}, Makes a |i+¥le less than | guart of ice cream, This Is much richer
than almost al! commercial ice creams (they use glycerin in lieu of egg yolks).

Cornbread recipes may be found on the back of most cornmeal boxes.

Breakfast pancakes were made from recipe In Joy of Cooking



Harry Warner, Jr,
423 Summlt Avenue

Hagerstown MD 21740

I3 August 1973 Dear Tony:

The news about the Noreascon records Is
excellent, |7i{ be looking forward to my
copy, and will try to contrive for it some
sort of publicity that will liquidate the
investment you'll thereby make in me.

Harry i1 referring to the two-record set of
the Noreascon Awards banquet produced by
W.E.5.F.A. and available from us at $5.98.

Curfously, This puts me on a fannish Ip T
before | 've ever done anythling about my old dream of putting other pecpie on a fannish
Ilp. 1'd thought for years about a recorded version of 411 Owr Yesterdays, assembting

the volces pf some famous fans, a couple of fannish dramatic productlions, and so on. But
every time | get close to actlon, | realize how much corresponding 1'd be forced fo do
to get permission to reproduce my tape archives, the nufsance of wrapping and malllng
copies to fill orders, the need for borrowing another tape recorder to dub stuff Into
proper order and so on, and {'ve always held back.

Meanwhite, |'ve been meaning to write you or someone (the Clerk -ARL} and express thanks
for the place on the mailing tist for Instant Message and for the speclal publlcatlon
contalning NESFA regulations and so on that you produced severai months ago. | don't
know how to respond, since they aren't the kind of fanzines that | can write locs to.

[ did send Horizone to the club for a while as a token of gratitude, but | gather It
isn't collecting most fanzines. | don‘t know whether to be more Impressed by the kind
of activity that the NESFA continues *to possess or by the mere fact that It hasn't
followed the lead of most local fannish groups and exploded with a loud bang long before
this. )

Obviausly we're gending you copies of our newsletter, genzine, and divers
other works in order that we get a good mention in volumes 3 and 4 of All Our Yesterdays
and, of course, the subsequent volumes. NESFA is not actively collecting fanzines as we
really do not have the storage space. We retain some, let members have others for their
own, and turn the remainder over to M.I.T.5.F.S. as they have both apace and filing
facilities for them. We do not throw aqny out. Please dom't say that you womn't write
future volumes, we must know what happened after 1950. Most of today's fons hadn't
even been born then, a sobering thought --ARL :



[ “ve—been=making~this_dogged-effort-to—cetch up on old toc obligations before—+he Torcon

and if | can combine two letters Into one someone else will get a loc that otherwise
might not have been hatched, (I still don't know if [7)] get to Toronto, because my
health has taken a manic-depressive character. But if | go, | don't want to spend the

entire weekend listening to tirades from tanzine ed!tors who haven't had response o the
fast four lssues they sent me.)

ihe covers poobably impressed me flrst and strongest about this new issue. |tis rare
enough to find Mike Symes iliustrating for fanzincs nowadays, and it's even rarer to
encounfer this Kind of reproduction of his work. i can't imaglne how you achieved on
a~parently a mimeo stencil! the background efiects ot the back cover or the three-dimen-
sional effect of the front cover. The green on blue or whatever color combination this
may be seems Jike an extra stroke of genius. (I'm not colorblind but | have an annoying
inability to distinguish properly betwean certain shades of greens and blues, particularly
when theyre pale or mixed with gray.}

tike Symes has been very busy, he is going ¢o school full-time in addition to his Army
Reserve duties. He had a full-time job last Swmmer. This schedule does mot leave much
time for fanac but I still pester him for what I ean get. The covers were run green ink
on blue paper using the NESFA Gestetner 466. The machine was run at the slowest speed
using maxtmam inking, Eaeh cover took an entire tube of ink. Luckily we have our own
electrostencil cutter so that we can eaperiment and cut the best electrostencil in sueh
ccses withoyt ruinous expense, --ARL

t fike your Intention to emphasize local taient in fuiure issues. |If you can stick to It
maybe you can drag out from their hiding place within city walls all the potential fan-
zlne writers in your area. |['d hate fo think of them restrictieg their works to neigh-
bers just because it's so much fun to participate In the local apa, the way 11 has
happened in the Los Angeles area.

Atl the Cutiecon pages were very flne 7o read and look at. The art work struck me as
the best of its kind since Bjo was drawing ail those sketches of LASFS fans that were so
delicately poised between caricature and [iteral portralture. The text made me feel a
littie more akin to the rest of humanity, since soms of the people described in 1+
reetted with as much fearr and myst:flcation fo various things as | experience. However,
it's preity hard to adjust 7o the Thought of someone in New Jersey possessing a spring
that is safe to drink from. There's a lovely little spring in the town park only a
couple blocks Trom my homz, back here In the wiiderness of western Maryland's hill
rountry, and for the past twenty years the people or factorles of this microscopic
viilage have succeeded in keeping i+ permanently polluTed and posted with signs from the
health people about 1t+s untitness for human consumpiicn. Sue Miller in both the video
and audio portions of these skefches behaved exact!y as | assumed Sandra Miese| would be
in rzal tife. | hope Sue isn't any more {ike Tim's image of her than Sandra turned out
to be,

! suspect the existence of at least two or thres higher levels of meaning in The Royal
Saga of Stoneworthy than | can deTect witih mv own equipment. No maiter, it ws pleasant
to read and 1'm only slightly jealous at the thoughi of how much more enjoyment will go
to the people who know’the keys to complete understanding.

On the other hand, The Rock Is Red complelely baffles me. | can't even guess if this is
related to music or underground publicaiions or iccal analogs or a2 game. | like the
circular kind of frames and the way ihey'~e fitted vogether, and beyond that | simply
refuse to Indict my stupidity fo any greater degree of complicity than should already

be obvious.

itke Gilbert has not sent along any explanations with the art work so I’'m afraid that
I ean't tell you whar the artist thinks he has said in this graphic story. However, I
do not believe that the story contains anyone in fandom, in whatever guise they are
presented, but, here I may be very wrong. Thisc issue contains the latest imstallment



and, if it does not enlighten, perhaps will entertain you. Would it help any if I told
you that Mike Gilbert casts his owm lead soldiers? |

I have been able to get some local talent into this issue. Ann McCutchen and John
Turner are local NESFA Regular members. As I explained elsevhere, one of the stories
was a prize winner in an SF Weiting Competition sponsored by the Salem Public Library.
The Kents, who hosted the Kenitnic, are NESFAns who live in Framinghwn, Massachusetis
during the week and in Raymond, New Hampshire on weekends., Other contenbs show that I
an not fanatical about non-NESFAn contributers. I would Iltke to get more from Doug
Hoylman who is, I believe, one of the best fan writers around. He has not appeared in
many places mostly in Twillght Zine,Proper Boskonlan, APA:NESFA and rnow in Minl-apa,
There are a rumber of local people who can write as showm in their apa contributions and
I am working on them for material.

So I'm glad to see you publishing
fanzlnes again, and ! hope the
responsc from all over causes you to
put out Proper Boskonian morc fre-
quently, You are quite brave to /
mall out a fanzine at this partlc- ,#j / :
ular time, so ciose to a worldcon { >
that few reclpients wlil write

before Toronto and so many will tel!

you in Toronto about their reactlon

that they will decide a later

latter will be redundant. Even fhe

postal people seemed anxious to get

this distributed before the treks to {
Toronto begin. The postmark on my (
copy is scmewhat blurred but It

looks like August 9 and it reached \
me on August 1|, a week or |0 days

faster than most third or fourth i
class stuff moves between New \
England and Hagerstown. \\

Yrs., &c.,

Ag to the mailing date: I wanted to

get the issue out as soom as possible

to establish my credibility as Editor.

Also, most of the mailing, over 80%, goes

to NESFA members. There ave some trades

and some purchases but not as many as for most
genaineg, (non-NESFA contributors get copies also.)
There i8 a gimple reason for this. This zine is

a NESFA production and is intended primarily for the
membeprship. We like locs, artwork, stories, articles,
ete. because these can be put into future issues for the
enjoyment of the membership. Money can also be turned into

gservices for the membership, However, most of our membere do not seem to be all that
interested in fanzines so, although we do not discourage it, we do not encourage trades
as a general rule. There are some fanzines we do want and we trade for them,

W\

A\

NESFA, as a matter of poliecy sends copies of our newsletter to all newszines with a
reasonable eirculation. At present, I believe we are sending out copies to about
eight of these throughout the world. In general, we handle each case separately. —-ARL



George Fynn - - DearNESFARs !

27 Sowamsett Avenue I+'s bad enough that you threw out ali the no doubt
Warren Rl 0288% britliant locs on the previous issue (including the only one | ever
| August 1973 wrote on PB)}, but here you have an issue with [itTle one can comment

on, Wait a minute though «- this 1s #10, and the locs were all
upon some aspect of PB#I10"; how long has NESFA had time travel? Mlke Gilbert's stuff is
great; if only he could spell. (I realize proper spelling is unfannish, but Mike's Is
unique. Perhaps his most memorabie was In PB#8: "The Lady Red-12 was found In a bothel.
~= no doubt a place where bothersome abominations are practiced.) Why was Tim Kirk golng
to Rhode Isiand? Wil| Layland the Fool be found In a crater again? And what about
Naom | ?
The confusion about issue number ariees from the fact that there exists a

Proper Boskonian #0. Thus comments about the 10th issue (#3) would be found in issue

“10 (the 11th <issue) - clear? Could you believe that Mike's characters (and perhaps
ike) exist in an alternate wniverse with different spellings? Tim Kirk's projected
trip to Rhose Island was comnected with the holy velice of H.P. Loveeraft at Browm Univ.
However, Tim is now in Kansas City. As to the rest, time will tell (or maybe not). ~ARL

£d Meskys

Box 233 Dear Tony

Center Harbor NH 03226 i+ was good to see a Proper Bosk agaln, | just got

13 October 1973 it read to me and enjoyed it very much. Marsha had been telling
me about Dian Glrard's fairy tales and now | see what she meant.

It was really great. | also enjoyed the cther Items, the edlitorial and Shiela's precon

report.

| agree that a small Best of luck with tha new Boak,

regular Proper Bosk |s better
than an Irregular one. Nan
keeps tellling me the same
thing about Miekas and

I'm beginning o see

things her way. Maybe
SOON i d.

i hope the tail end
of Marsha's trip
report can be

found and pub-

tished In a C\«
future Issue. - N :
| was really =)

looking for- 5

ward to
reading it.




Archie Mercer

2| Trenethick Parc

HELSTON, Cornwal |

TRI3 8LH U. K.

5 November 1973

(Gunpowder, Treason & Plot)

Dear Prosperous 8Bokononians.

Thank you for PB No. possibly 10, or
possibly pseudo-10 - offhand |*m not
sure, circumstantial evidence within
tending to be somewhat contradictory.
The one copyrlght 1973, anyway.

Sheila reads OK, but only Tim Kirk
recelves any honours for ariistic
accompaniment thls +vime. Messrs,
Gi Ibert and Green - who are, one Is left to presume, responslible for the column-slzed
hunks of pseudomontage not signed “Kirk: - serve only to confuse. Attempting to
decipher the handwritten text - without which the illoes lose most of their point Is
very wearying on the eyes. But the Kirks are superb.

See my remarks to George Flynn about Mike's spelling. Did you find the handoritng hard

to read intrinsics !y, was a good part of it caused by repro? If the latter, Dick

Yo ¥

Harter and I must take the blame, not Mike and Hawie. Glad you liked the Kirk illoes
though.

"Stoneworthy', though Intrinsically readable (However much one may privately

deprecate the reference to the rendering down of aardvarks) suffers inevitably by
comparison with its professianal equivalent, Italo Calvino's “The Baron In the Trees™.
This tatier | recommend as being worth getting hold of. Calvino's Baron, owing to some
juvenlle vow, takes to the frees at an eariy age and never agaln sets foot on earth.
Although he fives on to a reasonably ripe age, he manages all the time to [ive the |ife
of a nobleman of the Renaissance in a somewhal unorthodox way. Once he even contrives
to go aboard ship (stay!ng in the rigging, of course) in order to participate In a
navk! battie.

I believe the Calvino story was written arownd 1965. I do not know when the Girard
story was written. There is quite a bit in LASFS in-group humour in the Givard story:
1 recognized some of the poker-rzferences but not others. -- ARL

A couple of shorter, later stories by the same author, that are supposed to form with
Baron‘ a sort of thematic triology, are available In ope volume the name of which |
forget. All are transliated from the ltalian, but read well in English. One of the two
shorter tales.concerns a Crusader who is cul in two from crewn to crotch, and each haif
continues to |ive on independéntly. The basic gimmick of the other escapes me.
Nefther, | thought, wes anywhere near as good as The Baron' .

With which recommendation [ conclude this missive. Thanks again. With which repeated
thanks | really conclude This misslive.

Things
/s/ Archie

(With which signature | really conciude this missive.)
e Also Heard From (in writing -- mony oral corments) Ken Faig, Jr.

Keep those cards and letters coming in, folks!



This is the story that won first prize in the Science Fiction Short Story Contest
gsponsored by the Salem Public Library as part of its "Science Fiction Festival in
Jetober and November of 1973. The judges were: Donald York (head judge) - Assoeiate
Library of the Cambridge Public Library, David V. Johnson - staff reporter for The

Salem Evening News and member of the Salem Cultural Arts Commisgion, and Anthony Lewis -
editor of The Proper Boskonian, reviewer for Locus, and one of the founders of N.E.S.F.A.
All three judges rated this story very highly and enjoyed it. We present it for your
enjoyment and comments: we are certain that it will make you pause and think. -- ARL

A crib is 2 lonely place when you are two years oid and neglected, Though my mind
has already advanced tc a mature state, my body still craves the fondling that 1s due
alt infants. But, | never get It. | sit for hours, thinking, staring through the
decorated bars that mock my imprisonment. Balanced on the wooden ralllng, a silent
puppet-clown seems fo view my situation with lI{ttle understanding. The smug brim of hls
blue cap emphasizes the blankness in his eyes. | cannot know whether he ls apathetic or
merely unaware; he is certainly not friendiy.

So, | sit here alone, and frustrated. Beyond the bars, a tiny frost-edged wlndow
teases me with glimpses of life. At night, | watch the white silhouettas of snowflakes
as they fall, and | imagine that | will never plunge through the white drifts |lke other

children. When | do fall asieep, It Is to the same nightmare -- | slit frozen In a
rocking chair while other littie girils run and skip about a large white room. They sing
a loud, monotonous rhyme that echoes in my brain. | squint hard against the throbbing

in my ears untll the singing fades away. Somehow, the girls vanish except for one
pudgy-faced girl who grapples toward me in siow-motion. Just as her hands reach my
throat, | wake, ftrying to thrash my body from her grip.

But | am frozen! Even now as my parents hover over me for their dally visl+t, |
desperately try to show them | am allve. My brain swells and pushes down To every
reflex tn my body, but | cannot move. 1 cannot respond to any impulse; my braln is
isolated within me. My throat forms the screaming words that cannot escape.

It's as if she were going to talk.
We've been through this before, Rhonda.
I know...

We cannot expect perfection right away.
Itts just that | blame myself.



Whatever for?

Remembering how close we came with Bobby...she even reminds me of him a 1it+tie...

Wnich means you don't want to keep trying?

Weii, we aren’t exactly young... [t Is rather late for two people to start out
This way... hoping for success.

Perhaps you're letting your emotions carry you away?

No... ah... | don't know... |I'm just not as confldent as | was before.

Come now, wiere ts the intelligent, ratlonal woman | married?

Oh... Hallam, 1'm soriy.., truly. Bear with me for a while.,. 1T must be my
charge... 1'm just tired.

Tired of me is what mother is Thinking, I can tell. Before, | never had fo sarn

her lcve; it was given naturally. The corners of her bright eyes seemed permanently
crinkled, so often did she smile down at me. She used to keep me upstairs wlth her,
carrylng me from room to room as she kepi house. The fact is she doted over me so much,
vather would get angry with her: “Why can't you face facts, Rhonda?™ he would shout,
“there has been no improvement with her either. She is just as bad as Bobby. And |
den't want to hear anything about finding a ‘home! for them; they must be put away!™

By my first birthday, my father had almost convinced her. To prove It to her, he
kept me on his examinlng table for a Tuil week. Each fest only served fo reinforce hls
aypothesis, Flnally tt was conflirmed: | would “never attalin voluntary, let alone
involuntary muscular abiilty; all apparent nerve endings were dead; all sensory activity
was void."

Within a day, they set uvp my crlb In This cluttered storage room. Bobby was already
nere, sitting quietly in an antique bzaby carriage. His eyes told me that he was glad
ror our similar fate. His hurt price was avanged, since | had been father's favorite.
Now, all 1 could see was the smirik of wicked viciory in his eyes and | hated him for I7;
| wanted Bebby to die. | wanted his pleicing eyes to close forever.

|

One afternoon | woke from a brief nap and found Bobby gone. Had he died? Gulit
haunied me for several months untl| my parents discussed him one day. Father, glving
way To my mother's pleas, had sent him away to another family. The young coupie had a
litite girl who was sick in bed with fever, When Bobby was placed on the bed in front
of h2r, she reacted violently. 'Hls eyes are fire, mama, his eyes are flre!™ she '
screemed, "take him away!® The parents blzmed this "hallucination™ on her feverish state.
Se, they left Bubby with her anyway. An hour laler, the mother went infto the room to
nive her child some medicine. Bobby was on the floor beslde the bed, totalily dlsmemberad.

Pzinful ~~ i+ must have been so painful. [|'m scared., |1 know something awful Is
s~ing to happen to me t0o. |'ve never seen Them move about so much, carrying all kinds
ot boxes upstairs. Father mentioned that they would have to hurry In case someone came
by scon. Someons?

Rhonda, 1'it open things upstalrs. Why don't you change her cloths and then bring
her up.

All right... do you think | cculd cuddle her in a baby quilt?

is 1T necessaiy?

Yiell, it mekes a2 more ztiracilive appearance really.

Fing, fine.
Oh nc... please, mama, don'i cand me away... please love me again! They'll shred
my @ims and tegs from my body! Uobby deserved [+... he had evil eyes! |'m a good baby

niease, oh, please... mzanall

Well, tittle dol! face, | hope this dress fits you. | worked on tt+ for two whole
hours. A pretty dress wiil get a good family for you and a good price for us. We've
ot to get a good price... +0 make up for all the heartache. Hallam is right. ['ve got

1> stay wlth reallty. Two failures do not necessarlly mean a third, There young lady,



all set to go.

['w not a falluret You aren't looking. |'m In here, t'm ative! [f you had any
soul yourself you would see me.,. scream, oh dear throai, scream! Where are we golng?
Wait -- oh, my mind is spinning..., ! want to faint., The sizirwell is pulsating, narow,

wlde, narrow, wide, And thls room, this purpie room Is spinning io0... and.,. what Is
this room? Therc are sheives and shelves of children just like me. Tney don't seem

|

afraid. They seem peaceful... ! must be pcecaful... resigied... peaceful.,.

Rhonda, place her on the counter here, we've goi a customer... Good day, sir, may
| be of some assistance to you?

['d I1ke to get my little girl a doil for Christmas., The wife sald to tiy herc.

{'m sure we can satlsfy you. Take thls model for Instance... |lfe--{1ke halr, skin,
nalls. The head, arms and legs are fully jointed.

Amazing. Just ltke a real baby.

Exactly our trademark, sir!

They tell me you make them right here In your own lab. Is that so?

Yes, my wife and | are a team. We once worked with ciones and |lfe-formulas.

You mean test-tube babies?

Yes, we worked for years, frying to recreate an actual thinking being, but to no
avall. So, we are gradually turning our knowledge Into a comme:rclal venture by
creating human~iike dolls wi+th DNA substitute.

Amazing!

Presently we are at work on the tear duct gland. Oui 1atest model -- we call her
Sweet Face ~- was an experimeni for this. Pressure applied to r..thar temgle would have
caused either tear duct fo erupt... thus, tears. However, therc were some
complications with the formula. Stil!, Sweet Face 1s more speclal than the others here.

And why's that?

Simply because her structure can be adapted to any futurs developments we make wiih
the other dolls... we want each model to be more human-|ike than the one before it.
Sweet Face can be Improved after ecach model has proved a success.

What would the iffe expectancy of this doll be?

Weli, i+ really depends on the

care your little girl gives i+,

My !ittle ore, ha... she's rugge+

actually goae “thiough several

dol!s tihis past year.

Sir, | feel thls doi! Is an ace-

quate chalienge for such a cnilc.

Sweet Fecs has cood strong oinis,

A very nrevty doll, Too. s Taic

dress hand-made?

Yes, my wite made I7.-

Did vou kiiow the front of [+ was

weT?

Wet? Oh, |'m sure 17 is only

waielr. Yecu cee, my wife wazhed

her up This norning for our oped
ing. Sue is speclal to us.

Hei eyes are kind of sad,

crying ones... |'d realiy

iilke 2 happier [ooking dol!..

Vith fim2, sir. 1'm sure i%at

could be agjusted tco.

Weii...how much are you

asking?

Three nundred, slir. !e fes!

this 1s & reasonable price.

I+ §{s, it is, compared ‘o

some cf the things ihey ar:

selling today... You know, | think {'l] take her!!
Would you like a box for her?
She's pretty life-llke, ha, ha... you sure !t won'+t suffocate iher? Ha ha!l
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Jabin Rand sauntered into the hotel har, aad ordrre? a very dry martini ths only way it
could he dope in England -« ask for a olass of nin with an olive in it, plus a shot
~lass of vermouth and a swizzle stick. He carefully added a small nortion of the
varaguth to the ain, finally addinc 1% dran by Apap.  Erother of the drinkers turned
ta stare at him. Rand 1ifted “is mirrer-arav oves gnd cave the man a calm, oven
aantle Tgoik. The man turaed hurrizdlv awav.

"and lzaned baclk. sinpino his dvink, and examined the bar and vhat he could sea of the
rast of the hotel., Tt was an unusunal, almost exatic, structure, with saveral outdoor
gardens that seamed to s=on ipto the tuildina oreonsr throuch the nlate olass windnws,
Thera were odd turnines, annlas, and heijahts averveheore, Yot somehow it £t iate tho
Nxford countryside., UHe tried 4n romcmber the architect's nane. iohhs?  indan?
Upddson? ‘'o, Dodnson? Vas, that was i, This nlace was cven sunngsed 1o he huilt
accordinn to some mathematical formula.

"apd orderad some more ain, walked over to a comfortably curvinn couch, and relaxsd.
T+ would he some timz hefore his contact arrived to aive him his next assianment,

Hoe watched the neonle anterina and lzaving, aivinn them marks for looks, dress, and
hatavior. e tried in auzss their occunmatiens, and canfirm or denv s annraisal Sv
listeaninn to scrans of conversation. His anasses vwera fairlv successful, and,

Insinn some intersst in thz samn, ne stariad to Aivide atisntion hotwsen thie floodlit
narden and the har enterance.

rs e turpad hack from watchianm a nair of increfihly short, fat men walk (vadtlia?)
from the room, "o cauwehi a flash of white in tha sarden. Vhen he lanked more
carsfully, he found that it was ocona. e thouaht that it vas perhans a small woman in
an oddly-cut fur coat, on~ of the many nale, synthetic furs. Pand startad tn wondar
vhat she was 4doiro in there, vwhen tho naxi customer entored the bar.

She was very vouna and slender, with Tona nale hlonde hair comhed straiakt back from
aey face. She wore a licht 51ue dress with a full skirt ant a white panel down the
front. Rand tyned her as teinn prettv, in a convapticnal, Faalish vav, but than he
ayaminad her face more closalv, She somehow looked older than he had first thouaht,
vai the comntexion and lines of her face were wouthful, in a wav that no artificial
treatment could maka them., It was her eves; " decidad. They scemed tn suqoast the
neace and confidence that comas with lnowinn a1l the answers and reasons.

She walked over tc *he bar, ant! he irmediatelv forecot hor, for his contact, a dark-
nairad vouno man with a pernanent, nleasant smile. 2atered just then., Me snntted Tand
and trottnd over, draacgina a hrisfcase after hvim,

Thav uent throuah the traditional nantomime of rpaetine and orderine drints, while the
courizr, feoroe or ased old Secraa, told Pand somethino ahout his next assimnment in
t"a amhinuous, innocuous terms that shisldad the information from the eavesdropoing
uvrinitiated. e chided Rand on %is last exnense account, and started hauling out
nanars and forms fram h19s briefcase. o nointad out jtems with a mochanical pencil,
its liont flashina from nace tn pacz. Some of the manors wers returnad to the case,
he rest ware efficiently placed in a laroce envalope and civen te his companion.
Thon the two men aot un, raid up and left the %ar. In the Tobbv they narted comnanvy,



Tonran Yeadine hack to Bis car  and Pand pn to 4is tnte]l raor,

Fyan ag “a.siannad intn the Amtrveay, iust Sefors he turied on the liaht, he fFalt that
somethine was mpota. Hhan he o gar tha Blondpr air] from the Rar, sittian in the chair at
*o othoy and of *ha short h1all . and reintinn a mm At him, B was agite sura,

Rapanekc Minva lew, coptenlladtvoice, I am Elice, "Yau ara John Sand?”
'tx apddad teuine o cagne bis chaneas of avaidiar the qun, and tensinae his muscliss.
Yop ara ansnt 17007 Har vnice was mopae cautioys nnw,

o madies anmain, bhut before ha cnuld move, shv b2 saueezed the trjaasr. M et of
watap archad ouf, and endad hv wsttiac tha hreast naclket of his suit, 'a Tooked down,
stynned, trvins to ynderstasnd what had hanpennd, vhat 134 poat hannenad, and what it
117 meant, : :

T think,” said 2Yigr, standinm un and comine toward YWin, “that this shows that 1 aw
yrur friepd. or at least not vour anomv, and that you should nav attantion to what !
cav, "’ Sho stannnd in front of him, laokina saranaelv into his face.

*and fopynht Himself for calmmess and contrnl, ha decide:d on a varhal attack, howevar
faghla, “tow did you cat in hare. and how da woay know v L L, numbar? Nis voice,
Yo falt, shoued 1itEln of his confusion, b

Mier smilad vacuely, "Mh that was reallv iust mathematics., Cvarvihina can he
related to maths - shall we a0 jato the ot'er room? -~ if vou can visuali e it. Rut
it takes at least a lifetimn to froo vourself from . . . standard modes of . | .
thinkino,"” N

17 tha Tivino roorm, she sat doem in a chatr acrass fram him, still insanely,
umacceyntably, holding the souirtoun aimed at him.

“ut " she continned, "1 .- we nead thz use of wour sarvigas, Tt won't run intn
vnur noxt assimment. hut this is most imnorfant.” Sha naused and “it her Tin,
spddanly Tookine verv vounc and uncertain.




‘Thare 98 . L L it is L . . desperate arnSlem.  The Quean’s 1if2 dis in Aanoar,
nc's aard gave a sudden lean, ans his krain nlunead nnen mars inén turmoil.  He
~arely naticad as she comtinuesd, s thogaht at first that it was the , . . usuval
nrahlan, Apt thore yars acnidents, tan manv tn Se arohnthle, Thers ara sn manv with
ratiyrs o el svapynng, reallv.,  Termus thinks {t°'s sameona clrss o hor, Tim
afpain that it's dack, He's aever Sonm aav ancd, degnite avaypvthineg,

dakn o vou must Waln, ME1T you come with me mqu?T Sha staod un, with the eun s5tild
"ol oan Bim,

orpead his mind ) and farged it to achn her quastinn.  Ua made a weall asstura, and
laokadt gt hay face foar some sien of indarstandinag as h2 nrotested. "yt s disn't my
fFicldl Surelv thnre are ocuards, sxnarts. Szotland Yard |,

"Tige smilad and shonic har head, “indepstand, nloasa, that
vaur flaxihility | imgaination, and resoprcafulnass are

far morz imnnrtant than anv ahility to t21] a Ffinocapnrint
frarz a3 faotnrint., Tome. nlease.”

"o thay walled fn tha elrvator, Tasnd found himgelf
noticine manv trivial thines clearly; the small
tahla that lnoked 1ike 2 pushroom with a

lam ramenicent 0F an orisntal hootah

*ha nattern of Teaves in the carnet, Jike

tiasoe fallan o the forest floor, and

thz large arav ticar-cat that anneared

suddenly from the shadows, its coat

Tonkina vaauely nurnlish in the X
1all 1iahting. ;

Thav gtepned into the a2lavator,
"Tige insertad a kev in one of the
naasl locks, and punchad twn hyttons, o oy B X
Tia first, at the hottom. markac 8P and ‘
the gacond . at the ton, marted M, Tha doprs

ctosad  and tha elavator sant. Band watched the

floor indicator chanags, “fier 1% shownd that thev

1acd nagsen the suhhasemant Jayal, it started oyar
arain at the ton. "s it Adrooned acain, on insann idna
accurrad to him,

il agkad. "hat domss tha " stand for. “1ica?™

Sz lonked at him in surnrise.  "May, Cabhit Hole, of course. It's still the onlv
way tn oot thera,”
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