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B@qor/l@l Yie Tillove Eveunl torivon

Beyond...Oops!?! Boy, it sure is easy to lose a month
or two, isn't it... er, would you believe, four?

Going on five?

Yes, it was me who insisted that Rune(s) would Now
Be Coming Out on a Regular Basis, and it is me who
Dropped The Ball last September. I knew there would be
time storms ahead when I took the bait. I assumed my
abilities for pulling rabbits out of hats in mundania would
carry me through. I've put out big fanzines before. I didn’t
remember it being all that complicated. And that was
before Ghu gave us computers. So what if there was a

Worldcon to go to just before my Rune chores would begin.

Nothing like a nice, relaxing vacation in Florida before
settling down into some serious fanac.

Then my significant other, Geri Sullivan, complicated
matters. In a most wonderful way, I might add. First she
agrees to run the MagiCon Fan Lounge, then she finagles
the MinnStf Board into springing for a major Mpls in '73
Worldcon bidding suite with nightly parties (just to give
Don Fitch and herself something to do in the evenings,
of course.) As if this isn’t fannish enough, she then gets
the visiting James White of Northern Ireland to agree to
come up from the Worldcon to be Guest of Honor
at ReinConation the following weekend.

And then...then...the...Millennium Itself arrives.
The Minneapolis Millennium. The Willis's Themselves,
Walter and Madeline, friends and neighbors of James
White, Walter just having been Fan Guest of Honor at
MagiCon, decide to accompany James to ReinConation.

If I had known, in 1968, poring through my first
wonderous twiltone fannish fanzines, getting occasional
fleeting mysterious glimpses of the long-before far-off
worlds of 6th Fandom and The Enchanted Duplicator, that,
in 1992, I'd be entertaining these wonderful people in my
home, well, it’s hard to say, because you can’t know these
things. But I had a feeling, a suspicion, upon encountering
fandom 25 years ago, that this was going to get inferesting.
That I'd end up having to just stand back and let it all be.

So back to Rune 84. It’s late. I know that. So late
that Garth missed out on having his out in December and
now Ken is chafing at the bit. Tom is doing the pubs for
World Fantasy and wonders where his turn at Rune next
fits in. Aliiieee! Lucy, I can ’splain!

As Geri and I began to emerge from our post-MagiCon
oscitancy, about seven months worth of freelance work
came through in less than two, followed immediately by
The Holidays. Then, just as we got the tree taken down and
the Lionel trains back into the attic, my Macintosh blew
its logic board. That was 10 days ago. Now the layout has
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been done for three days. Two days ago Geri and I dropped
by Garth'’s office to reduce and enlarge a bunch of the art.
Scott Raun, Minn-Stf V.P. of D.P,, is ready to print the
mailing labels. This is finally real.

My intention has been to publish my vision of the
ideal fanzine. Well, here it is. Fat, full of fannish writing
and art, lots of letters, a few...er...offbeat...reviews.

A fanzine to curl up with on a cold winter night. Note that
there is only one photograph this time. Last issue, Tom
put “desktop ‘publishing’ ” through its paces and came out
with a very ambitious first issue. Yes folks, Rune 83 was a
firstish. Though Tom has done a number of convention
publications, progress reports and program books, this was
his first try at a fanzine.

I must admit, I had my doubts one day early on when
I asked Tom if he had gotten the illo file from Garth yet
and he replied, “Oh, I'm not using any art.”

Uh-oh. Mindful of Brian Earl Brown’s exhortation to
us to use our Massive Computing Power to go to Three
Columns with Justified Text and Garth and my reactions
to this sage advice, I said to Tom: “Uh, how many columns
per page are you using?”

“Three, of course!” he replied with bright neofaneditor
enthusiasm, “You get more text on the page that way!”

‘“Rag-right at least, I hope?” I nervously querried.

“Well, I haven’t decided yet, but I was considering
justifying it. You can get even more words on a page that
way.” He happily replied.




Well. Tom certainly has nothing to apologize for. His
issue was excellent, and would have been great to curl up
on a cold winter night with except that it came out last
July. True, some of the photos printed a little dark. They
needed to be re-run on the high-resolution printer at a
different density setting. To get it right you might have to
output it several more times. Photography can be this way.
Macintosh’s are wonderful but Command P is seldom the
end of the story. Tom had more projects breathing down
his neck and choose not to fiddle with it any further. Many
of them were still as good or better than most photos I've
seen in any fanzine up until now.

In the years to come, as scanners, image manipulation
software and laser output engines become ever more
sophisticated and available, well repro’d photos will be
available to any faned who wants to use them.

I asked Tom to re-output one of the darker photos from
last issue, on page 12 - one that I took, of course —so that it
looked just a bit more like the 8x10 glossy I'd given him.
That's it on page 5 of this issue, illustrating the power of
microcomputer image processing.

To change the subject —

A little while back Nate Bucklin handed me this
letter and asked if we could run it in the next Rune:

To whom it may concem,

I am a disabled fan who is looking for a personal care
attendant to assist me about 2 weekends a month, including
going to conventions (about once a month). I am looking
for a male or a female who is very strong, to assist with
transfers. The job also includes personal care, driving a van,
light housekeeping, and cooking.

The salary starts at $70 a day, plus I will have a room
available (if desired) for this person (There will be a separate
area with kitchen and bath for those who work for me).
Attendance and expenses at cons are paid for as part of the
job. I need some minimal assistance during the week, but
for the most part, the person is free to come and go, have
another job, go to school, etc.

This is a great opportunity for someone who enjoys
conventions and fannish life to have a job, a place to live,
and a circle of fannish friends. Experience is helpful, but not
essential. I look forward to hearing from anyone interested
in this unique position. Thank you!

Sincerely, Renee Alper 730-F Northland Rd.
Cincinnati, OH 45240

Local Rune readers might note that Cincinnati is nearly
in Kentucky. Which is in the South. Where it’s warmer in
winter than it is here.

So let’s talk about contributions to Rune for a moment.
A while back I received a letter from former Minnesotan
Ray Allard. He is now living in S3o Paulo, Brazil, and has
made contact with a very lively-sounding SF club down
there. He proposes that Minn-Stf and Clube De Leitores De
Ficgdo Cientifica exchange fanzines, material, and ideas. To



start off, Ray gave me a number of fanzines (in Portuguese)
and some poetry, in English. In this issue there are two
pieces of art by their Roberto Schima, the excellent foldout,
and a cartoon I liked taken from their clubzine, Somnium. 1
couldn’t get into the poetry; maybe some of you would like
to look at it. Minn-Stf clubmembers who are interested in
looking at this material should contact me. Eventually I will
send it along to the Minn-Stf library. One of these days I
intend to send an envelope with local fan art and some
reprintable Rune articles down to Sao Paulo. If anyone
knows Portuguese and/or wants to contact Brazilian fans
and contribute to their fanzines, drop me a line c/o of the
Minn-Stf Post Office box.

I do have some concern that, even if we were able to
translate our material into Portuguese for them, they still
wouldn’t have a clue as to what we are doing calling ourself
a “science fiction fanzine.” I might mention that they have a
separate Star Trek group and that they sent along some
copies of a trek zine, Trekkers Log.

Rune needs material. I kinda shot the wad with this
issue. Come on you writers out there, you came along into

fandom because you like ideas and strange stuff and because
of your conviction that you have something interesting to
share with the rest of us. Future Rune’s may or may not
need to revolve around “theme” issues (I think Ken might
be interested in strange tales of the Minmeapolis in 1973
worldcon bid) — I'm a bit foggy about all of this at the
moment. But don’t let that stop you from going back to my
earlier editorials and refreshing your intemal dialog on
fanwriting. 1f you enjoy reading this issue, be thinking to
yourself as you read how this material resonates with your
own thoughts and life experiences. A little bit of “gee, I can
write better than that” assertiveness would not be entirely
inappropriate either.

You could even call up the Rune editor of your choice
and say, “gee, I want to write something but I don’t know quite
what...” and see what we throw at you. Just don’t call too
early in the day or in the middle of the night. Blindingly
brilliant creative passion is one thing, sharing it with others at
inappropriate times is something else entirely.

—Jeff Schalles 1/31/93

Smoking Music Party, Minicon 27. Left to right: lotsa fun folks who generally dislike flash photographs. Bravo to Tom for
retouching the flash’s reflection in the window between Steve and Fred with Adobe Photoshop. I think Tom retouched the violin
bow, too. Photo by Jeff Schalles.



THE SHARK FIROM OUTER SI"RCE

I had just gotten back from a party, and it was 3 o’clock
in the morning. There on my front porch, next to the pot
of white petunias, was a shark.

Surely not, I thought. But yes, my mind rejoined, it
was a shark, alive and breathing, at that. Its gills went in
and out, in and out. I stood on the front porch of my four
room cottage in El Cerrito, California and thought. I
walked back to the ‘68 Ford Cortina, then retraced my
steps back to the porch and looked down. Still there.

Now, Terry, I said to myself, let us review the situation.
You have been to a party in the Berkeley Hills. There was a
hot tub. There was wine. There were certain substances to
which you are allergic and which have curtailed the
interesting parts of your social life since the sixties. And
you are on a diet. You ingested nothing but mineral water
and stayed upwind from everything else. There is
something very strange going on here. You need a reality
check.

So I called Wendy to get a reality check.

I knew she would still be awake, probably writing a
poem. I had just dropped her off home a mere ten minutes
ago, at her apartment in Berkeley.

“Wendy,” I said urgently, but calmly. “There is a shark
on my front porch.” After a suitable pause, Wendy replied.

“Are you sure? Have you checked again?”

“Well, no.” I put down the phone and trotted out. Yes,
there it was by the petunias, about three and a half feet
long and breathing patiently.

“Yes. Wendy, there is still a shark on my front porch.”

“Are you sure it’s a shark?”

“I know a shark when I see one. It is small, but it is a
shark. And it is on my front porch, and it is alive.”

“What is it doing there?”

“Breathing, as far as I can tell.”

Silence on the other end. Then...”I meant, how did it
get there?”

“I don’t know. It's a mystery to me. That's why I called
you. Now, we were just at this party of Elsie’s mother’s and
I had nothing but bottled mineral water and the odd carrot,
right?”

“This is true. I didn’t have my eye on you at every
moment, but as far as I can tell, you resisted temptation
admirably.”

“And I stayed upwind of the dope, right?”

“Yup.”

“Then why is there a shark on my front porch? I don’t
understand!”

“I don’t either. I suggest you go to sleep and see if it’s
still there in the morning.”

“But Wendy, it’s still alive.”

“Other than taking it back to the Bay, or putting it in
the bathtub, or knocking it on the head I don’t know what
you can do. I'm going to bed, now.”

bﬁ') Tmn A, Samj

She hung up. I went out and considered the shark.

The bathtub was useless. It was freshwater. I could take
it to the Bay, but I knew from TV that you have to walk the
things back and forth a lot in the water to help them
breathe again, and I couldn’t face wading in the cold murky
water of San Francisco Bay. There might be other sharks.
Maybe this one’s mother. Or sewage. The shoreline wasn’t
the safest place at three in the morning either. Besides,
what was I going to say to whatever cop happened
by ... “Just walking this shark which turned up on my
porch.” No. It wouldn’t do.

There was no UPS sticker on it. Federal Express didn’t
deliver at night, either. I had once gotten a coconut mailed
to me from Hawaii, but it had a cancellation on it and this
creature had none. Where had the poor animal come from?
Sharks don't just drop out of the sky and land on people’s
porches. Or at least not often.

On a sudden wild thought I looked around for high
tide marks. There were none. Silly, I was a mile from the
Bay and an uphill mile at that. Damn. There had to be an
explanation.

I considered that it might be the work of my ex-
husband, a pathological liar of the first water. Water... ah
ha. But no. Redundo would have never gone to the trouble
of catching a shark. He'd just go around telling people I
slept with sharks; a strange perversion which ran in my
family, or something. He’d tell people I had stolen his
shark, or the shark of his grandmother — a pedigreed
trained Australian shark. Or he’d tell people I was hiding
sharks for the CIA and one had slipped out in a desperate
bid for freedom, but placing a living shark on my porch
and sitting back to watch me worry about it was too subtle
for him. No, what Redundo really liked was character
assassination and death threats. Now, who did I know who
would go near a shark?

What about my little brother, the budding marine
biologist at San Francisco State?

So I called the ship Balclutha, where he worked, got
the night watchperson, and asked for my brother. It took
them some time to roust him out, and I sympathized,
because I knew how hard it was to wake James, and I knew
how far down in the ship his cabin was, but the guy did,
and there was my brother on the phone, sounding
somewhat crabby. Crabby. Ha. Ha.

“Did you leave a shark on my front porch?” I asked.

“No,” he said shortly.

“Are you sure?” | asked. He had recently asked me to
put a plastic garbage sack in my car trunk so I could scrape
up road kills for him to dissect. It could connect somehow
with the shark, and maybe he had put it there for my
freezer and just forgotten.

“Yes. Now leave me alone. I'm going back to my berth.”

Ah, a bit too late for that, I thought irritably. “No more



dead raccoons trailing their guts out in my freezer, James,
do you hear?” No, he had hung up.

I considered the question further. It was now 3:20 am. 1
still had no idea how the shark ended up on my front porch.

®

Sharks are notoriously hard to kill. I wasn’t sure I
could do it, although I had dispatched many a large fish in
my time, and gutted squirrels and snakes. I went and got
the hammer and whacked it one. The thing still breathed.
Smothering it with a pillow was no option. The thought of
hacking off the head occurred to me and I considered it,
but my stomach refused after I found out just how dull my
knives were.

My mind reeled. What could I do? My hands began
to shake.

Something wisped by in my mind which might just be
some kind of explanation. It was better than nothing. The
other day on the San Pablo Avenue bus it had been
explained to me at great length by a person who smelled
bad: aliens from Outer Space were responsible for
Everything, and if they weren’t, the FBI was. Well, I should
have taken notes. It was too complicated for the FBI: it had
to be aliens.

Why? It didn’t matter. They were capable of anything,
even leaving a shark on the front porch of a rental in El
Cerrito, California, across the Bay from San Francisco. The
foul fiends. Silently, I raised my fist and cursed the skies.
What nefarious purpose had they in mind? Did Mars need
clerical workers? Did someone out in Orion find him or her
or itself incapable of living without my not-inconsiderable
skills as a second alto who could keep to the key most of
the time? Or was it my hot way with a wok and a handful of
vegetables?

The plot was simple to recognize when | thought
about it. Put a shark on the front porch of this person and
watch her slowly go mad trying to figure it out, then whisk
her away in a flying saucer full of tentacles, and no one
would miss her. What was one mad file clerk more or less
in the world? Wendy might wonder for a few days, but
eventually she would find someone else with a car to be
friends with. My parents might notice that I hadn’t shown
up for dinner in a while, but on the other hand they
might not.

My heart hardened towards the shark. It,
after all, was a mere pawn, like myself, and
perhaps was no shark at all, but an alien in
disguise. Scornfully, I flicked it with my foot.

The gill work seemed a bit slower. It had to be
aliens. What human would have done this
to a helpless animal?

I closed the door, locked it, called
the cats, and went to bed.

[ wasn't fooling myself. I knew it
wasn’t space aliens, but there was no
other explanation. I went to sleep after a

while and had bad dreams.

The next morning it was still there, but it was quite
dead. The poor helpless thing had slowly smothered in the
night because I was too much of a baby to cut its head off
for it. In the cold light of somewhat after dawn I realized
could have run it over with the car, or killed it with the
shovel or something. I was ashamed of myself. The most I
had done for it was give it a headache.

I stuffed it into the garbage can, which was difficult
because it had gone all stiff, and it was longer than I had
thought. Goodness knows what the garbage people
thought when they emptied the garbage can. To ensure its
removal I put a six-pack of beer on the lid, as my worldly-
wise grandmother had taught me many years ago.

For days I puzzled about it, feeling kind of haunted.
Then my next door neighbor, the one I barely knew well
enough to nod to, came by on his way to his car and asked:
“Did your cats like that shark I left on the porch for you?”

The misty hand of time erases what I actually replied,
but I'm sure it was polite. He had been fishing, it seemed,
and caught the shark, then brought it home for me as a
kind gesture of goodwill.

After he left I stared at his front door in amazement.
How could he have even considered giving a shark to
someone he barely knew? What did he think my cats
were supposed to do with it, gnaw heck out of it with their
puny little city cat teeth? A wolverine would have had
trouble with that shark. Didn’t he realize how tough shark
skin was?

The casual, well meaning cruelty of the man has never
ceased to amaze me. He never did anything like it again,
and he always seemed perfectly nice, otherwise. I know I
was being unfair to dislike him. At the time I ate meat, and
wore leather. I watched race-horses and went to zoos, and
I had fished and killed to eat. And human beings were
dying all over the planet from worse cruelty. But somehow
it all seemed monstrous, even without the space aliens, to
let that shark smother so needlessly. Besides, he had put
me in a position where I failed my human responsibility.
And that is always hard to forgive.

One person’s catfood is another person’s nightmare,
I guess.




FAINTING, YOU LNOW | HATE IT

by Garth Edmond Danielson

I haven't passed out in several years. I was thinking
about that in one of those passing moment sort of
thoughts, and that made me remember the time that I
passed out and got to meet Robert A. Heinlein.

The first time I remember fainting I was shopping with
my mother. We were at the Eaton's department store in
downtown Winnipeg. It was winter. I had my parka on, [
overheated and fell right over, unable to get up. I woke to
find my mother and lots of other women hovering over me.
The staff sent me to the store nurse. I was plunked into a
wheel chair and driven to bed. I was told to sit there for
a while. I was fascinated, not by my faint, but by the behind
the store scene. I could see outside from the bed. We were
up three or four stories. I couldn’t see the street but I
could see the top of the buildings across the street, all two,
three and four story edifices. Pretty exciting for a kid 6 or
7 years old.

The second time I was at home, eating dinner, or just
about to. I hadn’t, I seem to recall, eaten anything through-
out the day. That was what was blamed for the faint. I
can’t remember how old I was, between 10 and 16. I just
remember waking up with my brother and father staring
down at me. I flipped the chair straight over, right onto its
back. I don’t imagine it knocked any sense into me.

Before the 1976 Worldcon in Kansas City, Robert A.
Heinlein had arranged that anyone who gave blood could
go to a special reception at the convention. Being a rabid
Heinlein fan I planned to give blood, send the proof to
Heinlein, get an invite and attend the reception. WOW,
maybe I could meet Robert A. Heinlein.

[ wrote about giving blood in my fanzine BOOWATT
and sent a copy to Heinlein about the middle of August
1976. He wrote back but unfortunately the letter arrived
after I had left for the Worldcon. I'd gone a week early to
hang out with Allan Wilde and his friends. Where is that
guy now.

Here is a slightly condensed version of what I wrote
in Boowatt #10, August 1976.

1 WANT TO DRINK YOUR BLOOD

A while ago I heard that Robert Heinlein was holding
a blood brothers party at MAC and that if you gave blood
and sent him the receipt you could get into the party. As a
Heinlein fan of long standing and vocal accompaniment I
thought that here was a good way to meet Heinlein. Now I
was a little wary about giving blood and thought that
perhaps this wasn’t for me. I have been interested in giving
blood for several years. I went to school with a fellow who
had given blood and he said it was harmless and did good.
Well, you can’t argue with that. Our work foreman, Bob,
gives blood at lunch and comes back fine and continues
to work.

[ also read an account in the fanzine Blunt about
giving blood and was interested in trying it from a

reporter’s view point. Well, here was my opportunity to
go ahead with the plan.

I left work early Friday, stopped at the bank for money,
and made my way to the Red Cross. I signed up. They filled
out the card that had name, address, etc. Then I was asked
by a different woman if I had malaria, infectious hepaticas,
yellow jaundice, aspirin, seen my doctor in the last year,
operations, prescription drugs or street drugs. I was the
only person while I was there that they asked this question.
All the rest were normal people I guess. Business types. I am
the hippy or street freak type I suppose. Anyway I was then
pricked on the end of my finger and blood was drawn out so
they could find the group type. Mine was B. I don’t remem-
ber if it was positive or negitive but that doesn’t matter. I
was lead over to a chair and asked to sit down. I did and they
put a rubber hose about my arm and a piece of cloth with a
hole cut out of it. This was for the needle to go through I
guessed. They swabbed my arm with alcohol. Then the
nurse asked me to make a fist so they could find the vein. I
looked the other way as I am not into getting needles of any
sort. It did not hurt and felt like someone poking a straw
against my arm. I looked and there was blood coming out of
my arm into a hose leading to the bag of blood which was
out of view. Nice. Some fellow was getting ready next to me.
I asked the nurse if it was just blood in the bag. They said
there was a solution in there to prevent clotting. The fellow
next to me said to relax, and I tried reading as it would take
some ten minutes to complete the process. I couldn’t read
as I was too keyed up for that. Just about then I felt I was
going to be sick and was sort of worried.

Then I was out on the street. It was very vivid and real.

Next I was being shook awake and bandages were
being put over the hole where the blood-letting needle was.
I had fainted. They put cold cloths over my face and neck to
help. The nurses seemed to know what they were doing
and I did as they asked. One of the nurses brought me a
coke which was to help bring the blood sugar back. They
said I should lie there for a while. Or sit as I was in a
recliner chair. I did so and after a while I felt better.

The nurse asked me if I would like to have a donut and
something to drink in their eating area. I said sure and
then she asked me if I was able to get up and not be sick.
She said she would rather have me be sick there and not
where they give blood. I made it over to the eating area that
they have for people to sit and recover and have a cup of
tea. The fellow who told me to relax asked if I was alright. I
said I was. So I thought. Just after that I felt that sort of
feeling I get when I am passing out. Then from what I can
gather I fainted and fell on my face.

The same nurses were around me trying to get me up
and into a chair. I can remember backing into the table and
they got me into a recliner again and once more with the
cold cloths. Right about then I didn’t know much about
what was going on and to be honest I was scared. I started



to cry a bit as the whole thing was really getting to be bad.
They tried to comfort me as best they could.

After a while they said that they were calling me a cab
and that they were going to send me home in it. They also
wanted to know if there was anyone there who they could
call so as to let them know that I was coming home. There
wasn'’t but I did call my brother and tell him not to pick me
up. I got home fine and the cab driver told me he gave
blood and once he almost passed out.

As an aftermath of the fall I have a sore face in several
spots, knee hurts and my glasses have a small hairline
fracture that should be ok. On the way home I thought to
myself about this being worth it to see Heinlein. I figured it
wasn’t. It isn’t worth the personal discomfort to meet
anyone of fame. Perhaps if it was to save someone’s life it
might,

Back to present day.

During the excitement caused by repeated fainting I
neglected to collect the necessary receipt of bloodletting
needed to garner an invitation to the reception. I wrote the
incident up in my zine August 14, 1976 and mailed a copy
to Heinlein within a couple of days. Then I went to the
worldcon in Kansas City. During the con I finally got to
meet RAH.

Here’s what [ wrote in Boowatt #11, September 1976:

Gary and Denise Mattingly lead me to Joe Wesson’s
room for a breather. We were sitting around relaxing when
there was a knock on the door. It was Joe Krolick and
Murray Ward with the message that Heinlein wanted to
meet me. This is what they said. It was really a mind
blower, Robert Heinlein wanted to meet me. For years it
has always been the other way around.

Apparently Joe K. was walking around the pool and
noticed Heinlein in the usual crush of people who naturally
would follow him. Joe said he thought that Heinlein should
know about a fellow who gave blood and fainted. Heinlein
said, “Oh, are you from Canada too?” He tried to remember
my name but couldn’t. Joe mentioned it and Heinlein
asked if I had gotten his letter, but, of course I hadn’t, I had
left early. Joe said I was nearby and would Heinlein like to
meet me. Heinlein said he would. Joe and Murray started to
look for me and even asked Bill Fesselmeyer to put our an
APB on me. Bill is on the committee and had a walkie-
talkie. Joe K. remembered Joe W.'s room and found me.

I went to meet Heinlein. He shook my hand and
everything. He explained to me why I fainted and that
people are different, even though some doctors don’t
realize this. It really was kind of neat to finally meet the
man after all of these years. What really blew my mind was
that Heinlein knew who I was. I hadn’t been sure about
getting to meet him. I gave him a copy of BOOWATT. Helps
to advertise. He said I shouldn’t have used blood giving as a
means to meet him. I had to agree. It wasn’t worth the pain
just to meet someone famous. But on the other hand it was
a push to get blood and in something like that any means
should be used to get blood from people as long as you
don’t hurt anyone. I can’t see that giving blood to meet
Heinlein is any worse than giving blood to get some
money. There was to be a blood donor operation at the
hotel and I'm sure that several people are going to go give
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blood just to get to meet RAH. People are basically selfish. I
know I am. I think it’s a basic trait. I don’t think it can be
helped. Ah well. So that’s how I got to meet Robert
Heinlein. Thank you to Joe and Murray.

Forward in time.

Pretty exciting huh. I sat in awe for about 20 minutes,
then we drifted apart. The rest of the convention was less
exciting.

When I got home there was the letter RAH had written,
three and a half pages and an invitation to the Monday
morning reception. Here’s the first page or so of the letter.

Dear Garth Danielson,

I read with warm empathy your account of your dona-
tion of blood. Both Mrs. Heinlein and I have been through
similar experiences, her’s in connection with blood
donation during World War II, mine also at that time but
as a result of surgery with loss of blood. It is frightening.

My experience with it was wartime exigency. All blood
collection was for combat, not for civilian hospitals, and I
was in hospital at Jefferson Medical School — and there was
little nursing as R.N.s were in service. One student nurse
had the 8-bed ward I was in plus three more like it - so any
patient who could possibly get out of bed had to use the
W.C. - no bed pans or bed urinals for them. I could get out
of bed, but I could not get as far as the W.C. without
fainting. After falling twice I learned an expedient: push a
straight chair ahead of me. When my vision would start to
black out, I would collapse across the chair and that would
break my fall. It worked. A usual trip to the W.C. would
average about three faints, but I never got hurt again. A
good thing as the flu epidemic hit the hospital and these
little nursing students worked until they keeled over, and
there was no one to replace them.

I remember one morning when the student nurse in
charge of us came in, stuck thermometers in our mouths,
went out — did not come back. For about three hours noth-
ing happened — no drinking water, no breakfast, nothing.
About 11 a.m. a visitor to a patient showed up with a rack
tray of glasses of water, then in a couple of hours some food
arrived. I never saw our little student again but I found out
later what had happened. She had walked out into the cor-
ridor...and collapsed. She was found there, out cold, and
was carted somewhere else and put to bed. The hospital
staff, already stripped down to a minimum by the War, was
hit by flu, and perhaps a third of the usual number were
holding things together as best they could.

Mrs. Heinlein’s experience more nearly parallels yours.
We were not married then. She was in the U.S. Navy,
assigned to the Naval Bureau of Aeronautics in Washington,
D.C., and in charge of protective coatings for Naval aircraft
(she had been an industrial chemist before she enlisted —
then was commissioned and sent to BuAir because of her
technical background). She was giving blood on her lunch
hour every six weeks and had racked up about three gallons
before she was sent to Mustin Field and assigned to me as
an R&D aviation test engineer. She tells me that she fainted
the first three times before she learned how long she
needed to rest, how much to eat and drink, before she
could safely leave the recovery room & go back to work.
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But her experience was not typical. For some reason
unknown to me, women are much less likely to faint than
are men on their first donations. In fact most first donors
do not faint ... but those who do are almost always male.
Save for being bigger on the average and more muscular,
males are “the weaker sex” in most things, as M.D.s have
long known. But I don’t see why they are with respect to
blood. The same amount of blood is drawn from every
donor, male or female — 450 mls plus test sample (= almost
exactly one pint): i.e., a 220 - Ib man gives only 1/2 as much
in proportion to his body mass as does a 110 - Ib woman
(110 Ibs is the lower cutoff point). One would think that
she would be more likely to faint than he — greater sudden
loss of blood pressure, oxygen transport reduced twice as
much. But it just isn’t so; the average female takes the
strain better than does the average male. (A higher
percentage of females are deferred or rejected than males,
for reasons that cannot apply to males ... whereas all of the
“defer” or “reject” causes for males apply also to females —
so we wind up with more male donors. Nevertheless
fainting is typically masculine. Perhaps the clue lies in your
phrase: “I couldn’t read as I was too keyed up —” Despite all
cultural propaganda — the macho “iron man” persona
characteristic of the culture we live in — males average less
stable, females average more phlegmatic. Blood? Blood
doesn’t upset a woman; she encounters it every month. But
the first time I watched surgery (1927), I fainted.) (The
masculine idiom is “passed out” — but to a doctor both are
“syncope,” a generalized cerebral ischemia, meaning that
the brain is temporarily short on blood and the victim
thereby become unconscious. That's why a donor must not
stand up suddenly shortly after donating. Standing up
quickly can add ca. 40% to the “g” loading — and the highest
point, the skull, suddenly drains in part & the “central
office” closes shop until balance is restored. For the same
reason, a faint can be stopped by shoving a man’s head
down between his knees. Water (and blood) run down hill.

I never really thought much about the causes of faints,
until I got the Heinlein letter. The other three times that I
have passed out since then were related to some change in
blood pressure. At Autoclave in 1977 I tried some Butal
Nitrate. Things got very weird, it was sort of enjoyable,
interesting and frightening. I passed out and had the most
vivid and real hallucinations as I woke up. I was on a bus
and was looking at the faces of many people, all of whom
were strangers to me.

I've fainted twice since then. I passed out while giving
the blood sample I needed for part of the physical
examination required to move to the US. The doctor had
acted rather an ass during the earlier part of the physical,
giving me a hard time about my identity and all, so when I
passed out I rather enjoyed his discomfort. Well, I would
have enjoy it if I had been awake. I also passed out during
the episode of M*A*S*H that took place in the OR and had
no laugh track. I could think of a few factors that probably
caused this, but I think I'll keep that to myself.

I haven'’t passed out in nearly ten years , but don’t
necessarily think that is any accomplishment.
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The first signs of spring are a welcome sight for any
Minnesotan (and rightly so, considering the personality of
our winters), but for me that first coatless venture out of
doors signals not summer but Minicon!

Each year I look forward with excitement to the
approach of Minicon, like a little kid anticipating his first
trip to the state fair. I want to see and do it all, which of
course can’t be done. There is always MORE than time and
human endurance permits, so every year I enjoy those
things that have become annual pursuits and, with less
extravagant expectations, try to add something new or
untried to my list of weekend activities. In past years I've
tried seeing how long I can stay on my feet dancing to
“Boiled In Lead,” how long chocolate fondue will last when
offered to the masses, and how fast a face painting can be
conceived and finished (a last minute addition to a
Masquerade costume).

Last year, my new experience was with the art show
and auction. Like eating corn dogs at the state fair, waking
through the art show is something I do every year, but I
had never made it to an auction or placed any art within a
show. At Minicon 24 I managed to do both, and had the
good fortune to both sell some of my own drawings and
with Middle Sandy buy several new pieces for our
apartment.
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by Glenn Tenhoff

Even before the Con was over, I was thinking about
framing our new treasures. A simple little project,
thought, since both pieces were already matted by the
artists. Once slipped into suitable frames, only the
negotiations between Sandy and myself regarding hanging
could possibly cause a problem. Unfortunately this wasn’t
to be the case.

At home I decided on a pre-assembled wood frame and
an unassembled metal galley frame and I measured both
pieces in preparation for making the necessary purchases.
Here I encountered the first problem. One of the pieces
measured 9" x 11%s", an odd size no matter how you look at
it. Adjustments would have to be made, since I planned to
use the pre-assembled frame with this piece and had
guessed its size to be 8!4" x 11". The other piece measured
4" x 15"; an unusual size, but no problem since this one
would use the unassembled galley frame.

So, with my measurements in hand and a solution
for the odd sized piece in mind, I departed for the art store
at Burnsville Shopping Mall. There I found a problem
with the second piece as well. Unassembled metal galley
frames are purchased in two parts: the width in one
package and the height in another, to achieve the size
you need. No half inch sizes, and the smallest dimension
is five inches. The complexity of my “simple” framing
project was beginning to annoy me: I'd have to revise my
plans for the second piece.

The first thing that came to mind was a very attractive
option: custom framing. After a little consultation I could
turn the whole thing over to some professional at a frame
shop and, for a sizable fee, pick up the finished piece in a
week, ready for hanging. If your cash flow resembles mine
after a three day con, you can understand why this first
thought became my last resort.

Next I ruled out not framing the piece. We wanted it
up on a wall, not stored away, and we wanted it protected.
With a fair amount of uncertainty I came back to my
original plan: buying both frames off the shelf. But what
sizes? Neither piece matched any of the standard sizes.

After a great deal of contemplation, an unsuccessful
trip to other stores hoping for the unusual, and several
false starts for home, I returned to the original art store
and purchased two frames and a roll of gold border tape.
Heading for home, I hoped I had not over-looked
something in my revised plan.

The problem in both cases was matching frame size
to mat size. Taking the 9" x 11%s" piece, I cut the mat down
evenly on all four sides so that it would fit into the 8%4" x
11" pre-assembled wood frame that I had purchased,
altering reality to match my original solution for this piece.



The second piece was more of a problem: here the frame
was too large. I removed the original mat and, from an
almost identical piece of mat board that I had on hand, cut
a new mat to replace it. This new mat was cut one inch
larger to fit my new 5" x 16" metal galley frame. The final
step for the second piece involved the border tape. The
artist had trimmed the window with a thin strip of gold
tape, so [ applied identical trim to the window of the new
mat. When reassembled, the second piece was as close as
possible to what we had originally purchased. Now both
pieces slipped easily into their frames.

The solutions to my framing problems turned out to
be fairly simple after all. The only unexpected cost was the
border tape (I know I'll find a use for 47 feet of gold leaf
border tape in the future) and for just a little extra time and
effort I ended up with the art framed as I had originally
envisioned it. There were times at the Mall when I had
doubted this outcome, and of course one piece was now
smaller and other larger than when I had started. I was
lucky. Unlike many art purchasers, I had the equipment
and experience to solve the problems I encountered. |
didn’t have to resort to the expense of custom framing, or
choose between storing them away — with the intention of
framing them someday - or hanging them without the
protection of a frame.

Once our purchases were finally hung, I decided to
check the measurements on my unsold pieces from the art
show. Had I caused the same problem for someone else?
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Would someone next year decide not to purchase
something from me, or some other artist, because of a
similar but less successful experience? Did I need to take
back the things | had said at the Mall? Should I be making
apologies?

I found there were some problems with my unsold
pieces. Several of them had half size dimensions. The mats
I had so carefully created would not fit a standard size
frame, though, in the back of my mind, fitting a standard
frame was something I had intended. I think of the mat as
part of the finished piece, not something to be cut down or
thrown away. Like the artist that cut the 9" x 11%s" mat, I
considered the mats separately, only after the renderings
were completed. That the final sizes would be half an inch
too large or small apparently never crossed my mind. It
didn’t matter that the mats were measured and cut with
equal sides and whole dimensions. The renderings, having
half size dimensions, need mats cut with a half inch either
added or subtracted to fit a standard size frame.

Besides being successful, it seems my little project
taught me something. In the future I'll be taking the mat
into consideration when I establish the size of the
rendering, so that when the mat is cut, the finished size
matches a standard frame size. And next year, when those
melting mounds of snow once again signal the approach of
Minicon, I'll be adding a ruler to my list of items needed for
the weekend.

Oh, and my apologies, should they be necessary.
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Dave and [ was out walking by the creek. It was one
of those mild fall evenings, just after the first real frost,
when the air tastes so good and feels so clean that you just
sorta swell up with a healthy flow inside. Mind you, that
mickey of 'brew that I had been pulling out of my pocket,
swigging from, then passing to Dave, who'd swig from it
then pass it back where upon I would shove that metal
flask back into my overalls...well that may have helped
that flow...but then the musical interludes every once in a
bit, when Dave’d unsling his yamaha and let loose, they
was pretty good too...even them E minor songs.

Now that bright flushing rosy apple sunset ran out
at about the same time as the brew but Dave had a few
more songs in him that he felt he should do before we set
back to the house. They was mosting E minor's but what
the hell . . . I was feeling particularily tolerant. . .and he
does do them well.

[ was leaning against the fence...you know that split
rail number where the creek runs out of Old Wheedle’s
place...Wheedle...come on...you know Wheedle, don’t
cha...well jeez bugger me all to hell! I thought everyone
knew Wheedle. Gary S. is his real name but anybody who
knows that old bow shaker just calls himn Wheedle. It was
his homebrew that we’d been drinking that night. Damn
good stuff! Made from Can'’telope rinds.

Anyway...here we was sitting in the moonlight by
the creek, singing songs and feeling fine, when all of a
sudden the sky lights up like some giant green flourescent
worms from outta a tackle box had decided to do a slow
waltz to a fast eastcoast reel. I was kinda taken for words
but after watching for ten or fifteen minutes I managed to
mumble a semi-coherent ‘oh wow, eh!” or something like
that. It was the northern lights of course. They wasn’t that
incredible mess of colour that you might see in the high
north. More like that sickly green colour of those dast,
rickety plastic toys that them Hong Kongian fellas make
for kids nowadays. Now don’t let that fool you. These lights
was still more than spectacular enough.

There's something about being outta doors that kinda
sets a man to thinkin’. Not 'bout anything in particular,
just sorta thinkin’ ya know. Dave says it's a fillosofic mood
or something like that. I wouldn’t know, but Dave’s
fingers quit traversing the strings and his lips went quiet.
We just watched for a while.

“It must have been in the spring about twenty years
ago,” Dave says then he stopped as if for a brief pause.

After about five minutes I kinda figger that maybe he
needs some prompting so I asked him “What musta bin
twenty years ago?”
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by Don Bindas

“Well, the U.F.0.’s of course!”

“Oh yeah!”

“Right. Don’t you remember Old Wheedle’s stories
about being picked up by some strange people in a flying
saucer and being taken away for three days?”

“Oh sure! What a load of crock! That was just a story
he cooked up so his missus wouldn't butt his head for
being away the entire Easter weekend. Hell, he was
probably on a bender somewhere, pissed up on his own
brew...No I take that back. He was probably smoking
somma that hippieshit pot with a buncha longhairs...that’s
what he said they looked like, ya know. Nope, it’s like this,
eh! He probably went to Winnipeg, started drinking in a
bar, met some hippie chick and tried to pick her up, eh!
Then when she offered him some dope he would’ve smoked
it just to prove he wasn’t scared, eh! That shit will make
you see strange things, ya know. He musta thought them
hippies was aliens from outer space.”

“That’s an interesting theory, Andy, but it doesn’t hold
any water.”

“Why not!”

“Well, I've never seen Wheedle drunk for starters. Not
even the time I bet him that he couldn’t drink a two six of
his brew in the sitting. He mixed it one for one with Coke,
which is something a sacrilege.”

“Yuck!” I squirmed at the disgusting thought. What a
thing to do to Coca Cola, classic or otherwise. Double Yuck!!
“Maybe but he likes it that way. Anyhow, I know he
wasn’t in Winnipeg because that wife’s mother was sick so I
put her on the bus and sent her to the city for the weekend.

I would have seen Wheedle getting on the bus.

“That don’t mean that no one else coulda given him
aride...”

“Let me finish. [ was talking to Stew and he said that
his brother Chuck had been talking to Wheedle just before
the National came on.”

“That means he would have been home.”

‘“Right.”

‘“But that still doesn’t mean he didn’t make up the
whole thing or at least part of it.”

Dave chuckled.

“Alright Andy, what part do you think he didn’t
make up?”

“The northern lights. [ saw them that night.
watched for a while and the only flashing lights I saw was
Simmonds in that old pickup with the top mounted
headlights that he cannibalized from Cliff’s junk heap.

“Simmonds sold that pickup in December. It was
months before Easter.”



“Well, I don’t care. It looked like his pickup, with a cab
on the back...well actually it looked like an old school bus,
but that didn’t make no sense. What kinda creature from
space would have a space ship that looked like a half ton
pickup truck let alone an old school bus?”

We both laughed at that one.

“The part that I find the oddest is where he said that
the aliens took him after they picked him up.”

“Oh yeah...heh heh...to some kinda looney party in
the states where everyone was talking about those goofy
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