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*

Software for you,
your Apple, IBM, and Commodore 64.

The Kobayashi Alternative is the first Star Trek® text adventure program. It tests your
powers of observation, evaluation, and multi-level “synthesis”—not to mention sheer
endurance, empathy and sense of humor. Now you are Capt. James T. Kirk and all of
the resources and crew members of the Enterprise are there for you as you confront
aliens and battle the Klingons in search of answers to this mystery of mysteries.

AVAILABLE FOR:

Apple, IBM, and Commodore 64
at your local computer/software retailer or bookstore.

Simond&eSchuster

COMPUTER SOFTWARE

1230 Avenue of the Americas New York. NY 10020

Star Trek is a trademark of Paramount Pictures Corp. registered in the United States Patent and Trademark office used under
licence. Copyright © 1985 Paramount Pictures Corp. All rights reserved. Manufacturer’'s suggested retail price $39.95.



He was the most difficult student the
Master Magician Kulgan had ever instructed.
Yet his strange powers would one day
alter forever the destinies of two worlds...

RAYMOND E. FEIST
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Volume One in the RIFT WAR SAGA

“TOTALLY GRIPPING...A
fantasy of epic scope, fast-
moving action and vivid
imagination, with enough
- material for a half dozen
novels. |
—The Washington Post §5
Book World 1
“THE BEST NEW FANTASY £4
IN YEARS...has a chance of
putting its author firmly on
the throne next to Tolkien—
and keeping him there.’ B L. F/
—The Dragon Magazine ' %S, . " S

e R
e e e
R e
o Sl B

A BANTAM BOOK




W,

ﬁmmtﬁxmtmg fantasy adventure series

i any wmtd Er&nad i

bY -.-':;':-'-'.-i:'.'_'::fi': o

979 &gmup Gf AmerIGEt S mGSt
b d and imaginative ?vaung writers
cided to create a tantasy world
Et::v:geﬂmar———-:&zu world with consis-
tent laws, continuing characters,
and unlimited possibilities for
magical adventure. The result
was THIEVES WORLD ™-—and
the excitement has grown with
each succeeding book. Now, the
seventh volume—{featuring

~ stories by C.J. Cherryh, Janet
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DTORIAL

OLD HUNDREDTH

This is the 100th issue of Isaac
Asimov’s Science Fiction Maga-
zine!

It was on December 16, 1976, that
the first issue of the magazine was
placed in my hands, and now, nine
years and one day later, the 100th
issue has reached the newsstand.

Those of you who can multiply
nine by twelve in a flash and then
add one, might wonder why this
1sn’t the 109th issue, since that is
the number with which a monthly
magazine should open its tenth
year. If, however, you are an old-
timer who has been reading the
magazine from the start, you will
remember that we were a quar-
terly in the first year and a bi-
monthly in the second year, losing
fourteen monthly issues.

Then, in the last five years, we
have been a tetraweekly, publish-
ing every four weeks and gaining
an issue each year. Subtracting
five from fourteen means that we
are still nine issues behind and
that’s why this is the 100th issue
and not the 109th. (And you thought
there was no advantage to knowing
higher mathematics!)

There is great personal satisfac-
tion to me in the fact that thismag-
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azine has endured a hundred issues.
After the first number of Galaxy
Science Fiction, dated October, 1950,

hit the newsstands, dozens of still

- newer science fiction magazines

have been launched, and during
the thirty-five years that have
elapsed, only Asimov’s has lasted
as many as a hundred issues.

I don’t say this vauntingly, or
triumphantly. If you want me to be
honest, I say it only with heartfelt
relief. When the magazine first ap-
peared, I had no way of knowing
how long it would last, and, as a
matter of fact, I made no secret of
my less-than-total confidence but
admitted to it in my first editorial.
Here’s what I said:

“Now what about the magazine
itself? Life is risky for magazines
in these days of television and pa-
perbacks so we are starting as a
quarterly. What reader support
we’ll get is now in the lap of the
gods, but if things go as we ear-
nestly hope they do, we will work
our way up to monthly as soon as
we can.”

There! You have to admit that
that does not breathe jubilant self-
assurance. 1 prepared myself for a
quick demise—after all, almost all



new science fiction magazines last ISAAC ASIMOV:
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heartfelt praise, and without even CARL BARTEE:

Ve : : Director of Manufacturing
waiting for the second, gave it six CAROI.E DIXON
issllllles to livei at moslt.d S Vv ALM #mmmim

e o Raloans eae Pee o v CYNTHIA MANSON:
gave me a reason to make the mag- Director Subsidiary Righ
azine live—if only to show the F}ﬁ,ﬁf&?&'m
gentleman he was wrong. I re- VEENA RAGHAVEN:

. . Pr ‘
minded Joel Davis th-at.o_ne had to Loumml SE MWU CAR:
be prepared to take initial losses Criation Diector Reta

(a reminder our Steadfast Pub- JACMES R. CAULKINS:
lis_her did not need), I urged George Pm?éi"mfﬁ'?f’bu:
Scithers (our first editor) to get the Clrc:t‘J;c:Ahch'\ [;EecF'hir I.Sll.momﬂmm
best stories that were available, Advertising Manager
and I se!: about writing th_e rqost ADVERTISING OFFIGES
provocative and bouncy editorials NEW YORK
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- If I sound as though it were I, Sonviny Mbheions
singlehandedly, who did this, I am PAULA COLLINS
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ot me-saving, find out what we're look-
ng for, and how to prepare it, before
mifting your story.

there it ended. Once, Shawna
handed back an item I had given

EDITORIAL: OLD HUNDREDTH



her, and said, “Oh, boy, I'll have to
explain this to Joel.” To which I
said, “No, you don’t. You're editor,
and you don’t have to explain your

decisions to anyone,” and took the
item back.*

Am I now confident that we are
eternal? Of course not. Admittedly,
the magazine is not only still alive
but is actually better off, as far as
circulation and earnings are con-
cerned, than ever before in its still-
short history, thanks in large part
to Shawna’s daring and (in all hon-
esty) chance-taking editorial poli-
cies.

Nevertheless, we can no more
predict the future now than we
could nine years ago. Galaxy, the
last successful science fiction mag-
azine before our own, began with
a terrific bang. It took only three
issues for it to establish itself as a
dangerous competitor to the hith-
erto unassailable Astounding Sci-
ence Fiction. And yet, through a
long and complicated series of
events, most of which were com-

pletely beyond the powers of its se-

ries of editors to cope with, the
magazine declined and fell at last.

And so it may be with us—but
I assure you we will put up the good
fight, and that as far as it lies with
Joel and with me and with the ed-
itors and staff to influence events,
we will see to it that Asimov’s con-
tinues to improve in both quality
and profitability, and that it will
ascend rather than decline.

But there’s one sad development

*Don’t feel bad. | sold it elsewhere.

that I must explain in connection
with this issue. You have probably
already become aware of it, but as
of this issue, Shawna is no long
editor of the magazine. In a way it
was inevitable. She had done so
outstanding a job, and I have so
incautiously let everyone know
about it, that sooner or later some
predatory outsider was bound to
make her an offer she couldn’t re-
fuse. When she told me about it
(before she told anyone else) I asked
her how much more money she was
getting—with the full intention of
sweet-talking Joel into matching
the rise. However, she told me it
was not a matter of money but of
career opportunities, and with that
I could not argue. I forced a smile
and gave her my paternal blessing.

Shawna joined the magazine as
assistant editor in its 10th issue
and by the 11th she was an asso-
ciate editor. With the  34th issue,
she became the managing editor.
She retained that position when
Kathleen Moloney became our sec-
ond editor with the 51st issue, sup-
plying useful continuity. Then,
when Kathleen received an offer
she couldn’t refuse (I suppose it’s
a sign of the quality of our choices
that others keep trying to lure
them away), Shawna finally be-
came our third editor with our 61st
issue.

With that same issue, sweet
Sheila Williams joined our edito-
rial staff and quickly advanced to
managing editor. She will remain
in that post so that now it is her
turn to supply the much needed

ISAAC ASIMOV
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continuity. I am thinking of pre-
paring an "Agreement to Remain
in Perpetuity” for her to sign, but
she tells me that the thirteenth
amendment to the constitution
prevents her from accepting it.
(Maybe she’s putting me on? Is
there such a thing as a thirteenth
amendment?) '

But, of course, we need an editor,
too, and it was our great, good for-
tune, that when Shawna sounded
out Gardner Dozois for the post, he
proved recencive. He talked to Joel
and he talked to me and there were
no doubts anywhere. Gardner Do-
zols became our fourth editor and
maybe he will sign the “Agreement
to Remain in Perpetuity.” Perhaps
he hasn’t heard about the thir-
teenth amendment (assuming there
18 one).

Unlike our first three editors,
Gardner is himself a major writer.
In fact, he won a Nebula in both
1984 and 1985, and is very highly
thought of in the field. (Nebula-
winning and high-thinking do not
necessarily go together.)

To be sure, I'm the first to admit
that being a good writer does not
necessarily make one a good editor,
either (look at me!), but Gardner
has had interesting editorial ex-
perience as well. For one thing he
was in at the conception, helping

George Scithers get Asimov’s
started. And he has edited a best
of the year anthology for a number
of years and done a magnificent job
at 1it.

Naturally, each editor brings his
(or her) own aims and purposes to
the magazine, but Gardner has
openly admired Shawna’s steward-
ship and I don’t suppose there will
be any hairpin turns this time.

Gardner, who lives in Philadel-
phia, will work chiefly from there
(as George Scithers did) but will be
in twice a week or so. He and I will
remain in contact then, or by tele-
phone, or through sweet Sheila
who will, of course, be in the office
every day.

One thing, though, and Gardner

himself, brought it up. He said,

“You will have to change your ed-
itorial adjective, Isaac. You can
scarcely refer to me as ‘beau-

teous.” ”

“No, indeed,” said the beauteous
Shawna.

“Nor ‘sweet,” ” said sweet Sheila.

I looked at Gardner forlornly and

had to admit that those adjectives -
would not suit him. I said, “Well,
(Gardner, I will have to call you ‘our
Chestertonian editor.

one who has ever seen a photo-
graph of G. K. Chesterton will
know I have chosen well. @

2

—And any-

MOVING? If you want your subscription to /Asfm to keep up
with you, send both your old address and your new one (and
the ZIP codes for both, please!) to our subscription depart-
ment: Box 1933, Marion OH 43306.

ISAAC ASIMOV
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Dear Mr. Asimov,

I read every science fiction short
story anthology my local public li-
brary buys—even yours—but I have
never shelled out my own “pin
money’ for the stuff.

This year, in an effort to maybe
increase my chances at that mag-
azine sweepstakes that comes to
your mailbox the same time as in-
come tax forms, I licked your mag-
azine’s stamp. |

Having conveniently forgotten
about it, I was surprised to find
your May issue in my March mail.

“OI’ Izzy’s sold out, cashing in on
his name,” was my first impression
as I gazed in dismay at the cover.
My disappointment grew as I
thumbed through the pages.

I tossed the magazine aside, con-
sidering it a loss. (I didn’t win the
sweepstakes, either.)

When 1 finally picked it up to
read a few days later, the letters
to the editor convinced me I had
stumbled onto some kind of cult.

“This i1s a magazine for writers,
not readers,” I surmised.

Then I read the first story, “Din-
ner in Audoghast.” I skipped the
poem and read the next story, and
the next story, and the next, and
the next, until I was at the back
cover much too soon.

I will continue to haunt the sci-
ence fiction section of my library.

10
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I'll also remember to watch my
mail for your magazine.

I don’t know about next year’s
sweepstakes, though.

Sincerely,

Linda L. Nelson
Moline, IL

Well, I guess reading a magazine
is one way of deciding if it’'s any
good. It's a drastic way, I suppose,

but it seems to work. And who on
Earth is “ol’ Izzy,” Lindarino?

—Isaac Asimov

Dear Dr. Asimov,

This letter could not wait to be
written. The June and July issues
of IAsfm brought two of the best SF
stories that I've read this year. 1
refer to Sheffield’s “Tunicate, Tun-
icate, Wilt Thou Be Mine,” and Ze-
lazny’s “24 Views Of Mt. Fuji, By
Hokusai.” These two tales were
beautifully told, with good ideas,
and interesting characters. Speak-
ing of which—

In the debate of character over
idea, put me firmly on the side of
the idea people. Of my five favorite
authors: Heinlein, Ellison, Niven,
Clement, and Asimov, all write
idea stories. If you put any char-
acter in the situations which these
authors create, the story would not
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be lost (of course I exaggerate a lit-
tle).

But, I have gotten away from the
main point of this letter: to heap
praise on Messrs. Sheffield and Ze-
lazny. Both captured the inner tur-
moil of their characters beautifully.
The climaxes were expertly staged
and executed, and both stories bril-
liantly illuminate the very human
problem of loneliness. Please bring
us more stories like these.
Sincerely,

Tim Fitzgibbons
170 Norlen Park
Bridgewater, MA 02324

Notice how fashions in titles
change? In my early days, it used
to be “Nightfall,” “Reason,” “"Liar!”
Now it’s "Tunicate, Tunicate, Wilt
Thou Be Mine” and “24 Views of
Mt. Fuji, By Hokusai.” Maybe this
is worth an editorial. Let me think
about it.

—Isaac Asimov

Re Viewpoint Poll,

If I must choose, or am asked to
choose between characterization,
and ideas, I choose ideas. I agree
with Spinrad that SF is a literature
of ideas, and that without the ideas
there is only the setting of SF, but
not true SF. I find that when a
story that is without a strong idea
fails I am often left with the feeling
that I have wasted my time. An
interesting mood, or a good char-
acter is not in itself enough to jus-
tify my having spent time reading
a story that failed as a whole.
When a story with a strong idea
fails I always have the idea to
think about. If the idea was worth
writing about, and worthy of being

12

published then it is often enough
to justify the time I spent wading
through poor characterization, or
a story that didn’t work well as a
whole. Often times hard SF fails
due to an author’s inability to cope
with the task of creating a well
rounded story from a strong central
idea, but the successes and failures
of stories with ideas are what makes
SF unique from other forms of lit-
erature.

Sincerely,

Eric Schultheis
Goleta, CA

I tend to find those letters that
agree with me to be better written
and more worth printing, but truth
is mighty and will prevail. The
majority were in favor of Norman.

—Isaac Asimov

Greetings,

To start with when I started to
read books on a regular basis it was
not unusual for me to not only talk
but write in long almost meaning-
less sentences that were utterly
devoid of proper punctuation marks.
(See above for example.)

I grew up thinking all my teach-
ers were abnormal. Not one of them

ever had a kind word for my choice

of reading material, science fiction
of course. To a young inquisitive
mind like mine, the lure of the
ideas found in the stories was very
strong. It kept me coming back for
more and more. My brain seemed
to be a bottomless pit. I just could -
not get enough of the new and/or
different ideas. At this time of my
life, I paid very little attention to
the emotions of the characters.
When 1 reflect upon my apathy

LETTERS



for the characters and their prob-
lems, an idea comes to me to ex-
plain the reason for it. As a grade
schooler, I led a protected life. I
attended a parochial school until
my fifteenth year. My mother tried
to keep the real world outside of
her house. The only emotions I had
ever experienced, with any regu-
larity, were the fun of play, and the
pain of physical injury. The emo-
tions that the people in the stories
were experiencing were alien to my
emotionally inexperienced mind.
Because they were alien, my mind
could not assimilate them and just
passed by.

As I got older, I became more
aware of the real world, and as a
matter of course, was subjected to
an ever widening range of emo-
tional experience. I grew up, ma-
tured, became a grownup. Call it
what you wish. I no longer saw the
world through rose colored glasses.
I took my responsibilities seri-
ously.

Now, my choice for favorite as-
pect of a story changed to a love for
adventure. But this was short lived,
for the more I read adventure styled
stories, I became increasingly more
aware that the motivations of the
characters dictated the course of
the action.

I find in my reading nowadays,
that I will soon forget much of the
story, if the characters are not out-

standing, in their own way, be they

good or evil.

This is not to say that a story
with weak characterization cannot
still be an enjoyable tale. But I be-
lieve you cannot have a truly clas-
sic story without strong, definite
characters in it. I guess you would
have to say that I would vote a

LETTERS

slight edge to the characterization
over “ideas.” Sorry Doc.

Eternally yours,
Robert G. Feldt

Ellis, KS

See what I mean? But that’s all
right. Norman assures me I have
good characters, and he should
know.

—Isaac Asimov

Dear Good Doctor Isaac & Staff:

Although I am a long time fan
and would-be writer, I have never
written a letter to the editor before.
As a timid type, I have both en-
joyed and suffered in silence.

Which brings me to the point.
Although you have always had a
high quality publication and the
quality re style and other literary
attributes have increased in the
past couple of years, I am enjoying
it less—far less. Now I have read
your Viewpoints and editorials
concerning such matters as differ-
ent types of stories, symbolism, sat-
ire, etc., and recognize that they
have a certain validity and that
different kinds of stories have a
right to be printed if they are good,
still they strike me as increasingly
defensive as to an increasing num-
ber of readers who are displeased
by the regular fare being served up
in the magazine. The editorial and
Viewpoint views expressed are to
the effect that “Mama and Papa
know best.”

It appears to me that Isaac Asi-
mov’s 18 being turned into a new
New Worlds—America, or a resus-
citated New Wave, a 14 J. G. Bal-
lard, really mainstream with a
slight veneer of SF and/or Fantasy.

13



Now I enjoy both science fiction
and fantasy, also an occasional
good satire or symbolic piece. What
I don’t enjoy is issue after issue of
very little else except downbeat
gloom and woe and death, death,
death. One can get this from any
newspaper. Most of your stories are
set in the here-and-now with little
sense of wonder. |
I used to think that maybe, if I
“improved my skill sufficiently, and
with a little luck, I might be able
to get published myself in IAsfm.
But now I feel it is totally hopeless.
Even if I were great, I could never
do the kind of story you currently
are publishing. So think at least
somewhat of your readers and
would-be writers who enjoy what
we term “Real” SF and fantasy,
with some sense of wonder, hope,
and joy.
To end on a positive note, your
features are generally good, espe-

cially the late Tom Rainbow’s es-

says and the editorials. The one
story which I really liked in recent
months was Robert Silverberg’s
“Sailing to Byzantium,” although
I got the feeling it was a portion of
a novel.
Thank you for your attention.
Ms. Betty Knight
Los Angeles, CA
P.S. Please excuse the typos. I'm
not one of your rich folks with a
word processor. All I've got is an
elderly, light portable. Manual yet.

Now, now, we don’t say “"Mamma
and Pappa know best.” We just say
that we are trying to find and pub-
lish the most powerful and affecting
~ stories we can find. If they're down-
beat, well—some of the best items
ever written are downbeat. There’s
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no happy ending in “Hamlet,” or
"King Lear,” or “Oedipus Rex.”
—Isaac Asimov

Dear Dr. Asimov,

After a six month hlatus from
your magazine for various reasons
including lack of time because of
a full-time job and putting the fin-
ishing touches on my master essay,
I returned to the back issues of
your magazine that I have been
neglecting. It was with unmiti-
gated joy that I resumed the read-
ing of your magazine. I have
devoured two issues in a few days
and I am eagerly reading the four
other issues without the waiting
period between issues. This respite
from your magazine has made me
grow fonder of the type of science
fiction I have always enjoyed in

your magazine.
Best Wishes,

Chester S. Mylenek
Detroit, MI

I’'m sometimes criticized for
printing too many letters of praise.
It doesn’t seem that way to me. I'm
constantly putting in letters of com-
plaint so I can feel strong and hon-
est. Then I get one like this and I
hesitate. —Well, the heck with it. I
can use a little praise in print and
so can good old Gardner and sweet

Sheila.

—Isaac Asimov

Dear Dr. Asimov: ;

Having just read your editorial
on plagiarism, I am worried. I hope
that you can give me your opinion,
please. The situation is this: I re-
cently finished Marion Zimmer
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Bradley’s book, Sword and Sorcer-
ess I1, and I enjoyed it very much.
(I am sure that Ms. Bradley would
love to hear that!) Now comes the
problem; I am one of the many peo-
ple who enjoy fantasy role playing
games, and after reading a story in
Ms. Bradley’s book, I thought it
would make an excellent scenario.
Then I read your editorial on pla-
giarism. My question is this, would
i1t be considered plagiarism if I used
the story as a scenario for the group
that I game with? Please reply
soon!

Sincerely,

John M. Aldrich
Cleveland, TN

P.S. Where do people send their
manuscripts to for constructive
criticism, if not to professional
writers like yourself?

If you want to make use of a story
as a basis for something else, you
write to the author and get permis-
sion. No permission, no use. As to
where one can get constructive crit-
icism, I would say by turning to
people whose business it is such as
teachers and editors, provided they
have time, or to people who do it for
money, like agents, provided you
can afford it.

—Isaac Asimov

ODE TO SCIENCE FICTION’S
NATIONAL MONUMENT

I met a traveler from a future world
Who said: Two vast and stony
hands do lie
Deep in Manhattan. Near them,
sideburns curled,
Bespectacled, a beaming visage
sits, whose bolo tie,
And ready smile, and manuscripts
unfurled,
Tell that its sculptor well those vol-
umes knew
(In Joy Still Felt, In Memory Yet
Green)
Which yet enrich their maker’s
revenue.
And on the foundation’s edge, these
words are there:
“My name is IsaacAsimov, SF's
Dean—
Look on my works, ye authors,
and despair!”
I thought that this creature was a
statue weighty
Until it roared “Out!” and kicked
me down the stair
And started a-pecking at its TRS-
80.

Jean Mackay Jackson
Tulsa, OK

The tramping of a prophet, see! O
Mind
If Percy comes, can Jean be far be-
hind? '

—Isaac Asimov
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“A POWERFUL AND FASCINATING BOOK-
HYPNOTIC IN ITS HOLD ON THE READER’

—Roger Zelazny

JACK DANN

A 1985 Nebula Finalist for Best A COMPELLING AND UNFORGET-
Novel, Jack Dann’s THE MAN WHO  TABLE STORY...an enormously pow-
MELTED is the stunning odyssey erful view of the future by one of
of a man searching fora woman the most gifted and penetrating
lost to him in a worldwide out- science fiction writers of the
break of telepathic fear. decade. —Robert Silverberg
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MARTIN GAIRDNER

BLUES IN THE NIGHT

Chromo, readers may remember, is a small planet inhabited by three
races of humanoids. Each has a distinctive skin color: pink, blue, or
green.

A murder trial is in progress on Chromo, and a police officer is testi-
fying. All policemen on Chromo are, of course, blue.

“We got this message at headquarters,” said the cop, “that a woman
in the pink section of the city was screaming like she was being attacked.
| arrived at the apartment building just in time to see a green man run
out the front door. I gave chase, but the man got away.”

“Are you positive he was green?” asked the attorney for the defense.
The suspect on trial for the woman’s murder was a green.

“Well,” said the cop, massaging the side of his blue face. “I can’t say
I'm absolutely sure. It was in the middle of the night and the lights on
that street are not so good.”

The defense lawyer then introduced to the court the results of a test
that had been made of the officer’s ability to distinguish a blue from a
green under the lighting conditions that had prevailed in the street
during the night of the murder. The policeman had accurately recognized
d man’s color 80 percent of the time. In other words, he was mistaken
one time out of five.

A few days later the jurors found themselves debating the following
- question: How probable is it that the man seen fleeing the scene of the
crime was actually blue?

18



“I can’t see any difficulty here,” said one of the pink women on the
jury. “The policeman is right 4/5 of the time and mistaken 1/5 of the time.
He said he thought the man was green. So the probability he really was
a green is 4/5, and the probability he was a blue 1s 1/5.”

“You couldn’t be more wrong,” said a green juror. “You forget that in
this city blues outnumber greens by a ratio of 85 to 15.”

“I know that,” said a pink juror. “So what? How can it affect the way

we estimate the probability that the policeman made a mistake when
he said the man was green?”
- Which juror is right? It’s a very tricky question, and likely to give you
a headache when you think about it. The fact that in the city there are
85 blues for every 15 greens is background information that in Bayesian
probability theory is called the “base rate.” Is it relevant to the question?
Or should one reason, as the pink juror did, that the probability of the
fleeing man being blue is 1/5?

Try to analyze this confusing situation before you check the answer
on page 91.

HARMONY

OF THE

SPHERES
AT

SPION KOP

At Antietam the sunken road
retained August’s light

as if Prometheus, galled
beyond measure,

studied

and understood

| the peculiar properties of

| light

and got loose.

And got revenge.

' —Roger Meador
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Have you ever fantasized about
tossing a grenade at an obnoxious
tailgater following you with his
car, mile after mile? Or perhaps
you’d like to teach some road cour-
tesy to that jerk that keeps cutting
in and out of traffic, endangering
everyone. Just flip off the safety on
your forward-firing, hood-mounted
machine guns and . . .

Although we may be tempted to
think such thoughts in real life, the
only acceptable way to vent our
highway frustrations may be with
the new Deluxe Edition of Car
Wars, a science-fiction game that
combines the elements of role-play-
ing with a unique board game for-
mat ($16.95 at your local store, or
direct from Steve Jackson Games
Inc., Box 18957, Austin, TX 78760-
8957). |

In 2024, race car driver “Crazy”
Joe Harshman won a demolition
derby contest by mounting an old
machine gun on his car and blast-
ing his way to victory. His feat
gave rise to a new sport—auto-
dueling. The Armadillo Autoduel
Arena, first of its kind, was founded
in Austin, Texas, and autodueling
slowly replaced combat football as
the most popular television sport.
After a few years, autodueling was
legalized in thirty-nine states and
most Americans began putting

armor and weapons on their vehi-
cles.

The original version of Car Wars

was packaged in a small plastic
“Pocket Box” and sold over 100,000
copies. It won a Charles Roberts
Award in 1982 for “Best SF Board
Game” and became so popular that
numerous supplements and expan-
sion sets were published, including
a digest-size magazine for Car Wars
fans, Autoduel Quarterly.
- The Deluxe Edition comes in a
standard 9-by-12-inch box and con-
tains an expanded 64-page rule-
book, three sheets of cardboard
counters representing cars, other
vehicles, and weapons such as
smokescreens, three 21-by-32-inch
mapsheets, three sheets of road
sections and two “turning keys” to
determine maneuvers during play.
Except for the new rulebook, all
of the components in the Deluxe
Edition were previously released
in Car Wars supplements Crash
City (formerly Sunday Drivers), .
Truck Stop, and Expansion Kit #
1. The road sections have been
printed on heavier cardstock than

those in the original Pocket Box
game.

After Car Wars was released in
1981, many updates and modifi-
cations were made to the original
rules. The Deluxe Edition brings
together all these in one complete
reference book. Car Wars rules
were previously printed in small 3-
by-6-inch booklets to fit into the
Pocket Box. Information that had
to be frequently referenced during
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play was scattered between several
small booklets and separate sheets
of charts because of the space re-
strictions of the Pocket Box. In the
Deluxe Edition, the rules are in one
expanded volume that are well in-
dexed. There is a new set of
“Jumpstart Rules” for beginners
designed to get you playing the
game quickly.

You may design your own car,
cycle, or van, or choose from the
two pages of sample vehicles pro-
vided. Off-road vehicles, large 18-
wheel trucks, buses, and even heli-
copters are also available.

To design an autoduel vehicle,
you begin with a given amount of
cash to spend, such as $10,000.
With this, you “purchase” compo-
nent parts including tires, body
armor, power plant (electric en-
gine), and weapons. Chassis size,
ranging from light to extra heavy,
determines the weight available
for the completed vehicle. Han-
dling Class (the ability to maneu-
ver) is determined by the suspension
system chosen. Power plants gov-
ern the maximum speed and ac-
celeration the vehicle can achieve.
Weapons, ranging from machine
gun to lasers, are limited by their
weight, their cost, and the amount
of space they require. You can
“build” a competitive vehicle, but
because of design trade-offs, it’s not
possible to create an indestructi-
ble, super-fast death machine.

For example, with $10,000 you
can build a “Mini Sherman”—a
compact car with standard chassis,
heavy suspension, large power
plant, heavy duty tires, and good
armor. It can accelerate well and
offers excellent handling. The final
cost of only $8,334 means that you
still have enough money to replace
the twin front machine guns or the

smokescreen in the rear with some-
thing more substantial, such as a
laser gun.

The Vehicle Planning Sheet

makes such designing easy by list-
ing all component parts available
with separate columns for weight,
space, price, and how much more
can still be added after another
part is purchased for the vehicle.

Playing the game is simple. Each
turn is divided into 10 phases. The
faster a vehicle is going, the more
phases it can move in, advancing
1/8 inch each phase. At speeds of
110 mph or higher, vehicles move
1/4 inch in some or all phases.
Movement is done by pushing the
counters representing the vehicles
over the road sections provided. As
you come to the end of one road
section you put down another. The
road is an ever-growing and chang-
ing game board.

Combat is resolved by rolling
dice. Each weapon has a “To Hit”
number and a “Damage” number.
You first roll two dice to see if you
hit the target; the total of this dice
roll must be equal to or higher than
the To Hit number for the weapon
to hit the target. The dice roll total
is modified for target type, target
speed, etc.

If you hit the target, you then
roll a specified number of dice to
determine how much damage the
hit caused.

Gamers who already play Car
Wars will find the new rulebook
speeds up play considerably. The
sturdier road sections also make
the Deluxe Edition worthy of con-
sideration even if you own the orig-
inal version. If you've never played
the Car Wars, but the idea of blow-
ing away cardboard road hogs ap-
peals to you, the Deluxe Edition is
highly recommended. @



magical, picaresque, totally enchanting epic

of heroic proportions, filled with energy and
humor, and starring a feline knight-errant who
has to go all the way to cat—hell and back
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Meet Fritti Tailchaser. Tomcat
of rare courage, curiosity and

integrity. Whose quest for
truth, and the rescue of his

special cat-friend, Hushpad,

is about to land him in the
adventure of nine lifetimes.

“A felicitous felinic fantasy
... Williams is a very good
storyteller.”

—ANNE McCAFFREY

“A rare find, somebody who
can be charming and funny
and tell a good story all at the
same time.”

—C.). CHERRYH

“What Adams did for rabbits
in Watership Down, Williams
more than accomplishes for
cats in this chronicle.”
—ANDRE NORTON
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VEWPOINT

The late Theodore Sturgeon was one of the frue giants of
the field, a seminal figure whose influence on the de-
velopment of science fiction itself is hard to overesti-
mate. Sturgeon was one of the best short-story writers
ever to work in the genre, and even a partial listing of his
short fiction would include many stories—“It,” “Micro-
cosmic God,” “Killdozer,” “Bianca’s Hands,” “The Other
Celiq,” “The Other Man,” “Baby Is Three”—which helped
to expand the boundaries of the science fiction story
and push it in the direction of artistic maturity.

R B R e S R o S SO O, Ve T P D A R VRS SR TR AR & R BTN e
Here are six memorial fributes and personal reminiscences of
Sturgeon, confributed by a wide range of his colleagues—
from Sturgeon’s peers from the Golden Age of Asfoundinﬁ to
younger writers who grew up on Sturgeon’s work. Togetherthey
make up a moving remembrance of a man who was loved
and respected by all who knew him, and whose work shaped

the very nature of science fiction itself.
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VEWPONT

Harlan Ellison

t began raining in Los
Angeles tonight at

almost precisely the
minute Ted Sturgeon

died in Eugene, Oregon.
Edward Hamilton Waldo would
have cackled at the cosmic
silliness of it; but I didn’t. It got
to me; tonight, May 8th, 1985.

It had been raining for an hour,

and the phone rang. Jayne
Sturgeon said, “Ted left us an
hour ago, at 7:59.”

I’d been expecting it, of course,
because I'd talked to him—as
well as he could gasp out a
conversation with the fibrosis
stealing his breath—early in
March, long distance to Haiku,
Maui, Hawaii. Ted had written
his last story for me, for the
Medea project; and we’'d sent him
the signature plates for the

limited edition. He said to me, “I
want you to write the eulogy.”

I didn’t care to think about
that. I said, “Don’t be a pain in
the ass, Ted. You’ll outlive us
all.” Yeah, well, he will, on the
page; but he knew he was dying,
and he said it again, and insisted
on my promise. So I promised

26

him I'd do it, and a couple of
weeks ago I came home late one
night to find a message on my
answering machine: it was Ted,
and he’d come home, too. Come
home to Oregon to die, and he
was calling to say goodbye. It was
only a few words, huskingly
spoken, each syllable taking it
out of him, and he gave me his
love, and he reminded me of my
promise; and then he was gone.

Now I have to say important
words, extracted from a rush of
colliding emotions. About a
writer and a man who loomed
large, whose faintest touch
remains on everyone he ever met,
whose talent was greater than
the vessel in which it was

carried, whose work influenced at

least two generations of the best
young writers, and whose
brilliance remains as a reminder
that this poor genre of dreams
and delusions can be literature.

Like a very few writers, his life
was as great a work of artistic
creation as the stories. He was no
myth, he was a legend. Where he
walked, the ether was disturbed
by his passage.

For some he was the unicorn in
the garden; for others he was a

HARLAN ELLISON



profligate who'd had ten hot
years as the best writer in the
country, regardless of
categorizations (even the
categorization that condemned
him to the ghetto); for young
writers he was an icon; for the
old hands who'd lived through
stages of his unruly life he was
an unfulfilled promise. Don’t snap
at me for saying this: he liked the
truth, and he wouldn’t care to be
remembered sans limps and
warts and the hideous smell of
that damned grape-scented pipe
tobacco he smoked.

But who the hell needs the
truth when the loss is still so
painful? Maybe you're right:
maybe we shouldn’t speak of that.

It’s only been an hour and a
half since Jayne called, as I write
this, and my promise to Ted
makes me feel like the mommy
who has to clean up her kid’s
messy room. I called CBS radio,
and I called the Herald-
Examiner, and that will go a
ways toward getting him the
hail-and-farewell I think he
wanted, even though I know some
headline writer will say SCI-FI

WRITER STURGEON DEAD AT
67.

And the kid on the night desk

VIEWPOINT: THEODORE STURGEON: 1918-1985

at the newspaper took the
basics—Ted’s age, his real name,
the seven kids, all that—and then
he said, “Well, can you tell me
what he was known for? Did he
win any awards?” And I got
crazy. I said, with an anger I'd
never expected to feel, “Listen,
sonny, he’s only gone about an
hour and a half, and he was as
good as you get at this writing
thing, and no one who ever read
T'he Dreaming Jewels or More
Than Human or Without Sorcery
got away clean because he could
squeeze your heart till your life
ached, and he was one of the best
writers of the last half a century,
and the tragedy of his passing is
that you don’t know who the fuck
he was!” And then I hung up on
him, because I was angry at his
ignorance, but I was really angry
at Ted’s taking off like that, and
I’'m angry that I'm trying to write
this when I don’t know what to
write, and I'm furious as hell that

- Ted made me promise to do this

unthinkable thing, which is
having to write a eulogy for a
man who could have written his
own, or any other damned thing,
better than I or any of the rest of
us could do it.
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VEWPOINT

Damon Knight

We began hearing his unique
voice in 1939 when his first two
stories were published, one in
Astounding, the other in
Unknown: “Ether Breather” and
“A God in a Garden.” Through
the forties his work appeared
often in Astounding, although he
was going his own way even then
and was never in philosophy a
member of Campbell’s group.
Some of his most compelling
works were fantasies—"1t,” for
example, and “Bianca’s Hands.”

Sturgeon showed us that prose
can be something more than a
blunt instrument, even in science
fiction. He worked lovingly with
the sounds of words and their
rhythms, and taught more by
example than the rest of us by
precept. In the fifties he was the
star turn of the brilliant circus
assembled by H.L. Gold for
. Galaxy, with stories like “Rule of
ﬂ* Three,” “The Other Celia,”
Saucer of Loneliness,” and “The
Stars Are the Styx.” Galaxy also
9 pubhshed “Baby Is Three,” the
9~‘ first segment of his award-

ﬁ winning novel More Than
s Human.
Those were the years when he

28

was taking love apart to see what
made it tick—not just the
conventional kind of love, but all
the other kinds too. His “The
World Well Lost,” published in
1953, was almost certainly the
first sympathetic treatment of
homosexual love in science
fiction. “It is fashionable,” he
wrote, “to overlook the fact that
the old-shoe lover loves loving old
shoes.”

He was bearded and sandaled
long before it was fashionable to
be so; over the years his
appearance grew more Christlike,
and there was always something
messianic in what he wrote. Love
was his theme, not repentance; he
also played the guitar and sang
bawdy songs.

He had a lifelong glimpse of a
way people could live better
together. He tried to put it into
practice and did not always
succeed, because other people did
not rise to his standards, but he
never wavered and never gave

up.

Isaac AsimovV

It is now almost half a century
since John Campbell took over

DAMON KNIGHT




the editorship of Astounding and
began the “Golden Age,” but I
remember it as though it were
yesterday. God, what exciting
days those were.

Little by little, John gathered a
stable of writers and learned the
trick of keeping us rubbing our
noses against the grindstone. One
thing he did, in my case, was to
tell me what the other members
of his stable were doing. With the
greatest enthusiasm, he would
tell me that Robert Heinlein was
“working on the following
proposition.” And A.E. van Vogt.
And L. Sprague de Camp. And
Lester del Rey.

And my heart would pound at
the notion that John was
equating me with those already-
great men. - |

But of all those he mentioned,
the one (it seemed to me) he
mentioned with the greatest
affection was Theodore Sturgeon.
I can see him grinning now as he

§ would hint at the manifold

< pleasures of something upcoming
S by Ted. |
o How I watched for his stories

g myself—I remember “It” and

5 “Ether Breather” (his first) and
“Shottle Bop” and “Yesterday was
Monday” and “Killdozer”—and

VIEWPOINT: THEODORE STURGEON: 1918-1985

how eagerly I read them and how
hopelessly I decided I couldn’t
match him. And I never could. He
had a delicacy of touch that I
couldn’t duplicate if my fingers
were feathers.

Soon enough I met him (we all
met each other because we all
visited Campbell and our paths
were bound to cross) and he
looked exactly like his stories. He
was delicately handsome and had
a soft, amused voice. (As I
eventually found out, he was to
women as catnip is to cats—and I
envied that even more than I
envied him his talent.)

But we all grow old. Nearly
fifty years have passed and you
expect people to grow old. But not
Ted. He had no right to grow old.
I still can’t believe he did. . . .

Brian W. Aldiss

Sturgeon? The name was
magnetic. There it was,
perpetually cropping up attached
to the stories I most admired.
Sturgeon: quite an ordinary
Anglo-American word among
exotics like A.E. van Vogt, Isaac

c Asimov, Heinlein, Simak, and
§ £ Kuttner. Yet—spikey, finny, odd.

29
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VIEWPOINT

And it was not his original name.
Theodore Hamilton Sturgeon was
born Edward Hamilton Waldo. To
the usual boring undeserving
parents. That was on Staten
Island, the year the First World
War ended.

So there were two of him, as
there are of many a good writer.
A bright side, a dark side—much
like our old SF image of Mercury,
remember, so much more
interesting than banal reality. He
had a mercurial temperament.

The bright side was the side
everybody loved. There was
something so damned nice,
charming, open, empathic, and
elusive about Ted that women
flocked to him. Men too. Maybe
he was at the mercy of his own
fey sexuality. If so. he was
quizzical about it, as about
everything. One of his more
cutesy titles put it admirably: “If
All Men Were Brothers, Would
You Let One Marry Your Sister?”
Not if it was Sturgeon, said a too-
witty friend. |

He played his guitar. He sang.
He shone. He spoke of his
philosophy of love.

Ted honestly brought people
happiness. If he was funny, it was
a genuine humor which sprang

30

from seeing the world aslant. A
true SF talent. Everyone
recognized his strange quality,
“faunlike,” some nut dubbed it;
faunlike he certainly looked.
Inexplicable, really.
Unsympathetic stepfather,
unsatisfactory adolescence. Funny
jobs, and “Ether Breather” out in
Astounding in 1939. So to an
even funnier job, science fiction
writer. It’s flirting with disaster.
I could not believe those early
stories: curious subject matter,
bizarre resolutions, glowing style.
And about sexuality. You could

-~ hardly believe your luck when

one of Ted’s stories went singing
through your head.

“It,” with Cartier illustrations,
in Unknown. Terrifying. “Derm
Fool.” Madness. The magnificent
“Microcosmic God,” read and re-
read. “Killdozer,” appearing after
a long silence. There were to be
other silences. “Baby is Three™:
again the sense of utter
incredibility with complete
conviction, zinging across a
reader’s synapses. By a miracle,
the blown-up version, More Than
Human, was no disappointment
either. This was Sturgeon’s caviar
dish. Better even than Venus
Plus X, with its outré sexuality

BRIAN W. ALDISS



in a hermaphrodite utopia.

As for those silences.
Something sank Sturgeon. His
amazing early success, his
popularity with fans and stardom
at conventions—they told against
the writer. Success is a vampire.
In the midst of life we are in
definite trouble. They say
Sturgeon was the first author in
the field ever to sign a six-book
contract. A six-book contract was
a rare mark of distinction, like
being crucified. A mark of
extinction. Ted was no
stakhanovite and the deal did for
him; he was reduced to writing a
novelization of a schlock movie,
“Voyage to the Bottom of the
Sea,” to fulfill his norms.

At one time, he was reduced
further to writing TV pilot scripts
for Hollywood. He lived in motels
or trailers, between marriages,
between lives. Those who read
The Dreaming Jewels or Venus
Plus X or the story collections
forget that writing is secretly a
heavy load, an endless battle
against the disappointments
which come from within as well
as without—and reputation a
heavier load. Ted was fighting his
way back to the light when night
came on.

About Tels dask side:

Well, he wrote that memorable
novel, Some of Your Blood, about
this crazy psychotic who goes for
drinking menstrual discharge.
Actually, it does not taste as bad
as Ted made out. That was his
bid to escape the inescapable
adulation.

One small human thing he did.
He and I, with James Gunn, were
conducting the writers’ workshop
at the Conference of the Fantastic
at Boca Raton, Florida. This was
perhaps three years ago.

Our would-be writers circulated
their effusions around the table
for everyone’s comment. One
would-be was a plump, pallid,
unhappy lady. Her story was a
fantasy about a guy who tried
three times to commit suicide,
only to be blocked each time by a
green monster from Hell who
wanted him to keep on suffering.
Sounds promising, but the
treatment was hopeless.

Dumb comments around the
table. I grew impatient with their
unreality. When the story
reached me, I asked the lady
right out, “Have you ever tried to
commit suicide?” '

Unexpected response. She
stared at me in shock. Then she
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burst into a hailstorm of tears,
collapsing on to the table . . .
“Three times,” she cried.
Everyone looked fit to faint.

- “It’s nothing to be ashamed of,”
I said. “T've tried it too.”

“So have 1,” said Sturgeon
calmly.

He needn’t have come in like
that. He just did it bravely,
unostentatiously, to support me,
to support her, to support
everyone. And I would guess
there was a lot of misery and
disappointment in Ted’s life, for
all the affection he generated.
Yet he remained kind, loving,
giving. (The lady is improving by
the way. We're still in touch.
That’s another story.)

If that does not strike you as a
positive story, I'm sorry. I'm not
knocking suicide, either.
Everyone should try it at least
once.

Ted was a real guy, not an idol,
an effigy, as some try to paint
him. He was brilliant, so he
suffered. I know beyond doubt
that he would be pleased to see
me set down some of the bad
times he had. He was not one to
edit things out. Otherwise he
would have been a less powerful
writer.

32

There are troves of lovely
Sturgeon tales (as in the
collection labeled “E Pluribus
Unicorn”), like “Bianca’s Hands,”
which a new generation would
delight in. He wrote well, if
sometimes over-lushly. In many
ways, Ted was the direct opposite
of the big technophile names of
his generation, like Doc Smith,
Poul Anderson, Robert Heinlein,
et al. His gaze was more closely
fixed on people. For that we
honored him, and still honor him.
Good for him that he never ended
up in that prick’s junkyard where
they pay you a million dollars
advance for some crud that no
sane man wants to read.

Ted died early in May in
Oregon, of pneumonia and other
complications. Now he consorts
with Sophocles, Phil Dick, and
the author of Kama Sutra. He
had returned from a holiday in
Hawaii, taken in the hopes he
might recover his health there.
That holiday, incidentally, was
paid for by another SF
writer—one who often gets
publicity for the wrong things.
Thank God, there are still some
good guys left. We are also duly
grateful for the one just departed.

BRIAN W. ALDISS



S’rephén King

Not many newspapers have

Sunday book sections these days;
a couple of brief reviews courtesy
of the wire services is usually the
extent of it. Not many of those
that do have such sections will
have anything to say about the
work of Theodore Sturgeon, who
died of lung disease last week.
Sturgeon, after all, was only a
science fiction writer. In the
pantheon of modern fiction,
where distinctions of subject have
hardened into a critical mindset
almost as arbitrary and complete
as the Hindu caste system, that
means Sturgeon occupied a place
on the literary ladder one rung
above writers of westerns and one
rung below the writers of

v mysteries.

S  Only a science fiction writer.
But his often tender explorations

3 of alien minds were as carefully

: worked out as Faulkner’s

B exploration of the mind of Benyjy,

% the idiot in The Sound and the

= Fury. Sturgeon’s emphasis on

£ psychology instead of blasters

g prepared the way for such

%modem masters of the genre as

< Robert Silverberg, Gregory
Benford, John Varley, Kate

Wilhelm. When science fiction
made its crucial shift from pulp
action to a careful consideration
of what the future might hold for
the emotions and the psyche as
well as for the technotoybox,
Sturgeon was in the van.

Only a science fiction writer,
but in “Baby is Three” (part of
More Than Human) and The
Dreaming Jewels he brought
Joycean stream-of-consciousness
techniques to a field which until
1954 or so had considered the
prose styles of such stalwarts as
E.E. “Doc” Smith and Ray
Cummings perfectly adequate.

Sturgeon and Philip José
Farmer (who is also only a
science fiction writer) broke the
sex barrier almost by themselves
during the 1950s—almost alone
of their kind they dared propose
that the sex life of science fiction
might be more than cover deep.
Sturgeon did it with Some of
Your Blood, a giddy bravura tale
of a vampire who drinks not from
the jugular to kill but from the
menstrual flow . . . as an act of
love.

His stories in fact defy
categorization—beyond that
implied by the Richard Powers
paperback covers or the Virgil
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Finlay magazine illustrations,
that 1s. He did in fact write
horror stories as well as science
fiction; long before Steven
Spielberg’s Duel or my Christine,
Ted Sturgeon had linked the
power train of an engine to
fantasy in the nightmarish
“Killdozer.” He wrote social
comedy satirizing the racial strife
of the 1950s and early 1960s by
creating love affairs between
earthlings and aliens. He fulfilled
the pulp dictum to create story
before all else but the stories he
created were told in an often
transcending prose that almost
sang as well as simply telling.
Only a science fiction writer
was all Theodore Sturgeon was.
Check the obits and see if 'm not
right. But he also entertained,
provoked thought, terrified, and
occasionally enobled. He fulfilled,
in short, all the qualifications we

Bradbury, Harlan Ellison, or me.
By someone better known than

Ted himself. A noisy party guest.

Considering the fact that he
was only a science fiction writer,
Theodore Sturgeon left
exceedingly fine work behind
him. Who knows? That work may

- be read and enjoyed long after

the category itself has ceased to
guarantee instant dismissal. That
would be very fine.

Somitow
Sucharitkul

The Sunday before Ted
Sturgeon died, I received a call
from Sharon Webb, who
suggested that I call the ,
Sturgeons. “I think he’s dying,”-
she told me. “I just spoke to him,
he sounded as if he was saying

s goodbye.” When I phoned him in
% Oregon, he spoke breathlessly,
how quietly such a fine writer gpanting between words. I told
can pass from us—Ilike an 1%'him that my new book, The
intelligent and witty guest who EDarkling Wind, was dedicated to
slips from a party where many o him. ] had meant it to be a

less interesting folk are claiming g surprise, when it came out, but I
greater attention by virtue of £ knew it would be too late. Ted
greater volume—in this: Book %said, “I love you very much.” “I

World okayed a piece by Ray 3 love you too,” I said. He said, “I
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use to measure artistry in prose.
Perhaps the best comment on



know.” Then he said, “Goodbye.”
I talked to Jayne for a while
longer, but I was barely coherent
from weeping. I heard his voice in
the background; “Tell him,
‘Thanks for the S.P. Phonecall.’”
He was still making puns,
weakened though he was. Only a
few hours after I talked to him, I
discovered, his already critical
lung condition had become
complicated by pneumonia, and
he had gone to the hospital. He
died three days later. His
youngest son Andros told me, “I
was there and it was begutiful.”
When I was a child, I wanted to
be exactly like Theodore Sturgeon
when I grew up. This was
because I discovered a short story
called “The Skills of Xanadu” in
an anthology in a carton of
abandoned books on the floor of
the library at the Bangkok
British School. It was a story set
in a universe of astonishing
beauty and brutality, a universe
ultimately redeemed by
compassion. The story changed
my life. Later I parlayed the
story’s theme into an entire
tetralogy of my own, but you see,
Ted had said it all in only twenty

pages.
The more Theodore Sturgeon

stories I read, the more I wanted
to become just like him. I read
Some of Your Blood when I was

about ten years old; twenty years

later I wrote a book, Vampire
Junction, that is really nothing
more than a homage to Ted’s
novella. It took me 150,000 words
to Ted’s 30,000, so in an infantile
kind of way I presumed that the
gap was narrowing.

I was still barely grownup
when, at SunCon, eight years
ago, I badgered and manipulated
the people running the Hugo
Banquet seating into sneaking
me onto the very table where the
Supreme Deity of my Personal
Pantheon happened to be sitting.
I had planned all these
intelligent things to say, but I
ended up rather tonguetied in his
presence. Until Ted himself,
perhaps noticing how hard I was
sweating, started a conversation
with me. I can’t remember a
thing about that conversation
except the excitement I felt. It

never occurred to me that Ted

would still recall the incident, but
years later I heard him say to
Jayne, “You know, he was that
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