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On Sale at the NESFA Press Sales Table in the Huckster’s Room

The Limiccd-cdicion BosHone 3*4 Book

From the End of the Twentieth Century
by John M. Ford

From the End of the Twentieth Century contains over twenty stories, poems, and other items by 
Boskone 34 Guest of Honor John M. Ford, including previously unpublished material relating 
to the Lunar Transit System of Growing Up Weightless, several pieces formerly released only in 
limited-edition printings, new nonfiction work, and a new short story written for this collection. 
Hardbound, 313 acid-free pages, with full-color cover art by Boskone 34 Official Artist Ron 
Walotsky. The price for the limited boxed edition is $20 ($33 after the con), and the price for the 
first trade edition is $13 ($21 after the con).

More NEW Books from the NESFA Press

His Share of Glory
The Complete Short Science Fiction of C.M. Kornbluth

His Share of Glory contains all the short science fiction written solely by Cyril M. Kornbluth. Many 
of the stories are SF “classics,” such as “The Little Black Bag,” “Two Dooms,” “Gomez,” “Thirteen 
O’Clock,” “Shark Ship,” and, of course, “That Share of Glory.” There are fifty-six works of short SF, 
with original bibliographic details including pseudonymous by-line. The introduction is by Frederik 
Pohl, noted SF writer and life-long friend and collaborator of C.M. Kornbluth. Hardbound, 670+xxiv 
acid-free pages, with full-color cover art by Richard Powers, price $27.

“For brilliant conceptions and literate use of words, for exciting imagination and 
characters to make it real, the science fiction field is fortunate in many talented 
writers—but none better than he [C.M. Kornbluth].”—Frederik Pohl

“Cyril has been one of the best writers in the business for a long time.”—James Blish

The White Papers
by James H. White

The White Papers collects four of James White’s famous Sector General stories, six other 
stories (including his Hugo-nominated “Custom Fitting”), a never-before-published ghost 
story, and a dozen of his fannish pieces, as well as a Sector General timeline and guide to 
aliens by Gary Louie. Hardbound, 400 acid-free pages, with full-color cover art by Vincent 
diFate, price $25.

Write to: NESFA Press, PO Box 809, Framingham, MA 01701-0203 USA. For mail orders please add shipping 
cost of $2 for one item or $4 for multiple items; outside the US please add $4 for one item $8 for multiple items. 
Massachusetts residents add 5% state sales tax. We accept checks, money orders, MasterCard, and Visa. Our 
fax number is (617) 776-3243 (only credit card orders by fax).
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boskone Policies
Please wear your badge. You will need it to get into all 
convention activities. If you lose your badge, and it does 
not turn up at Information, a replacement badge will 
cost you $20, if you have your receipt. If you lose your 
badge a second time, you must re-register for $43.

No weapons or anything that appears to be a weapon 
are permitted at any time! If you violate this rule, you 
will be asked to leave the convention.

Please remember, if in doubt, ask us.

Boskone 34 Program Book is published by and 
©1997 by the New England Science Fiction As
sociation, Inc. (NESFA), PO Box 809, 
Framingham, MA 01701-0203.

All bylined articles are copyright by their au
thors and are printed here by permission.

"Boskone" is a registered service mark of the 
New England Science Fiction Association, Inc., 
a non-profit corporation registered under IRS 
section 501(c)(3). "Worldcon," "NASFiC" and 
"Hugo" are registered service marks of the 
World Science Fiction Society, an unincorpo
rated literary society.

Editors: Mark L. Olson & Tim Szczesuil
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HOW LIKE A GOD
Brenda W Clough
A realistic fantasy of an ordinary man’s gift of 
absolute power, the dark and bright sides of 
human nature, and a fathers relationship with 
his children.
“The central concept of How Like a God is 
breathtaking in its originality.”
—Shariann Lewitt
0-312-86263-6 • $22.95

FREEDOM AND NECESSITY
Steven Brust and Emma Bull
A unique fantasy collaboration between two 
of the liveliest fantasy authors now working. 
“Steven Brust might just be Americas best 
fantasy writer."—Tad Williams 
“Emma Bull is outstanding among the 
new generation of writers.”
—Julian May
0-312-85974-0- $25.95

THE INHERITOR
Marion Zimmer Bradley
“An entertaining tale of contemporary 
‘magick’ and self-discovery. With a strong 
heroine and a sophisticated treatment of 
magick, this novel offers intelligent 
diversion.”—Publishers Weekly 
0-312-86293-8 Trade paperback - $14.95 
0-312-85996-1 Hardcover • $25.95

CASTLEVIEW
Gene Wolfe
Arthurian legend collides with Main Street, 
USA, in this classic adventure.
“Like all of Wolfe’s work, Castleview is a game 
and an act of reverence—a fine dream of 
superb gallantry7.”—Los Angeles Times 
0-312-86304-7-$13.95

AN ORB BOOK

THE DEALINGS OF DANIEL
KESSERICH
Fritz Leiber
First publication of a recently rediscovered 
masterpiece of Lovecraftian fiction from a 
Grand Master.
0-312-85408-0 • $18.95

TOR
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boskone 34 Commirrce (5c SrnFF
(The people who make the convention happen)

Chair - Davey Snyder

PROGRAM
Dragonslair - Joni Dashoff, Jim & Selma Burrows 
Events - Lisa Hertel

Another Part of the Trilogy Production - Ann 
Broomhead, Chip Hitchcock

Banquet - Gay Ellen Dennett
Meet-the-VIPs Party - Lisa Hertel
Punday - Lisa Hertel
Regency Tea - Suford Lewis

Whist Master - Richard Harter
Main Program - Sharon Sbarsky & Priscilla Olson 

Assistants - Saul Jaffe, Jim Mann
Staff - Claire Anderson, Mike Blake,

Ann Broomhead, Ken Knabbe,
Kelly Persons

FanHistoricon Consultant - Joe Siclari
Filk - Gary McGath
Kaffeeklatches - Kathei Logue

Technical - J. Spencer Love
Writer's Workshop - David Alexander Smith
Video - Steve Hersey

FUNCTIONS
Art Show - Mark Hertel

Chief Flunky - Deb Geisler
Auctioneer - jan howard finder
Construction - Ted Atwood
Print Shop - Elisabeth Carey, Ed Dooley, 

Christine Ivey, Tim Roberge
Sales - Assistant Flunky - Karl Wurst 

Staff - Deb Atwood, Shirley Avery, 
Martin Deutsch, Ira Donewitz, 
Josh Katzman, Tracy Piorkowski, 
Harvey Rubinovitz, Andrea Senchy, 

James Symolon, Amy West, 
Nicholas Wurst

Boskone/NESFA History Exhibit - Pam Fremon 
Con Suite - Susan Kahn

Assistant - Beth MacLellan
Staph - Joe Rico
Mildew - Rich Ferree
Stafflets - Tyler & Ruth Ferree

Game Room - Tim Szczesuil
Assistant - Joe Rico

Hucksters7 Room - Bonnie Atwood
Staff - Deb Atwood, Tom Courtney

SERVICES
Club/Bid Tables - Laurie Mann
Den - Debbie King

Assistant - Charlie Seelig
Hotel Liaison - Gay Ellen Dennett

Assistants - Mike Benveniste, Ben Yalow
Information - Tony Lewis
Logistics - Michael & Nomi Burstein

Dockmaster/Driver - Chip Hitchcock 
Supercargo - Kelly Persons
SBOFmeister - Pam Fremon
Space Commander - Chip Hitchcock

Office - Kevin Allen & Gary Feldbaum
Staff - Deb Atwood, Judy Bemis, Dave Cantor

Plaques - Mark Olson
People Mover - Tony Lewis

Totebags - Fo' Paws Productions
Registration
Advance - Peter Grace

Assistant - Joyce Carroll Grace
At-con - Joyce & Peter Grace

Assistant - Paul Giguere
Staff - Dave Cantor, Todd Dashoff, 

Larry Gelfand, Edwin Grace, 
Marsha Hamel, Skip Morris, 
Helen Nathanson

Ribbons - Sharon Sbarsky
"Space Cadets" Playgroup - Joan Str}; Peggy Thokar, 

Robin Trei
Staff Curmudgeon - Dave Cantor
Treasurer - Ted Atwood

Assistants - Dave Cantor, Dale Farmer

PUBLICITY & PUBLICATIONS
Flyers - Davey Snyder

Distribution - Ken Knabbe
Helmuth Editor - George Flynn
On-Line Liaison - Sharon Sbarsky
Pocket Program - Paul Giguere
Press Relations - Elisabeth Carey
Program Book - Mark Olson & Tim Szczesuil 

Advertising - Ben Yalow
Progress Reports - Tim Szczesuil
Publicity Czarina - Deb Geisler
Restaurant Guide - Mark Olson
Webmaster - Ben Yalow
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(Boskone 34 Committee & Staff continued)

NESFA
From the End of the Twentieth Century

Editor - Paul Giguere
Gaughan Award - Dave & Claire Anderson
Judges - Ron Walotsky, Bob Eggleton,

David Cherry
Insurance - Davey Snyder
Mailroom - Sharon Sbarsky
Sales

Advance - Gay Ellen Dennett
At-con - Dave Anderson & Rick Katze

Short Story Contest - Ken Knabbe
Judges - John M. Ford, Michael A. Burstein 

Skylark Award - Deb Geisler

C rclFcs m an sh i p
Chair's Remarks

Boskone 34 didn't have a stated theme until, I think, 
about mid-September, when someone at a program 
brainstorming session asked me, "By the way, what's 
our theme this year? We should build some program 
around it if we can."

I'm not even sure when we started having a con
vention theme, a lens through which to focus the 
broader vision of Boskone as a convention about sf and 
fantasy literature and the related interests of its mem
bers. But we do now have themes, and while I don't 
think anyone would claim that the theme defines the 
convention, it does serve as a tool, something between 
the aforementioned lens (which is not infrequently the 
bottom of a beer mug) and, maybe, a doorknob (there 
are glass doorknobs, too, faceted crystal like those in 
my 56-year-old house, more prisms than lenses), to 
hang things on and occasionally turn ...

It's a NESFA tradition that the chair chooses the 
theme. I knew that when I was appointed (November 
1995), but still there I was last September, trying to elu
cidate my image of the Boskone I envisioned for Feb
ruary. The word I kept returning to was, and is, "crafts
manship." So, here we are, contemplating the conno
tations of mastery and skill encompassed by that word. 

the exquisite strength of wrought iron; an Official Art
ist whose care for the detail and the sense of a story 
provides illustration and illumination beyond mere 
cover art; and a pair of fanzine writer/editor Special 
Guests who've been involved in almost every aspect 
of fandom—and shared it with the rest of us. We also 
have one of the most eloquent and versatile lyricists in 
the field as this year's Featured Filk Performer.

It's an attitude of the community, a shared passion 
for and appreciation of the best work—books, art, mu
sic, and more—of a complex and limitless genre.

It also has, I've rediscovered in these last fifteen 
months, a definition much closer to home, in the labor 
of love that builds a Boskone. The committee and staff 
who invest so much of themselves in crafting this con
vention (year after year!) apply their creative talents 
and organizational skills because conventions are a way 
to bring together people who share our interest in this 
genre. For this weekend, we create a place of conver
sation about ideas and alternatives; we build the frame 
within which 1,000 personal conventions happen. Our 
craftsmanship is measured by the exchange of ideas, 
the conversations continued beyond this weekend, the 
thoughts carried home for further consideration ...

There are many talents and skills brought to 
Boskone. To all of the craftsmen, my respect and ap
preciation.

Davey Snyder
Chair, Boskone 34

In Re LifCRari

"SF is a pulp form and dead," 
Say the gentlemen wise and well-read;

If we offer exceptions,
They slant their perceptions, 

And say that it's mainstream instead.
—John M. Ford

It's a common element in the work of our guests: a 
Guest of Honor who's won awards for both science 
fiction and fantasy, as well as for game designs, who 
also writes songs and plays, and forges poetry with
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The Ne/x One 

by Diane Duane

The tall narrow limestone-faced building in Cam
bridge Gate, off Regent's Park, is one which relatively 
few people would give a second glance. This part of 
London isn't what it used to be; the nearness of Euston 
Station has increased the local traffic level well beyond 
the sedate, well-behaved stream of cabs and cars that 
would have passed its front doors even ten years ago. 
Nowadays, all the buildings around it have had double- 
glazing put in to cope with the noise and the fumes; 
and their occupants, if they ever look at the tall narrow 
building across the street, do so only to wish that they'd 
had their glazing done when its occupants did—when 
it was a lot cheaper. None of them have the slightest 
idea what that glazing cost: or that it would deflect 
bullets as readily as noise.

When I go there, I appear to do so on my own nickel. 
Reimbursement appears eventually via my London lit
erary agency in Fitzroy Street, disguised as royalty pay
ments for a science series done years ago for the BBC. 
The call seldom comes at any ungodly hour; Herself is 
rarely so inconsiderate to her civilian consultants. So 
the trip means a morning drive to the train station, and 
the 8:45 train to Dublin, a cab from the station to Dublin 
Airport, and a cheap RyanAir flight to Stansted; then 
the shuttle train down to Liverpool Street Station, and 
the tube to Euston.

As I walked the last few blocks down Euston Road, 
past Hodder's shiny new headquarters, I wondered 
what Herself wanted this time. Last time out had in
volved, not precisely a wild goose chase, but a long per
ambulation through the Dolomites which began as an 
investigation into a near-forgotten branch of petty 
Tyrolean nobility and ended in a ... well, never mind, I 
signed a confidentiality agreement. It hadn't precisely 
been dangerous, but the British Library had pulled my 
reader's ticket. Herself had been most apologetic, and 
had promised that the next job would be more pleasant.

So ... Around the corner, past a couple of cheap 
coach-tour hotels which had eaten the old townhouses 
at the bottom of the block. Past the entrance to the mews 
at the back of the building, glancing quickly back to 
see if any cars I knew were sitting there: but the park
ing lot was empty. Past the front windows of Interna
tional Export, curtained in something that doesn't look 
like blast curtain, but is—probably an unnecessary pre
caution. In through the unprepossessing front door: 
there's no security there. No visible security. Down the 
long bare corridor to the elevator, one of the few in 
town these days with a human operator, a man with 
one arm a stump. He glanced at me, and I said, "Nine, 
please."

Up we went. On Nine, the long hallway is carpeted, 
and ambient sound is almost completely missing. The 
00's and their secretaries are all down on seven: up here 
you hear nothing much but the soft hiss of the hard
working air conditioners that keep the "Cray farm" in 
the computer room on the south side cool. The walls 
have only a few nondescript modern prints hanging 
here and there: Herself says there's already so much 
artwork at Clarence House that she gets tired of look
ing at it all the time.

Down to the last door on the left, into the office, 
where her private secretary sat: he nodded me in 
through the paneled double doors, one of which is al
ways standing open. It closed behind me with that clos
ing-safe sound that always makes me wonder how 
much it weighs.

Behind the big teak desk, in the big leather chair, 
as usual, sat M. Ian Fleming long suspected the true 
details about her, but (wisely, for his time and his audi
ence, who would have found them unbelievable) 
masked them. Only recently have the movies which 
sprang from his work begun to get closer to the reality 
... though no closer than gender.

We do not call her M. Or rather, we know what M 
is short for, and since only the tabloids call Herself that, 
we avoid it.

"Ma'am," I said, as the doors closed behind me. I 
can't say it the British way: it sticks on my accent.

"Do sit down," she said.
I did, and she glanced up from the scattered paper

work and said, "The Quiet Man is coming in today."
I blinked at that, for she didn't mean John Wayne. 

It was one of the affectionate in-house tags for one of 
her most effective operatives. A few other people on 
this floor referred to him as "the man in black", even 
though he wasn't always. What was interesting was 
that neither Joel Rosenberg nor any of the rest of the
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Minneapolis crowd had mentioned the imminent ar
rival ... which suggested that this particular trip had 
nothing to do with a convention, or with one of Mike's 
too-infrequent trips to Welsh Wales.

"R&R," Herself said.
I put my eyebrows up. "Moscow? Rome? Bala 

Cynwyd?" I said, thinking out loud about several on
going crises which had recently come abruptly to an 
end. And then, with that weird sense of certainty you 
get sometimes, I said, "Belgrade?" I had been wonder
ing for days how anyone got hundreds of thousands 
of people to stand out in the cold in the streets of 
Belgrade night after night, in mid-winter. But if any
one could, it was Mike Ford doing "Ask Doctor Sci
ence," explaining (among other things) how you got 
the nonstick coating to stick to the frying pan ...

Herself didn't dignify the guess with an answer. 
She just glanced over at the file sitting off to one side of 
her desk. I had seen it once or twice before. It just kept 
getting thicker.

"I think he could use a little time off," she said.
The thought had occurred to me. Ghu only knew 

how much short fiction he'd done in the last few years, 
not to mention the games work, and the novels. A 
schedule like that would ruin most mortals, and made 
me unwilling even to ask Mike, when we ran into each 
other, how Aspects: ANovel with Sorcery was doing. But 
then I'd become, in recent years, much more sensitive 
to questions which begin "Where's the nth book in your 
series—" when you know that the item so eagerly 
asked-after is taking its own sweet time arriving and 
you can't explain why ... (or you can, but not in lan
guage likely to make sense to the listener).

I knew how it was, too, to be kept away from work 
like that by circumstance, or other work less conge
nial. "I don't know if he'd agree," I said. But that file 
was so thick ... and it wasn't galleys, either. "Still ... 
how does he manage to get all this writing done and 
still accumulate all these frequent-flyer miles? And then 
use them."

She smiled slightly. We knew, the whole building 
knew, what he used them on ... really. Writing can make 
a wonderful cover. You can go anywhere, put your nose 
into all kinds of things, while claiming to be doing re
search. Even if you are.

"Ma'am, where were you planning to send him? 
After all consider where he goes in what the Sendee 
would consider his spare time."

"I have been," she said, putting the leg with the 
recently-replaced knee up on a needleworked ottoman. 
"I was thinking ... there."

"Ma'am? I mean, 'Excuse me?"'
"Where he goes in his spare time," she said, look

ing at me levelly over her G&T.
I blinked. It seemed the proper moment to go ob

tuse.
Herself sighed. "There are a lot of things going on 
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in this government," she said, "that don't bear looking 
at closely. By anyone."

I agreed with that wholeheartedly enough. Some 
of the more recent releases of information under the 
thirty-year law had reinforced my feeling that politi
cians and research-and-development budgets should 
be kept far apart from one another.

"The basic technology is really rather retro," she 
said; "dates back to the sixties, in fact. A spin-off from 
one of our other operatives who operated a similar 
cover to the Quiet Man's: he wrote a book called The 
Chilian Club. You've read it?"

"The one where Stonehenge is destroyed at the end 
by the testing of an antigravity device? Yes." After a 
few seconds, I thought about some of the more outre 
reports coming out of "Area 51" of late, and wondered 
whether some intelligence-sharing had been going on.

She got an amused look in her eye. "Yes," she said, 
doing the mind-reading trick, "why not let Uncle Sam 
have the 'monkey model'? It keeps both the high-level 
types at Defense and their R&D boys off our case while 
we attend to other business. You see, the basic device 
has ... other applications."

She went over to the other door, the one which I 
expected let into the room with the Cray farm. She 
opened it. Not the computer room: apparently a closet. 
It seemed dark in there.

She beckoned me over. I went to her ... looked into 
the darkness.

And looked.
And looked. Breath went out, and didn't come back 

for a long time.
"Oh, jeez," I said, at long last, very softly. "It's full 

of stars ..."
Herself was watching me very closely. I barely no

ticed at first. Whatever medium was inside that door
way conducted thought, and emotion, the way air and 
water conduct sound. What I "heard" ... Never you 
mind. After a few breaths I managed to pull back, turn 
away.

"Another writer describes the technology well 
enough," she said. "We're 'exploiting a previously un
explored property of gravity.' Or so Sir Isaac told me, 
once we sat him down with Hawking and got him 
sorted out on the maths."

My mouth was just too dry to swallow. "Time 
travel—"

"Much more than that."
"Where else does it go?"
"Anywhere imaginable literally. 'Alternity' is a 

good enough word for it."
"His word," I said.
"And appropriate. I won't bore you with the tech

nical details. Decades it's taken us, but now that the 
processing power is affordable enough to hide in the 
Household's budget, we can control this technology." 
The "we" did not sound like it meant the usual intelli-
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gence hierarchy. Maybe Herself caught my glance to
ward the south windows, but she let out one of those 
little treacly chuckles of hers, and said, "Certainly not 
those jokers in the new offices down by the river. 'Mili
tary.' 'Intelligence.' Imagine what the oxymorons 
would make of it."

I did, and shuddered. "No," she said, "We manage 
it within the family ... which leaves us free to use it 
responsibly. Which means not very often ... but when 
we do, we use it for a good reason. So," Herself said, 
and sat down again in the chair, swiveling to watch 
me, and the open door. "This is what I sent for you to 

ask. Where do we best send him for a holiday that will 
show him how much we appreciate him?"

"Oh, God." I sat down again, without being given 
permission.

A writer with more universes in his head than, well, 
than some minor gods. A poet, and a playwright, of 
great delicacy and skill: endlessly erudite, and easygo
ing about it: warmly appreciative of others' work, gifted 
in his own. Where do you send him by way of thanks? 
Where is heart's desire?

"I see your problem," I said.
I knew as well as anyone else in our trade—well,
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one of our trades —that the atopias writers create are 
not necessarily Utopias just because we've created them. 
I could think quickly of several places I'd written, with 
some relish, where I would never want to go. Yet there 
were also places I'd written and liked that would be 
quite pleasant but would they qualify, in the long run, 
as the Door into Summer? And what about his worlds? 
How does anyone not a mindreader make such an in
timate judgment? ...

But Herself was sitting there looking expectant, so 
I would have to at least try. "Can I have a look at some 
samples?"

"Surely. It's not difficult: the interface is very intui
tive."

I held up one book. She gestured with her eyebrows 
at the doorway. I went up and looked through the door.

—a flash of light, a CRASH!, then the sound of 
someone saying "Ow, ow, OW, ow ..." Followed by 
another very assured voice saying, "That man will re
cover because he got prompt medical attention. How
ever—"

I burst out laughing as the holo-taping of Doctor 
WflZZy's Kitchen of Wonders continued with its demon
stration of the properties of dilithium. I was tempted 
to watch a while longer and see how many takes the 
taping required ... "It did have the funniest title of any 
Star Trek novel ever written," I said. "And it was the 
funniest inside, too. But I really don't think he's going 
to want to crawl back in there. There were complica
tions ..." I turned away.

There must have been some slippage in the control 
interface, for a second later, a burly, dark-complected 
gentleman with profoundly ridged brows, wearing a 
maroon-and-black uniform with some kind of metal
lic sash over it, looked out through the doorway. He 
said most emphatically, "Before you go ... one thing. If 
you would kindly thank him for the fruit juice. It has 
made life here ... much more tolerable."

"Uh, sure, I'll do that."
He ducked out of sight, leaving us looking at dark

ness again.
We kept exploring. There were places of Mike's to 

be found on the other side of that door which weren't 
in conventional print. Glimpses through the darkness 
of realizations of all Mike's "holiday publications"— 
the exquisite pamphlets which show up from "Specu
lative Engineering," Mike's corporate identity, shortly 
after the New Year, every year: "A Short History of 
Motion Pictures to 1600," "Cosmology: A User's 
Manual," "Troy: The Movie." Shadows—no, not merely 
shadows—strutted and fretted hilariously through 
some lesser-known material. Elerium, the X-Com In- 
House Newsletter: the background "footage" to a 
Starfleet memorandum regarding the translation of 
alien entertainment programs for the Terran market—

MY LITTLE SEHLAT. Because of the

pacific nature and academic values of 
Vulcan cuture, this popular children's pro
gram seemed like a worthy possibility. 
However, extensive redubbing would be 
necessary. For example, in episode #24, 
"Numbers Can Be Fun," problems in 
single-digit multiplication and division 
might replace Fermat's Last Theorem and 
the general solution to then-body problem. 
Also, we recommend entirely new film to 
replace the household-safety sequences 
that conclude each show, as the Federation 
Child Safety Council has no standard 
views on the dangers of playing with se
quential time and unsupervised cloning.

MY MOTHER THE SHUTTLECRAFT. 
It was while viewing these recordings that 
Ensign Straczynski first began to show 
signs of career-related stress—

I laughed again until the tears came as that par
ticular listing finished, but finally I had to say to Her
self, "I don't know they're not what I'd call restful, not 
in the long term—"

"This?" she said, holding up another book.
I glanced through the doorway. Snow blew by al

most horizontally in a howling wind; snow was drifted 
deep everywhere in sight. I knew those mountains, and 
the pass beneath them, south of Andermatt in Switzer
land. Down in the inn, which was now half-buried in 
the snow, a doctor, a mage, a vampire, and an Imperial 
heir were sitting down to dinner, and there was about 
to be a murder. It was the late 1470's ... sort of. "I don't 
know," I said. "It's cold. He's not that wild about the 
cold. And think of the sanitation problems ..."

Herself raised her eyebrows. "Oh, come now. He's 
stayed in Great Tew ... and he wasn't the one who got 
the food poisoning." But she put that book down, 
picked up another.

—the surface of the Moon, blinding white, razory 
black in the shadows—

"I don't know," I said. "It's still kind of recent. 
Maybe too recent: sometimes you want a vacation from 
somewhere you've spent a lot of work time lately, rather 
than going straight back there again—"

We went through everything on her desk, even 
Mike's "Paranoia" module, which always gives me the 
willies: all the novels, all the shorts. I could not make 
up my mind, and finally it started to seem like folly to 
even try to second-guess Mike this way, no matter how 
good our intentions were. Finally I moved away again, 
all too conscious of Herself's eyes on me, and just stood 
in front of that starry darkness again for a while, won
dering what clue I might have missed. The starlight 
went dim within the restless stirring of dark matter, 
the unborn idea moving on the face of the deep. Wait-
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I stood there and shook my head, for there was an 
unsettling familiarity to it. Sometimes, in the middle 
of what might seem long and fruitless work on a project, 
you suddenly find there's much more to work with 
than just fragmented images, lines of dialogue, chunks 
of an outline. In the dark of the back of your mind, you 
can suddenly feel the weight of the real, whole thing— 
the book, the screenplay. It lies there, waiting, indis
tinct but also somehow intimating that it's already com
plete and perfect, though still immaterial: all you have 
to do is bring it through, into being ... Then physical
ity sets in: the typewriter or the computer or the writ
ing pad, contracts and deadlines, the first draft and the 
last. And too often, later, you feel—holding the physi
cal screenplay, the printed book—that something went 
wrong in the execution, something got missed, and still 
lingers back there in the dark. You long—I do, any
way—for the place where the circle closes, for some 
kind of writer's afterlife where you get to meet and 
celebrate your work as it should have been: as it seemed 
once in the darkness, perfect and whole, the special 
effects of the mind and the heart all in place and in 
splendor—never filtered through flawed physicality, 
unstrained through a brain made of meat.

Is this the place where the circle closes? Or where it can 
be made todo so... if you bring the right raw materials with 
you?

Down in the street, audible over other street noise 
through the double glazing, a cab door shut. We both 
went to the window, peered out. The tall figure in the 
battered trenchcoat was leaning through the black cab's 
front window to pay off the driver. Not for Mike the 
Bentleys and the Vipers and Goddess only knows what- 
all finicky machinery of the flashy dressers down on 
Seven: Mike has more important things to do with his 
time than indulge in automachismo and the endless 
struggle with London traffic, one which not even 00's 
win these days. Herself looked down through the 
slightly green-tinged window, and then over at me, and 
said, "Well. Last chance. When you want to say 'thanks,' 
where do you send the man who can create his own 
worlds? ..."

I shook my head. "I wish I could be more help to 
you, ma'am," I said. "But this is Mike we're talking 
about. Something will present itself ..."

Shortly he did. In the bustle of his arrival, we both 
put the minor frustration aside—it's always good to 
see Mike. He never changes much: tall and slim, the 
shoulders a little stooped, the sandy-fair hair thinning 
and a little askew, the gaze sometimes a little vague: or 
seeming vague, until you realize where its real focus 
lies—at a point of convergence you can't even see, and 
later feel fortunate to have been shown. Nothing vague 
about that glance at the moment, though: he was won
dering what I was doing in her office. He greeted Her
self, courtly, and accepted her dry congratulations on 
"a job well done": then turned to me, and we exchanged 
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a good hug and a few words about the doings of sig
nificant others, and the next scheduled assault on a 
major used-book center on the borders of Wales.

The distraction had been creeping up on him: only 
now did he indulge it. The room throbbed with that 
waiting silence ... not so much the horns of Elfland 
wildly blowing, as the stillness in which they would 
sound.

"What the heck is that?" he said, and wandered 
over to the doorway.

And stopped. And gazed through.

We watched, at a little distance.
"It's not that he doesn't know the way," Herself 

said, close to my ear, after a moment. "He would go 
eventually anyhow."

I nodded. "But anything to speed the process up

He stood a long time before the door, gazing into 
the fecund dark. It stirred ... but not by itself, for fe
cundity is not enough. Mere creativity is not enough, 
either. The great creators—secondary, as Primary— 
must bring one other vital ingredient into the dark
ness, for the spark to kindle, and the light to last: com
passion for what they create. It was here, now. The air 
sang with it. And what is life, sang one of Mike's voices 
in response, but an improvisation to the music? ...

We watched him stand there, hands in the 
trenchcoat's pockets: watched the rapt look. I began to 
understand why Herself had been watching me so 
closely, earlier: I was not adviser, but guinea pig ... and 
didn't mind. After a moment, "I never used to know 
what to say," I said very quietly to Herself, "when 
someone would ask me 'Which one is your favorite 
book, your favorite universe?'You stammer, you make 
something up. Some friends who're writers would say, 
'It's the last one I was working in.' That seemed like a 
good answer. Then another friend, another writer, said, 
'It's the world you're working on now. That's the favor
ite.' And that seemed even better ..."

The Quiet Man stepped into the darkness, into the 
starlight. Silence: from what seemed far away, the sense 
of breath caught in wonder, the circle closed: and 
slowly, in the darkness, a smile.

Then, pouring through the doorway and washing 
out all color in the room, came the light, blinding— 
though not to him, and not for long.

Herself shook her head. "Not the last universe," 
she said, blinking. "Not this one, either.

"The next one ... ."
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Ron (Ualorsky: A Poruruiu
by Jack C. Haldeman II

Ron Walotsky has an artist's vision. And more.
I moderated a panel at a science fiction convention 

once with Ron and some other artists. The idea was 
that I would lead the audience into a description of a 
planet, and the artists would do an illustration of the 
critters that might live there.

As the panel and the world developed, the artists 
took notes or small pencil sketches to remind them
selves of details. All, that is, except Ron. From the very 
beginning he started drawing, and not with pencils, 
but with bold felt markers. As the audience suggested 
things and the world shifted and changed, the other 
artists threw away notes, started others. Ron just 
paused, and with a few deft strokes, modified his alien 
to fit the new parameters. When the world had finally 
been created, the other artists started drawing. Ron, of 
course, was already finished.

For Ron is a total professional. He is used to creat
ing strange and wonderful visions to order. This is why 
he is so much in demand. Ron has done hundreds of 
covers for science fiction magazines and books, includ
ing Roger Zelazny's Amber series. His work is in de
mand for other literary genres, too, as well as main
stream fiction. He has illustrated books by such people 
as Norman Mailer, Anne Rice, Thomas Harris, G. Gor
don Liddy, Stephen King, and Tom Clancy. He has done 
sets of collector's cards, album covers, posters... He's 
even painted crabs. Dead ones.

Ron's art is woven onto his life. The walls in his 
house in Flagler Beach, Florida, are covered with paint
ings: science fiction, fantasy, mainstream, and his won
derful abstracts, the work he does for himself. Every 
corner of the house has some hidden treasure: a painted 
box, a decorated stone, a colorful merry-go-round 
horse. The eyes of ancient warriors painted on the backs 

of horseshoe crabs follow you everywhere. His closets 
are filled to overflowing, crammed with more paint
ings than many artists produce in a lifetime.

There are hidden extra treasures in many of Ron's 
paintings. A painting of a mysterious house has one 
small lit window. If you look very closely you can see 
Ron hunched over a drawing board inside the paint
ing. A moonlit road in another painting is not just any 
rural setting, but a place from Ron's childhood, ren
dered as accurately as a photograph.

For Ron lives his art. It is part of him always. On 
our visits, when we walk along the beach, a part of 
him is working. Sitting on his back porch in the morn
ing, looking out at the marsh birds while we drink cof
fee, he's working. Everything he sees becomes part of 
his craft, carefully filed away and brought back to use 
at precisely the right moment.

I'm pleased he is being honored at your conven
tion. Not only will you have a chance to see a collec
tion of his work, you will be able to meet the man.

Ron's been a friend for many years. He's intelli
gent, funny, and a great guy to be around. Take the time 
this weekend to get to know him and Gail, his won
derful and charming wife. They're both good people. 
You're fortunate to have their company. Enjoy.
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“A remarkable — and remarkably good —book.”
-David Drake

A Myth of Rome in Which the Goddess of Love 
Attempts to Forestall the Coming of the Kingdom of God

JULIUS CAESAR
Though he 
was never an 
emperor, he ruled 
the world, and 
died happy at an 
advanced age.

MARCUS BRUTUS 
He loved Caesar 
as a father, and 
hated him like a 
son. But he’d 
stop a dagger for 
him any time.

PTOLEMY
Though a living 
god in the Land 
of Nod, he hated 
Brutus like a 
brother. If Brutus 
were gone from 
the world, per
haps then Venus 
might love him 
best.

VENUS
She’d do any
thing for Brutus. 
But first—

CASSIUS
His lean and 
hungry look did 
not survive the 
Ides of March.

KING HEROD
He slaughtered 
a thousand 
newborns so 
that easy might 
lie the head that 
wore his crown— 
and he missed!

Together they will cast the history of Rome anew, and remake 
the sorry scheme of things entire, in Child of the Eagle.

PRAISE FOR ESTHER I RIESXER:

“A remarkable prose stylist....”
—Washington Post

‘‘One of fantasy’s most entertaining storytellers.... ” 
—Romantic Times

‘‘The first lady of funny fantasy.... "—Booklist

“Friesner...does it so well that we 
can give...one simple injunction: Don’t miss. ” 

—Analog

‘‘...one of the finest fantasy 
writers to emerge during the past decade. ’’ 

—Out of This World Tribune

0-671-87725-9 • 320 pages • $5.99 • FANTASY • Distributed by Simon and Schuster.



I'd much rather 
be at Albacon

Don't make the same 
mistake! Join today!

Bruce Strikes Back!
October 17-19,1997

Ramada Inn • Schenectady, NY, USA

Guest of Honor: Melissa Scott
Art Guests of Honor: Charles Lang & Wendy Snow-Lang
Fan Guest of Honor: Wayne Brown
And back by popular demand: BtUCO the Conqueror!

Masquerade!
Panels!

Gaming!
Art Shoiv!

Magic: The Gathering!
Dealers! Fun!
Indoor Pool!

Neat Stuff!
Munchies!

Exclamation Points!

Bruce and I just 
conquered this 
jungle world.
Now we're going 
back\o Albacon!

Memberships: $22 until 3/1/97, then more.
Gaming Memberships: $6 until 3/1/97, then more

Confirmed Guests:
Usa Barnett 
Debra Doyle 

Michael Chesley Johnson 
Paul Levinson 

James Macdonald 
Chuck Rothman 

Susan Noe Rothman 
Steven Sawick: 

Ian Randall Strock 
Susannah Sturgis 

The Wombat 
Deborah Wunder 

Paul Edwin Zimmer

Many more TBfi!

Albacon '97- P.O. Box 2085 • Albany, NY 12220-2085 
http://www.sff.net/people/rothman/albacon.htp 

email: rothman@sff.net

It came to Schenectady.
Presented by LASTSFA, a 501(c)(3) nonprofit organization

http://www.sff.net/people/rothman/albacon.htp
mailto:rothman@sff.net
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Suzie de JeRRy
by Ginjer Buchanan

My best guess—no one here will have ever expected 
Suzie and Jerry ...

Well, how could you? I mean, think about it. The 
two of them have, individually and together, been 
major influences in fandom for over a quarter of a cen
tury.

Suzie was one of the WPSFA femme fans who came, 
saw, and completely conquered the 1968 Disclave. At 
least a dozen of us (I was there, too) all in black, all in a 
group, at a time when men were men and women 
didn't go to science fiction conventions. Particularly 
attractive women.

Alas for all the young men on whom she made quite 
an impression, a fuzzy-haired boy fan from Ohio had 
already made an impression on her. Yes, folks, they have 
been a couple (moreorless) for over 196 years! (as my 
dog Clancy would count it).

The boy-o from O-hi-o was of course, Jerry; who 
invented short, fast-talking, hyperactive guy fandom. 
All those who came after were Memorex.

Soon it became, somehow, the '70s, in New York 
City, the era of substances that were then delightfully 
illegal but have recently become okay to prescribe "to 
relieve suffering" from certain medical conditions. Back 
then, what we all were suffering from, mostly, was a 
bad case of being 20-something, away from home and 

living on our own for the first time. Thus, Jerry, Eli 
Cohen, David Emerson—three roommates trying to de
termine exactly how many guys and their girlfriends 
could actually live in a one-room apartment. (Okay, 
Jerry—I know I'm exaggerating—there were at least 
two rooms in the Avocado Pit, if you counted the al
cove where Eli would hide the Christmas tree—the one 
that Suzie insisted on putting up—when his parents 
came to visit.)

Those were the good times. Often much wackiness 
ensued. Sometimes there was a tear or two. And a good 
deal of it found its way into Spanish Inquisition, one of 
the best fanzines, I think, of its time. (The fact that I 
wrote for it now and then has, of course, not colored 
my judgement.)

Eventually, Suzie felt an unreasonable need to 
breathe, so she and Jerry followed the sun to Seattle. 
(Little suspecting that they would rarely see it again.) I 
miss them still, but the '80s were the time of Seattle 
fandom, the time when Worldcons became too big and 
diffuse for those who thought of fandom as a comfy- 
chair. It was only to be expected that Jerry and Suzie 
would be there, in the Emerald City, in the fannish cen
ter of things. And it was not surprising that they helped 
in the birthing of Corflu, the convention of, by, and for 
fanzine fans.

So, here we are in 1997. Suzie and Jerry are actually- 
married now. (Yes, she finally made an honest man of 
him.) They recently bought a house (ask Jerry about 
"101 things you can fix yourself"). And here they are, 
as your Boskone Special Guests. You have, indeed, cho
sen wisely.

But, as I said before, Suzie and Jerry are probably 
not going to be what you expected. After all, you're 
probably thinking right about now, to have done as 
much as they have done, in and for fandom, they must 
be, like, at least as old as Lazurus Long.

Imagine your surprise! You will notice that Suzie 
still looks damn good in black turtleneck. You will ob
serve that Jerry still has the majority of his fuzzy hair. 
Sure, like all of us, they are getting older, careening side- 
by-side towards the millennium.

No matter. Have no doubt that in the '00s, Suzie 
and Jerry will continue to be a powerful force in 
fandom, wielding their three not-so-surprising weap
ons—friendliness, humor, and a fanatical devotion to 
publishing the next issue of Mainstream. (Real Soon 
Now...)
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PIRATES OF THE UNIVERSE
Terr}7 Bisson
Now available in softcover—the new novel by 
the Hugo, Nebula, Locus Poll, and Sturgeon 
Award-winning author of Bears Discover Fire. 
“Bissons twist ofVR will make you smile. ... 
The book is a wild ride."
—Fantasy and Science Fiction 
0-312-86295-4 • Soft cover $12.95

TRAVELLERS IN MAGIC
Lisa Goldstein
From fair}7 tales to future tales, an 
extraordinary collection of short fiction. 
“Goldstein’s work is integral to any 
consideration of the art of the fantastic 
in the 20th Century.”
—Lucius Shepard
0-312-86301-2 • Soft cover $14.95

MEMENTO MORI
Shariann Lewitt
“One of the most original portrayals of 
artificial intelligence since Arthur C. Clarkes 
duplicitious HAL. ... A deeply probing 
meditation on the limits of both art and 
computer technolog}7.”
—Booklist
0-312-86294-6 • Soft cover $14.95

DOMINION’S REACH
Diann Thornley
Book Three in the Unified
Worlds saga
“Fans of military SF will 
especially enjoy it. ... This 
proves to be a spaceworthy 
sequel.”
—Publishers Weekly on 
Echoes of Issei
0-312-86286-5 • $22.95

THE FLEET OF STARS 
Poul Anderson
“[Anderson offers] passionate 
engagement in issues that 
matter, realized in vividly- 
imagined stories.”
—Locus on Harvest the Fire 
0-312-86036-6 • $24.95

SATURN RUKH 
Robert L. Forward 
“One of science fiction’s most 
imaginative authors and the 
most consistently amazing.” 
—Greg Bear 
0-312-85417-2 • $22.95

INTERFACE MASQUE 
Shariann Lewitt
A hard SF novel of high-end 
data manipulation in a 
baroque future Venice, 
from the author of the 
highly acclaimed 
Memento Mori.
0-312-85627-X • $23.95
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jLoneStar(on2
August 28 - September 1,1997 • San Antonio, Republic of Texas

The Second Occasional LoneStarCon Science Fiction Convention & Chili Cook-Off
Variously Known as the 55th World Science Fiction Convention & the 1997 WorldCon

Crossing All Borders in Science Fiction
Honored Guests:

Algis Budrys & Michael Moorcock
|| Honored Artist Guest: &

Don Maitz
Honored Fan Guest: Roy Tackett • Master of Toasts: Neal Barrett, Jr. 

LoneStarCon2 • RO. Box 27277 • Austin,Texas 78755-2277 • (512)472-9944
Attending: $135 through July 3L1997 • Supporting: $25 Always

"World Science Fiction Convention’1 is a registered service mark of the World Science Helion Society, an unincorporated literary society.
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JeRRy KauFman - Fake TruFod
an expose by Joe Siclari

Just because he's been writing and publishing 
fanzines since the Sixties, fans seem to think that Jerry 
Kaufman is the personification of a trufan (that's true 
science fiction fan to you SF readers out there). I'm here 
to set the record straight about Jerry Kaufman.

I know all this because I had to share an apartment, 
the CineMansion, with him in NYC way back in 1975. 
You wouldn't believe this guy. The apartment was deco
rated floor to ceiling with movie posters. So first off, 
he's a media fan. He was in Capra, the movie apa at 
the time, too. Yeah, I know the posters were mine and 
I was in the apa too but not nearly as long as he was. I 
dropped out for lack of minac because I was a trufan. 
He just kept writing reviews and articles and mailing 
comments and other stuff. And he likes to party! The 
CineMansion was always full of strange people. 
Whether it was a Phil Foglio visiting or a Scott Dennis 
coming back from Europe or any of a hundred odd (and 
I mean very odd) characters that shared a bed or a couch 
or the floor or my antique dining-room table. It was 
too much!

People keep thinking that this guy is really fannish 
because he and Suzie have published multiple issues 
of highly acclaimed, even Hugo- and Faan-nominated 
fanzines like The Spanish Inquisition and Mainstream. 
Well, let me tell you, he's riding on her coattails (well, 
they live in Seattle now, so make that raincoattails). She 
does all the real work. Yeah, he gets some people to 
contribute and he does some editing and he can type 
some but she was the wonder who could run the mim
eograph. That's why the zines looked so good.

So don't let him fool ya! I'm not so sure about all 
the apazines and the perzines he's done—but I'd be 
suspicious about them if I were you.

Another thing is, he's so sercon. How can a trufan 
be sercon, huh? He's even named the small press he's 
run Serconia Press. And look who he's published. 
Aldiss and Delany and Clute and their ilk? A trufan 
wouldn't touch that stuff. He even helped out with The 
Little Magazine, a literary magazine for ghod's sake!

He's really conned people into thinking what a 
great guy he is. He was selected as the DUFF delegate 
and got a free trip to Australia, where the fans had to 
put up with him for over a month. When he came back 
he published a tell-all trip report, Kaufman Coast to Coast; 
he's not been invited back to Australia as the DUFF 
delegate since.

He's been trying to prove what a trufan he is by 
helping to run really fun conventions like Potlatch and

Corflu. But really, who can claim trufan credentials from 
running conventions? Who's he trying to kid?

And there are a number of suspicious things that I 
can't give too many details about: his fannish origins 
are shrouded in secrecy—when my fanhistorical re
search found him out, he threatened me with bodily 
harm if I revealed them. He's worked for an insurance 
company, and you know what they say about those 
people. And that hair—it's not real. It's steel wool, 
never needs washing, gets wet and pops back into 
place. Hey, that might be the most fannish thing about 
him.

Well, now you know what he's really like. When 
you go up to say hello, hide your true feelings. After 
all, he is one of the fannish Guests of Honor and he 
must have done something to be here.

$taR CLJclr$
Evil threatens a rebel uprising!
Well—the plot contrains nothing surprising: 

Let your lightsaber guide you, 
The Force is behind you—

And ten million in post-merchandising.
—John M. Ford
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ColoRing Oucside rhe Lines 
An amateur's appreciation of John M. Ford 

by Chip Hitchcock
It's typical of Ford's work that of his two Star Trek™ 

books, The Final Reflection takes place a couple of gen
erations before Kirk, Spock, et al. and from the Klingon 
point of view, and How Much for Just the Planet? makes 
so much fun not just of redshirts but of Kirk, Spock, et 
al. that it aroused howls of protest from Trekkies. {How 
Much for Just the Planet? is also far more literate than 
most Trek books, with takeoffs on everything from 
Shakespeare through 60's TV [not to mention Ford him
self and many of his friends], and it's only the second 
Trek book in which nobody dies.)

If you're lucky, you don't have childhood memories 
of being told to crayon inside the lines of your coloring 
book; generations of pedagogues have been taught that 
coloring inside the lines indicates everything from good 
physical coordination to well-developed social skills. I 
know nothing of Ford's growing pains aside from the 
fact that he entered college early, but if he ever was per
suaded to color inside the lines, he abandoned this in
doctrination when he began writing.

The principle of overstepping boundaries, break
ing with tradition, upsetting the apple cart, or what
ever else you want to call it, is of course central to SF— 
or so many of its practitioners will tell you. But SF is a 
lot more conservative than its flagwavers usually ac
knowledge; consider John Campbell's demand for sto
ries that could appear in The Saturday Evening Post in a 
future century. This conservatism can lead to spasms 
of revolt, such as the New Wave of the sixties, the 
tummeling over the various Dangerous Visions, the 
cyberpunk manifestos, and so on. But every now and 
then an author will just go off in a new direction with
out sending up a half-dozen flares to attract attention 
(and, too often, without any flares from Marketing— 
"new" in Marketing's lexicon seems to mean "the same 
as the last few but with twice the ad budget").

Sometimes this doesn't work; it's either a flat-out 
failure or the sort of critical success that editors put on 
their resumes for other editors while thanking the gods 
of books that publishers frequently fail to check sales 
forecasts against results. (Those of us who wait impa
tiently for Peter Beagle's latest were unpleasantly sur
prised to hear that The Innkeeper's Song was one of 
these.) Sometimes the author opens up new territory 
for fellow-authors to work in; I would point to More 
Than Human, The Stars My Destination, and The Left Hand 
of Darkness among others, and I'm sure some readers 
have lists orthogonal to mine. But it is very rare for an 
author to keep on walking through the walls that cir

cumscribe SF in all directions as if those walls weren't 
there—with the notable exception of Ford.

Many writers have played with the idea of travel
ing among alternate worlds. Ford, in some of his first 
published work ("Mandalay" and the following 
Alternities stories), looks at what happens not just 
when the travel becomes play, but when ignorance of 
how the travel is really taking place brings the whole 
jury-rig crashing down on the players. There are sto
ries of worldwide disaster, and stories of personal di
saster, and stories of what happens when playtime be
comes real; Ford combines all of these into a story that 
I read once and recognized seventeen years later.

Bertrand Russell is said to have spoken of the joy 
of watching a couple of fanatic vegetarians arguing 
over whether lentils or chickpeas are the morally su
perior food. If you get enough historians together and 
put away everything with a point or an edge, you can 
have some fun with the question of Richard III; if you're 
lucky, it won't degenerate into "He did." "He didn't." 
"He did." "He didn't" (betray his brother, kill the right
ful heirs, or anything else that Shakespeare and the 
sources he drew from claim). Ford won the World Fan
tasy Award for The Dragon Waiting, in which Richard 
does virtually every slimy thing he's ever been accused 
of—and every time it's the least-wrong thing to do.

The fuss about cyberpunk has been fading for some 
time, and many of its proponents acknowledged some 
time ago that Neu romancer had predecessors in the ad- 
ventures-in-cyberspace genre; the work most com
monly cited is Vernor Vinge's "True Names." On the 
other hand, Web of Angels (which predates "True 
Names") is a story using cyberspace without cowboys, 
rogue Ais, ladies with razorblades in their fingertips, 
or voodoo deities appearing out of nowhere; everything 
that appears has a purpose in the world at large, not 
just to add flash to the story, but the result has as much 
flash and intensity as the best of early Delany or Bester.

Ford has also worked outside SF. It's been over 30 
years since Le Carre brushed aside the glamor thrown 
over spying by the likes of Greene and Fleming to show 
what a dirty (if not oxymoronic) business "intelligence" 
actually is. The Scholars of Night argues that this has 
been true for 400 years, and suggests both why and 
what (little) chance we have to get out of the mess. I 
don't think there are any other SF writers who have 
waltzed through so many category boundaries—not just 
spy fiction but role-playing game scenarios and even 
epic poetry. (His holiday "cards" have become legend,
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particularly the one which an editor snatched up for a 
supposedly-closed anthology, winning Ford his other 
World Fantasy Award.)

The above paragraphs suggest perhaps the most 
out-of-bounds feature of Ford's work: he doesn't do 
anything twice. (I except the Altemities stories, which 
have no common characters or settings, only a com
mon catastrophe that sets up the stories.) Some of the 
most honored and innovative SF writers have sidled 
(or leapt headfirst) into the trap of the common back
ground or the never-ending "trilogy"; publishers like 
authors to do more of the same, as it's easier to sell to 
the generally non-reading jobbers who mediate be
tween them and the retail bookstores. But Ford keeps 
on astonishing us with the unexpected.

Which brings me to his latest novel: Growing Up 
Weightless, which is my personal favorite among Ford's 
books. If you haven't been numbed by what passes for 
YA in this country, you could consider it a YA book— 
there's certainly no adult sex in it, which is the most 
common criterion in a country that fears sex more than 
violence—but much of the story follows the lead 
character'sfather through politics I wouldn't try to ex
plain to most YA readers. It's clear that the world has a 
higher overall technology than ours, from small-scale 
inventions (a wonderful gymnastic maze built out of 
new construction materials) through the classic trope 
of cyborged spaceship crews; on the other hand, he 
abandons the gleaming monorails Clarke put on the 
Moon, and the even more vulnerable subways pro
posed by Heinlein, for a railroad that is surface-bound, 
appallingly wide-gauge, and slow—on the grounds that 
it would do the job better. Ford's interest in theater 
shows up in the lead's career-oriented hobby, but the 
plotline is cinematic in the way the point of view shifts 
from one set of characters to another as their paths cross. 
He also gives a feeling for what music in the future 
might be about without holding it up to ridicule like 
most of the other authors who have tried it.

Reading almost all of Ford's published work over 
the last year has been a wonderfully satisfying experi
ence; my one regret is that I hadn't read more of him 
earlier. I hope this Boskone will lead more people to 
read more of his work.

The SkylaRk AcuciRd
The Edward E. Smith Memorial Award for Imagi

native Fiction (the Skylark) is presented from time to 
time by NESFA to some person who, in the opinion 
of the Membership, has contributed significantly to 
science fiction, both through work in the field and 
by exemplifying the personal qualities which made 
the late "Doc" Smith well-loved by those who knew 
him.

This year's Skylark will be presented as part of 
our post-banquet program on Saturday evening.

The previous recipients of the Award are:

1996 Frederik Pohl
1967 Isaac Asimov
1968 John W. Campbell
1969 Hal Clement
1970 Judy-Lynn Benjamin del Rey
1972 Lester del Rey
1973 Larry Niven
1974 Ben Bova
1975 Gordon R. Dickson
1976 Anne McCaffrey
1977 Jack Gaughan
1978 Spider Robinson
1979 David Gerrold
1980 Jack L. Chalker
1981 Frank Kelly Freas
1982 Poul Anderson
1983 Andre Norton
1984 Robert Silverberg
1985 Jack Williamson
1986 Wilson (Bob) Tucker
1987 Vincent Di Fate
1988 C. J. Cherryh
1989 Gene Wolfe
1990 Jane Yolen
1991 David Cherry
1992 Orson Scott Card
1993 Tom Doherty
1994 Esther M. Friesner
1995 Mike Resnick
1996 Joe & Gay Haldeman

Inco che Cold blackness oF Type
A Bussard free-hydrogen rammer, 
When asked if his job possessed glamour,
Started gaily to tell
How he'd crashed into Hell—

It's in hardback as Lucifer's Hammer.
—John M. Ford
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A Dog in rhe Life 

Jerry Kaufman & 
Suzanne Tompkins

[A version of this article first appeared as an editorial 
in Jerry & Suzie's fanzine Mainstream.]

Suzie here: In 1991, the kind folks at Minicon asked 
us to be their Fan GoH's. We were delighted—thrilled— 
honored (and honoured). We got cocky and wondered 
when someone from the East Coast would call us and 
make it a clean coast-to-coast sweep. Then we actually 
thought about it—wondered, what, exactly, could we do?

One Sunday, we were casting about quite a bit when 
Bob Doyle (the same former-housemate Bo Doyle, the 
major cause of our getting married by getting up at an 
unghodly hour on a Sunday morning and putting on a 
laundry—that Bob Doyle), stopped by, and casually 
suggested doing a Live Mainstream at the Con.

Jerry here: The planning began—a cover by Tarai, 
material from Jeanne Gomoll, A.P. (Andy) Hooper, 
Terry Garey, and David Emerson, illustrations by Craig 
Smith, Stu Shiftman, and Jeanne herself. Jon Singer 
surprised us with unpreviewed material at the con.

It wasn't easy explaining what we wanted to do: 
Eric Heidemann, Minicon Program Director, had 
trouble with the concept of the overhead projector; but 
in the end we got the equipment we needed, a good 
timeslot, and good-sized rooms.

Suzie's Story: Elise Matheson and Victor went out 
of their way to make us feel very honored. Little did 
we know how much further they, especially Victor, 
would have to go before the convention was really over. 
Monday morning (after Minicon) was spent saying 
good-byes and thanking everyone. Jerry was driving 
to Madison with a group of Turbo APAans in Nevenah 
Smith's car to spend a few days, and then return to 
MPLSTPL. I was still job-hunting and beginning to get 
panicked about not being able to find any temporary, 
let alone permanent work; I opted to return to Seattle 
on Monday evening so as to not lose any job-hunting 
time. From morning 'til flight time, I was to be in the 
good hands of Victor and other concom folks and was 
told that first, we would be going to "Fish." (This, I 
eventually found out, was the Minicon tradition: the 
concommittee and others went to a sushi restaurant in 
downtown St. Paul for lunch on Minicon-Monday.) I 
followed Jerry out to Nevenah's car to say goodbye.

Jerry's Story: The car was full: Karen Babich, Velma 
Bowen, Nevenah Smith, a Martian Popping Thing, a 
large rubber frog, and me. We had lunch in Minneapolis 
with Jeanne Mealy, gossiping about friends, apamates, 
and someone called "Junebug." After lunch, Karen and 

Velma crawled into the backseat, while Nevenah and I 
sat in front, talking about Nevenah's art and (hopeful) 
writing career. About an hour later, I noticed a large city 
with a domed building dominating its skyline. Could 
that be Milwaukee? No, said Nevenah; it was too soon, 
this highway didn't go near it.

Then we saw the signs: St. Paul. We should have 
gone through it about five minutes after leaving Min
neapolis. We woke Karen and Velma for moral sup
port, squeezed the Martian Popping Thing, and headed 
in the right direction.

Suzie: Jon Singer—also spending the day "Fishing" 
and hanging about in St. Paul—and I were bundled 
into Martin Shaffer's already overloaded car, and sped

off to rejoin our hosts and other con guests Although I 
had initial misgivings about having lots of yummy raw 
fish after three days of heavy conventioning, it was 
great.

After lunch, Elise led us to the Minnesota Museum 
of Science, and got us passes. We had a fine time expe
riencing everything from simulated earthquakes (Jon 
allowed as it wasn't as exciting as being thrown around 
the room during the October 17th quake; I took his 
word for this), to Hmong villages, to watching people 
putting dinosaur bones back together in a glassed-in
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An extraordinary epic adventure begins with . . .

DAVID DRAKE’S

True brilliance is as rare as a perfect diamond or a supernova. Lord of 
the Isles is truly brilliant. We are in at the birth of a classic. Plot, pace, 

excitement, characterization, but most of all the finely honed and 
superb use of language mark this as one of those exceptional books 
vou will want to have bound in leather and pass on to your grand
children. There is a lot of fantasy out there, but there is only one 
Lord of the Isles.'
—Morgan Llywelyn

“David Drake's work here is original, engrossing, and 
instantly credible. After all the hackneyed, repetitive
fantasy I've read recently, Lord of the Isles seems quite 
wonderful."
—Stephen R. Donaldson
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“Lord of the Islefhas it all—treacherous queens, faithful 
and faithless courtiers, peasants and shepherds who arc 
more than thev seem, wizardry' fair and most foul, 
quests, love beyond the grave, and all manner of despi

cable plotting and unabashed heroics . . .

7
a fast-reading and complex fantasy 

adventure.”
—L. E. Modesitt, Jr.
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“Lord of the Isles is an epic with 
die texture of the legends of

yore, with rousing action and 
characters to cheer for."
—Terry Goodkind
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area (with very high ceilings). Then Elise came back 
from work and Ruth Ladwig, Elise's mother-in-law 
elect and museum employee, drove us back to Elise's 
house. We talked, took a walk to Lake Como, and or
dered a takeout dinner. Then, Victor would take me to 
the airport.

While awaiting dinner, I decided to call the airport 
to check if the flight was on time. I pulled out my ticket 
envelope for the flight number and voila! No ticket! I 
froze. I was exhausted, emotionally shaky, and at that 
moment, very, very embarrassed. I have never lost a 
plane ticket. Quickly, I pieced together what must have 
happened.

Jerry, Jon, and I had hosted a party in our suite Sun
day night, and I ended up cleaning up instead of waiting 
until morning when I'd be a zombie. I had our plane tick
ets, and realized that I should separate the tickets and 
give Jerry his before he left for Madison. Ha, ha, I thought 
at 4 a.m., I certainly wouldn't want to fly back to Seattle 
with Jerry's ticket. Ha, ha. I checked his ticket envelope, 
saw his ticket, and gave it to him in the morning. What I 
didn't see, I supposed now, was that the woman who 
checked us in in Seattle had placed both our tickets back 
into his envelope. (Of course! Doesn't the man handle 
these important things like plane tickets?)

Elise, who had the travel agency receipts, made sev
eral frantic phone calls and was told that as long as we 
had the receipts, we should go to the airport, and would 
be taken care of, not to worry ... Of course!

Jerry: We settled down to a long ride. Nevenah and 
Karen demonstrated bondage techniques on the Mar
tian Popping Thing and the rubber frog . We stopped 
and called Andy Hooper to warn him we'd be late for 
dinner; he grumpily alluded to Nevenah's record with 
cars and long-distance driving.

For the next leg of the trip, I shared the backseat 
with Velma, drifting off to sleep on her shoulder. After 
what seemed to be a few moments, I started awake. 
We were pulling off the freeway, and I asked, sleepily, 
if we were being pulled over by the police.

Black smoke and the smell of burnt oil answered 
that question.

Suzie: Poor Victor! I thought as we drove to the air
port, He must be exhausted. This is so embarrassing. (I also 
thought things like, I hope that Jerry really does have my 
ticket. What will happen if he doesn't ? How will I get home? 
When will I get home? It's certainly convenient that I don't 
have a JOB to get back to ... The con has spent a lot of money 
on us already—a one-way ticket with no lead time will be 
very expensive!) At the airport, we went to the desk 
where we were supposed to be helped. Victor explained 
the situation; the young woman behind the counter 
replied with words that actually meant "Thank you 
very much, but I'm only eighteen years old without a 
brain in my head and I haven't the vaguest idea how 
to help you. Please leave now."

She said Northwest would have to handle it, so we 

trundled over and explained what had transpired. It 
was now about one hour before flight time. After ex
plaining that the travel agency had told us that North
west could take care of the problem, Victor and I heard 
those chilling words, "You were misinformed." She 
gave us the usual buy-a-new-ticket-and-be-reim- 
bursed-when-you-find-the-old-one routine. Eventually, 
she did help by offering to waive the time limit on a 
three-day advance purchase, but it would still be ex
pensive. Victor and I conferred; he made a series of 
phone calls to various concom people to ascertain if 
the con could cover the new ticket. I came up with the 
idea that if we could reach Jerry and he could get the 
ticket to the Northwest desk in Madison, I might be 
able to get on the flight (Jerry had left before noon, and 
should have gotten to Andy Hooper and Carrie Root's 
house by dinnertime, so this seemed plausible.) We sug
gested this to Northwest, who agreed.

Victor then made a new series of phone calls, get
ting Carrie and Andy's phone number, then calling 
them to explain and talk to Jerry. I heard Victor say 
several things that all boiled down to, "Oh, and where 
exactly was Nevenah's car when it broke down?" As 
the meaning of these words sunk fully in to my already 
exhausted being, I developed this little hysterical giggle 
before breaking into serious laughter. Andy said he 
didn't know where they were or when they'd get to 
Madison. Victor told him we'd get back to him. I de
veloped a twitch.

Now, could Victor and I really go back to the North
west desk and explain that the car in which Jerry was 
riding had broken down? Yah, right. Sure it had. We told 
them that he couldn't get to the Madison airport be
fore flight time that evening, but could the next day. 
Our oh-so-helpful Northwest rep went to work things 
out with her supervisor and was gone for about what 
seemed like 5 hours. During this time, behind us, wait
ing in line to check in, was what appeared to be be
coming a unruly mob of people afraid they were going 
to miss their flights. Our rep returned and told us that 
she had me on a flight that left at 9:30 am. In the morn
ing?! We hadn't the foggiest idea of where Jerry and 
company were, or if he really did have my ticket, let 
alone whether he could get to the Madison Airport by 
9 am! So, naturally we said, "Why, of course! Thanks!"

Victor made a few more phone calls, arranging for 
me to stay in one of the unused rooms on the Con Suite 
floor. On the trip back to the hotel, Victor told me about 
the Madison Triangle. I told him about the WPSFA 
curse.

Jerry: We were only two miles past an exit at Lake 
Delton, Wisconsin, about 50 miles from Madison, so 
Nevenah decided to walk back and find a tow truck to 
take the car into Madison, only fifty miles. I pulled on 
my coat and volunteered to go with her, while Karen 
and Velma stood watch. It was a cold but clear night, 
and when we weren't blinded by oncoming headlights,
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we could see the stars.

We got to the exit about half-an-hour later, and 
started down the long slope to a little cluster of build
ings at the bottom. Just as we arrived at the service 
station, lights began to blink off. Nevenah pounded 
on the door, and a young fellow opened for us. He could 
tow the car, he said, but only to this station. Nevenah 
was determined to have the car go to Madison, so she

set up in the small convenience store attached to the 
station, and under the impatient eye of a bored clerk, 
began making calls.

This was a lengthy process. First, she would get 
the name and number of a AAA-approved towing ser
vice; then, she would call the service, only to find they 
really didn't serve AAA members, or all their trucks 
were out, or they didn't go to Madison. Then she'd call 
AAA again. After six tries she finally found a service 
that could help.

Because a tow truck could take, at best, two of us 
into Madison (no one could ride in the dead car), she 
had to begin another round of calls, to find someone to 
come for us. (Karen and Velma would have the dubi
ous pleasure of riding with the tow truck driver.) We 
tried Andy and Carrie first, but Andy doesn't drive, 
and Carrie was too ill for the long trip. It seemed that 
everyone we knew in Madison was sick or asleep or 
owners of cars that were in the shop. Finally, just as the 
tow truck drove into the lot, Nevenah found Bill 
Humphries, who said, "Sure, no problem."

We expected to see Bill in an hour. Now all we had 

to deal with was the tow truck driver. He was a small 
suspicious man in a red deer hunter's cap. He looked 
suspicious when we told him about the two people still 
at the car; he looked suspicious when Nevenah gave 
him vague directions to her mechanic's shop; and he 
looked downright unbelieving when Nevenah told him 
she expected AAA to pay. Nope, he needed cash. No 
credit cards, no checks, only cash—$100.

Nevenah had only checks. I had $78. Would he take 
$75 and a check for the rest? He thought. He suspi
ciously examined Nevenah's check and even my green
backs. Finally, he agreed; his truck rumbled away. 
Nevenah thanked the service station people, we moved 
to the convenience store across the road, and spent the 
next hour talking and eating what $3 could buy there. 
When Bill showed up in an old Volkswagen bug, we 
hugged him happily. Seeing that Nevenah's car was 
no longer where we'd left it almost three hours earlier, 
we began to relax.

Bill drove us to Nevenah's mechanic in Madison, 
where we found her car. All the luggage was gone, ex
cept for Nevenah's, so we were sure that someone had 
taken everything and everyone to Andy and Carrie's 
house. We transferred the remaining stuff to Bill's trunk, 
and drove the last ten-minute leg. There were Velma, 
Karen, Andy and Carrie, lounging in their comfortable, 
book-stuffed living room. I began to say how glad I 
was to be there.

Before I could finish my sentence, Andy rose to his 
feet, and as though he were preaching from a pulpit, 
pointed at me, saying rotundly, "It's only the tip of the 
iceberg. Check all your pockets." I could only gasp.

"You have Suzie's ticket."
Suzie: I checked back into the hotel and explained 

the situation to the desk clerk; told her that I would be 
receiving a telephone call that/zarf to reach me. The air
line had given me a special computer code number that 
would magically make everything cool with the ticket 
transfer and Jerry had to have it. We were concerned 
because my room was registered to the Convention that 
they wouldn't be able to find me. I cautioned her that 
should she go off duty, this message had to be passed 
on. (I've worked with too many hotels for over too long 
a period to let that one get by me.) I was greeted very 
warmly on the 23rd Floor Con Suite, where at least three 
people had keys for me. The room had been part of the 
smoking section and they'd even put a Smokeater in 
the room. (This was apparently arranged during one 
of Victor's many telephone calls.) Talk about hospital
ity! Walking down the long corridor, I bumped into 
friends like Terry Garey and Geri Sullivan, who knew 
I'd already left. Their expressions were mixed between 
seeing a ghost and deciding that yes, they had had too 
much blog. Terry came back to the room with me and I 
poured out this fascinating tale. After collapsing for a 
few minutes, I decided to call Stu Shiffman and Andi 
Shechter (our downstairs neighbors) back in Seattle so
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that they wouldn't wonder where the car was when 
they left for work the next morning. Jerry wouldn't be 
calling for a while, I was sure. I looked around. And 
around. There was no phone in the room ...

I flew down to the front desk, explained, and they 
sent one up quickly. One minute later, Jerry called.

Jerry: Shaken, I rushed upstairs to find my suit
case. I found the ticket folder, and inside it my ticket. I 
pulled it out, and there, behind mine, was Suzie's. Back 
downstairs, Andy gave me the hotel number where I 
was to call Suzie; I went right into the kitchen and tele
phoned. Suzie sounded a lot better than I felt. She told 
me about the arrangement with Northwest and the 
special number I needed to give the reservation desk.

After I finished the call, I talked to Carrie. She was 
much recovered, and said she could easily get me to 
the airport in time the next morning Andy kindly got 
me a bowl of spiced apples and ice cream, while 
Nevenah explained everything to Karen and Velma 
(who in turn told us about being visited by a friendly 
young state trooper while they were waiting; Velma 
was surprised he hadn't acted suspicious of her leather 
pants and cafe-au-lait complexion).

Andy asked me if I wanted to watch some televi
sion to relax, and I noticed that he had tapes of The 
Civil War. I suggested he try one of them. It was a bad 
idea. The screen filled with anecdotes about men burn
ing to death between the lines and doctors performing 
amputations in assembly-line fashion; Nevenah burst 
into tears. We quickly turned the TV off, and did a lot 
of hugging.

Suzie: Worried about the way Jerry sounded on the 
phone, I went down the hall to the dead dog party to 
relax and tell friends about this exciting evening. Vic
tor, who also could finally relax, and I did our little 
dog-and-pony show to a number of folks, telling our 
story, and I had the best sitting-around-in-the-hall chats 
I've had in many a con. Early the next morning, I caught 
the airport limo. Northwest had to call Madison to 
verify things, and the $50 charge that had been men
tioned the night before was mentioned again, but never 
collected. I got back to Seattle; I got the car out of hock 
and drove home; I wandered around mumbling to 
myself for the rest of the day.

Jerry: Next morning was an anticlimax. Carrie woke 
me at seven; we got to the airport at eight, Northwest 
accepted the ticket. I spoke to Suzie that evening; she 
had boarded the nine-thirty plane and flown home 
without incident.

The rest of my trip was very enjoyable (with the 
remainder of my Madison visit and another three days 
in Minneapolis), and mostly stress-free. Suzie and I had 
escaped both the Madison Triangle and the WPSFA 
Curse, and were left, as so often before, with a good 
story for a fanzine article.

Well, we think so ...

Tom Smirh
What you really need to know about Tom Smith is 

that he's a sick and silly person, as blindingly fast at 
songwriting as he is at punning. He's been clocked at 
writing a parody in thirteen minutes and change. At 
TropiCon in West Palm Beach, Florida this past Janu
ary, he did an Improv Concert. For an hour We are not 
talking about a sane person here.

But then, you might get that impression after hear
ing his first two tapes, Who Let Him in Here? and Domino 
Death, in which he hits everything from pizza delivery 
to Clive Barker to Tolkien to Elvis to Star Trek 2 to gam
ing to Dorsai to psychic love to Wile E. Coyote. And if 
you haven't heard the stuff not on those tapes. Ask him 
sometime about The Rocky Horror Muppet Show.

He's entered three songwriting contests at the Ohio 
Valley Filk Fest, and won them all. Their contest the 
next year was based on him-"The Best Song Tom Smith 
Never Wrote." He's also won a slew of Pegasus Awards 
for excellence in hiking, including three in 1991 for Best 
Writer/Composer, Best Performer, and Best Song (A 
Boy and His Frog). And he's won enough punfights at 
Michigan cons that they won't let him compete any 
more; now he runs them, as he's doing here. He's per
formed across the country, as well as in Toronto and 
England. He's also a budding writer, working on some 
short stories and a novel/musical, Skullrose and Tour
maline. As soon as they're done, he'll let you know.

It's pretty straightforward after that. He loves good 
friends, good food, good hugs, and good music, not to 
mention bad jokes and bad movies and nearly every 
episode of Mystery Science Theater 3000. He is, in fact, 
a media junkie. He loves his Amiga computer, and has 
a web site full of lyrics, puns, and other Neat Stuff 
(www.izzy.net/-tomsmith), which you should check 
out. Or, since he's here and so are you, go find him. 
Start a conversation. After all, how much trouble can 
one filker get you into?

Page 26

http://www.izzy.net/-tomsmith


http://www.randomhouse.com/delrey/ 
On Sale in March at Bookstores Everywhere

http://www.randomhouse.com/delrey/


Boskone 34 PkogRam Book

You won't have to go Between 
to get here.

Ben's been taking a few wild twists and turns on his 
journey through time and space to Philadelphia, but 
you won't have to. Philadelphia's excellent location 
and transportation system means your trip couldn't 
be simpler. We're located a t the intersection of multpic 
interstate highways. Rail lines from north, 

south and west converge in the city. And our 
Philadelphia International Airport allows fans to fly 
here directly from Europe and around the country. You 
can even come by cruise ship! It's just a hop and a skip 
with no jump Between to get here. We're not just 

fan friendly, we're also feet friendly.

• Rail connection 
from the airport 
directly to the 
convention 
center and hotel

• Fixed price cab 
fare from the 
airport to Center 
City

■ Blue Line Subway 
Stop under the 
Convention

• Greyhound bus 
terminal 2 blocks 
away

■ Located at the 
junction of 1-95 
and 1-76, drive 
only 4 blocks on 
local city streets

• From 30th Street 
Station, use your 
Amtrak ticket to 
ride the local 
trains directly to 
the convention

■ The Ph lash visitor 
loop bus goes to 
hotels, 
restaurants, 
museums and 
historic sites for 
just $3.00 a day

Philadelphia in 2001: 
The Millennium Philcon*

• Pre-Supporting
• Pre-Opposing
• Presupposer

$10.00
+17.76 
$27.76

Memberships
Philkinder (child) $5.00 Millennium Phil-Kin

Delegate 
Phil-Anthropist

$40.00
$76.00

$150.00

2001
Suite 2001, 402 Huntingdon Pike.
Rockledge. PA 19046"
E-Mail phil2OOT@netaxs.com

Artwork by Barbi Johnson
CcpyogJ'1 C ]996.M<nk J crbinyz Ihr. I'hihdrip'hia m XX11 WttJtkvn Ccouniitcc *U rights restyrnd

FtuUdriphiB in 2001 Uiscpjtrilc nrg.xnlx«llnn thr Fhdcddphji 5.F. Scotty 
iQMu Nntp jv 4 rrgifiterrd service cxaric oi thr PhlUdrlpho S F ut«d by permisear.
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Time Plor
Words: Copyright 1995 by Tom Smith

Music: something like "Time Warp" by Richard O'Brien 
from The Rocky Horror Picture Show

It's astounding that Starfleet has
No working time machine,
So listen closely, Deep Space, Next Gen and Voyager, 
I've got to keep this clean.

Let's do the Time plot again!
Let's do the Time plot again!
It's just a temporal shift—
We meet aliens who just-aren't very bright!
Ignore the Prime Directive—
We know that we are ri-i-ight!
We're moral, wise, and ju-u-ust—
Don't listen when they explay-ay-ayayay-ain!
Let's do the Time Plot again!
Let's do the Time Plot again!

I remember "... Edge of Forever,"
Look at what's happened to Trek since then.
What was done uniquely now is practically weekly— 
Let's do the Time Plot again!
Let's do the Time Plot again!

It's just a temporal shift—
A cosmic entity just-can't-get-it-right!
Put your hands on your phasers—
Misunderstand and fi-i-ight!
Apologize and tru-u-u-ust—
This stuff'll drive you insay-ay-ay-ay-ay-ane!
Let's do the Time Plot again!
Let's do the Time Plot again!

I feel disgusted, reality's busted, 
The timeline we trusted ain't there at all.
I change something teeny, my mom's Mussolini, 
I break wind, and galactic empires fall.

We can make up new babble with a tile set from 
Scrabble,

Dropped into a word processor on blend.
Give us visual whiz tricks, but ignore math and 

physics—
Let's do the Time Plot again!
Let's do the Time Plot again!

Well, I was walking down the street when Sherlock
Holmes

Summoned up a big demon with some ancient tomes, 
The British Royal Navy got me safe offshore, 
Then sold me into slavery, behind the Green Door.
I signed up for an interstellar Trek,
Now I'm gonna take a hatchet to the Holodeck.

(tapitty-tap-ta-tap-ta-tap)
Eight, six, four, two, we can blame it all on "Q"!

Eat your heart out, Marty McFly!

Let's do the Time Plot again!
Let's do the Time Plot again!

It's just a temporal shift—
We try explaining it, but just-can't-get-it-right!
Break out the technobabble—
It's Science Fiction Li-i-ite!
Ignore the stuff you know—
This stuff'll rot your bray-ay-ayayay-ain!
Let's do the Time Plot again!
Let's do the Time Plot again!
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THE ROSETTA ROSEANNADETTA STONE:
Preliminary Translations (after Champoilion) of Dingbat-Linear A.

(Being, in fact, John M. Ford’s interpretation ofpart of a reference chart for Carta, a cartographer’s 
dingbat font. Text © 1989 by John M. Ford. Rendering © 1989 by Teresa Nielsen Hayden.)

Skiers should be insured by The Hartford. Lesbian 
witches should use the public facilities between the 
crooked tree and the extremely difficult Par 4. 
Travelers by sea, air, or Amtrak use the common 
waiting room. Breast fetishists should aspire to better 
things.

Tourist information on Switzerland is universally 
available to college graduates. This church 
designated as a nuclear test site to decrease our 
dependence on foreign oil. Gold is where you find it.

C&jUJUAoXB
When the snow falls, the geese fly away from the 
straight witches. A famous daredevil intends to jump 
a boat over several handicapped persons. Light 
aircraft piloted by buck privates must use the east
west runway. Tins is the doorbell, stupid: are you 
blind, or what?

Talk louder, I am handicapped. The Dow Jones 
moving average affects golfers and Christians alike 
(Westchester proverb). Nuclear missile sites are an 
inappropriate element of the struggle against 
apartheid.

...like a fish needs a bicycle. Passengers from the 
Marine Air Terminal should gather at the Rockefeller 
Center Christmas tree. Brush your teeth twice a day. 
New York Post on sale here. Shame on you for what 
you’re thinking.

Urine specimens by mail. Pedestrian entrance to 
West Bank debates. Oatmeal To Go. Roche’s Limit 
strictly enforced. Protest reductions in Amtrak 
service.

If you light a fire in a dead-end street, golfing and 
horseshoe playing will be severely constricted (Estonian 
proverb). Do not fly helicopters through the bam. 
Restricted monstrance zone.

X+;liinu«
Kiss it and make it better. Heretics left, orthodox 
right. Estimates of Soviet vs. American commit
ment to nuclear power. A really good footnote. 
World Trade Center emergency exits. Industry for 
a brighter tomorrow.
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Qugs and bomds 

by John M. Ford

[The Famous Broadsheet of the prologue was the 
invitation to Neil Gaiman's annual Guy Fawkes party 
in 1995, which indeed contained the typo celebrated 
therein. For those less well versed in English history 
Guy's attempt was in the 17 th century]

"Celebrate the 7th Century attempt to blow up the 
Houses of Parliament using barrels of gunpowder dis
guised as Herrings."

—From A Famous Broadsheet
GUYS AND BOMBS
a playlet inspired by the Famous Broadsheet
[ENTER several Men. The first, GUY, carries a rolled 

set of plans, the rest are straining under the weight of 
small but heavy wooden barrels—except for the last 
man, GERALD, who has figured out that the barrel rolls 
very easily and is simply kicking it along. Their 
progress is somewhat impeded by the fact that all are 
wearing fish costumes: wide-mouthed masks, scaly 
jerking, fins ad libidem.]

BLOODWULF: But why herrings?
GUY "the Fishmonger" FAWKES-WULF: We have 

been over that. Because if someone saw eels with legs, 
they would know something was—

GODWULF: Fishy?
GUY: I warned you. (Strikes GODWULF.) 
BLOODWULF: But I don't mean why not eels.
GUY: Oh, I suppose a six-foot brown trout wouldn't 

arouse suspicion.
TOTHERWULF: I think the focus of the argument 

is not "why herrings" in comparison with other forms 
of aquatic life, but "why herrings" as opposed to, say, 
Scotsmen.

GUY: Scotsmen with dorsal fins? And those woss- 
names they wear, kilts—put yourself in for that kind 
of irritation?

GERALD: I should like at this time to thank our 
cunning and ingenious leader, Guy Fawkes-Wulf, for 
not only providing this ingenious plan to explode the 
Government, but having the courage to create the plan 
in the first place.

OTHERS. Hear, hear.
GUY: Well, shank 'ee, chaps, and especially you, 

Gerald. Praise from a real professional is beyond price.
TOTHERWULF. Where, exactly, does one get to be 

a professional at killing members of the Government? 
I ask only in view of the obvious profit potential.

GERALD: I am of the Cluniac order.
GODWULF: Cluniac monks kill people?
GERALD: Oh, heavens, no. The monks are devoted 

to good works, hospitals, teaching the blind to halt, 

Page 36

that sort of thing. It's in the convents where you find 
the real political ferment.

TOTHERWULF: Brother Gerald
GERALD: Sister Gerald, thank you very much. I 

was admitted under affirmative action. I was person
ally trained by Sister Judah Maccabee. But please, it is 
Guy's plot.

GUY: Thank you, Gerald. Remember, lads, it be the 
Seventh Century, and times are parlous. Not like the Sixth.

BLOODWULF: Or the Fifth. That was a real man's 
Century.

GODWULF: My Dad always said the Fourth Cen
tury was where things really started to go wrong.

GUY: Come on, fellows, you know why you're here.
(The WULFS sing [tune of "Fugue for Tinhorns"]) 
GODWULF: I got some powder here 
The word it sends is clear
We would prefer the Parliament disappear
BLOODWULF: I've got a coil of fuse
Cut off the length to use
Whoever's at the other end's bound to lose
TOTHERWULF: I brought a burning torch
Held close enough to scorch
We'll make a big bang under the MPs' porch
ALL: Ka-boom, ka-boom
This stuff makes a grand ka-boom
When Parliament's in the room
We'll send them all to their doom
Powderkeg—coil o' fuse—burning torch
We got the bomb right here
GERALD: Nice harmony, but what do you propose 

to do should we encounter the guards?
BLOODWULF: If we meet with opposition, I shall 

draw my steel and tell them straightforwardly, "My 
name is Bloodwulf, you killed my father; prepare to 
die."

GODWULF: You haven't got any steel, and your 
father is living comfortably in Jorvik on the proceeds 
from cleverly invested weregild.

BLOODWULF: And while they're trying to remem
ber when they did it, and waiting for my steel, I shall 
belabor them with this 'ere keg.

(As if on cue, a GUARD appears.)
GUARD: What's all this then?
BLOODWULF: My name is Blood—
GUARD: Oh, you want the Jewel Room. Tower Hill 

tube, Circle or District Line.
BLOODWULF (waving sword that he has after all 

produced): That is not why we are here.
GUARD: The Armories, eh? Not to worry, it's a gen-
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eral admission, y'see, not a ticket for this, ticket for that, 
like bloody Greenwich.

BLOOD WULF: My name is—
GUARD: Or the bloody V and A, with their "pay what 

you like, but we'd like four quid, please." What do they 
say at the board meetings, "income is down this year due 
to a general decline in guilt among the populace"?

(They leave him talking and proceed.)
TOTHERWULF: I realize we have come quite far 

in this enterprise without a serious reexamination of 
our primary goals, and indeed I propose no such dras
tic reappraisal now, but our beloved Anglia is hardly 
in the notice of the Carolingian Empire. Just why are 
we proposing to explode King Pepin?

GODWULF: Probably something to do with that 
musical.

GERALD: Speak thou no ill of Ben Vereen.
GODWULF: No, Ben Vereen's certainly immensely 

talented. I was thinking of the show as a whole.
BLOOD WULF: Compared to what? Godspell?
TOTHERWULF: Talk about Theatre of Cruelty.
GODWULF: And which Pepin are we actually plan

ning to blow up? Is that Pepin the Bald, the Bold, the 
Short, or the Wise?

BLOODWULF: What about the hunchback?
TOTHERWULF: That's Pepin the Short.
BLOODWULF: Not in the Murdoch papers.
GODWULF: The dialog has gotten very silly If this 

goes on, I shall stop the sketch.
GUY: I told you before, stop the Monty Python busi

ness.
GODWULF: I was the producer's original choice 

for "The Life of Graham Chapman."
GUY: I am warning you
GODWULF: (grabbing TOTHERWULF) This her

ring has ceased to be! It has gone to join the bleedin' 
choir in—

(GUY applies a torch to GODWULF's keg. The re
sulting explosion leaves of him only a few shining 
scales, drifting down.)

BLOODWULF: Rarely snows this early south of the 
Humber.

GUY: Come on now, it's time to plant these things. 
Sister Gerald, do you have some appropriate words for 
the occasion?

GERALD: Certainly. Book of Armaments, chapter— 
(GUY reaches toward the torch.) Sorry. O Lord, we ask 
Thee to aid us in our smiting of these M.P.s, as Thou 
smoted the Philistines and the Egyptians, theAmalekites, 
the Hittites, the Babylonians, the Assyrians, the Persians, 
the Medes, the Medo-Persians—

GUY: Thank you, Gerald.
GERALD: —the Amorites, the Canaanites, the 

Perlizites, the Hivites, the Jebusitesand their livestock—
GUY: AMEN!
GERALD: —and especially Sodom and Gomorrah. 

Amen.

(They set to work with the powder, somewhat 
clumsily due to the herring suits. As they work, all sing 
[tune of "Guys and Dolls]:)

When you see a Guy
Try to keep powder dry
You can bet that he's tryin' to plant a bomb
When you see some chap that the train's left 

behind
And he don't seem to mind
The odds are the chap
Has quick-match in mind
When you see a bloke
With his coat trailing smoke
And a sense that the seconds are ticking by
Call it bold, call it treason
Only see you recall the reason
That he plans to blow Parliament House sky-high
(As abruptly as the last cue, a group of GUARDS 

appear.)
GUARDS AS ONE MAN: What's all this then?
GUY: Nothing.
BLOODWULF: Certainly not blowing up any Par

liaments.
TOTHERWULF: I remember saying just the other 

day, "As fine a day as it looks for planting kegs of gun
powder under Parliament disguised as Herrings with 
catastrophic intent, I should never consider such a 
thing."

GERALD: I am a Novice of the Cluniac Order, and 
the Blessed Virgin throws her cap in the air upon the 
Nicollet Mall to see your grievous behavior.

GUARD 1: We stand abashed.
GUARD 2: We 'aven't bashed anybody yet.
SERGEANT: Steady, man. You there! What's in 

those kegs?
GUY: Not gunpowder.
TOTHERWULF: How indeed could it be gunpow

der, as it is the Seventh Century—
GUY: Not a patch on the Sixth, though.
BLOODWULF: Godwulf's Dad always said the 

Fourth was where things really started to go wrong.
TOTHERWULF: —and Brother Berthold the Black's 

distant ancestors are still using saltpeter for its old pur
pose.

BLOODWULF: How do you explain Berthold, 
then?

SERGEANT: I ask you again, what is in these kegs?
GUARD 1: Aw, Sergeant, they're fish. Herrings, I 

should think.
SERGEANT: Very perceptive, Constable. PC Finley, 

I believe this is your speciality.
(GUARD 2 removes his helmet and does a 

gape-mouthed, fin-flapping fish pantomime.)
SERGEANT: Well?
GUY: I'm sorry, was he talking to us? He was speak

ing with such a heavy bream accent I couldn't make 
out a thing.
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SERGEANT: Aha! They have fallen for my little 

trap!
GUY: Do you know what I just did to one of my 

companions for stealing Monty Python material?
SERGEANT: Save it for the Court, my man. The 

Judge will want to hear how a herring recognized a 
bream accent—unless he was a spy! Take them away!

(The scene shifts to a courtroom. The judge presid
ing reaches slowly to one side and places a large floun
der atop his powdered wig. He shakes his head.)

BLOOD WULF: Well, that's it then. Sister Gerald, 
does your faith give you any words of help?

GERALD: A fine idea. HELP! HELP! (A pause.) 
Well, so much for that.

BLOODWULF: Totherwulf, you were the philo
sophical one. Is there anything you can say?

TOTHERWULF: I confess to a certain mild annoy
ance.

GUY: If that was all you'd confessed to, we wouldn't 
be here.

BAILIFF: Never fret, lads. You aren't for the chop.
PRISONERS: We aren't?
BAILIFF: Of course not. You see, you lads is fish, 

and—(crowd begins to groan) Wait for it!—you is fish, 
and we are Beefeaters, (full chorus of groans)

GUY: I told you the costumes were a good idea.
(The CONSPIRATORS are led out. From offstage 

we hear a voice call out:)
VOICE: Frying tonight!
BAILIFF: Stand by to deliver broadside!
(All sing:)
How well we remember, 'twas sometime 

November,
Gunpowder, treason, and herring;
We tried to dismember each benchwarming 

Member,
Extreme, God wot, but daring.
But nervous was the hand, 
Too lengthy was the fuse, 
Inadequate the fishy ruse; 
These all did Guy's reforms prevent, 
He's dead—you're stuck with Parliament.

CURTAIN

The PuRple and the (qReen
© 1995 by Tom Smith, inspired by the Babylon 5 episode The 
Geometry of Shadows and by Bill Hirst, the Fluffy Frog

Music: "The Orange And The Green" (Irish semi-trad)

Oh, my Captain Johnny Sheridan, as fine as man can be, 
Set out one day to teach "the fine art of diplomacy." 
He sent me to the Drazi wing, but didn't say I'd find 
A bunch of raving loonies who were really color-blind.

Oh, it is the biggest mix-up that you have ever seen, 
The Drazi are divided into Purple and the Green.

Well, they pair off every five years, put on these colored cloths, 
And are drawn to fight each other like Black Flag is drawn 

to moths.
I said, "It must be ritual," but that was badly put, 
They broke into a hockey game, then broke my fraggin' foot.

Oh, it is the biggest mix-up that you have ever seen, 
The Drazi are divided into Purple and the Green.

The longer this continued, the more it had to build, 
I had to find an answer soon, before someone got killed. 
And then the Green ones kidnapped me, said "It'll be all 

right,
We'll blow the Purples out the airlock—that'll end the fight." 

It'll be the biggest body-count that you have ever seen 
If me and Garibaldi don't save Purple from the Green.

Well, the station now is quiet, and the Captain asked me how, 
I grabbed Green Leader's neckerchief, I lead the Drazi now. 
I made them change their colors, and now they're mori

bund—
In Green one-half were stunning, but in Purple they're all 

stunned.

Oh, it is the biggest mix-up that you have ever seen, 
The Drazi are divided into Purple and the Green.
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(jJhy Is TheRe a FanHisroRicon?
by Joe Siclari

Science fiction fandom started nearly 70 years ago 
and has antecedents going back to Dr. Dodgson's The 
Star fifty years before. Various fanhistorians (Mos
kowitz, Warner, Hansen, etc.) have chronicled some of 
this in several books and in fan publications (fan- 
thologies, bibliographies, collections, and fanhistorical 
fanzines likeFanHistory, Entropy, FanHistorica, etc.). All 
of this, however, has been rather sporadic and defi
nitely unconnected.

In the late 1980's a few fans started promoting the 
idea that we needed to collect and preserve our fannish 
past in an organized manner before those artifacts and 
activities disappeared. Fandom has always been an ar
tifice encompassed by ephemera—small-run fan-zines, 
wire recordings, weekend conventions, and short-lived 
fanclubs. And most of the history is contained in those 
fanzines, many of which crumble as you read them IF 
you can find copies.

Several of us felt that we needed to have a gather
ing to focus on preserving our fannish past. Peggy Rae 
Pavlat, Bruce Pelz, and I started FanHistoricon in May 
1994. It was held in Hagerstown, Maryland. I had the 
luck and pleasure of naming the convention. Among 
others, the attendees included Jack Speer, our first 
fanhistorian, Forry Ackerman, probably the best known 
fan of all time, Art Widner, recently nominated for the 
1946 Best Fan Writer Retro-Hugo, Laurie Mann, cre
ator of the TimeBinders web pages, and Dick and Leah 
Smith, who maintain the Timebinders electronic dis
cussion list.

The Timebinders organization was formed and an 
outline of needs and projects was developed. Most im
portantly, we felt that we needed to encourage those 
who were doing related projects and develop lines of 
communication between them.

From the Timebinders web page (http://fanac.org/ 
timebinders) "The Society for the Preservation of the 
History of Science Fiction Fandom, AKA the 
Timebinders, was formed at FanHistoricon I ... The 
purpose of FanHistoricon, called by Peggy Rae Pavlat, 
Bruce Pelz, and Joe Siclari, was to bring fans of differ
ent fannish generations together to discuss ways to 
preserve fannish history. We developed a series of ob
jectives and went on to discuss them over the two days 
we were together.

"There was an informal get-together at SMOFcon 
in Los Angeles in December 1994. Amore formal meet
ing was held at Midwestcon in Cincinnati in June 1995."

FanHistoricon 4 was held at Tropicon in January, 

1996, and #5 was at Minicon in April 1996. From these 
conventions have sprung a greater awareness of our 
fannish past, better communications, support, encour
agement, and coordination. Some significant projects 
have started as a result: the Timebinders organization, 
of course; the Timebinders on-line discussion; the 
FANAC FanHistory Archives (http://fanac.org), and 
the FanHistory Amateur Press Association (FhAPA), 
to name a few.

FanHistoricon 6 is being held at this Boskone. In 
addition to the program discussions and interviews, 
we have another special item. Thanks to the generous 
support of NESFA and individual fans, we have 
brought Rob Hansen over from England as the first 
recipient of the FanHistoricon Fan Fund. Rob has been 
the major fanhistorian of British fandom. Then is his 
four volume chronological history from the Thirties to 
the Seventies. It is still in progress. He has started an 
on-line Who's Who in SF Fandom (http:// 
www.fiawol.demon.co.uk/who) and he is working on 
a comprehensive bibliography of UK fanzines.

Rob Hansen will be an excellent addition to our 
program as we explore and record our past. That is what 
we do at FanHistoricon — discover more about our 
past, encourage fen to help preserve it, and learn more 
about what has made SF fandom the unique "culture" 
that has influenced so many of us and the field that we 
love.

Remember, most of the great names of science fic
tion came from science fiction fandom. This literature 
is very recursive. The writers influenced the fandom 
that influenced the writers that continued to influence 
the activities of the fandom.

That is only the start of the story. Join with us as we 
discover the rest! SJftL

And One For ODy FRiend FIcrc, Please

A man who leaped time at a bound 
Thought paradox far from profound;

Now, wiser by far, 
He buys drinks at the bar 

For his doubles, who follow him 'round.
—John M. Ford
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Something ShoRC Adouc Hansen
by Avedon Carol

I guess none of us imagined how far it would go 
when Rob first agreed to write "The Story So Far ..." 
for the 1987 Brighton Worldcon. It was just a pamphlet 
outlining some of the easier-to-know bits of British 
fanhistory, but when the con was over, he wasn't satis
fied. Rob's original publication for Conspiracy concen
trated most on the era he knew best—the 1970s, when 
he first came into fandom, and the early 1980s. Some 
people complained about that lack of balance that gave 
far too much weight to the period. But Rob had the 
fever, and started working on something bigger: Then.

So I watched Rob going off on his journey of dis
covery, interviewing the fans who had started the first 
London meetings, poring over old fanzines and news
letters, pulling up facts and anecdotes with glee. Here 
was the letter Bill Temple had slipped into the Newham 
Recorder inviting people to the first meeting of a sci
ence fiction group. And look here—even the Beatles 
owe a debt to fandom. Of course, now people com
plained that Rob seemed to like the '50s too much.

Rob says he wanted to collect the material while it 
was still possible to talk to older fans who might not be 
around much longer, read those yellowing pages before 
they disintegrated, and put it all into some sort of order. 
In some cases, he got there just in time. Others, he says, 
are welcome to develop theories and add the embellish
ments. Rob Hansen is the only normal person I have 
ever met. He does not come from a dysfunctional fam
ily, he carries no unwieldy baggage, and he has no dark 
secrets. He's so easy to get along with 
that even after living with him for 12 
years, I haven't killed him yet. He is 
a good sport and he really, really likes 
baked beans. Gregory Pickersgill 
once complained while watching him 
walk up the street, "Look at him! He 
even walks like he's well-balanced!" 
He claims he will finish his fanhistory 
with the '80s and then stop. But we 
shall see ...

The Gjaughcin Acucikd

The Jack Gaughan Award for Best Emerging Artist 
honors the memory of Jack Gaughan, a long-time friend 
of fandom and one of the finest SF artists of this cen
tury. Because Jack felt it was important to encourage 
and recognize new blood in the field, The New En
gland Science Fiction Association, Inc., presents the 
Gaughan Award annually to an emerging artist (an 
artist who has become a professional within the past 
five years) chosen by a panel of judges (currently Bob 
Eggleton, David Cherry, and Ron Walotsky).

This year's Gaughan Award will be presented as 
part of our post-Banquet program on Saturday evening.

The previous recipients of the Award are:

1986 Stephen Hickman
1987 Vai Lakey Lindahn
1988 Bob Eggleton
1989 Dell Harris
1990 Richard Hescox
1991 Keith Parkinson
1992 Jody Lee
1993 Nicholas Jainschigg
1994 Dorian Vallejo
1995 Bruce Jensen
1996 Charles Lang

You left your v in San Francisco in 1993... 
Isn't it time you paid it a visit?

San Francisco in 2002
A bid for the 60th World Science Fiction Convention®

Pre-supporting memberships $20.02
Pre-opposing memberships $49 • Friends of the Bid $100

Visit our table at Boskone for more details or contact us:
San Francisco in 2002 • PO Box 64128 • Sunnyvale CA 94088 

e-mail: info@sf2002.sfsfc.org • web page: http://www.sfsfc.org/sf2002

Brought lo you by San Francisco Science Fiction Conventions Inc., the people who brought you Conftanctsco'*’. 'World 
Science Fiction Convention' is a registered service mark of the World Science I iction Society, an unicurporated I iterary society.
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GASU®"
July 4-5-6, 1997 

Burlington, Massachusetts

Come join us this year 
for a new kind of 
Gaylaxicon - same fun 
people, but this year we 
are having a relaxacon!

This convention is spon
sored by the Boston 
Gaylaxian Science 
Fiction Society, and will 
feature social activities 
and low-key discussion 
groups.

There is no Guest of 
Honor, no Art Show, no 
Dealer’s Room. Our 
theme is to get to know 
each other.

In keeping with the over
all Gaylaxicon conven
tion series’ general 
theme, this is for les
bians, gays, and their 
friends!

We’ll have a full video 
program, space for large 
and small group events, 
and gaming. We are 
planning an outing on 
Saturday, a possible 
movie trip, and a dance 
Saturday evening.

We are still developing 
activity ideas, and we 
hope you’ll have a few 

suggestions in advance 
for us.

This will be at the 
Marriott in Burlington, 
like 1996’s Gaylaxicon, 
with its delightful ameni
ties of indoor and out
door pools, spa, and 
sauna.

Preregistration: $15 
received by June 15th. 
At the door registration 
fee is $25.

For more information on how to register, visit our Website:
http://www.gaylaxians.org/gaylaxicon97

http://www.gaylaxians.org/gaylaxicon97


The Latest Book in the NESFAs’ Choice Series

His Share 
jp^ofwlory

Tlie Complete Shcvrt Science Fiction of

C- M. Kornbluth
h < 1t. ffy * *

His Share of Glory contains all the short science fiction Witten solely by Cyril M. Kornbluth. Many 
of the stories as SF “classics,” such as “The Little Black Bag,” “Two Dooms,” “Gomez,” “Thirteen 
O’Clock,” “Shark Ship,” and, of course, “That Share of GldyT There are fifty-six works of short SF, 
with original bibliographic details including pseudonymous by-line. The introduction is by Frederik 

/Pohl, noted SF writer and life-long friend and collaborator of C.M. Kornbluth. Hardbound, 670+xxiv 
acid-free pages, with full-color cover art by Richard Powers, ISBN 0-915368-60-9, price $27.

“For brilliant conceptions and literate use of words, for exciting imaginiation and 
characters to make it real, the science-fiction field is fortunate in many talented
writers—but none better than he [C. M. Kornbluth].”—Frederik Pohl

V—Brian

Kornblui iave been born with a lexicon in his ■Damon Knight

ie of the best writers in the busil time.

an-ai

les, Kornbluth became a livin' 
[span of approxi
ienomenal number of stori&C

ertainly the
I was, and he

re erratic than I.”—Isaac Asimov, / Asimovwas certainly;

“Cyril Kornbluth was, by the way, perhaps the most brillianl 
most erratic of the Futurians. He was perhaps more brillian

“In the earlylfoi 
of twenty. In ihi 
he produced^ j 
Astounding* i

“He...quickly established himself as a brilliant short-story writei 
Stableford, Encyclopedia of Science Fiction

“Cyril halbei
Blish

For more info write to: NESFA Press, PO Box 809, 
For mail orders please add shipping cost of $2 fpfone itfrn ojJ 
(617)776-3243. /
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