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All the leaves are brown... 

 

As a kid in Indiana, I loved 

autumn for a few reasons: 

Yes, hard frosts kill off annoy-

ing pollen, but mostly it is the 

beginning of the holiday sea-

son that begins with Hallow-

een (candy!) and moves into 

Thanksgiving (pie!)  and Holi-

day TV specials (Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer!), then, 

finally, Christmas (presents! Two weeks of no school!). 

But, as an adult, added to all of that, this time of year 

usually involves reflections and gauging expenses as we 

look back on the year and our assembled accomplishments 

and failures and look into our bank accounts to see just how 

giving we can afford to be this year. 

Itõs a melancholy time for sweets and for bittersweets. 

In that spirit, I present this issue of Tightbeam, the final 

issue of 2013. The art and fiction within this issue were 

chosen to reflect this seasonal theme of looking inward 

while acting outward. 

The first original story of fiction is Starship Hanoi, by 

Lawrence R. Dagstine, a space-based reflection of humanity 

and what parts of our culture that inertia will drag along as 

we travel beyond our homeworld and into the stars. This is 

the authorõs first such appearance in our pages. 

Our second story of original fiction this month is from 

Jeannie Warner, who wrote the very popular Nursery 

Rhymes in TB #266. Sheõs back with The Dark Between the 

Stars, a reflective piece on how breaking  terrestrial bonds 

affects an individualõs sense of place in the universe. 

Also in this issue: Book reviews by Lee & JJ MacFadden 

& R-Laurraine Tutihasi and movie reviews by me. 

 

Keep getting your geek on, 

David Speakman 

http://quinmael.deviantart.com/
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orum:  
Letters of  

Comment  

The following letters of comment are correspond-

ences received  for both N3F publications, Tightbeam 

and TNFF, before October 16, 2013. All editing of 

correspondence is kept to a minimum - limited chiefly 

to the insertion of name callouts to alert readers to 

whom a section of the letter is addressed. Please 

email comments to:  

cabal@n3fmail.com 

 

2013.07.21  

Ned Brooks 

nedbrooks@sprynet.com  

 

TB #266: What a great "Alice" cover! The 

fiction was good too. The comic strip was the 

wrong end of the cow for me - I guess the art 

was supposed to be impressionistic, but it 

looked more like bad art that had been badly 

printed.  

(The cover was by up-and-coming artist Da-

vid Revoyðhe produced it as a entry into a 

contest a while back, then added it to his dis-

cards pile afterward. Iôm all for recycling, es-

pecially for something as excellent as that. 

Speaking of recycling, the strip you did not care 

for was a reprint of a mimeographed comic 

from 30 decades ago from the late David 

Heath, Jr. itôs the last that I know of from him. 

ðed.) 

 

2013.07.21  

Kent McDaniel 

kentmcdanielband@yahoo.com  

 

Oh, man, in my last LOC, did I really 

write Roger E. Gilbert? Wow, unbelievable. 

The artist to whom I was referring is Robert E. 

Gilbert. Anyway, as I wrote, he was a popular 

fan artist from the Fifties through the Seventies, 

who died in 1993. Ten years after his death a 

huge trove of paintings and drawings by him 

surfaced, which a gallery in Alabama bought at 

auction, and which have only begun to really 

sell in the last year. Again, I have an article on 

him posted at my 

blog: www.kentmcdanielwrites.wordpress.com. 

Other than my typo, I enjoyed the issue, with 

the review section being the issue's highlight 

for me. A wide selection of reviews, well writ-

ten, with excellent layout. 

 David Speakman: I see you liked Man of 

Steel, David, and I've seen other good reviews 

of the movie written by people whose opinions 

I respect. Myself, I didn't care for it. I think it 

would've benefitted from cutting a minimum of 

thirty minutes from it, most of which should be 

from the interminable fight scenes. The  Specta-

cle To Plot Ratio in the movie was way too 

high for my tastes. Fight scenes lose their im-

pact and become tedious when they're so nu-

merous and so looong. I'd think even adolescent 

boys might have thought it was all too much, 

but then again, probably not. The actors per-

formed well when they were allowed to actual-

ly act, but their efforts were often lost in the 

shuffle.  

(I liked MoS. I am *not* a huge Superman 

fan to begin with é and it was very loud and 

violentðbut I was there, anyway, chewing up 

lots of popcorn and enjoying every minute of 

what I consider a great summer flick.ðed.) 

 

2013.08.16  

Lloyd Penney 

penneys@bell.net  

 

Dear Neffers: Many thanks for issue 266 of 

Tightbeam, and it is finally time to make come 

comments on the issue at hand. A great Alice 

coveréitôs like Oz in that so much creativity 

comes out of it. 

 Looking at the table of contents, youôve now 

got a larger selection of locs. Good! Communi-

cation is at the heart of every letter of comment 

that a fanzine receives. More letters, everybody; 

it can be your newest N3F activity, but you 

should know that it is among the oldest of fan 
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activities. I hope the new digest size will work 

outéI will still get the .pdf version, but I ex-

pect that there are postage benefits. 

(Yes, mailing costs about half as much as 

before.ðed.) 

 The fiction is great fun, too. Nursery Rhymes 

and Darrellôs Fault, both interesting with a bit 

of a Twilight Zone tinge to them. There are so 

many specialized interests that could use the 

book treatment that Jon Swartz and Lawrence 

Lowery did for the Buck Rogers Big Little 

books. It may be the only way to encapsulate 

the interest for the ages, once the fandom itself 

may have moved on. I think itôs a vital part of 

timebinding, and recording the history of fan-

dom.  

This may be a little short, but itôs the com-

munication that counts. Many thanks for this 

issue, and Iôll be looking for more as time goes 

on. 

(I agree wholeheartedly that documenting 

fanac is essential if we do not want this 

knowledge to be lost in the ages like the great 

works at Alexandria.ðed.) 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

2013.09.16  

Sarah Harder 

artistsbureau@yahoo.com 

 

(This recipe was submitted for last issue, but 

fell through the crack, Itôs included here as a 

LoCï ed.) 

 

Fresh Flesh Zombie  Spread 

(Hot Artichoke & Cheese Spread) 

 

1 can (14oz) artichoke hearts, drained & 

chopped 

1 c. mayonnaise 

1/2 c. grated Parmesan cheese 

4 oz. (1 cup packed) shredded Swiss cheese 

1 tsp. lemon juice 

1/4 tsp. salt 

1/4 tsp. pepper 

Preheat oven to 300 degrees. Mix all ingredi-

ents together. Place in a buttered, small baking 

dish. Cover with foil. Bake 40 minutes (or 10 

minutes in a microwave oven at 70% power).  

Serve with crackers or bread for dipping. 

Makes 8 servings. 

 

2013.09.23  

Gary Labowitz 

glabowitz@comcast.net  

 

To the fans of N3F: A little advice based on 

a true memoir. 

I was thinking the other day. About Fandom. 

I do my thinking on a regularly schedule part of 

each month, with the topic to be thought about 

selected from the current events or personal 

experience of the day my thinking is due. This 

happened last month when I received an e-mail 

with Tightbeam attached. 

Iôve always had a unexplainable fondness for 

Tightbeam. I think it may be because I read so 

many of them back in the days when I was 

typing them on stencils. This Tightbeam struck 

me a couple of ways.  

Firstly, it had a short novella in it from é 

me! That was odd. I only remember locôs in the 

Tightbeams I was associated with; with, per-

haps, some vague rambling about current Fan-

dom and N3F tragedies, which were pretty 

common. Perhaps they still are. (Did you notice 

the clever use of ñwith withò in that last sen-

tence. I enjoy that sort of word play.) 

Secondly, it was only July 21, and it was the 

August issue. This struck me as odd, and back-

ward. All the issues I remember came out in the 

month (or months) following the date on the 
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zine. That was the norm. So, perhaps something 

new has been going on while I wasnôt looking. 

Or maybe, just maybe, I have hit a time warp. I 

suppose Iôll start noticing that Iôm paying my 

bills before they are due. That would be odder 

still. 

Such ran my thinking. But it didnôt stop 

there. I sank into a stupor of thinking about fans 

I had known, and became suddenly interested in 

knowing what happened to them. (Oh, Darrell 

filled me in on a number of them at a lunch we 

had together, but you donôt really think I would 

have paid attention to him, especial while I was 

eating. I was just too overloaded with sensual 

data to process the facts which came thick and 

fast from him. 

So I did the next best thing é Google. Goog-

ling is a wonderful invention. You type in 

names and find out that you have outlived most 

of your contemporaries. 

Perhaps they are not con-

temporaries anymore 

since they have reached a 

new status that I havenôt 

managed yet. At some 

point in time we will be-

come contemporaries 

again. Or maybe we will 

be decontemporaries, or 

something. Is there even a 

word for that concept? A good editor might 

know (Darrell?). 

I was actually shocked at how many persons 

I could picture in my mind were no longer vital 

and sending locôs to Tightbeam. I guess you 

could say they have nothing more to say about 

Fandom. Yes, that would be it. Of course, I no 

longer have anything to say about Fandom ei-

ther, since itôs all a mystery to me. Who are 

these people, and what do they want? 

That only leaves me with one option. Now, 

instead of being up to date and topical, I can 

only give advice. So here I go. ñBe nice to me. 

You never know when I might come in handy.ò  

Now, this advice doesnôt just pop up out of 

nowhere, like planetary dust (and I might well 

ask, ñWhere does planetary dust come from?ò 

but I wonôt. I think Ben Bova, or maybe Asi-

mov, came up with some answer that I have 

long forgotten. I only remember Ike saying 

once, ñWe are made of the dust of starséò and 

then his voice trailed off. But he never said 

where they came from. Probably nuclear fusion, 

or something.). 

BTW, the above is a rather long parenthetical 

thought, donôt you think? No extra charge. 

Anyway, the nice advice to be nice came 

from somewhere, namely a remembrance I had 

while thinking about fans I knew and grew 

with. (Another aside: does anyone say ñfenò 

anymore?) 

The particular remembrance took place at a 

convention long ago and far away. I truly donôt 

remember what and where it was, but it could 

have been in New York and could have been a 

Worldcon. Or maybe it was in Philadelphia, but 

I doubt it. It still could have been a Worldcon, 

of course. (Maybe it was in 

St. Louis.) Anyway, I was 

kicking around from place to 

place with Andy Porter. We 

were just ñslummingò you 

know, from room to room. 

(And that sentence reminds 

me of a crazy event at a 

SFWA gathering; remind me 

some time and Iôll tell you 

about that one.) Well, 

môladies and sirs, Andy and I wandered into the 

N3F hospitality suite. There was a usual gaggle 

of fans (fen?) sitting around, some on chairs, 

some  on the floor. And they were chatting 

away. It sounded like they were discussing 

science fiction (does anyone call it ñstfò any-

more?). We, having just arrived stood there 

looking and listening. I think it went through 

my head that Janie Lamb would amble up at 

any moment and greet us. I seem to recall she 

was good that way.  

At that point, an old gentleman (we gave him 

the benefit of the doubt) wandered in alone to 

the same venue. He came in from another door, 

I recall, and Andy and I looked at him and he 

looked at us. Most of the fans (fen?) glanced up 

at him, too. We got the common impression 

that they werenôt feeling very hospitable to 
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some old geezer that just stood there inside the 

doorway staring at them. He did look a little 

odd, with a stack of magazines under his arm. A 

moment or two passed, and then the fans (fen?) 

turned back to their discussion of whatever. The 

old man glanced over at us, nodded, turned, and 

left.  

At that point Andy turned to me and said, 

ñWell, that may be their last chance to have met 

and talked with John W. Campbell, Jr.ò And as 

fate would have it, I think it was. 

The moral is, of course, ñBe nice to me. You 

never know when I might come in handy.ò 

(This is, perhaps, my favorite LoC in my 

relatively short tenure as Official Editor of 

N3F. I can answer a few procedural questions. 

The August issue was, indeed, earlier than nor-

mal. With the wonders of modern technology, a 

complete zine can be edited and printed in a 

weekend. So, a submission deadline on the 15th 

means there is no problem getting an issue 

done, printed and in the mail by the 30th. I 

promised folks I would try to have all issues in 

the mail by the first week of the dated month. 

But, I had a conflict with the end of Julyðso I 

moved my schedule up by 2 weeksðhence the 

early August issue. As for the format change in 

Tightbeamðthat was *all* my doing.  True, TB 

started in 1960 as a letterzineðand by the mid-

1980s when I first joined N3F, the LoCs had the 

zine at 36+ pages every other month. It was a 

vital tool for fen/fans to communicate with one 

another. Then, one day, about 10 years later, 

email arrivedðand the utilitarian purpose of 

letterzines became obsolete. Eventually, 

Tightbeam stopped publishing as a separate 

zine for lack of content and was included in  a 

quarterly TNFF as a lettercol. I promised my-

self that I would be editor one day and resur-

rect Tightbeam. [be careful what you ask for] 

And, upon being named OE, I quickly realized 

that a letterziine would haveðat most 4 pages 

[including copious long-winded notes by me]. 

Then, I remembered what else was included in 

the letterzines of yore: everything from reviews, 

to comics, to recipes, and the occasional short 

story. N3F has always had an ability to attract 

writers and fannish makers of every stripe. So, I 

thought that the new Tightbeam should be gen-

zineðwith a literary zine focus on being a ven-

ue for amateur and fan-made art, fiction and 

essays. So, thatôs what I have for you. I hope 

you like it. AndðI promise that the Letters of 

Comment will still be here.ðed.)  

 

2013.09.28  

Angela Myers 

myers.angela13@yahoo.com  

 

TB #267: I'm not much of a cook (note the 

conspicuous absence of recipes contributed by 

moi) but I found several in here I'm going to 

have to try! (Quick and easy? Chicken, cola and 

ketchup make teriyaki sauce? I'm on that like a 

duck on a June bug!)  

(Yeah, that recipe raised more than one eye-

brow in my house. Please let me know how it 

turns out. I can tell you that the other recipe 

that calls for colaðthe Space Debris Cakeðis 

really delicious, if weird to make.ðed.) 

 

2013.10.04  

David Amato #367-665 

MCI-H 

18601 Roxbury Rd. 

Hagerstown MD 21746  

 

David Speakman: I wrote you one time a 

while back, and I asked to be added to the Fan-

zine Appreciation Society.  The listing in the 

latest N3F (TNFF 72.5) doesnôt show my 

name. I would like to be added, please. I think 

my letter may have been in with the drawing I 

sent, in a manila envelope. 

(Yep, you didðand I do not know why  I 

didn't add you last ish. Hmm.  Likely dain 

bramage from too many SFTV series mara-

thons. You will be listed in the Dec. ish ðed.)  

I thought that David Saavedrasô cover art 

was outstanding on the latest N3F, by the way.  

(He actually did that as fan art for a video 

game, believe it our not. That said, I believe 

that I need to re-think the title page of the 

TNFFs, being that the N3F logo tends to over-

power the zineôs actual name: The National 

Fantasy Fan. é Hrm...ðed.) 
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Original Fiction  

Lawrence R. Dagstine 

The Starship 
HANOI  

T 
he wet season was supposed to be 

approaching, and the city was hot and 

humid and absolutely stifling.  At 

times we found ourselves in the path of the 

solar flares.  In addition to that, three days a 

week the androids cut the power, plunging Ha-

noi into a soporific, heat-soaked darkness.  

Even the ancient paddle fans stopped turning.  

All energy remained in the rockets, which sur-

rounded every side of this once magnificent 

city, now floating millions of miles above an 

inferno of a world we know only in pictures 

and, for the old citizens, through memory. 

Half the population of Hanoiðnow better 

known as the Vietnam Life Cycleðtook this as 

just another indication of the inefficiency of the 

Vietnamese government, replacing humans with 

machines, refusing help from neighboring star-

ships like the U.S. or China.  An entirely new 

wave of communists couldnôt even provide 

enough fusion or old-fashioned electricity to 

keep the city going.  They insisted that they did 

not possess the reserves.  The other half of the 

population believed just as firmly that the an-

droids were programmed a certain way, that it 

was a way of punishing them for being on the 

wrong side centuries earlier.  I figured there was 

a little truth in both theories. 

I had waited until we were far enough away 

from the sunôs rays.  The inferno died down 

from a broil to a boil before I went out.  There 

was oxygen meters every two blocks, boxes that 

read numbers.  The numbers read 68.  Stable.  

As I headed back toward the hotel the street-

lights came on, casting weak puddles of light at 

irregular intervals.  I used to think traffic aboard 

the Starship New York was bad, until I was 

leaving for the molecular tramway at Beijing, 

where the traffic stops completely, sometimes 

for hours on end, often to let the old people and 

district sellers sort themselves out.  Hanoi, it 

could be said, with its strict laws of recycling 

and use of ancient vehicles, added a whole other 

dimension to interspatial traffic.  Not that it was 

crazy or congested as New York; it was just 

more lethal.   

There were about two-dozen or so working 

traffic lights in Hanoi, only a few discernible 

traffic cops, and millions of 21st century Hon-

das with upgrades all going at warp speed.  

Very rarely the traffic stopped for pedestrians.  

You had to plunge into the midst of that may-

hem and hope it changed its pattern and weaved 

around you as you worked your way across.  

Most of the time it worked, but it was frighten-

ing.  Factor in a few hundred thousand bicycles 

and cyclos, women with pole baskets and rice 

jugs, and a few horse-drawn carts and you had 

traffic that was not only uncontrolled but un-

controllable.   

For me it was an accident waiting to happen.  

Unfortunately, I could see it comingðand was 

powerless to stop it.  I was on my way back one 

day from sightseeing in a gray-bearded manôs 
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cyclo.  He was pedaling leisurely along what 

was once Ham Nghi Street, in the homestretch, 

en route to the hotel.  Ahead of us another cyclo 

driver was likewise pedaling methodically 

down the street.  I saw one of his cheap rubber 

thongs fall off and float to the ground.  I saw 

that driver ahead of us give a jerk, then wheel 

over to go back and retrieve it.  That sent my 

cyclo into an invasive action, which sent us 

directly into the path of a speeding Honda that 

had come up barreling behind us.  It crashed 

smack into my cyclo and sped off down the 

street.  There was a confusing jumble, and I 

heard a loud cr-a-a-a-ack! as something hard hit 

the pavement. 

It was my head. 

The next thing I knew, I was being helped to 

my feet.  Blood was running down my face and 

spilling onto my dress.  I could dimly hear a 

roaring sound, and the way my ears were ring-

ing I figured it was my brains splashing onto 

the street.  Then I realized the entire neighbor-

hood had turned out.  At first there was fear in 

their eyes, then they started shouting and yell-

ing at one another.  After all, there was an 

American on their starship! And she was bleed-

ing! All over the street! I wondered if all this 

hoopla was because of the androids who 

watched from sentry-like towers above. 

The two cyclo drivers were a little bloodied.  

The gray-bearded one had cut his toe; the other 

driver had a gash on his leg.  They, too, were 

also frozen with horror.  They stood there gap-

ing.  Meanwhile, the other passenger was trying 

to chase down some ducks that had slipped out 

of her grip when we all went down together, 

and I was rummaging in my bag for a rag.  A 

woman from a nearby shop came rushing 

through the crowd with a long armload of cot-

ton, which she held out to me.  We bowed to 

each other, and I could have sworn I saw one of 

the androids peeking out from the doorway of 

her shop.  I remember wondering just what she 

and her family would sleep on that night, since 

I obviously now had their sleeping mat stuck to 

my head.  I had certainly provided just the 

break needed in an otherwise dull and ordinary 

day, because by this time the crowd was enor-

mous. 

There were whispers among the neighbors 

and they were forced to make a decision: the 

American woman will go to the hospital.  I 

kicked and screamed and protested, but my 

benefactors would have none of it.  My self-

appointed Florence Nightingale changed the 

mattress on my head, and we all shoved off to 

the nearest emergency room.  Our group includ-

ed the other cyclo driver and his passenger, who 

by this time had rounded up all her ducks.  

There was nothing wrong with her, but she 

cheerfully insisted on accompanying us, obvi-

ously not wanting to miss a minute of fun.  But 

I had the feeling she was forced to come with 

us, and that I was being watched. 

We arrived at the emergency roomðtwo 

cyclo drivers, a woman with an armload of 

ducks, my own personal medical technician, a 

small delegation of eyewitnesses and oh, yesð

me.  The hospital staff was astounded, but as 

comical as it all seemed they swung into action.  

As for the hospital itself, it was old and quiet 

and dark.  In fact, there was not a light on in the 

whole place except one, but the lack of pow-

erðor ñrecyclingò, as the androids called itð

only served to give it a cool atmosphere.  Long 

exterior corridors embraced the inner workings 

of the hospital: the examination rooms, wards, 

supply rooms, operating rooms spoke of anoth-

er century.  The floors were tiled and mildew 

crept up the walls, where hospitals on other 

starships were advanced and made of the newer 

alloys.  I was ushered into an examination 

room, where members of my entourage took 

turns giving the doctor a spirited account of my 

immediate medical history. 

ñJust out of curiosity,ò I asked the woman 

from the shop when they finally finished telling 

the doctor in their native language what hap-

pened, ñwhat did you tell them?ò 

ñOthers donôt know,ò she said. ñI tell him 

you fall down, tourist go boom, much blood.ò 

That seemed to cover it. 

The first thing the doctor in charge of my 

case did was assure me that the water he was 

using to clean up the dried blood and cotton 

stuck to my head was distilled.  It came from a 
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special faucet and box on the wall.  Like much 

of the energy in Hanoi, the androids controlled 

the precipitation and water supply.  If the star-

ship needed rain, only the androids would pro-

vide the rain.  If the starship needed drinking 

water, only the androids provided drinking 

water.  I wondered what all this recycling was 

for.  Then I noticed the doctorôs gloves he put 

on came from what appeared to be a miniature 

clothes rack standing on a table over in the 

corner, only instead of coats and hats, it was 

festooned with rubber gloves.  Then I real-

izedðfirst with shock, then with dismay and, 

finally, with sadnessðthe hospitalôs examina-

tion gloves were not disposable.  They had 

been washed.  They were stuck on that rack to 

be dried and reused. 

Thankfully, I didnôt require any stitches.  It 

was just your basic head wound that bled like 

crazy.  As for medicine, I dug around my bag 

and came up with a tube of Mercurochrome.  

At first, there was a look of awe.  Then there 

was a rush of medical personnel when they saw 

it.  Likewise for the painkillers, the topical 

antiseptic, the dissolvable antibiotics and band-

ages that were also floating around in there.  

They saw I traveled light, but tourists are cer-

tainly well stocked in case of an emergency.  

Finally I took out a small pen-shaped booster 

shot to plant inside my arm.  This would surely 

prevent infection. 

ñNo!ò the doctor said.  He held his hand up 

to a small metallic device in his ear.  It wasnôt a 

hearing aid. ñI get in trouble.  It is regulation 

we give you clean shot.ò 

ñI understand,ò I said, ñbut everybody carries 

these around these days.  It prevents viruses, 

cleanses the body, and protects the cells fromð

ò 

ñNo.  In Hanoi we give you preventive medi-

cine.ò This doctor was very serious about it.  

He held his hand up to his ear again. ñI have 

right shot.  I must give you.  It wonôt hurt.ò 

ñWell, all right.  If you say itôll work.  I mean 

what harm couldðò By the time I tried finish-

ing my sentence he had stuck an inoculation 

laser into my neck. ñOww!ò 

ñSorry.  You get better now.  Wound clear up 

faster.ò 

I grabbed my neck. ñIf you say so.ò 

The inoculation laser was just one of very 

few things I had seen on my trip to the Starship 

Hanoi that was of this time period.   

Then he just said to lay back and relax for a 

while.  I could even close my eyes if I wanted 

to.  My vision was blurry, but I felt too weak to 

complain about it.  As I turned my head to the 

right the other cyclo passenger had misplaced 

one duck, but someone cornered it in another 

examination room across the hall.  I was nice 

and relaxed.  As my entourage prepared to 

leave, the doctor whispered in my ear, ñNever 

get sick in Hanoi.ò Then he paused and held my 

head, gently putting it down on the table. ñI 

give you mild sedative.  Think nice thoughts, 

like big forest or pretty stream.ò 

All life was going on outside: cars, cyclos, 

people.  I could hear it, but I could not see it.  I 

could not see the Earth or feel the trees, be-

cause there was no more Earth.  No more trees. 

A moment later I was asleep. 

 

When I woke up, I did not remember much.  

I looked around and saw that I was in a small 

white room.  The overhead lights were dim and 

far off.  My eyesight had also returned to nor-

mal.  Everything in the room was old and 

scratched or bent or battered in some way.  But 

it was oddly comforting, too.  The women doc-

tors were reassuring as they calmly went about 

their business of bringing new babies into this 

universe.  It was only then that I realized I 

stumbled into some kind of maternity ward.   

ñYou okay?ò a doctor asked anxiously. ñYou 

look dizzy.ò She came over and put her hands 

solicitously on my shoulder.  She had left a 

woman in mid-push, over on a nearby delivery 

table. 
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I assured her I was fine.  But I couldnôt help 

myself.  The more this woman pushed, the 

more I wheezed and whistled.  The more she 

grunted and groaned, the more I panted and 

sucked in air and blew it out again.  I was mak-

ing so much noise that even the pregnant wom-

an raised her head and looked at me with a 

puzzled look on her face. 

Finally things reached their normal crescen-

do.  There was a last-minute hustle and bustle, a 

piercing shout, and then some excited confu-

sion.  There was a general air of jubilation in 

the room as the doctor held up a brand new 

baby boy, who proceeded to yell and turn red.  I 

was as excited as everyone else at the sight of 

the motherôs ecstatic face and that tiny baby 

boy.  And as I took one last look at themðand 

at all the blood and all those other precious 

bodily fluidsðI felt my own stomach and faint-

ed dead away on the floor. 

The next thing I knew, I was being helped to 

my feet by an army of concerned healthcare 

professionals.  It was very important that I was 

all rightðcrucial! As my eyes focused, I could 

see the boyôs mother.  She was stranded, alone 

and abandoned on that delivery cart.  She held a 

newborn baby in one arm, and with the other 

she was holding herself up so she could look at 

me.  Her eyes spoke apologetically.  She had a 

look of absolute disbelief on her face.  The 

doctors were propping me up on a stool in the 

corner, leaving the mother and her newborn to 

fend for themselves.  All that was important 

was me. 

One of the pediatricians gave me some water 

and offered to take me on a tour of the neonatal 

unit.  The crowd of nurses and doctors dis-

persed, and with a flick of her arm she was 

gesturing to a large room overflowing with 

premature infants.  They were lying in incuba-

tors that looked as if they belonged in a muse-

um. 

ñLook at those incubators,ò I cried angrily. 

ñTheyôre two hundred years old.  I have reme-

dial technology and equipment much greater 

than this back home!ò Energy was being pre-

served, I was told.  Some of those premature 

newborns lay two and three to an incubator, 

stacked there like tiny dolls in a childôs play-

room.  There was only one light on, and most of 

the incubators werenôt even plugged into a gen-

erator.  They appeared to be there simply as 

storage bins.  I looked more closely at those 

tiny, wizened infants.  Their I.D. tags were little 

pieces of cloth tied to their birdlike wrists, their 

names scratched in with pens.  They were all 

wearing paper towels instead of dissolvable 

diapers.  The environment was archaic and 

crude.  I counted at least fifty babies in that 

premature nursery, while across the hall, in 

intensive care, there were at least a hundred 

more.  I was told there were a few others down 

the hall. 

I was both appalled and moved by what I was 

seeing, but after my trip to Hanoi, I couldnôt 

wait to get back to my hotel, pack, and transport 

out of there. ñWhy are there so many pree-

mies?ò I asked. 

ñWe have terrible problems here in Hanoi.ò 

By this time we were sitting downstairs, drink-

ing good old-fashioned tea. ñThe androids sal-

vage the necessary resources and wonôt let us 

advance.  They are up to something which they 

say is for the good of the starship.  We have no 

choice but to believe them.  The starship is 

broke.  These women are so uneducated and so 

poor, they donôt get the proper care when 

theyôre pregnant, so their babies are born early.  

Most women donôt even know to ask for hospi-

talization or care.  And of courseòðshe 

shruggedðñthere are drugs and prostitution.  

Some things never change.ò 

ñYes,ò I nodded, ñsome things never do.ò 

Early 23rd century Hanoi, for all its reeduca-

tion facilities, never stamped out drug abuse or 

prostitution.  Detox centers were unheard of, 

just as it was unheard of to ask for permission 

when it came to abundant amounts of water or 
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electricity or fuel.  A rocket-powered chunk of 

a city with no funding and no help from outside 

the Life Cycle.  And as the doctor further ex-

plained, malnutrition and undernutrition.  Abys-

mal prenatal care and lack of funds throughout 

the cycle meant thousands of premature infants 

flooded hospitals that were not equipped to deal 

with them. 

Often they picked up more than malnutrition 

or drug addictions.  In a city cruising amongst 

the stars that hadnôt even stamped out polio, 

where human life was usually taken for granted, 

where people still died of tuberculosis and ma-

laria, I wondered what happen next.  I shut my 

eyes.  I couldnôt even imagine the pain and 

suffering.  I could have blamed it on manmade 

machines watching and salvaging from above, 

refusing to share what belonged to the people, 

but for now I blamed it on overpopulation.   

I visited the mother and her baby the next 

day, just before I was ready to leave Hanoi and 

just before they were to be discharged.  There 

was reason to celebrate.  They had applied for 

documentation to leave the starship and it was 

ready.  They were all just waiting to be put on a 

molecular transport like myself.  All so this 

healthy newborn of hers would grow up on one 

of the many American starships.  

ñWe thank you so much, Mama,ò the mother 

said as I helped the pediatrician load them into 

a cyclo.  Then the mother held up her baby. 

ñWe call him your name,ò she insisted.  Oh, my 

God, I thought.  Is this poor boy going to arrive 

aboard a new starship with a name like Miriam?  

ñWe call him My, for short.ò 

My.  Well, I was certainly relieved.  And 

puzzled.  I allowed as how that was a very pret-

ty name, but still I was confused.   

ñHim name My.  It mean óAmerican.ôò 

Yes, it was a very pretty name. 

The sponsors would meet them at the gate-

way and help them through those first few 

weeks in their new starship: finding a state to 

live, enrolling in language and technology-

training courses, maybe finding entry-level 

work aboard a station. 

It was time for me to leave.  Sometimes you 

feel it in your bones.  Sometimes you smell it in 

the processed air.  I could see it: the cyclos 

were disappearing.  Or just about. 

In Hanoi they have a philosophy; we often 

have only attitude.  Aboard this starship I saw 

strength of will and the grace of spirit that al-

lowed people to continue to celebrate the most 

precious belief of allðlife.  Perhaps that was 

why the androids were necessary and func-

tioned the way they did.  Preservation. 

I began to look homeward.  That really made 

me stop dead in my tracks and think about these 

people.  I could only imagine the complicated 

and uncertain future the Starship Hanoi would 

face as it marked its path across the universe.  
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Books 
 

7G by Debbie Kump  

(World Castle Publish-

ing, 2011) 

This is a science 

fiction novel geared 

toward young adults.  I 

wouldn't recommend it 

for anyone younger 

because it deals with 

issues of life and death. 

The main characters are 

in college or just start-

ing out their careers. 

Alyssa Kensington has joined the Navy after 

high school and has been assigned to a subma-

rine that is testing some equipment. Erik Weber 

is a college sophomore. In the bookôs near-

future setting, technological innovations work 

through lenses worn directly over the eye. Soft-

ware is downloaded automatically from a cen-

tral broadcasting point. The people in the book's 

universe don't seem to have heard of beta test-

ing, but, of course, beta testing is no guarantee. 

A fatal programming glitch in the latest release 

of the operating software has dire consequences 

that our two lead characters must deal with. It's 

an exciting and gripping story. The novel 

screams for a sequel, and I hope one is forth-

coming. (RLT) 

 

Chicory Up by Irene Radford  

(DAW, 2012) 

We usually enjoy books from DAW, and we 

usually like books 

about the fey folk. But 

we were disappointed 

in this book. 

The pixies in this 

book are meant to help 

kids get through adoles-

cence, the hardest time 

in their lives. However, 

pixies are starting to 

fight each other rather 

than help children, even 

though there hasnôt 

been a war amongst pixies for as long as any-

one can remember. Pixie marriage treaties en-

sure peace; all marriage treaties between the 

valley and ridge tribes have been broken, form-

ing a rift between the pixies. 

There are also human characters in the sto-

ry, some of which are aware of the pixies. Ma-

bel Gardiner, a dispatcher for the police station, 

has pixies spying on people so that she always 

knows whatôs going on in the town. Then 

thereôs Thistle, who used to be a pixie but is 

now human, having been exiled from the pixies. 

Haywood Wheatland is half faery and half pix-

ie, and heôs causing all manner of trouble. 

The plot of Chicory Up might be interest-

ing, but we were too distracted by the immature 

writing to really notice. Itôs a bit hard to follow, 

and we found that we werenôt really interested 

in what happened to the characters. We were 

unimpressed. (LJJM) 
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Discount Armageddon, by Seanan McGuire 

(DAW, 2012) 

The first in a new series by the author of the 

October Daye novels, Discount Armageddon is 

a new take on urban fantasy.  

Verity Price is part of a family of cryptozo-

ologistsðpeople who study and protect human-

ity from creatures whose existence has yet to be 

proven by science: ñmonstersò such as yeti and 

dragons (although dragons are said to be ex-

tinct).  

Verity has a job waitressing at Dave's Fish 

and Strips to pay the rentðbut she really wants 

to be a ballroom dancer. Officially, she's in 

New York to document and assist the city's 

cryptid community. 

And she's doing fine at 

thatðuntil another 

cryptozoologist shows 

up. His name is Domi-

nic DeLuca, and he's 

part of the Covenant, a 

group who believe that 

all cryptids should be 

destroyed. Verity's 

family broke from the 

Covenant generations 

ago and have been 

hiding from them ever since.  

Then someone starts killing cryptidsðand 

it isn't Dominic. Add to that the fact that there 

might be a dragon under the city, and you have 

a recipe for disaster, especially as Verity and 

Dominic start to fall for each other.  

Apart from the cool fight scenes in this 

book, there's a lot of information on the various 

cryptids Verity meets, as well as a lot of hu-

morðparticularly where the Aeslin mice are 

concerned. There's a group of them living in 

Verity's apartment, and they thrive on rituals 

and shouting 'Hail!' at every opportunity. Note: 

strong language and sexual situations. (LJJM) 

 

Foreigner, by C.J. Cherryh  

(DAW, 1994) 

The first in a long-running series about 

Bren Cameron, a human translator on an alien 

world, Foreigner hits the ground running. It 

begins with an assassi-

nation attempt on Bren, 

and only gets more 

interesting from there 

as Bren is shuffled off 

to a remote and quite 

ancient dwelling where 

no human has ever set 

foot.  

In this book, we are 

introduced to several 

key characters who will 

return again and again throughout the series, 

among them Tabini, Bren's superior and the 

leader of the Western Association of the atevi; 

Banichi and Jago, Bren and Tabini's security 

(read: trained assassins); and wily Ilisidi, Ta-

bini's grandmother.  

The action is paralleled by rich characteri-

zation and a well-developed alien culture and 

world. Few writers can create the vivid univers-

es that C.J. Cherryh is capable of creating, and 

her work truly shines in this novel. The angle of 

seeing the atevi through the eyes of the only 

human allowed on that side of the strait is a 

clever one, and added to that is the unusual job 

Bren has as translator between the atevi and the 

human population on the island of Mospheira. 

Note: mild language. (LJJM) 

 

The Iron King, by Julie Kagawa  

(Harlequin Teen, 2010) 

This book is the first 

in a series about a teen-

age girl named Meghan 

Chase, whose 4-and-a-

half year old brother, 

Ethan, is kidnapped by 

the fey and replaced 

with a changeling. Me-

ghan, along with her 

best friend, Robbie (who 

is not what he seems) 

sets out to find her lost 

brother, travelling to Faeryland, also known as 

Nevernever.  

Along the way, Meghan travels through the 

treacherous Wyldwood, which is disappearing 


