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WELCOME TO
WINDYCON XIx

{ _ First off, I’d like to thank our Guests of Honorfor gracing us with their
” presencethis year. Besure tosearchthemoutandsayhelloatsomepointthis

weekend. They’re not only beautiful andtalented, butfriendly as well.
Thanks also to all the other guests, the program participants, and the
concom for all the blood, sweat and tears they’ve dripped all overthis
convention. Weall appreciate it, but hope you clean up after yourselves.
As Isat down to write this, realized that I’ve been infandom for 14 years.

I’ve been to over 65 conventions, for a total of more than 214 days spent
wandering around strange hotel corridors. That’s over 7months...a not
inconsiderable amountof time! But when you addin all the restof the time
spentdoingfanzines, organizingcons, and generalfannishrunningaround,
well, the mind boggles.

It’s the people, of course. You're a fascinating group...cranky, easygoing,
serious, silly, curious, maddening, open minded,hilarious, kind, loving,

fun. You’resomeofmybestfriendsinthewholeworld. You’rewhereIfound
myhusband.So, ifyou’realongtime fan, pause amomentandthinkofyour
friends, then tell themhowmuchyouappreciate them.That’ssomethingwe
don’t do often enough,andif this is your first con, jump right in—we’re
friendly and we don’t bite (much).
Enoughofthe maudlin. I’m going to stand onmyperogative asChairman

now andinsist that you adhere to the following:
1. No important bodyparts in the fish pond. Those goldfish bite HARD!

 

 . 2. Do good.
1 ScAvoictevit— Druk Concentrated Eutt
4 4, Throw a party.

own Chicago at North Pier (435 E. Illinois, 2nd FI.), 5. Havea very, very good time.
orner of LakeShore Drive andIllinois St.

 
    
  

Marie L. Bartlett-Sloan

pecial WINDYCON-BATTLETECHdiscount Chairman1 every Windyconregistration packet. .
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CHAIRMAN OPERATIONS
Marie L. Bartlett-Sloan ManagereRe a ae) ART SHOW Bill KrucekSCHAUMBURG(O'HARE), ILLINOIS Manager Assistant Manager

Vicki Bone Kathy Nerat
Print Shop Manager Shift Supervisors

Denise Clift BobHillis
Staff Liz Gross .

Roberta Jordan wane Blake

CHILD CARE Mark Herrup, NOT!
Manager Jim reen

Lindalee I. Stuckey Tina CawiTHE HYATT REGENCY WOODFIELD COMPUTER SERVICES PROFESSIONALSECURITY LIAISON
Roberta Jordan

AND THE DEALER'S ROOM PROGRAMMING
eer “ KathleenMe erMichael Jencevice , Track M y'

Assistant Manager ra anagers
" " Brendan Lonehawk Curt Clemmer DINEW Staff Dena Krause

Linda Jencevice Todd HamiltonBAGUETTI’S RESTAURANT raTeen DavidL.Thomas
DickSpelman Alice Medenwald

StachnikWELCOMES aEwee JSil Weber

Wendy Zdrodowski AtRopes

GAMING George Krause

oa PUBLICATIONS
GUESTLIAISONS ohaclSiaMichael MadajFRIDAY, NOVEMBER 6

Amy Wenshe "Assistants *
A.M.- Breakfast Buffet & A la Carte Amy Theison Nancy Erdmann

Lunch - Salad Bar & A la Carte HOSPITALITY SUITE Loretta LoweryP.M.- Specialty Buffet beginning at 5:00 p.m. Department Manager REGISTRATION

Mark Anderson ie Manager
Assistant Department Manager Kirby A. Bartlett-Sloan

John Donat , Assistant ManagerSATURDAY, NOVEMBER 7 , Assistant Department Manager Joy Waterson
A.M.- Breakfast Buffet & A la Carte { Joan Palfi Staff

Lunch - Salad Bar & A la Carte i ist Assistant Department Manager Joy Waterson
_P.M.- Specialty Buffet beginning at 5:00 p.m. 4 Joseph A. Merrill ITI SPECIAL EVENTS

- ; Senior Shift Supervisor Manager
Greg Nowak Robert King

SUNDAY, NOVEMBER 8 , Troubleshooters Assistant Manager
. Cian Brenner Candis King
| 7:00.a.m. - 12 noon - Breakfast A la Carte 2 * John Mitchell Technical Crew
:00 a.m. - 2:00/p.m. ~ Country Breakfast Buffet **** 7 (withoutportfolio) Jeff Berry :
_ 12Hoon 12 midnight - A la Carte Menu Andthe usual gangof staves idiots........ Janet Moe ; oo

: HOTEL LIAISON and the members of THE GALACTIC LEAGUE __
: : . Dena Krause COMPUTER WIZARD -

: Page 2. : Evelyn Thomas Rick Waterson — .
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  A Brief, Incomplete,

Biased Biography of the
Foss Brothers, by

themselves.
As I sit down to write this, Iam confronted by a

sudden, unwelcomethought: this is the most im-
portantwritingI’ve donein at least half a decade.
Every otherpiece I’ve done in the last five years
has beenfor fun or money;this oneis introducing
my twin brother to over a thousand people who
have never met him.

Ioften wonder whatit’s like to meetmybrother
the very first time. I’ve never exactly methim, you
see; so far as I’m concernedhe’s always beenthere,

even just as background noises in the womb.For
this reason, I can only imagine whatkind offirst
impression he might make.

Iregard himassortofa gentlemanlywhirlwind,
spreading chaosall around himself in the politest
way possible. As any student of tornadoes could
tell you, they can havestrange results; live cows
get deposited miles from where they started, re-
frigerators are driventhroughwalls with the eggs
intact. I've never seenmy brother transport a cow
anywhere or gently lob a refrigerator through a
wall, though he did once own someescape-artist

_ goats that kept transporting themselves to the
local police station. (Perhaps they had guilty con-
sciences.)Refrigerator movingisn’t his specialty
either,thoughIrememberthe sofahemanhandled
to a secondfloor apartment by some means no-
body wasable to reconstruct.. We gotit out by
throwingitoffthebalcony, but we're almost sure
thatisn’t howit.gotupthere.

   
   

  

     

  

  

      
  

 

AslIremember, does don’tmoveinstraight
lines, either. atch mybrother's awe-
somecareerpat! sbeenless directed by
whathas been nwhatlocked inter-

machinist fora missile
artificial limb factory,

esting. Hestart
manufacturer, move

tried:astintas a door itsalesman, then
became an armedgu ture rental agent,
and car salesman.Abo mewanderlusthit,
so he moved to Northern lifornia to. succes-

sivelyoperatearadiocomme rcial[production stu-
 

 

Guests of Honor
dio, raise wolves, and be a nursing home mainte-
nanceman.This wasinsufficiently challenging, so
he moved to Alaska to work on theoil pipeline.
The Alaskans knew whatto do with a man ofhis
personnelskills and marketing genius: they put
him to work gutting fish at a local cannery. Mil-
lions of eviscerated salmonlater, he became night
DJ at KVAK (TheVoice of Prince William Sound),
a station listened to by dozens of bored Eskimos
and three or four insomniacs waiting for their
radiators to thaw so they could leave town. He
wasthrilled to have a job that no longer required
him to becomecovered in blood, until he discov-
ered thatcollecting his paychecktook exactlythat.

This wasidyllic time for him.Inbetween shoot-
ing black bearsin his front doorway, almost burn-
ing downhis cabin whenhis heater exploded, and
trying to borrow enough moneyfor a one way
ticket to someplace warm, he ran for mayorofthe
hamlet of Valdez Heights on the slogan, “Rock
and Roll On The Radio, And A Barbecue At My
Place OnceA Month.” Amazingly,hefulfilled his

campaign promise once he waselected. The bar-
becue was pot luck, and the leftovers from one
sometimescarried him all the wayto the next one.
In between mooching from his constituents, he
started a recycling program,actually conningthe
US. Navy into taking the cans to an aluminum
plantin Seattle aboardtheir ships.

Tiring of Alaska, he returned to Southérn Cali-
fornia,where corporate memoriesareshortenough
that he found place as an accident management
specialist. Contrary to snide comments,hedoesn’t
arrange them,buthelpspreventthem. Atleastthis
is whathe claims, though in the last year LA has
had majorfires, earthquakes, a flood, and riot.
Wolfadmits all were good for business,but claims
alibis for everything.
Wherehe is best knownfordisaster planningis

at SF conventions, where he had a part in a cel-
ebrated debacle thatwas held inNew Orleans. He
hitona unique:visual aid torunning the complaint
desk;a large sign in ornate calligraphythat said,
“Thank You For Not Screaming Hysterically Or
FoamingAtTheMouth.”Puttingitas his deskwas
a mark of genius, as no matter how made anyone
was, once they saw the sign they calmed down
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considerably. It helps that Wolf hasa face thatis
, impossible to stay madat; I know,because I’ve

tried.
Nowadays, Wolf's days of regarding employ-

ment opportunities as an art form to be savored
and discarded are gone. He has beenin the acci-
dent management business for almostfive years,
‘but haskeptlife interesting with other diversions.
Oneof these is his household, which currently

consists of his wife Eileen, child Madeline, and a

small armyof cats. In his free time, he has hadbit
parts in TV shows such as Golden Girls, written
articles for the L.A. Reader newspaper, donecal-
ligraphy, and acted as Town Constable andtrav-
eling chastity belt salesman at the local Renais-
sance Faire. This is of course in addition to his
buddingcareer as a professionalstoryteller,which
trade he haspliedat fairs, Hollywood nightclubs
and coffeehouses, and mostrecently at masquer-
ade halftime at MagiCon in Orlando. He also
continues to be active in con running fandom,
generallyworkingexhibits,programming,orMCing
masquerades.

This is in brief what Wolf has done, butit’s not

whohe is, and no amountof written details can

conveythat. He is a raconteur andartist, a warm
and friendly man who loves people, jokes, and
good whiskey, and who works tirelessly at any
convention he ends up at. That’s as good a reason
to honor him as any.

A Brief Biography of

Richard Foss, by an

alleged “brother” who

chooses to remain

anonymous, on the
advice of his lawyer

Richard Foss lives in the city of Manhattan
Beach,a Californiacommunitykissedby thewarm
sea breezesoff the pacific ocean. (The community
has since sued the breezes for sexual harassment,
and thatwillbe the last time they kiss any commu-
nitywithoutwrittenpermission. Useapermission
for intimate contact form onyour nextdate. Avail-
able from your local attorney’s office.)
He earns his humble living managinga travel

agency,abletoleafthroughtoweringairlineschedules

in a single bound and knowing the locations and
nightly rates of headhunter hotels deep in the
amazonrain forest. This skill has earned him a
placein the Jerry Pournellenovel “Fallen Angels”,
where heis mentionedby name. He has also been
lionizedbysciencefictionwriters inotherpublica-
tions, none of which hasactually noticed that he
really isa lion. The wallsofhis office are festooned
with letters of appreciation from thelikes of Paul
Andersen, Carl. Lundgren, Amelia Earhart and
Judge Joseph Crater.
However,being

a

greattravel agentisnotenough
to get you invited to Windycon.Or perhapsitis.
As a matterof fact, just pick a great travel agent
from Chicago, and invite him instead. This will

give you TWICE the amount to spend on me,
considerit, Ill be waiting by the phone.

No,it’s the many other things he doesthat are
the reason he is Fan Goh at Windycon. He does
them with fans and pros ina small locked room in
his house, where I've never gonein. I don’t know
whatthey all do in there.

Richard Foss is also an often-published writer,

sometimes as a restaurant reviewer. This allows
himto not only bepaid foreating. But also take the
bill from every restaurant he goes to and deductit
from his taxes. The next time youarefilling out
your 1040 form, must be comfortedthatnotall of
your money is going for unworkable weapons
systems, federally fundedlingerie foreignaidpro-
gramsfor Peruvian brothers, and research grants
to count the numberof atoms in Oprah Winfrey;
somewhere at your expense, Richard Fossis eat-
ing.
He somehow wangled a position reviewing

books, having beaten an editor in a showdown as

to who could use the most obscure word in a
pompous mannerwhile giving no clue as to what
they were talking about. This qualifies him tobea
reviewer aboutas well as the next man, and since

the next man hadjustleft to find the restrooms,
Richard gotthe job.
As though hehadanyfree timeleft. He has also

been called on to be a music critic. This leaves him

in the enviable position of being paid for eating,

seeing, and hearing. His other senses are available

for a price; if you see an advertisement that says

“WILL PAY GOOD MONEYFORBREATHING
AT HOME IN YOUR SPARE TIME”.Hee wil

accept your collect phonecalls. os
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: Writing, however, is not the only outlet of his
creative potential. He has participated, with some
assistance fromhis wifeJace, in the constructionof

: twofinechildren,bothofwhomwere conceived at

: WorldCons. Heis currently engaged in molding

: them from mere lumps of protoplasm into think-
: ing humanbeings, and seems to be doing a pretty

fair job at the momentconsidering that thinking
beings are getting a very bad press these days.

This busy calendar of his makes a gentleman
named Godotlook like a fairly predictable fellow.
Much of Richard’s timeis spent trying to remem-
ber whatpartofhis schedule heis alreadylate for.

In order to relax from this impossibly busy
schedule what does he do? He takes up several
time-intensive hobbies! Richard is a Guildmaster
of the Renaissance Pleasure Faire, which recreates
the life of a country village in Elizabethan En-
gland. In this pursuit he manages a 80-person
acting troupe, giving them stern lectures on the
importance ofpunctuality and time management.
He also attends and works at sciencefiction

conventions, some weekends he doesn’t know in

advance whetherhehas a date with the past or the
future. His interest in science fiction comes natu-
tally! He’s looking for a time-travel device that

__will allow him to get everything done each day in
a 24-hour period and still have some time for

_ sleep.
An addition, his experience as a travel agent has

accustomedhim to the job of dealing with erratic
travelers,surlyhotelworkers,andludicrous sched-
vuling. Therefore, he is a natural at running Cons.
His favorite post is running programming and he
elights inbroadeningthe definition ofwhatkind
person should beinvited to a convention. His

ast pickshave includedtheologians,poets,poli-
ans, tank commanders, rock and roll compos-
andstreet-fighting instructors.
shard alsoisaveteran at the delicate art of

of masquerades. Having served in
nt:-WorldCon in Orlando,
eralLosConsandComiCons.

able snafus andlast-minute

 

  

  

   
  
  
  
    

     

   
   
   
  
  
   

  
   
    

  

   
  
  
    

 

  

   

  

they should be run. And ask him about that great .
brotherofhis, he’ll undoubtedly have something
nice to say.

Todd Cameron Hamilton
Every year fora decadenowthey’ve gathered in

Stockholm, the Swedish Academy, and tried’ to
figure outawaytomakehimaccept. “Whatdiffer-
ence does it make,” they plead, “if we don’t have
aNobelPrizeforsciencefictionillustration?Please
say you'll take it, and we'll create one!” Hejust
smiles modestly and shakes his head. It wouldn’t
be right. The word is, he’s working on something
sure to win the prizes for Physics, Economics,
Literature, and Peace. All in the same year. We

lesser folk can only hope.
He wentto Calcutta recently,it’s said. The way

Theard it, the people dropped Mother Teresa like
a hot chapati and flocked in their masses to follow

a real humanitarian. They say the blind saw,the
halt walked, the mute spoke, and lepers experi-
enced a dramatic rise in their self-esteem. That's
what they say.
At the Vatican, the mere rumorthat someofhis

paintingsmightbecomeavailable started frenzy.
They cleaned up a ceiling that had been getting
mightyrattyover the years, andflungasideTitians
andBotticellis to free up some wallspace. Alas,it
was only a rumor. The Pope weptbitter tears.
And Lourdes! Did you hear what happened

when he went to Lourdes? Well, I’d best not talk
aboutit, as the churchisstill investigating and I
wouldn't wantto interfere with a possible canoni-
zation.

But I was therefor his triumphantreturn to the
States, and I cantell you O’Hare hasn’t seen such
adelirious celebrationsincefourladsfromLiverpool
tookthe countrybystorm. Theywavedsigns,they
tossed confetti and coins, they strewed rose petals
and palm frondsin his path. Young girls ripped
their clothes and threw themselves at his feet.
Hosanna! they shouted. Alleluia!
You know whoI'mtalking about.
A writer reaches a point in his career where he

feels as if he’s doneit all. You’ve been guest of
honorat conventions, you’ve been on radio and
television. Your books have sold well. You've

_ been to Disneyland. And thenone dayyourphone
rings. “ThisisWindycon,” saysa voiceatthe other
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end. “We'd like you to write a bio for our artist
Guest of Honor...(a reverent quaver in the
voice)...Todd Cameron Hamilton.”

Well, it’s too much. Really it is. Mylife is com-
plete.
What can I say about this man? Did I say man?

Surely he’s more than that.
You've seen him at conventions. He’s the one

with the white dovesresting on his shoulders,
speaking bird-talk. He just goes outside and the
creatures of the air gather around him. He’s the
one with the happy children capering in his wake,
the one wholeavesa legacy of smiles as he walks
by. He’s the one with eyes like a young Paul
Newman,thebody ofStallone. The teeth ofMariel
Hemingway. You've seen him. Just look for the
guy with the golden glow aroundhis brow.

You'veall heardthe stories about him. How he
was born in a log cabin in Kentucky, taught him-
self to read by kerosene lampat the age of three
months, was engaging the rabbis in learned Tal-
mudic debate at two—and he wasn’tevenJewish!
You've heard of his youth, how he developed a

cure for polio and gaveit to Doctor Salk, helped
Albert Schweitzer through a difficult time in his
life, founded. UNICEF, played a keyrole in the
Kennedycampaign, andsingle-handedly coached
NASA mathematicians through the tough equa-
tions whenthe crippled Apollo 13 spacecraft was
headed into the sun and the main computers
broke down. Howhefights a never-ending battle
for truth,justice, and theAmericanway. These are
well-knowntales, and there’s little I could add to

them.
You saw him ontelevision, in Barcelona, win-

ninghisprecedent-shatteringseventeengoldmedals.
Rememberthat amazing burstofspeed at the end
of the 100-meter dash? The game-winning slam
dunk whenhe suited up for the injured Michael
Jordan? Splitting the arrowsintwo on the archery
range? Who could forget his legendary dismount
from the pommel horse,or the silent awe inwhich
the crowd regarded his synchronized swimming
solo? We'll rememberthese thingsall our lives;
they’re burnedinto our brains.
So whatis there left to saw?
Well, what you may not know about Todd

Cameron Hamiltonis..what a swell guy he is.
Whata regular guy. What a mensch. :
Go ahead, go up to him and introduceyourself.

He's easytofind:just look for the guysetting out
the banquetof loaves andfishes, the one with all
the Perrier bottlesfilled with wine. You'll find him
modest, easy-going,articulate, not at all hard to
talk to. He won’t wantto talk too much about
himself; he’s too interested in you. And don’t be
shy abouttelling him your troubles. Many’s the
fan who,after pouring out his heart to Todd, has
found a crisp, new hundred-dollarbill has myste-
riously “appeared”in his pocket. Try to return it,
and he’s the soul of innocence.
One word of warning, though.If you see him in

a phone booth changing his clothes, leave him
alone. He’s aboutto tackle someserious business.
Sothereyouhavehim:ToddCameronHamilton.

Aman I’m proudto call my friend.
aDetachAtThisLine"~SsO*CSt—~“~=<C“‘(C;SST

Bing 'N PIE[ES:Literary Odds & Ends While-U-Wait
A service of the John Varley Scientifiction Company

Yes, Mister Varley! | read your ad, and I’m ready to move up to Fame and Fortunein the fast-movingfield of Sci-Fil Please
Write me oneofthe following:

____Blurb () Cover () Back Cover() Flap
___Review
___Radio Commercial
_X__Guest of Honor Biography
____Obituary

____Acceptance Speech

I'm enclosing $25 plus tax (no checks, please) (non-refundable), because| knowthis is my big chance to step up intothe

Todd Cameron Hamilton
ign i i tigati ing the publication of requested mal erial,By signing the above | acknowled: e that lam over eighteen years of age, and agree to holdJ.V.8.C. harmless in anyligation thatmayensue regardingth cd mate

Chernotalia in Utah, Kansas, Frida, Texas, California, Maryland, RhodeIsland, Puerto Rico, or any country with an extradition treaty with the United States. : a

P.S. Todd: Be sure to remove this order form before sending this bit to the printer.--Those folks ca:

pretty literal, and you sure don’t want it printed in the program book, ha, ha. J.V.
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world of BIG BUCKS!

X_{(his mark)

| would like the tone of the piece to be as follows:
Chummy
Affectionate
Academic
Laudatory
Very Laudatory

_X_Dishit out with a steam shovel

   

    

  



 

Dear Windycon People,

Who the hell is this turkey Hamilton, anyway?

I just included that last option about laying on the praise super thick

as a joke; I never expected anybody would actually ask for it. On the

other hand, I never got paid in Mason jars full of spare change, either.

(There were a few bills in the box. The ink rubbed right off them.)

Well, I gave it my best shot. It’s none of my business if people believe

any of it or not, and anyway, my ass is pretty well covered. Most of

the time I made it clear these were just stories I heard. Can I help

it if they’re wrong? As for Barcelona, by the time the convention rolls

around people will have forgotten all about the Olympics. And who reads

this crap, anyway?

Tf I come to the con, do you think I’1l have to meet him?

Oh, by the way, I looked at the pictures of paintings you sent me. Okay,

so the kid can draw. Okay, so he can draw real good. OKAY! He’s a goddam

genius with the paintbrush, all right? Just keep him out of my room,

OKAY?

YohVarley
P.S. I just had a horrid thought. May you ought to remind him to detach

this  

  

   

  

   
  
  
  

   

Fer Chrissakes,

Schwartz, Get Outta

My Face!
: By Harlan Ellison

_ The last thing I remembered wasthe slam of
_ pain in my chest. Apparently, it had been a heart
_attack, a stroke, one of those many-namedkillers

t lie in ambushin the body; and I'd felt just an
tant of fear before I blacked out and wentface-

reward.Fear, for that instant, because it hadbeen
ronary thrombosis that had taken myfather.

first thing I saw when I opened myeyes,
us Schwartz, crouched over me, shaking

already talking. Atfirst his voice echoed
st, endless corridor to me; indecipher-

arrying no coherent meaning, but

ncy.And as my.senses re-
myclubbedpersona reified,

tiny smile, because I
, use itwas mypal

a pre-teenlittle

  

          

 

  

    

  

    

letter and the order form before the piece goes

printer...Naaah. Forget it. Nobody’s that dumb.

to the

“Get up,” he wassaying. “Get up! Ineed you to
write a tribute about me for the program book.It
doesn’t have to be very long, only aboutsix hun-
dred words.”
He had me bythe shoulders.I couldn’t feel my

left side. [had the sense that myleftleghad gotten
twisted under my body when I'd fallen, but I
couldn’t feel it. There was a huge ash-colored
beast sitting on my chest. Breathing was hard. I
tried tosay, “Julie, help me...IthinkI’m dying...call
a doctor...please let mesit up...”but all that came
out were a few bubbles ofspittle at the corner of
my mouth.I realized that the stroke had probably
paralyzedeverything ontheleftside,sohecouldn’t
understand what I wastryingto say.

Heleanedin closer, the light reflecting off his
wire-rimmedglasses. “All you haveto dois write
about how you sent mea letter when you were
aboutten or eleven, back in the ‘40s. How I wrote

youbackand encouraged you. Orwhenyoucame
up to DC Comics in the Fifties, and you saw mein
the hall andweretooawedbyme toevensayhello.
Orhow I wrote youbackwhenyouasked for some
free art from a Hawkmanstory. You candoit, kid!
Justlet mehelp you upandhere...here’s a pen...let
me put it in your hand...”

 

He got mesitting up, there on the floor, the
paper was a DC notepad with a bunch oftheir
superhero characters holding up a DC colophon.
Andat the top of the pageit said: From the Altar of
JULIUS SCHWARTZ.He dropped the pad onmy
lap. I didn’t feel it hit. Then he jammedthe Pilot
Fineliner into my right hand,andlifted the hand
‘and dropped it onto the pad.

I'm left handed,Julie, I tried to say; but I guess

Ionly thoughtit; because I couldn’t write, and I
started to cry. Not much oftears, just a wetness or
two that ran down mycheekas I triedto slip back
to the floor;butJulie kept me upright, and hetried
again to get my cold fingers to hold the pen.
“You can just write about all those dinners

we've shared through the years; and how you
alwaystryto get DC to payfor them. Or youcould
talk about howittook youten,fifteen years,what-
everitwas,beforeyouwrote thatBatman scriptfor
me. There’s a worldofterrific things we've shared
that you could write about.Justsort of a friend-to-
friend tribute...you know what I mean!”
And I couldn’t stop crying, because I hurt so

bad, and obviously Julie didn’t understandthat,
so I grasped the pen in my right hand asbest I
could, with myfist aroundit like a baby trying to
useaCrayola,andwithscrawlinglinesthattrembled
and didn’t match, I scrawled the only tribute Ihad

in me. I scrawled: ILOVE YOU,JULIE.
Andthen I closed my eyes, and I died.

Copyright 1987 by The Kilimanjaro Corporation

Julius Schwartz:

Information
In 1934 Julie and Mort formed SOLAR SALES

SERVICE,thefirst literary agencyto specialize in
SF and fantasy. Mort left the partnership in 1936 to
edit at Standard Magazines,later rejoiningJulie at

DC where he also edited SUPERMAN.While an
agent, Julie represented such writers as Alfred
Bester, Otto Binder, Robert Bloch, Leigh Brackett,

RayBradbury,EdmondHamilton,RobertHeinlein,

David Henry Keller, Eric Frank Russell, Stanley

Weinbaum and Manly Wade Wellman.
He began his editorial stint at DC Comics in

1944 and has worked there continuously for what

now totals 49 years. He hasedited virtually every

typeofcomicbookthatDChaspublished. Whether

from superheroto sciencefiction or fromromance

to western, Julie has left his style on the comics
age

industry, It was his re-creation of THE FLASH,
GREEN LANTERN, JUSTICE LEAGUE OF
AMERICA, THE ATOM AND HAWKMAN that
began comics’ “Silver Age.” By printing the full
addresses of correspondents in the letter columns
of the books he edited, Julie fostered the develop-
ment of comics fandom. He has won comicdom’s
highestawards—fourSHAZAMS,threeEAGLES,
an Inkpot, an Alley and a Jules Verne.
Not to rest on his career full laurels, his DC

Science-Fiction Graphic Novels have brought us
adaptationsofoutstandingstoriesbyBloch,Bradbury,
Harlan Ellison, George R. R. Martin, Larry Niven,

Frederick Pohl and RobertSilverberg.
There is much moreto Julie, for example, not

manyfans know heis anexpert bridge player, but
you will have a chance to find out many more
things this weekend as you get to know Julie at
WindyCon.

Robert Shea:

Autobiography
IwasborninNewYorkCityonValentine’s Day,

1933. Science fiction wasliterally “Buck Rogers
stuff” to me at first; I remember looking with
fascination at Buck Rogers in the Saturday New
York Journal-American before I was able to read.
Thefirst science fiction magazine I read was the
Winter 1944 issue of Captain Future, featuring “An
AstoundingFull-LengthNovel!”calledMagicMoon
by Brett Sterling. Thefirst really high quality Sci-
Fistory Iread wasIsaacAsimov’s “Dead Hand”in
the April, 1945 issue of what was then called
Astounding.

I became interested in creating science fiction
not long after I started reading it. In grammar

school I drew and wrote comic strips modeled

after Buck Rogers. I used carbon paper to make

copies and then hand-colored each with crayons
and sold them inmy apartment housefora penny. :

apiece. My heroes bore such original-sounding.

namesas Red Barton and Streak Benson.
Around the seventh or eighth grade I started.

writing stories in pencil on yellow legal pads

because I'd seen

a

writerin a movie doit thatway.

AfterI graduatedfromgrammarschoolmymother .

gave me a typewriter, and I started writing short

stories. After a while Ieven learnedto finishthem.

Mysenior term paper, with the permissionofmy

enlightened English teacher,was a 40-pageepicof

  



 
 

 

future pseudohistory called The March ofthe Mar-

tians, in which Martians conquerthe Solar System

only to have their empire go into an inevitable

decline andfall.
attended meetingsofa sciencefiction fan club

called the Centaurians while attending Manhat-

tan Prep in the Bronx. I was editor of the high

school yearbook andactually started to see my

name andmywork in print. ButwhenIhadletters

publishedin Startling Stories and Thrilling Wonder

Stories I knew I was on my way to glory. At

Manhattan College I wrote for the campus news-

paper, the yearbook andtheliterary magazine,the

Manhattan Quarterly. The Quarterly was thefirst

magazine to publish myshort stories, which were

naturalistic tales featuring a young manwho pos-

sessed exaggerated versions of myless likable

traits.
After college came the Army and reamsofwrit-

ing at night that never saw the light of day. I

continued to write short stories and novels that

nevergotpastfirst draft. Isent outshortstories all

through the two years at Rutgers University. [left

graduate schoolafter getting a master’s in English.

_ Itumed outa bunchofshortstories in a burstof

creativity between 1956 and 1960, many of them

Sci-Fi, and some of them even got published. One

of myfirst sales was a raunchystory,originally
writtenwith Playboyin mind,whichfound its way

after many. rejections into the hands of ForrestJ.
Ackerman. He got it published in an LA-based
magazineas raunchyasmystory. Thanks, 4E. You
hadno idea what you werestarting.

_ HansStefan Santesson,then editor of Fantastic
~ Universe,bought myfirst commercially published
Sci-F tory, “The Helpful Robots,” in 1958. He

in) a meeting of the Hydra Club, where
[me v,oneofthe giantsofearlyfandom,
to whom, hisincarnationaseditorofInfinity, I

numberofstories withoutresult.
19 to be managingeditorof

   

       

fre visitor to our offices. I
watchedhim work,fascinated,and he kindly of-
fered to readand critiquea number ofmy science

fiction short stories (thesame ones Larry had
rejected). I kept begging him forThe Secret and
finally in exasperationonenightaswewereriding

the subway together.he summeduphis philoso-

phyofwriting with a Zen-like, “Do whatever you
think you should do.” I rememberthinking, “But

whatshould I do?” and figuring that AJ. was not
aboutto tell methat.
As well as giving me mystart in the magazine

business, Larry, together with his wife Noreen,
got me interested in amateur publishing. With
them showing me how,I published a zine called
The Scene. Later this was succeededby The Univer-
sal Instructor in All Arts and Sciences and Pennsylva-
nia Gazette (apologies to early Iluminatus Ben-
jamin Franklin). My current effort is called No
Governor. There havebeenelevenissues in seven-
teen years, and the twelfth will be appearing Real,
Soon Now.
Around 1960 I was in on the founding of the

NewYork Fanoclasts. TheFanoclastswas aninter-
esting mix of fans and pros. During this period I
got to know Robert Silverberg, Judith Merrill,
Bhob Stewart, Harlan Ellison, Ted White, Dick
and Pat Lupoff and Avram Davidson and many
other interesting folks.

After a stint from 1963 to 1965 at True magazine,
I was madeeditor of Cavalier. We had a feature
calledthe BigBoard—Idon’tknowwhy—inwhich
wepaid relatively large amounts to big names to
write relatively short opinion pieces. I asked Isaac
Asimovto write for the Big Board, and he turned
in about half a dozen excellent essays. This gave
me an opportunity to have lunch with him once,
whichformewasone of the highpoints ofthe 60s.

In 1966_Cavalier’s editorial offices were moved
to Los Angeles. Frank Robinson joined thestaff
and we had a ball putting out nine issues of
Cavalier togetherbefore the magazine cametothe

end ofthe bungee cord and bounced back to New

York.

At that very moment, as karma would haveit, 1

wasoffered a job at Playboy, and I grabbed it. That

was 1967, and I have beenliving in the Chicago
area ever since. .
Robert Anton Wilson and I both worked on

“The Playboy Forum,”whichwas the department
at Playboy whereall the nutliterature and weird
letters ended up. The idea for Iluminatus! grew
outofourexchange ofmemos aboutthe crazymail
wegot.
We wroteit for Bob Abel at Dell in 1970 and '71,

and it was published in 1975. Dell marketed it as
sciencefiction, but none of the Sci-Fi mags of that
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day would review it, arguing that it wasn’t “re-
ally” science fiction. Whatever it was and ‘is, it

remainedaliveinbook stores throughthe ‘70s and
‘80s andis selling briskly to this day.

Illuminatus! was adapted for the stage by the
Science FictionTheatre ofLiverpool andproduced
in Liverpool, London, Amsterdam, Frankfurt, Se-

* attle and Jerusalem. Bob Wilson and I are at work

ona sequel, to be called Bride ofIluminatus!

While myright hand writesfiction mylefthand

cranks out articles. I’ve had pieces published in

TravelandLeisure, Playboy, The Writer, Today'sHealth
and alotof less-well-known magazines.

In 1982 I attended ChiCon IV to present the

Libertarian Futurist Society’s Prometheus Award

toL. Neil Smith for his novelTheProbability Broach.

This was myfirst science fiction convention, andI

hadawonderfultime.In1986IwenttoConFederation

in Atlanta to receive the Libertarian Futurist Hall

ofFameawardforIluminatus! Mythird andfourth

conventionswereChiConVandlastyear’sWindycon,

and I think Iam graduallybecoming morevisible,

branchingoutfromthe LibertarianFuturistAward

ceremonies to appearances various panels and

doing readings.I've also been a guestat the last

two OPCons, held under the auspices of Oak

Park/River Forest High School.
During

a

financial squeezeafflicting the Playboy

corporation in 1977 I was oneof several editors

whowere asked to lighten the payroll by leaving.

Iembarked ona careeras a full-time novelist. My

historical novels Shike. All Things Are Lights and

The Saracen wereall set in the thirteenth century.

My most recent novel is Shaman (Ballantine,

March1991),thestoryofaNativeAmericanprophet,

magician and healer involved in the Black Hawk

war of 1832in Illinois. All my novels have strong

magical and mystical elements in them.Historical

fiction and speculativefiction are quite similar, in

thatboth require writer and reader to leave every-

day reality and enter imaginatively into worlds

that once existed,will existormayneverexist. I've

always enjoyed reading andwritingbothkinds of

fiction.
Right now

I

sit in my office in my house in

Glencoe,wherel'velivedforeighteenyears,cranking

out mystuffon an Apple He that Iboughtin 1983.

Myson, Michael, whois studying computer tech-

nology in college, sneers at my 128K antique, but

it gets the job done.
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Besides the aforementionedBrideofIlluminatus!
I’'mfinishing up anovelsetinTang DynastyChina
and startingafull-blownfantasysetin analternate
North America in the late nineteenth century.If
the future is kind to me, I hope to be spending
more and more of my writing time with myfirst
love, science fiction.

Robert Shea,
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Opening Ceremonies —

Fannish Feud — Competing

Saturday
Masquerade — Th

Bizarre Bazaar — Dance into a fannish frenzy.

Fannish Feud

10:00 p.m. Friday., Regency Ballroom A-D

Do you know how fandom thinks? Find three

friends whoare also in the know and compete in

Fannish Feud to win valuable prizes.

Orjoin the audience and enjoy the show.

If you wantto compete, sign up in advanceat the

Masquerade/Special Events table (come up with

a namefor your team, and costumesare encour-

aged!)

Masquerade

8:30 p.m. Saturday, Regency Ballroom A-D _

This year we are repeating our full SaturdayNight

Masqueradewitha higher stage for your viewing

pleasure.

‘Masquerade Winnerswill be announced 1 hour

after the masquerade endsduringanintermission

ofthe dance.

Masquerade Participant meeting:3:00 p.m. Satur-

day, Arlington Heights. This meeting is for par-

ipants andtheir assistants only. Workmanship

dging can be doneatthis time if bringing the

tumeis practical and will not detract from the

ipant’s presentation. (The costume can be

:t on a covered hangar, for example) Other-

anship judging will take place at the

de. .
yarticipants are expected to cometo
Heights Room. at.7:00 p.m. Satur-

olaroid photos and general

  

Listen to our guests ruminate, agitate, and pontificate.

teams of four try to guess the results of an Sci-Fi survey

conducted at MagiCon and other cons here and there.

e costumeartists take the stage! This year’s theme:(see page 82)

Masquerade Rules

1. Participants mustattend the Masquerade Meet-

ing at3:00 p.m.Saturday in the Arlington Heights

Room.

2. A presentation is limited to 60 seconds (90

seconds for groups) unless you can prove to us

that it will not be boring.

3. Noopenflame,projectiles or BigTimeMess(ask

us).
4. aly the MC has a microphone- please bring a

pre-recorded cassette tape for your sound (your

voice will NOTcarry).

5. Participants arriving after 7:15 p.m. may be

disqualified (Sorry).

6. Workmanshipjudging canbe doneeither at the

Masquerade Meeting orat the Masquerade par-

ticipantarrival time.

7. If you need an exception to any of these rules-

Ask me, Robert King,at or before the Masquerade

Meeting and we'll see whatcan be arranged.

TheMasqueradeCommitteeexpresses deep thanks

toJeffBerry,JanetMoe,andtheGALACTICLEAG
UE

for the light and sound systems, plus the special

assistants and gophers who makethings happen.

Bizarre Bazaar

10 p.m. Saturday, Regency Ballroom AD

Join us shortly after the Masquerade in the Re-

gency Ballroom A-D for the Dance. Jeff Sparrow is

our DJfor the evening. Let’s dance those mundane

cares away. Enjoy!

Thanks to all who helped pull this together!

Robert King
Candis King
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Art Auction
Once again its Art Show Time. Nowtherulesof

the gameare fairly simple. Each piece of art is
accompaniedbya Bid Sheet. If you like a piece of
art, you putyour nameandbid on the sheet. Then
someonewill try to out bid you and then some-

_ bodywill out bid them. With 3 bids the artwork
will go to auction. This is when the fun begins.
Come on down!Evenif you didn’t bid on any-
thing, the auctioneers are a great show. The pro-
ceedings will continue into the night.
Purchaseart, either at auction or on bid
sheet. You maypickup your purchase during
the auction until the staffdrops.
Art show closes at 7p.m. Saturday
Auction starts at 8 p.m.
Payment: Check, MasterCard and Cash (6
formsofidentification for cash)
Sundayartist check-out and art pick-up opens
at 9 a.m. closes at 12 noon sharp.

Con Suite
The Windyconsuite will be openits usual late

hours:
From 3 p.m.until 5 or 6 a.m. Friday
From noon on Saturday until 5 or 6 a.m.
and from noon on Sunday until ???
Wewill have the usual comestibles, and possi-

bly some unusualones, too! We will be featuring
the bheer that was served at ChiCon V -namely
Baderbrau,fromPavichevichBrewinginElmhurst..If

you were at ChiCon V, you know how good this
stuffis -ifnot, come up and try somel!!! The golden
liquid (bheer) will be available from 5 p.m.until 4
a.m. on Friday, from ???p.m. until 5 a.m. on Satur-
day and from noon on Sundayuntil the ConSuite
closes, (or until we haveto get the tappers back).
BEAWARE thatthe legal drinking age in the State
of Illinois is 21. The convention badges will be
colorcoded,butpleasedon’tfeeloffendedifsomeone
on the ConSuite staff asks you for further ID; with
theincreased awarenessofalcoholproblems,we're
just covering ourselves from problems with the
Blue Meanies(and litigation). The Con Suite Staff
would also like to beg issue an urgent plea for
anyone who wouldlike to work in the Con Suite
during the Convention. If you wouldlike to work
withourmerrybandofmaniaespeople, please see
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us in the ConSuite after youhaveregistered,or see
Operations andtell them thatyou want to workin
the Con Suite. Especially appreciated would be
people overthe legal drinking age to assist in the
distribution of the bheer.
Wewillbe in the same suite thatwe have had in

previous years, and it will remain a non-smoking
ConSuite. Smokingwillbe allowedinthe elevator
lobby onthe 5th floor. (Hopefully the smoke de-
tectors won’t go off this year!!!)
Come up andsee us during the convention;it

promisesto be the usual crazytime!!{!1!!

Operations
You don’t have tobe anM.D.toassist at Windy-

conOperationsbutyoumayfindyourselfinstitches
for the whole weekendif you do. Windycon XIX
needs volunteers! Lots of people planned Windy-
conbut

lots

moreare needed to make itrun. YOU,
yes, YOU, couldbe one of the luckyfew whofinds
out how to enjoy a con to the MAXand maybeget
a little something back for your efforts. Please,
stop by Ops (SchaumburgB) andgetthe friendly
details. We'd really like to sign...you up!!!

The Print Shoppe
The PrintShoppe is once againbeing broughtto

you by our intrepid staff of suckers volunteers
Shoppe Manager: Denise Clift
Asst. Managers:Juanita Nesbitt, Lynn Farcher,

Roberta Jordan
Part-time staff: Pat Feldman, Sue Powell

Shoppe Hours are: Friday 3 p.m.-8 p.m.
Saturday 10 a.m.-8 p.m.
Sunday 10 a.m.-2 p.m.

There are 4 majorrules for the Shoppethis year .
Please take note: : :

1) Artists - Please labelall copies of prints when.
you check in. (Saves the staff from a nervous
breakdown) .

2) This is a Cash&Carryoperation. There
bids. You wantit. You pay forit. You take i

3) Weonlytake Cash&Checkswithapr
(Sorry we're not set-up to take creditca

4) NO FOOD, BEVERAGES; SM
PHOTOGRAPHS will be permitte
Shoppe Photography. .

 

   

  

   

  

  

 

   

 

 
 



  

 

 

We're rounding up our guests

Guests of Honor Artist Guest of Honor

Mike Resnick Ray Van Tilburg

Jane Yolen

Costuming Guest of Honor Toastmaster

Animal X Tom Smith

Membership Rates: $22 to Dec 31, $24 to Mar 31, $28 at the door, kids $20at all times

Hotel, Hyatt Regency, 350 North High Street, Columbus OH 43215, (800) 233-1234

Info: Marcon 28, PO Box 211101, Columbus OH 43221, (614) 451-3154

Come get carried away with us
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i992 ISFic Writer's Contest Winner

MAKE-UP MAGIC
Sheila Insley

She watchedherhandshake as itreached for the

“jar of face cream. Her face burned and the trem-
bling of her hands almost stopped her from pick-
ing upthejar,but panic gaveherextra strength to
unscrew the cover. Carefully, she scooped out a
few fingerfuls of the pale cream. With delibera-
tion, she smeared it on her face. She was just in
time to catch the skin ofherleft cheek,as it slowly
slid down.
The coolness of the cream relieved some of the

burning. Cautiously, sheused the cream to pather
face back into shape.

In someplaces, blood had seeped out through
the skin pores and framed the edge ofthe dissolv-
ing skin. Atfirst the seepage turned the face cream
a soft, pretty pink. Then she continued to smooth
in more cream,andit all blended together.
The cream could not completely erase the dark

smudges of exhaustion around her eyes. Wrinkle
lines of pain etched into her forehead and around.
her pursed mouth. The tight skin burned and
arched from tension.

After a few minutes of creaming, she sighed
with satisfaction. She held a small hand mirror in
herleft hand while she ministered to herself with
her right. Her whole body relaxed as the face
staring back at her from the small mirror stabi-
lized. The features stopped dissolving and drip-
ping away.
Once again, the small mirrorreflected a whole,

humanface. It was nother face. Two months had
passed since the reflection in the mirror was a
reflection ofherself; two months since he had said
at least he wouldn’t haveto look at her ugly face
again; twomonths since he slammedthe door and

disappeared.
Shetried to imagine what she lookedlike. The

mirror showed what she must look like to other
people,butitwas always thefaceofa stranger. She

had never, herself, met the personwholooked out

at the world through her mirror-face. She didn’t

want to meetthat person. The face was ugly, and

the skin refused to remainstable.

Asshe thoughtthis, once again the skin began
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burningandsliding; she grabbedagainfortheface
cream.
Her boss walked past, talking to Julie, the office

manager. She overheard him say she had become
vainandinefficient. The complaintpierced her ear
with a stab of pain. Panic surged, and she stared
desperately in thelittle mirror.
Her earring was loose! It was working itself

awayfromits little post, soon about tofall! She
tightenedbothearrings andapplied the facecream
aroundthe ear lobes, on the back of the ears, over

the neck.
The skin across her cheeks was beginning to

loosen andburn again. Quickly, she applied more
facial cream.

Thefirstlayers ofcreamhad dried and started to
harden. With a paper towel, shewiped mostofthe
cream off her face and began reapplyingit. Once
again, she was relieved to see a humanface look-

ing backat her from the mirror.
Her boss walked by, sighed, and asked her

come and see him, “as soon as you're free.”
“Right away,” she murmured. Fear twisted

stomach as she beganrising. She. realize:
horror she wouldnotbe able to'speak.
skin on herlips was disintegratin,
ran downher chin! She caught th

tween her teeth and gently. suck

blood back in as she. wiped h

fingers and began putting ©:

  
   

    

  

 

  

 



  

Thelipstick disguised the blood-red color of her
mouth and pasted the skin back together. As she
examined the mirror image, her eyes blurred and
burned. The image, and hereyesight, faded, and
she saw only gray shadows. Hastily she put on
mascara, eye liner and eye shadow.Once again,
the stranger face stared back at her and she could
see.
Her boss’s sarcastic voice attacked her ears.

“Any time, now,if it’s not too inconvenient for
you,” he called. She walkedin his office holding
her notebook like a good luck charm, and she
forced a happylittle laugh.
“Oh, I only do this for you, you know.” She

madehervoice tinkle softly. “You should always
be surrounded by beauty.”
She endured his grudging little laugh. “We

need to talk aboutthis. If you don’t like working
for me, you better say so.” Shefelt his eyes prob-
ing, trying to penetrate her disguise. She smiled
sweetlyhopinghewouldnotrealizehewasspeaking
to a mask. He smiled back. “Let’s stop after work
tonightfor a drink or two. I'm sure we'll findsome
satisfactory arrangement.

“But for now,here’s a tapewithletters that have
tobe typedand senttoday. Ifyoudon’t mind.”The
sneerin his harsh voice hit herears. Pain radiated
up: her skull and through her neck.

Far behind the alien mirror-face, she watched
him.and watchedherself. I’m still safe, she thought.
He has no idea thatI'm notreallyhere, that he’s talking
to deadflesh, disintegratinganddissolving rightbefore
hime eo:

Itwillbedangerous to stop withhim after work,

butmore dangerous notto. The lights will be dim,
and I'll say and do: whatever he wants. I'll be
invisible.

7d loveadrink with you. That soundslike
morefunthantyping. It certainly doesn’t sound
like workat all,atall.” She flounced outof his

ached her desk, she winced from
bling, she hastily applied

eventmostofthe right
off the cheek bone

 

    
   
   

  

and sliding do
As5:00 o'clock

with different shades of

her bosssaid, “Let'sgo,
fromhereyebrowsto eavil
Shehad changed earringsthre

  

    

sparkling powderacross her cheeks.
They rode downin theelevator with six other

people. No one spoke or looked at each other. She
laughed inside herself. They have no idea I’m going
with himfor a drink. For them, I'm already invisible.
Astheywalkedawayfromthe building, he said,

“Mycar’sjusta couple ofblocks, in the oldparking
lot.”

They walked in silence and she was grateful.
She neededall her attention to put one footafter
the other, without falling. That morning as she

wasdressing,thefreshpolishononetoenailsmeared.
All day that toe twinged sporadically. Now the
whole foot tingled unpleasantly.
He openedthe car door and sheslid in with a

deepsigh ofrelief. She quickly opened herlarge
purse andusedher handmirror andface cream for
anemergency touch up.Justin time!Alarge piece
of forehead was blockingherrighteye!
She patted everything back into place. Her eye

shadow wasso engrossing, she didn’t notice as he
slipped into the driver’s seat next to her.
He touched her arm lightly as he reached across

herandopenedtheglove compartment. Shesmiled
brilliantly at him as he took out a pint bottle of
bourbon and unscrewedthe top.

“See,” he said, chuckling at her, “We don’t have

to go anywhere. I’m always prepared.”

He took a deep swig from the bottle and heldit
out to her. She felt the blood leave her face and
knew the skin wasslipping again.

“T can't! I just can’t! Blood on the bottle!” She
stammered andtried to move away from him.
Heheldthebottleuptoward the dim streetlight.

“There’s no blood here. What are you talking
about?”
He took another drink and pushed the bottle

toward her again. She shrunk away.
“Think of it as a job interview,” he snarled.

“Your typing’s lousy, you don’tfile anything, half
the time you don’t answerthe phone. Let's see if
you’re any use to meatall.”
He took another drink, grabbed her hand, and

forced herfingers aroundthebottle.
Without thought, in one smooth motion, she

smashedoff the top halfof the bottle on the dash-
board and drovethe broken glass into his cheek,
eyes, neck, and again and again,until his screams
stopped.
As the coriductor called out her stop, she real-
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ized she wason theel going home, but she had no
idea how shegot there. She walked out the door
and reached in her purse for her face cream. Her
handpulledoutabroken,bloodybottle. Shethrew

the boitle over the railing where it joined: many
other brokenbottles and garbagein the stairwell.
Her handwascoveredwithblood, slowlymoving
up herwrist.

Desperately, she brushed the blood away with
her other hand,butit kept returning. By the time
she reached her door, both hands and wrists were
dripping blood.
She soaked them in very hot and then icy cold

and then again scalding hot water. She scrubbed
with soap and a harsh nail brush, andfinally the
blood wasinvisible. The skin on her hands and
arms wasraw.Shefelt the blood building up and
watched as drops started to ooze out under her
fingernails.

Quicklyshe appliedbrightredpolish.Thebleeding
stopped, but as the polish dried, it smeared: She
applied more and watched the blood and polish
blend together.

In the morning she arrived at work late and
exhausted. Most of the night was spent applying,
removing and reapplying makeup andnail pol-
ish. The office manager and a policeman were
waitingfor her.

Julie approached with a too sweet, phone-con-
cern expression. “Oh, my Dear, brace yourself. I
have shocking newsfor you.”
ShewatchedJulie’s mouthmove,butshe couldn't

understand the words. Forming her face into a
pleasant smile of inquiry, she casually tightened
her earrings. A few words were clear: “boss,”
“murdered,” “nice policeman here,” “all upset,”

“coffee.”
She formed her face as well as she could in

response to the words: shocked,horrified, fright-
ened. Hereyes obligingly misted andformedtears.
She felt them gouging ditches through her make-
up and turned her head away.
“Tl wait at my desk till you tell me whatto do,”

she said, and walked away. She tightened her
earring as she walked and caught a few ofJulie’s
words: “total dip,” “poor thing,” “knowsnothing
about nothing.”
She sat at her desk, put on an expression of

concerned attention, and began reapplying face
cream.
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QUANTUM LEAP: THE NOVEL

by Ashley McConnell

Project Quantum Leap transports

Or. Sam Beckett through time and space

into the body of a 1950 carnival worker.

According to Al, Sam’s holographic con-

tact with the future, someoneis. going

to sabotage the carnival's newroller-

coasterat its grand opening.It will

derail and kill seven people, unless Sam

can stop it. And he hasonly four days....

Based onthehit television series
“QUANTUM LEAP”

Created by Donald RP Bellisario

° $4.99
 

 

 

     

WindyConXIX Guest List
Author GOH-Robert Shea

Co-Author of The Illuminatus Trilogy

Artist GOH-Todd Cameron Hamilton

SUPER GOHJulius Schwartz
Fan GOH-Wolf FOSS Toastmaster-Rick Foss

or is it?

Fan GOH-Rick FOSS Toastmaster-Wolf Foss

Special Guest-Barry

 

Longyear
i

Special Guest-George Alec €ffinger

ISFIC Special Guest-Spider and Jeanne Robinson
ISFIC Guest-John Varley

ISFIC Guest-Dean Ing
David Lee Anderson

P.jJ. Beese

P.D. Breeding-Black

Sue Blom

A. J. Budrys

Darlene Coltrain

Glen Cook

Buck and Juanita Coulson

George Alec €ffinger

Phullis and Alex Eisenstein

Bill Fawcett

Kathleen Massle-Fersch

Valarie Freireich

Bob Garcia

Roland Green and Freida Murry

Marty Greenberg

Barbra Hambly

Laural Hamilton

Barbara Kaalbert

Ellen Kozak
Page.el.:

Barry B. and Jean Longyear

Ricia Mainhardt

Erin McKee

Rebecca Meluch

Elizabeth N. Moon

Jody Lynn Nye

Robert Passovoy

Frederiek Pohl. and Elizabeth Hu!
Mickey Zucker Reichert |

Michael Resnick.
Mark Runyan

Fred Saberhagen
Lucy Synk :

Brian Thompso

John. Varl

   

   

 

   

 

  
    



  

 

Whatis ISFice
“ What's an ISFiC?” maynotbe the most popu-

lar party question at Windycon,but in does make

for anexcellenttrivia question. Mostfans, evenin

Chicago,are only vaguely aware that ISFiC exists.

JSFiC is the Illinois Science Fiction in Chicago,

and is best knownin its role as the parent body of

Windycon.
Butthere’s more to ISFiC than that.

ISFiC was formedin th early 1970's a period of

great changeinconvention-runninginSFfandom.

The numberof regional conventions was explod-

ing, and it seemed every couple of months a new

city would announcethat henceforth they would

be hosting an annual regional convention. In the

course of aboutfive years, the numberof SF cons

more thantripled.

Windycon was one of the conventions that led

this surge. In 1973, Chicagofans felt frustrated at

being in the second largest city in the country,

right in the center of the Heartland, and nothing

resembling a regional con existed nearer than
Minneapolis. Since the Chicon III Worldconinthe
early sixties, Chicago fandom hadsplintered, and

Flyers

Resumes

Newsletters

 

REVIEW
Seevin, BeverlyHills, MorganPark andMountGreenwood

S highly competitive

dquick turn-around

I yourtypesetting

 

 

there wasn’treally a strong local club to serve asa
focal point for a con committee, as wasthe case in
Boston, Los Angeles, and othercities,

The Chicago fans then hit upon anidea - - if a
coalition of people from the various factions and
clubs could work together on a local con, then a
large single large local club wouldn’t be needed.
Thus was born Windycon. ISFiC wascreated as
partof this process, to provide continuity in lead-
ership and overall guidance.

Butthe vision for ISFiC and Chicago fandom
wentfar beyond creating a regional con. Though
the initial thoughts were vague, the idea was that
ISFiC would act as sortofclearing house organi-
zation for fan activities in Illinois, and do things to
support fandom in general.
As with manly fannish actions, there was also

anulterior motive.ISFiC’s founders,notablyLarry
Propp, Mark and Lynn Aronson, and Ann Cass,
very carefully crafted things as a staging ground
to prepare for a Worldcon bid. Their idea was to
haveWindyconnotonlypublicizeChicago’sname,
butalso to act as a training groundforlocalfans in

    
     

    

    
   

   
  

 

  

     

Artist GOH-
Todd Cameron

Hamilton
will be raffling off

a painting
which hewill

complete at the con.

‘| The proceeds will go
to St. Jude’s

Children’s Hospital 

 

preparation for a Worldcon bid. Their idea wasto
haveWindyconnotonlypublicizeChicago’sname,
but also to act as a training ground forlocal fans in
preparation for a Worldcon. The other ISFiC
founders, including Jon and Joni Stopa and Mike
and Carol Resnick, supported the idea. Chicon IV,
the 1982 World Science Fiction Convention, came
to fruition as a result of this (thoughChiconIVand
Chicon V, the 1991 Worldcon, are separately in-
corporated and are not directly affiliated with
ISFiC).
The early Windycons grew rapidly under such

chairmenasMarkandLynnAronsonLarryPropp,
DougRice, andMidge Reitan. MostoftheWindy-
con staff worked on ChiconIV, and learned even

more from that.
After ChiconIV, therewasa lotofre-assessment

ofbothWindycon and ISFiC. Havingattained the
goal of building an ongoing committee that could
runWindyconfrom year to year(at least, as much
as any local group can be said to do that), ISFiC
thoughtaboutwhatcouldbedonetomakeWindycon
a better convention.

Onefactor in this was that Windycon’s excess
funds werestarting to pile up. As a501c(3) corpo-
ration, ISFiC is supposed to use excess funds for
thebenefitoffandom. Sorather thanletthemoney
pile up or buy clubhouses, ISFiC decided to put
the money back into Windyconin creative ways.

Onewaywasinproviding grants to Windycon

The editor ii grateful to

MP. Barry
 

 
for hii inipiration for the

pait three years     

to bring in special guests over and above the
normal guests of honor. In this manner, Windy-
con wasable to compensate for the fact that most
SF authors and editors live on the East and West
coasts. Once westarted bringing in authors and
editors, many liked Windycon so much that they
have continued coming back of their ownaccord.
Another successful ISFiC project is the ISFiC

Writer’s Contest, which is to encourage new writ-
ers. It is unique in offering as first prize a one-
ounce bar of gold, thanks to the brainstorm of
former ISFiC board member Curt Clemmer.
Once each summer, ISFiC sponsors a picnicina

Chicagoparkas a gathering for Chicago fandom.
Windyconis not the only activity ISFiC is in-

volved in. Support has been provided to other
Illinois conventions that have an SF, fantasy, or
space travel theme. In somecases, the Windycon
art show hangingsare rented for a nominalfee (to
cover maintenance and upkeep costs). In other
cases,grants areprovided tobringinspecialguests.
ISFiC is always interested in hearing from groups
running Illinois conventions who havea specific
project they wouldlike someassistance with.
The ISFiC boardofdirectors has nine members,

with three directors comingupforre-electioneach
year for a three year term. Any Illinois fan is
eligible to be elected; come to the ISFiC board
meeting at Windycon(held on Sundayafternoon)
and nominate yourself.

Meetingsof the ISFiC board are normally held
at Windycon and Capricon. The meetings are
open to the public.

For speedy and
efficient

 

(312) 238-5265
Ask for Loretta   
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