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[ETEY
CAARTE RANEANG,

We used to play tennis, Terry and I. The Mutt and Jeff of the local
courts--I was lousy, and Terry out of practice, so rather than seriously
flailing away, we'd clown. Hide the balls in various pockets then, instead
of serving and waiting for the return (or, more often, the attempt at a
return), the perpetrator would just keep on serving until he or she ran out
of balls, while the other party windmilled at the barrage. Other players
hated us. But he had a mean back-hand spin that would bring the ball across
the net right toward me, bounce it once, and send it into San Leandro. I
accused him of using his height against me (because that particular move is
impossible if you are only five feet from the ground). Terry would giggle.

Late one night in Chicago after the world convention we huddled on a bed
in the dead dog suite, whispering terrible slanders to each other about the
other occupants of the room, until we were both laughing so hard we could
barely breathe.

He used to go out of his way to find strange ways in which to reject my
stories: on the phone; unsigned notes in my mailbox. Once I waved a script
at him and demanded to know why he rejected such a brilliant piece of work.
That little glint appeared in his eye and he said, loftily, that the story
had an invisible subtext. Then managed to hold a straight face for one
entire beat before laughing. Terry's rejections were often better than other
folk's acceptances.

And there was that long afternoon at Point Richmond: Terry and Carol,
me and Richard and Ed Bryant, lying on a sunny hillside drinking wine and
munching and playing with my camera, telling silly stories and sillier jokes.

I miss him. Attending the next convention is going to be strange: I
know that I'll catch myself glancing around parties for him, or listening for
his laugh, or checking the program so I can sit in the audience at panels and
heckle him. .

No, it's not fair. But Terry will become a legend, a fannish legend an:
an editorial legend, and ten years from now his name will be mentioned
reverently by young folk on panels, and I'll listen and nod and know that
that is good--and remember his laugh.




REMEMBERING TERRY

BELILANCTIORT

You would think that knowing in advance that a friend was going to die
would make it somehow easier to deal with--that you could somehow prepare
yourself for it. It doesn't seem to work that way for me and I found myself
sitting around in a black funk on April 8th, finally acknowledging that our
species is alone in having the insight to realize that our grief is selfish;
we mourn not the dead but our own loss.

I have never shared our society's custom of honoring the dead Jjust
because they are dead, an attitude some people find hard to understand. I
suppose I have shocked quite a few people over tha years with this.

But Terry remains for me a very special person. We shared little in the
way of deep thoughts; our common ground was fandom and our approach to it,
and Terry, more than anyone else I've ever known, epitomized for me that
aspect of fandom that keeps me--albeit tenuously--connected. I never men-
tioned it to him but I always felt that he was and will remain the quin-
tessential Trufan.

I have no bad memories of him and a lot of good ones: small shared
moments of Fannishness, that ephemeral, hard-to-define sense of silliness and
hoo-hah. Most of them end with that great high-pitched laugh of his and that
ain't bad, Meyer.

Coincidentally, a week or so after Terry died a copy of Eric Bentclif-
fe's WALDO 8 drifted into the mailbox. It contains a loc from Terry that
could have been written a year ago--and with Eric the Bent's lackadaisical
publishing schedule probably was. I find a couple of paragraphs worth
quoting:

"But I keep wondering about people seeing so much 'love' in the 6th
Fandom productions. Sure, it was there and it was an important element in
the gestalt, but let's try to remember that the '50s were also the heyday of
George Wetzel, G.M. Carr, and the Crusade to Clean Up Fandom, among others,
none of them contributing much to fannish love and frivolity. The produc-
tions of the latter days don't get reprinted these days, though, which no
doubt explains the not-completely-true picture of 6th Fandom that a lot of
current fans seem to have. .

"I was forcibly reminded of this during the recent convention Corflu,
which was specifically designed as a con for fanzine fans and which produced
a fannish feeling of togetherness that I haven't notice in fandom for many
Years. And there was an almost palpable air of excitement...a feeling that
by God somethin' was happening, man. What was happening was a hundred
people, all fanzine fans of one stripe or another, getting together and
having fun. It was a lot like '50s fandom at times, but I wouldn't char-
acterize the feeling as love exactly--not love for each other, anyhow. More
like love for fandom itself, for the whole gestalt."

As usual, I found myself thinking that he had said it ever so much
better than I ever could have.
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Dammit Terry, this wasn't supposed to happen. I realize you can't still
be 21 years old which is how I tend to think of you--even now, when you've
accomplished so. many things over the years. For quite a time I've figured
you to have maybe the best Ear For Words in the editing business, and have
said so to your face. But still you were this young quy I was glad to have
for a friend, and I expected you to be around permanently.

You and Elinor and I had some on-paper contact earlier in '58, but she
and I first met you and Ronel at the Alexandria: South Gate. Elinor asked if
Carl Brandon would be there and you dropped the bomb: "Carl doesn't exist."
We survived that shock, and after the Con, when we took a homebound stopover
at the Shattuck in Berkeley, you came by: we had beer and good talk.

By '59 you were doing "Fandom Harvest" for CRY. A terrific column: it
had to figure strongly in our Hugo win, that year.

Early '60: Four of you came up for the shindig when Ellingtons were
here enroute NYC-to-Berkeley; you and Miriam shared our Rain Room. Evenings
got hilarious; we derived QED into "I was right all along, you idiot!" and
Ipso Facto. became "You stupid clod of a woman!" which resulted in weird
sidelights when Ella Parker came to our '61 Worldcon. You also did an "okay
words" number, but the only one I recall from that session is "east Texas
flatland negro," which seems to have faded into the mists of time.

Then in July there was the cozy little Westercon at Boise, which set up
'61's Baycon at the Leamington; both places, we had some good times. After
that you moved East and experienced the wonderful worlds of Scott Meredith
and "Mister Ace" (A.A. Wyn), which you told about in lovely libelous detail
at a Clarion West lecture, and I only wish the radio station hadn't lost the
tapes.

Time skips: In 1965 at 35 or 44 Pierrepont I told Carol the world was
not ready for a fat Terry Carr, but next time you weren't. Which was
probably '69, when the four of us had a great weekend at Crater Lake, with
all those sta;g up there and enough dope to make them seem like even more.
'71 in NYC, a lot of us eating Greek in downtown Manhattan, Agbob turning us
onto retsina, and then up to Boston.

*72, you and Carol hosted us at Broadway Terrace, and the orange
Maxkitten sold me on being cat-owned which still applies. You were up here
honchoing at Clarion West that year and next; from then on we seemed to meet
only at a few Nebula bashes and the occasional Con. Meanwhile you bought
four stories from me and (I think) thumbed out at least as many, probably for
good cause though it never seems that way at the time. We always did get
together sooner or later, and that was great, so wait for next time; no
hurry, no hassle.

You weren't supposed to go yet. We had more to talk about.

--Seattle, April 8, 1987
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FIHGER

I want to talk about something important that might be neglected in
remembering Terry as a great editor and a devoted fan, and that's grammar.

To his friends and the writers who worked with him, Terry was a
veritable Caesar of grammar, and in that respect I have come to bury, not to
praise him.

Terry's rules of grammar were as immutable as the pre-Copernican
heavens. He was shameless about correcting his friends in their speech as
well as their writing. Worst of all, he preferred his own authorities to my

expertise as a graduate in linguistics.

To put it bluntly, I considered Terry to be an inflexible, outmoded,
prescriptionist linguistic fogey, and he returned the compliment. He
regarded me as an uninformed, anarchistic, bastard child of a neologist.

He was unshaken to hear William Safire and Edwin Newman denounced as
“popularizers." He remained unconvinced that no civilization had ever
collapsed due to abuse of its adverbs. But in spite of that, and in spite of
every time Terry capped a bon mot of mine with, "...O0f course, you meant to
say...", I couldn't help but feel a deep respect for his passion for language
down ‘to the structural level.

What Terry couldn't stand was careless expression. He worried that you
might choose the right words, but still betray your idea with an ill-
conceived presentation. And he wouldn't want you to do that, whatever your
idea might be.

Marc Antony and I will remind you that the evil that men do lives after
them. And if you used to think you knew the difference between "more" and
"better," or if you still check to make sure the wind isn't blowing towards
Broadway Terrace before you say "hopefully," you may tend to agree. But
Terry would be delighted to live on in your everyday speech as a portion of
his immortality.

And for myself, as soon as I step down I know I'll be waiting to hear,
"...0f course, you meant to say...."
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I knew Terry for 33 years. We first met when we were both 17, at the
San Francisco Worldcon. Terry was telling a long dumb joke about a planet
ravaged by a monster named Harms; the punch line was, "Well, we'd better keep
out of Harms' way."

In putting this together I tried to think of Terry Carr stories, but
what I kept getting were flashes of Terry telling stories about other people,
about Pete Graham and Ron Ellik, about Ted White and Carol, about Bob
Silverberg and Becky Kurland. Terry was fascinated by the whole idea of
other people,-other experiences, other ways of looking at the world. He was
extraordinary at imagining what it would be like to be someone else. His
famous skill of pastiche and his even more famous skill as an editor are
connected to this; so is the recurrent theme in his fiction of the frustrated
attempt to comprehend the alien.

I have a friend, a neurophysiologist, who teaches that the nervous
system is defined not by its anatomy but by its function, by the loops along
which information goes out and is transformed and returns, and that many of
these loops travel outside our skins before they return to our heads. Thus
the mind is spread throughout the world.

For me, and for many of us, I think, a lot of those loops went through
Terry. He was a friend, but he was also an organ of perception; because of
him we saw the world clearer and truer than we would have otherwise. When he
died, we suffered permanent neural damage. No wonder we felt so stupid and
miserable.

In 1970, after the Heicon, Terry and Carol and I spent two weeks driving
around Europe in a rental car. The plan had been for Terry and me to share
the driving, but for some reason I got an anxiety attack whenever I thought
of driving the car. I don't know why; I'd driven in Europe before; maybe I
just had a flash of insight into my own driving skills. Anyway, whatever the
reason, the result was that Terry ended up doing all the driving. And on
some days we did a lot of driving. And he was having lower-back problenms.

why did Terry put up with this outstanding example of infantile behavior
and/or shirking on my part? He did put up with it. Not only did he not get
mad nor make me feel gquilty during the trip, he wrote a generally cheery and
dig-free trip report atterwards.

This sweetness was typical of Terry. It wasn't that he was after a
martyr's crown. The joking sobriquet was "saintly Terry Carr," not "poor
Terry Carr." Terry was nobody's victim; in his interactions with the world
he usually emerged with a good portion of what he had gone after.

I think it was that he had the gift of judgment, of clear sight, of
giving things their true values. I had turned out to be a non-driver--that
was a disappointment, but it was no reason to blemish a vacation, or a
friendship. Terry was interested neither in getting mad nor in getting even;
he was interested in getting it to be as good as it could be, and at this he
succeeded a remarkable amount of the time.

What Steele wrote of Lady Hastings can be transposed for Terry: To love
him was a liberal education. :

I would never have dreamed at 17 that 33 years would be so very much too
few.
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FIRST IMPRESSIONS (April B, 1987): Terry Carr died
today. I was working a temporary job in a law office in
Santa Rosa when the call came through from Lucy Hunt-
zinger. "Terry Carr died this morning,"” she told me. "I
heard about it from Patrick Nielsen Hayden." News travels
cross-country fast, I thought. We talked for a while
about how we were going to miss him; I wished her well on
her DUFF trip to Australia and New Zealand (she was
leaving in two days) and said I was going to miss her; and
I got off the phone. Shaking and numb. It was hard to
believe what I had just heard. It was impossible to get
back to the legal typing I was doing for nearly an hour.

I stared at the word processor and made a stab at organi-
zing my first thoughts into something I could put on the
screen. A few incoherent words passed through my fingers
but they were gibberish. I was in shock. Fortunately I
was in an isolated cubbyhole and no one noticed. Somehow
DOORWAY I I;_mge it through the rest of the afternoon and drove.home
e safely.




One of the things I didn’t realize when I got fnto fandom nearly thirty years ago was
that I was going to end up spending such a large chunk of my life here. It was my normal
pattern back then to get involved in some hobby or obsession and stay with it for two or
maybe three years. (It must be a normal pattern for a lot of people since many fans come
and go in that timeframe.) Before fandom it was collecting 45's. At the time I got into
fandom I had over 300 rock and roll 45°'s. Before 45's it was cars. I didn’t have a car,
mind you, but I used to buy automobile magazines like Motor Trend. Hot Rod and Road & Track
on a regular basis and drool over the hardware therein. (While not much of a collector of
such things, I did have a copy of the first issue of Motor Treud of which I thought very
highly.) Before all of that, I collected comic books and baseball cards.

The difference between all of these previous hobbies and fandom has been the personal
contact. You can’'t get close to a comic book, a car magazine or a baseball card. Your
chances of meeting Donald Duck or Satchell Paige or of driving a hot rod car when you’'re
twelve years old (or any age) are pretty slim. But in fandom, I got to know a lot of
people pretty rapidly. All well and good, but another thing I didn’'t realize when I got
into fandom was that I would end up falling in love with a lot of the folks I found there,
men and women alike, and would grow to care intensely about them. Since this happened to
me, I can only assume that it is likely that other fans have experienced the same thing.
The odd thing is that almost no one appears ever to talk about {it.

The above observations had been percolating in my mind for some time, but Terry's
death brought them to the surface once again. Whenever I get to thinking about why I stay
around fandom year afcer year, and why I came back to fandom after leaving it for nearly
ten years to follow a vision and go live in Tennessee, this is the only explanation I can
think of that works. I don’'t stay around fandom for the joy of blowing vast sums of money
publishing fanzines or even for whatever "popularity"” that publishing them might accrue for
me. I don’'t stay around fandom for the dubious joys of attending conventions composed of
thousands of individuals I don’t know so I can ferret out the few score I really want to
see. And I definitely don’c stick around fandom to participate in its heated feuds and
foibles. Love is the only explanation.

Terry was a constant presence throughout my fannish life. He and his first wife,
Mirifam, were the first fans to visit me at my home in Los Angeles back when I was a neofan.
(Terry was, therefore, one of the few fans to Meet My Parents.) Terry's style of fanzine
publishing was a strong influence on my own. Terry was always there to lend a constructive
hand to my projects, to provide well-considered and valuable criticism, and just to chictter
chatter. It was a measure of his generosity that he was that way for many people. I was
looking forward to many years to come of Terry's continued presence in fandom and in my
life. I'm going to miss him for as long as I wish he would have lived.

ON SATURDAY, MAY 30TH, there was a memorial gathering for Terry at Tilden Park in the
Berkeley hills. "In Celebration of the Life of Terry Carr," read the invitation that
arrived in the mail a few weeks earlier. By my best estimate, some 75-80 people attended,
including (in no particular order) Bob Silverberg, Harlan and Susan Ellison, Dick and Pat
Lupoff, Karen and Poul Anderson, Greg and Jim Benford, Dick and Pat Ellington, Marta
Randall, Ron Hoffman, David Bratman, Sidney Coleman, Barbara Silverberg, Rachel Holmen,
Jack Rems, Jay Sheckley, Tom Condit, Rebecca Kurland, Elizabeth Lynn, Len Bailes, Frank
Robinson, Lisa Goldstein, Dave Rike, Redd Boggs, Miriam Lloyd (Terry’'s first wife), William
Rotsler, Alan Bostick, Jeanne Bowman, Michael Farren, Dave Nee, Debbie Notkin, Tom Whit-
more, Jon Singer, Art Widner and Charlie Brown.

And there were two more. I don’t know how long they’d been there before I noticed a
familiar, though gray haired, i{ndividual and his wife talking with Miriam Lloyd. It was
Calvin and India Demmon. Seeing them there was a particular surprise and pleasure. Calvin
and I went to high school together. We had English and algebra classes together, where
Calvin used to observe me reading fanzines stuck between the pages of my notebook. He
expressed interest in what I was reading and, before long, he became an active fan himself
and continued his activity long after 1'd gone on to The Farm. We had not seen each other
since approximately 1970.

It was but the work of a moment to make my way down to where they were standing.
Calvin’s {nitial recognition of me reminded me of what it must be like to attend a high
school ‘reunion, maybe a 20th or 25th anniversary high school reunion, after not actending
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any of the previous ones. After his double take, Calvin, India and I had a pleasant time
catching up with each other and especially talking about the problems and adventures of
raising up four children.

A number of people spoke at the gathering: Greg Benford, Rebecca Kurland, Sidney
Coleman, Dick Lupoff, Jay Sheckley and Carol Carr (the latter briefly, thanking everyone)
come to mind, but there may have been one or two others. Rebecca’s and Sidney's talks are
reproduced in this i{ssue. Since Terry had been a coeditor of VOID in the early °60s, Greg
mainly sang the Void Boys song (all three lines of it). As {s evident from the list of
those attending, Terry was well remembered by fans from, so to speak, all walks of fandom.
I took no notes so this is not a Full Report by any means. It was mainly a wonderful,
though understandably somewhat subdued afternoon of remembering and commemorating Terry.

THE WEEKEND PRIOR TO the memorial gathering was Memorial Day weekend, a three-day
mini-vacation. I packed up the younger two of my four boys and thelr sleeping bags into the
car and took off to Carol’s. We parked the boys in front of a big screen TV and VCR with
Unlimited Movies and Snacks (just the sort of thing young boys like, at least my young
boys) and set about the business of inventorying Terry's fanzine collection. 1 had offered
to assist in doing so when 1 first heard Terry had died and now we were actually embarking
on the project. By and large 1 pawed through the zines, handling each and every one of
that vast expanse, and Carol took notes. Since I'm much more versed than Carol in fanzines
and fan history, this was the best way to divide the work. That weekend, we noted some 75-
85 percent of what was actually there, omitting only the relatively small number of minor
fanzines. We were going through shelves that were organized more or less alphabetically,
sometimes by title and sometimes with file folders of the output of a particular fan, all
mixed together. We listed them by editor, title, issue number and date. Often finding out
all of this Iinformation took some poking around in the fanzine involved; throughout fannish
history there have been fans who made it challenging for those coming later to figure out
when a fanzine appeared and what issue number it was. Terry's collection included a copy
of the Pavlat-Swisher fanzine index and it was of some help in this, but we kept running
across items that weren’'t in it. We also took note of contributions by people who later
became famous, such as the likes of Arthur C. Clarke, Ray Bradbury, Harlan Ellison (Terry
had his first fanzine, an awful crudzine from 1952 or so), Bob Silverberg, Jerry Pournelle,
Roger Ebert, etc. Let me tell you that it took great restraint on my part to keep on
going despite the strong urges to settle down and read some of those old fanzines--especi-
ally the choicer {tems, but even some of the all-time famous crudzines. (Terry’s collec-
tion included a file of all three issues of THURBAN I, most notable for containing the
first appearance of Roger Zelazny.) We kept each other diverted by talking about com-
puters, admiring good examples of hektographed artwork in the earlier fanzines, and looking
forward to the completion of our appointed task. We catalogued fanzines day and night for
all three days of that weekend and made a considerable dent in the task, going through some
35 shelf feet of fanzines and compiling 140 pages of hand-written notes. We made a date to
reconvene to finish the job a few weekends down the line.

That second weekend we once again parked the boys in front of the TV-(no doubt I'll
get letters of comments from people disapproving of this controversial but tried-and-true
method of kidsitting but, believe me, We Did It For Fandom) and started off by finishing up
the fanzines on the shelves. Then we began gathering up and working our way through the
piles on the floor of the basement (a large room entirely lined with shelves bearing books,
prozines and fanzines). Terry had quite a few {tems out of his filing system for various
projects he was working on, such as "The Incomplete Burbee, Volume II," which will be
published sometime in the not too distant future, I understand. (Len Bailes told me the
other night that the publishers had sent Dave Rike the stencils to do headings and {llu-
strations, so I know it should be out Real Soon Now.) There were also stacks of unsorted
fanzines in nearly all of the rooms upstairs. We plowed through all of it, by no means
making as thorough a listing of all this as we had the first weekend. Whenever we thought
we were done we'd discover apother pile of fanzines somewhere else and we'd have to gear up
again and list them. By late Saturday evening, we had gone through everything we could
{ind, making a much more abbreviated listing. (This second weekend we went through about
20 feet of fanzines but only compiled about 60 pages of notes. Mostly we ignored the
repetitive crumps of LOCUS, SCIENCE FICTION CHRONICLE, SCIENCE FICTION REVIEW and other



*70s and ‘80s semiprozines.) We settlied down for some late night conversation about
something besides fanzines.

The boys had gone off to sleep in the old guest room cum storage room and in the
morning they came bursting out announcing noisily, "Robert! Carol! We found another pile
of fanzines in the corner.” Sure enough, they had, so we gritted our teeth and listed
those, too. Altogether we went through around 55-60 shelf feet of fanzines and produced a
catalog listing maybe as many as two thirds of them. The catalog itself runs 96 pages of
small type. It’'s set forth to provide listings of interest both to faans (nothing pertain-
ing to trufandom went unlisted) and to academics interested in fanzines as publications in
which material appeared by famous (or later to become famous) individuals. (If anyone is
really incerested, send me $7.00 and I'll send you a copy, postpaid. But I should warn you
that it’'s unedited and contains some amusing juxtapositions of titles and editors.)

This catalog, incomplete though it was, helped Terry’s fanzine collection find a home
at the University of California at Riverside, where it is an adjunct to a major science
fiction collection. It is intended to be the basis of a growing fanzine collection, to be
called "the Terry Carr Fanzine Collection,” and will be added to as time passes. For
{nstance, in a recent communication, Greg Benford said he'd like to acquire all fifty years
of FAPA mailings. And, although I haven’t asked him, I imagine that the curator would not
take unkindly to anyone reading this sending his/her ongoing fanzines for inclusion in the
collection. (Ceorge Slusser, Eaton Curator, The University Library, U.C. Riverside, Box
5900, Riverside, CA 92507.)

Terry's collection is truly outstanding. To the best of my knowledge, it is quite
complete in every major respect from about 1950 onwards and before that includes much of
the major stuff including complete runs of rare newszines from the '30s and '40s. The
oldest publications date back to 1933. Terry did not just save most of the fanzines he
ever received (though, thankfully, he did highgrade apa mailings), he also purchased or
otherwise came into numerous fanzines from well before his time. For anyone interested in
fandom as a unique cultural phenomenon, it is probably one of a handful of collections of
such distinction on the entire planet. I have to say that while it was enjoyable going
through all these fanzines, the enjoyment was tempered by the circumstances which produced
the occasion. ’

1 feel a quiet pride in being able to assist in a project of such magnitude and am
pleased that one of the premier collections of our genre has found a permanent home and
will be enlarged as time passes and preserved for posterity. I know that lasct sentence
sounds awfully sercon, but I believe that our fandom has produced an unusually good body of
work in its years of existence, even granting Sturgeon’s law.

IN ORDER TO COMPENSATE for an alarming lack of frequency, with this issue I'm allow-
ing the zine to bust loose to the next ounce. I’d like to hear i{f this makes it too large
to comment on easily, but so much good stuff showed up that cried out for inclusion that I
have to yield. Redd Boggs’' regular column, "Penseroso," even had to take an unscheduled
sabbatical; it will return next issue with a longer-than-usual {nstallment.

As always the mailing list has been tampered with so that some of you who used to
read this fanzine aren’'t reading it anymore and others of you are reading it for the first
time. One of our new readers is Boris Alexandrovich Zavgorodny, whose address is Poste
Restante, Central P.0., Volgograd-66, USSR 400066. Boris wrote in response to the mention
in LOCUS that I would be issuing a Terry Carr memorfal publication. I’ve run across his
name in a few other fanzines recently and it excites me that a fan in the USSR is reaching
out to American fanzine fandom. I hope everyone reading this who publishes a fanzine will
send your next issue to Boris and see Lf he understands the meaning of “the usual.” It
would be good for glasnost if Boris got it together, on his own or with a group of editors,
to publish an English language fanzine. How ’'bout it, Boris?

While there are memorials to Terry in this issue, the entire issue is a memorial to
him in the sense that I've always tried to publish a fanzine that he would enjoy reading in
the same way I've enjoyed reading his fanzines over the decades. I believe every fanzine
editor has an unwritten short list of people for whom their fanzine {s primarily directed,
those they want to have see it the most. Terry was always near the top of mine.

--Robert Lichtman



BY GARY
HUBBARD
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IMAGINE, IF YOU WILL, a man. Let's call him "Ralph."” (I have a
cousin named Ralph, but this is another guy.) Ralph is about my age (40),
a little paunchy, and losing his hair. He likes baseball and beer. Ralph
works in a factory, and has to be there pretty early, so he's usually up
before dawn. His wife gets up, too, to fix him breakfast. However, his
teenaged daughter, Sara, won't be up for hours yet. Ralph has two kids,
the aforementioned Sara, and Bill, who is a pilot in the Air Force.

Being a typical American, Ralph eats a typical American breakfast--
bacon, eggs, toast--the works. Pat, his wife, just has a cup of coffee
and a Stella Dora Diet Bar. She's watching her weight.

They talk a little bit. Nothing very important, just the usual chit-
chat that goes down between two people who've been 1living together for
years and years. They talk about their bills, the crab grass in the lawn,
how the neighborhood seems to be going downhill, and so forth.

With breakfast finished, Ralph gets up, kisses Pat good-bye. He gets
in his car, starts the engine, turns on the radio (he's partial to country
music), and off he goes. As he pulls onto the highway, he thinks he's go-
ing to work but, unknown to him, Ralph has gotten into the fast lane to
the Cracked Eye Zone (da, dum dum, da da, dum dum...).

Ralph arrives at the Plant and is waved past the protestors by the
police. There's only a handful of them there today, but they're there
every day. Ralph considers the protestors silly and deluded jerks, the
product of too much education and Commie propaganda. Every day a few
liberal media stars join the protestors for the sole purpose of getting
arrested, so they can get publicity. Ralph considers the whole business
disgqusting.

Ralph is stopped by a guard at the front gate. He shows the guard
his I.D. and is allowed to pass. There's a large mirror in the guard
shack in which Ralph can see a reflection of himself and his car.

Ralph is inside the Plant now and heading for his division. He hitches
a ride with a lift truck operator who's going his way. They talk about
last night's game on TV and swap a few jokes about the protestors outside.

The Plant looks like factories all look, lots of big machines all
over the place making a godawful racket. I forget who it was, but it
‘might have been the poet Robert Burns who said that a visit to a factory
was instructive, because it showed us what Hell was like. The only thing



that sets the Plant apart from most others is that there are mirrors all over
the place. Mirrors and lots of TV cameras. Security is really tight in the
Plant, due to the very, very sensitive nature of the work done here. .

Ralph, for instance, is the supervisor of a department that makes a par-
ticular component for "triggering devices."™ Neither Ralph nor anyone else
in the Plant has ever seen a triggering device; they are, in any event, put
together in another factory somewhere else. Ralph couldn't even assemble
one if he had all the parts in front of him; but then, that's not his job.
Anywhere else in the worse, this lack of information could be construed as
ignorance, but inside the Plant it's called "security."

The morning goes by swiftly. His workers are an efficient crew. They
do their jobs quickly and well. There is surprisingly little automation
in this factory, mostly where the radioactive stuff is handled. Most of the
assembly is done by hand. Every time there's a test, Ralph takes quiet
pride in the knowledge that the bomb was build mostly by hand and that some
things in America are still made the good old-fashioned way.

At noon, Ralph has lunch in the Supervisors' Cafeteria. There are
three different cafeterias in the Plant. There is one for the assembly line
workers, one for the office workers, and one for the supervisors. Pre-
sumably, the management eats, too, but nobody's ever seen them do it. Ralph
has never wondered why the cafeterias and only the cafeterias are separated
along class lines like this (I'm afraid he's not a very reflective person,
is he?). Everybody uses the same rest rooms, after all, save for the tra-
ditional sexual distinctions--again, except for the management. No one's
ever seen them pee, either. 1It's a question that even the Cracked Eye has
no answer for, except to fall back upon the old adage, "you are where you
eat.”

Ralph has a buddy he usually eats with. We'll call him Ed (in honor
of Edward Teller, the inventor of the hydrogen bomb). Ed works in another
part of the Plant. Ralph doesn't know what Ed does, and Ed, of course,
doesn't talk about it. Nobody talks about their work. They talk about
baseball, TV, the weather, stuff like that. Ed often asks Ralph about his
daughter, Sara. Ralph sees nothing unusual about this; he likes to talk
about his kids.

Ralph thinks Ed is a great kidder, too. Ralph once complained about
how high his car payments were, and Ed jokingly offered to set fire to it,
so Ralph could collect the insurance. Maybe that doesn't sound so funny to
you, but Ralph thought it was & gtitch. I gquess you had to be there.

Several hours later, Ralph's work day comes to a close. He punches out
at the time clock, goes out to his car, gets in, and he's gone. Well, not
quite, because it's rush hour and quite a number of others are leaving the
Plant as well. So Ralph takes his place in a narrow stream of cars that
moves sluggishly through the front gate, then fans out into a broader,
faster-moving current on the other side.

Ralph again stops at the front gate and again watches himself in the
guardhouse mirror while the guard fusses with his I.D. Then he pulls out
into the street and heads for home. The protestors are gone, but they'll
be back tomorrow, and so will Ralph. On the way, he drives past a large,
makeshift sign that the protestors have put up. 1[It reads: "ONE ATOMIC
BOMB CAN SPOIL YOUR WHOLE DAY." This makes very little impression on
Ralph. In fact, he's had a pretty good day.

All of the foregoing proceeds from a chain of thought that started a
few weeks ago when I sat down to breakfast and turned on the radio to catch
the morning news. There was a story on how they were having trouble with
the people working in our nation's atom bomb factories; it seems that there
are some people getting on the nuclear. payroll who shouldn't.

Wow! What a heavy concept to have with corn flakes. Atom bomb



factories? I had no idea they made those things in factories. No, really,
I didn't. 1 mean, cars are made in factories. My parents (lmoth of them)
worked in a factory. Even I worked in one for a while. But it's hard for
me to associate anything as glamorous and science-fictiony as A-bombs with
factories.

. I must be suffering from a sort of mental time-warp, because I was
still thinking of these things as being made by the Manhattan Project--you
know, Oppie and the gang. I can see them now, working away like crazy to
develop the Bomb before the Germans, or the Russians, or the Iranians, or
the Patagonians (or whomever we happen‘to be pissed at by the time you
read this article). But I gquess that's pretty 8illy, because there are
zillions of bombs in the world today and more coming off the assembly line
all the time. There's more than a small, dedicated group of scientists
could produce in a lifetime. They'd be pretty worn out by now if they
tried.

It appears that most of my thinking about the Bomb can aptly be de-
scribed as fantasy. I see images of Walt Disney shows about genies out of
bottles and Roger Corman flicks with irradiated cucumbers trying to devour
dreary heroines who are invariably named Lee or Pat. And I also see my
favorite superhero from the 1950's, Captain Flash.

Captain Flash was not what you'd call a big name superhero. He never
attained the stature of Superman or the Flaming Carrot, for example, but he
was pretty good for his time, which was the mid-Fifties. He wore this
snappy red, white and blue outfit that was all one piece and covered him
from head to toe. He also wore dark goggles and these little bowl-shaped
jobbie-dos over his ears. I'm not sure what they were for. They must
have made his ears awfully hot. (This may seem like a digression from our
main topic, but stay with me. There is a connection.)

Captain Flash got his name from a habit he had of clapping his hands.
You see, every time he did this (clap) there would be a loud noise (usually
BARROOM, but sometimes BLAM, or BAM) and a flash of light. He usually did
this when he wanted to change clothes. It worked something like this:
Captain Flash is walking along the street wearing his street clothes. Sud-
denly, he hears a cry for help. He looks up and sees a beautiful girl
struggling against a slimy monster on a nearby roof top. He says, "This is
a job for Captain Flash."” He smacks his hands together (BLAM), there's a
blinding flash, his street clothes fly to shreds, and he stands revealed in
his super-underwear. Presumably he bought cheap suits.

Captain Flash worked for the Atomic Research Center, a government
agency, where he was employed as a research scientist before he got his
super powers. The A.R.C. was more like the kind of place I imagined A-bombs
were made, with scientists in long lab coats toiling away in perfectly
square rooms full of Jack Kirby-esque machinery behind doors labeled "TOP
SECRET."

Anyway, Captain Flash was one of those scientists back when he was
merely Joe Doe, or Lamont Cranston, or whatever his name was (I don't re-
member now; it was a long time ago). But one day he was accidentally ex-
posed to radioactivity. As a result, they fired him. Couldn't have care-
less people working for the A.R.C., after all, so they sent him packing.

He went into seclusion on the family farm, where he confidently expected
to waste away and die. But he didn't. His nose didn't even fall off. His
hair turned blue, but everybody in the comics has blue hair. In fact, in-
stead of being sick from the radiation, he felt stronger than he ever had

before. (In real life, of course, this never happens.) But he was still
despondent about losing his job.
“« One day, while he was out walking .around the north 40 and brooding

about life, he kicked an old tree stump; it promptly disappeared in a flash



of light. This was unusual, to say the least, but after experimenting with
a few other stumps, he came to the conclusion that the dose of X-rays he'd
been exposed to gave him the power to convert matter into energy merely by
stomping on it. (Again, in real life al! radiation does is give you the
power to catch degenerative bone diseases.)

With great power comes great responsibility, so our hero vows to use
his great power for the good of humanity. He offers his services to the
FBI--not what you or I would do, probably, given the same circumstances,
but back then it seemed like the right thing to do.

Well, anyway, the FBI takes him on, gives him a fancy suit, and dubs
him "Captain Flash." Captain was an honorary rank given to older super-
heroes (e.g., Captain America, Captain Huey) and it signified to the readers
that he was mature--in his thirties. I think in real life you have to be
in your forties before you can be a captain, but in the comics by that age
most superheroes were either dead or in retirement ("Ah'm hangin' muh tights
up in thuh closet, Johnny Storm, an'’ that's where they're gonna stay!").
Really young superheroes were, of course, called "Kig" something, and if he
were over 21, he be called "man," like "Bulletman" or "Mighty Man." It's
good to know these things... Since he was a scientist in his former life,
it's surprising they didn't call him "Doctor Flash." Maybe he never got
his degree.

The FBI decides to put Captain Flash to use ferreting out Commie
infiltrators who are trying to steal our atomic secrets. So they give him
a new name (I don't remember what...something), and disgquise his appearance
by changing his hair from blond to blue. They sent him back to his old
job at the A.R.C. where he went merrily to work turning subversives into
high energy particles.

Presumably his fellow scientists and former colleagues accepted the
situation without interest and never saw through his wig. Pretty far-
fetched, you might think, but then these guys never stopped to consider the
ethical consequences of their jobs, either.

For every superhero there's a supervillain: For every Superman there's
a Luthor, for every Fantastic Four a Doctor Doom. Captain Flash had the
Mirror Monster. The Mirror Monster, however, was something truly different
in the annals of supervillainy. He--or more properly, it--was a gigantic,
squid-like critter from another dimension (clearly a far cry from your
average psycho in a red rubber skull mask) who could get into our dimension
through mirrors like a cephalopodic Alice. Since it was so big, though,
it couldn't get its whole body through the mirror, only a tentacle or two.
But, Jesus, that was enough! I could take most comic book characters in
stride. What the heck, even at a tender age I doubted that vampires or
ghouls really existed. But this goober really gave me the willies...because
mirrors were real, and I could see that there was another world inside
of them.

Besides being .really creepy, the Mirror Monster was also a Commie agent.
(I will not insult your intelligence by belaboring the obvious metaphor.)
M.M.'s mode of operation went something like this: say you're a highly
trained, brilliant, loyal American scientist with absolutely no thought of
ever doing anything disloyal. But let's say that it's morning and you're
in the bathroom. You're getting ready for work, shaving. Suddenly, the
Mirror Monster's tentacles come out of the mirror and wrap around your
head. Now, if M.M. is feeling mean this morning, he'll just strangle you
and that's that. But if he thinks you're liable to subversion, he'll force
his tentacles inside your head and take over your mind.

And thus, once loyal atomic scientists become pawns for the Red Menace.
Pretty scary, huh?

Well, think of the dilemma this posed for Captain Flash. Here were al]



these atomic scientists either dropping dead or turning into traitors. As

a government sponsord superhero, his job was to keep this sort of thing from
happening, but he couldn't just go around stomping on people because they
were deluded. (He could nowadays, of course, but in the Fifties, super-
heroes still had a sense of fair play.) Nor could he get to the source of
the problem (M.M. himself), because, strictly speaking, M.M. didn't exist
(he was only visiting).

It was quite a problem. And I'm not sure that he ever solved it,
either. I followed the doings of Captain Flash and his ongoing struggle
with the Mirror Monster for several months. Then, in a climactic episode,

a couple of M.M.'s brainwashed zombies overpowered the Captain and locked
him in a room...a room full of--mirrors!

I never saw another issue of Captain Flash comics. I don't know what
happened to it. Maybe the distributor dropped it. Or maybe the publisher
dropped it. Maybe the artist or the writer quit. Who knows. All I do
know is that Captain Flash has never been heard from since.

I have a theory, of course. I think what happened is this: the Mirror
Monster got to Captain Flash. Maybe M.M. killed him, or maybe just took over
the Captain's mind, but he got him. 1In fact, M.M. got everybody at the
Atomic Research Center. M.M. got all the atomic scientists in Russia, too.
Because, you see, the Mirror Monster wasn't really working for the Commies;
he was working for himself.

Think about it. It stands to reason that the production of atomic
weapons is out of human control. Oppie and the boys only built two or three
of the things. It was the best they could do--even by staying up all night.
But now there are zillions of them and more coming off the production lines
all the time. Does that make sense? Even if we have a war, neither we nor
the Russians will need to use even a fraction of all those bombs to destroy
each other. And consider this: every large A-bomb stockpile in the country
is located on a major faultline. Does that make sense?

Can all of this be explained by ideology, national defense, patriotism,
survival, or just plain blind aggression? All of these things enter into
the equation, of course. Oppie and the boys were patriotic but no ideo-
logues. Ralph think that what he does is good for the national defense.

He hates the Commies, but he doesn't want a war. After all, he has a son
in the Air Force. Actually, making bombs is just his job.

That's probably as good an explanation as any; it's just his job. 1It's
just a job for hundreds of Americans. And over in Russia it's just a job
for hundreds of Russians. Making bombs has become an end in itself, irre-
spective of whether or not we'd need them in a war. In fact, we've had
plenty of wars in my lifetime alone, but so far we've managed to avoid using
even one of these zillions of A-bombs stacked up there on those geologic
faults (with the exception of Hiroshima and Nagasaki, of course).

We don't need all those A-bombs. So who does? Why, the Mirror Monster,
of course. He's the one running the show. He's got everyone mesmerized.

He wants us to make more A-bombs, and more, and more. As many as we can and
as fast as we can. This may seem crazy to us, but it may make sense to some-
one with an alien psychology, like the Mirror Monster.

Or... Maybe M.M. has an ulterior motive for havng us make all these
bombs; one that is chillingly easy to understand. Maybe M.M. is tired of
just sticking his pinkies into our dimension. Maybe he wants to haul his
whole body over. To do that he'd need a massive rip in the space-time
continuum. A rip so massive that it could only be made by the combined
energy of a zillion atomic bombs exploding at once.

No...wait! This is Roger Corman stuff. Herewe are discussing a
serious social, moral and political problem and I'm talking mutated




cucumbers. If only the problem were that glamorous and that simple. But
it's not; it's prosaic and complicated. Bomb-making has become a part of
our life style and a key element of our economy. Even if we could stop
making them, what would happen to guys like Ralph? He's been working in
trigger assembly for 25 years now. What would he do if he were suddenly
out of a job?

Speaking of job, remember how 1 said earlier that this whole chain of
thought started from a story on the radio about how they were having trouble
with some of the people working in the bomb plants. I got distracted and
didn't mention what the trouble was then, but I will now.

It seems that for years and years they've been hiring people to work
in these places, but despite all the guards and mirrors and other trappings
of high security, they haven't really been checking these people out; they
haven't been checking their past records. As a result, some pretty sleazy
characters have found their way into some pretty sensitive jobs.

The story mentioned the case of one character in particular, a super-
visor in a high security area, who had been convicted of raping a teenaged
girl and committing arson for a fee. And this guy was making decisions
that could affect all our lives.

I hope they've canned him by now. But you never know; maybe they
promoted him. When you think about it, rape and arson are pretty good
qualifications for being in the bomb business. At least I'm sure the

Mirror Monster would think so.
In relating the above story, the radio did not mention what this guy's

name was. But I think we know who he is. We've met him. Let's call him

Ed.
--Gary Hubbard

FRLIX wWaS YounG BuUT
IN S HEART HE WAS
A BALLET DANCER.

UNFORTUNATELY WE WAS
EMPLOYED AS A P\6
FARMER .

...AND BacoN PRICES SOARED.



MY BREASTS ARE NO LONGER MY OWN.

They're still attached to me, of course, but they're suddenly at the
beck and call of a tiny creature who can't even talk, but who's awfully good
at communicating his wants, especially to my breasts. All he has to do is
wimper and immediately they puff up like water balloons and drip like leaky
faucets. This causes some pain; I must go feed him.

It's strange having a baby in the house. [I've done this before, true,
but that was a long time ago and Kelly's different from the other two. For
starters, he doesn't sleep. Consequently, I haven't had eight hours con-

. secutive sleep since I was anesthesized for his birth. Karl has become so
accustomed to sleeping on the bus to work that he can no longer doze off
unless surrounded by strangers rustling newspapers to the accompaniment of
rush hour traffic,

I shouldn't say Kelly doesn't sleep, because he does--so long as he's
being held. We'd read that caesarian babies need lots of extra cuddling:;
Kelly apparently read the same books. And he wants to be cuddled upright--
none of this lay down in bed and snuggle up with Mum stuff. So it's 4 a.m.
and I haven't been prone for three days and there he is burrowing between
my breasts and it occurs to me that it's a good thing god made babies cute.
This is their primary survival trait.

We've become experts on not just late night but all-night television.
Of course, the good stations go off the air around 2 a.m. or so, but we've
got cable, which offers 25 different stations for insomniacs and people
with babies. We have our choice of:

1) the Canadian Parliament question and answer sessions (watch three
political parties trade insults in two languages):

2) super-hero cartoons (do children, as opposed to babies, really get up
at 3 a.m. to watch this stuff?);

3) real estate evangelists (make millions of dollars by putting the screws
to everyone else through real estate);

4) yesterday's hockey game, or football highlights from 1937;

S5) exercise programs (who gets up at 4:30 in the morning to do non-impact
aerobics?);

6) old movies (the selection here is small, and rotated weekly):

7) sermons by born-again evangelists;

8) the 24-hour weather report;

9) music videos (country, pop, rock, each have their own channel);

10) 24 hour news?

11) variations on the above.
-17-



Because of Kelly, the State of California has made a quasi-bigamist of
me. when I filled out the insurance application forms, there was a question
of marital status. "Does this mean my marital status, or the baby's father's
marital status?®” I asked. "You see, he's single, and I'm married to but
legally separated from someone else.”

"Well," my case worker replied, "you are living with the baby's
father, right?" “Yes." "Then he's your common-law husband.” "Even though
I'm already married to someone else?™ "That's right.* "You mean, I've now
got two husbands, and it's legal?" "I guess so," she said, unperturbed.

Also because of Kelly, we've learned a few other interesting things,
notably:

Babies float. Because he was so tiny at birth, we worried about bath-
ing him. "You don't have to,"” our doctor told us; "babies don't get dirty."
Maybe not, but after a while they begin to smell like a 6th and Mission
Street wino. We'd already discovered that whenever we wanted to put arms in
sleeves or legs in pajamas, his bones instantly dissolved, therefore figured
that putting him in the sink would be rather like trying to wash jello. We
decided we'd have more control if one of us got in the tub with him. That's
when we found out that the only part of him that would readily go under the
water was his head. So long as we kept his head out of the water, he was
quite happy to splash around, doing the back stroke with his arms and frog
kicks with his legs. Bathing in the tub was an unqualified success, even
if he does have no qualms about peeing in the pool.

Babies get really sick of Brahms Lullaby. We have music boxes, musical
mobiles, "singing"™ teddy bears. They all play Brahms Lullaby. The good
news is that they only play it for thirty seconds; the bad news is that this
is just five seconds less than Kelly cares to listen, therefore Mum spends
all her waking hours winding up music boxes and singing teddy bears. To
tell the truth, there is one musical mobile that plays for fifteen minutes,
but it can be heard a block away over rush hour traffic, so Kelly's not too
fond of it. And already we've been unable to answer one of those important
questions that children ask: How come toy manufacturers have never heard of
Tchaikofsky, or Hayden, or Vivaldi? Why hasn't it occurred to even one of
them that a dancing pig mobile would go really well with In The Hall of the
Mountain King?

We'd been told that breast feeding is an unreliable form of birth con-
trol. However, we've found it to be very reliable. It works like this:

The second Karl and I get within ten feet of each other, Kelly wimpers. My
breasts begin to leak. Kelly wails. Karl and I draw straws to see who'll
change the diaper. You have to wonder how someone as tiny and inutterably
sweet as Our Baby can possibily manufacture a substance the color and con-
sistency of mustard that smells like something that died last Friday and

was left to ripen in a warm climate. And how does he get it smeared all
over his body from foot to armpit? Oh well, diaper changed, Kelly once more
clean and dry, he roots around for tit. I feed him and he (for all intents
and purposes) remains an only child.

Dawn breaks. I resign myself to viewing The Kennel Murders for the
fifth time in as many weeks. Kelly has been awake for twelve hours and ac-
tively nursing for the past three. My nipples hurt. The novelty of having
a baby in the house has begun to wear off; my patience is wearing thin. I
look at him, he protesting loudly that there's no milk left, and wonder if
it's time to phone one of those hotlines for overwrought parents. His
second survival trait comes into play:

He looks me in the eye, he coos, and--for the first time--he smiles.

--Allyn Cadogan, January 1987.



[Editor's Note: The following lecture was inspired by a story
Robert Bloch wrote about 30 years ago, title not remembered,
that was reprinted in The Eighth Stage of Fandom (Advent: 1962).

In that story, Bloch predicted a far-future convention at which
Tucker would deliver a lecture on "Science and Senility." This
lecture, delivered at OKcon in July 1987, is accompanied by four
props: a file card, an aluminum beer can, a bottle of Beam's
Choice, and a large bottle of pills.])

GOOD AFTERNOON. My lecture today is on the subject of senility and
what very little science has done to overcome that dreadful condition.
These notes have been incorporated into a paper to be published by the Oral
Roberts University Press, and the paper will be available this autumn if
the editors are successful in raising funds to keep the Press alive.

Senility is a truly dreadful disease, equally as serious as Twonk's
Disease but, alas, science is tackling the proolem much too late. A sur-
prisingly large number of science fiction and fantasy people -- both fans
and pros -- suffer this awful affliction. In fact, one of the points
highlighted in that University study is that science fiction fans run the
risk of premature senility by reading and collecting science fiction and
fantasy. Oh, yes! The university study also cites case histories of
early senility caused directly by the reading of Gor novels. Those who
read with one hand are judged to be rigid cases.

These poor victims are not difficult to detect, to be recognized as
already suffering the affliction. They appear to be lost, disoriented;
they are ill-at-ease in consuites and tend to be wallflowers:; they dwell
in some fantasy world the rest of us do not see. They have difficulty
carrying on a conversation and they often grope for words, or grope for
you. Some of them carry notes to help them remember their names, their
addresses, their own pnone numbers. A few resort to file cards to remind
themselves of the subject under discussion -- senility. [Holds up FILE
CARD]

I have interviewed senile writers who could have written great stories
and novels, if only they had remembered the pertinent details, if only
their memories hadn't failed them at a crucial moment. They could have
bteen Hugo winners! One well-known and respected writer told me that he had



stumbled across a very disturbing discovery in his researches into archeo-
logy. He truly believed that if he published a story of his discovery it
would cause a sensation, it would bring him a million dollar advance, and
it would win him a front page headline in LOCUS. 1t seems that a modern
skeleton, a 20th century male skeleton, was discovered in a burial pit in
Israel that dated to about 4000 BC. Artifacts in that pit, along with the
ancient bones themselves, were positively identified as belonging to a
farming culture that vanished about 4000 BC, the victims of widespread
taxation. But the modern male skeleton was wearing the remains of a digi-
tal wristwatch, and his teeth revealed that he had undergone a type of
dental work practiced in the 1970s.

The author was unable to write that startling story. He suffered
[holds up FILE CARD] ...senility...and could no longer remember where he
had read the original reports, in what magazine, and who had led the dig
in Israel -- if, indeed, it was Israel and not Jordan. It may have been
Iran, where modern man lives side by side with Neanderthals.

Another once-famous writer suffered the same ignoble fate, and once
again it was in the field of archaeology. This writer was on a dig in
southern Illinois -- he seems to remember it was Illinois and not southern
Indiana -- and was helping a class of university students excavate an
Indian burial mound. One of those pits revealed a family burial, a rather
well-to-do family to judge by the rich artifacts, and the oldest male
skeleton in that pit had both arms wrapped around a Mason jar filled with
Indian head pennies. The burial was positively dated to about 1200 AD,
while the pennies were minted in the early 20th century. The author under
discussion here cannot write that Hugo-winning story. He cannot remember
where or when the dig occurred, he cannot remember if it was in Illinois
or Indiana, and he cannot remember the name of the university that spon-
sored the dig or what happened to the Mason jar. Another great story
lost to [holds up FILE CARD] ...senility.

The writers of dark fantasy and weird tales also suffer from this
dreadful disease. Several years ago I was present in a TV studio where
a well-known fantasy writer was being interviewed live on the air. Senile
people, both men and women, cannot always remember whether they are in a
private or a public place, cannot remember if they are talking to friends
or strangers, cannot remember if they are in a consuite or a TV studio.
This poor fellow was suffering greatly that day, having partied until
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