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Editorial 

 

If This Indeed Be Synergy, How Does It Enter Into Things? 

     I’d like to go over that which is called synergy from the beginning, being more exact 

about it than I was in the last mailing. I hadn’t heard about it from the Rosicrucians or 

any such source. My original understanding of it is based on the writings of Theodore 

Sturgeon, a writer I had noticed seems to have a preoccupation with being close to 

other people, and who finds “brotherhood” a reasonable objective. His novel MORE 

THAN HUMAN has a number of individuals forming a group consciousness, and toward 

the end of the book finding that there are other people who have also formed group 

consciousnesses. In another novel, seemingly called TO MARRY MEDUSA, he has vast 

quantities of people merging into a cosmic consciousness, which in the story becomes a 

major problem, and is at last solved with reconciliations. In several shorter stories he 

shows people evolving. In THE SKILLS OF XANADU he shows a utopian society 

somewhat on the order of Shangri La or El Dorado, seeming also to have a sort of 

Fountain of Youth. The people all have it rough, but they keep with it and have 

advanced, although primitive, ideas about how to live. There can be no doubt that he 

has an interest in people getting together, though he is rumored to have been a semi-

reclusive individual who might be studying something which is different from himself, 

although with a degree of fervor. He sees problems with the way life is lived, and looks 

for solutions in the directions these stories take. 



     His stories had an influence, and some of the discussion of them led to a number of 

people discussing something called Syzygy, also called Synergy. This sounded crackpot, 

of course, and Sturgeon, when contacted, said so. But he got interested in the 

discussion they were having, which was somewhat linked also with something or other 

which had been in The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction. Of course everyone was 

discussing the other mystiques there were, from the Rosicrucians to Buddhism, the 

Cosmic All, Scientology, et al, and some mundane similitudes like Togetherness, 

Democracy, Positive Thinking, and then on into works on extra sensory perception, and 

finally they got on to Timothy Leary and his Clear White Light, an omnivorous man who 

was aware of many approaches and who sought Consciousness Expansion, the use of 

facilities which were found in the subconscious mind included. Some of these 

discussions were occurring in N3F publications. That’s what recalled me to putting it in 

here, I have somewhat of a feeling for picking up where this was left off.  

     Sturgeon’s view seems also to have been worked upon in THE DA VINCI CODE and 

THE LOST SYMBOL by Dan Brown, two volumes which seemed to be wallowing in the 

kind of thought involved and ultimately were tied in with Western religious mysticism. 

All of this reminds me also of when I was doing some group things rather than writing 

by mail; when I was living on the Lower East Side in New York there were many 

discussions of consciousness expansion and mystical things. Harlan Ellison was out there 

at around this time. They were talking about the Age of Aquarius also, which they had 

heard was dawning and seemed to bring about these all-people-as-one attitudes. The 

thinking was considered unsocial by many, rather than the opposite (the worst form of 

antisocial activity was seen as being activity which took on a social form), and there were 

many busts, with these people doing stretches of time in jail. Just like in science fiction 

stories where they have an evolved super race being man-hunted. Perhaps we are 

experiencing a lot of this in today’s living. Those were active people on a search for 

tomorrow. It’s one of the activities away from the literary that a lot of science fiction 

people were getting into, kind of getting apart from such things as they already had 

such as Claude Deglar’s New Race of the Starbegotten.  That was on paper. Like they 

said to Deglar, “I’ve got a Cosmic Mind, what do I do now?” Deglar’s answers weren’t 

very acceptable to a lot of them.  

     So what is synergy? It is notable that the word is a scientific term, a specific 

classification, which discusses the mystical in wide terms. It becomes a discipline for 

those searching for meaningful ways to relate to other people, which was a 



preoccupation among “beat” writers also. (There was some merging of science fiction 

with beat writers in some places.) How would this “synergy” apply to anything other 

than itself? Again, there are synergetic practices, studies of “what to do now”. I have 

found this to be so much a thing of interest in science fiction that I have now named a 

publication “Synergy” and am considering actually discussing these things further and 

with closer attention. Science fiction does, after all, have synergistic or merging 

tendencies, a search to it for what else there is, which has emerged in a lot of stories 

such as Huxley’s BRAVE NEW WORLD, which is not entirely a warning. Is a new concept 

of consciousness worth going for? We do seem to be rather spiritually deprived in this 

modern age, if not before these times. “Mystic crystal dream vibrations, and the mind to 

liberation,” as the song says, or “You know you better free your mind instead”, or “stamp 

out reality, be what you want to be” as another song says. This is going on, and is worth 

some attention. If a science fiction reader becomes interested in some specific matter, 

why not synergy? The title of my own publication is somewhat flippant, but why not go 

further into what its title suggests? There is more of a direction in doing that. And I think 

it is a more fluent thing than some of the other major interests of today’s science fiction, 

such as robotics. (That just occurred to me when a popup reprinting what I had just said 

appeared on my screen, just moments after I had typed it out—there was super 

reactiveness on the part of a machine setup.) 

     At the moment my zine is up in the air, just an apa publication following apa 

procedures, but I am wondering if something might evolve out of the concept 

expressed by the title of this publication. It would have to attract the interest of others, 

as most of the people who were interested in it in those former times have gone 

somewhere else by now, but I don’t like how their research has been abandoned. (If it 

has; those doing that research might have “mutated”, so to speak, into some kind of 

sub-culture.)  

     So, synergy is as good a science fiction topic as any other, and I don’t want to ignore 

the title altogether in what I am writing in this more casual fanzine. It would be nice if 

there were a little more real getting-together among those in science fiction fandom, as 

I have expressed in the development of the fan-pro coordinating bureau—why not 

really have something going? There’s been a lot of resistance expressed to the idea of 

getting fans together more than they are—but who knows for sure that it would “not” 

be a good idea to do that? 



             SUBSTITUTIONS by Jeffrey Redmond 

 

There’s no substitute for an original 

      From the ancient Er-Dan manuscripts (Codex 11257), as translated by Ed-Mon: 

     On the three-mooned planet, by the great forest region of the largest continent, 

there was the large temple to the deities of the woods and trees. It was often visited by 

all on the continent who wished to be closer to their forces of nature, and the nearby 

town of Ul-Tarahor was very busy with the accommodating of them. The town provided 

taverns, inns, and entertainment places, with the very best of foods, sleeping platform 

rooms, and beautiful naked dancing females. But the most famous, or infamous, feature 

of the town of Ul-Tarahor was the large and fully accommodating brothel located there. 

     This particular place provided sufficient numbers of young and lovely females for 

males, young and handsome males for males, females for females, and various other 

such combinations of these. The prices were the most expensive on the continent for 

the customers, but they almost always considered it all well worth it. There were few 

problems or complaints, especially as the town police and health authorities kept the 

place well regulated, disciplined, and inspected. Anyone who caused any trouble or 

difficulties was taken away to the prison, and this kept the patrons in line. The enormous 

amounts of wealth generated by the brothel’s numerous customers was one of the main 

sources of revenue for the town, and even almost as much as the amounts devoted to 

the forests temple itself, each season. Wisely, the laws of the region upheld the taxation 



of the taverns, inns, brothel, and, especially, of the temple itself. Taxes were thus fairly 

and evenly distributed, and the inhabitants did not suffer unduly because of this. 

     For the town’s inhabitants there was almost full employment in the inns, taverns, and 

temple, and, by law, these positions could be filled only with the locals themselves. But 

the brothel employed any youthful and attractive one from anywhere, and this was also 

a further incentive to visit its wide and differing variety of foreigners. Customers were 

impressed with the exotic languages, accents, sizes, shapes, tones, hues, styles, 

mannerisms, and talents of the employees. The ones working there usually did so for 

only certain periods of time, arriving and leaving as they needed or chose to. They were 

usually there of their own free will or necessity, and they seldom complained about their 

lives there, especially as their shares of the income were well more than adequate. And, 

all in all, the brothel was considered to be more of an asset than a detriment to the 

forest community. 

     A lovely female named Ca-Zora worked in the brothel for many, many seasons. And 

she earned a huge amount of wealth for her intense and sincere desires in the pleasing 

and satisfying of her great many customers. She was especially adept at making the 

many older males feel younger and much more energetic, and they rewarded her with 

extra tips, bonuses, and gifts. Ca-Zora saved most of her wealth, resisting many 

temptations to spend it. The lawspeaker and investor, both of whom had been among 

her clients at one time or another, helped her greatly to legally and carefully manage 

and invest her wealth. And because of this, in time, it grew into a considerable fortune. 

In her later seasons of employment there, she even became a special assistant to the 

owners, helping them more with administration, budgeting, scheduling, managing, 

promoting, advertising, and personnel development. 

     Ca-Zora eventually reached her middle age, and she realized that she was no longer 

such a desired partner for the male visitors as before. She had begun life as a poor and 

homeless orphan, and she then decided to realize her dream, and she visited the temple 

priests. For a very large donation from her, and after much debate amongst themselves, 

they finally agreed to her plans. Ca-Zora became a head priestess there, and she 

recruited many of her fellow female former employees to join her in establishing a 

permanent and expanded priestess profession. The forests temple had never really had 

such an organization before, and the priests eventually all realized how much it would 

enhance, expand, and improve their power and influence in the wider community. And 

this it certainly did. 



     The priestesses helped with the ceremonies, temple activities, town improvements, 

and community projects. They greatly improved the charities and the orphanage they 

ran, and many others in the area were helped by their numerous good works. More and 

more came to the temple to see the priestesses in action, conducting worship services, 

graceful dances, choir singing, and chantings to the woods and trees. And much more 

wealth in the ways of many grants, donations, and contributions came to the temple 

because of this. The priestesses thus became another important part of Ul-Tarahor, and 

Ca-Zora led them well for all of the many remaining seasons of her living on the planet. 

     After her funeral pyre service, Ca-Zora was fondly remembered by many throughout 

the community, and especially by the older males. She had even somehow managed to 

not alienate most of the other females in the region, though most of the older ones had 

not ever really spoken very well of her when she had still been alive. But, thanks to her 

savings, investments, and generosity, Ca-Zora spent her last seasons in far greater 

comfort and style than any other little female she had first lived with at the original 

orphanage. And, if she’d had few real friends in her lifetime, she certainly had enjoyed a 

great many admirers, or at least so among the males. 

     Another attractive and desirable female in the brothel was Ce-Zusa, the daughter of a 

poor worker from a barren coastal region. His had been a large family with no sons, and 

he had sent her to the forest town in order to find work. She had done so at first in an 

inn and in a tavern, but she soon found out about the larger amounts of wealth she 

could earn in the brothel. Scared at first, she quickly adjusted to the clientele and 

routine. She liked being female, liked males, and liked sex, but she also liked extravagant 

and luxurious living. Ce-Zusa spent all of her income as soon as she earned it. She ate 

and dressed in the most extravagant ways, and she always kept herself well-adorned 

with the most costly and exquisite jewelry. She was greatly envied by many other 

females, though this was mostly for her showy appearance and not so much for her 

occupation. 

     Ce-Zusa enjoyed her wildly ostentatious and extroverted lifestyle for many seasons, 

until she became middle-aged and no longer in such demand by the many males who 

came to the place. She was eventually considered to be undesirable there by the owners 

and managers, and she was replaced by a younger and healthier female from another 

continent. Ce-Zusa left after a heated argument, and she went to stay at a nearby inn. 

When her money ran out she was evicted, and she then wandered the streets until she 

was able to get a little room at the newly-instituted shelter for the homeless. Ce-Zusa 



sold all of her jewelry for foods, and in her later seasons she would beg for small 

donations. The temple priestesses helped her somewhat, and especially in her later 

seasons, as they could. 

     When Ce-Zusa was in her final season she had only many memories of her very 

eventful, but very up and down life. She had no offspring of her own, but a few nephews 

and nieces came to her funeral ceremony when she finally died. They could not afford 

anything more than the absolute minimum of a basic pyre for her. But the temple 

priestesses donated their services, and the ceremony was as well enough a normal one 

as could be expected, under the circumstances. 

     A third attractive female was Ci-Zyta, from the mountains region on the continent. 

She had been raised in a dysfunctional family, where her mother abused her 

emotionally, and her various step-fathers abused her physically. She ran away, and she 

eventually came upon a group who took her with them to Ul-Tarahor. There she 

encountered a regular client of the brothel, and he told her of the vast sums of wealth 

she could earn just for enjoying herself. He introduced her to one of the owners, and 

they induced her to become an employee there. However, she was not a regular or 

reliable one, especially as she kept leaving, or not bothering to ever be there on time. 

She disliked the place and the patrons, and, unlike most of the other employees, never 

accepted the free accommodations always offered by the owners. Ci-Zyta often argued 

and fought with the other females, and with the male customers, and even with the 

owners and managers there. She was arrested more than a few times by the local police 

for stealing from customers, the owners, and from other shops out in the market place. 

And most everyone soon concluded that she was only a detriment to the business and 

the community. 

 



     Ci-Zyta was a very sad, lonely, and ultimately friendless one. She constantly 

manipulated, lied to, and cheated everyone else who came in any kind of contact with 

her, or, at least, she always seemed to try to be doing so. She hated all males, and she 

probably also hated herself, and she never had any amount of wealth to speak of in 

order to improve herself or her condition. By the time she was middle aged, and no 

longer so physically desirable to the males, the owners no longer even tried to get her 

to appear there on time any more, and she was soon forgotten about. Ci-Zyta wandered 

the streets begging and being arrested by the police over and over again. No one 

wanted her or cared about her, and she was eventually put into a prison cell for a long 

sentence.  

     In the prison, the guards found her to be emaciated, completely worn out, and 

wasting away. She wouldn’t eat, stayed up all night pacing about her cell and 

murmuring incoherently whenever they questioned her. The guards, as always neutrals 

in the justice system, recommended to the town magistrate that Ci-Zyta be transferred 

to the new hospital facility, and this was finally called for and done. But before she could 

be moved, she became very ill, and she was found to be dying on the sleeping platform 

in her cell. The town physician and the temple priest were both called for and came, but 

there was really nothing either of them could do for her. And when Ci-Zyta soon after 

died, she was burned in a brief and uneventful ceremony, attended by no one else. 

     Many seasons afterwards, a report of an intense study was made to the town leaders, 

about whether or not the brothel should be permitted to remain. It was obvious that the 

extra income and taxes from it paid for much of the administration and wages in Ul-

Tarahor. The amount of crime and problems because of it were relatively small, and well 

over half of the inhabitants more or less supported it being there. The study went on to 

include a report on the benefits or detriments to the prostitutes themselves, and it 

concluded that this was indeed a varied set of findings. Whatever they did with their 

clients and earnings were their own affairs, and not for the local government to regulate 

or decide upon for them. As long as the prostitutes were not forced to work there, 

mistreated, neglected, abused, or cheated of their contractual agreements for wages, 

the authorities could not and would not intervene. 

     The brothel in Ul-Tarahor remained a permanent part of the community for as long 

as the forest temple did, and the two places continued to attract much of the largest 

continent’s inhabitants and visitors at one time or another. In the later era of the 

invasions, troops of a conquering army reached the forest region, and they attacked the 



town. They looted and burned the temple, but not the brothel, as they were under strict 

orders to destroy the culture, but not the economy, of the continent. It was felt, with 

more than some justification, that, whereas most religions could easily be replaced, 

there was no real substitute for proven income. 

 

 

 

 



Mailing comments 

 
I’m missing Loren Clough and Kevin Trainor in the issue. I hope they are still with us and 

will help us keep up the group strength.  

George Phillies:  When I was at the World SF Convention in Chicago in the early 90s, 

held at the Hiatt Regency near the Lake Shore Drive, there were stores and restaurants 

located underground beneath the hotel and elsewhere in the area, going on for quite a 

ways and with a lot of people going around in them. It reminded me of the 

underground life in some science fiction stories I’d read. I talked to Fredrick Pohl about 

it, he being the author of one such story, saying that some science fiction visions had 

come to fulfillment here. He was down there at a restaurant table. He said there hadn’t 

been those things when he wrote the story, although there was a certain amount of 

cellar business being done in the times when that story was written. 

     It’s kind of grim imagining money being exchanged over an atomic bomb. 

     I can’t gain much access to the Fanac Project, but I’ll keep trying. 

     As I understand it, First Fandom was the basic fandom, Second Fandom revolved 

around FAPA, Third Fandom was at the beginning of the digest magazine period, Fourth 

Fandom was a more literary fandom, Fifth Fandom was a do-as-you-please fandom, 

Sixth Fandom was a more socializing fandom, Seventh Fandom emphasized science and 

the place of SF in this world, and Eighth Fandom was a consolidated fandom oriented 

toward the National Fantasy Fan Federation. My information about this came from N3F 

members; I was a new fan then. The fifties had a rapid succession of fandoms. 

Jefferson Swycaffer: Ninth Fandom was launched in the sixties by Colin Cameron and 

Vowen Clarke and its purpose was to outlast the predicted apocalypse and carry on fan 

traditions and records of science fiction. No other fandom arose after Ninth Fandom. I 



went in the army and lost track of it. 

     Yes, people really jam up the works of even a well worked out social concept. How to 

make the concept match the reality? Especially with all those human beings moving 

around in there. 

     Redmond wrote a few stories with characters and dialog, and can do it well enough, 

but I think he prefers abstractness in what he writes. I don’t think anyone has 

encouraged him to expand his stories. 

Samuel Lubell: I don’t think Murray Leinster is forgotten, considering how many 

anthologies his stories were in. He was a writer I particularly liked, especially his novels, 

THE LOST PLANET and THE OTHER SIDE OF HERE, both thrillers. But it may be these 

novels have both been forgotten, as they were not very progressive in scope. 

 

 

Seal of Approval. This Fanzine and its contents are 

serious and constructive enough to meet with the 

standards of the ghod Ghu. 

 



THE BIG SLEEP by Will Mayo 

 

 

 

     Death is often said to be the big sleep from which ghosts rise from uneasy 

dream in order to torment the living. There is the prophet Samuel who stole out 

of Sheol to haunt King David. There is Father Abraham who slips in and out of 

the Lincoln Bedroom at the White House to visit the rest of all present and 

future presidents. And there is the lovely Miss Ann, haunted herself by some 

departed lover, that walks the halls of a house in my town—said house being 

empty except for a few saws and worn cadavers. As the hours of the night pass 

toward dawn I wonder what if anything these ghosts have to say to me. 

 

 

 



MOON RISE by Joanne Tolson 

It’s on the rise, 

As the sun sets in the sky. 

The many things the moon represents: 

It tells us when to harvest crops, 

When the crazy people come out at night. 

It has religious symbolic significance. 

 

STAR ATTRACTION by Joanne Tolson 

Stars rotate round each other, 

Held together like a string of beads, 

Kept in place by magnetism. 

Strong enough to support each other 

Based on their magnetic and metallic qualities. 

 

BEWARE OF FALLING ROCKS by Joanne Tolson 

--When driving on mountain roads. 

God is still re-landscaping 

The Earth. 

With fire, wind and torrential rains.  

Watch out for falling rocks from the sky, too— 

The ones we cannot see very well 

Like a sculptor or master potter at the wheel. 

 



 

“Where’s the Good Luck Inn at?” 

 

 

 

“Well, whose fault was it the film reels fell out the window?” 

 



 
end page. 
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Whispers Amid The Night 

Like a ghost among the living, 

I continue 

Penning words on the fly. 

Reading books off the high shelf. 

Few see me. Fewer still know me. 

I walk between shadows 

into the light 

between my days. 

The nights are my roadways 

to my tomorrows. 

When the end comes 

I shall fade into the shadows, 

headed back the way I came. 

An unknowable guest. 

 

 

Available on Amazon 

 



     Wherever you’ll go you’ll find a sizeable minority of us that never seem 
to fit in anywhere. No matter how hard we try we’re just born misfits and 
just can’t seem to pull it off. I would say the internet includes a large 
number of us along with a few fantasy reading and writing communities 
but mostly we’re just alone in our own rooms, miles apart from a 
likeminded soul, doing our own thing. It’s never easy but, myself, I’ve 
found more a home among my books and cat and pen pals than I ever am 
with what passes for so-called normal society. Here with the words like a 
trail of gingerbread crumbs giving way in the sorcerer’s spell. And so it 
goes… 

 

 

 



 

We, Too, Have Lived 

The world will long forget us. 

No songs will be sung about us. 

No books written either. 

Great men will not give speeches about us. 

Nor will women mourn. 

But there is something to be said 

about an ordinary life. 

To live for a while, 

loving simply, doing the best a man can. 

Out of this dreams are born. 

 

 

 

Most Haunted Of All 

     My town is said to be the most haunted in the State of Maryland and 

most haunted of all is a house that stands not far from the town burial 

ground and dates back before the Civil War and is said to be haunted by 

the victims of that bloody conflict. There, the owners charge a hefty fee 

to anyone to try and last the night in any of the mansion’s many rooms. 

Not long after the guest has gone through the rituals of bedtime and 

has laid himself down for the night he will encounter a bloody vision of 

a Rebel soldier getting his head blown off by a Union musket. Not long 

after this dream has passed the sleeper  by, there comes the sight of the 

long gone mistress of the house, wrapped in sheets and chains, letting 

loose a wail similar to that of wolves of the wild. Finally, after these 

visions have come and gone and the unlucky sleeper has at last 

achieved peace in his quarters, there comes the whole play upon play of 

the forgotten dead, decayed flesh and skeletons all, marching off for one 

more battle.  

     With this, the guest invariably runs screaming off into the night. 

     The owners pocket their cash and the dead come on to one and all 

like a bad man’s hangover. 

     The evening draws to a close and the house stands strong. 

 

 



 

 

 

     In answer to George’s question regarding the last issue, there are plenty of cities with 

tunnels running beneath them. The homeless huddle in the tunnels beneath New York 

City and hope not to be harassed there. While down south there’s Underground Atlanta 

with its shopping centers. While Paris, of course, has its catacombs with all the dead. 

Just about any city has its caves beneath the earth. Just as on that long ago day in 

College Park, Maryland I opened the door to a whole new world. 

     I’m not sure what more to respond to here, but there’s definitely a lot to look over. 

My thanks to everybody that put it together. 



REVIEWS 

     Louis Cataldie’s CORONER’S JOURNAL: STALKING DEATH IN LOUISIANA 

     This is a book by a man familiar with the sights and sounds of death, the stink of it, 

the feel of those remains and who has lent his aid and comfort to the survivors. He, 

Louis Cataldie, is the coroner of East Baton Rouge, Louisiana, and has probed the 

evidence of suicide, accidents, serial murder, and has tried to do his best to see that 

psychiatric patients get the help that they need as a side order of his job. It’s not an easy 

calling and he has seen people at their best and worst. Through it all, he has tried to 

keep in mind the fragile nature of the human body and psyche and to bring in 

assistance from such far corners as the Fish and Wildlife Service and the local 

weatherman. It is a book to be recommended for those willing to stomach all that death 

can offer the reader and not look away.  I, for one, have been taken away because of his 

words as I’ve read them the past few days and I consider myself better off because of it. 

     Graham Moore’s THE LAST DAYS OF NIGHT 

     This is a fine novel of visionaries and inventors of the late 1800s. You’ll find Thomas 

Edison, one of the inventors of the light bulb, within its pages as well as Alexander 

Graham Bell, inventor of the telephone, and Nikola Tesla, inventor of the alternating 

current version of the means of generating electricity as well as being the man who 

conceived the cell phone long before its appearance in this so-called real world. Oh, and 

you’ll find George Westinghouse in its pages as the titan of industry that cheated Mr. 

Tesla out of a fortune and Paul Cravath, the attorney around whom the action in the 

novel revolves. This is a book about a time in which giants walked the earth and 

changed our world in the process. You’re sure to have a good time here and I would 

highly recommend the read. Well done. Five stars. 

     Arthur Machen’s THE GREAT GOD PAN 

     And what is this but the obscure novel that made so much of today’s science fiction 

and horror possible. The reader passes through different intervals in this short novella 

until at last he comes to a glimpse—just a glimpse, mind you—of life beyond the grave 

in which all horror transcends the hells of our Earth’s religions with none of the 

pleasures of the assorted heavens. What can I say except that the reader is faced with 

the most bizarre afterlife in which all men and women of the heretofore living find 

themselves in the land of the dead serving as slaves to gigantic worker ants on an 

eternal backbreaking toil marked by sight of a yet more alien creature clawing open the 

sky from the darkness of space for its satisfaction. As the reader puts down this once 

forgotten tale of lore he knows this and this only, Arthur Machen is the true champion 

of weird fiction. Hands down, there is none like him. Five stars. 

  

 



    L. Sprague de Camp’s H.P. LOVECRAFT: A Biography 

     What, if anything, can one say about Mr. Lovecraft? A recluse who distrusted anyone 

unlike himself. A racist and a xenophobe that shed most if not all of his fears through 

the travels of his final years. A writer whose posthumous success was for the most part 

despite himself. De Camp explores all of this in his well-written biography and the 

impression this reader is left with is mostly of how Lovecraft, like many writers, faced the 

darkness within himself and conjured up a universe in his fiction that was neither moral 

nor immoral but rather amoral in nature. Of a cosmos where mankind occupies a lonely 

backwater and is in no way, shape or form in charge of his destiny. Of Lovecraft’s 

creation of Elder Gods that are neither good nor evil, but rather bat man away the way a 

fellow might bat away a fly. This world view may, despite all Lovecraft’s prejudices, be 

the most meaningful and lasting of his many creations. I thank the late de Camp for 

filling us in on the life of a most curious man. 
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Comments: 

 

Jose Sanchez:  Cover:  Lovely X-Wing from Star Wars.  Really 

good "drafting" quality to the art; you do superb "tech" drawings! 

 

George Phillies:  Really nice cover art for Stand Against the Light!  

Very impressive.  Nice superhero costume design, nice "blast" 

special effects. 

 

Actually, even the primordial quantum computers available now are 

doing some yeoman work.  Also, quantum entanglement encryption 

is coming in to play more and more.  We're still toward the bottom of 

the J curve...but I'd bet my bottom shilling that it will be, in fact, a J 

curve! 

 

Fun section of your novel, the magical student and the administrator, 

and the new guy moving in next door.  Magical housekeeping.  

Obviously, this is "background" storytelling, and the meat-and-

potatoes super-powered showdowns come later, but this is fun 

background material, establishing character, and doing some world-

building. 

 

John Thiel:  Interesting essay on synergy.  It's a bit too deep for me, 

I'm sorry to say.  I'm far too much of a materialist, and my soul  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

fusion is more in keeping with Isaac Asimov than with the Age of 

Aquarius. 

 

Amusing story by Jeffrey Redmond, although, again, it consists 

solely of narrative. 

 

rct Will Mayo, pessimism in ingrained deep in my soul -- but there 

is, in the greatest depths, a little light switch that is in the "on" 

position. 

 

rct me, most definitely, places are becoming more similar, due to 

technology and communications.  In 1750, New York, Boston, and 

Philadelphia were starkly different; by 1850 they had begun to 

become "much of a muchness," as they largely are today. 

 

Nifty couple of "dream" poems by Betty Streeter, followed by a 

solemn and sad ecological wail by Mel Waldman.  These are not 

good times for earth's natural environment, and, by all accounts, 

worse is to come before any hope for improvement.  We're in the 

midst of a large wave of species extinctions.  It's hard to maintain 

optimism in such times! 

 

Will Mayo:  A very engaging and beautiful (and entirely tasteful) 

nude opens your zine:  a truly sterling piece of art!  And is that 

yourself smiling at us with a cuppa joe? 

 



re your life, I certainly comprehend (and share in) genteel poverty.  

Rent may be hard to come by, but, by golly, there are always books!  

I, too, live mostly alone (I have a roomie, but her existence doesn't 

really overlap mine.)  And, aye, the inner life of dreams can be a rich 

existence indeed! 

 

Samuel Lubell:  Fun opening graphic of the eight-legged frog-bat-

thing!  It looks a little daunting; I wouldn't want to meet one in a 

dark dungeon! 

 

I agree with all you said in your notes on Church and State and our 

system of holidays.  I like Christmas as a "happy day" if not 

specifically as a "holy day."  The traditions are fun, even for a 

secular materialist.  I adore Handel's "Messiah" and Bach's 

"Christmas Oratorio."  And who can argue with exchanging gifts 

with loved ones?  To my mind, those who insist too heavy-handedly 

on "Jesus" have, themselves, lost track of the "true meaning" of the 

holiday, which is a year-end celebration of friendship and love. 

 

(I've read the Bible, which, some days, seems to be more than a great 

many Christians actually have done...) 

 

I don't think I've read much Murray Leinster.  I know the name, and, 

of course, I've read the wonderful and famous story "First Contact," 

but by and large, the man's work is terra incognita for me.  I'll try to 

remedy that a bit in the next few months! 

 

Current Reading: 

 

"The Great Pacific War" by Hector C. Bywater.  Written in 1925 (I 

believe) this is a remarkably prescient novel -- wholly fictional -- 

describing, in the format of an historical narrative, a vast and 

sweeping naval war between Japan and the United States, in 1931. 

 

As you might expect, the author gets a lot quite wrong.  He 

overlooks the paramount importance of aircraft carriers, although he 

does assign them an important role.  He doesn't neglect them 

altogether; he just fails to predict how vital and central that role 

would actually be. 

 

His history depicts "island hopping" with some accuracy.  The novel 

ends, of course, with a massive and titanic conflict between the two 

main battle fleets, a thunderous and devastating clash.  As we know 

from our real history, it didn't quite work out that way, although 

there was a spot, in the battle of Leyte Gulf, where a surface conflict 

might have come to pass.  Battleship fans have long rued that this 

final test of the big bruisers was denied them. 

 

Bywater predicts an opening sneak attack, although he invents it as a 

suicide mission to cave in one of the deep cuttings in the Panama 

Canal, increasing travel time for the U.S. Atlantic fleet to the Pacific 

by many weeks.  The author had no way to know about the U.S. 

breaking of Japanese codes, but, again, presciently, he very 

accurately describes the role of "traffic analysis" of enemy coded 

transmissions.  When there's a lot of radio mail going back and forth, 

it's not unreasonable to predict that something big is in the works. 

 

The "novel" is mostly historical narrative, with a few "quotes" from 

dispatches or after-the-war histories.  There aren't any 

characterizations or conversations (and, as Alice wondered, what 

good is a book without any conversations?)  The book is an 

interesting piece of history, a "Will Be That Was," and is eminently 

readable.  Overall, the author got about as much right as he got 

wrong, and the story is remarkably plausible, even in hindsight. 



IINNTTEERRMMIISSSSIIOONN  ##11003.53.5
E-zine by Ahrvid Engholm, ahrvid@hotmail.com usually for EAPA, but now also for N'APA. 
This is just  mini-ish to explain things. Follow @SFJournalen's newstweets from Nordic 
sf/f/h&fandom. I have now been covering skiffy news for six decades,1978-2021! Watch out for
Typoid Fever? Get vacczinated! Jan 2021.

Eh...What?
Eh, what's this, you my ask? I've been member of something called Electronic APA (EAPA) for, well, a decade 
and doing by now 100+ issues of Intermission for it. I've heard of N3F's similar N'APA for some time but 
haven't thought much about it. The other day, though, the latest N3F E-mail reminded me and said “Please 
consider becoming a contributor”. Digging up the latest N'APA mailing, with only about half a dozen 

contributions, I see you do need contribs!
  So I will unleash Intermission on you folks too! I hope you'll like it, or at least stay 
reasonably unharmed... I'll start with #104 which came in EAPA early January, just a 
few days ago. This is written after that, but I'll call it #103.5 so the issues come in the 
right order. Intermission has - beside short comments about a Well-Known Virus - for 
the last nine issues been full of sf and fandom history material, found in the 
Stockholm Royal Library. Last spring they opened their digital newspaper archive on-
line for a couple of months. And I took to the opportunity to ransack it as much as I 
could. I have presented hundreds of newspaper stories relating to our field, in original
but also translated or summarised. If you're interested in skiffy history, I plan to later 
make a big compressed .rar file of the history issues which you'll be able to order.
  But Intermission will later go back to its regular contents, which is a bit of this and 
that. Small things I've come to think of, stuff I've done, odd news, misc things often 
related to sf and fandom. (Maybe just a little of remaining newspaper clips too.) 
  And me? I'm from  Stockholm, Sweden, and have been active in our local fandom 

since the mid 1970´s (first con 1976, first published fanzine 1978). I'm very interested in fandom history and 
have for instance written a Swedish fandom fancyclopedia, called Fandboken (“The Fandbook”, length ca 160 
000 words!). I also like history in general, space (have been active in a Swedish space group, now defunct), 
bad films, poetry, tramways, cross-country skiing on the telly, I'm sceptical to
Political Correctness and Identity Politics, I've been writing a lot of popular
science and tech articles (esp about computers), I'm a part-time writer with a few
nonfic books, the sf short story collection Mord på månen (“Murder on the
Moon”), but on top of that a lot of stories in anthologies and magazines, some
also in English. When it comes to our genre, I like the older stuff a b it more. I
think books have become too thick and authors are babbling too much today.
That began in the 1980's with word processors, which made it too easy to flush
out words. A novel used to be 200-250 pages long, and not many words were
wasted. But then books got 500-700 pages and became full of padding,
irrelevant subplots, over-long dialogue, winding internal monologues, and lots of
meaningless things of that kind. Less is more!
  Since I've been along for 4.5 decades I'm probably reasonably well-known in
fannish circles. I've done a helluva lot of fanzines through the years, the most
important being the newszine Vheckans Ävfentyr/Fanytt, renamed SF-Journalen,
and since 10 years transmogrified into the Twitter newsstream @SFJournalen.
  Now, about Twitter, this tool for con-teracting con-spiracies! haven't you noticed
that science fiction has been stolen! We must take back fandom. You will never take back fandom with 
weakness. You have to show strength, and you have to be strong. We're going to walk down Fannsylvania 
Avenue to the Tucker Hotel and I'll be there with you! You are amazing! I love you!

--Ahrvid Engholm  

My sf story collection 
"Murder on the Moon"

“The Fandbook", the Swedish 
fancyclopedia.



IINNTTEERRMMIISSSSIIOONN  ##110044
E-zine by Ahrvid Engholm, ahrvid@hotmail.com for EAPA - nominate it for Best Fanzine, plz! - 
and other victims of fannishness, you filks craving the sf & fan history finds from the Royal 
Library here presented for the 9th time! Follow @SFJournalen's newstweets from Nordic 
sf/f/h&fandom - skiffy news for six decades,1978-2021! Is this a vacczine for Typoid Fever? In 
thish also your ed's traditional Xmas/New Year's short story.Comments welcome! Late Dec'20.

There's usually editorial comments here at the start, but this time I'll kick off with this year's Xmas/ 
New Year's short story! It's my long-time tradition to write one as seasonal greetings. Editorial 
comments will instead come last, mostly upon the corona thingy. But I dunno if there's much more to 
add. After an expected 2nd bump the virus is going down here. Despite vaccine on the way media 
and some politicians, wanting to show off, still badger (though it's extremely rare any but the old and 
frail are seriously affected). Maybe they just like pushing people around? --AE

 2020 Xmas & New Year Short Story:
"The Hiccup Plague"

"You can die from hiccups," Ture Agnell said, chief epidemiologist of the National Health Agency. "To 
go through more or less violent spams several times per minute puts a huge stress on your body. If it 
goes on for hours, days it may cause everything from a heart attack to a stroke. So we'd..."
  The pack of assembled reporters had fell silent as Dr Agnell began to speak. But when they got the 
chance they were like a bloodhounds on the scent for big news:
  "Doctor, doctor," one of the bull terriers barked. "Can you say..."
  "Say, what causes the hiccups?" a journalist with hair resembling a poodle growled.
  "From whe*hick*re did it come?" a third said with a howl like a beagle.
  The last one looked embarrassed. He had it! The hiccup virus. The others stepped back and formed
an empty circle around the reporter, now looking like a sad puppy...
  Dr Agnell did his best to answer all the questions one by one.

It was a mutated version of an ordinary flu virus and it had come from China. The mutation made it 
more dangerous in a strange way. The communists first tried to hide it. Those little rascals are always
up to their funny little pranks, aren't they!  They claimed it was just something coming from eating bad
rice, but soon they were forces to spill the beans. Their 24/7 Surveillance System of Everyone could 
neither hide it or stop it. And it spread.
   Hiccups are sudden involuntary contractions of the diaphragm, causing more or less painful 
paroxysms. Medical science isn't sure of what causes it. It comes from somewhere in the digestive 
system or the throat area. It may appear when you have eaten too much or swallowed air, but it may 
also burst out without any obvious explanation.
  The new thing is that it this time seemed to be contagious and it was caused by a virus. These tiny 
microbiological machines are not defined as life, as they can't self-reproduce by themselves but need
a host cell to multiply. And they would gladly attack the nerve system and stomach and throat and 
anything. Having the hiccups may seem a little bit funny at first, but after five minutes it becomes 
irritating, after ten very painful and after  an hour serious cause for concern.
  Most people being infected fortunately had the hiccups for just a brief time. In many cases  the 
infection passed without any symptoms at all! But for a minority it became very dangerous as it could 
last for days, even weeks.
  You can't sleep. You become exhausted. Your body systems slowly collapse. After a few days being 
awake you begin to hallucinate. The elderly and people with underlying conditions like high blood 

2020 went down in history. And the drain.2020 went down in history. And the drain.



pressure, having cancer treatment , being obese, diabetes, or other medical issues were the 
vulnerable ones.
  The traditionally known cures were effective only in mild cases. You know, to slowly drink a glass of 
water, to hold your breath for one minute, or being suddenly scared by something. But as the hiccups
this time came from a virus, maybe a vaccine could be developed? The leading producers of 
everything from aspirins to 10 000-Dollar cancer cures jumped at it, Scheisser, Ass-A-Cynica, 
Murdema and the rest of the merry gang grabbed their microscopes and test tubes.

Millions of people had the hiccups within just a few weeks. Many didn't even notice it. And for most it 
just came and went. But why waste a perfectly good crisis? The Prime Minister had to think of the 
opinion polls and the evening news on TV. He must look like that he stood at the helm and steered 
the stricken ship through the storm. So the PM decided to call for a press conference.
  He stepped out on the podium. Behind him hang national flags with the fabric in beautiful but totally 
unnatural folds, The secret is to use lots of hairspray! The PM had used some too. On his lectern was
a placard placed, reading:

PROTECT THE HOSPITALS
Drink Water * Hold Your Breath * Scare Someone

But if you'd expect he'd do anything but scaring folks, you shouldn't hold your breath! He had heard 
the advice from the National Health Agency, boring things like washing your hands and keeping your 
distance and bla bla. He'd show them who decides!
  "The cabinet has met and I have...we have decided on a few emergency measures..."
  The press held their breath, as if that would help. Some where only present on screens, though 
there had been a few technical hiccups to make that work.
  "To protect the health care system it is absolutely necessary for everyone stay at home. So there will
be a curfew except for essential errands. All shops and restaurants will be closed, except for selling 
essential items. Don't travel! Don't meet anyone! No sale of alcohol!"
  His boring teetotaller Minister of  Lower Education had insisted on the last, not realising that it would
make new drink recipe soon go viral : "Dry Medicini: 1 Olive, 1 part Vermouth, 3 parts Hand 
Sanitizer".
  "But if everyone is being locked up in the home and everything closes, sir, how on Earth will people 
earn a living?" a reporter inquired.
  "I wasn't finished. The government will of course pay everyone for that. Here's the slide presenting 
our economic program..."
  A slide with tables and diagrams appeared behind the PM.
  "It rather looks like an uneconomic program, sir," another reporter shot out. "How will all this be paid 
for? Are you going to print money?"
  "No, of course not," the PM said.
  Stupid question. The national bank didn't print much money any more. They pressed a few 
computer buttons and created money. Damn the triple torpedoes of inflation, higher taxes and 
skyrocketing deficit!
  "Excuse me, sir," another of these damned weasels pondered. "But from statistics we know the 
hiccup virus is only dangerous for the elderly and those with underlying medical conditions. Why  
incarcerate the 99% who aren't at risk and crash the economy, instead of just protecting the old and 
vulnerable? The health risks from unemployment, bankruptcies, isolation and so are considerable."
  The PM took a glass of water and drank it slowly. "Oh, this will only last for a couple of weeks. I 
forgot, everyone has to wear an uncomfortable mask too. Next question!" he finally said.
  The pundits in the press speculated that the government this way just wanted to create a hug 
collective scare, to frighten the hiccups away.



  But two weeks became two months. Bankruptcies and unemployment reached very interesting 
levels. All airlines kept their expensive jets on the ground. International trade halted. Many shelves in 
the supermarkets echoed empty, like for clorex and loo paper. Borders closed. Police patrolled the 
streets to check that no one ruthlessly, masklessly walked his dog. But they left the long lines to all 
new soup kitchens alone, as long as the poor folks stood at least 200 centimetres apart. 
  Telecom operators had a steady and increasing income from the domestic abuse and suicide help 
lines. Walmazone, the world monopoly on on-line sales, had even more wonderful days. Two months 
became four, became six, became... The weeks dragged on and on and on.
  Meanwhile, the pillars of medical research, the pill companies, were ready to pillage the vaccine 
market to make a pillow for our worried heads. One vaccine candidate was discarded as it needed to 
be stored at -270 degrees Celsius. The Russians tested the vaccines Vostok, Voshod, Saljut and Mir 
before they finally succeeded with a syringe full of Venera, named after their Venus probes. The 
name may have been a bit unwise since rumours began that it gave you venereal diseases.
  Anyway, after some trial and error the vaccines came. They had gone through  testing phase 1 and 
2 and 3 and 2 again and 2.5 and 3 again and circling back to phase 3.14159 and at last being 
approved for emergency use.
  The PM had asked FM, his finance minister, to join him in his office. A committee from Scotland's 
Heriot-Watts University, famous for their know-how of economics, would present their long-awaited 
report on how the hiccup crisis had affected the world economy, or what was left of it. What would 
happen now with unemployment, trade, deficits, inflation, stock markets and everything down to the 
price of toilet paper. But the PM and FM now learned that the World Health Organisation would have 
a press conference about the vaccine rollouts, at the same time. 
  The PM could go through thousands of pages of legislation drafts and navigate through hundreds of
bureaucratic paragraphs, but was at loss handling the TV's remote control. He wanted to check the 
vaccine situation first, on Channel One.
  "How do you operate this little bugger," he said helplessly to FM "I need channel one."
  "Who's on first?" FM asked.
  "WHO," PM answered.
  "Watts on second," FM said. "II must follow that. Can you switch?"
  "Why switch channel if you don't know what's on?"
  "That's right. Watts on."
  "What's on second?"
  "I told you. Watts. Why do you want the first channel. Who's on first?"
  "WHO. Now if I can find the right button..."
  "To watch... Who did you say?"
  "That's right. WHO's on first."
  "Watts on second...But who's on first now again?"
  "WHO!"
  "What?"
  "What's on second?"
  "Watts!"
  And so on. The two highest officials of the government became none the wiser. As if anyone had 
imagined they were to start with.

It all seemed to go well with the vaccines. Thousands got their shots the first day and soon hundreds 
of thousands. Within a month millions of doses had been distributed and injected. But since the 
vaccines had gone through very fast and short tests, no one was really sure if there weren't long-term
side effects.
  "I'm worried," Dr Ture Agnell said to his closest associate at the National Health Agency, one Dr 
Abbott Costello.



  "Yes, I have seen the reports too," Dr Costello said. "We knew that the shortage of  time would 
make it difficult to see long-term side effects..."
  "Most aren't affected," Dr Agnell said. "As with the original virus it's a tiny minority that gets it. It turns
up after about a month. It's not death threatening in most cases, but means a certain risk, mirroring 
the original virus."
   "Have you any idea what it comes from?"
  "Well, the original hiccup virus juggled around quite heavily with the digestive system, some effects 
from a little more juggling can't be unexpected."
  Dr Agnell sighed. It might mean more questionable lockdowns.  Children left behind, divorces, 
drugs. Even greater economic disaster. Many more deaths from cancer and other illnesses an 
epidemic would block from being treated. More of politicians sitting on their high horses, trying to 
pretend to be in charge of microbiology, ordering the entire population to be incarcerated.
  "We are between a rock and a hard place," Dr Costello said. "It's a mess."
  "Yes," Dr Agnell agreed."I have never heard of such a side effect. Sure, people are free from the 
darn hiccups. But instead, for hours and days at end they begin to burp..."

Spiffy Skiffy History In A JiffySpiffy Skiffy History In A Jiffy
Time for some more digging into the vaults of the digital newspaper archive of Stockholm's Royal 
Library, as the national library is called in this (constitutional) monarchy. To compensate for corona 
visiting restrictions it had its newspaper archive open online last spring. Yours Truly jumped at the 
chance doing some history research, spending hundreds of hours at it, saving approx 1500 clips. 
This is the ninth issue of Intermission presenting the most interesting finds! (Translated or 

summarised as usual. Nordic readers may enlarge pics and see see the 
original texts, though sometimes blurry for layout and technical reasons.)
  Do you remember the sf community Vietnam War petitions? In 1968 a two-
page ad in Galaxy Magazine listed sf writers who were pro- and anti-war. The 
pro-pros, probably a bit to the right, were on the lef. The leftist anti-pros were 
placed to the right in the spread. See http://sfforward.blogspot.com/2015/07/sf-
vietnam-war-petition.html
  Swedish fandom had something similar. After the Three Mile Island accident 
in 1979  there was a referendum on nuclear power. (It was a complicated thing
with alternatives YES!!, Yes...but, and NO!! The two first together "won" and 
we still have those plants.) Before the voting the memberzine of the 
Scandinavian SF Association (SFSF in Swedish abbreviation) ran an ad where
sf people had signed up for or against nuclear power. Among pro were eg 
Lars-Olov Strandberg and John-Henri Holmberg. Among anti were eg Sam J 
Lundwall and Stieg Larsson. I was listed among the pros, having been 
knighted with BNFhood as publisher of the "Ohnly true newszine" Vheckans 
Ävfentyr (today's @SFJournalen on Twitter). Anders Palm, journalist and my 
old editor-in-chief of Teknikmagasinet took the opportunity to inform the 
readers of morning paper Dagens Nyheter of this, March 22 1980, using the 
rather strange headline "Friends of the raygun are also split":

The question of nuclear power or not has split Sweden into three parts. This 
split has also affected the sf fans in Sweden, these messengers of the future 
who otherwise stand united against the in their opinion unimaginative and 
misunderstanding world. The split in the sf movement has eg resulted in name
lists in the sf press, where different known fans gang together for or against 

http://sfforward.blogspot.com/2015/07/sf-vietnam-war-petition.html
http://sfforward.blogspot.com/2015/07/sf-vietnam-war-petition.html




nuclear power. Among the opponents we find primarily sf/crime writer Bertil Mårtensson from Lund 
and the "Alvar-awarded" rune forsgren from Umeå. (The Alvar is the Oscar of the Swedish sf 
movement.) For nuclear power are Ingvar svensson from Uppsala, founder of the Swedish Academy 
for SF, Dénis Lindbohm in Malmö founder of club Meteor, Kjell Rynefors in Trollhättan editor of Cosmos 
Bulletin, Olle Kindberg in Jönköping, son of KG Kindberg who published the old sf magasine Häpna!, and Kjell 
Borgström from Farsta, Swedish fandom's only sf poet. More names could be mentioned for both Yes and 
No.So, if you haven't made up your mind for how to vote: take comfort! Experts fight every day in TV about the
pros and cons of nuclear power. And not even the sf fans who live with atomic guns, atomic powered 
spaceships, atomic personal force fields and atomic eggbeaters, know how it should be.

There you got some more pro- and anti-names. (BTW, the late Kjell Borgström
wasn't fandom's only sf poet. We also have the illustrious Comet-John Benzene
jr...but that's another story.) I have myself always been pro nuclear power. I
simply think that cutting edge technology expands our boundaries and
capabilities and leads to further progress for humanity. And we need more energy.
Yes, there have been a couple of serious accidents but overall they haven't been
the total disasters the environmentalists anticipated. (And the Chernobyl one
wasn't caused by technology, but by doing criminally reckless experiments!)
  Wolf von Witting, then conductor on the surburbian Saltsjöbaden trains,
philosopher sf fan from last issue, had BTW this comment about the Chernobyl
accident in a people-on-the street query in Aftonbladet, April 30 1986, "Are you
afraid we in Sweden may be harmed?":

"No. I don't think it will harm us. Most of it has hit the people over there. But of course, if
there is a disaster closer by...

  Pro-nuclear was Dénis Lindbohm of Malmö in the south, 
one of the earliest fans (founding club Strate-Organisation
in 1949, evolving into club Meteor in 1952). Known as 
Father Dénis, he was  one of the founders of Swedish 
fandom together with Sture Lönnerstrand. He published 
the humorous fanzine Clloev, being a bit like a Sverifan 
version of Bob Tucker, but with one little fault: he believed
in reincarnation. Dénis and I corresponded for years (and 
I was one of few who met him after the 1970's). Beside 
many fine sf novels - with an easy-going style I think was 
quite underrated - he also wrote a long row of nonfic 
books about reincarnation and related stuff. We read 
about it in Göteborgs-Tidningen April 25 1971 (prev 
page), the day before a TV program where he talks more 
about "earlier lives", "Tomorrow Dénis Lindbohm tells 
about how he existed earlier on TV: He remembers life on
other planets". Some excerpts:

Author Dénis Lindbohm is 44 years old and lives in Malmö, is 
married and has two children. A quite ordinary Swedish family. 
But before Dénis became what he is  now, he was the four 
year old Scanian girl Esta, born in 1914 and dead in the 
Spanish flu in 1918. He has experienced being other 
people...having had strange experiences on other planets, he 
has killed and been killed. … In the new book Jagets eld /"Fire 
of the self"/ Dénis tells about his strange experiences. He says 
that Esta was the sister of his mother, and Elsa was thus the 
aunt of Dénis. Dénis was born in 1927 in Tranås. When he was
1½ he visited his grandparents in Scania. Despite being 



banned from going in to the living room by the grandparents he still went in, /Quote from the book of how he 
there saw a photo of Esta and had a strange feeling and was told it was his dead aunt, now "with God"./ It was
not until November 1967 he told others of his experiences. He wrote to his friends and told how it was. It was 
too much for many of them. /Dénis explains./  ...Most probably something within us is immortal, this something
leaves the body when we die and lands randomly or by will in the embryo in the womb of a pregnant woman...
/Dénis believes in a "world soul in the form of a psychic force field/ ...it is possible that what we experience is 
recorded and archived there ...the different me:s are are expressions of one and the same super-me, a form of
cosmic personality split. If you dare to accept this theory  we are all one and the same being- the differences 
comes from the "I" existing in different bodies. /Then follows what he claims to remember as Esta, but he has 
also/ ...colourful experience from other planets far out in the universe. For a time he lived as a warrior in a 
world of murder existing many million of years ago far away from Earth. He tells about a memory from 
that. /Follows a long quote from his book. As a warrior he kills a woman, a priestess. A flees with another 
woman whom he loves but is killed./ Caption: Man's soul is eternal, according to the Martinus cosmology. After
life here on earth we can very well continue to live on another planet in the universe. /The info box tells about 
the TV show, done by one Per Ragnar./

Swordsmen on alien planets is all very Robert E Howard! The article ends with "The scientist: No 
proof of reincarnation". To be fair Dénis never tried to push for his beliefs in his letters and try to 
convert me. And I told him several times that I didn't believe in this stuff. The human brain is 
wonderful in creating beliefs! People will falsely claim eg that they are "pregnant with an elephant" 
(like Preussian field marshal von Blucher) or made of glass (like king Charles VI of France) or born 
"in the wrong body" (popular to think today). Humans are very unreliable witnesses, often believe in 
totally erroneous ideas, and do bad things like faking ballots or not accepting defeat.
  Aftonbladet also covers Dénis and reincarnation, April 26 1971, "He tells about his earlier life - when
he was his own aunt". Some excerpts here too:

/Beginning talking about Esta/ "The recordings of Esta lives in me. How did I get them? Notice it isn't a diffuse 
feeling that I have been Esta. It is a matter of direct memories of experience. Her brain recorded what her 
body went through." /He'll talk about his memories as Esta for 4 minutes in the TV program of which examples 
are given in the article. He's not worried abut going public even if he may be ridiculed. A doctor knowing him 
says he is a "steady person"./  "I don't demand that anyone without questions shall accept my experiences. 
But I see it as a duty to research to share the experiences I have. And then it's for the experts to analyse my 
memories and hypotheses. I want people to get  acquainted with the problems," Lindbohm says to 
Aftonbladet.

Dénis was a friend of Sam J Lundwall, the author and publisher, whose
singing career I've told about in an earlier Intermission. Dénis and Sam
where the main fans in the imaginative and mock "Fannish War" in the 
late 1950's and 1960's, where they pretended to be rulers The Autarch 
of Strateborg and Lord Theo of Chandra at war with each other. It was 
performed through fanzines,
proclamations, tape recordings
and even amateur 8 mm films. I

found this ad in Expressen October 8 1966 about singer-
songwriter Sam, when he performed on "The Stork", a music
barge anchored by a Stockholm quay. This was a legendary
club in the 1960's where all the big singer-songwriter names of
the era performed, like Cornelis Vreeswijk, Fred Åkerström,
Finn Zetterholm - and Sam J Lundwall. He was for a while up
there with the hotshots!
  Another important fan active in the 1960's was Leif
Andersson. He became nationally famous when he won the 10
000 Crowns in a TV quiz on the subject Astronomy, and later



became a professional astronomer. But he was also an sf fan, which we see in this Dagens Nyheter 
story August 8, 1965, "To the Sun of Capri":

...the young astronomy expert and TV idol  Leif Andersson soon travels. He'll not enjoy the sun like ordinary 
Capri tourists, but study the named heavenly body in a scientific way at the Saltsjöbaden observatory Capri 
branch. Leif became an idol 1960 when he won 10 000 crowns in the TV quiz "The Challenge" on the subject 
astronomy. Soon the 16-year old Leif, a farmer's son from Vinberg near Falkenberg in Halland became "TV 
Leif", "TV Star" and "TV Comet" over all of Sweden. But being a celebrity didn't bother Leif that much and he 
continued his school work. Being an idol had a brief comeback last year in the Nordic TV competition "The Die
is Thrown" and made Finns happy by answering "kyllä" sometimes. Leif is now very busy studying in Lund, to 
be an astronomer of course. Beside stars he is also an expert on since long extinct animals, dinosaurs and 
other things he lectures about in his indistinguishable dialect in front of stunned audiences of friends. Among 
the interests is also sf literature, something close at heart for an astronomer. Leif is an active sf fan and 
published his own amateur magazines in the genre, "fanzines", as it is sometimes called in that field … He'll 
be on Capri for t least half a year so the buddies in the sf clubs have to do without their most talked abut 
representative for a long time.

To continue the fan parade, another leading fan from the era was Carl Hällström or Sture Sedolin as 
he is also known as (not sure, but I think "Sture" one of his extra first names and "Sedolin" a name 
existing in his family tree) who started the small sf magazine Nya Världar ("New Worlds"). 

Unfortunately it only came in one issue, but Expressen wrote abut it 
June 13, 1964. "Columbus' Space Egg":

The Swedish magazine flora has seen a new sf magazine, "Nya Världar". The 
contents verify the old truth that the only now living author who can write sf is 
Ray Bradbury. Unfortunately he isn't represented in the magazine. You 
shouldn't start a story like this not even out in space: "When our big, extremely 
fast spaceship slid into the atmosphere of the blue planet, I lay in my bunk 
shaking with horror with the comforting arms of my wife around me". The 
articles about sf aren't phrased much better. "Sf is the truthful literature of our 
time, the second Elizabethian era, the era waiting for a new Columbus who 
shall bring the  caravelle rocketship through the depths of space.” Columbus 
journey through the sky. Sf is religion.

The reviewer was a bit negative, wasn't he... I'll tell you a secret, the 
tabloid Expressen isn't itself the most
intellectual publication in history either!
Onward... As covered in earlier iessues,
media reported about the first Swedish sf
con, Luncon in 1956 - even in national
radio! Here's a report I missed, from

Svenska Dagbladet August 20 1956, "Union formed for sf"  (ie a
federation, not a "trade union"...):

Sweden's and also Scandinavia's first sf convention has taken place in Lund
Saturday and Sunday, attended by about 35 youth from Stockholm, Luleå,
Eskilstuna, Surahammar, Jönköping, Halmstad, Malmö and Lund. A Swedish
"SF Union" was formed during Sunday, and a committee was set up to
prepare next year's Swedish convention and Swedish participation in the
Worldcon in London 1957. During the convention days there have been
several lectures giving the attendees a look into the fantastic world of
tomorrow. Moon rockets, flying saucers, and interplanetary research trips
have also been discussed. The activities of the different clubs is coordinated
by a central committee chaired by student Kjell Pettersson, Lund.

Now, this first "union" soon collapsed in internal friction, and a new
one was founded, and fell apart,  a new one came, and split, again and again, until in 1960 the 
Scandinavian SF Association came. (Which celebrated it's 50 th anniversary on the small Ökon 2 
October 24, BTW due to Known Causes the only Swedish con 2020.)



  Intermission has covered space poet and Nobelist Harry Martinson earlier, famous for the poetry 
cycle Aniara, and his contacts with the sf group Atomic Noah from 1945 and on. Here's more.
  The first poems of Aniara came already in his 1953 collection Cikada, and sensing something big 
was brewing newspaper Svenska Dagbladet made a visit to Harry already in 1955, July 31. "Nebula 
in Trosa gave Martinson the impulse for 'Doris and Mima'", beginning with describing the settings of 
Martinson's countryside cottage in Gnesta south of Stockholm, and then:

...he is 50 May 5. Is he becoming gammed and becoming jail and dori as it is said in future slang in "The Song
of Doris and Mima"? … You can read the answer in the poems in Cikada. It speaks of the mild sorrow that 
after a while comes into the heart. … He is glad he doesn't live during the Stone Age, when men where slain 
when they got a beard or perhaps a little later. "It is middle age that has made culture possible ," he says
(Caption: Martinson running a cinema projectionist. His interest is Chaplin's classic farces.) /He discusses 
things like theatre plays he likes, and.../ When it comes to politics he doesn't feel in  good mood. He doesn't 
understand the political man. For him politics is the art of the ridiculous and he can't sympathise with anyone 
but the individual. His hope is in the individualists. /Among religions he has a soft spot for Lao-Tse, otherwise 
his attitude to religions is like for politics. He speaks of happiness, which is difficult to catch and keep./ Harry 
Martinson went out to look at the stars one night in August last year. He then lived in Gustav Sandgren's 
cottage around Trosa. It was a clear starry sky, and he amused himself with finding the planets- What he really
looked for was the nebula Andromeda a hundred million light years away. /2 mill l y, I think/ And suddenly he 
stood eye to eye to it. He had the whole galaxy in his telescope. /He owned an amateur telescope./ He had a 
shock from being able to see that far out in the universe, so afterwards he went inside and closed the door. 
"The Song of Doris and Mima" grew out from that experience, the first sample of poetic sf in Swedish 
literature. Harry Martinson has received many letters because of that poem. Many have enjoyed it, but a few 
have also been annoyed, namely the chronoschougians /??? - maybe a private term from Harry M/ who have 
a narrow track laid out for them until the end of life, and thus rather bash the poet than disbanding their rusty 
rails. "It's not on nerve clinics and mental hospitals you best read the worries of the time," Martinson says. 
"You do that in the poems. It is the task of the author to be sensitive and write the chronicle about what's 
happening. But not about the events of today like in the newspapers. But about the events of the year and 
decade. With the focus somewhat shifted compared to the daily press." /Martinson finishes the interview by 
setting up his projector to show Chaplin's "The Cure"./ What Cure? Things like that makes you vlamm and 
gondel. /Slang from Aniara./

B l a c k   H o l e s   M a t t e r!B l a c k   H o l e s   M a t t e r!



There are many examples of the space poet's interest in sf. In 
1955 he eg visited Uppsala and held a lecture which seems to 
have dealt a lot with the genre, as Expressen reports May 27, 
"Between us space pirates":

Harry Martinson has been in Uppsala and talked about sf. There are 
many poetic works in the genre, Martinson thought. The best ones: 



Ray Bradbury's "The Martian Chronicles" and AE van Vogt's "The Voyage of the Space Beagle". And 
Martinson of course read his own space poems from Cikada.

It doesn't say where he lectured, but it probably was at the university or for a student organisation, 
because Uppsala is an Academic city, known for Scandinavia's oldest university founded in 1477.
  In the early and mid 1950's interest in human space exploration increased. Both the Russians and 
Americans announced they intended to launch satellites (Sputnik shouldn't have been a surprise!) 
and Svenska Dagbladet had several articles about it July 31,1955. Space poet Harry Martinson was 
of course involved, and the overall headline was "First step into space - scientists between hope and 
pessimism. SvD poll about satellites":

Man is about to take the first step into space. Satellites launched from 
Earth shall go into orbit...huge and mind-boggling perspectives open. 
From several sources the opinion is stated that its now perhaps only 
years or decades before the conquest of space can begin in earnest. 
"It's the most important news since the atomic bomb," says the president
of the International Astronautical Federation, the American civil engineer
Fred C Durant, who has just arrived to Copenhagen to head the 
international space travel convention. Mr Durant thinks that man within 
25 years can do trips eg around the Moon /it took 13!/. SvD has visited 
the poet and cosmos thinker Harry Martinson to hear how he reacts to 
the sensational news.

A side article says "Opens rich possibilities" saying eg where the 
Swedish professor Olof Rydbeck hopes for good cooperation with 
the US, since it takes a big and rich country to afford the 
expensive experiments. The satellites will be most important for 
radio astronomy, especially for longer radio waves which the 
atmosphere blocks. Astronomer Knut Lundmark says "Risky 
development" in another article. Reaching orbit is easy once you 
reach escape speed. Next step could be a space station and 
satellites. But Lundmark warns against political and strategic 
interest meddling, resulting in a struggle between major powers. 
We turn to the long piece with Martinson, "The universe fascinates
us", where the poet receives the newspapers reporter a beautiful 
summer day with a cold beer on his "floating terrace" in the 
shadow of his boathouse by Lake Sillen. He took the news about 
coming satellites:

...with self-restraint and with being impressed. One of his first comments
was: "Lucky they fly so high that you don't get them on your head." A 
couple of years ago he wrote The Song about Doris and Mima, a 
symbolic tale about the spaceship Aniara, ferrying between Earth and 
the other planets. The great poem has been called the first poetic sf in 
Swedish literature. The universe is close to Harry Martinson wintertime. 
There are few nights when he doesn't look for the Andromeda nebula 
that inspired Doris and Mima. Summertime the nights are too bright for 
private astronomy. /Description of house and surroundings and his 
family follows. His daughters takes a rowing boat out on the lake./ Their 
father continues to talk about the escape velocity 11 km/s. He seems to 
know everything about the laws of space, quickly presents an incredibly 
complicated equation and begins to talk about the orbital bend … "It 
sounds incredible but the orbital bend of the Moon is as small as 1.36 
mm/km. I hope you write technical details correctly, journalists are often 

in error." Is it a scientist speaking? But these complicated things comes from a poet writing /quote from Aniara. 
Harry is asked if he'd consider going into space himself./   "Well, if Earth became so inhabitable you don´t 



want to stay I guess you'd leave." "Without knowing to
where?" "Where? Out there I suppose nothing but death
awaits. Different sorts of deaths, cyanide death, ammonia
death and death through cold. You must bring along life in
a can and many different devices. But you could go from
even a friendly Earth, there is something within man that
wants to go and look what's it like in cosmos. At the same
time there is so much that keeps you on Earth, the
summer, the plants, life in general... You must ask yourself
why man has taken so much interest in the universe that a
whole literary genre, sf,  has been created for it. It may be
the undecidable the transformation of time continuity, a sort
of immortality. What ever happens in technology it will
always be anticipated, perhaps with exception of
disbanding the law of gravity. I have myself been caught by
the subject. Why? You can't yourself really say why you
write a certain thing. You land in a force field. There is a
second part finished of The Song of Doris and Mima, also
with symbolic hidden meanings, which may come out in a
few years. /It was combined with Doris and Mima and
came next year as Aniara./  There will certainly be a going
fast novel about these satellites, but I'm not going to write
it. … Yes, of course you follow the foreign policies. I notice
the political happenings in the way you read the barometer
and thermometer. I listen to politics with the same
elaborate fatalism as listening to the weather report: it will
be either this or that way. It is of course difficult to be a
politician, mankind seems to be as unpredictable as the
weather. About 3-4  years ago we where more pessimistic than today, now we have become use to the 
thought that we can´t live too many more years on this planet. Of course I have always been fascinated by 
space. We are only a diminishing little decimal figure in the whole. You get a totally different perspective when 
dealing with space and I dare to say that a human consists of his perspectives. Happiness is another thing, 
some find happiness in having large perspectives, others are more modest. … By making technology and 
science universal - or at least mondial - they may perhaps stop wars. It was before called balance of power, 
now it is a "saturated solution", a technical-mathematical combination.  I think man will finally become scared 
of the consequences of his inventions, It has nothing to do with courage but lies on another level. …  The 
danger is that man can't control the forces he releases. It was that way when Japanese fishermen was injured 
by the atomic bomb the other year. That's an experience will will see again." /Some comments about the 
surroundings and in the end a quote from Aniara./

The Svenska Dagbladet editorial that day covered the same subject, "Man towards space": 

The official news from the White House that the Americans now will realise the plans to send up space 
stations with instruments, is one of the most remarkable piece of news the world has received in many years. 
Never before has it been possible for people to send up a projectile or rocket that far out in space so that it 
doesn't at once return due to Earth's gravity. The rockets being launched with scientific purposes have after 
reaching zenith - ca 300 km - ejected instruments which then have fallen to Earth in a parachute. What's now 
being prepared is something revolutionary. Nothing less than launching artificial heavenly bodies... The 
fantastic project has been discussed for many years and been subject to descriptions in magazines, but this 
far the speculations have been surrounded by a romantic shimmering, which we have in sf. From the world of 
the saga and fantasy the dramatic enterprise has now been moved into reality. No doubt staggering 
perspective opens...a first step towards the old dream of interplanetary traffic. Usually we have counted on 
that having manned artificial satellites is a prerequisite for continued conquest of space but man's chances of 
mastering the technical difficulties in the foreseeable future to construct these floating bases has at least for 
the layman seemed to be so big that it could be discarded being without any interest. After the American 
message it seems that the foundations of this assessment must be reconsidered... within relatively close 
future. Perhaps  within a couple of decades we should be able to put up even bigger space stations of real 
importance for possible future space traffic. … The primary use for the space station is however not to to open
fast lanes for the conquest of space. The aim is far more modest, though important. The scientists will gain 
more knowldge of such things as the sun's radiation, the yet mysterious cosmic radiation, the matter existing 
in space etc, and at the same time they hope to gain things useful for meteorology. The satellites will in other 
words be used for the same purposes as the sounding rockets; the difference is that they are expected to give 



a much richer return. The Americans have claimed that the project has small or no military importance. From 
the yet few technical details available it's not possible to asses the military aspects, but perhaps what the 
Americans say should be seen to the background that the satellites may cause some international 
complications as they in their orbits cross national borders, though on a high altitude. Here comes a new 
problem for international law. It has never been defined how high up in space national sovereignty goes. 
/Satellites may however in the future be used for spying./ Information from Moscow says the Russians are also
in the way to prepare launching space stations, which indicates it is a matter of a race for something important 
not only from a scientific viewpoint. If manned satellites are developed the military side of the issue will 
become more obvious, The one coming first will have an invaluable strategic advantage. Under all 
circumstances the message from America bear witness to that mankind is at a really big milestone. Perhaps 
may the coming space stations by future chronologers be noted as an event as important as when atomic 
power first was released on our planet.

We have seen in several articles from the 1950's and on that Harry Martinson was interested in 
science fiction and space. He obviously had a living interest, because sf returns in his focus in a very 
public speech, at the Social Democrat's first of May march in 1958. (May 1st - or April 31, Mercer's 



Day - that's when socialists march all over the world.) There's a long article In Dagens Nyheter May 2
1958, describing different parts of the march and summarising all speakers, among them the then 
Swedish PM Tage Erlander. But here's what Harry M said, headlined "We already live in the middle of
the future we fear":

...and then Harry Martinson stood up, in the new May 1 tradition of have a culture person, a non-politician, so 
too this day. He arrived just in time and heard nothing of the Prime Minister's speech. Harry Martinson asked 
to keep his hat on in the spring wind and apologised for without much experience as a speaker he in this wind 
had to look for words sometimes, but he hoped to be understood. He spoke about science fiction and his own 
Aniara and reminded with icy clearness it wasn't about the future, as we often think, but about the reality 
where we live. He said that when George Orwell in 1947-48 wrote 1984 he called in 1948 - he thought the 
totally commanded total state would exist about the same time as the book was printed, but the publisher 
made the title milder by switching two digits, so that the readers would be woken up and scared by that we 
already live in what we think is the future. He also told us that when he wrote Aniara he didn't think of things 
that would happen but on things that had already happened - the terrible wars, the gas chambers in the 
German extermination camps. The Bomb in Aniara isn't a bomb in the future but the bomb dropped over 
Hiroshima which is terrible enough. Harry Martinson also said he was a friend of the Defence as far as was 
reasonable - but he wondered who would in the end defend the atmosphere around and the air we breathe 
from not getting poisoned. And then Harry Martinson stepped down from the tribune.(Caption: Harry Martinson
in front of the flag carriers and young mothers who demanded an end to film censorship.)

We have mentioned Aniara, so lets have a closer look - at the English translation. The first came in 
the early 1960's and can actually be found as a PDF here: 
https://1lib.eu/book/5303900/87de5b
  Translator was helped by the Scottish poet Hugh 
McDiarmid and it is mentioned in Dagens Nyheter Marsh 
12 1964, "Martinson in English":

Aniara has these last days been published in English 
translation by Elspeth Harley Schubert, who had had help with 
the verses by the great Scottish poet and rabulist Hugh 
MacDiarmid. The Times Literary Supplement has reviewed it. 
The review is extensive but not very generous. Martinson get 
acknowledged for taking on outer space, his sf imagination, but 
not for his linguistic innovations. The anonymous reviewer 
doesn't like the Mima at all. It is after all hardly more than an 
unusual TV set, and a curiosity (which even has a conscience) 
which has a passive existence. It isn't "constructive". Going on 
the reviewer becomes not only scout but also a school 
professor, He thus criticise the poet for talking about Jupiter as 
a star and not as a planet. He doesn't see Aniara as epic in an 

older sense; the one where the hero like in
Odysseus or Gilgamesh or Aeneiden steps
down into the underworld. That's one 
observation ant the school teacher shows 
himself to also be informed abut the 
Swedish original, in which Martinson in fact
a couple of times refers to space as 
Hades. (That link has sort of snapped in 
the translation, as have most of the 
rhymes.) But the reviewer thinks this 
descent is too singular to fill a long epic 
poem. There should have been counter 
streams, alternatives. As a counterweight 
to the upper Hades, perhaps a little 
friendly, ivory-overgrown space pub? The 
reviewer ends by imagining that his 
volume will make its mark in English 
literary life.Hm, this looks familiar...

What  says  theWhat  says  the
unknown  darkunknown  dark

matter  ofmatter  of
space isn'tspace isn't

STENCIL  INK!STENCIL  INK!

https://1lib.eu/book/5303900/87de5b


Svenska Dagbladet went through English reviews of the first English translation (a second one has 
come in later years) March 12 1963, "Descending down to Hades in spaceship"

A review of man in time and space is the supplement title of the English version of Harry Martinson's epic 
Aniara, which now has been reviewed with interest in the British press. Harry Martinson isn't unknown for 
English readers. The road is translated before. Hugh MacDiarmid and an excellent translator Elspeth Harley 
Schubert. Hutchinsons has published it. As earlier mentioned the Times Literary Supplement has spent big 
space, half a page, on a thorough analysis, which can almost be said to have been enthusiastic in this usually 
towards all Swedish literature sceptical magazine. The review is headline "Ascent to Hades" and notes that 
that the only route for a poet in these times dominated by dogmas - if he wants to adhere to any of them -  is 
epic poems or sf.  "It may be considered strange
that no English writer has found out to merge
these two forms, stranger than that a that a
Swedish poet has thought of it", it is said in TLS.
Englishmen must be first with news! That is what
Harry Martinson has done. But even in Milton's
"Lost Paradise" there are ingredients of sf, TLS
writes and adds: "Nowhere may a hero be more
heroic than in a nebula 505 million light years from
Earth, where he has to count on beings with
inhuman instincts and superhuman abilities. No
other form makes it possible to show totally
imaginary phenomenon with the harsh confidence
of Homer as he lets Oysseus' visit Hades". It is
also noted it was a bold move to have the work
translated. It may show to be fruitful for English
literature. In the radio magazine The Listener Ian
Rodger revealed that he two years earlier had
urged to have Aniara translated and he had
himself made a rough translation to stimulate
British appetite for this "Swedish work of genius".
He also thought Aniara might give "much needed
inspiration" to English poets and talked about its
passages of great beauty, of terror and elevation.
Glasgow Herald called Aniara a characteristic
literary product of our times, a mix of science and
fantasy. And it has a real and lasting impact force.
"To warn us...is after all one of the main and
genuine purposes of literature"2. A critically mined
reviewer in the New Statesman called Aniara "a
long, gloomy, visionary poem" that could be
accused of repeating itself. He also assumed that
the blank verse kept throughout the English
version was more varied in the original. The
reviewer in TLS had read Aniara also in Swedish,
apparently to the benefit of the work.

So there you have it! I liked Aniara myself, but
I like poetry. Try it if you like poetry, but if you
don't like poetic stuff I don't think you'll
understand why it got him a Nobel Prize. It's
correct that the meter in the Swedish original is more varied. Take for instance "song" No 42, written 
so it can be sung to the tune of the old classic tune "Daisy Bell"...
  Now for something sad. The first foreign (if a fellow-Nordic Finland-Swede is that) I got closer in 
contact with was "Finland's Mr SF", Tom Ölander, so called because he was instrumental in starting 
Finnish fandom in the mid-1970's. He was involved in the first clubs, helping editing the first sf 
publications, had sf contacts abroad, and so on. I first met him on SF-Kongressen 1977, again on SF-
Kongressen 1979, and he was of course onboard with us organising the first Finnish sf con, King-Con
in 1982. Tom became a very good friend. So I was very sad when he suddenly passed away in 2002. 



I knew he suffered from a weakened main artery near the heart, because he had told me, but when it 
burst and killed him it was still a shock. Notable foreigners may get obituaries in Swedish papers, and
Tom was one I thought, so I wrote and mailed one to the two biggest Swedish morning papers. To my
surprise Dagens Nyheter published it Sept 26, 2002, "Deaths abroad - Tom Ölander":

Tom Ölander, Helsinki, 57 years, has passed away in a heart disease has
suffered from for a longer period. Tom Ölander has among other things ran his
own company and been estate caretaker, eg for Hufvudstadsbladet (Finland's
biggest Swedish language newspaper) building in central Helsinki. But for all
of us whop knew him he became Finland's "Mr SF". From the mid 1970's he
was a pioneer and inspiration for sf literature in Finland and a travelling
ambassador who created Nordic contacts and with the rest of Europe through
phone calls and correspondence, over the whole sf world. The literary genre sf
and its so called fandom (the sf fan movement) was at the time rather
unknown in Finland, though the Turku SF Society, which Tom had contact

with, was founded
in 1976, Tom was
one of the founders
of the first Finnish
sf magazine
Aikakone
1981 /"Time
Machine"/ and the
driving force behind
Finland's first sf
convention in
Helsinki in 1982. Here he could through contacts in 
Hufvudstadsbladet get Finska Notisbyrån /main 
news telegram agency/ to issue a news telegram, 
which made a huge impact in press and TV. /True! 
50+ newspapers noted the con and TWO evening 
news progs on TV!/ Tom was the Guest of Honour 
in Tampere in 1985 and in 1986 he organised a 
new sf convention in Helsinki called Finncon, which 
after that takes place every second year and 
attracts 2-
3000
attendees
(being among
the biggest sf
conventions in
Europe).
Without the
pioneering
work by Tom
Ölander, this
wouldn't have
happened. He
also collected
sf amateur
magazines,
and his big
collection (10
000's of
copies) was a
couple of

years ago donated to the Turku SF Society to be the basis for an sf
library. He organised group trips, like the one to the Eurocon in Hungary
in 1988. Through his contacts he helped Finnish sf magazines to get
publishing rights. Out of his own pocket he helped editors with printing
bills. But he held a low profile and never brought attention to himself.

Early Finnish fans Pekka Virtanen, 
Tom Ölander, Jyrki Ijäs, 1986.



Maybe its typically Finnish to work quietly but getting things done. For his efforts he was awarded with the 
World SF Special President's Award in the sf worldcon in Brighton in 1987, and he received another award 
from World SF in 1988, "For Independence of Thought in the Field of SF". During the 1990's Tom Ölander 
stepped back somewhat, but he was still around (he attended Finncon 2001 and planned to attend Finncon 
2003 in Turku). Tom Ölander used to say he was happy "to see the youngsters continue with the things I have 
helped build". He also had many friends in Sweden, which he often visited, and he contributed a lot to 
strengthen contacts across the Åland Sea in the sf field. Tom Ölander was incredibly friendly, generous, 
modest in his ways, and had a huge heart burning for science fiction."

The other big morning paper, Svenska Dagbladet, also printed the obituary, but for some reason they 
waited until November 19 2002. I'll reproduce it but since it was just a somewhat shorter version of 
the same text, I won't translate.
  The USSR won the race for the first satellite
with Sputnik in October 1957, and the US
followed in January 1958 with Explorer. A
Swedish publisher took the opportunity to
advertise its sf book series, Atom-böckerna ("The
Atom Books") in Aftonbladet February 12, 1958, 
"Regarding the USA satellite";

The Atom Books - Sweden's biggest and best sf
series. Where imagination is as fascinating as
reality... 12 carefully selected and incredibly exciting
sf novels, written by world famous authors in the
genre. /List of their books that far. The lone Swede,
Carl Henner, probably wasn't "world famous"./ 
Without extra cost: Out Into Space by prof K
Lundmark. Everyone who now buys the series THE
ATOM BOOKS gets this popular introduction to
space and the secrets of space flight without extra
cost! Mail your coupon today. /Then a coupon to send
to Lindqvist Publishing House, for the whole series
for 82.50 Swedish Crowns, ca 16 1958-dollar at the

then exchange rate, or separate books for 6.75 each,
ca $1.35 in 1958-dollar./

But it was Jules Verne Magasinet (1940-1947)
that first really introduced this space stuff to the
reading public. It later slowly changed its name
to Veckans Äventyr ("The Week's Adventure")
but sf dominated the contents to the very end,

What says theWhat says the
unkown darkunkown dark

energy of spaceenergy of space
isn'tisn't

ROSCOE!ROSCOE!



just supplemented with an occasional sports, western or detective story. Here's an ad from 
Aftonbladet April 9, 1946 (next page):

John Nilsson, the Scanian wild bear, new pro star. 
BIRGER BUHRE'S masterful portrait of the "guy 
who knows what he wants", is a SMASH HIT in the 
"magazine that knows what it wants" THE WEEK'S 
ADVENTURE. Also: I am a rocket, The Man 
Without a Head, Captain Future Builds a New 
Planet, the six best comics of the week. NEW 
KNOCKOUT ISSUE TODAY. 35 öre. /ie 0.35 
Crowns, ca 7 US cents./

What's noteworthy is that the first story 
mentioned, "I, Rocket" was Ray Bradbury's 
debut in Swedish! I very strange story told by  
rocket in the first person. This thing of 
presenting a sportsman "strong as a bear" was 
common in the magazine. They introduced the 
Superman comics in Sweden, originally called 
"The Titan from Krypton", and then began a 
series presenting muscular men as "Swedish 
Supermen".

Hm, doesn't the "strong man" in this ad look like 
a...MUTANT!

Failing Moments...eh, Mailing Comments!

Editorially: To all readers, as replacement for my ordinary editorial comments... As expected, the 
corona virus had a bump in the autumn, as it spreads much more easily when people live more 
indoors due to colder weather. Despite what some pundits have tried to give the impression of, 
Sweden is still lockdown-free . But politicians and media have done their darndest to try to scare 
people! All curves are now pointing downwards, except numbers of "officially" infected - simply 
because testing has increased a lot. The week before Xmas more tests ever were performed. The 
drop in other curves should be attributed to a decent degree of herd immunity. According to a random
test in late November, 38% of Stockholmers carried antibodies. It should have increased even more 
by now, and the antibody degree for the whole country should be 30-35%. To this comes what is 
known as T-cell immunity. Sweden sinks like a Titanic in the North Atlantic in the list of deaths, now 
25th and falling. EU has begun vaccination among all member states so vaccines are on their way, 
even if it takes half a year before most people get the jab.The Pfizer and Moderna vaccines are 
approved and the Astra-Zeneca will be shortly (that's from a Swedish-British company and the stuff 
that needs only one shot). But it will take a lot of time to vaccinate people, Outside risk groups, like 
me, we' ll have to wait until summer, I guess. I'd rather wait for the Astra-Zeneca stuff that takes only 
one shot. Too much trouble to do it twice. But if we can get say half the population vaccines, the 
antibodies and T-cells will cover the rest. Despite the pandemic is slowing and vaccination is coming, 
media and politicians are still  scaremongering, even if it does seem the situation is still a bit worrying 
in the USA. Our Prime Minister Stefan Löfven holds press conferences trying to frighten folks with 
dark visions, urging all shops and activities to close - which they wisely refuse to do. The legislation 
doesn't allow the government to close private businesses outside wartime (though they now want to 



create new laws for it). Media's headline makers eagerly echoes any scare. Foreign papers pick this 
up and claim Sweden has "abandoned" her scientific strategy, the standard ones before factor 10 
times faulty computer "models" threw them in the bin. Being out
on the streets I notice no panic and no change. All restaurants and
shops are open, even if some have an attendant at the door
checking that more a certain maximum of customers aren't inside
(it's rare and if there is a line outside, it is short). Public transport
runs as before. Face masks are rare. There are no police on the
streets annoying people for being too close or maskless. The
reality some paint in dark colours and the real reality are two
different things.
  Henry Grynnsten: Hm, I think I managed 13 or 14 copies of my
carbon copied zine Virkbilagan (ca 20 issues, a decade later  later
continued in electronic form reaching around 95 issues) the last one being virtually illegible. 30 gram 
airmail paper and two strong forefingers made it possible. On a manual typewriter I don't type with all 
ten fingers  - as I on a computer keyboard, though with my own improvised style - but with only my 
two forefingers. That way I can apply a lot of force on the keys. There were AFAIK shrinking income 
inequalities in the 1950s, so that can't explain the darker moods coming in the late 1960's and 
1970's. I'd rather explain it psychologically, that after a period of optimism, a backlash and pessimism
is bound to arrive. If it goes well people will think "Hm, everything goes so well that there must be 
something wrong...". It's "unfair" that things go well, so darker thoughts become inevitable. Things like
the Vietnam war, the OPEC oil embargo in 1973 and the Cold War helps to finally break down any 
optimism. For my part, I don't give dreams too much importance. Dreams are random runs of events 
that you have had through the day, and they are now evaluated and purged by the brain's information
sorting system, which is what we call dreams. Sleep is maintenance time. The brain runs through 
information and purges what's deemed of lesser value. Dreams are random info obtained recently, no
more. They may tell you what the brain thinks is important for you, but nothing about the future.
  William McCabe: You claim that the "problem with the current economic  system is that
it relies on a continuously expanding market to survive". But that's OK, because that's what comes 
with economic  growth which means more resources. Since there are a lot of problems around we 
need more resources, ie grow the economy and thus expand markets. But it's a win-win, all benefit. 
That people "spend more and more money" comes from growth of markets/economy/resources and 
is just what we need. "The average government is in debt. It usually owes much more than it can 
afford to repay", you say. The first is true, but not the last. Most governments borrow money, most of 
it by selling bonds, of which much is bought by their own population. But they also pay back. 
Government budgets always allocate money to pay back, with interest. State bankruptcies are rather 
rare (Venezuela is close to it, Argentina and Greece has done it earlier, but it is still rare). The last two
decades eg Sweden's public debt went from something like 85% to 40% (now it will rise again 
somewhat, because of a Certain Virus). Under Bill Clinton, the US lowered its debt substantially. Billy 
C could hold on to his wallet, if not his pants. But you are right in your description of the circle of evil 
that a thing like the corona may cause. It is serious and it is partly mental, with media, wanting to be 
dramatise, and some politicians liking to “show off”, both trying to scare us. But remember what prez 
FDR said about the Great Depression:  "The only thing we have to fear - is fear itself". I'm by principle
against quotas for X , whatever X is - ie enforced "diversity". It's discrimination, against those left out 
of quotas. About corona:  There are three simple reasons why Sweden has reported more corona 
deaths than our Nordic neighbours: 1) Our winter school break was timed so that when the surge 
came in middle Europe millions were returning from vacations (especially in the Alps). At least a 
million passed through Stockholm's Arlanda airport. Many super spreaders came in, which our 
neighbours were spared. Super spreaders have shown to be important. And that Stockholm was hit 

Deceased per week 2020. 2nd wave 
dropping sharply, ca 1/3 size compared to 
spring. From Dec 22, after which Public 
Health Agency went on holidays.



especially hard shows this. 2) Care homes where hit hard because it was unknown in the beginning 
that asymptomatic people could spread corona. 3) The Swedish statistical definition of a "corona 
fatality" is very, very wide. In reality, only 1/3 of the figures given are deaths from the virus. Studies of 
statistical excess deaths show this. 2/3 were just ordinary deceased, but the person also happened to
carry the virus - it wasn't cause of death. In eg Norway a doctor must specify on the death certificate 
that the direct cause of death was the virus. (OK, they did get lower rates also through a long 
lockdown and lacking super spreaders, but the difference is far, far smaller than it would seem.)  
BTW, “1969" was a typo for 1960 - 0 and 9 are next to each other on the keyboard. 
  R Graeme Cameron: I saw the English language version of “Reptilicus” and agree it's bad - but I'm 
a fan of bad films! I love eg "Plan Nine from Outer Space" and other Ed Wood films. Serious, 
pretentious films just bores me, esp today when everything is SFX from computers. I'm not sure Wolf 
von Witting in his interview was totally tongue-in-check. He often privately said things like that. I don't 
fear AIs. Maybe I have read too much Asimov and his Three Laws. In the Good Doctor's stories 
everything fixes itself in the end. Look, if an AI gets cranky, just pull the plug. Our present struggle 
against computer viruses, trojans, hacker attacks etc is very good training against making sure an AI 
can't go berserk and turn us all into paperclips.
  Garth Spencer: Read, but not much to comment. Except, that you usually have funny, interesting 
thoughts, often a bit tongue in cheek. That always gives me a smile.

--Ahrvid Engholm  
 Ps. Dear reader, if you are leaving "Best fanzine" blank in your Hugo nomination anyway, why not put EAPA 
there! Been campaigning about this for a couple of issues. (Worth trying at least. EAPA could use some 
exposure, to recruit  new members! It's the oldest running electronic APA.)

Merry X-Ray &
 A Happy New Beer!

Once in a blue moon...and a banana rocket in a hurry! (Art: Lars LON Olsson)
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Natter 

 

2021!!! Wow, 2020 was a slow year and a fast year. In some ways, it seemed to stay 

stuck in January 2020 for 366 days. Then at other times, I will think of something that 

happened just a month or two ago and then realize it actually happened in 2019 - or 

earlier. 

 

As with just about everyone, I’m hoping that 2021 will be a better year than 2020.  

 

*** 

 

As I am writing this, I am watching “Best Leftovers Ever” on Netflix. I love cooking 

shows, though I don’t usually watch them very carefully. They are excellent shows to 

have on for background noise. If I really want to see what I’ve missed, I can watch them 

again. I rarely do that, though.  

 

In real life, I'm often channeling my inner iron chef. I work in a group home, and often 

there's an odd assortment of things to cook. I make a lot of stews and casseroles 

(thanks, Mom!).  

 

*** 

 

mailto:Lorienrivendell99@gmail.com


 

Since there has been some discussion about a roster and what can and cannot work, I 

have gone back to issue 217, which was out just before I rejoined. Since Jean Lamb 

was the collaborator at the time, I’m guessing she kept track of how active everyone 

was. If we wanted to reinstate this sort of system, we could, of course, start counting 

going forward, which would be much easier than going back to the beginning or even 

back to whichever zine stopped doing it. And, of course, a membership roster could 

include whatever information we want - just a list of our names and addresses (email 

only, please!) and not with contribution information and cumulative page counts (I mean, 

someone would actually have to count). 

 

 
 

*** 

 



 

 
Creepy, neglected looking cemetery  

 

COMMENTS 

 

N’APA 248 

 

Will Mayo, Contents of a Good Life #14: While I agree that we have a crazy president 

(arguably the craziest ever, but history might dispute that, with leaders such as Caligula 

hanging out there in the distant past). I don’t agree that all of Christianity is pro-rich and 

anti-poor. There are just too many sects out there, with so many different ideologies.  

 

I usually prefer the land of make believe to reality, but some recent events are coming 

too close for comfort to the dystopian novels I enjoy reading. 

 

Those tunnels under the city must have been fascinating.  

 

Archive Midwinter, Jefferson Swycaffer: I very much appreciate the Age of Electronic 

Everything. I can share my zines with a few presses of a button, where before I had to 



 

type everything up, drive to Staples, pick out the paper I wanted, and use one of the 

self-serve copiers. 

 

I have all back electronic issues of N’APA stored safely in Google Drive. All except for a 

few that have managed to escape. I had all but one for a few years, but in doing an 

inventory this afternoon, I have noted that several have managed to delete themselves. 

Technology is great, until it isn’t. And, yes! Kindle is great! I don’t love my Kindle Fire, so 

I use my tablet and phone to read my Kindle books. This not only saves a library full of 

space, I can carry around several books at a time to read anywhere, if I want. My phone 

is the best for on the go reading (it's always with me!). I like my tablet for reading at 

home and for reading magazines, graphic novels (so far, I’ve read only two), and 

anything with photos. I also read the local newspaper on my tablet, with an app 

dedicated to that paper. 

 

Unfortunately, American self-sufficiency just isn’t. We definitely have a privileged few 

who get all the resources they need and the rest get what is available after the 

privileged get their “share.” 

 

John Thiel, Synergy: It seems to me that computers enhance fandom. Back in the old 

days, I had to mail things and wait for the return mail. It seems some things still rely on 

the traditional mail system to run, such as Round Robins. I expressed interest in an 

electronic RR years ago but, as far as I know, this has never materialized. With 

traditional RR’s, one person at a time gets a packet of letters, and it relies on the 

recipient being timely about reading and writing and sending the packet on. Email would 

necessarily change the nature of this, so calling it a (an?) RR might be a bit of a 

misnomer. Boskone, New England's con, has gone virtual for this year, because of the 

pandemic. I’m liking this idea, because I don't have to try to get time off work to attend (I 

work Saturdays), I don’t have to travel (and worry about winter weather ruining my 

plans), and I don’t have to pay for accommodations. For me, the hard part of keeping up 

with fandom is finding the time to do everything. I have too many things I need to do and 

too many things I want to do and a finite amount of time to do them all in. I think part of 

it is making the effort to do something in fandom at least once in a while. 

 

Samuel Lubell, Samizdat: Science fiction is a broad field now and everyone will have 

their own opinions regarding what should be “required” reading. I think that’s what you 

are getting at, with offering recommendations based on preferred works makes sense. 

 

 

 

 



 

N’APA 249 

 

George Phillies, Ye Murthered Master Mage: 200 public members sounds impressive. 

Granted, they aren’t paying members, but these days, we tend to be conditioned to 

seek out what is free.  

 

Yes, that was my housemate’s kitten. At the time, she liked to hang out on the stairs. I 

swear she was trying to kill me. I don’t see her much these days, as my housemate lets 

her outside. 

 

Jefferson Swycaffer, Archive Midwinter: Ah, yes, George Wells. His zines were the 

funniest, typos and all. In fact, I always thought the typos made the zine. 



 

…Letters of Comment on N’APA 249 

Ye Murthered Master Mage – The cover to Stand against the Light 
looks fantastic. If I saw it in a bookstore I’d take a look at the back 

of the book. I liked your excerpt from the Dorrance Academy. It’s 

nice to see even magical schools have problems with bureaucracy. 

But you introduce a new character, Larry White, without ever 

giving a description of what he looks like.  

 

Archive Midwinter – I subscribe to the fandom as a hobby 

philosophy. It can be a very consuming hobby, however. And I 

agree that computers make communication easier, especially in this 

age of Zoom. R.A. Lafferty wrote novels too (admittedly short 

ones) but in my opinion they were not as good as his stories. 

Hopefully the current Lafferty revival will figure out how to sell 

Lafferty to the general public. And yes, hate does hinder thinking. 

Interesting Addams Family Choose Your Own Adventure game. 

Have you seen the Addams Family student housing meme 

https://cheezburger.com/10683653/tumblr-thread-addams-family-

renting-out-rooms-to-college-students?  

 

Synergy 25 – As good as Theodore Sturgeon’s More Than Human 

is, I think the original novella “Baby Is Three” is better.  

 

Upper Management – This is more of a historical fiction essay rather than a story. It reads like the background for 

novel or gaming campaign in this setting.  

 

Good Life #5 – I like your spooky descriptions. With the pandemic, we’re all becoming literary monks; I’ve just 

filled the gas tank of my car for only the second time since March. Macbeth, along with A Midsummer Night’s 
Dream and The Tempest firmly establish Shakespeare as a fantasy author.  

 

…The Lack of Democracy in Fantasy 

I’ve often wondered why American fantasy novels are so obsessed with royalty. After all, Americans are supposed 

to be about democracy and letting people vote for their rulers. Yes, we treat the 

British royal family as celebrities in magazines, websites, movies like “The 

Queen,” and miniseries like “The Crown.” But that’s safe because the British 

monarchy no longer have any real political power. But in fantasy novels, kings 

and queens run their countries, yet a very high percentage of fantasy novels 

(other than urban fantasy) deal with royalty, especially princesses. This is not 

only true of books based on fairy tales, but also totally original fantasies. There 

seem to be endless variations on the rightful king overthrows illegitimate ruler 

and feisty princess heir takes command of kingdom despite the machinations of 

the grand vizier. Considering that Americans led a revolution to overthrow the 

king’s rule, why do nearly all fantasies support the divine right of kings?  

 

For instance, I am in the middle of a fantasy novel which I am not going to name 

since I am about to reveal a major twist. In this book a member of the novel’s 

equivalent of the untouchable caste, the lowest of the low, becomes queen, much 

to the horror of the nobility. You would think this is a nice subversion of 

https://cheezburger.com/10683653/tumblr-thread-addams-family-renting-out-rooms-to-college-students
https://cheezburger.com/10683653/tumblr-thread-addams-family-renting-out-rooms-to-college-students
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expectations. However, two-thirds of the way into the book the author reveals that this queen is actually the secret 

daughter of the previous king and not really a member of the low caste at all. This plotline goes all the way back to 

whatever unknown storyteller decided it was not enough for King Arthur to become king by pulling the sword 

from the stone but that he had to be the son of King Uther, raised in secret by Merlin.  

 

In fantasy novels, the revolutionaries trying to overthrow are misguided at best or outright villains standing in the 

way of the rightful king (or queen). They are not George Washington or even Robin Hood, but people standing in 

the way of the Rightful Heir.  

 

Purists would also say that most fantasies are based on medieval Europe which had kings. But today’s fantasy 

already takes enormous liberties with conditions in the middle ages, especially in regard to women’s roles, not to 

mention that the existence of magic requires major changes. And many fantasies 

have guns and other non-medieval weapons.  

 

One reason for this emphasis on royalty in fantasy is that it is allows for an easy 

shortcut for Young Adult authors. It is a lot easier for a YA author to make a 

young character a Prince or Princess in a hereditary monarchy than to develop 

an alternative reason for why such a young person would be ruler or even next 

in line to become a ruler. It also allows for different personality types, especially the reluctant ruler, to come to 

power, instead of just the strong, confident personality needed to seize control of a country by military force or a 

political campaign. It also makes it easier to tell the good guys from the bad guys rather than have to explain 

different political philosophies (it helps that fantasy royalty is a lot more interested in the well-being of their people 

than the “let them eat cake” royals in reality.  

 

Still, reliance on royalty is a crutch that fantasy writers would do well to eliminate. It would make the books more 

modern and better reflect modern American values. It would also open up new plot opportunities. 

 

It is one thing for the English conservative J.R.R. Tolkien to pen The Return of the King as the ultimate triumph 

of good over evil. But why must American writers do this? In recent years fantasy writers finally broke free from 

slavishly copying all aspects of Lord of the Rings. It is long past time to drop this emphasis on royalty as well. 

 

…Democracy in Reality 

By the time this goes out the long 2020 presidential election will finally be over and Biden inaugurated. This 

election season has America has shown an enormous rejection of democracy by people whose candidate lost. A 

sizable percent of the country, listening to the claims by the President and conservative media, believed without 

any evidence that the election was fraudulent and the Republican governors who certified the election results in 

their states, the Republican appointed judges who ruled against the President, and formerly trusted media sources 

such as Fox News, are all traitors. Even Mike Pence, for four+ years Trump’s loyal sidekick, saw rioters issue 

death threats against him for following the constitution and not somehow throwing out 

Democratic votes to make Trump the winner (even though no one raised that 

possibility in 2001 when Al Gore presided over the Senate count that declared 

George W Bush the winner despite the race coming down to a single state (that 

happened to have his brother as governor)).  

 

I find it incredible hypocrisy that Republicans did not challenge the election of 

Republican representatives and Senators using the same ballots and procedures 

that they claim were fraudulent when used to elect Biden.  

 

Since I live just outside of D.C., I watched with shocked disbelief, and more than a 

little fear, as President Trump incited a mob that then invaded the capitol building and 

shut down Congress and forced members to hide or flee. This was no mere riot but an actual coup attempt that 
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stopped Congress from counting the ballots that would end Trump’s Presidency. Not even in the civil war had 

armed rebels captured the Capitol but here they were, waving confederate flags and acting like barbarian hordes 

invading Rome. Obviously, this is not the behavior of people in a democracy, who know they will get another 

chance in four years to elect their preferred candidate. This is the behavior of desperate people who sincerely 

believe what they have been told about how the Democrats will destroy their country, destroy their Christianity, 

and destroy their guns (even though Democrats had never done this the previous times they controlled the 

country.) And this does not even address those who believe in the Qanon Conspiracy that Democrats are secretly 

abducting children for trafficking, sexual abuse, satanic rites, and even cannibalism. This is fantasy of the worst 

sort. If you truly believe your political opponents are child molesting people eaters, than no action to stop them is 

too extreme. You cannot have democracy with half the country denying facts and science. 

 

So what is the solution? I don’t think just getting rid of Trump is enough. He did not 

create the divisions in society although he certainly took advantage of it. Some of the 

issue is the rural/agrarian versus urban/commerce divide that dates back to Jefferson 

vs Hamilton in the early republic period. Another part is that today’s media allows 

people to choose a filter so they only hear opinions that agree with their own and get 

a similar slant on the news. If their preachers, Fox News, and neighbors all tell them 

that Trump is going to win and that Trump gets far larger crowds at rallies than does 

Biden at his handful of events, then it must seem suspicious when Biden gets more 

votes. So part of the solution needs to be reviving the equal time laws and requiring a 

clear labeling of opinions from news.  

 

America has done this before. In the period leading up to the Civil War, Americans 

were even more divided than they are today. The protests of the 1960s, 

assassinations, and chaos at the political conventions were arguably worse than today 

as well. But both times, Americans eventually pulled together and united again 

(although it took a civil war in the 19
th

 century and ending the Vietnam War in the 

20
th

). If we did it then, we can do it again as long as people stop trying to gain money 

and power by playing to what divides us and instead working to restore what unites us as Americans. 

 

…Mostly Neglected Authors: William Tenn 
 

In 2003 when I chaired Capclave, a science fiction convention near Washington, D.C., I had the chance to invite 

any sf or fantasy author I wanted. I chose William Tenn.  And those who went 

to the convention time-travelled through his wonderful memories of the golden 

age of science fiction and experienced an incredible reading of his “On Venus, 

Have We Got a Rabbi” story complete with Yiddish accents. 

 

For those who do not know William Tenn, let me start by saying that there is 

no such person. William Tenn is the pen name of Philip Klass. Under that 

name, he penned some of the funniest, sneakiest science fiction stories ever 

written. He specialized in humor, satire, and stories with surprise endings (I 

won’t call them tricks because he plays fair with the reader.)  Only William 

Tenn could title a story “The Lemon-Green Spaghetti-Loud Dynamite Dribble 

Day” and get someone to publish it.  

 

Phillip Klass was born May 9, 1920 and died February 7
th

, 2010. He was an 

English/literature professor at Penn State for 22 years, despite not have any 

college degree himself. His first published story, “Alexander the Bait” 

appeared in Astounding Science Fiction, May 1946 alongside Henry Kuttner & 

C.L. Moore, Arthur C. Clarke, and Frederick Brown. His last story appeared 

in, of all places, Playboy December 1994, although after the 1960s his writing 
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became very infrequent. He had one story in the 1970s, two in the 1980s, and two in the 1990s. 

 

He was far from prolific, writing just 60 stories and two novels. All his sf writing fits into two volumes published by 

NESFA--Immodest Proposals with most of his short stories and Here Comes Civilization with his two novels and 

the remainder of his short fiction. They also have a volume of his essays and other writings, Dancing Naked. The 

best sources for his writing are the NESFA volumes at $29 each. Project Gutenberg only has four of his stories. 

Used bookstores might have a few battered copies of 1960s era Ballantine paperbacks, but these have become rare 

(and are marked up accordingly).  

 

…A Review of A Memory Called Empire by Arkady Martine 
 

 A Memory Called Empire by Arkady Martine won both the 2020 Hugo 

Award for best novel and the Baltimore Science Fiction Society’s 

Compton Crook award for best first novel. This means fans considered 

this book by a brand new author to be better than novels by much more 

experienced writers.  

 

Although some label the book is space opera it lacks space battles or 

space exploration. Instead, it can be argued this is an example of space 

diplomacy (along with the Keith Laumer’s Retief series and Ursula Le 

Guin’s Left Hand of Darkness.) The main character Mahit Dmare is sent 

from Lsel Station, a mining station, to the capital of the interstellar 

Teixcalaanli Empire, an elegant civilization whose leaders compete in 

spontaneous poetry contests, when the previous ambassador died under 

mysterious circumstances. Her leaders choose her in part because she is 

already in love with Teixcalaanli’s culture, which the book shows in 

opulent detail, but when she arrives, she realizes she can never be a part of 

it in the same way as those born to it. 

 

Mahit was implanted with an imago, a secret device that carries the 

memories of her predecessor, which is supposed to advise her. 

Unfortunately, these memories are 15 years out of date and something 

goes wrong with the integration of memories when the imago-Yskandr sees the dead body of the real Yskandr, 

leaving Mahit by herself in an alien world. Her mission is to ensure the Empire stays away from Lsel. But she finds 

herself caught in the Empire’s politics, both in regard to the emperor’s heir and an attempted takeover, as the 

dying emperor sees the imago device as a way to continue ruling after his own death.  

 

Mahit is aided by Three Seagrass, a cultural liaison and a necessity when Mahit does not have the access rights to 

open doors or read her own mail. Naturally, part of her job is to spy on Mahit for the empire. But the two 

gradually become very close. Also drawn in is Three Seagrass’ friend Twelve Azalea, who has connections with the 

rebel underground that Three Seagrass is careful not to notice. 

 

My one quibble is at one point Mahit goes to a black market doctor, to perform complex brain surgery that not 

only has the doctor never performed before but had not even heard of before. Somehow, this surgery goes 

perfectly and Mahit is able to run for her life after just a short nap. Even for a far future adventure, this seems a 

little much. Still this is a small flaw in an excellent book. I recommend A Memory Called Empire to anyone who 

is more interested in the clash of cultures and characters than space shootouts.  
 

Disclaimer: All written content in this publication and views expressed are those of the author, Sam Lubell, and 
not any employer, government branch, client, or organization.  
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Comments on issue 249 

 

As always, a truly excellent cover from Jose 

Sanchez. 

 

And, once again, a 36 page issue.  Only a 

few years ago, N’APA was reduced to being 

an email exchange between two members. 

It’s gotten much better since. 

 

Commenting on what I wrote last time:  I 

thought a bit about what we are doing as a 

club.  I am a bit worried that after a period 

of improvement we have fallen into 

something of a rut.  We have various 

bureaus with different levels of activity. We 

publish nine fanzines. Mangaverse has come 

back to life under new editor Patrick Ijima-

Washburn. Eldritch Science published 

another issue this fall, for two issues for the 

year. However, we’ve been doing most of 

these for some time now, so it appeared to 

me to be good if we were to try adding a few 

new activities. You’ll see an article on this 

in the next issue of The National Fantasy 

Fan.  As a specific thought, it seems that at 

one time we published a news zine. We 

don’t currently do so; it might be an 

interesting addition. 

 

As a thought, if you know any friends who 

are fen, please ask them to consider joining 

the N3F.  Electronic memberships are only 

$6 a year, and get you a series of monthly, 

bimonthly, and occasional fanzines, as well 

as the zines forwarded by our Franking 

Service. You also get the benefit of all of 

our many bureaus. If you know anyone who 

writes and is looking for a critique, if they 

join the N3F they can take advantage of our 

Writer’s Exchange Bureau to get critiques 

on their writing. 

 

As a closing positive note, we must all be 

grateful to David Speakman for his two 

decades of service to our Federation. He 

kept the N3F going on we had almost fallen 

apart. Now his responsibilities as N3F 

Treasurer have been successfully transferred 

to Kevin Trainor, so you can expect more 

regular treasury reports, new member 

reports, and other news. Without the hard 

work of our many volunteers, the N3F 

would cease to exist. Please consider 

volunteering and doing something for our 

club. 

 

Archive Midwinter: I also remember Dark 

Shadows.  I found it rather obscure. I share 

your dislike of horror, especially horror 

based on blood and gore rather than threats. 

One of my favorite films is the American cut 

— there’s also a European cut with some-

what more skin — of The Little Girl Who 

Lives Down the Lane, the heroine of the film 

needing to commit somewhat fewer murders 

than the heroine of the book. However, there 

is almost no blood and gore; almost 

everything is happens off-scene. 

 

Interesting question about Ninth Fandom. 

One might wonder why fen are so 

conservative in numbering fandoms. They 

are all being given integer numbers in base 

ten.  What is wrong with the world that we 

do not have a pi
th

 fandom? 

 

Having been publishing fanzines since 

nineteen sixty-four or nineteen sixty-five, I 

am strongly supportive of the idea that it is 

vastly easier to publish the fanzine, or 

engage in other fan activity than it was fifty 

years ago. The quality of the output, by the 



standards of a half-century ago, is also 

amazing. 

 

So far as I know, since N’APA became 

electronic all of its issues have gone up on 

the N3F web site and are still there. I will 

concede that I could be more industrious 

about updating our webpages, but I would 

really rather find someone who both found 

this interesting and had some idea of how to 

do it. To his great credit, David Speakman 

did manage to get rid of a few of the more 

unfortunate alternative webpage editors, 

which on at least one occasion completely 

wrecked the indexing file. 

 

Much recognition should be given to 

FANAC.org of Joe Siclari and Edie Stern 

for their enormous hard work of putting up 

vast numbers of fanzines on their website 

and then doing OCR so the issues can to 

some extent be searched. 

 

I understand your discomfort with the 

Amazon print on demand feature. In my 

experience, the correct solution is to have 

your cover, to have your submission as a 

PDF file, and use those to his submissions. I 

did this with my recent book Physics One, 

which is a calculus-based freshman physics 

book.  N3F heroine Cedar Sanderson 

generated for me the cover. I did the 

contents using LaTeX, which greatly 

simplified page numbers, chapter numbers, 

equation numbers, and so forth, did the 

conversion at the end, and once I had a good 

PDF file I sent it off to Amazon and 

everything flew through the first time. As an 

offer to you is our collator, if you have a 

manuscript as a.doc or .docx file I will be 

happy to convert it to a PDF for you. I will 

not be prepared to try this with a .odt file as 

I value my sanity. 

 

What are you thinking of as being the 

information density of Practical Exercise. 

There certainly are points where the energy 

density is fairly high, though when you get 

down to it Adara works at a much lower 

level than Eclipse does.  Your enclosure 

description is interesting. My reaction, 

having interacted with real engineers at an 

engineering school, is that this guy was not 

nearly as good an engineer is some people 

thought he was. When it comes time to 

remove the enclosure, and the lack of air gap 

creates a vacuum making it very hard to pull 

out the enclosure, the point will be even 

more visible. 

 

The idea of a science-fiction canon is 

excellent. At the moment the cannon in 

question appear to be more vigorously 

focused on firing denunciations and 

excommunications towards people who do 

not agree exactly with them, politically. In 

my opinion, that’s not a good thing, but I 

doubt it will be changing in the foreseeable 

future. 

 

Your closing essay on anger was excellent. I 

think I can survive without playing your 

literary game, as the outcome seems to be 

death with great regularity. 

 

Synergy 25: another artistic Thiel cover. 

Interesting thoughts on what synergy is. It 

was definitely worthwhile for you to give 

that explanation, since some other people 

use more-or-less the same word with a 

somewhat different meaning. Nice poetry at 

the end. 

 

Jeffrey Redmond gives us a fine description 

of corrupt colonial administration is run by 

idiots. I have the strange impression that if 

Chris Nuttall were to give us colonial 

administration is run by the English upper 

classes, that we would hear something a bit 

similar. I will endorse the thought of 

dialogue, point of view, and descriptive 



phrase, but as a pseudo-historical piece it 

was very good. 

 

The Contents of a Good Life #15: You have 

a beautiful description of your circum-

stances.  I hope that someday they tend to 

improve. With respect to politics, it appears 

that you got your implied wish. 

 

The two literary reviews were nicely done. 

Congratulations on publishing a new book. 

Let me urge you, since you publish through 

Amazon, to include in the description the 

exact URL at which people can buy it. 

 

Samizdat: it occurs to me that there are 

decent number of us who remember the 

former Soviet Union and their period when 

fanzines were published by typing them, 

using carbon paper to perhaps produce 

several copies that are shot. The Soviet 

secret police attempted to catch the people 

doing this but they had a minor technical 

problem. In the interests of planning 

efficiency, the Soviet union produced 

something like four different models of 

typewriter. If you found a samizdat from 

typewriter A, the number of suspects were 

huge. 

 

Your proposal, asking people when they 

first joined the end n3f, would be an 

interesting survey question. In my case, I am 

reasonably sure that it was in the early 

1980s, because I recall where my den and 

computer were located.  I had purchased a 

desktop which sat on top of two low filing 

cabinets, two-drawer filing cabinets, and 

could look out the window across a grassy 

walk at a building opposite the apartments 

were all two stories tall. The desktop in 

question migrated with me to Worcester 

Massachusetts, was finally replaced with a 

real, large L-shaped desk when I moved to 

from my new apartment to my house, and 

recently migrated from Worcester to 

Manchester, New Hampshire for the use of a 

friend’s four children. 

 

I strongly endorse your comment on 

fandom’s being divided. I would like to 

think of the N3F is bringing the eight 

corners of fandom under one roof, but I have 

this distinct memory of how that bringing 

the eight corners of the world under one roof 

line ended for the people doing it last time. 

Nonetheless, I would be delighted if all fan 

everywhere belong to the N3F, and keep 

looking for new ways to bring this about. 

 

The national motto is e pluribus unum, 

which I would not view as having a religious 

content, at least for people who can translate 

the Latin correctly. I am reminded of the 

presidential candidate, who I shall not name 

here, except it is not someone currently on 

the political scene, who somehow thought it 

translated as “out of one, many”, and 

endorsement of some sort of pluralism. 

 

At least in Massachusetts, a town that put a 

creche with Christian imagery on the town 

hall front lawn would soon find themselves 

receiving stern letters from attorneys 

followed by litigation, unless they took the 

hint. Actually under modern conditions 

more or less all local governments 

understand that they should not be using 

religious imagery and do not do so and if 

they celebrate a holiday in late December, 

cynics would point out that it is obviously a 

holiday in honor of the highest American 

god: mammon, even though Americans now 

spend more money on Halloween 

decorations than they do on Christmas 

decorations. 

 

Murray Leinster gave us a long series of 

novels.  The one I always remember was 

The Wailing Asteroid, which was turned into 

a film. My memory indicates that he was 

highly regarded by the members of NESFA. 



My perhaps imperfect memory suggests that 

he was very fond of short declarative 

sentences, perhaps in a greater number than 

was absolutely necessary. 

 

You describe a truly different zombie novel 

in Mira Grant’s Feed.  

 

Alas, I have reached the end of the previous 

issue of N’APA. 

 

Adara’s Practical Exercise 

 
“Oh.  Sorry.  I didn’t know it was you,” 

Larry mumbled. 

 

“The funny part is that he sent me a letter, 

telling me to go away, except it didn’t reach 

me until afterward. He must have been 

surprised that I showed up.  Apparently 

student mail service is slow.”  I shrugged. 

 

“So what are you majoring in?” he asked. 

 

I told him about Ettore’s paradox and 

General Magic.  He nodded agreeably. Then 

I described the course requirements, 

actually, the lack of extensive requirements, 

for General Magic. 

 

“Maybe that’s what I want,” he said. “If I 

can find a project advisor for my years five 

and six.” 

 

There was a knock at the open, very wide 

roll-up door. Tad and Gail looked in. 

 

“Hi!”  Gail waved at Larry.  “We thought 

we’d say hello to our new neighbor. Former 

resident Martha was tossed out of here.  

Slob.  Noisy.  Took forever to move out, but 

she did,”  She inhaled.  “Bit of a smell.” 

 

“You should have smelled it earlier,” Larry 

said.  “Lucky I am Adara is helping me.  

I’ve never thrown a cleaning spell in my 

life.  Upstairs is still terrible.” 

 

“All your stuff is still down here?” Gail 

asked. 

 

“In those shipping containers.”  Larry 

pointed at five large pallets. He had a 

remarkable amount of stuff with him.   

 

“May I look upstairs?” Gail asked. 

 

“You may want to hold your breath,” Larry 

warned.  “The only thing done up there was 

clearing all the drains, and that was Adara, 

not me.” 

 

“Cleared drains.  Did not clean sinks, et 

cetera,” I remarked. 

 

She disappeared upstairs.   We could hear 

various exclamations.  I’d been up there, 

knew what it was like.  “There’s not a single 

stick of furniture that’s not wrecked,” she 

shouted.  “Larry, you need new everything.” 

 

“In the crates,” Larry answered.  “Dad made 

sure I had a full set.” 

 

“And you don’t know any housekeeping?” 

Gail said. 

 

“Dad told me to bring a book of 

housekeeping spells,” Larry said.  “I didn’t. 

He was right. But I can cook.  I have all the 

allowed cooking things.  I even won prizes 

at school.” 

 

I thought back to Barlow Academy.  There 

were all sorts of odd classes in doing things 

with your hands.  Cooking.  Mending.  

Carpentry.  Blacksmithing.  Yes, spells can 

do all that, but they do it better if you know 

what you are doing. 

 



“Tad,” Gail called, “you remember we had a 

chance to get Martha kicked out two years 

back, and didn’t?” 

 

“And regretted it ever since,” Tad 

responded. 

 

“This mess wouldn’t be here, except we 

made that mistake. Gail continued.  “And 

the gal who would have moved in?  She just 

finished, in time for Larry to take the space.” 

 

“I see where this is going,” Tad said.  “I 

can’t say I disagree.  Okay, I’ll assemble the 

mob to help.” 

 

“What?” Larry asked. 

 

“We’re going to help you clean up your new 

living quarters,” Gail announced.  “It’s only 

fair.  Besides, several of us are in 

construction, and supposed to practice things 

like this.” 

 

Larry had the sense to get out of the way.  

We still needed until late in the evening, but 

at the end he had a completely clean 

apartment.  I‘d’ve needed two weeks, full 

time, to do what my neighbors did in a few 

hours. I did not complain when, after 

showers and changes of clothes, Larry took 

us all to Rainbow’s Rest, that being the 

quality all-night eatery and bar all the way 

across campus, and picked up the tab.  “I’d 

cook,’ he said, “except I have to unpack 

yet.” 

 

After modest discussion, we let Gail and 

Tad choose orders.  There was a huge salad 

sprinkled with crumbled goat cheese, oil and 

vinegar dressing, and  packed with odd bits.  

I’ve heard of octopus, never had any, these 

were tiny, as were the clams and fried 

oysters, stuffed olives, thin-sliced sausage 

wrapped around slices of cream cheese, and 

other bits.  A huge plate covered with  layers 

of thin toasted slices of something, ground 

beef with unfamiliar spices, roast onions and 

munhrooms, tiny hot-sweet pepper slices, 

and sour cream.  Plates for two with a flame 

in the center and things on sticks. I ended 

sharing one with Larry.  I didn’t think we’d 

finish all the food, but we made it disappear.  

OK, we’d cast a lot of spells, one after the 

next; I’d had almost nothing for lunch.  

Hunger focuses the mind; that sounded 

needful for afternoon classes.  Cleaning the 

space between the outer walls and paneling 

had been especially interesting.  The former 

occupant had been dropping garbage down 

it. Marjorie finally had the bright idea for a 

solution, namely summoning a Proctor to 

get a short-term exemption from the on-

campus gating rule.  

 

We each gave a short description of our 

families.  I carefully de-emphasized that I 

was heiress-third of a major house.  After 

all, my parents were not at all pleased with 

my career decisions, though they had 

stopped short of disinheriting me.  They had, 

however, declined to pay Dorrance’s tuition.  

I got to pay that.  Ditto, I paid for my 

housing and meals.  I had to be somewhat 

frugal.  Yes, the end house is frugal;  

confortable surroundings let you focus more 

sharply on your work. 

 

Larry, it turned out, had been heir-first until 

his mom died and his dad remarried.  The 

negotiations had been very fruitful for his 

House, except that the new bride’s house 

insisted that her children be at the front of 

the line.  Larry, until then an only child, was 

now at the back.    His family had been 

visibly enthusiastic about his coming to 

Dorrance to study stars and moons and point 

moons.  “Former heir-first moonbeam” was 

likely to be how his relatives remembered 

him. 

 



“You haven’t had any wine,” Theo finally 

observed. 

 

“Not a good idea for me,” I answered. 

“Fourbridge may be incarcerated, but he 

probably has friends.  The legal claims – not 

supposed to talk about those, even public 

filings – got complicated.  If something 

happens to me, the Death-Pride Honor duel 

claims go away.  At some point, if I 

disappear Harold gets to walk.”  Theo 

nodded sagely.  

 

We all took the long walk home, down to 

the beach, along the boardwalk above the 

sand, and back up to Knowlton House. We 

were well after dark, but sections of the 

water were illuminated from below with 

magelight, enough that you could see people 

swimming in the warm water.  I could hear 

people calling to each other.  Groups on the 

beach were singing.  Belligerent drunks are 

rare.  We weren’t accosted by any. 

 

At that point I had a very sound sleep. 


