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Introduction

I suppose it is quite unlikely that you will be buying this book un-
less you have already bought and read the autobiographical book that
preceded it, In Memory Yet Green (Doubleday, 1979). Presumably,
having read it, you found yourself interested and are curious to see
what happens next, so that you now have this volume, In Joy Still
Felt.

There is, however, no law of nature to this effect. You may not
have read the first volume; you may not be able to get it on short no-
tice; and you may wish, nevertheless, to read this second volume.

To take account of this possibility, I would like to supply a short
synopsis of the first volume so that you don’t have to start absolutely
cold. (If you have indecd read the first volume, you can, of course, skip
this introduction.)

I was born in Russia on January 2, 1920, the oldest child of two
middle-class Jews. My father was Judah Asimov; my mother Anna
Rachel Asimov, née Berman.

Considering that Russia had just gone through a world war and a
revolution, my parents did not suffer unduly, but horror tales reached
the outside world. My mother had an older half brother, Joseph Ber-
man, in the United States. He wrote to ind out how we werc doing
and offered to sponsor our emigration to the United States.

My parents decided to take advantage of the offer and in February
1923 they arrived in New York with myself and my younger sister.
Thev found a small apartment in Brooklyn and settled down to an at-
tempt to make a living.

I flourished in the new environment, taught myself to read at the
age of five, entered the first grade before I was six, and was quickly
pushed ahcad by teachers who discovered I was unusually bright.

My father, mcanwhile, unable to do much at ordinary jobs for
_which he lacked hoth experience and Tinglish, bought a candy store in
1926, and from that moment on, my life revolved about that candv
store. It was open seven days a weck and eighteen hours a day, so my fa-
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ther and mother had to take tums running it, and I had to pitch in,
too.

Nevertheless, life progressed. My father became an American citi-
zen in September 1928, and I became one automatically in conse-
quence. I even gained a new sibling when my brother Stanley was born
on July 25, 1929. By that time we had sold the candy store and bought
a second, better one, but the stock market crashed that fall and like ev-
eryone else we found ourselves hanging on precariously. We never went
hungry, but life was an adventure of counting pennies.

My schooling continued apace. I entered junior high school in
1930, high school in 1932, and Seth Low Junior College (a division of
Columbia University) in September 1935.

Meanwhile, something new had entered my life. In 1929, T had dis-
covered science-fiction magazines and, despite my father’s general re-
fusal to allow me to read magazines, I persuaded him to make those an
exception. I became an ardent science-fiction fan and by 1931, I was be-
ginning my first experimental scribblings.

In 1935, my writing efforts stepped up a notch when I persuaded
my father to get me an old, secondhand typewriter. For some years,
though, my writing continued to be a private matter between myself
and that typewriter.

On January 1, 1938, I began to keep a diary and have kept it up
ever since. A lucky thing, too, for 1938 turned out to be a particularly
eventful year.

For one thing, I joined a science-fiction fan group called the “Fu-
turians.” One of its other members was Frederik Pohl.

Then, too, I finally managed to finish a story and on June 21, 1938,
I actually took it in personally to Astounding Science Fiction, the lead-
ing magazine in the field. It was then that I met its editor, John W.
Campbell, Jr., who was to have a greater influence on me than anyone
but my father.

He rejected the story, but from then on I wrote regularly, taking in
each story T wrote and accepting the rejections gladly since they were
always accompanied by the most helpful discussions and letters. Fi-
nally, on October 21, 1938, I sold one of Campbell’s rejections to
Amazing Stories. It was published in the March 193g issue of that mag-
azine. M

In 1939, I obtained my Bachelor of Science degree and entered Co-
lumbia University Graduate School, majoring in chemistry. Although I
continued to do well at school, and continued to work in my father’s
candy store (by now he was in his fourth), I also continued to write
furiously.
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In 1940, I wrote the first of my positronic robots stories. Campbell
rejected it, but Fred Pohl, who was now editor of two science-fiction
magazines, accepted it.

In 1941, I published “Nightfall,” which brought me at once into
the magic circle of top-ranking science-fiction writers, and in 1942, I
published the first of my Foundation stories.

By then, though, things in the outside world were changing rap-
idly. World War II had started in Europe soon after I entered graduate
school, and the attack on Pearl Harbor brought the United States into
the war on December 7, 1941.

I had just attained my M.A. when Pearl Harbor was bombed and
was continuing toward my doctorate under the guidance of Professor
Charles R. Dawson. It could not last long, though. The war emergency
had its demands and in May 1942 I suspended my studies in order to
take a position as a chemist with the U. S. Navy Yard at Philadelphia.
Also working there were two other science-fiction writers and friends of
mine, Robert A. Heinlein and L. Sprague de Camp.

It was the first time I had ever left home but the trauma was eased
by the fact that I was deeply in love and was planning to get married. I
had met Gertrude Blugerman on February 14, 1942, and we were mar-
ried on July 26 of that year.

I spent the duration of the war at the Navy Yard, but immedi-
ately after V-] Day I was drafted. I entered the Army on November 1,
1945, but didn’t stay long. Though for a few months I was as far afield
as Hawaii, I was back in civilian life on July 26, 1946.

I went back to my research, obtained my Ph.D. in 1948, and ac-
cepted a post-doctorate assignment at Columbia under Robert C.
Elderficld.

That only lasted a year. Then, through the influence of Professor
William C. Boyd of Boston University School of Medicine (whose ac-
quaintance I had made when he wrote me a fan letter while I was in
the Army) I got a post as instructor in biochemistry at that institution.
The head of the department was Professor Burnham S. Walker and I
did research work on a grant administered by Professor Henry M.
Lemon.

I had been writing science fiction all through the 1940s, even while
I was in the Army. All my stories had sold except for one rather long one
written in 1947 for Startling Stories. It had been rejected and I had re-
tired it.
~ "Fred Pohl persuaded me to submit it to Doubleday & Company,
Inc, as the basis of a possible book. Walter I. Bradbury of that
publishing firm agreed to use it after satisfactory revision. It was pub-
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lished on January 19, 1950, under the title of Pebble in the Sky, and it
was my first book.

Later that year, my robot stories were collected under the title of I,
Robot and plans were made for the collection of my Foundation sto-
rics in three books. I began writing additional novels.

Nor did I confine myself to fiction. William Boyd had spent some
months in Egypt and when he returned he cast about for an interesting
project and suggested I join him in writing a biochemistry textbook.
Burnham Walker joined also and as we got to work I discovered that
it was even more fun writing nonfiction than fiction.

While the textbook was in progress, Gertrude and I became the
parents of a son, David, born on August 20, 1951.

Toward the end of 1951, I attained professorial rank, becoming as-
sistant professor of biochemistry, and the next year the textbook, Bio-
chemistry and Human Metabolism, was published.

The textbook was not entirely satisfactory to me since I had to be
continually adjusting my style to suit those of Walker and Boyd. I
ached to do a bit of non-fiction on my own and after considerable
difficulty managed to publish a small book for teen-agers called The
Chemicals of Life in 1954.

It was at this point that the first volume of my autobiography
ended. T had reached midlife, for I was approaching my thirty-Afth
birthday, halfway to threescore and ten. I had reached what seemed to
be the peak of the possible—and it wasn’t enough.

In my professional career as a chemist, I had finally achicved
professorial status, but my position was very low-paying and I didn’t sce
that I could possibly advance either in remuneration or reputation very
much beyond the point I had reached.

In my professional career as a writer, I had become a first-rank sci-
ence-fiction writer as early as 1941, but even after more than a decade
of constant success both in magazine short stories and in hard-cover
novels, my earnings as a writer were very moderate, and I didn’t see any
possibility of increasing them further, or of gaining any reputation out-
side the constricted boundaries of science fiction. '

I had, in short, reached a blank wall; a dead end.

And yet [ managed to overleap the blank wall and burrow through
the dead end and to reach both an income and a reputation which to
me, in 1954, would have been inconceivable. The story of how I did
this is contained in this second volume, which, if you wish, you may
now begin.



In memory yet green, in joy still felt,

The scenes of life rise sharply into view.
We triumph, Time's disasters are undedlt,
And while all else is old, the world is new.

ANON.
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Pregnancy Again

1

On July 1, 1954, my salary was still six thousand dollars per year,
but it was entirely out of the school budget now and there was no obli-
gation to teach student nurses. This was what I wanted and I was, for
the time, satished.

My next ambition, though, was to be promoted to associate profes-
sor. It was only at the associate professor level, according to a book of
university regulations that someone had given me, that tenure was ob-
tained. With tenure, one could be fired only for cause—and cause was
not easy to get. With associate professorship, therefore, I would finally
have job security.

It might seem strange that I should want job security or attach any
importance to it when I already made considerably more money
through my writing than at my job—but it made sense. I could write
with greater ease and peace if my rear were secure; if 1 didn’t have to
spend time and nervous energy justifying my actions; if I could fulfill
my teaching duties and spend all the rest of the time (some 8o per cent
of the whole) doing exactly as I pleased, protected by tenure.

Then, too, what if my writing sagged, diminished, dwindled? It
didn’t seem likely, but what if it did? It would be nice to have a school
salary, a secure one, to fall back on.

And this struck me as important since, that July, my wife, Ger-
trude, was wondering if she were pregnant again. She had thought she
might be in 1952 but that had proved a false alarm. Now the question
arose once more.

It was conceivable, of course. After the birth of David, we had
taken no particular precautions against conception. It had seemed to
me that since it had taken us years to have one child, we were not likely
to find lightning striking twice.

Yet Gertrude, having been through the process once, could recog-
nize the symptoms and was finally sufficiently suspicious to undergo
a test. On July 30, we had the results—positive! Another child was on
the way.
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It meant we were faced with a housing problem again. The coming
of my son David had made the Somerville attic apartment untenable,
and the coming of a new child would make the Waltham apartment
untenable. That was regrettable. We had been living at 265 Lowell
Street in fair contentment even longer than we had lived in Wingate
Hall, and our search for a house had dwindled and faded. Even our
party-line telephone, a perennial irritant, had finally been changed into
a private line on April 29, 1954. Now even I, who hated change, had to
admit it wouldn’t do, and our search for a house was reluctantly reacti-
vated.

2

Copies of the second edition of Biochemistry and Human Metabo-
lism arrived on July 6, 1954. Tt had taken almost as long to do the sec-
ond as the first. Revising and adding was a meticulous job and the
proofing and indexing had to be done all over again, as though for a
brand-new book.

I was under no illusions that it would do better than the first edi-
tion, but it certainly looked better and was better, and I was already
collecting references for the third edition.

3

For some months, I had been hearing occasionally from David
White, a professor at the main campus of the university, that Al Capp,
the famous originator of the comic strip “Li'l Abner,” had read my
books and would like to meet me. I said I would be delighted to meet
him, but for a while nothing happened.

Then, on July 10, 1954, Al Capp called me and invited us to din-
ner and to a showing of Arthur Miller's The Crucible at an-open-air
theater in Wellesley.

We were fattered out of our skulls and accepted very readily. It
was all perfect, too. Excellent meal and excellent company. We found
Al just as pleasant and as witty as we expected he would be, and Mrs.
Capp was sweet and friendly. We even enjoyed the play.

What I remember most clearly about the evening, however, was
that I fell prey to the vile temptation of haughtiness. As I was heading
up the stairs at play intermission to visit the men’s room, someone who
was a technician at the med school and who knew me, stopped me and
said, “Say, isn’t that Al Capp with you?”

“That’s right,” I said.
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The technician then said, “What's he doing with you?”

I thought that the stress on the final word indicated that a science-
fiction writer represented a stratum too far below that of cartoonist to
make the association anything but a mésalliance, so I said, haughtily,
“He’s a fan of mine, so I thought I'd give him a chance to enjoy my
company,” and went off.

It was a terrible thing to say, even though it was true, after a fash-
ion.

4

On July 11, I drove to New York myself and the next day picked
up my royalty check at Doubleday. It came to forty-four hundred dol-
lars, the largest single royalty check I had ever received (or check of any
kind). Every one of my six Doubleday books was selling reasonably
well, and Brad seemed very pleased with me. And T was delighted to be
pleasing him,

I also visited Horace Gold, editor of Galaxy, who had been writing
to me and urging me to send him stories. I was growing increasingly re-
luctant to submit stories knowing it would mean I would also have to
submit to a rough-tongued rejection, but I tried.

I gave him a story [ had written that I called “A Hundred Million
Drecams at Once,” and which was not in my usual style at all. It was
about a day in the life of an old movie-producer, who, in the story, was
a producer of “dreamies”—rteveries transmitted directly from the
drcamer’s brain to the listener’s. And it ended with some sad words
about the life of a dreamer, which could be applied without alteration
to the life of any artist, certainly any writer.

While I was there, Horace showed me an advance copy of a
science-fiction magazine called Imagination, in which I had never ap-
peared and to which I had never submitted, even though some thirty is-
sues had already been published.

Imagination had a reviewer named Henry Bott, whom I had never
met and of whom I knew nothing except for his reviews. Bott didn't
like my books. In fact, he hated them, and he seemed at a loss for
words to explain how much he hated them and how little he thought
of me as a writer.

Some months before he had reviewed Second Foundation and had
done it with sufficient snide cruelty to infuriate me.-1 do not, at any
time, accept criticism of my stories with noticeable grace; but had I
becen a saint, his snottiness would have broken through the barriers.

Nevertheless, I managed to suppress my anger. It seemed to me
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that what Bott disliked about Second Foundation was its Galactic Em-
pire vistas, which were to be found in all my books up to that time ex-
cept for I, Robot.

Well, this was a legitimate dislike and there were others who
disliked it, too, although others expressed themselves with far greater
decency. Anthony Boucher, editor of Fantasy and Science Fiction,
didn't like the Foundation series, for instance, and the science-fiction
writer George O. Smith, in his review of The Currents of Space, said,
in urging me to adopt a narrower background, “Come back, Isaac, all
is forgiven.”

That was one reason I had written The Caves of Steel as I did. In
The Caves of Steel 1 did not wander all over the Galaxy or across the
generations. The Caves of Steel had only one arena of action, New
York City, and that action covered a period of exactly sixty hours. It
was an excellent example of a near-approach to the Aristotelian unities.

It seemed to me that even Bott would like The Caves of Steel.
That seemed all the more likely because ever since publication of the
book the comments and reviews had been uniformly favorable.

Well, then, when Horace handed me the new Imagination, it was
to show me Bott's review of The Caves of Steel. T could scarcely believe
my eyes. It was even more violently and unnecessarily insulting than his
review of Second Foundation had been. It was, in fact, a deliberate
baiting of mec. He even remarked that T had once again wandered all
over the Galaxy, and that made it clear to me that he hadn't bothered
to waste his time reading the book—or even the flap copy.

I was almost out of my mind with fury and for nights afterward I
staved awake writing letters in my mind to this Bott. It was all I could
do to hold onto enough sanity to realize that it would be useless and
even counterproductive to do so. The only sensible action was to ignore
him as bencath contempt.

As for Gold, he rejected “A Hundred Million Dreams at Once”
the next day.

5

I had dinner with the Ballantines that next day, too. They were
very kind to me, as they always were, but I got the impression they
weren’t doing as well as they had hoped to be doing. I listencd with
svmpathy, but couldn’t help think of the time, three years before, when
Fred Pohl had tried to persuade me to ditch Doubleday for Ballantine.
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6

I had by now published five articles in the Journal of Chemical Ed-
ucation. All were trivial, but amusing. The fifth was entitled “Poten-
tialities of Protein Isomerism,” and it appeared in the March 1954 issue
of the magazine. It dealt with the number of possible ways in which the
amino acids in various protein molecules could be lined up. The possi-
bilities were absolutely flabbergasting, since the 539 amino acids in thc
horse hemoglobin molecule could be arranged in a number of different
ways equal to a 4 followed by 619 zeroes.

It occurred to me that this was amazing enough to be of science-
fictional interest, and, after all, the JCE did not pay for an article,
while Astounding would.

I therefore wrote up my protein isomerism article in an entirely
different style and shape, made it 5,000 words long, entitled it “Hemo-
globin and the Universe,” and sent it off to Campbell on July 19, 1954.
He accepted it and paid me $150 for it.

My thiotimoline articles were fiction pieces written in nonfiction
style. “Hemoglobin and the Universe” was the first true nonfiction arti-
cle I had ever sold to a science-fiction magazine.

It excited me enormously. Writing nonfiction for the science-
fiction audience meant I did not have to keep either my science or my
vocabulary to the early teen-age level, as in The Chemicals of Life, nor
did I have to adopt the stylized turgidity of a textbook. In “Hemoglo-
bin and the Universe” I wrote about science in a friendly, bouncy way,
and I could tell at once I had come home. That was the way I wanted
to write nonfiction, and from then on I sought out every possible
opportunity to do so. Not only friendly and bouncy but, even more
so, personal.

7

Bott wasn’t the only source of overwhelming irritation for me at
this time. On July 27, 1954, I picked up the August 1954 Popular
Science because a neighbor had called it to my attention. It contained
an article on science fiction by the well-kknown science writer John
Lear.

I read it with a certain amount of amused contempt, since Lear
was apparently a holdover from the Gernsback era and wanted science-
fictien stories to contain more didactic science.

My amusement came to a sudden end when, to show how poor
contemporary science-fiction stories were, he quoted a recent one-
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paragraph review of a science-fiction novel in the New York Times and
said, “What can the author of this novel possibly know of the scientific
mcthod?""?

Only a fool would judge the quality of a novel on the basis of a
one-paragraph review, and I was quite ready to dismiss Lear as a fool
and would have, except for the fact that the review happened to be of
The Caves of Steel and it was me whom he was accusing of an igno-
rance of the scientific method.

I was too fresh from my anger over Bott to be willing to take this
lving down. I went home and wrote a letter to Lear in care of Popular
Science. It was angry and insulting and, after I read it, I tore it up. I
often do this when I am impelled by emotion to write an angry and in-
sulting letter. I write it to get it out of my system, place it in an enve-
lope, and put a stamp on it to show that I am seriously intending to
mail it. I then tear it up and write a far milder and more reasonable let-
ter.

This time, in the case of Lear, it didn't work. Having written the
letter and torn it up, I found that when I wrote the second it was even
angrier and more insulting than the first. 1 therefore gave up and
mailed the second letter.

I did not get an answer,

I eventually visited the offices of Popular Science during a New
York visit in order to find out if the letter had indeed been forwarded,
and I told the editor, Volta Torrey, exactly what I thought of the arti-
cle. I did it very eloquently, too. Mr. Torrey was conciliatory and as-
sured me he had forwarded the letter.

But I never got an answer.

To this day I have never met John Lear. I have read his science
writing on occasion and always admire it. He knows science and he can
write about science (what's true is true), but I still long to tell him to
his face that he is a jackass.

8

Since “The Evitable Conflict,” I had niot written a positronic robot
short story, just as since “—And Now You Don’t” I had not writtcn a
Foundation story. It was as though the publication of I, Robot and the

Foundation books had frozen both series and had brought them to an
end.

11 don't have the article before me, since it was torn into a thousand picces shortly
after 1 read it, so I can’t guarantce that the quote is letter perfect, but that is what
he said. :
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In the case of the Foundation series, that was so, but not in the
case of the positronic robots. There, the logjam broke on July 18, 1954,
after a five-year hiatus, and I began “Risk,” a positronic robot story that
was the sequel of “Little Lost Robot.” “Risk” dealt with the discovery
of a method of interstellar travel and was the only robot story I ever
wrote in which no robot has a speaking part.

I mailed it to Campbell on August 3, and he wanted a fairly exten-
sive revision, with which request I complied, so that I eventually sold it
to him on September 13.

Since then I have continued to write robot stories now and then.
In fact, of all my science-fiction shorts, I enjoy my robot stories most. I
almost feel as though I have the patent on the robots. When other
writers produce robot stories in which the robots follow the Three Laws
(though no one is allowed to quote them except myself), I feel benign
about it. When, however, some other writer dares have his robots defy
and disobey the Three Laws, I can’t help but feel it is a case of patent
infringement.

9

At just about this time, I wrote my most important scientific
paper, one that, all by itself, justifies my scientific career.

Despite my sale of “Hemoglobin and the Universe,” I did not to-
tally abandon the JCE, for which I wrote another small paper, entitled
“The Radioactivity of the Human Body.”

In it, I discussed the radioactive atoms that occurred naturally in
the human body and pointed out that by far the most important of
these and the one that was absolutely bound to have crucial effects
upon the body was carbon-14.

As far as I knew at the time, this was the first occasion on which
anyone had pointed out the importance of carbon-14 in this respect. It
was an original idea of mine, although I believe Willard Libby, the
Nobel Prize-winning specialist in carbon-14, may have had the idea at
the same time.

I sent off the article on August 13, 1954, and it was published in
the February 1955 issue of the Journal of Chemical Education.

Nearly four years later, Linus Pauling published a paper in the No-
vember 14, 1958, Science that discussed the dangers of carbon-14 in a
careful and systematic way. ’

- I'm sure Pauling’s article played its part in the eventual agreement
on the part of the three chief nuclear powers to suspend atmospheric
testing, for Pauling was one of the most prominent and influential crit-



10 InN Joy SticL FerT

ics of such tests, and he used the production of carbon-14 in such tests
as one of its chief long-term dangers.

I do not in any way want to dispute priorities with Pauling. I
merely had an idea, which I did not develop. Pauling developed it thor-
oughly on the basis of the work done by Libby.

Still, I did work up the courage to send Pauling a reprint of my
JCE article by way of a mutual friend, carefully stating that I was not
disputing priorities.

Pauling was kind enough to send me the following letter, dated
February 11, 1959:

Dear Professor Asimov:

I am pleased that Mr. William Kaufmann should have sent on to
me the copy of your carbon-14 paper that appcared in the Journdl of
Chemical Education four years ago. I now remember that I had read
that paper when it appeared (I always read the Journal of Chemical
Education) but 1 had forgotten about it, except that without doubt
the principal argument remained in my mind. I am sorry that I did
not mention it in the carbon-14 paper that I published recently, a
copy of which is enclosed.

Sincerely yours,
s/ Linus Pauling /s

I don’t want to arrogate to myself too much importance, of course,
but I think it is fair to say that I may indeed have influenced Professor
Pauling, and that through him I therefore played a very small part in
bringing about the nuclear-test ban—and I'm delighted.

10

In August, I received an invitation to write an article for Peon, a
fan magazine. I receive invitations of this sort often; so does every other
scicnce-fiction writer. Fan magazines are produced by eager fans and
exist, literally, in the hundreds. All but a very few are evanescent and
exist only a few issues before the time and the costs become insup-
portable.

I have no theoretical objection to writing an occasional piece for
love, but I have always steered clear of the fan magazines. There are so
many that to write for one will mark you down as a target for the
others and you will be nibbled to death.

On this occasion, though, the offer came when I was still ex-
periencing mental agonies over Bott's review of The Caves of Steel. |
realized I could not write an angry letter to a reviewer without being
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marked as a sorehead, but Peon, it seemed to me, would be just the so-
lution. It had a circulation that was surely less than a hundred, so only
a handful of people would see what I would write, and yet I would
safely get the poison out of my system.

I therefore wrote an article on Bott, without naming him. It was a
very reasonable article in my opinion (I have just this moment reread it
to make sure), and I did not answer in kind. I merely asked for fair re-
viewing that did not involve personal invective, unfair statements, and
clear evidence that the critic had not read the book. In particular, I ob-
jected to Bott’s statement that I “was neither a writer nor a story-
teller”; that was ridiculous.

Yet it proved to be a terrible mistake, for which my ignorance was
responsible.

Though I had been an almost lifelong reader of science fiction,
though I had written letters to magazines, though I had even involved
myself with the Futurans, I had never really immersed myself in what
was called “fandom.”

I had no experience whatever with the ferocious single-mindedness
with which that handful of people lived their science fiction. They in-
terpreted literally the catch phrase among us that “Fandom is a way of
life.”

Whatever such enthusiasts could earn in their work they invested
in their collections, or in their fan magazines. Their time was entirely
devoted to their correspondence and to their meetings. Often, in fact,
their fan activities crowded out the basis on which it was all founded—
for they were so busy being fans of science fiction, they lacked the time
to read science fiction.

Fans knew each other, loved each other, hated each other, quar-
reled with each other, formed cliques and threatened lawsuits, and, in
short, formed a small subculture to which everything else in the world
secned alicn and of no account.

News spread through the world of fandom at the speed of light,
even though it might. never so much as touch the world outside. Any
controversy involving science fiction or the fan world elicited a joyful
response at once as a vast number of fans (well, dozens anyway)
plunged into the fray—on either side, it didn’t matter which.

And there I was, foolishly unaware of what I was doing in writing
my article. Peon might be only a fan magazine, but it was, at the time,
one of the more important ones, and its readership included many ac-
tive fans and writers. No one had any trouble in understanding who it
was I was talking about, even though I called him only “The Nameless
One.” Imagination got a copy of the fan magazine, of course, and 1
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imagine a number of readers sent theirs along, for fear the editor,
William Hamling, would not see it, and out of a sheer pleasure in mak-
ing mischief.

So while I sat at home, pleased with what I had written, pleased I
had gotten rid of my bile in a gentlemanly way and that I was no
longer staying up part of each night fuming, editorial artillery was being
cranked up and trained on me.

11

On August 20, 1954, David was three years old and it looked as
though that would be his last birthday as an only child. He was playing
outdoors on his own, could ride a tricycle with skill, and had a fairly
large vocabulary beginning with a firm, loud, “Not”

12

As far as my writing was concerned at this time, T was deep in the
novel version of “The End of Eternity” (which, in its original novel-
ette form, had been rejected everywhere).

Lillian McClintock of Abelard-Schuman proved she was indeed in-
terested in my books by going back to Henry Schuman’s original idea of
a popular version of William Boyd’s Genetics and the Races of Man.
She suggested that I write it but that it appear as a Boyd and Asimov
collaboration. I agreed, got Bill's permission, and, on August 17, 1954,
began it.

[ called it Genes and Races at first, a clear shortening of Boyd's
title, but eventually Lyle Boyd, Bill’s wife, suggested Races and People,
and that proved the title finally adopted.

On August 28, I received the October 1954 F & SF containing “The
Foundation of S.F. Success.”?

13
Gertrude’s pregnancy was continuing, but was occupying our atten-
tion far less than it did the first time. Not only was the second preg-
nancy automatically less suspenseful than the first, but the real agony
came in house-hunting. We were getting nowhere. We had an upper
limit that we were willing to spend on a house, and for that money we
couldn’t get anything that would suit us.

2See Earth Is Room Enough.
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I wanted to raise our financial sights based on the notion that my
writing earnings would continue high, but Gertrude was generally
more cautious than I (or less grandiose), and for a while we continucd
to hope we could find what we wanted at eighteen thousand dollars.

On August 31, Gertrude awoke with cramps, and while we were
worrying about a possible miscarriage, Hurricane Carol hit. Those were
the days before weather satellites, and the weather bureau never had
anything but the most general notions as to the existence and wherea-
bouts of hurricanes, depending largely on reports from ships that were
caught in them (and ships did their best not to be caught in them).

As a result, no one was prepared, and if they had been, it would
have made very little difference.

Down went the trees, taking the power lines with them, and our
electricity went off at noon. Under the stress of the emergency, Ger-
trude’s cramps ceased at once.

The loss of power was exciting at first, simply because it was so
different. In some ways it wasn't bad. It was still late summer, so we
required no heat. David was no longer a baby and could do with make-
shift meals, and the new baby was still safely in the womb.

However, we lived in an all-electric house and without power, there
were no lights, no cooking facilities, and no hot water—and the power
stayed off for five days!

The whole thing quickly lost the charm of novelty when I found I
had to take cold sponge baths in the morning, that I could not watch
television, that I had to play cards by candlelight, that I had to either
eat out in restaurants that had gas stoves, or eat cold food at home.
Fortunately, my typewriter was not electrified, so that I could still work
on The End of Eternity in the daytime hours at least.

The power went on at g:20 A.M. on September 5.

On September 11, however, a second storm, Hurricane Edna, hit.
There was less wind this time, but more rain, and at 4:15 p.M., off went
the power again. Gertrude was just putting spareribs in the oven when
it went dead.

It was much harder to take this time (like being reinducted into
the Army), and we spent a sixth night with candles. The next morning,
even the phone went dead, and in absolute despair, we packed up our
spareribs, took them over to the Boyds (who had a gas stove), and
cooked them there. They turned out to be the best spareribs I ever ate.

When we came back we found the power on again. It had been off
only twenty hours this time. The phone stayed off for two more days,
however.
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14

On September 27, 1954, I received a check for $332.50 from Camp-
bell in payment for “Risk,” and the importance of that was that it
brought my year’s writing earnings to past the $10,000 mark. It was un-
precedented. It was awesome. I was thunderstruck.

However, I did not think I was very likely ever to do it again. I
wrote in my diary, “I just said to Gertrude that 1954 will probably be
my peak year of all time. The s.f. bust is bound to catch up with me
next year.”

By the “s.f. bust” I meant that the proliferation of science-fiction
magazines that had begun in 1949 was petering out, with many failures.
It would clearly become harder to sell stories, and payment rates might
decline.

But at present things were going well. In fact, I had just received a
signal honor. The thirteenth annual World Science Fiction convention
was to be held in Cleveland over the Labor Day weekend in 1955, and
on October 2, 1954, I received a bid to be the guest of honor there.

It was the highest accolade in science fiction, and I accepted. 1 be-
lieve T was the youngest guest of honor up to that point (one last gasp
of child-prodigyism).

Two days later, advance copies of The Chemicals of Life amived.
It was the first of my nonfiction books for the general public, and after
three years of trying, I finally had my popular biochemistry book in my
band.

And on October 8, Tony Boucher bought “A Hundred Million
Dreams at Once.”

15
I maintained my friendship with Bill Boyd’s assistant, Bemie Pitt,
even after he was fired, of course, and one day at his place, he put a
record on just as I was supposed to go home, and I listened in puzzle-

ment as someone sang something called “Fight Fiercely, Harvard.” It
began:

Fight fiercely, Harvard, fight, fight, fight,
Demonstrate to them our skill.

Albeit they possess the might,
Nonetheless, we have the will.

Halfway through I gathered that it was not mcant seriously and I
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begged Bernie to start all over. He did and I listened to the whole rec-
ord, both sides, and got home an hour late.

The singer was the clever satirist Tom Lehrer, and I have been an
ardent Lehrer fan ever since.

On October g, 1954, I took the Boyds to a nightclub in Boston
where Tom Lehrer was performing and I saw him in real life, toothy,
wavy-haired, and very charming. He sang all the songs I knew and a
number I didn’t yet know, including two that I have never heard at any
other time but that one occasion. ,

In one, he sang very cleverly about Jim getting it from Louise and
Sally from Jim; and after a while you gathered the “it” to be venereal
disease. Suddenly, as the combinations grew more grotesque, you real-
ized he was satirizing every perversion known to mankind without using
a single naughty phrase. It was clearly unsingable (in those days) out-
side a nightclub.

The other one was useless for general distribution because it dealt
with the Boston subway system. He made use of the subway stations
leading into town from Harvard. They were Harvard, Centra] Square,
Kendall, Charles, Park Street, and Washington. The song, heard only
that once, burned itself into my mind, and here it is, to the tune of the
famous Mother’s Day song.

H is for my alma mater, Harvard.

C is Centrdl, next stop on the line,

K is for the cozy Kendadll Station, and

C is Charles that overlooks the brine.

P is Park Street, busy Boston center,

W is Washington, you see,

Put them dll together, they spell HCKC-PW
Which is just about what Boston means to me.

And what killed me was that when he came to HCKC-PW, he
pronounced it quite well enough by clearing his throat and pretending
to spit.

I haven’t gone to nightclubs often, but of all the times I have
gone, it was on this occasion that I had by far the best time.

16

On October 22, I drove to New York to attend a local convention.
I 'met Tony Boucher for the first time, round-faced and with sharp,
dark eyes. I also attended a Mystery Writers of America cocktail party
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and felt at home. After all, The Caves of Steel was a real mystery even
if it was science fiction.

17
On November 2, I voted in the congressional elections; straight
Democratic, of course. I discovered that one could watch even a com-
puterized election night on television with pleasure—provided your
own side won. The Democrats took over both houses of Congress.

18

I was leamning that to a writer, all is useful raw material. I had
gone through a student-nurse textbook of chemistry, and two editions
of a medical-student textbook of biochemistry, and was working desul-
torily on a third edition of the latter. The experience, looking back on
it, had been a dreary one, but it had its comic parts, and it could be
made interesting to a science-fiction audience. I began an article for®
Campbell, therefore, that I called “The Sound of Panting.” (That was
the sound that resulted from trying to keep up with the literature.)

Meanwhile, the January 1955 issue of F & SF arrived with “The
Singing Bell" in it, and I received a paperback edition of The Stars,
Like Dust—, published by Ace.

Ace had changed the title of The Stars, Like Dust— to The Re-
bellious Stars, which I felt was sharp practice. I couldn’t help but think
it was an attempt to lure readers into buying it under the impression
they had not read it before. That struck me as doubly bad, since not
only would the reader be cheated, but I felt that his resentment would
be aimed not at the publisher but at the author. I therefore began read-
ing it in 2 bad humor.*

My bad humor quickly intensified. There were places where I sim-
ply didn’t follow my own novel! I checked with the hard-cover and
found, to my annoyance, that whole paragraphs had been omitted here
and there. I knew what had happened. At the last minute they found
the novel was too long and they cut it. Only instead of cutting it care-
fully by words and sentences, they hastily amputated chunks.

Well, you can’t do that to my stories. Whatever faults my novels
8See Asimov's Mysteries (Doubleday, 1968).

41 always read my stories after they appear in print, even today. In the early days,

when less of my material was flooding the market, I even reread my books when
they appeared in paperback.
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may have, they are not spongy. Every paragraph contributes to the plot,
and if you cut out any, you reduce the story to gibberish.

Worse yet, the cover said, “Complete and Unabridged,” so that
readers would think the gibberish was my fault.

I called Brad in high dudgeon, complained about the title change
and the idiot amputation. [ asked Brad to face the Ace people with this
and to be less ready to give them reprint rights. Brad did complain to
them and in no uncertain terms, and for many years Ace was last on
the list in the bidding.®

In those days, Don Wollheim was science-fiction editor for Ace,
and I finally got a letter of apology from him. Well, it was not exactly a
letter of apology, for Don didn’t apologize. It was more a letter of com-
plaint. He said rather bitterly that it was the first case he had ever heard
of where an author read his own novels in paperback reprint.

I suppose he meant that it showed an unlovely conceit on my part,
a rather disgusting self-absorption. I replied that if more authors read
their Ace reprints, Ace might go out of business.

19

On December 12, I drove to New York and spent the next day
passing out manuscripts. I handed The End of Eternity to Brad and to
Horace; “The Sound of Panting” to Campbell; and Chemistry and
Human Hedlth to McGraw-Hill.

Trouble started at once with The End of Eternity. It turned out
that even if Gold approved and didn't throw my schedule into an up-
roar by demanding revisions, he couldn’t publish for a year. The pages
in Galaxy had been cut from 160 to 144, and that meant his story
backlog filled that many more issues. Brad didn’t want to delay publica-
tion of the novel version that long, and neither did I. Since it turned
out that Campbell was overstocked on novels as well, we had to face
the possibility of publishing The End of Eternity without prior
serialization.

It meant the loss of a couple of thousand dollars, not something to
take with a light laugh, but 1 consoled myself with the thought that the
book version might sell more if it weren’t already familiar through
serialization.

5 Eventually we made up. Nowadays, Ace does a number of my books, and I am

very satisfied with them. You can bet they don't fool around with either titles or
contents,
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20

On December 14, I drove back to Boston, although the weather
bureau was sounding notes of doom. It would have been sensible to
wait another day, but I had a luncheon appointment with a number of
faculty members, including Lemon and Walker, for that day, and I felt
I had to make it.

So I got up at 4:45 a.M. and left at 5:45 a.m. It was dark and it
was raining hard, the highways were crowded even at that hour, and
the weather bureau kept interrupting the programs on the car radio to
warn sepulchrally of death and destruction.

By the time I got into Connecticut, the rain was very cold; and by
the time I got into Massachusetts, it was an ice storm. My windshield
wipers froze and wouldn’t work; I had to move along slowly and care-.
fully, and forty miles from home I was held up for half an hour by
someone else’s accident.

I had planned to get home early enough to wash, shave, change
clothes, and arrive at school in fine fettle. After all, there were three
people from the main campus due to be there, and, on top of that, Dr.
Chester Keefer from the Department of Medicine.

I had seen Keefer now and then but had never spoken to him. He
had a close-cropped mass of curly gray hair, a round, unsmiling counte-
nance, and a soft voice. He was considered the med school’s most dis-
tinguished faculty member.

Boyd disliked him. According to Bill, Keefer was overbearing, ty-
rannical, and sadistic. Also according to Bill, Walker didn't like him ei-
ther, but Walker was not much of a talker, and he never went into de-
tail.

What with the ice storm and the delays, I didn’t get home till
11:30 A.M,, and after the sketchiest of preparations, I dashed right off
to school. I didn’t even stop to shave.

I didn’t manage to get to the luncheon conference in time, but I
was only fifteen minutes late, after an enormously difficult trip from
New York. I didn’t feel particularly disgraced.

Everyone else was there when I burst in. It was either bore every-
one with explanations or carry it off with a flair. I decided to attempt
the latter.

“All right, everyone,” T said, “you can begin now. I'm here.”

I was grinning and unshaven, and it didn't go over at all. There
was a dead silence, and T caught Keefer's eye. He looked icy. That may
have been his first clear impression of me. If so, it was a rotten one.
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21

The Winter 1955 issue of Thrilling Wonder reached me on De-
cember 20, 1954, and it contained “The Portable Star.”

I reread it, and now that my initial enthusiasm of writing had died
down, I was forced, with chagrin, to agree with Fred Pohl's unfavorable
assessment of the story. I thought it was awful.

I am frequently asked which is my favorite story, but no one ever
asks me which is my least favorite story. If you stop to think of it, you
might suppose it was “Black Friar of the Flame” or some other one of
my very early stories. Well, that’s not so, I may have turned out some
stinkers to begin with, but that doesn't bother me—they were the best
I could do.

It is “The Portable Star” that I like the least and that I am even
ashamed of. I wasn’t aware of what I was doing when I wrote it, but on

" reading it after it was published it seemed to me that I was deliberately
trying to put sex into it to try to keep up with a new trend.

In the August 1952 Startling, you see, Phil Farmer had published
“The Lovers,” which overnight catapulted him into science-fiction star-
dom. It had treated sex more openly than was customary in science
fiction, and everyone started getting into the act. In “The Portable
Star,” I did, too, and I did it sleazily.

For that reason, I have never put the story into any of my collec-
tions, and I never will. Nor have I ever allowed anyone to anthologize
it. In fact, the only time it ever appeared, except in that issue of Thrill-
ing Wonder, was when, ten years later, Standard Magazines, the pub-
lishers, exercised their right to reprint it, and did so in a one-shot maga-
zine called A Treasury of Great Science Fiction Stories. Needless to say,
they didn’t consult me or ask my permission.

22

The Christmas season was very active, with one excellent turkey
dinncr at the Whipples” on the twenty-fourth, and a second elsewhere
on the twenty-fifth.

Add to that the fact that my father called on December 24 to tell
us that Marcia was engaged to a man named Nicholas Repanes. My
father was a little worried because Nick was not Jewish but was Greek
Orthodox (though nonobservant). He suggested the possibility of for-
bidding the marriage.
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1 was rarely disrespectful to my father, but I was this time. At least
I was, if you consider an explosive, “Are you crazy, Pappa?” disre-
spectful.

I said, “Marcia has a right to live her own life. Don’t you dare in-
terfere.”

So he didn’t, and thank goodness for that. Njck, a tall, rather slow-
moving and soft-spoken person, turned out to be patient, gentle, affec-
tionate, and exactly what Marcia needed.

23

On December 28, 1954, the affair of Bott and his review of The
Caves of Steel suddenly sprang to life. I had totally forgotten my article
in Peon. It had served its purpose in lancing the boil, and that was that
as far as I was concerned.

But Bill Hamling was now counterattacking. He sent me a copy of
the editorial he was going to run in the March 1955 Imagination, in.
which he took me to task as a sorehead and as someone who was trying
to limit Bott's freedom of speech. Having raked me over the coals un-
mercifully, he wrote to ask me politely if I wanted to answer the edito-
rial. He would give me the space for it.

I was more furious than ever now, but heavy-hearted. I saw that [
had foolishly stepped into a trap. It was clear to me now that Bott's
stupid reviews had been deliberately designed to elicit just such a re-
sponse as I had made. I was all the more chagrined because I imagined
Bott and Hamling must have gone over a list of authors to see which
one would be stupid énough to take the bait. They must have decided
on me, and I had not disappointed them. Now Hamling was pushing
for a continuing feud that would titillate the fans and boost the sales of
his magazine.

It seemed therefore that the only thing I could do was to come
back with a “No comment.” My rational article in a magazine with a
circulation of one hundred was going to be answered by invective be-
fore an audience of fifty thousand, but I had no recourse. Anything I
did would make it worse. I had to let it go.

It took a while before I could make myself swallow the humilia-
tion, and while T tried to nerve myself to the task I came across the
February 1955 Imagination on December 30. I bought it out of sheer
curiosity to see what Bott was doing now. To my utter astonishment
the review that month was of Lucky Starr dand the Oceans of Venus by
Paul French.

It was quite an amiable review. To be sure, Bott explained, French



Pregnancy Again 21

didn’t turn out juveniles as good as Heinlein'’s, but it was quite good
just the same. Considerably above average, one gathered.

Apparently, Isaac Asimov might be neither a writer nor a story-
teller, but Paul French was both—and thus the Lord delivered Bott
and Hamling into my hands.

I whipped off a letter at once, in which I apologized for my unkind
thoughts concerning Bott. He was quite obviously a gentle soul who
liked authors and was willing to help them. He might not like Asimov’s
writing, but he did like French’s, and that showed his discrimination,
for clearly one writer was bound to be better than another.

I went on and on as long as I thought I could carry the game and
then ended with the final comment that, by the way, Paul French was
Isaac Asimov, and Bott liked Asimov stories after all if he didn’t know
Asimov wrote them.

It was absolutely devastating, and Hamling was forced to run it
along with his editorial. He tried to say that Bott did know French and
Asimov were the same but that space considerations had forced the ex-
cision of that sentence. That excuse was so lame that I'm sure it in-
creased the laughter at Bott’s expense.

In any case, the feud died at once and I got out of it with a whole
skin and a learned lesson.

24
I had three books published in 1954.% They were:

11. The Caves of Steel (Doubleday)
12. Lucky Starr and the Oceans of Venus (Doubleday)
13. The Chemicdls of Life { Abelard-Schuman)

By all rights, I should have included the second edition of Bio-
chemistry and Humnan Metabolism. It took more work and more time
than The Chemicals of Life, for instance.

In 1954, of course, I had, as yet, no inkling that the time was to
come when what was most interesting about me as a writer was the
number of books I had done. In later years, I kept that in mind and
listed every book that I could honestly manage to. I didn’t list trifling
revisions or updatings of this book or that. Nor did I list old books in
which the only changes were a new book-jacket or a new title. However,
whenever a revision was sufficiently thoroughgoing to compare in time
and effort to the writing of a new book, I included it in the list.
6In In Memory Yet Green, I listed my published books each year including all

ten that had becn published between 1950 and 1953 inclusive, For the rccord, 1
am continuing the practice in this volume beginning with 1954 and Book #11.
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T was tempted for a while to begin a new numbering in this autobi-
ography and to include the second edition of the text so that I would
have four books in 1954 and fourteen altogether by the end of the year.
However, the numbering system has already been fixed in print in a
number of places and I can’t upset it now without confusion—so let it
go.

My school eamings in 1954 reached a record high of $6,000, but
my writing earnings also reached a record high of $11,500. I was making
almost twice as much writing as teaching, and my total income was
$17,500. It seemed more than ever important to me to raise our finan-
cial sights in our house-hunting and to be prepared to shell out more
money, and I persuaded Gertrude to consider houses that were being
offered for sale at as much as $30,000.

25

On January 2, 1955, I was thirty-five years old, and that was a
rather sad birthday for me. I woke to realize that I was now old enough
to qualify for the presidency (were I but native-born). If three score
and ten is considered the traditional stretch of the human lifespan,
then my life was half over.

Gertrude had insisted we invite Ted and Marilyn Kalin for dinner
that night, and I had agreed. They had been friends of ours for years.
Ted was a handsome young man, quick-witted and good-humored, and -
Marilyn was a little on the silent side but very good-looking. We both
liked them both.

However, they were not as timebound as I was, and when they
called at 8 p.M. to tell us their car wouldn't start and for me to come
over and get them, I was a little annoyed.

I said to Gertrude, with my hand over the mouthpiece, “Let’s call
it off. T hate that sort of slipshoddery.”

Gertrude, however, insisted quite firmly that I go get them. I was
surprised because it was very cold and the streets were not in good con-
dition and she wasn’t the kind to send me out in bad weather. Sure
enough, when I tried to start the car, it wouldn’t, so I came up and
said, “Oh, the hell with it.”

But Gertrude, still oddly insistent, asked our landlord (who sold
second-hand cars, as I recall) to start it and he managed to succeed in
doing so. Off I went to the Kalins’ with poor grace. When I got there,
the Kalins weren’t ready and I grew sarcastic in my comments. Ted got
annoycd in his turn, but kept insisting there were things they had to
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do. Then there was a phone call they had to make and then they were
ready to go.

By the time I brought them back I was in good humor again, and
as we walked up the back stairs, I was telling them in a loud voice
about l'affaire Bott. Then I opened the door and fell silent, for the
apartment was full of people.

Gertrude had arranged a surprise birthday party.

Many people believed that I wasn’t really surprised.

“Oh, yes, he was,” said Ted. “He was all ready to knock me down
when I kept delaying things in order to make sure all the guests arrived
before he came back.”

“And he never had an inkling?”

“Of course not,” said Gertrude. “I sent him out to do the shop-
ping for this party and he came back with three of everything and never
suspected.”

“Didn’t he say anything?”

“Sure,” said Gertrude. “He said, ‘What are you doing? Buying up
stuff for a party?’”

“Then he had to suspect.”

“No, he didn't,” said Gertrude. “I said, ‘No, there’s no party,” and
he just looked confused and went off to write something.”

“Even though his birthday was coming?”

“Oh, well,” said Gertrude, “that would mean he would have to put
two and two together, and unless he's at his typewriter, he never can.”

I listened to this whole conversation, which was carried on as
though I weren’t there. Everyone was quite convinced I was stupid, and
there was a gallon or two of condescending laughter from all sides.

I would have liked to protest, but everything Gertrude said was ab-
solutely true, and what the heck, I never pretended to worldly wisdom.
Besides, it's more fun to be surprised, so who needs worldly wisdom? I
just shut up, sat back, and enjoyed the party.

26

It was about this time that, through the good offices of Abe
Burack, editor of The Writer, I met Ben Benson. He was about ten
years older than I was and had been badly wounded in World War II.
While he was recovering (he had never entirely recovered and was still
somewhat disabled), Abe Burack encouraged him to try his hand at
writing, and he had done very well.

He wrote murder mysteries—police procedurals, to be exact—in-
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volving the Massachusetts State Police. I took to reading his books after
I had met him and I enjoyed them.

We got along well. He teased me good-naturedly about the steadi-
ness of my output. He also urged me to get an agent. He pushed pretty
hard, but I was impervious.

He (like Heinlein) was particularly pleased with his own agent
and pushed him particularly. The only hard-and-fast example, however,
of what his agent could do was the fact that he got twenty-four free
copies of his novels for distribution, instead of the twelve I got.

I couldn’t see very much advantage in twelve extra copies that I
could buy at author’s discount if I simply had to have them, and I was
also unshaken by his point that agents could squeeze publishers harder
and more effectively than authors could. My point was that I suspected
publishers to be like cats: They purred when they were stroked and
scratched when they were squeezed.

I intended to continue stroking, and I did, and I think I was right.

Certainly, my writing continued to move smoothly. I managed to
sell “The Last Trump,” after six rejections, to a relatively new maga-
zine, Fantastic Universe (edited by my old friend Hans Santesson) on
January 10, 1955, and on January 18, I got the February 1955 Astound-
ing with “Hemoglobin and the Universe”? in it.

27

Now that The End of Eternity was in press, I rather regretted that
the day of easy books seemed to be over. After all, the four Gnome
Press books I, Robot and the three Foundation books, did not have to
be written; they had been written years before. They only had to be
put together and smoothed out a little.

‘Was there any way I could put together more?

Not in the same way. I, Robot consisted of nine connected stories;
and the Foundation books consisted of nine connected stories. I had no
more connected stories.

I could, of course, put together unconnected stories; simply have a
book of short pieces. Such collections, I had been told, were death at
the box office, and didn’t sell. Still, there was no charge for asking, so I
asked Brad on January 16.

Rather to my surprise, Brad agreed to take the chance. I had pro-
posed that I put together my stories “The Martian Way,” “The Deep,”
“Youth,” and “Sucker Bait” in a book to be called The Martian
Way and Other Stories, and Brad was willing to have that done.

My Doubleday books were obviously continuing to sell well

7See Only a Trillion (Abelard-Schuman, 1957).
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enough to make even a collection of unconnected short stories look pal-
atable if my name were on them.

It made me regret that I had not held back on my robot steries
and Foundation stories until now, because it was clear to me that if I
had asked in 1955 instead of ip 1950, Brad would have been delighted
to do I, Robot and the three Foundation books. Then I would not have
to be waiting while Marty Greenberg slowly dribbled out money in
twenty-five-dollar amounts.

But then, one has no chart to the future. You must make your de-
cisions on the spot as best you can.

28

There was an administrative blow at the medical school. Dean
Faulkner resigned as of the end of the school year. Walker was dourly
depressed over it, predicting that either Keefer or some Keefer satellite
would be the new dean.

I had no cause for delight, either. My few contacts with Dean
Faulkner had been happy ones. He knew my peculiarities and didn’t
seem to mind much. I was wary of Keefer, and if it turned out to be
someone from the outside, who could tell how palatable (or unpalata-
ble) I might be to him.

And yet I didn’t see that a new dean could do me much harm. I
felt T could depend on Walker to stand between me and the storm, if
only to protect the third edition of the textbook.
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Robyn

1

During the early morning hours of February 17, 1955, Gertrude de-
cided she might be going into labor soon. There was no point in taking
chances, so I had her in Beth Israel Hospital by 1 p.m., where her obste-
trician this time was a Dr. Factor.

Mary Blugerman, my mother-in-law, got the news and took the
1 P.M. train, arriving at our apartment at 6 p.M.

I visited Gertrude during the evening visiting hours and found
time hanging heavily on her hands. I wasn't exactly relaxed either, but I
had always wanted to have a daughter, and since we already had a son,
the necd for a daughter seemed desperate. I said, “It’s got to be a girl.
If it isn't a girl, don't come home.”

She smiled wanly.

I visited her again on the eighteenth, but there was no sign of
labor. Then, at 5 aM. on the morning of February 19, 1955, Factor
called me. When the labor did come, it was hard but quick, and the re-
sult was a girl. I rushed in with Mary, and later in the evening, Henry
arrived, and I took him in, too.

When I finally saw Gertrude, she was not exactly happy. The labor
had come so fast that there had been no time to anesthetize her.

The new baby weighed only four pounds fourteen ounces, but she
was perfectly shaped.

The question was what to name her. I had suggested Amy or Alice
because I liked both names, but Gertrude and Mary voted them down.

Gertrude spent some time going through a book of names and
came up with Robin. I pointed out that it was an epicene name, used
for boys as well as girls, so Gertrude suggested spelling it differently.

“Robinne?” [ said, and spelled it. Gertrude shook her head. That
would invariably be accented on the second syllable, and I agreed.

“Robyn?” I asked. “With a ‘y’?”

And Robyn it was. Tt did occur to us that she might not like the
name Robyn if she tumed out to be an unrobinlike girl, so we decided
to give her as plain a middle name as possible so that she might always
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turn to that. Her name therefore became Robyn Joan Asimov—but it
turned out all right. She loved Robyn and has used it all her life.

I call her Robbie, and some people suggest that I named her after
the robot in the first of my positronic robot stories, but no such thing!
That is simply a coincidence. Her friends, I believe, call her Rob.

2

Gertrude had a semiprivate room at the hospital, and in the other
bed was a pleasant woman who had also had a daughter on February
19. Hers had been by Caesarian birth, and Gertrude warned me not to
make her laugh, because laughing would contract the muscles of her ab-
domen and cause her pain.

I did my best, but I'm only human. I said to her, “Do you know
why they call it a Caesarian birth?”

She said innocently, “No?” (Actually, it's so called because Julius
Caesar was supposed to have been born in that fashion.)

And I said, making cutting gestures with my fingers, “Because they
cut you with seezairs.”

And she said, “Ha, ha—ouch—ha, ha—ouch—ha, ha—ouch—"

3

As Robyn was born, Thrilling Wonder Stories died. The two are
not comparable, of course, but I felt a twinge when I got the news from
my friend Sprague de Camp on February 23 that the last issue of the
magazine was on the stands.

Thrilling Wonder was the descendant of Wonder Stories, which
was, in turn, the descendant of Science Wonder Stories, which, twenty-
six years before, was the magazine that my father gave me permission to
read—and that started me on my science-fiction career.

4

Gertrude came home on the twenty-fourth, but Robyn, who had
still not reached the five-pound mark, remained at the hospital till
March 5. On that day, we went to the hospital, got her, and drove her
home through a sleet storm, safely.

Before I brought her home, I rearranged my writing office. David’s
room was what I had originally used as my office on moving into the
Waltham apartment. After it had been turned over to David, I had
used the bedroom, but now Robyn would be moving into that. I there-
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fore moved my desk and fling cabinet into the central hall that sur-
rounded the staircase.

It was a tight fit and totally inadequate, but it would have to do.
The trouble was that despite the fact that we had looked for a house
pretty steadily for some eight months, we had not found one, and now,
with a brand-new baby, we weren’t going to have a chance to look for
one in the immediate future. We were stuck with the apartment for a
while and we were going to be crowded.

Once Robyn came back to the house, it was once again formula
time and diaper time and night-feeding time. The second time around
lacked the excitement of novelty.

Mary left on March 6, and my mother arrived on the seventh.
What with the help of the mothers and our own greater experience, we
needed no nurse this time. On the eleventh, my mother left and we
were finally on our own.

5

On March 6, 1955, the New York Post reprinted my story “Flies.”
It was the first time a piece of fiction of mine had appeared in a news-
paper.

In a newspaper, it was more accessible ta the general public than
in a magazine, and some people who had only heard that I was a writer
received their first actual evidence of the matter on this occasion.

An elderly neighbor of Gertrude’s mother grected the event with
great excitement. “I saw your story in the New York Post,” she said to
me when she saw me on one of my visits to New York. “What an
achievement! How much did you get for it?”

“Twenty-five dollars,” I said.

“Twenty-five dollars! That's peanuts!” she said, and turned away in
contempt.

It is easy, apparently, to find out the precise value of an achieve-
ment: You just determine how much money it has brought in.

6

On March 20, 1955, Robyn was a month old. She weighed over
seven pounds now and we were no longer afraid she would break if we
lifted her. She was a more eager feeder than David had been, but also
threw up more readily. She would give us no waming, nor show any
sign of distress; she just opened her mouth and gave it back.

David was as interested in his little sister as you would expect, and
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seemed delighted with her. He showed no signs of jealousy then or ever.
He could speak fluently now (though it had seemed to us for a while
he was slow in starting). On April 10, I took him for a long walk and
finally he said, “I am very tired.”

1 picked him up and he said, “This is much easier. God bless you.”

As for myself, I was so pleased to have a girl, and yet unexpected
complications showed up. Whereas I had always been ready to un-
diaper, clean, and rediaper David, I found myself oddly hesitant in
Robyn’s case and would find ways of wishing the job on Gertrude
whenever I could.

Robyn had a birthmark, a strawberry mark on one buttock. When
we took her from the hospital, a nurse pointed it out and assured us it
would be neither dangerous nor troublesome and would probably re-
spond to treatment.

“Don’t worry,” I said. “In its location, no one will ever see it but
we three and her numerous boyfriends.” '

The nurse was shocked and said I shouldn’t talk about the poor lit-
tle thing that way.

We kept watching the mark and it grew larger as she did, but
eventually, on her pediatrician’s advice (Dr. Joseph Lewis), we had it
subjected to X-ray treatment on May 23. One treatment was enough.
The strawberry mark faded steadily and was finally merely a slightly
raised bit of surface that was completely unnoticeable.

7

The June 1955 Fantastic Universe arrived on April 6, with “The
Last Trump.”

More important was my progress in nonfiction. The success of
“Hemoglobin and the Universe” and “The Sound of Panting” had
made it seem logical to me to write nonfiction articles for Astounding
periodically. I did one, for instance, on paper chromatography, which
was not an easy subject to handle for a general audience (though the
Astounding audience was by no means entirely general ).

I called the article “Victory on Paper,” and on April 6, Campbell
took it and paid four cents a word, just as he would have for a story.

To be sure, the time spent on writing a nonfiction article could not
be spent on writing a story, so that my nonfiction had to appear at the
expense of my fiction. This did not bother me, however. In the first
place, nonfiction pieces went much faster than fiction, so that not as
much time was lost as one might think. Another and much more im-

1See Earth Is Roorn Enough.
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portant justification for my switch in emphasis was that | wanted to. I
simply loved writing articles and books on science.

In fact, having completed Races and People, I was now working on
another book for the same young audience. It was on nuclear physics
this time and I called it Inside the Atom.

The May 1955 Astounding contained my story “Risk,”2 and the
June 1955 Astounding contained my article “The Sound of Panting.”?

8

On April 16, after having made a routine visit to New York, I
brought back both Henry and my father. It was my father’s first chance
to see Robyn, and the grandparents took turns in holding her. My fa-
ther was ffty-eight years old and Henry fifty-nine, and in each case
Robyn was the second grandchild and the first granddaughter.

Robyn cried more than David used to at an equivalent age, but on
the other hand, she slept through the night at an earlier stage, and that
was very welcome to us. What's more, Robyn showed no signs of the
milk allergy that had plagued David when he was two months old, and
we were thankful for that also.

9

Advance copies of The Martian Way and Other Stories reached
me on May 12. On the spine of the book, my name was spelled Isaac
Azimov.

My name is often misspelled. The first name comes out Issac a
considerable fraction of the time, and that “z” in my last name is as fre-
quent. More exotic misspellings also occur sometimes.

I make it my business to complain each time. I have a strong sense
of personal identity, and my name is me. Besides, once I became a
writer, I realized that literary and financial success depended, at least in
part, on the recognition level of my name, and any misspelling would
tend to diffuse that.

This was the only time that my name was misspelled on one of my
own books. It was misspelled only on the spine, though, for it was cor-
rectly spelled on the book jacket and on the title page. Nevertheless, I
wrote to Doubleday at once to make sure that the mistake was cor-
rected on all future printings and editions. This was done.

I was pleased with the result, aside from the misspelling, by the

2Sce The Rest of the Robots.
3Sce Only a Trllion.
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way. It had been very easy to do a short-story collection, and it ap-
peared quickly, too. It appeared before The End of Eternity did, even
though the latter had been contracted for over a year earlier.

10

On the day The Martian Way and Other Stories appeared, some-
thing else took place that pleased me even more. Walker’s secretary
handed me an envelope without comment, and when I opened it, I
found a notice that I was promoted to associate professor of biochem-
istry as of July 1, 1955.

I was delighted. I had not pushed for it, and Walker hadn’t said
anything about it, but now that I had it I felt that a turning point in
my career had come. An associate professorship gave me tenure, 2nd my
position and salary at the school were now assured.

That was enormously different from what my situation had been
when T had amrived at the med school six years before, when either
Lemon or Walker could have fired me out of hand, or when any failure
of renewal of the grant would have left me without a job, as with
Elderfeld.

Looking back on it now, I feel quite sure that Walker had pushed
through the promotion while Dean Faulkner was still in office. Walker
must have felt that no such promotion would be approved after
Faulkner was gone, and he was right, for on June 3 it was announced
that Chester Keefer would be the new dean. '

11

On May 14, 1955, I received a card from my old college friend
Sidney Cohen. He had an office on upper Park Avenue now, and he was
married!

And on May 21, 1955, Marcia also was married and became Mirs.
Nicholas Repanes. It was a very quiet wedding day, and with a three-
month-old baby on our hands we could not make the trip to New York
to attend.

12

Robyn was a much quieter baby than David had been. David
had laughed and gurgled and made random sounds from an early age,
but Robyn, when she wasn’t crying, lay there quietly and at peace—
which was fine except that we would have welcomed some indication
she was making contact with the universe.
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It was welcome news, therefore, when, on May 16, she produced a
feeble little laugh, her first, when I was tickling her ribs. It was Ger-
trude’s birthday, too, so that it was a sort of birthday present.

13

On June 3, we went to New York, trying this time to drive in the
evening to avoid the heat of the day. The experiment was a flop. It was
indeed cooler and the children gave no trouble, but we arrived at 1:15
aM. and I was fatigued to death.

On June 5, Gertrude, her brother John, and I made our ritualistic
walk along the boardwalk at Coney Island, and the next two days I
made my rounds. I took in the manuscript of the fourth juvenile,
Lucky Starr and the Big Sun of Mercury, to Margaret Loesser.

14

Gertrude seemed annoyed with me in the course of this visit. Two
small children and the matter of house-hunting had got her down, and
when I left for Boston alone on June 8, she wouldn’t say good-bye to
me.

I drove home, thinking the unthinkable for the first time. Our thir-
teenth anniversary was coming up and I was thinking that our marriage
was a failure.

In all those years I had not made her happy and I didn't see how I
could make her happy in the future. I could see my faults.* I was self-
centered and wrapped up in my writing. 1 didn’t like to travel or do
those things most people consider “having a good time.” I wasn’t
handy around the house. I lacked the worldly-wise knack of knowing
how to find the perfect house, how to make clever investments, how to
finance things on expense accounts, and so on.

But what was the use of seeing those faults? There was no way I
could change them. I could not make a silk purse out of the sow's ear
of my character. So I thought, for the first time, of separation and even
of divorce. But how could that be? Even if I could bring myself to leave
Gertrude (which was doubtful), could I leave the children?

I could feel myself beginning to drop into the life of “quiet desper-
4 There were faults on both sides, to be sure, but I am not an impartial witness, and
it would not be fair to Gertrude to have me discuss her faults when she has no soap-
box on which to stage a rebuttal. Her good points were numerous and she was, in

many ways, an excellent wife. I'll discuss my own faults only, those that I can see—
and there may be many I stubbornly refuse to see. ’
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ation” that Henry Thoreau spoke of, and saw a vicious cycle intensify-
ing. Clearly, the more 1 found myself unable to make Gertrude happy,
and unable to live with her unhappiness, the more I would seck my
writing as a refuge, and the more I would intensify the situation that
helped create her unhappiness.

The next weekend I drove to New York again, stayed a couple of
days, and drove back with the family this time. Gertrude seemed more
cheerful, so I was relieved and my own spirits rebounded. On the other
hand, Gertrude also kept thinking of divorce now and then, for she oc-
casionally mentioned it as a possibly desirable way out. (I noted one
such case in my diary entry for August 7, 1955.)

We drifted along. There were good times and happy times, but the
thought of separation and divorce would recur, now and then, to one or
the other of us.

15
Between these two visits to New York, the August 1955 If ap-
pearced with “Franchise.” Coming up in the near future was the Sep-
tember 1955 Astounding, with “Victory on Paper,”® and the October
1955 F & SF, with “The Talking Stone,”” the second of my Wendell
Urth mysteries.

16

On June 27, 1955, David, now nearly four years old, went off to
spend his first day at a summer day camp, Meadowbrook. It was not,
on the whole, a successful experiment.

David was always self-willed and could never bend or compromise
to suit others. And if he could not have his way, he grew angry and
would not co-operate. Nor would he engage in rough-and-tumble. To
put it briefly, he had trouble getting along with his peers.

I could sympathize, for as nearly as T could remember my own
childhood at that age (and older) I, too, had difficulty getting along
with my peers.

17
On July 1, 1955, I was officially Dr. Isaac Asimov, associate profes-
sor of biochemistry. On that same day, Chester Keefer was officially
8 See Earth Is Room Enough.

@ See Only a Trillion.
7See Asimov's Mysteries.
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dean or, rather, director, which was the higher title. Under him was
Lamar Soutter, who fulfilled the narrower duties of deanship. Soutter
was a plcasant person with old-fashioned eyeglasses and an unassuming
air. I liked him from the start.

As for Keefer, 1 couldn’t forget Bill Boyd's dislike of him, and
Walker's forebodings concerning him—and the icy glance Keefer had
given me that time I walked in late to the luncheon meeting.

What's more, Keefer had been head of the Department of Medi-
cinc, and Lemon was a member of that department. Lemon was there-
fore a close associate of Keefer and had, I believe, influence over him. |
was quite aware that Lemon did not have a particularly warm regard
for me, especially since I was no longer connected with him in any way,
and he knew that that had come about through my wish. I did not
expect his influence, therefore, to be exerted in my favor.

Fortunately, Walker had been farsighted enough to get me my as-
sociate professorship in time. I had tenure, and what could anyone do
to me? At least, that was my feeling at the time.

I was aware, of course, that I didn’t fit in to the close-knit and
highly specialized academic community. I had never fit in from my
earliest days in graduate school. 1 was never single-minded enough
about my chemistry, and I was never sufficiently aware of the subtle
nuances of the do’s and don’ts of academic life.

I was too loud, too boisterous, too indifferent, too nondeferential,
too sclf-satisfied. Just as I never remembered the names of my parents’
customers or thought to greet them pleasantly when I met them on
the street, so I never remembered the names of most of the faculty or
remembered my place in the pecking order.

All this is not said as a kind of self-praise for my independence. I
recognize it now (indeed, I recognized it at the time) as a source of
trouble and annoyance for everyone around me. My not fitting in made
me a piece of grit in the smoothly oiled functioning of a watch mecha-
nism.

I was a danger to no one, to be sure. I was not pushing for promo-
tion, or salary, or power, but even the fact that I wasn’t was an an-
novance, since it implied an indifference to that which others found im-
portant, and an indication that I found importance lying
elsewhere—which meant in my writing. I didn’t flaunt my growing suc-
cess there, but neither did I hide it.

All in all, T expected trouble and, in my more soberly self-evalua-
tive moments, even felt I probably deserved some. I just didn’t care.
My attitude was a semicontemptuous, “What can they do to me?”
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House-hunting

1

We took advantage of David's absence during much of the day-
light hours to begin house-hunting again, and we spent all the summer
at it.

It was, however, once again, one of those really hot summers that
would come to plague us at particularly crucial periods. July 1955 was
the hottest in the Boston Weather Bureau’s records. Tempers were
short, discomforts great. Furthermore, though David was out of the
way, we had to take Robyn with us wherever we went, and she was gen-
erally just as uncomfortable in the hot weather as we were, and she
kept telling us about it in the only way a baby can.

One house was a near-miss. It was put on the block by a couple
who were getting a divorce, and it seemed to be almost good enough
and almost cheap enough. Gertrude held back, partly because it was a
fearful decision to make, and partly because Robyn was crying badly.
We left, discussed the matter, convinced oufselves that we ought to
(maybe) buy it, came back timorously—and found it had been
snapped up by someone else.

That resolved our doubts about the house. We were sure we
should have bought it, and were chagrined and unhappy over our fail-
ure to do so.

2

On July 22, I received a letter from Stanley telling me that he was
virtually engaged to a divorcee with an eight-yearold son. On the
thirty-first, Stanley was passing through Boston on his way to An-
nisquam and he stopped at our place. With him was Ruth, the young
womnan with whom he was in love.

She was a pleasant girl, with a ready smile, dark hair, and an
unaffected way of talking. She had a slight stammer.

Apparently she was a science-fiction fan, and on first meeting
Stanley, and having been introduced to him, she asked him what, in
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our family, we call The Question. That is: “Pardon me, but are you re-
lated in any way to Isaac Asimov?”

Stanley, who is the most patient and good-natured fellow in the
world, takes the question with enormous goodwill (much more so than
I would, were the situation reversed), but he had to admit that having
it asked by a pretty girl in whom he took an instant interest was hard to
take. Fortunately, he survived the shock and decided fairly quickly that
this was the girl for him.

The most interesting occurrence of The Question, by the way,
took place about now in New York. (I don’t know the exact date be-
cause I leamed of the incident only long afterward from my mother,
and she didn’t remember the statistics.)

After my parents sold the candy store, my mother decided to go to
night school and learn how to write. She knew, of course, how to write
Yiddish perfectly and Russian just as perfectly, but neither used the
Latin script. She had to learn that to write English.

She learned quickly and in a very short time was able to send me
short letters in painstakingly formed English writing. One of the
teachers at the night school finally nerved himself to ask The Question.

“Pardon me, Mrs. Asimov,” he said, stopping her in the hall, “are
you by any chance a relation of Isaac Asimov?”

My mother, who was four feet, ten inches tall, drew herself up to
her full height and said, proudly, “Yes. He is my dear son.”

“Aha,” said the teacher, “no wonder you are such a good writer.”

“I beg your pardon,” said my mother, freezingly, “no wonder he is
such a good writer.”

3

The heat continued into August without letup. We were driven to
even small expedients. As I said in my diary for August 2, “I just got
David a real short haircut. Gertrude sent me out saying, ‘Short’ and
greeted me when I came back with ‘Not that short.””

The heat was accompanied by a very severe polio epidemic in the -
Boston area—the last such epidemic to take place, as it happened, for
the Salk vaccine had just been developed—and that kept us in a state
of terror, too.

4
On August 3, I received my advance copy of The End of Eternity.
The first thing I did was to check the spine. My name was correctly
spelled.
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A few days later I received the news that Planet Stories had ceased
publication. That induced a nostalgic sigh. I had not dealt much with
it; my only published story with them was “Black Friar of the Flame,”
but they took that when no one else would. Now it was gone.

On August 10, I did some calculating from my records and found
that in 17 years of writing, I had sold about 1,250,000 words of fiction.
This was roughly 75,000 words a year, which wasn’t bad, considering
that in those years I had to work in the candy store, in the Navy Yard,
in med school, get my degrees, serve in the Army, and have a wife and
two children.

5

When John Campbell accepted an item, he did so with a check.
‘When he rejected one, however, he would (if the author were an im-
portant and regular contributor) do so with a long letter. Sometimes it
was an unclear letter as he talked endlessly of whatever pet notions he
was pushing at the time. This habit of his intensified in the postdianet-
ics years.

Thus I had written an article entitled “The Abnormality of Being
Normal” on the vast varicty of genes and the virtual certainty that we
were all quite different from each other. I mailed it to him on August
11, 1955, and on August 18 received a long letter from him with the re-
turned manuscript, which he was rejecting (as nearly as I could make
out) for the crime of being too important a subject for Astounding.

I shrugged and, in Septemnber, sent it to F & SF. Boucher rejected
it, too, on September 23 and I retired the article till something else
might turn up.

Then, on the twenty-fAfth, I happened to be visiting Campbell’s
house in New Jersey, and he said to me, “What’s happening to your ar-
ticle on genes?”

I said, dispiritedly, “I tricd F & SF, but they turned it down.”

He said, with obvious astonishment, “Why did you send it to
them?”

“It seemed a possibility.”

“But why not to me?”

It was my turn to be astonished. “I did send it to you. You turned
it down.”

He said, “I did not turn it down. I asked for a revision.” And he
told me what kind of revision.

When I got home, I reread his letter. For the life of me I could
find no revision request in it. However, I revised the article according to
his verbal instructions and, on October 12, I received a check for it.
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6

Robyn was half a vear old on August 19, 1955, and David was four
the dav after. The unprecedented summer heat had been broken by
hurricanes which, fortunately, did not produce extensive power failures
(the worst losses of power lasted only twenty minutes). Hurricane
Dianc, however, dropped over a foot of rain on the Boston arca on Au-
gust 18 and 19, and large parts of New Fngland were badly flooded.

This was inconvenient. The World Science Fiction convention
was about to come up in Cleveland over the Labor Day weckend of
Septcmber 2 to 5, and some of the key highways from Boston to New
York were flooded and closed.

My original plan had been to drive the family to New York and
leave them there with the Blugermans, going to Cleveland by myself
(or with Gertrude, if she felt like going)..

As it was I would have to go to New York by train, and taking two
children plus the necessarv luggage on the train scemed too severe a
task. So I went to New York by myself, and Mary Blugerman traveled
in the other direction to keep her daughter and grandchildren com-
pany.

I left for New York by train on Monday, August 29, and went on
my tounds on the thirtieth. T saw Lillian McClintock of Abelard-
Schuman and got her to agree to my doing a book on the chemical ele-
ments as my fourth juvenile science book (though my second and third
were not vet published).

I visited Leo Margulies and his wife, Cylvia, in the evening. Leo
and [ were good friends, now, something I wouldn’t have believed pos-
sible when he drove Sam Merwin to reject “Grow Old With Me” eight
vears before. T also met Fred Dannay (“Ellery Queen”) for the first
time that day.

On August 31, I met Marcia as a married woman, and was very
pleascd indeed with her husband, Nick.

On Scptember 1, 1955, Marty Greenberg picked me up in Manhat-
tan, just two blocks from the old apartment in Stuvvesant Town, and
we drove to Cleveland through mostly cloudy weather, without inci-
dent. It took us twelve hours—which Marty took in stride. I can’t think
of anvone who drives more smoothly and effortlessly.

That night T met André Norton who, writing excellent science-
fiction juvcniles under that name, was actually a woman. The mascu-
line character of science fiction at that time made that sort of thing
scem sensible then,
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As guest of honor, I had a two-room suite (at the convention’s ex-
pense), and I had partics in my room, as the guest of honor was sup-
posed to do. It meant messing up the place with cigarette butts and lig-
uor glasses and not being able to have any privacy or go to sleep till
evervone decided to leave (and they never decided to leave). It seemed
fun at the time but I never again gave parties at conventions.

A very pretty twenty-five-year-old girl named Ruth Landis attended
that convention. It was her first. She looked, to my dazzled eyes, exactly
like Grace Kelly. Dave Kyle saw her first and, like a fool, told her to
wait at the elevator while he ran an errand somewhere. When he came
back, she was gone, for I had seen her waiting there and had spirited
her off. Thereafter, Randall Garrett, Forrest Ackerman, and I (and, I
imagine others, when we weren’t looking) kept squiring her here and
there. On the night of Saturday, September 3, Randy and I found an
all-night diner and we sat up all night with Ruth between us, talking all
sorts of gibberish and loving it.

Dave Kyle had the last laugh, however. Though he was completely
helpless during the convention, he managed to grab Ruth after the con-
vention and eventually he married her.

On the whole, the Cleveland convention may have been small
(only three hundred attended as compared with one thousand at some
carlier conventions and four thousand at some later omes), but it
overflowed with Gemiitlichkeit. Randy and I saw to that single-hand-
edly. Wherever we went, a comet tail of noise and laughter followed us,
much of which we created ourselves.

At one point (I think it was at this convention, though it may just
possibly have been at another) the program was delayed in the morn-
ing, and the audience was restless. Randall suggested he and 1 get up
on the platform and engage in some snappy patter. We did and for a
while we stood there (of approximately equal height and girth) and did
well, I thought—until Harlan Ellison appeared at the back of the hall
and called out, “There they are—Tweedledum and Tweedledee.”

And I called out, “Come up here, Harlan; stand between us and be
the hyphen.” (That got the bigger laugh, I'm glad to say.)

The most characteristic joke (if you can call it that) of the con-
vention arose accidentally. Judy Merril was there, glooming over an
unhappy break in her relationship with a certain writer, and I did a lot
of the arm-on-the-shoulder-buck-up-old-girl routine.

- Then came the awarding of the Hugos—and T'll have to explain
about those.

The annual award of the movie Oscars has inspired annual awards
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of all kinds of named figurines for all kinds of activities, and science
fiction did not lag behind.

The idea first occurred to a gentleman by the name of Hal Lynch,
who passed on the idea to the fans who were organizing the eleventh
convention, in Philadelphia in 1953. Several awards were manufactured
by Jack McKnight of Lansdale, Pennsylvania. They were small stainless-
steel rocket ships, finned at base and center and set on a cylindrical
wooden base on which an appropriately inscribed plaque was set.

There was no feeling at the time that such an award ought to be
repeated; it was just a feature of the eleventh convention. At the
twelfth convention, held in San Francisco in 1954, there were no
awards. At the thirteenth, though, the awards were presented again,
and this time a new design was worked out by Ben Jason of Cleveland.
It was larger than the earlier one, lacked the central fins, and was set on
a cubical base. It could be mass-produced.

These awards were, very naturally, named Hugos (for Hugo Gerns-
back), and from the thirteenth convention on, they have been a feature
of every World Science Fiction convention. The banquet at which
they were awarded has always been the convention’s high point.

At Cleveland, it was Tony Boucher who was toastmaster, and it
was Tony who handed out the Hugos in his own gentle way. The room
was not air conditioned, and it was warm; Tony therefore began by
suggesting that those gentlemen who felt that the warmth was excessive
might feel free to dispense with the usual formality and—

About halfway through his hesitant suggestion, I got the drift,
stood up, and took off my jacket. Since, as guest of honor, I was at the
dais and conspicuous, everyone else did, too, but, as I recall, Tony
didn’t.

One of the Hugos was awarded to the very same science-fiction
writer over whom Judy Merril was mooning, and he was not present to
accept the award. Tony noted that and said, “In his absence, the award
will be accepted by Judy Merril, by whom he has been so often
anthologized.” No one could have thought of a more graceful way of
putting it.

However, I tumed to the person next to me and said, jokingly,
“Anthologized?—Always euphemisms.”

It was a bit of mockery I need not have voiced, but I did whisper
it. I did mean it to be just a quick, private joke. What I didn’t know
was that the microphone in front of me was live. The statement
boomed out, and the entire banquet audience burst out into laughter.
Judy Merril walked up as the waves of merriment parted before her and
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accepted the award—while I sat stricken on the dais. I think I was the
only person in the room not laughing.

It wasn't just that I was horrified at having perpetrated so heartless
a joke. It was that I was certain that as soon as Judy could get her
hands on me, she would kill me.

She didn’t. The next time I saw her, I noted that she looked sweet
and gentle. I therefore sidled up to her (making sure my line of retreat
was clear) and began a kind of incoherent apology. She thrust the
whole thing aside. “It's okay, Isaac,” she said. “It was a good thing.
When I heard everyone laughing, I thought: What's the use of carry-
ing a torch when no one else can possibly take it seriously? So I quit. I
feel much better now.”

She apparently meant it. Even though everyone in the place was
shouting “Anthologize you!” and “Go anthologize yourself,” Judy re-
tumned good for evil. On Monday the ffth, when I felt low because the
convention was coming to an end, Judy dragged me off, fed me coffee,
patted my shoulder, and made like a mother hen until I brightened up
again.

I took the train back on the evening of the fifth and got home
Wednesday afternoon.

It had been a hundred very unusual hours. I had never spent so
long a time being idolized and lionized and made much of. When I got
on the train and walked its length with nobody looking at me or whis-
pering, “There’s Asimov,” I felt as though I couldn’t bear the workaday
world again.

7

The November 1955 F & SF contained my story “Dreamworld.”
It wasn’t much of a story, only five hundred words ending in a terrible
pun, but it marked my mastery of one more science-fiction variety. I
had tried to do it with “Shah Guido G.” four years before, but it wasn’t
till this time that I did it right.

I was hitting F & SF regularly now. The December 1955 issue con-
tained “A Hundred Million Dreams at Once,” which Tony had retitled
“Dreaming Is a Private Thing.”2 I was proud of that story, and because
it ended with a poignant few paragraphs that could easily be applied by
writers to themselves, several of my writer friends wrote to me at once
to praise the story. Heinlein, more jokingly, wrote to tell me that I was
clearly making money out of my neuroses.

1See Opus 100 (Houghton Miflin, 1969).
2See Earth Is Room Enough.



42 IN Joy Strirr FELT

The February 1956 F & SF had “The Message,”® another short-
short story that was all ending.

8

Dr. J. Franklin Yeager of the National Heart Institute in Wash-
ington arrived at the med school on September 29, 1955. He had read
my science fiction and my science writing, particularly “The Sound of
Panting,” and he was anxious to have me do a book on cardiovascular
research, one that would serve to publicize the kind of work in which
the National Heart Institute was interested. It was not, however, to be
a propaganda piece. I would write whatever [ wanted and could publish
it commercially as another one of my books.

I told Yeager that I didn’t really know anything about car-
diovascular research, and he said I could learn. When 1 said that that
would take time and that I had my duties, he spoke of sabbaticals, fel-
lowships, grants, and of visits and stays in Washington.

It was all very exciting for me and I was delighted that this was
happening in full view of the department, for Yeager also spoke to
Walker, for instance. I had no objection whatever to being made to
seem important to them.

On October 4, I traveled to Washington for the first time (as op-
posed to passing through when I was in the Army just ten years be-
fore), and I did so at government expense. I took the overnight slecper.

I was shown around the National Heart Institute and I spent the
evening and night at the home of Dr. and Mrs. Yeager, where I was, ac-
cording to my diary, “treated like a king. Room and private bath, good
meal, books and music.”

I stayed three days altogether, and when I got back to school, I
discussed the matter with Walker. He approved but thought I could
easily do it without abandoning any school duties. At his advice, I saw
Robert W. Wilkins of the school’s Department of Medicine. He was a
pleasant gentleman who impressed me favorably (he was also the first
to introduce the use of tranquilizers into the United States). He ad-
vised me to write a memo on the subject to Keefer, and I did. ‘Eventu-
ally, on October 25, Keefer approved.

I had touched all bases and all seemed well.

8 See Earth Is Room Enough.
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9

On October 11, 1955, Stanley called to say he was getting married
about Thanksgiving and he had already bought a house.

I was a little nervous about it. Ruth was seven years older than
Stan, and she had an eight-year-old son who was as headstrong as
David. Did Stan know what he was doing? I didn’t discuss the thing
with him, of course, since I had no right to interfere—and if I had, I'm
sure Stanley would have shut me up in half a second—but I worried.

But at least the news inspired Gertrude and myself to get to house-
hunting with renewed vigor. 1f Stanley could find a house, surely we
could.

10

Lloyd Roth of my prewar days at Columbia was passing through
Boston, and on Qctober 19 we had lunch together. I hadn’t seen him
for seven years. He had an M.D. now as well as a Ph.D.

11

On October 19, Robyn was eight months old. She could sit if you
sat her up and stand if you stood her up, but she didn’t enjoy either po-
sition.

As for myself, I had started The Naked Sun, a new novel that was
to be a sequel to The Caves of Steel. I had also started Building Blocks
of the Universe, the new science juvenile on chemical elements for
Abelard-Schuman.

12

Past events are not easily forgotten when you keep a diary. On No-
vember 1, 1955, I carefully noted that ten years ago that day I was in-
ducted into the Army.

And on that tenth-anniversary day I was doing my best to induct
myself into something else—Yeager's project. I called him and
suggested that I receive a grant that would include ffteen hundred dol-
lars-to the school (as overhead, something that usually accompanied all
grants, to the school’s great satisfaction), two thousand dollars to me,
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fifteen hundred dollars for a secretary (Walker's suggestion), and two
thousand dollars travel expenses. The next day I wrote a letter adding
five hundred dollars for an electric typewriter, making the payment to
me twenty-five hundred dollars in all.

13

On November 18, Dr. Yeager visited me. We discussed the details
of the grant application, and over the next few days I worked it out in
full, got the necessary signatures and covering letters, and took the
whole thing over to Keefer’s office on the twenty-first.

On November 23, I got a letter from Keefer, and for the first time
I was subjected to what I had heard described as “Keefer's sneer.”

Keefer wrote that he wouldn't approve the book deal if 1 got royal-
ties for it. So far, so good. He then added a final and entirely unneces-
sary sneer to the effect that many faculty members would be willing to
write books if they were paid to do so and could collect royalties in ad-
dition.

My impulse, of course, was to answer at once, but I knew that I
might as well wait and let the first slam-bang fury die down. I had a
good excuse to do so since we were all about to attend Stanley’s wed-
ding in New York, which was scheduled for the twenty-sixth.

We did attend. Marcia and Nick were there, too, and we drove
them back to their place in Queens afterward. Marcia was pregnant.

Naturally, I had plenty of time in the course of the trip to New
York and back to write imaginary letters in my head, and I had no trou-
ble batting one out once I got back to the med school. The fury, how-
ever, hadn’t settled, and if Keefer's letter was a sneer, mine was
haughty.

I pointed out that I didn’t need a grant to write a book; that I had
been a professional writer for seventeen years; that I had published six-
teen books in six years; that my writing earnings were higher than my
school salary, and that no other faculty member could match this—nor
could they do so merely by getting a grant.

Furthermore, I went on, growing more angry as I wrote, unless I
could collect royalties, I would certainly not apply for the grant, but
would write the book on my own. And if I did so, T would get my royal-
ties just the same, but the school would not collect its overhead.

I checked the letter with Walker, who approved it, glad, no doubt,
to have someone talk tough to Keefer. I took it in to Keefer's office on
November 29, and the next day, Keefer's reply came. He backed down;
I could have royalties.
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The first round was to me. What I didn’t quite see was that it was
only the first round. Keefer hadn't given up; he was merely preparing to
shift the ground of battle.

14
I had three books published in 1g55:

14. The Martian Way and Other Stories (Doubleday)
15. The End of Eternity (Doubleday)
16. Races and People (Abelard-Schuman)

Races and People, which had appeared in November, was a collab-
oration. It was “by William C. Boyd and Isaac Asimov.” However, I
had done every bit of the writing, using, to be sure, Bill's book on the
subject as my reference.

I was already establishing my book career as something that was to
be characterized by both qlantity and variety. My books had now been
appearing for six years, and in no year had there been fewer than two.
In one year, 1952, there had been four.

What’s more, among these sixteen books were science-fiction
novels for adults, science-fiction novels for youngsters, collections of
science-fiction short stories, textbooks at the professional level, and sci-
ence for the general public.

I was pleased. I felt that the increasing number of nonfiction books
dealing with science at various levels, combined with my associate pro-
fessorship, had made my position at school unassailable. And since the
director of the institution was clearly my enemy, I needed unas-
sailability.

My earnings were disappointing. My school income was six thou-
sand dollars, but my writing income had shrunk to less than eighty-nine
hundred dollars, only three quarters what it had been the year before.
It was not unexpected. The science-fiction magazine held was fading, as
I had known it would, from its peak in the early 1950s, and I had failed:
to make a magazine sale for The End of Eternity, which had cost me
nearly three thousand right there.

My total income was still nudging fifteen thousand dollars, and it
was the fourth year in a row where it was either that or more than that,
so teally, there was nothing to worry about. Besides which, I had three
books in press and three more in preparation, so surely there was noth-
ing to worry about—I hoped. ’
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15

With the end of 1955, I had been keeping a diary for 18 years—
half my life. .

On January 2, 1956, I was 36, and David, now nearly 4%z, could
sing “Happy Birthday” to me. There was no surprise party for me this
year, but there was a devil's-food cake and a box of bow ties (for some
years I had been wearing clip-on bow ties on all but the most stately oc-
casions). All of us but Robyn had some of the cake and milk and were
cheerful. '

A week later, a more prosaic birthday present came. My Doubleday
statement appeared on January ¢, quite early, and totaled thirty-eight
‘hundred dollars. It was much better than the year before, got me off to
a flying start, and represented as much as I had made for the first five
months of the previous year.

Money isn't the primary reason I write, of course (I write for the
love of it), but it is a strong secondary reason. Besides, if 1 were going
to have showdowns with Keefer now and then, I preferred to do my ar-
guing with money in my pocket.

16

For some months, Gertrude had been taking driving lessons once
more, picking up where she had left off nearly six years before. She
didn’t take them in solid, concentrated fashion, unfortunately, so she
had trouble gaining the kind of confidence that comes with driving
a car every day, but by Friday, January 13, 1956, she felt she could take
the test.

Friday the thirteenth lived up to its stercotype this time, however.
I had remained home, taking care of the children, but when the door
was unlocked downstairs and I heard Gertrude sobbing, I knew what
had happened. T got her into bed, and disregarding her statement that
she would give up, I called the driving teacher and arranged for addi-
tional lessons for her. I told her, quite firmly, that if I could learn to
drive a car, anyone could. Then I took David out to a local restaurant
and kept him there for quite a while, giving Gertrude a chance to
recover.

By evening, her confidence had returned.

17
On January 15, 1956, David and 1 drove to New York, and on the
next day I made my rounds.
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I visited Abelard-Schuman and handed in the manuscript of Build-
ing Blocks of the Universe.

I also visited Larry Shaw, an old-time fan, who was now editor of a
new science-fiction magazine that was bucking the tide of failure
among other magazines. The new magazine was Infinity Science Fic-
tion. Larry, a short fellow with thick glasses, a big pipe, and a very quiet
voice, wanted stories from me and I submitted one called “Someday”
about a little mistreated story-telling machine. He read it and accepted
it on the spot.

I saw Campbell and Margulies during the day and then spent the
evening with Gerard Pick and his wife, Helena, a plump and pretty
blonde.

Gerard had got in touch with me some time before because he
wanted one of my stories for an anthology. I called him when I was in
New York on one of the previous occasions, and when the phone was
picked up at the other end, a woman’s voice in my ear said, “Drop
dead!”

I flinched a little and then said, “Could I speak to Gerard Pick be-
fore 1 drop dead?” .

It was Mrs. Pick, of course, who had been expecting a call from
someone to whom her remark would have been fttingly humorous. She
was overwhelmed with embarrassment and by the time she was through
apologizing, we were good friends and nothing would do but that next
time I was in New York, I must have dinner with them.

January 16 was the time, but the meal, although very good from
the culinary standpoint (for Helena was, as promised, a good cook),
proved to be a hectic one. Shortly before arriving, I had called the
Blugermans to inquire about David. He was all right but they told me
that Gertrude had called to say that she thought she had found a suita-
ble house but that they wouldn't take a deposit from her unless I
approved also.

There was nothing to do but drive home the next day and go over
with her to see the house.

It was in West Newton, about two miles south of our Waltham
apartment. It was at 45 Greenough Street. On the main floor, it had a
large living-room/dining-room combination, an adequate kitchen, and
three rather small bedrooms, so that we could have one and assign an-
other to each of the children.

There was a basemnent with two large rooms semifinished, one of
which ‘was a playroom, the other a laundry. There was a two-car, heated
garage under the bedroom portion of the house so that never again, if
we took the house, would I be unable to start the car because of the
cold, or have to sweep snow off a car before I could use it.
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The living room faced the back of the house, where there was a
porch (without a roof, which had blown off in the recent hurricanes)
and a pleasant quarter-acre backyard (with a barbecue pit) in which
the kids could play. The bedrooms faced the front. There were two
bathrooms, and the one attached to the master bathroom had a stall
shower. There was also a hopper in the basement.

Most interesting of all was the fact that there were two finished
rooms in the attic (but no plumbing), which I could use as an office.

Add to that the fact that there were adequate closets, that Newton
was known nationwide for the excellence of its school system, and that
the price was no more than twenty-four thousand dollars, and what
more could we ask? I put down a check for one thousand dollars at
once as a deposit. On January 20, I signed a full agreement, and we set-
tled down to wait for a title clearance.

As though to celebrate, Robbie, who was now eleven months old,
produced the first sign of two incisors peeping through her gums.

There were other reasons to celebrate, too. Writing was going well!
I was ready to start the final copy of The Naked Sun, and I had per-
suaded Brad into letting me do another book of unconnected short sto-
ries, this one to contain a larger number of shorter stories than in The
Martian Way and Other Stories. 1 was collecting the manuscripts of
stories to appear in that new book; and I was selling additional short
stories to the magazines as rapidly as I could write them.

With books showing every sign of pouring out in a steady stream,
and with the thought of the large Doubleday statement that month, I
favored buying the house outright—just putting down an additional
check for twenty-three thousand dollars.

We could do it. Living with our accustomed prudence, we had ac-
cumulated—despite the expense of two babies—a bank account of
thirty-Gve thousand dollars by then.

Gertrude, however, thought it unwise to cut our savings by two
thirds at one stroke, and she said a2 mortgage would be a good way of es-
tablishing credit. Therefore I applied at my local bank for a hfteen-
thousand-dollar mortgage, to stretch over twenty years at whatever the
going rate of interest was. I arranged, however, for permission to pay
larger installments than called for if I could do so—saving on interest,
of course. The bank readily agreed, judging from my appearance, I sup-
pose, that they were in no danger of losing interest. (To ordinary peo-
ple, I look stupid; to banks, I look poor.)

Buoyed up by the house situation, Gertrude was taking the addi-
tional driving lessons I had arranged for her. On February 2, she took
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another test, and in the worst possible weather, for a sleet storm hit the
city. Despite that, she passed, and had her license.

By February 15, the title was cleared and the old owners had
moved out. Our painter moved in, with his paraphernalia.

18

Robbie was one year old on February 19, 1956. She weighed eight-
een pounds and had two teeth. She still didn’t like standing and she
showed no signs of walking.

On that day I picked out science-fiction wallpaper for what was to
be my office and writing room. It had spaceships on it, planets with
rings, and so on.

When Gertrude passed on my choice to the painter, he looked at
it in disbelief and said, “Does the doctor know that this is children’s
wallpaper?”

“The doctor is in his second childhood,” said Gertrude, and that
settled it.

On February 22, we celebrated Washington's birthday by driving
to the new house—with Gertrude at the wheel.

On March 3, I drove my car into the garage of the new house, en-
joying the feeling of having a car in my own garage for the first time in
my life.

I raced to finish The Naked Sun before everything became a sham-
bles. I mianaged. On March 10, 1956, The Naked Sun was complete,
and on March 12 we moved—and left the Waltham apartment after
having lived in it for nearly five years, and having had both our chil-
dren there.

The next day, we had a phone—one on the wall in the kitchen and
an extension in my office upstairs. Heavens! the luxury in which we
were living.
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West Newton

1

We were now landed gentry, but we found out almost at once that
houses have their disadvantages.

We had a nice wide driveway on the street side of the house, and
on Friday, March 16, 1956, four days after we had moved in, it started
snowing about noon. It kept on snowing. That in itself was not surpris-
ing. It had been a bitterly cold winter, following the bitterly hot, dry
summer, and there had been much snow.

But this snowstorm kept on snowing and storming and turned out
to be the worst of the season. The wind blew it into the driveway and
the retaining walls on either side kept it there, so that when I woke on
Saturday morning, there were three feet of snow in the driveway. I am
not exaggerating or being dramatic. I measured the snow depth.

There had been times, as it happened, when I shoveled snow for
my father to make a path in front of the candy store. That had always
been a minor job. Since I had left the candy store, fourteen years be-
fore, I had not shoveled one snowHfake.

At 7:15 A.M. on Saturday, I started shoveling with one of the snow
shovels I had bought as part of the normal paraphernalia of a New
England house. All Saturday, I chipped away at the snow mountain in
front of the house, and finally in the evening, two men and a Jeep came
around and for eight dollars bulldozed away most of the snow, leaving
it to me to do the work around the edges and along the walkways on ei-
ther side of the house.

Whereupon on Monday, March 19, another blizzard hit, and this
time we ended with four feet of snow in the driveway. It was the worst
one-two snowstorm in the history of the Boston Weather Bureau, nor
has anything like it been repeated since—and it came in the first week
that I moved into the new house.

We were too inexperienced to shovel the snow away from the im-
mcdiate contact it made with the walls of the house. Inside the porch
in back of the house the snow piled up against the house halfway to the
roof, well above the copper fashing that kept the house impervious to
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water from outside. When the warmth of the house started melting
that snow, the water trickled down the inside of the flashing and into
the cellar. I had to race home from school to try to deal with it.

And the hot-water heater, with the discrimination for which such
objects are noted, chose this time to go on the fritz, so that we had to
call the appliance people, who already had more than they could han-
dle.

It all worked out in the end and never again did we have such a
ten-day period in the house—but that was the first ten-day period. It
hit us hard. We lost all our euphoria conceming the house, and it never
really returned.

2

There were other problems that seemed to be inseparable from the
design of the house. When the snow on the roof melted, it would drip
down, forming huge icicles and making puddles on the paths on either
side of the house. These would freeze at night and make the paths and
steps extremely dangerous in the morning. Had the paths been placed
three fect away from the actual walls and eaves of the house, this would
not have happened.

And in the fall, as we discovered half a year later, the trees shed
their leaves, and raking proved even more time-consuming than shovel-
ing. And for eight months a year there was lawn-mowing.

I hated doing anything about the house and grounds. In the first
place, I had no aptitude for it; and in the second, I had better things to
do.

It made me look bad because all around us there were husbands
mowing and hedge-clipping and planting and weeding and doing all
kinds of things. Why not? If they weren’t actually working, there was
nothing else to do. For myself, I was always working. I didn’t keep
hours, for goodness sake; so I had to hire people when I could to do
these things. That looked bad.

3
In the short space of time between the two storms, T received the
April 1956 Astounding with “The Dead Past™ in it. The story, one of
my favorites, is most memorable to me for what I put in it accidentally.
"What T was planning was a story that inverted the usual assump-

1See Earth Is Room Enough.
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tions that government planning is tyrannical and that freedom of
scientific inquiry is good. In’ the course of the story, however, 1 threw
in, almost at random, a reference to Carthage that somehow took on a
lifc of its own and quite unexpectedly introduced a subplot that pro-
vided the whole course of the story with excellent motivation. Any
critic reading the story is bound to conclude I planned that subplot
from the beginning, though I swear I didn’t. It made me wonder if [
did some planning that I didn’t recognize as such, as my old philoso-
pher-friend Gotthard Guenther had once implied.

The May 1956 Science Fiction contained my story “Living
Space.”? At that time, Science Fiction was being edited by that old Fu-
turian, Robert W. Lowndes. He worked on a tight budget and had very
little money to spend. When he asked me for a story now and then,
however, I let him have it, but on my conditions.

T would not send him a story from the bottom of the barrel. I
would write one for him, just as though I were writing it for Astound-
ing. In return, if he liked it, I would expect him to pay the Astounding
rate of four cents a word. If he didn’t like it {or if he wanted to take a
chanct), he could send it back to me. I would then send it on to As-
tounding and Galaxy, and if they rejected it I would recognize the story
as not first-rate Asimov and I would send it back to Lowndes, who
might then have it (if he wished) at whatever his usual rates were.

I tried this same device on other ordinarily low-paying markets and
it worked perfectly. Never once was one of my stories sent back to me
on the gamble. As a result, some of my best stories of the period, in-
cluding my all-time best (in my opinion), appeared in minor science-
fiction magazines—which paid me top rates for them.

4

On March 28, I drove to New York, where I submitted The Naked
Sun to both Doubleday and Campbell.

On this occasion, Campbell, to whose house in Mountainside,
New Jersey, I had driven to make the submission, proudly showed me
his newest toy. It was called the “Hieronymus machine” after its inven-
tor, and it was a device of surpassing idiocy. It contained a meaningless
electric circuit inside, one that could (Campbell seriously claimed)
even be replaced by a paper diagram of the circuit without impairing its
efficiency.?

To work the machine, you turned a dial while stroking a plastic

2Sce Earth Is Room Enough.
8 Which is true, I suppose, since you can’t impair zero efficiency.
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surface, and at some reading of the dial there would be a change in the
feel of the surface. It would become stickier. From the dial reading at
this point one could diagnose diseases and so on.

Campbell insisted I try the machine. Ordinarily, I would have re-
fused, since I lack any desire at all to lend myself to such folly. On this
occasion, though, I was delivering a manuscript on which thousands of
dollars would rest on Campbell’s decision and, frankly, since the dianet-
ics thing, I no longer trusted the rigidity and integrity of his judgment.

So I agreed to play. Naturally, no matter how I turned the dial I
felt no change in the feel of the plate; there was no onset of stickiness
and I certainly wasn’t going to lie to Campbell and say there was so
that he could then use me as evidence of the working of the Hieron-
ymus machine.

So I twisted and stroked, and stroked and twisted, while my fingers
grew sweaty with anxiety and began to slip more casily along the plate.

“Mr. Campbell,” I said, hesitantly, but truthfully, “the plate feels
slippery.”

“Aha,” said Campbell, triumphantly, as he carefully took the read-
ing. “Negative stickiness!”

And that’s how great nonsense discoveries are made.

Yet I might have saved myself the trouble if I were trying to use
my compliance to sell him the novel, for he read through it that day
and when I returned the next, he rejected it. I was quite dismayed, but
after we talked it over, ways of revising it to meet Campbell’s objec-
tions were devised.

That was a relief, for I wanted it in Astounding, even though it
was the sequel to The Caves of Steel, which had appeared in Galaxy. It
seemed to me that I ought to alternate serals between Gold and
Campbell.

I also gave Campbell another gag article, “Paté de Foie Gras,” a
mock-serious study of a goose that laid golden eggs, which I thought
was much cleverer than my thiotimoline articles. Campbell took the
new article without trouble.

On that occasion, too, I picked up an unusually large check from
Marty Greenberg: one for $750.

5

I attended the student-faculty show on April 7, 1956. I did that
every year and I routinely gave a talk as part of the festivities—a funny
talk, naturally.

I had become quite used to doing this, since I always talked at any
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science-fiction gatherings I attended—not just the national conven-
tions, but small local gatherings, too.

Generally, I had no trouble. Once in a rare while, though, I did
poorly, and this was one of those rare whiles. According to my diary,
“My own bit at the show, by the way, was a flop, but total. Hostile au-
dience.”

1 don't remember why they were hostile or how it showed itself,
but T never took part in a student-faculty show again. In fact, I never
attended one again.

I do remember, though, that I made some humorous comments
about Dean Soutter’s secretary, who wore skin-tight clothes and had the
figure to make the procedure worthwhile. The secretary complained to
Soutter, and Soutter called me in to his office and asked me to apolo-
gize in writing.

I pointed out the generally licentious tone of the show (and my
comments were as nothing compared to the tastelessness of some of the
proceedings). Soutter said that the standards of behavior for faculty
were tighter than for students.

I thought about it, decided I was in the wrong, and typed the
required apology. I also typed a letter of resignation, showed it to Sout-
ter, and asked if he wished me to put it through channels.

“No,” he said, “I asked for an apology. Nothing more.”

That was a relief. It had occurred to me that I might be hounded
over little things just to force my resignation through petty humilia-
tions. (Such things have been'known to take place.) What I had done
was a risky test of that.

Had he asked me to put my resignation through channels, I would
have counted on Walker to stop it. Had Soutter himself accepted my
resignation then and there, I'd have been in trouble indeed, but I
didn’t feel he would choose to go over the department head. As it
was, I felt Soutter was being honest and that I might be able to rely on
him in future crises.

6

I sent in the revised The Naked Sun on April 10, and, thank
goodness, Campbell took it, as I found out when I called him on the
sixtcenth. It meant nearly three thousand dollars, and this time I didn’t
even have to hand over 10 per cent to Fred.

But then, the next day, Brad called and told me that The Naked
Sun nceded a lot of work. He complained of my inaccurate use of



West Newton 55

words. As an example, he questioned the phrase “knife-edge sudden-
ness.” How sudden, he wanted to know, is a knife edge?

I chafed at this and found myself wishing that editors wouldn’t try
to be writers. I still hadn’t reached the stage where I felt I could cross
him, but I longed to tell him that “knife-edge suddenness” meant that
something had changed in a period of time no greater than the width
of a knife’s edge, and that it was a colorful metaphor that no reader
would fail to understand. [ kept my mouth shut, though.

I drove to New York and on the nineteenth went over The Naked
Sun with him. Things weren’t too bad. No more work was involved in
Brad’s case than there had been in Campbell’s. By April 29, I had com-
pleted the revision, incorporating Campbell’s changes (at least, those I
wanted to make permanent), and with this Brad was satisfied.

7

I got what seemed to me the brilliant idea of writing an article on
the names of the elements. What did the names mean and why were
they given to the individual elements?

I wrote to Campbell to suggest the notion, and when I didn’t hear
from him at once, I found I could not wait, but began the article on
April 29, 1956. It was the longest article I had yet written—seventy-five
hundred words—and I didn’t finish till the evening of May 6. I still had
not heard from Campbell, so I mailed it to him on the morning of the
seventh, and when the mail arrived later in the day, there was a letter
from him, vetoing the idea.

That was embarrassing. There was nothing to do but write a
special-delivery letter to him, explaining that I had sent the article
prematurely and asking him to return it without even opening the enve-
lope. I then put it out of my mind as an example of just one more of
those fiascos with which a free-lancer’s life is flled.

On May 17, I was off being interviewed on a daytime talk show on
radio, and called Gertrude afterward for her opinion on how I sounded.
She dutifully told me I sounded fine and then said, “There’s a $225
check that’s arrived.”

I was puzzled. There was no check of that size due. “For what?” I
said. .

“For you,” she said.

“I mean, what have I sold?” T said pettishly.

“Something called ‘Names! Names! Names!’ ”, she said.

That was what I called my article on the names of elements. “It’s
from Campbell?” I asked, thunderstruck.
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“Yes,” she said.

I called him up at once to ask what had happened.

He said he had gotten my letter. before the manuscript arrived, but
when it did, he couldn’t resist taking a look at it and it turned out
much better than he had imagined it would be, so he bought it.

Listening to that, I decided I had reached the stage where it was
useless to consult editors in advance. More and more, I simply wrote
what I pleased and then put it up to them.

8

I had been gathering references and making changes in the copy of
the second edition of the textbook that had been sent me—one with
the intervening blank pages. Then in early spring, Dick Hoover of
Williams and Wilkins had written to say he would want the manu-
script for the third edition by November.

On May 2, Walker, Boyd, and I sat down for the first of our triple
conferences over the third edition. It went pretty quickly. We had the
book well organized now and had only to update. The big job would be
the index, of course, for even minor changes threw the pagination out
so that the index would have to be done from scratch.

Walker and Boyd didn’t worry about that, though. They knew
that I would take care of the index—and all of the other routine de-
tails.

9

Meanwhile, the final official confirmation of the cardiovascular
research project had arrived on May 8.

My excitement over it had died down considerably. Now that I
had had months to think of it, the glamor had faded. I didn't want to
spend inordinate amounts of time and effort traveling about the coun-
try learning all there was to know about cardiovascular research. The
twenty-five hundred dollars of the grant plus the royalties of the book
could not possibly replace the money lost through my not being able to
do science fiction in the interval.

The trouble was that it was becoming apparent to me that time
was the most valuable property I had, and that I could not afford to sell
it cheaply. And it was becoming rapidly more valuable too. My writing
earnings in 1956, thanks to the large Doubleday royalty and my sale of
The Naked Sun to Campbell, had already reached the nine-thousand-
dollar mark, and it was only early May.
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Yet I could not refuse to do the book. I had pushed for it hard
enough, and to abandon it might make it seem that I was knuckling
under to Keefer. It eventually occurred to me, therefore, that I ought to
write two books. The first one would be a book on blood and all its
ramifications, which I would call The Living River. That book I could
do in my usual fashion, working from reference material.

Then, for a sequel, so to speak, I could write the book on car-
diovascular research. That, however, would require another grant, and I
simply wouldn’t apply for another one.

This was a little underhanded, but I rationalized that the first
book would be valuable to the National Heart Institute and that I
would write it as well as I could. But even so, I felt guilty, and I let a
long time pass without starting the book or, indeed, doing anything at
all on the grant. And, as the months passed, the whole thing weighed
more and more heavily on my mind and conscience.

10

We had some minor snowfalls after the double whammo in
March, one as late as April 8, giving us a White Passover, but by May,
summer was on its way and no mistake. On May 17, I mowed the lawn,
and that was the first time in my life I had ever used a lawnmower.

There had been some hot days already by then, but the house
remained quite cool. The main foor was not directly exposed to the
sun after all, and there was complete four-way ventilation.

The attic, however, which was my workroom, was the duplicate, as
far as temperature was concerned, of the Somerville attic. This time it
was bearable, since I could always set my typewriter up in the basement
during heat waves and since I knew I would eventually purchase an air
conditioner.

11

On May 20, 1956, Gertrude and I went out to dinner for a slightly
belated birthday celebration for her. With us were the Soodaks, Morris
and Edith. We had met Edith at Chester’s Zunbarg in 1948, and she
could tell jokes in Yiddish very well. She was an intelligent and vi-
vacious girl, and she married Morris not long after we had come to Bos-
ton. When they came to Boston as well, we became friends. Morris was
a short fellow, who, like Edith, could tell jokes well. He was sometimes
frenetic and overexcited, but then so was I. )

Edith’s birthday was also within a few days of this period, as was
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that of another woman present. It was therefore a triple birthday cele-
bration for the four couples present altogether.

It was Gertrude’s first birthday as a house owner (the house was in
both our names, of course), and the feeling that the trauma of house-
hunting had been lifted from our shoulders for a long time, perhaps for-
ever, was a good one, and contributed to the feeling of festivity.

In fact, so overwhelmed was I with the end-of-sorrow illusion, that
when one of the other women (not Gertrude) said pessimistically that
she felt “a mood” coming on I said, “For heaven’s sake, avoid that.
Remember, ‘mood’ spelled backward is ‘doom.’” It snapped her right
out of the mood.

\What I remember most about that meal is this: I had ordered
Lobster Diavolo, and Gertrude, who had been studying the menu in-
decisively, said, “That sounds good. Bring me one, too.”

Fventually, the waiter arrived with an enormous platter on which
both orders for Lobster Diavolo rested in succulent and widespread
glory. He put it proudly down in front of me, for it was a dinner fit for
rovalty, and the two of us, redoubted trenchermen though we were,
would have trouble finishing it.

And I said, calmly, “Well, that looks good. And where is my wife’s
platter?”

12

I hadn’t wanted a mortgage in the first place, but since I got one
to cstablish a credit rating, it seemed to me the credit rating would be
even higher if I paid it off quickly. What I did, then, was to pay it out
of current income, in installments as frequent and as large as I could
manage. I was careful, however, not to touch our savings past the slash
caused by the necessity of making the down payment on the house to
begin with. ’

Thus, on March 21, I used part of Campbell’s check for The
Naked Sun to present a payment of twenty-seven hundred dollars te
the bank.

13
Of course, we all have our little superstitions, and I tend to feel
that any change in venue might affect my writing. Every time I move,
it is always a relief to me to find that I can still write, even though my
surroundings have changed.
I shouldn’t have worried this time, though. By May 22, we had
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been there ten weeks and I had sold two articles and a poem parody, to
say nothing of having revised a novel successfully for both Campbell
and Brad. I had not, however, written and sold a complete work of
fiction since I had moved into the house, and that made me a little un-
easy.

On May 22, then, I was delighted to get word from Larry Shaw
that he was taking “Jokester,” which I had written earlier that month.

“Jokester” had arisen out of a lunch I had had with Larry. T was
telling him a number of jokes (I'm a good jokester), and he said,
“Who makes up these jokes, Isaac?”

“Who can say?” I said.

Larry said, “Why don’t you write a science-fiction story about it?”

So I did, and included six of my favorite short jokes as part of the
story.

And if that wasn’t enough, I went on to write what was (in my
opinion) the best science-fiction story I ever wrote and (if you want my
secret opinion) the best science-fiction story anyone ever wrote—much
better than “Nightfall’—and I wrote it right there in the house in
West Newton.

It came about this way:

On June 1, 1956, I received a request from Bob Lowndes for an-
other story. I was already thinking about writing another story about
Multivac (“Franchise,” which had been the first, had been written as a
direct consequence of my introduction to Univac in the 1952 election).

I had worked out ever greater developments of Multivac, and even-
tually I was bound to consider how far I could go; how far the human
mind (or, anyway, rmy human mind) could reach.

So as soon as I got Bob’s lctter I sat down to write “The Last
Qucstion,” which was only forty-seven hundred words long, but in
which T detailed the history of ten trillion years with respect to human
beings, computers, and the universe. And, in the end—but no, you'll
have to read the story, if you haven't already.

I wrote the whole thing in two sittings, without a sentence’s hesita-
tion. On June 4 I sent it off, and on June 11 I got the check from
Lowndes—at four cents a word.

I knew at the instant of writing it that I had bccome involved in
something speeial. When 1 finished it, I said, in my diary, that it was
“the computer story to end all computer stories, or, who knows, the
science-fiction story to end all science-fiction stories.” OF course, it may
well be that no one else agrees with me, but it was my opinion at the
time, and it still is today.

While I was writing and selling these stories, previously sold storics
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appeared. In the June 1956 Saint Detective Magazine, there appeared
my story “What's in a Name?”* The magazine had altered the name of
the story to the utterly undistinguished “Death of a Honey-Blonde,”
but I changed it back when it appeared in one of my collections. It was
the first piece of fiction I had published that was not science fiction. It
was a “straight” mystery, although its characters were chemists, its set-
ting a chemistry department, and its solution depended upon a chemi-
cal gimmick. It was therefore borderline science fiction.

The May 1956 Astounding contained “The Abnormality of Being
Normal™;® the July 1956, F & SF contained “The Dying Night,”¢ an-
other Wendell Urth story, and the August 1956 Infinity contained
“Someday.”?

14
As of July 1, 1956, my salary was raised again, to sixty-five hundred
dollars a year. I had not asked for the raise.

15

Fletcher Pratt died on June 10, 1956, at the age of fifty-nine. He
had organized the war games I attended in the years just before I went
to Philadelphia. He had also supervised my interview by the students at
the Breadloaf Conference.

I remember walking along a New York street with him some time
in 1955, while he was telling me of a book he was planning on the his-
tory of cooking. The Chinese, he said, always suffered a shortage of fuel
but never suffered a shortage of hands, so they chopped all their food
and quick-fried. The medieval Europeans, however, with a shortage of
labor but endless supplies of fuel, developed stews and casseroles that
could be heated for hours without attention.

Then we said good-bye, and I remember his smile as he waved his
hand and turned away—and I never saw him again.

16

Robyn was a year and a quarter now and would still neither stand
nor walk spontaneously, though she would do both if allowed to hold
on and if urged forward.

4 See Asimov's Mysteries.
5 See Only a Trillion.

8 See Asimov's Mysteries.
7Sce Earth Is Room Enough.
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Then, on June 14, 1956, when Gertrude and I were in the kitchen,
talking, Robyn walked in. She was a tiny little creature, with her long
blond hair in a pageboy, and Gertrude said, “Hello, Robyn!”

It took a couple of seconds for us to do the double-take and say, si-
multaneously, “You're walking!”

And so she was. She had finally decided it was time on that day,
and she never went back to crawling. From then on, somehow, she
wasn’t a baby anymore, but a little girl—blond-haired, blue-eyed, and
beautiful.

17

June saw the temperature hit the high nineties for several days in a
row, and I was forced to move my typewriter into the basement where,
on June 15, I began another story for Lowndes called “Each an
Explorer.” I finished it in three days.

On June 17, I drove to New York with David, after some fear that
I might not be able to do so because a small group of special techni-
cians threatened a strike that would tie up the New York subway sys-
tem. Fortunately, the danger passed.

In the course of the trip, I submitted “Each an Explorer” to
Lowndes, which he eventually took, and found that Campbell had ac-
cepted another article, “The Sea-Urchin and We,” on comparative bio-
chemistry. I also discovered that I had sold “First Law” (which I had
written ffteen years before for “Probability Zero”) to Fantastic Uni-
verse.

On June 24, I started still a third story for Lowndes. This one, in-
spired by the near-miss subway strike, was called “Strikebreaker” and
dealt with a situation where the strike of one man completely stops a
world and threatens it with destruction. It was another one that went
very quickly, and on the twenty-seventh I sent it to Lowndes. He took
that one, too.

I was also about to begin the fifth of my Paul French juveniles,
Lucky Starr and the Moons of Jupiter. The whole rationale for the Paul
French pseudonym had disappeared, since there wasn't going to be any
TV series. I made no effort to hide my identity, therefore, and in Lucky
Starr and the Moons of Jupiter 1 even introduced the three laws of
robotics, which was a dead giveaway to Paul French’s identity for even
the most casual reader.

I also dropped the “space ranger” bit, with the comny Futuristic
space shield Lucky Starr was supposed to wear. It never appeared after
the second book in the series.
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Copies of the fourth book of the series, Lucky Starr and the Big
Sun of Mercury, had reached me on March 16, 1956.

The student-nurse textbook, Chemistry and Human Health, had
come out even earlier in the year. Of all the books on my list, it is the
one I least regard. There was no second edition, no second printing, vir-
tually no sales. You couldn’t even say it dropped dead; it was stillbomn.

Copies of Inside the Atom reached me on March 14, 1956. It
proved the most successful of the juvenile science books I wrote for
Abclard-Schuman.

In July, I wrote a series of three interrelated articles for Campbell,
all on biochemistry: “Planets Have an Air About Them,” “The
Unblind Workings of Chance,” and “The Trapping of the Sun.”
Campbell took all three. .

1 was distinctly growing even more interested in writing articles
than in writing stories, and an idea came to me that I began putting
into practice when Lillian McClintock and her husband visited Boston
on July 21. I took them to lunch at Locke-Ober’s and there tried to talk
them into doing a collection of my science articles in Astounding. I
brought her my manuscripts to read.

18

Gertrude and T celebrated our fourteenth wedding anniversary on
July 26, 1956, by going to a good restaurant with our neighbors, Mr.
and Mrs. Harvey Pofcher.

And for once our anniversary (usually celebrated in a sweatbath)
came on a pleasant day. In fact, the summer of 1956, except for the
mid-June heat wave, was extraordinarily pleasant. It was as though the
weather gods knew we were no longer living in a top-floor apartment.

The pleasant weather made it possible for me to continue writing
storics at top speed. One of them was “Let’s Get Together,” which I
bascd on a suggestion by Howard Bensusan, a graduate student at the
medical school. He was a handsome and good-natured fellow who had
fallen prey to polio and was on crutches permanently, though this did
not affect his sunny disposition.

19
Tor the fArst time since David was born, Gertrude and 1 made
plans to have a summer vacation together. This meant leaving the chil-
dren with Mary and John Blugerman. They got in at 8:30 p.M. on the
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night of August 7, 1956, and we left the next day for “Timberland” in
the Adirondacks.

It was not an extremely exuberant vacation, but the surroundings
were pleasant and there were some good points. The entertainer-in-
chief was a young man named Martin Chamin, who did a creditable
imitation of Jerry Lewis.

The first night in our cabin I was disturbed by the low talking, tit-
tering, and laughing of a group of young people just near enough to be
bothersome and just far enough away to be undistinguishable. About 2
AMm. I wearily put on my pants and slippers and walked out the door to-
ward them.

They fell silent as they watched me approach and I said nothing.
Neither did I particularly hasten my steps. Finally, when T was virtually
on top of them, I peered at each one in an exaggeratedly myopic fash-
ion and said, mildly, “I thought there was someone there.”

They burst into relieved laughter (I suppose they had expected
yelling, outraged screaming, followed by complaints to the manage-
ment) and in great good humor broke up and went their separate ways.
It was an example that more could be accomplished by a smile than by
a frown, but I have the greatest difficulty in remembering that in mo-
ments of crisis and outrage.

In any case, Martin Chamin was one of the group, and we were
friends thereafter.

I was sitting on the lawn one day at Timberland when a group of
young men nearby began to talk about science fiction. I called out to
them, “What authors do you like?”

One of them said at once, “Asimov!”

I said, suspiciously, “Do you know my name?”

They didn’t. As always we were all on a first-name basis only. I
revealed myself and after that I was made much of (which I enjoy).
One young woman asked me how many books I had written. T said
“Nineteen,” and she said, “Wow!”

It was the first time, as far as I can remember, that I was asked the
question. I have been asked it continually ever since. Eventually, as the
number became the most important thing about my professional activi-
ties, the question was altered into a sophisticated, world-weary,
“What's the number now, Isaac?”

20

We called Mary every night, and every night she assured us she
was living in paradise. On the sixth night, however, the paradise she de-
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scribed didn't match the shakiness of her voice, and early on August 15
we drove home as fast as we could.

We got home to find that Robyn had an abscess on her chest and
David had a fever of 102. Mary held out Hll we had put down the suit-
cases and then went into hysterics.

For two days I scurried till the children got well and we were back
in the swing.

21

Robyn was a year and a half old on the nineteenth. She could
walk, run, and climb stairs; and amid her voluble gibberish were two
words: “hi” and “cookie.” She had seven teeth.

David was five years old the next day, and we had a delayed birth-
day party for him on the twenty-fourth, one that he decided not to
enjoy but in which Robyn found great delight.

It was our first clear indication of the basic difference between the
two. Whereas David seemed never at ease with other children and pre-
ferred always to go his own way, Robyn was a social animal and melted
easily into any group.

22

On the morning of the twenty-fourth, I found I had little cause for
celebration myself. I felt the familiar abdominal stab that meant I had
a kidney stone, the first of consequence in four years. I promptly drank
two quarts of water and the pain abated, at least for a while.

It came at a particularly bad time, since the World Science Fiction
convention was to be held in New York that year and I was planning to
go. I did not want to be immobilized by a kidney stone.

23
Kidney stone or not, my stories were appearing in the magazines in
a virtual flood. The November 1956 Science Fiction Quarterly (one of
Lowndes’ magazines) contained “The Last Question,”® and the Sep-
tember 1956 Astounding contained “Paté de Foie Gras,”® my gag arti-
cle. I had “First Law"”?° in the October 1956 Fantastic Universe, and
8Sec Nine Tomorrows (Doubleday, 1959).

@ See Only a Trillion.
10 See Rest of the Robots.
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another short-short, “The Watery Place,”!! in Satellite Science Fiction,
the first issue of a new magazine put out by Leo Margulies. Lowndes
published “Each an Explorer”2 in an undated issue of Future (No.
30), and my Gilbert parody, “How to Succeed at Science Fiction With-
out Really Trying” (never placed in one of my collections), in the No-
vember 1956 Science Fiction.

Finally, in the October 1956 Astounding, the first of the three
parts of The Naked Sun appeared.

24

All this, however, was secondary to my plans for the convention. I
was going alone, by train, and I had made arrangements to room with
Harry Stubbs. Harrv made the ideal roommate (if one overlooks the
fact that he is male). He didn’t drink or smoke or carouse; he slept
quietly without the trace of a snore; he was gentle and agreeable at all
times.

Rather it was I who was the pest, involuntarily. I, too, didn’t drink
or smoke or carouse. I am told I snore, but Harry slept too soundly to
be bothered by it. No, my problem was my kidney stone. It didn’t have
me in agony, but there was a dull pain associated with it that made it
very hard for me to be pleasant, vivacious, and effervescent. Worse vet,
the stone managed to get itself into a position where it activated the “I
have to urinate” button, and I was up all night long trying to urinate,
and failing. No amount of intellectual awareness of the fact that the
bladder was empty kept me from the bathroom. What’s more, the
function rooms were not air conditioned, and therefore we had a very
hot and humid weekend (don’t tell me there’s no connection), which
didn't raise the level of my spirits.

Nevertheless, I did what I could. T met sciencefiction writers
Walter Miller and Mildred Clingerman for the first time. Randall Gar-
rett and I shrieked it up in fashion reminiscent of Cleveland, whenever
I could forget my kidney stone long enough to allow it.

Sunday, September 2, 1956, was my worst day. During the after-
noon, I stood in the ballroom, signing books with a scowl on my face,
for I was in agonizing discomfort.

Attending the convention (for that day only so that she and her
brother could attend the banquet that night) was a young woman
named Janet Opal Jeppson, who had just turned thirty.2?

11 See Earth Is Room Enough.

12 See Buy Jupiter and Other Stories.
131 have this story from her, for I don’t remember it at all.
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She had been introduced to science fiction by her brother, John
(who was going to turn twenty-one later that month). Janet fell in love
with science fiction as a result of reading Arthur C. Clarke’s Child-
hood’s End—and he was guest of honor, which accounted for her inter-
est in the banquet. She then went on to my books and loved them as
well.14

Seeing me signing books, Janet rushed to the huckster room to get
something for me to sign. (Every convention has a huckster room
where small dealers sell their secondhand magazines and books, and
science-fiction-related paraphernalia.) She obtained a copy of Founda-
tion and Empire and waited in line.

Finally, she reached me, rather put off by the fact that I was scowl-
ing and looking angry. She had no way of knowing 1 wasn’t angry, but
suffering torture.

I took the book from her, without looking up at her, and said,
“What'’s your name?” so I could inscribe it properly.

“Janet Jeppson,” she said, spelling it.

1 signed appropriately, and said, making conversation, “And what
do you do?”

“I'm a psychiatrist,” she said.

“Good,” I said, quite automatically, for, believe me, I was in no
mood for dalliance, “let’s get on the couch together.”

Janet stalked off, furious, deciding that while my books were great,
I was, personally, a “pill” (her most extreme derogatory term for any-
one) and someone whom she never wanted to see again, lest repeated
exposure to my nastiness spoil her pleasure in my books.

That was my first meeting with Janet.

25

The banquet that night was long and elaborate. Al Capp was a
special guest and delivered a very funny speech that was excellently well
received. Randall Garrett got up to sing the patter song from The
Gondoliers (“Rising early in the moming/We proceed to light the
fire”) but was a little high, I suppose, and didn’t remember the words.
So, since I was sitting at the dais and was supposed to give a talk of my
own, I whispered across to Robert Bloch, who was toastmaster, “Quick,
Bob, introduce me.”

He did, in two sentences, and I was up and grabbed Randall and
made him sing it along with me. I didn’t know all the words either, but

14 Clarke and I are remarkably similar in our appeal. Anyone who likes his books
seems sure to like mine, and vice versa.
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I knew enough to put them into his mind, we interspersed it with our
own brand of lunacy, and it went better than singing it straight would
have.

Then I vanished momentarily to visit the nearest men’s room. I
had wamed the people who were organizing the convention that I
would be periodically leaving the dais and explained why, and they
said that it would be perfectly all right.

But when Arthur Clarke got up to speak, I was determined not to
leave the dais until he was through, lest the audience assume that 1 was
demonstrating my disapproval of what he was saying. I turned slightly
green, therefore, when he rose with something like thirty sheets of typ-
ing paper, which he proceeded to read slowly. I can’t remember ever
spending a more agonizing hour.

There was no use trying to sleep that night. I spent the early part
in Dick Wilson’s room, and the later part in a cafeteria with A. J.
Budrys and Jim Blish, and at 5 A.m. of September 3, I visited the men’s
room, and out came the kidney stone. It was not a very large one at all,
but it had a crystalline outgrowth like a tiny sword.

Why the devil couldn’t T have passed it three days sooner?

The next day, Al Capp drove back to Boston and took me and
Harry Stubbs with him. Al and I alternated jokes all the way back
(with Harry an appreciative audience), so that the ride was like an ex-
tension of the convention.

26

On September 10, 1956, David began kindergarten sessions at
Peirce Grammar Schoo, and I had by then paid off half the mortgage.
But if T was settling down into fatherhood and house ownership and
becoming an old hand at each, the past did not vanish. On September
19, I received a letter from Bernie Zitin of the old Navy Yard days.

What had inspired it was an article I had written—“The By-

+ product of Science Fiction,”'® which had appeared in the August 13,
1956, issue of Chemical & Engineering News, the news organ of the
American Chemical Society. It was my first effort, but certainly not my
last, to explain the importance of science fiction to the great world out-
side. (Tony Boucher referred to me once as “the apostle to the Gen-
tiles.””)

16 Sce Is Anyone There? (Doubleday, 1967).
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27
Another intrusion of the past came when I discovered that living
across the street was Gerry Cohen of the days in Camp Lee. He was
Germry Conrad now, and was married to a pleasant Danish woman. Qur
friendship was renewed at once, though Gerry sounded more cynical
and world-weary than I remembered him.

28

And still my appearances in the magazines continued unabated.
The November 1956 F & SF contained “Gimmicks Three,”'® which
combined the three well-worn gimmicks of pact with the devil, locked-
room mystery, and time travel. (Tony Boucher changed the name of
the story to “The Brazen Locked Room,” but I changed it back when I
put it in a collection.) The December 1956 Infinity contained “Joke-
ster,”¥” and the December 1956, Astounding contained my article
“Names! Names! Names!”. The January 1957 issue of Science Fiction
contained “Strikebreaker,”?8 which, for some reason known only to
Satan, Lowndes had retitled “Male Strikebreaker.”

Bob Mills was editing a magazine called Venture Science Fiction,
a sister magazine to F & SF, and its first issue was dated January 1957.
It was going to feature daring stories with more sex in them than one
expected to find in ordinary science fiction. In that first issue, my story
“The Dust of Death”® appeared. It had no sex at all. It was originally
a Wendell Urth story, but Tony Boucher hadn’t liked it and neither
had Bob Mills. Mills, however, needed stories desperately for that first
issue and I offered to remove the Urth motif. For some reason, he
agreed. .

And in the February 1957 Infinity, “Let’s Get Together"® ap-
peared. In no year yet, had I published as many science-fiction stories as
in 1956.

18 See Earth Is Room Enough.
17 Sce Earth Is Room Enough.
18 See Nightfall and Other Stories.

19 Sece Asimov's Mysteries.
20 See The Rest of the Robots.
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Hiatus at School

1

Dr. Walker's troubles were obviously growing worse. Added to his
commuting difficulties and his depression over Keefer's position as his
superior, there came the fact that in September 1956, Mrs. Walker was
seriously ill and required surgery.

It was too much for him and, on October 2, 1956, he told me he
had resigned as of November 1. He had been my boss for 7% years, and
although we had had our differences, he had, on the whole, been
friendly and understanding, and I was dreadfully upset at his departure.

It was not just the matter of losing him. It was a question of who
was to succeed him. Who would be standing between myself and
Keefer? Surely I would need some buffer, since it was quite obvious to
everyone at the school that I was Keefer's pet abomination on the fac-
ulty.

For the moment, Bill Boyd was going to be acting head of the de-
partment on the basis of seniority, but Bill was no administrator, nor
was he a fighter in any way. He was a good friend and I loved him, but
if it came to a fight between myself and Keefer, there was no chance in
the world that I could expect effectual support from Bill. In fact, [
wouldn’t want him to get in between; he was too likely to get hurt.

A silver lining was that the third edition of the textbook was al-
most done, so that I would not be compelled to make frequent trips to
Ashby to work on it. (I had made some and had visited Mrs. Walker in
the hospital on September 21, for instance.)

A more distant silver lining was that I was certain, now, that there
would never be a fourth edition with Walker gone. I was heartily sick
of the textbook. It was a failure, from beginning to end.

The manuscript of the third edition, almost complete, was mailed
off to Williams & Wilkins on October 16.

I then settled down to live through the hiatus caused by Walker’s
resignation—to see who his successor might be and what the upshot
would be.
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2

Though my various novels had been put into paperback, Pebble in
the Sky remained an exception. Ever since the first offer had fallen
through, nothing further had happened. Then Pyramid Books, one of
the smaller paperback concems, offered to do it, with a one-thousand-
dollar advance, provided I cut the book to fifty-five thousand words. I
agreed with the greatest reluctance and explained carcfully that they
would have to get Doubleday’s permission and that I could in no way
guarantee that they would get it.

I went to considerable trouble cutting Pebble in the Sky and sent
it in to Pyramid on October 1. Pyramid then took up the matter with
Doubleday, and Brad’s secretary, Betty Shapian, called me at once.
Bantam was offering twenty-five hundred dollars with no suggestion of
a cut at all.

It was almost a repeat of what had happened in connection with
The Currents of Space four years before, but the situation was changed.
I had carefully warned Pyramid and had disclaimed personal respon-
sibility.

I explained this to Betty and said, “Give it to Bantam!” And that’s
the way it was.

3

It was another presidential year. Dwight Eisenhower and Richard
Nixon were running for re-election, and opposing for the Democrats
was Adlai Stevenson again, and this time his running mate was Estes
Kefauver. I had precious little doubt that Eisenhower would be re-
elected, even though he had had a heart attack the year before. If there
was any chance of an upset, it vanished on October 30 when Great
Britain and France tried to take over the Suez Canal with the help of
Israel, which sent its armor cutting through the Sinai Desert.

The United States stepped in to prevent this so that the whole
affair ended in a fiasco. Eisenhower was able to take up the role of
world statesman, and the election took place in an atmosphere of world
emergency. On November 6, I gloomily voted for Stevenson, then con-
ceded the election to Eisenhower at 7:25 p.M. I didn’t need Univac.

The Democrats, however, retained both houses of Congress. The
country might trust Eisenhower as a person, but it had a great deal of
diffrculty in trusting the Republicans as a party.
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4

I was tuming out my books regularly. On November 11, I com-
pleted Lucky Starr and the Moons of Jupiter, and I was already work-
ing on a new science book for Abclard-Schuman, one on organic chem-
istry, which I called The World of Carbon.

What'’s more, I was putting together a collection of the stories that
had been flooding the magazines, for Brad had agreed to publish one. I
was still thinking of the remarks of reviewers such as George O. Smith
and the unspeakable Bott concemning my penchant for wandering over
the Galaxy. I therefore picked stories that took place on Earth and
called the book Earth Is Room Enough.

I drove down to New York with David and submitted both Lucky
Starr and the Moons of Jupiter and Earth Is Room Enough to
Doubleday on November 14, 1956.

At Abelard-Schuman, there seemed to be a willingness to do my
collections of essays, but “Names! Names! Names!” was definitely
rejected. That set me back, sincé it was my favorite among the articles
to be included and the longest. Without it, I didn’t have a book’s
worth and I would have to write three articles simply to replace it. I
agreed gloomily to do that and went away, hugging poor “Names!
Names! Names!” to my bosom.

I had the three additional articles done by the end of the month,
To do this, I merely expanded and popularized several of the articles
that had appeared in The Journdl of Chemical Education. (I try to
waste nothing.)

5

For over six years, I had been speaking here and there and getting
better and better at it. Unfortunately, there was never any chance of
being paid for these talks. Some were to science-fiction groups, some to
schools; none were to any organizations that had money.

Besides, I just spoke off the cuff, and it never occurred to me that
one charged for talks that one didn’t prepare. I chalked it all up to pub-
licity and hoped they helped sell my books.

One of my faculty colleagues was Herbert Wotiz, Viennese-bom
and with a slight accent. He was of moderate height and he was bright
and a little aggressive, but T got along well with him. He threw himself
into community affairs, and in Milton, the southern suburb in which he
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then lived (Harry Stubbs also lived there), Wotiz was an active
member of the PTA.

He asked me to address them and it seemed to me I couldn’t let a
friend down, so I agreed. On November 28, 1956, I made my way down
to Milton and spoke to the PTA meeting. According to my diary, I
“made a big hit.”

Wotiz, over my weak protests, paid me ten dollars of the PTA’s
money for the talk. I believe this was my first paid talk.

6

By the end of 1956, I had been using typewriters for some twenty-
one years. First had been the old Underwood No. 5 my father had
bought me secondhand. Then there had been two successive Smith-
Corona portables.

The grant from the National Heart Institute included five hundred
dollars for an electric typewriter, but it took me several months to nerve
myself to the task. It was an awfully large purchase—that much money
just for a typewriter.

I overcame the hesitation. I ordered one and paid for it with my
own money, for I couldn’t bring myself to use public money for a type-
writer that I would use for my own needs almost all the time. I bought
a special typewriter stand, and on December 8, 1956, the typewriter, an
IBM Electric, arrived.

It was a nice, whopping standard-size model, and for the first time
in eighteen years, T did not have a portable. It had a wide carriage so
that I could insert my typewriter sheets the broad way and prepare
tables if T had to.

It took a while to get used to the feel of an electric typewriter. I
had to learn to stroke the keys more easily and to avoid fiddling with
them while thinking. Once I got the hang of it, though, I found I could
—quite literally—type all day without getting tired.

Of course, I kept my manual typewriter as a backup, but that
proved a useless precaution. I hadn’t been using an electric typewriter
long before I was completely spoiled. When 1 tried to return to the
manual temporarily, I found I could not bear to push at the keys or to
retumn the carriage by hand.

Nevertheless, the manual remained. Gertrude could use it if she
wished, and someday the children might learn to type on it.

I celebrated the arrival of the electric typewriter by beginning a
story called “Profession” on the very next day, December g; the story
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dealt with the mechanized education of the future and its conse-
quences.

7

By this time Robyn was twenty-two months old and she was speak-
ing very clearly. On December 18, when Gertrude was about to diaper
her, Robyn avoided her and said, quite definitely, “I want Daddy to do
this.”

I had little time to congratulate myself, however, for on December
23, we had a terrible fright. We were giving her a bath in the tub and
she, not feeling she needed one, I suppose, was crying desperately. We
noticed that when she forced her breath out in a wail, a swelling the
size of a golf ball appeared under her left ear.

We called Lewis, the pediatrician, and he said it was an enlarged
vein, which might require treatment, but which was not dangerous. On
the twenty-seventh, we went to Children’s Hospital, where we were
told it was a pulmonary hernia and that the tip of Robyn’s lung poked
up past the shoulder into the neck region. He advised us to do nothing,
that such a condition always corrected itself—so we let it go.?

Between the twenty-third and the twenty-seventh, between dis-
covering the condition and being soothed, we were absolutely afraid to
do anything to cross Robyn in any way, for we didn’t want her to cry
and, perhaps, pop the vein and die. Robyn, sensing the situation with
the unerring instinct of the 2-year-old, behaved with unusual naughti-
ness, and poor David couldn’t understand why she was getting away
with it. His experience as a 5%5-year-old had long convinced him that
we never let either kid get away with anything.

Of course, that interval included Christmas, and we fixed up a
rather small tree gloomily.2 On Christmas Eve, Robyn casually pulled
the tree over and David was overjoyed. Now (I knew he was thinking)
this rotten kid is going to be bounced off the wall.

He walked into the kitchen and reported gleefully, “Robyn has
just knocked over the tree.”

But there was nothing I could do to Robyn, and I was sufficiently
beside myself with worry and tension to explode on any safe target. “So
1 Actually, as the years passed, it did not correct itself and we discovered that
Lewis’s original diagnosis was correct. Nevertheless, we are still told that it can be
treated but is not dangerous.

2 We never had a tee, or celebrated Christmas—or Chanukah, for that matter—in
any way before David was about two. Then we had a tree to amuse him. After the

children were old enough to be sufficiently worldly wise to find Christmas presents
to be just as good without any frills, we discontinued the tree.
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what are you so happy about?” I said, and gave him a juicy one on his
behind.

Poor kid! I apologized later and tried to make it up to him, but it
took him a long time to get over his self-righteous sense of undeserved
victimization.

8

But if the vear ended with this terrible scare, there was nothing to
complain of as far as my writing was concerned. In 1956, I had pub-
lished three books:

17. Lucky Starr and the Big Sun of Mercury (Doubleday)
18. Chemistry and Human Health (McGraw-Hill)
19. Inside the Atom (Abelard-Schuman)

Already I had a multiplicity of publishers. Of the nineteen books,
ten had been published by Doubleday, four by Gnome, three by
Abelard-Schuman, one by Williams & Wilkins, and one by McGraw-
Hill.

This was not my doing. I would cheerfully have published every-
thing with Doubleday, which paid far more copiously and far more
promptly than anyone else. Brad had, however, specifically rejected the
Gnome Press books before I turned to Marty and had also disclaimed
interest in my nonfiction.

As for my literary earnings, they came, for 1956, to the unbe-
lievable sum of just over $16,600, nearly twice what I had made the
vear before and half again as much as my previous record, in 1954. By
now I realized why $10,000 wasn’t necessarily the maximum. As my
backlist of books grew, each continued to earn something both in sales
and in subsidiary rights, and this was added to the earnings of my cur-
rent writings.

Under those conditions, I didn’t dare estimate what a reasonable
maximum earning power might be, but each time the figure expanded I
felt that surely I would never be able to do that again. In 1956 (as in
1954) I felt that I might perhaps have hit my best year and be looking
back upon it as a receding peak forever after.

My school earnings were $6,250, so that my writing was now bring-
ing me in nearly three times as much as my teaching was, and this was
important, for it strengthened my will and prepared me for any struggle
that lay ahead with Keefer.

My total income for 1956 came to nearly $23,000.
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9

There was every sign that my literary prosperity would continue
into the new year of 1957. The Naked Sun came out very early in the
new year. In fact, [ received an advance copy on December 20, 1956.

More satisfying, somehow, was that I had gotten a letter from
Horace Gold, pleading once more for stories. He enclosed two letters
from fans who specifically asked for more stories by me, and one of
them berated poor Horace for letting The Naked Sun go to Campbell.

Gertrude advised against sending anything to Horace because of
his penchant for insulting demands for revision, but I am not immune
to flattery. I had finished “Profession” on January 6, 1957, and I sent it
to Horace.

Gertrude was right. On January 15, 1957, the story came back
with, by all odds, the most insulting rejection letter I ever got—quite
needlessly insulting. An editor can say a story is bad without implying
that the author is so used to selling his stories without any effort that
he is too lazy to make them good anymore. The best way to get across
the flavor of his letter is to quote a piece of verse I wrote nearly a ycar
later, entitled “Rejection Slips.”®

The poem—a satire, of course—gave three sample rejection slips.
The first, subtitled “Learned,” was a pastiche of the kind of letters I
got from Campbell, which often couldn’t be easily understood. (I was
thinking of his request for a revision of “The Abnormality of Being
Normal,” which I had taken for a flat rejection.) The third was sub-
titled “Kindly” and was the kind of letter Tony Boucher wrote, that
was so full of praise and sweetness you hardly noticed that the manu-
script had been returned. The second one, however, was subtitled
“Gruff” and I wrote it with Horace's letter on “Profession” in mind. It
went:

Dear 1ke, I was prepared
(And, boy, I redlly cared)
To swallow almost anything you wrote.
But, Ike, you're just plain shot,
Your writing’s gone to pot,
There's nothing left but hack and mental bloat.
Take back this piece of junk;
It smelled; it reeked; it stunk;
Just glancing through it once was deadly rough.

8 See Nine Tomorrows.
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But Ike, boy, by and by,
Just try another try.
I need some yarns and, kid, I love your stuff.

As you see, I was capable of making fun of the rejection a year
later, but when I received it I was furious and my instant decision was
the natural one that any writer would make under the circumstances. I
was determined never to submit anything more to Horace.

It wasn't as though “Profession” was that bad. T knew it was a
good story. In fact, I mailed it to Campbell at once, and before the end
of the month, I had his check for $840 in hand—21,000 words at $.04 a
word.

By January 17, 1957, we had had seven snowstorms and cold snaps
in which the temperature went as low as —12° F in Boston and very
likely lower by a few degrees in Newton. (On the coldest day, when the
milkman showed up, he looked so darned cold that I got out of the
house, walked down to the curb, and took the milk from him to save
him the trip. As it happened, I was in my shirt sleeves. Actually, this
wasn’t too quixotic, for there was no wind at all and I was only out for
a minute or 5o, not long enough for the natural heat of my clothing to
vanish altogether. The milkman stared and said, “Are you crazy?” I
grinned and said, “No, Russian.”)

The walks on either side of the house iced up. Water leaked
around the main door, froze, and warped the wood, so that for the rest
of the winter we could not open it and had to use the back door.

Then, on January 17, I got my first set of snow tires ever. My com-
ment in my diary for January 17 was, “I got my snow tires on fnally,
first T ever owned. I dare say there will be no more snow now.”

I was right. The snowstorms stopped as though chopped off with
an ax. I'm not paranoid; I don’t really think the universe is run entirely
in order to spite me. But sometimes I waver.

10

My eighth teaching semester began on January 21, 1957, and three
days later [ received a copy of the March 1939 Amazing from Forrie
Ackerman. It was the one that contained my first story, “Marooned off
Vesta.” It was eighteen years since that magazine had first appeared,
alive, on the stands. I had been a professional writer, how, for nearly
half my life. )

Also on the twenty-fourth, I received a request to lecture to the
Carbon Club at Harvard. (It was the undergraduate chemistry club.) It



Hiatus at School 77

wasn't so long before that I would have agreed without thought. Now,
Wotiz’s ten dollars had spoiled me. Therefore, I asked a fee. Nor was I
such a fool as to ask for a mere ten dollars; I asked for fifteen.

The Carbon Club accepted that gleefully and I gave the talk, most
successfully, on February 25. I felt very guilty about pocketing the
ffteen dollars.

11

On January 30, 1957, I began the cardiovascular book at last, or, at
least, the preliminary book on blood, which I was calling The Living
River.

Less pleasant was the fact that Gertrude had been suffering from
aches in her shoulders. As I recall, she felt them first after she had been
pottering about the lawn the previous summer, trying to dig up dande-
lions. On February 8, the pains were diagnosed as rtheumatoid arthritis.
Mary Blugerman had long been arthritic, and apparently the tendency
to it was inherited.

12

I continued to be on the lookout for misspellings of my name and
made every attempt to get after the misspellers. Since the most fre-
quent misspelling was to place a “z” in my last name, my plaintive
request was often ““Spell my name with an ‘s.””

Larry Shaw, being the recipient of one such letter, replied (per-
haps with a touch of waspishness) that I ought to write a story entitled
“Spell my Name with an ‘S.””

Why not? When, on February 11, 1957, Fred Pohl asked me, by
mail, to write a story for him, I began one with just such a title. It was
a semifantasy in which the history of the world was changed simply be-
cause a physicist by the name of Zebatinsky was induced to change his
name to Sebatinsky.

Meanwhile, the March 1957 Astounding appeared with my article
“Planets Have an Air About Them,” and others followed in rapid suc-
cession. The April, May, and July issues of Astounding each contained
a science article by me.4

As these articles appeared, I could feel the desire to undertake a
monthly science column in Astounding, rather similar to the one Willy
Ley was doing for Galaxy. I never broached this possibility to Campbell

4For all of them, see Only a Trillion,
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who, 1 knew, preferred to have various writers compete for a place in
the magazine.
The thought remained in my mind, however.

13

I had discovered, as surely almost everyone discovers, in the course
of my life that few things told confidentially remain confidential. For
that reason, I have tried never to say anything confidentially that might
rebound upon me uncomfortably if it were not kept confidential. That
is not always possible, and in one case I lost a friend.

At some time in 1956, on one of his periodic visits to MIT, John
Campbell told me that Randall Garrett was engaged to his step-
daughter. Randall was writing regularly for Campbell now and his sto-
ries suited the Campbell philosophy right down the middle. Campbell
was delighted at the prospective marriage.

We were in an automobile at the time; it was nighttime; it was
dark; he couldn’t see my face.

My silence didn’t seem appropriate, however, and Campbell said,
“What's the matter, Isaac? Don't you approve?”

I was in a quandary. Randall and I had had wild and essentially in-
nocent fun at several conventions and I greatly admired his somewhat
erratic brilliance, To mention just one of its aspects, his ability to write
comic-verse parodies far exceeded mine. On the other hand, the fact
was that I owed everything in my writing career to Campbell, so how
could T remain silent?

Finally, I said, “I don’t think T approve, actually. Randall is a bril-
liant fellow, generous and kind to a fault, but I don’t know if he would
be right for vour daughter.”

I wouldn't have said that if Campbell hadn’t asked me flatly, and
if I hadn’t found myself unable to deliver the lie direct.

Eventually, the engagement broke up, but, I rather think, not be-
cause of what T had said.

Campbell had many pseudopsychiatric ideas, and one of them was
that quarrels ought to be tape-recorded and listened to in cold blood af-
terward so that each side could hear exactly what was said on both sides
and, what was more important, the exact tone in which everything was
said.

1 think there may be something to be said for that idea, but Camp-
bell went rather too far, 1 think. He recorded many arguments and
plaved them back not only to the people involved but to others, too, 1
think. I know that once, when I visited his home, he played one such
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tape, to my intense embarrassment. He wanted to use the tape to point
out exactly at which moment Randall had proved the engagement to
be an undesirable one. He overbore my suggestion that it was not really
any of my business, because there was a psychological point he wanted
to make that he considered important. I could do nothing but maintain
a frozen silence.

On February 21, 1957, Campbell called me to say that Randall had
“guessed” (Campbell's word) that I had said some uncomplimentary
things about him, and he felt he ought to warn me about that. I didn’t
see how Randall could guess it, and I could only suppose that in the
heat of debate, Campbell had told him that I had given my friend an
unfavorable reference.

I regretted that now, but it was too late to do so. Some years
passed in which Randall and I were estranged, and 1 always felt it was
my fault.

14

But if old friendships break, new friendships arise.

I received a letter, dated January 21, 1957, from Austin Olney,
head of the Juvenile Division of Houghton Mifflin Company, a
publishing firm based in Boston. He had read my science fiction and
knew of my interest, science fictionally at least, in computers. (In fact,
the handwritten postscript to the letter was, “I am a long-term Asimov
fan, myself.”)

Houghton Mifflin was planning to put out an American edition of
a book on computers called Thinking by Machine, written by Pierre de
Latil. Olney sent me a copy of the British edition and asked my opin-
ion of it.

On February 27, I visited Houghton Mifflin for the first time, met
Olney, and had lunch with him at Locke-Ober’s. We discussed Think-
ing by Machine, and the next day I received a letter from him asking
me to write an Introduction to it.

1 did, and that was the beginning of a close friendship.

15
Robyn’s second birthday came on February 19, 1957, and March
12-was the first anniversary of our move into the West Newton house.
Both passed quietly, and in the case of the house we were in no
mood to celebrate. Even its advantages seemed to have their disad-
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vantageous side effects. We were quite close to excellent schools, which
was good—and bad.

Our street, you see, was a funnel leading from the Warren Junior
High School out to the various places where the students lived, and
much of the student body walked along it when school was let out.
They yelled and shouted (and also smoked and screamed obscenities to
prove their adulthood) and tended to gather on our lawn. It was almost
as bad in the morning, when they were going to school.

We were uneasy over collections of teen-age children, and neither
of us knew quite how to handle them. We wished that our house was
located about ten miles away from any school.

16

We were told by the kindergarten nurse, on March 28, that David
was ncarsighted and would need glasses. It did not come as any shock
to me. iveryone in my family was nearsighted and wore glasses. In fact,
my sister’s eyes and my brother’s were worse than mine.

As it turned out David’s eyes were more astigmatic than near-
sighted, but that’s only a detail. The fact is that he had to begin wear-
ing glasses at the age of six.

The real surprise is that Robyn has never developed a need for
glasses. I doubt that she can see a straight 20/20, but she has always
seen well enough without glasses, and could pass the driver's eyesight
test without them.

17

I received a rather humble letter from Horace in mid-March,
which I decided was a sufficient apology for his offensive one rejecting
“Profession.” He asked for more stories, implying that he would either
aceept or reject and, if the latter, he would do it without any insulting
embroidery.

I wrote “Ideas Die Hard,” therefore, in which I explained the
uselessness of trving to reach the Moon, pointing out that when astro-
nauts did get there they would find it a false front on somc sort of
movie set, designed to fool human beings for some reason. It was not
meant seriously, of course, but in early 1957 there was already talk of
launching satellites and of making serious efforts to reach the Moon—
so I took the upside-down view, as in the case with “Everest.”s

5 Oncce again, of course, human advance would make nonsense out of my story, but
in this casc, at least, not till a couple of years after publication.
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I sent it off to Horace on April 1, and he was as good as his word.
A postcard reached me on April g, with the news of an acceptance.

18

In those days, T was also writing a series of short science articles for
Science World, a Street & Smith publication that served as a science
magazine for distribution to high schools. Campbell was involved as a
consultant and it was through him that I came to the attention of Pa-
tricia Lauber, its pleasant and pretty editor.

Some of the articles I wrote were simplified and shortened versions
of those I wrote for Analog; some were new. They were very easy to
write, and in doing them I learned one thing about nonfiction as com-
pared to fiction:

In fiction, every story has to be different, no matter what. Not so
in nonfiction. I could write an article for the Journal of Chemical Edu-
cation, expand and popularize it for Analog, shorten and simplify it for
Science World. Though it remained essentially the same article, the
changes were useful and did not represent “cheating,” since each article
was aimed at a different audience and had to be tailored to suit.

It also became apparent that I could write all these different
nonfiction articles much more rapidly and with less mental turmoil
than I could write fiction. Then, too, although a nonfction article
could be rejected, it simply was rejected. Never did I have the long,
complicated arguments for revision that I received from Campbell, or
the short, brutal ones that I received from Horace Gold. As a matter of
fact, the percentage of rejections was less in the case of nonfiction,

Insensibly, I found myself increasingly drawn to nonfiction.

19

I was working madly on the galleys of the third edition of Bio-
chemistry and Human Metabolism. Bill Boyd was always lackluster
about such things and now had the duties of acting headship of the de-
partment to All his time. Walker was away in Ashby and confined him-
self to remaining in touch by way of the mails.

The lion's share of the work of proofreading and indexing fell on
me, which was another reason I knew that the third edition would be
the last. I simply would do it no more.

The galleys were finally mailed off on April 17, 1957.
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20

On April 11, Horace Gold called me. Again, he needed a story. He
had to have one. I explained that I could not write another story just
now, for I was busy with galleys, and he said, rather impatiently, “Have
someone else do the galleys.”

“Impossible,” I said, with horror. “I wouldn’t trust anyone else.”

That ended the conversation, and I walked to my desk to resume
reading the galleys—and thought: What about a robot to read the gal-
leys?

The idea developed rapidly and I dropped a line to Horace, telling
him I would do the story after all. The next day I started it, giving it
the rather felicitous title (I thought) of “Galley Slave.”

It turned out to be thirteen thousand words long, the longest posi-
tronic robot story 1 had done up to that time (excluding novels), and,
in my opinion, the hest up to that time. I mailed it to Horace on the
eighteenth and he accepted it without trouble.

21

My office upstairs was beginning to look more like an office.

We ordered bookeases, simple wooden ones 2%4 feet high and 3
feet wide. They were unpainted, but we had them sanded, stained, and
varnished, and the man we hired for the purpose did an excellent job.?

I then lined my attic wall with them and had a place for my refer-
ence books, for my collection of my own books, and for the bound vol-
umes of magazine pieces and paperbacks which, by mid-1957, already
numbered twenty-seven.?

I had a large filing cabinet at the head of the stairs leading to the
two rooms in the attic and eventually I got a large desk with a smooth
white top, plus a small filing cabinet with twenty drawers capable of
holding typewriter-size paper, and there I could store manuscripts in
progress.

My office therefore gained as its core a U-shaped structure. My
desk and my small filing cabinet made up the two arms of the U, and
my typewriter on its special stand (with its two folding leaves in an
e1In later years, when we bought additional bookeases, Gertrude sanded, stained,
and varnished them herself, doing just as excellent a job.

71 made the mistake of binding foreign soft-cover editions of my novels, too, which
caused a great proliferation of volumes that I couldn’t read. Eventually, I stopped

that and restricted my bound volumes to material in the English language only—but
even so 1 remained insufficicntly selective and they overproliferated.
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outstretched position) formed the crossbar. My stenographer's swivel
chair, with me on it, sat within the U, facing the typewriter. On the
walls around me was my library.

This arrangement, which took its shape in the attic room in West
Newton, has been with me ever since, surviving all later moves.

I also found a way of avoiding the inevitable loss of time that
comes with waiting for the mail. I discovered that if I drove down to
the branch post office they would be glad to give me my mail. I could
get it when the windows opened at 8:00 A.M., sort it quickly, discard
the junk, and have the live material back at home and be at work on it
by 8:30 A.M.

At first I did it only occasionally, but soon it was a regular thing
with me, and my car was on the road at five minutes to eight regardless
of the weather. Once when the snow was so deep that there was no
question of even getting the car out of the garage, I donned rubber
boots and slogged to the post office.

22

On April 7, 1957, I became an uncle for the first time, when Mar-
cia gave birth to a son, whom she named Larry.

23

On April 24, 1957, I made one of my periodic trips to New York,
and I planned to stay in a hotel room. Staying at the Blugermans’,
which I usually did even when I was in New York alone, saved money,
but it was hard on Mary Blugerman, and it involved a tedious subway
tide to Manhattan each moming and back to Brighton Beach each eve-
ning. And I had reached the point where I could easily afford a hotel
room.

When the train pulled in to Grand Central, I happily walked to
the Hotel Biltmore, just across the street, where the Fourteenth World
Science Fiction convention had been held a half year before, and
blithely asked for a room. I was told there were no rooms available, and
I could hardly believe it. It had never occurred to me that hotels might
be filled. I thought hotels had an endless supply of rooms, the way drug-
stores had endless supplies of toothpaste.

-Feeling foolish and most unwilling to drag out to Brighton Beach,
I had a brilliant idea. I lugged my suitcase to Doubleday, walked in,
and said I needed a hotel room and could they find me one?
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By heaven, they did. They got me a very pleasant room at the
Hotel Westbury, on Sixty-ninth Street and Madison Avenue.

From then on, I frequently (and, finally, always) got a hotel room
when I came to New York alone. After this, however, I knew enough to
make a reservation in advance.

My first task after getting my room at the Westbury was to visit
Marty Greenberg who gave me, as usual, a check for fifty dollars, with
instructions to wait a week before cashing it. He then took me out to
Hempstead to look at the new house he was having built for himself
and his family. I couldn’t help but contrast the exuberant descriptions
of the luxury he was planning, with his request that I not cash his rot-
ten fifty-dollar check. I will not deny 1 felt resentful—yet what was
there to be done?

At Infinity, Larry Shaw showed me an advance copy of a review by
Dameon Knight of The Naked Sun. Damon said, “As science fiction it
is thin, as a murder mystery it is farfetched, but as a love story it is won-
derful.” He further went on to ask rhetorically, why, if I could write
like this, I bothered to write science fiction.

1 wrote a letter to Infinity to the effect that I loved science fiction
and would always write science fiction out of that love, regardless of
how well my talents might suit me for other media.

Yet it was dunng this trip that I undertook, for the first time, to
do a piece of major fiction that was not science ‘fiction.

So far, I had written science-fiction mysteries, and I had also writ-
ten one short story, “What's in a Name?,” that was a “straight” mys-
tery, but only minimally removed from science fiction.

Now Isabelle Taylor of the Crime Club, Doubleday’s mystery-
fiction outlet, asked me to do a mystery novel. I was tempted and
agreed. Bradbury said I could do it in place of another Lucky Starr
book, and I set about writing the first couple of chapters for Isabelle.
She could then judge from that whether to give me a contract or not.

24

I had finished The World of Carbon, but Lillian McClintock
thought it was far too long and could not be published at any price that
was suitable for a juvenile.

I was ready for her, since I knew for myself that it was too long. I
pointed out that the frst half could be printed as The World of Car-
bon and the second half as The World of Nitrogen. Very little would
be required to heal over the split by writing an ending for the first book
and a beginning for the second.
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Lillian agreed, and I was satisfied. Already I was rather proud of
the number of my books, and any legitimate device that would fairly in-
crease the number pleased me. To have two books in place of one
seemed great.

25

We continued to fix up my attic office.

On May 11, 1957, we ordered an air conditioner, a large one fit to
do a heavy job, and it was installed on the twenty-third. It meant that
from now on my attic would be suitable for work in the summer. Tt
worked well and I never again had to hide in the basement to do my
work.

A purchase of lesser moment was that of a record player and the
beginning of a collection of records. I imagined I could type and play
records as “background music.” Though I stubbornly refused to admit
it, it never worked. If I typed, I didn’t hear the music. If [ wanted to
hear the music, I would have to stop typing. Usually I typed.

And on May 13, fifteen months after I had moved into the house,
I paid the last installment on the mortgage and owned the house free
and clear. Our savings at the time stood at about thirty thousand dol-
lars, or five thousand dollars less than before we had bought the house,
but it was clear that the value of the house much more than made up
the difference.

26

On May 14, Super-Science Fiction, a new magazine, accepted my
story “The Gentle Vultures,” which, at their request, I had written for
them the week before at my usual fee of four cents a word.

I began my murder mystery, too. My first title was Sit with Death.
After T had written two chapters, I sent it off to Isabelle Taylor and
began a new science-fiction story, whose genesis was as follows:

During the course of the science-fiction convention the year before,
T had been regaling a group of people at lunch with various funny sto-
ries of things that had happened to me in the course of my visits to
New York in recent vears, and I would say, to account for the fact that
T wasn’t my usual sober and steady self, “Of course, I was in New York
without Gertrude.”

Bob Mills, who was at the table, said, “Why don't you write a
story called ‘T'm in New York Without Gertrude’?”

“Gertrude wouldn’t consider that funny,” I said.
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Mills gestured impatiently. “Don’t be so literal. Entitle it “I'm in
Marsport Without Hilda.'”

I laughed and forgot it as a trivial joke.

On April 25, 1957, I was lunching with Larry Shaw and men-
tioned, apropos of whatever the conversational topic was, that I had
written every kind of science-fiction story imaginable.

Larry said, “You've never written a science-fiction sex story.”

I said, testily, “That’s because I choose not to, that’s all.”

Larry said, “Some people think you don’t know how.”

I have always been a sitting duck for statements like that. I made
up my mind to write a science-fiction sex story, and Mills’ old title “I'm
in Marsport Without Hilda” occurred to me.

I started it on May 20, and it was my intention either to give it to
Ted Sturgeon for any revision he cared to make in it and subsequent
publication under his name (he had written some very skillful science-
fiction sex stories), or I would publish it under a pseudonym. I was de-
termined to keep my own name free of unnecessarily sex-riddled mate-
rial.

When I finished it and reread it, however, I found I liked it so
much, and thought the sex to be so clever and, essentially, inoffensive,
that I sent it in to Mills under my own name on June 5, and he bought .
it at once.

27

Isabelle Taylor agreed, on May 29, to a contract on the basis of the
sample chapters T had sent her, asking for certain changes that I agreed
to make, and we were in business.

28

On June 2, 1957, I walked into David’s room and said, “Goodness,
David, you must be gaining weight. Your face looks wider.”

Actually, it was his jaws that seemed wider. I touched one of the
swellings curiously, and he said, “Ouch.”

I tumbled back against the wall and said, “Oh, boy, you've got
mumps.” And so he had.

I woke up Gertrude and said, “Gertrude, you're going to have to
take care of David. He's got the mumps and I've never had it.”

1 knew what happened to male adults who contracted mumps.
The result is, frequently, infected, inflamed, and swollen testicles, and
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that is no joke indeed. Sometimes the result was sterility. Sprague de
Camp had had mumps as an adult, and his story was horrifying.

Of course, I didn’t worry about being left sterile, since I had all the
children I intended ever to have—but that doesn’t matter. I wanted my
testicles left in pristine condition.

I called my mother to check with her, and she agreed that while
Stanley had had the mumps, when he was seven or eight years old, 1
myself had never had it.

So Gertrude loyally took charge of David and I maintained myself
at the opposite end of the house as much as I could. By June 10, David
was well enough to go to school, but on that day, Gertrude herself
came down with the mumps. She hadn’t told me that she had never
had it either. And on June 11, Robyn decided it was lonely out there in
Healthyland, and she displayed swollen jaws as well.

I was now the sole survivor, so to speak, and I could avoid my fate
no longer. I had to bid my testicles a fond farewell and get to work.
While I fed and cared for the two women, I kept surreptitiously feeling
my cheeks for the first signs of telltale pain, but nothing ever happened.

It occurred to me, then, that when Stanley got the mumps as a lit-
tle boy, we were sleeping in the same room. I hadn’t gotten the mumps
then, at least visibly, but I must have caught a subclinical case that was
not intense enough to bother me but was enough to give me immunity.

Robyn improved quickly, but on June 13, Gertrude’s mumps
passed through a serious stage. In fact, she had mumps encephalitis,
which made her delirious, and I had to set up a cot in the living room,
keep her there, and sit by her side. The worst of it didn’t last long, and
mumps encephalitis is benign and never does damage (measles en-
cephalitis, on the other hand, is dangerous and can kill), but it was all
very frightening. By June 15 she was clearly improving, and in a few
more days we were all well again, with myself the only one to have es-
caped entirely.
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New Department H ead

1

While the mumps was ravaging our household, a crucial change
was taking place at school. A new head of the department had been ap-
pointed.

It wasn’t Bill Boyd. Bill had applied for the post and was eager to
have it as a climax to his distinguished career. His hopes were low be-
cause he was convinced Keefer wouldn't consider it for a moment, but
Bill gave it the old college try just the same. He went to see Lemon,
who was the head of the committee in charge of finding a new head.

According to the story Bill told me later, Lemon advanced some
trivial reasons arguing against Bill’s candidacy; then Lemon paused and
said, “And then there’s Asimov!”

Bill understood him to mean that since Bill Boyd was a friend of
Isaac Asimov, he would not, as head of the department, consent to the
firing of said Isaac Asimov. What Lemon wanted was some head of the
department who would be indifferent to my fate and who would co-
operate in the extermination; at least that was how Bill judged the situ-
ation.

Bill didn’t say anything, however, till he was certain he had been
rejected. On June 7, 1957, he was called into Keefer’s office and was
told that one F. Marrott Sinex was to be the new department head.

Bill came out very depressed, and now he told me that he expected
me to be fired once the new head took over. I laughed scomfully and
said that I didn’t think so. I wasn’t sure that Bill’s assessment of the sit-
uation was accurate. It might just be his own gloom over his failure
speaking. But even if he were correct, that made no-difference. I was
quite determined not to be fired.

I neither needed, nor even particularly wanted, the job, but I did
enjoy the professorial title, and I'certainly wasn’t going to allow myself
to be pushed out in a disgraceful way.

On June 18, Sinex visited the department for the first time, and I
was on hand. I received calls, not only from Bill Boyd, but from many
others as well, warning me he would be in. Apparently the whole school
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was aware that there was going to be a move to fire me, and the whole
school was waiting to see my reaction. If they thought I was going to
avoid the encounter, they were quite wrong. I made sure I was there.

I met Sinex. He was a young man, only thirty-three at the time, so
that he was four years younger than I was. He had a nervous smile, a
loud voice, expressed himself rather disjointedly, and broke out into
stentorian laughter at odd moments.

He seemed amiable enough at the moment. In my diary I said, “I
suspend judgment.” I didn't have to suspend it for long.

2

But work went on. The page proofs of the third edition of the text-
book came in, and I was busy indexing.

On June 21, I received a letter from the University of Maryland
medical school. They wanted me to lecture there the next February 8,
and they offered me, as payment, one hundred dollars plus expenses.

That was an awesome fee. It was the first time I had ever been
offered a fee in three figures just to talk for an hour. I accepted at once.

3

A young man named Robert Rubin passed his Ph.D. examination
on June 25. Rubin was the only doctoral student I ever had working
under me.

On that same day, I got a fan letter from television actress Polly
Bergen. She had read The End of Eternity and loved it. I was
delighted. Not only was it flattering to have among my readers someone
so beautiful and prominent, but also I had always been taken with her
when I saw her on television. She was beautiful and intelligent.

4

It was time to go to another Midwescon. I went to New York on
the twenty-sixth, and early in the morning the next day, Marty Green-
berg picked me up and drove me to Cincinnati. We got there at 11
p.M. after sixteen hours of fairly solid driving. The last fifteen miles was
through the tail end of a hurricane that had penetrated far inland, and
the rain was torrential. ’ o
1 Aftcr Sinex had taken over his duties, a member of the department—not [—was

asked if Sinex were in. The {wrson qucstioned listened for a moment, then said,
“He’s not anywhere in the building. I'd hear him if he were.”
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The 2% days of the convention were pleasant and rather low-key. I
met Robert Silverberg there for the first time. He had not been writing
science fiction Jong, but he was establishing a record of prolificity that
put even me in the shade. He was a young man with dark, satanic eyes,
and a generally lowering expression. He was one of the brightest people
I have ever met, but somehow an unhappy one. With him was his wife,
Barbara, very good-looking, intelligent, and lighthearted.

I was home in West Newton on the evening of July 1.

5

My science-fiction stories kept appearing. The June 1957 Infinity
had my short story “Blank!,”? which had been written in Larry Shaw’s
office on a dare, from the title only. Two other writers, Randall Garrett
and Harlan Ellison, also wrote stories with the same title, and all
three appeared in that issue.

“Does a Bee Care?”® appeared in the June 1957 If, and “A
‘Woman’s Heart” appeared in the June 1957 Satellite. This last one was
so entirely trivial that I never included it in any of my collections.

The July 1957 Astounding included “Profession™ as the cover and
also my article “The Sea-Urchin and We.”® It was particularly gratify-
ing to me to see “Profession” in print, and to have it well received after
Horace’s savage rejection.

The August 1957 F & SF published my five-hundred-word “A
Loint of Paw,”® which, of all my gag stories, pleased me the most. The
end point was a Spoonerism: “A niche in time saves Stein.”

I wrote additional stories, too. On July 17, T began a new computer
story, “All the Troubles in the World,” describing the sad lot of a com-
puter that had too many of humanity’s problems loaded on its shoul-
ders.

And on July 30, I began a short story called “The Feeling of
Power,” which dealt with a world in which computers were so ubiqui-
tous that people had forgotten the techniques of pen-and-ink computa-
tion.

That story had its origin in the fact that Bill Boyd dared me to
think up the plot of a science-fiction story on the spot. Since he had a
desk calculator on his desk (one of the old mechanical ones), I used
2 See Buy Jupiter and Other Stories.

8 Sce Buy Jupiter and Other Stories.
4 See Nine Tomorrows.

5 See Only a Trillion.
8See Asimov's Mysteries.
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that as the basis, He liked the plot and I said, magnanimously, “You
can have it.”

Driving home that evening, however, the story so developed itself
in my mind that I couldn’t bear to let him have it after all. I called Bill
the instant I got home, took back the story, and wrote it as quickly as
I could.

And meanwhile, on July 8, I mailed off the index to the third edi-
tion of Biochemistry and Human Metabolism. The galleys of the index
arrived on July 29; T checked them and mailed them back on July 30,
1957. After six years, my work on that ill-fated and useless venture was
over forever.

6

Stanley called on the morning of July 17, 1957, to tell me he was a
father. Ruth had borne a son, who was named Eric. That mcant I had
two nephews. In fact, I had three, for Stanley eventually adopted
Ruth’s son, Danny, too. And a week later, Stanley turned twenty-eight.
My kid brother was no kid anymore.

7

On July 22, 1957, Catherine de Camp was at MIT with her two
sons. She was checking out colleges for her son Rusty (it was over
twelve years since we had baby-sat with him as a preschool youngster).
I hadn’t seen her for five years and she was forty-nine now, and I felt I
would be distressed at seeing her beauty fade.

How wrong I was! I saw her coming down the long corridor at
MIT and she looked almost as though it were still 1941, when I had
first mct her. I took her and the children to lunch and then drove them
past our house. Since David was down with a throat infection, I didn't
want them coming 'in and subjecting her children to the contagion.
The rest of us congregated in the driveway, and David waved from the
window.

8

1 was on television for the first time on July 23, 1957. I shared the
progeam (a talk show on Boston’s educational channel) with Norbert
Wiener, who took me to MIT afterward and told me, in some detail,
of a novel he was writing.
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9

On August 3, 1957, I drove to Washington from Boston, covering
450 miles in g¥2 hours. While there, I gave a series of lectures on
biochemical subjects to a summer class for high-school teachers of sci-
ence.

On my way home, I stopped in New York for a couple of days and
picked up an advance copy of Lucky Starr and the Moons of Jupiter.

I also called Abelard-Schuman to get the latest news on my books.
I wasn't entirely happy with Abelard-Schuman. In the first place,
Lillian McClintock’s husband, who copy edited my books, copy edited
them heavily, leaving scarcely a sentence untouched, and I hated that.
For another, publications were often delayed, I was charged for dia-
grams, and so on. I felt restive and was ready to move on to another
publisher if one offered itself.

10

I finally got home on August 8, and at 4 p.m. T said to Gertrude,
“Where’s Robyn?”

“Out playing,” said Gertrude, who was busy preparing dinner.

T went out to call her. She didn’t answer. No one had seen her. She
was only 2%. I ordered David to find her but he failed and I felt he
should have been watching her and told him so angrily. The poor kid
was only 6; how responsible could he be?

I took out the car and drove slowly about the neighborhood calling
for Robyn. There was no answer. At our wits’ end, we called the police.

It was the first time we had ever lost a child. David had a perfect
sense of direction and never got lost. He always knew exactly where he
was and how to get home.

Now there was nothing to do but wait for the police, and this we
did with mounting terror. Finally, a police car came driving slowly
down the street and we waved to it frantically, out of our minds with
eagemess to tell the story and get them looking.

We didn’t have to. They had Robyn with them.

“Is this the child?” they asked.

“Yes,” 1 said, seizing her and holding her so tightly 1 nearly
collapsed her rib cage. “How did you find her?”

“Well,” one of them said, “after we got your call, we got another
call from a woman two blocks away saying there was a lost child wan-
dering about, and we thought. there wouldn’t be two children lost in
this neighborhood, so we went there first.”
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They drove off after refusing the five-dollar bill 1 tried to press
upon them.

11

Williams & Wilkins put out a small in-house periodical called
Kalends. Since we were Williams & Wilkins authors we got copies. I al-
ways found them of surpassing dullness to anyone outside the shop and
would dump them without reading them.

In one issue, however, a puzzle was introduced, and some sort of
minor prize was offered the first to solve it. The editor of the periodical
said he didn’t know the answer himself, but the contributor had as-
sured him there was one. (It was rather foolish not to know the answer
before publishing.)

The puzzle went as follows:

To five and five and fifty-five
The first of letters add.

It was a thing that pleased a king
And made a wise man sad.

I had thrown away my copy without opening it, but one of Bovd's
assistants arrived with it. With touching faith in my cleverness she said,
“Please solve it for me, Dr. Asimov, so I can send it in and win the
prize.”

I looked at it and immediately I thought of Bathsheba. She had
pleased King David, who took her from her husband and arranged to
have the inconvenient gentleman killed in battle. That wicked deed
saddened the wise prophet Nathan.

Well, then, “five and five and ffty-five” expressed in Roman nu-
merals was V and V and LV, and if we add “the first of letters” or A,
we get VVLVA, and, remembering that in Latin, inscriptions V and U
are identical, we get the answer “vulva,” which is the female genital
organ—and certainly that pleased David and saddened Nathan.

I said to the girl, “I don’t think you want to send this in,” and ex-
plained the reason. She agreed that I should write a letter and I did,
gently telling the editor he was an ass for buying a pig in a poke.

It turned out that my analysis was correct, of course, and in a fu-
ture issue of Kalends the editor begged off from announcing the solu-
tion and listed some of those in the firm who had solved the puzzle.
My name was not listed, nor was my letter answered. The editor, ap-
parently, felt his asshood should not have been mentioned.
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The October 1957 Galaxy contained “Ideas Die Hard.” It was the
first time I had had anything in Galaxy since “The Caves of Steel” al-
most four years before. “Ideas Die Hard,” with its gag suggestion that
the Moon was only a false front, became foolish once the Soviets pho-
tographed the far side of the Moon. The idea of the story became too
silly for me to tolerate, in fact. It was anthologized a few times, but I
never put it into one of my collections.

13

On August 13, the whole family, children included, went to
Moodus, Connecticut, to spend a vacation at “Holiday House.” It was
the first time we had ever taken the children with us.

On the whole, it was not a success. They had a kind of nursery
school at which the children could stay, but we were never at ease with
that arrangement. Furthermore, David could not bring himself to eat
the resort-hotel food, breakfast in particular.” His breakfast those days
consisted invariably of toast broken up into two soft-boiled eggs and the
whole mixed together. I had to come down every morning and prepare
that for him.

What's more, all four of us, one at a time, got “red throat,” which
was, apparently, endemic in the hotel. Nothing serious; it just meant
that each one of us was out of things a day or so and, in the course of
the week, no one day saw all of us out and about.

I spent part of my time working on a robot story for Infinity, one I
called “What's the Use?” It was about a robot that had accidentally
come off the assembly line as the equivalent of a human idiot and the
problem of finding a use for it. I had brought my manual typewriter
and it was my first idea to work indoors.

Gertrude, however, urged me to take advantage of the beautiful
weather and work outdoors. I saw her point and went outdoors.

It had its disadvantages. In the first place, it was sufficiently windy
so that I had to use stones to keep my paper in place. In the second
place, people kept coming up curiously to see what I was typing and,
after they had watched a while, they would say, “What are you doing?”

“Typing a story,” I would say.

“What for?” they would want to know.

“So I can sell it. I'm a writer.”

“You mean you're working?” they would say, horrified. The fact

71 was sympathetic. 1 could well remember my own stays at resorts when I was a
little older than David was then and my own objections to resort-hotel food.
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that T was working spread throughout the camp and created some ill
will. It was un-American, apparently, to want to work and to prefer
work to vacation.

I finished the story, however, and mailed it off to Larry Shaw from
Moodus, at the same time I was buying penicillin for the red throat.
Larry took it at once.

We got back on August 20, just in time to celebrate David's sixth
birthday.

14

On August 21, I did my second television appearance, again on the
educational channel. This time it was with David O. Woodbury and
John Hansen, two science writers. We were to discuss the art of writing
on scientific and technical matters for the public, and in a preliminary
lunch with them at the MIT faculty club, T got the impression they
would ask me to write a science-fiction story right there on the air.

So, just in case they did, T quietly invented a very short one. On
the air, sure enough, the task was sprung on me, as a challenge, and I
agreed. With the lights blazing and the camera rolling, 1 wrote away,
answering questions that the others put to me as a deliberate distrac-
tion.

I managed to finish (the story was only 350 words) and read it out
before the half-hour program was over.

Once I got home, I typed it up, entitled it “Insert Knob A in Hole
B,” and sent it off to I' & SF, with an explanation as to how it came to
be. Tony Boucher accepted it at once.

That month, the Abelard-Schuman book Building Blocks of the
Universe finally came, as well as my Doubleday collection of short sto-
rics, Earth Is Room Enough.

Some of my science-fiction stories appeared at about this time, too. -
The November 1957 Venture arrived with “I'm in Marsport Without
Hilda.”® the December 1957 Super-Science had “The Gentle Vul-
tures,”® and the October 1957 Astounding had my science article
“Overflowing the Periodic Table.”??

15
On September 4, 1957, I got a phone call from Dr. Yeager of the

88ec Asimov's Mysteries.
8 See Nine Tomorrows.
10 See Science Past—Science Future (Doubleday, 1975).
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National Heart Institute conceming my request for a year's extension
of the grant without additional funds.

I was glad to be able to explain to him that The Living River was
finally under way but that T wouldn’t be able to finish it till the second
year of the grant.

“However,” I said, “I haven’t drawn the twenty-five hundred dol-
lars assigned me in the grant. I won’t touch a penny of that until the
book is finished.”

“No, no,” said Yeager, sounding quite alarmed. “You mustn’t do
that. You will upset our bookkeeping. That money must be drawn be-
fore the expiration of the grant year.”

“I'm sorry,” I said, “I didn’t know. I'll draw it at once—but I'll
pay it back if I don’t finish the book. And don’t worry, I will finish it.”

After T got off the phone, I went down to the school office and
asked them to set the wheels in motion to make out a check for twenty-
five hundred dollars against my grant.

16

On September 6, 1957, we decided we no longer needed diapers for
Robyn and cut our relations with the diaper supply company. After six
solid years, we no longer saved old diapers to give back and receive
clean diapers in their place. It was better than paying off the mortgage.

And on September g, David entered the first grade. It wasn’t a cut-
and-dried affair. The school wasn't at all sure he was ready for it, emo-
tionally, and we weren't either. However, we had a talk with the princi-
pal, a Miss Caldwell, and we decided to chance it.

17

Sinex was now at school regularly, using Walker'’s old office, and I
was slowly becoming accustomed to his loud voice and abrupt manner.
He continued to seem amiable.

I was having a little trouble with that twenty-five-hundred-dollar
stipend, however, and that I found irritating. I had thought that since
the grant was mine (I was the “principal investigator”) I had only to
ask for a check to be made out and it would be made out. 1 found,
though, after a few days had passed and I had inquired about the mat-
ter, that it was necessary for me to get Keefer's signature.

When I registered instant indignation, they assured me it was only
a formality and I trundled down the hall to Keefer's office, in a bad
mood, and handed over my application to his secretary.
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Keefer

1

On September 18, 1957, T was called into Keefer’s office.

“Well, Asimov,” he said with a catlike smile, “what’s all this about
you wanting twenty-five hundred dollars from the school?”

I said, “I don’t want a penny from the school, sir. I want twenty-
five hundred dollars from my grant, money that was assigned to me.”

“No,” he said, “the grant is to the school, and it rests entirely with
us as to whether you get that money.”

“It does not,” I said hotly. “That money has been assigned to me.
The school took its overhead and that's all it gets. My money I get.”

“We'll see about that,” he said. “You know we object to your writ-
ing books on school time, and your case will have to be reviewed at the
end of the year.”

“Go ahead and review it all you want,” I said, “but meanwhile I
want my money and I mean to get it.”

And I stalked out of his office. Actually, I didn't want the twenty-
five hundred dollars at all. Tt could go to hell, for all I cared, but I
wasn’t going to let him have it.

I went straight to Sinex and told him what had happened and
demanded to know where he stood. Sinex seemed disturbed, not so
much at the confrontation but at its having taken place so soon. He
said he would back me up, but with such a lack of enthusiasm that I
recognized at once that here was an ally I had better do without.

I therefore said, “I intend to get that twenty-five hundred dollars
as a matter of principle, Dr. Sinex, but I don’t need any help from you.
You've just come here and you may find yourself in trouble if you en-
gage in a controversy on my side. So stay out of it and I'll handle this
myself.”

I then stalked out of his office. .

It was clear to me that I'd been neatly mousetrapped. When, in
our first round, I had told Keefer that if I were forced to do the book
without a grant, I would still get my royalties but that the school would
not get its overhead; Keefer had outmaneuvered me. He let the grant
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go through and collected the overhead and then intended to keep my
part of the grant as well.

Had I applied for my bwenty-five hundred dollars the instant the
grant had become official, as anyone else would have done, it might
have gone through, for Bill Boyd would have been department head
and Keefer might have felt he couldn’t rely on Bill's co-operation. Be-
cause I had allowed my conscience to hold me back from trying to get
the-money until I had earned it, I had played into Keefer’s hands. With
Sinex in place, Keefer expected no trouble.

On the other hand, Keefer had, to some extent, cutsmarted him-
self as well. Had he resisted the temptation to win the small stake, and
let me have the money, he could have kept me quiet till the end of the
school year, when he could have faced me with a fait accompli in the
form of a piece of paper telling me that my position had been termi-
nated.

As it was, there was now going to be a very loud and noisy fight—
somcthing I don’t think he had expected.

2

Compared to the beginning of the confrontation at school, there
came much better news at home. Bob Mills called me and suggested a
monthly science column for Venture. I agreed enthusiastically, for this .
was just the sort of thing I wanted. T was to make each column twelve
hundred words long and I was to be paid fifty dollars for each column.
What's more, I was to have an absolutely free hand on subject matter.

[ sat down immediatelv and wrote “Fecundity Limited,” my first
article on the population problem. I sent it in on September 19, and it
was taken at once.

3

On Scptember 19, Bill Boyd finally told me that Lemon had told
him, “Asimov, although a brilliant man, has done a great deal of harm
to the school’s reputation, and he must go!” Bill was anxious to warn
me that more was at stake than the twenty-five hundred dollars. There
was “the Asimov problem,” as Lemon had called it.

I knew that, and my comment in my diary was: “The simple bas-
tards think they can solve it [the Asimov problem] easily, I suppose.”
Not for a minute did I think they would win out over me.
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On the twentieth, Sinex told me he had talked to Keefer and had
suggested trying to get me onto the graduate school payroll and there-
fore, in theory, out of the med school.

To me this seemed to be an attempt by Sinex to set up a compro-
mise that would keep me from exploding, as I threatened to do. I
was certain, however, that Keefer would not allow this compromise
and, for that matter, that I would not accept it if he did.

I said, “If I were you, Dr. Sinex, I'd just bow out and stay out of
trouble.” That indeed was what I wanted him to do. I knew that if he
weren’t neutral he would have to be on Keefer’s side. There was no way
in which he could risk his newly gotten job by coming out on my side.

4

I received copies of the third edition of Biochemistry and Human
Metabolism on September 23, but it meant nothing to me. I put it on
my shelves without even looking inside. Its arrival was symbolic of the
final passing of the Walker years, that's all.

Meanwhile, all that month I had been racing to finish Sit with
Death, my mystery novel. It was done on September 22, and I liked it a
great deal. On Wednesday, September 25, I drove to New York to take
it in personally. It had, not entirely coincidentally, a subplot in which
the professorial heto struggled to obtain tenure.!

I visited Horace Gold on the twenty-sixth for the first time in two
years. He and Evelyn were divorced now.

On the twenty-eighth, I drove into Long Island to see Stanley and
Ruth at their house, which I saw for the first time—and I saw my
nephew Eric for the first time, too.

Then I drove home to West Newton. I was feeling quite ill, my
muscles were aching, and I was coughing constantly. I was coming
down with a bad siege of bronchitis. The next day was Sunday, and I
spent most of it in bed in a semistupor.

The next day I pulled myself together and went to school to hear
Sinex lecture for the first time. He talked on protein structure to a class
on “Special Topics.” He clearly knew his subject, but his lecturing was
as disjointed as his ordinary speech, and T was quite certain the students
were having difficulty following him.

LAs in “What's in a2 Name?,” the new novel had a chemistry department as the
scene and chemists as characters.
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5

On October 1, T checked at Keefer's office to see if a decision had
been reached on my twenty-five hundred dollars. It hadn't, so I began
my counterattack.

I went to see Vice President McLaren of Boston University, who
was in charge of administrative matters concerning grants, and stated
my case as strongly as possible. I was in no mood to be diplomatic, so I
told him what I thought of Keefer in straightforward terms and warned
McLaren that if I did not get my twenty-five hundred dollars I would
take the matter up with Washington and, if necessary, with the courts,
and that I would not rest till I got the money.

He urged me to wait before doing anything drastic, and I said that
unless Keefer let me have the money, I would do whatever was neces-
sary to get it, however drastic.

6

On the next day, October 2, I asked for an appointment to see
Lamar Soutter, the dean who worked directly under Keefer. Soutter
said he would come up and see me—and he did, almost at once.

I closed and locked the door and said,? “I have something to say,
Dr. Soutter. I should say it to Dr. Keefer, but I will not speak to
him, and I am going to have to depend on you to tell him this.

“You may remember that a year and a half ago, you confronted me
with a demand that I apologize in writing to a young lady. I did so, and
then offered to resign, an offer you refused. I gave in at that time be-
cause, on reflection, I felt I was in the wrong; and I do not fight blindly
when T am in the wrong.

“This time, however, I am in the right, and nothing will budge me
from my demand for justice.”

I then went through the background of the conflict, stressing the
fact that Dr. Yeager had come to me, had offered me the grant, had
badgered me into taking it, and that Keefer had approved it. I ex-
plained that I was doing the book and that I had not touched one
penny of the money till Yeager virtually ordered me to take it, and that
now it had become a matter of principle.

21 did not record the conversations I had in connection with my quarrels with

Keefer, but T have an excellent memory, and while I can’t say my quotations are
word for word, they are essentially accurate even in fine detail.
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I said, “I have been out there in the harsh world of business, Dean
Soutter. For nearly twenty years, I have been dealing with editors and
publishers, and, on occasion, a mere handshake has closed a business
deal involving far more money than this twenty-five hundred dollars.
And not once in all that time have 1 been cheated and robbed; not
once. There have been times when someone didn't have the money to
give me at once, but they never denied my right to have it, and they
always paid me in the end.

“Do you think that I will now sit still here in the cloistered halls of
ivy and let myself be cheated out of money that a written and signed
contract says is mine? Never!

“You can be certain, Dean Soutter, that T will take this up with
Washington, and I will not rest, nor give in, no matter how high up I
have to go. Nor necd you think that fear of losing my salary will deter
me. [ make far more money through my writing than I do at school,
and I can afford to fight, however long it will take me. The publicity
that it will entail will help sell my books, and I will make 2 profit out of
it, but that same publicity can only hurt the medical school.”

I was warming to the topic now, driven by the heat of my anger,
and there was no pause in my eloquence—after all, I had been a profes-
sional writer for nineteen years and a public speaker for seven years,
and words were my business.

“And speaking of publicity, just consider what will happen if, by
some chance, Keefer does take my money, and then succeeds in taking
my job. What reason is there for doing so? Certainly, it isn’t because of
any flaw in my teaching, since any student will tell you I am the best
teacher in the school. You are welcome to attend my lectures if
you doubt this. Keefer says it is because I write science books.

“Well, when I came here to the medical school eight years ago, 1
had not yet published a single book, and was known to only a few thou-
sand science-fiction readers. In the eight years I have been at the
school, T have become internationally known and have published
twenty-three books.”

I emphasized the number and caught him. Dean Soutter had
clearly not known the number. “Twenty-three?” he asked.

“Twenty-three! And of those twenty-three, six are books on science
that have been highly regarded. I am already considered an important
and skillful science writer. I am one of the best science-fiction writers in
the world, of course, but that is not what I am talking about. I am now
an important and skillful science writer, and I don’t intend to stop. In
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the next eight years, I will have twenty-three more books,?® and I will be
recognized as the best science writer in the world.* I have fulfilled my
ambitions to this point, Dean Soutter, and I assure you I will fulfill this
one.

“And when I am recognized as the best science writer in the world,
I will be frequently asked by ordinary people, by newspaper reporters,
by television hosts—and I am already frequently interviewed in news-
papers and on radio and television—why on Earth I gave up my posi-
tion at Boston University School of Medicine, and I will answer that I
did not give it up, but that I was kicked out. And when they ask why, I
will sav that the school felt that my science writing would disgrace
them. And they will laugh, Dean Soutter. They will laugh at the
school, not at me.

“Now you tell all this to Keefer, Dean Soutter, and tell him it will
be hetter for him to give me my money.”

Dcan Soutter, who had said almost nothing through all this, nod-
ded and left. What he told Keefer, I don’t know, but I got the twenty-
five hundred dollars and had won the second round.

7

This time I knew it was only the second round and that Keefer
would now be more than ever ready to fire me. So did everyone clse,
and I suddenly found that people at the school stopped sceing me. [
had become a nonperson.

It was each person’s obvious notion that by becoming too closely
associated with me, he or she would be viewed as part of some “Asimov
clique” and would be marked down for destruction as well. T didn’t
blame them.

One exception was Elizabeth Moyer, a professor in the Anatomy
Department. Elizabeth was a tall, large woman who was, herself, an
odd character. She was an excellent teacher, very popular with the stu-
dents, and not entirely popular with the administration. She was a sin-
gle woman who led a lonely life, and, as is natural under the circum-
stanccs, she filled her world with office politics and office gossip.

She was delighted at seeing me tackle the administration, and I
could always go down to her office when I felt the pressures mount, and
there relax for an hour or so, while she told me what this person said
and what that person said. I never depended entirely on what she told
me, but it fulfilled a need for companionship that I wasn’t getting else-

3 This proved a gross underestimate.
4 Pcrhaps an overestimate, but I had no intention of pulling punches.
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where. Even Bill Boyd, though his position was secure and he therefore
did not have to avoid me, was doubtful solace, since his fecling—Ireely
expressed to me—was that there was no way in which I could win.

8

On October 2, 1957, I had begun a new science-fiction story called
“The Ugly Little Boy.” It dealt with a Neanderthal boy brought into
the present by a time machine of sorts, and of a nurse who gradually
came to love him.

Merely writing the story, however, did not soothe me. My rest-
lessness over the quarrel with Keefer required something more. I had
boasted to Soutter concerning the number of my books, and I wanted
some evidence that there were more to come. I had not yet heard about
Sit with Death from Isabelle Taylor, so on October 4 I called her up.

Isabelle hesitated and at first T thought she was going to ask for a
revision. She wasn’t. She didn’t like the book at all. It was a flat re-
jection. It was the first time any book of mine, written for Doubleday,
had been rejected outright by that firm.

I was staggered. After I hung up the phone, I closed and locked
my office door, went to my desk, and simply put my head down on my
arms. Perhaps everything was changing. Perhaps my wild boast to Sout-
ter had been too much and from now on everything would go downhill.

Then I thought: No, I can’t let myself slide into despair. I may
lose, but 1 won’t surrender.

So, with the door still locked, I began to write a piece of comic
verse. Before I got up from that desk, I had prepared a poem called “I
Just Make Them Up, See!,” which, for multiplicity of thyme and jocu-
larity of meter, I have never surpassed. It was the funniest poem I had
ever written, and I can't resist quoting it now that I've explained the
circumstances under which it was written. Here’s how it goes:

I Just Make Them Up, Seel

Oh Dr. A—

Oh Dr. A—

There is something (don’t go "way)
That I'd like to hear you say.
Though I'd rather die

Than try

To pry,

The fact, you'll find,
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Is that my mind
Has evolved the jackpot question for today.

I intend no cheap derision.

So please answer with decision,

And, discarding all your petty cautious fears,
Tell the secret of your vision!

How on earth

Do you give birth

To those crazy and impossible ideas?

Is it indigestion

And a question

Of the nightmare that results?

Of your eyeballs whirling,

Twirling,

Fingers curling

And unfurling,

While your blood beats maddened chimes
As it keeps impassioned times

With your thick, uneven pulse?

Is it that, you think, or liquor
That brings on the wildness quicker?
For a teeny

Weeny

Dry martini

May be just your private genie;
Or perhaps those Tom and Jerries
You will find the very

Berries

For inducing

And unloosing

That weird gimmick or that kicker;
Or an awful

Combination

Of unlawful

Stimulation,

Marijuana plus tequila,

That will give you just that feel o
Things a-clicking

And unsticking

As you start your cerebration
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To the crazy syncopation
Of a brain a-tocking-ticking.

Surely something, Dr. A,
Makes you fey
And quite outré.

Since I read you with devotion,
Won't you give me just a notion
Of that shrewdly pepped-up potion
Out of which emerge your plots?
That wild secret bubbly mixture
That has made you such a fixture
In most favored s.f. spots—

Now Dr. A,
Don’t go away—
Oh, Dr. A—
Oh Dr. A—

9

I sent the poem off to Tony Boucher the next day, and he took it
with delight. The poem only earned me thirty dollars, but it was a very
important thirty dollars. I took it as an indication that even when I
seemed to hit bottom I could still write.

And, after all, my science-fiction stories were still appearing. The
December 1957 Galaxy contained “Galley Slave.”® The December 1957
F & SF contained “I Feel It in My Bones,” a science article on fallout
and strontium-go that was then much in the news, but that rapidly be-
came outdated so that I never included it in any of my collections, and
“Insert Knob A in Hole B.”¢ The December 1957 Astounding in-
cluded “The Whenabouts of Radioactivity” (which, again, appears in
no collection of mine).

The January 1958 issue of Fred Pohl's new magazine Star Science
Fiction (its fist and only issue) contained “Spell My Name with an
‘S," 7 which Fred, with incredible obtuseness, retitled “S as in Zeba-
tinsky.” You can be sure I changed the title back in my collection.

Most important of all, the January 1958 issue of Venture con-
6 See-The Rest of the Robots.

8 See Nightfall and Other Stories.
7 See Nine Tomorrows.
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tained “Fecundity Limited,”8 which I hoped would be the first of an
open-cnded series of such articles.

10

Yet this was the final explosion of science fiction. That portion of
my writing career in which I dealt chiefly with science fiction was com-
ing to an end, and “The Ugly Little Boy,” which I was in the process of
writing, was to be the last of a series of perhaps 150 stories (including a
few articles) that I had placed in science-fiction magazines in a steady
stream over the past twenty years.

What happened was that on October 4, 1957, the day 1 called
Isabelle, discovered the rejection of Sit with Death, and wrote, “I Just
Make Them Up, See!,” the Sovict Union sent up the first artificial sat-
ellite, Sputnik I.

The United States went into a dreadful crisis of confidence over
the fact that the Soviet Union had gotten there first and berated itself
for not being interested enough in science. And I berated myself for
spending too much time on science fiction when I had the talent to be
a great science writer.

From that time onward, it was science that chiefly interested me,
and though I continued to write science fiction now and then, it was
only now and then. Never again, after the fall of 1957, was science
fiction. to form the main portion of mv output.?

-Sputnik also served to increase the importance of any known pub-
lic speaker who could talk on science and, particularly, on space, and
that meant me. I was hunted down, for this reason, by a lecture agent
named Harry Walker.

I had lunch with him on October 15, and he told me he could get
me a lecture a week at $100 each. Of course, Harry was going to take 30
per cent of each check for his services, but $70 a week meant $3,640 a
year, better than half my school salary, and Harry assured me that with
time my fees would go up. I agreed to consider the matter and called
Willy Ley to make sure that the 30 per cent fee was legitimate. Willy
assured me it was.

On October 17, Harry called me and talked me into agrecing to
give a talk at Fall River, Massachusetts, on November 4 for $100. Actu-
ally, this wasn't bad, for on October 19 I had to fulfill an engagement I
8 See Is Anyone There? (Doub]ed:ly. 1967).

9 Till now, 1 have listed the appes ¢ of all my ine fiction, and I shall con-
tinue to do so. I will not, however, bother to list all my magazine nonficion—there

are too many. I will mention only those that come up naturally in the narra.
Hon.
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had made to speak at Swampscott, Massachusetts, and they only paid
me $25. Even with Harry's cut, Fall River would pay me $70.

On November 4, I went to Fall River and gave my talk to the
Adams Club, a group of bankers, lawyers, and industrialists. I talked on
the significance of Sputnik and it went over very well, all the more so
since on the day before, the Soviets had put up Sputnik II.

The club prided itself on its universalism, by the way. One of its
officers told me proudly, “We include all religions in our membership—
Methodists, Baptists, Episcopalians. We even have a few Presby-
terians.”

And I kept on working. The break with science fiction was neither
completely sudden nor entirely complete. T wrote an outline for a sixth
Lucky Starr book, Lucky Starr and the Rings of Saturn, which I sent to
Doubleday for its approval.

11

Occasionally, a ghost out of the past rises before you. On Novem-
ber 4, 1957, Morris Samberg visited unexpectedly just before lunch. He
had been my best friend in junior high school, and I hadn’t seen him in
twenty-two years. He was short, he looked old, his hair was graying and
thinning. I thought uncomfortably that I must look old, too—and fat.

12

On November 10, 1957, I quickly dashed off a Gilbert and Sullivan
parody called “The Up-to-date Sorcerer,” which was intended to be hu-
morous. It was, in fact, my first successful humorous story (in my opin-
ion). After some revision, I placed it with F & SF.

Merely writing and selling the story was a relief to me. It was the
first completed and sold piece of fiction since the rejection of Sit with
Death (“The Ugly Little Boy” had been started earlier but I was still
working on it), and this was another indication that, somehow, the
heavens had not fallen.

On November 12, as though to reinforce the turn of the tide, I re-
ceived my regular paycheck with one seventh of the twenty-five hun-
dred dollars added. Obviously, I was going to be given the money in
seven equal installments through May. Keefer apparently expected me
to stay that long but not (I was willing to bet) any longer.
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13

I went by train to New York on November 13. When I visited
Doubleday, Margaret Loesser agreed to send a contract for Lucky Starr
and the Rings of Saturn.

Brad was going to try an experiment. Since he did not expect
Earth Is Room Enough to do well (collections of unrelated short sto-
ries don’t), he thought he would risk putting it out as a trade edition
and as a Science Fiction Book Club selection simultaneously.

Doubleday had been running the Science Fiction Book Club since
1952, and their own science-fiction books were often chosen as selec-
tions (though not invariably, for the book club was an independent
unit). Its first selection had, in fact, been The Currents of Space.

Generally, there was a wait of some time for the selection, since
the book-club editions were lower priced and there was no use killing
the sales of the higher-priced trade edition. There was no way of telling
how much damage was really done, however, unless one took the
chance of experimenting with some particular book and seeing how
much the regular sales fell off with simultaneous book-club selection.

The experiment was conducted on Earth Is Room Enough with, of
course, my permission, for I was curious, too.

To my surprise, and even more to Brad’s, Earth Is Room Enough
sold as well in trade editions as my other books did, despite the simulta-
neous availability of the book-club edition.

This led to a small difference of opinion at a meeting of writers
soon after. Cyril Kornbluth attacked Doubleday bitterly, charging them
with damaging authors’ sales by throwing books into the book-club
hopper too soon. I never like to hear Doubleday criticized in my pres-
ence, so I rose to say that that could not be so, for Eerth Is Room
Enough was put into simultaneous book-club edition and sold the usnal
amount in trade. My statement was not persuasive; I was simply tabbed
a company man.

14
Anticipating Keefer’s next move, I was still consulting various high
officials in Boston University. Some of them seemed to think I didn't
have tenure. I was shown a book representing the constitution, so to
speak, of the university, and it demonstrated that, indeed, I did not
fulfill the requirements.
I pointed out that the book was a 1957 edition. I pointed out that
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there was a 1955 edition that stated associate professorship to be
sufficient for tenure if T had been on the faculty a certain length of
time, and that under that rule I qualified for tenure. 1 said I would not
allow any ex post facto ruling to stand.

It tumed out, however, to be impossible to get a copy of that 1955
edition—which alone convinced me that I was right. Had 1 been
wrong, [ was sure they would have produced it without trouble in order
to prove I was.

15

We had been in the house for nearly two years, and the living
room was still largely empty and lacked even a rug. Neither Gertrude
nor [ could decide on the furnishings, and we finally obtained a decora-
tor who worked on the matter for months, and with whom we spent
endless hours of uncertainty deciding on wallpaper, drapes, slipcovers,
carpeting, and furniture.

Eventually, it was done—though at considerable expense. I always
thought that the interior decorator was more worn out over the whole
thing than we were.

16

I finished “The Ugly Little Boy” on December 2, 1957, and sent it
to Larry Shaw, who accepted it promptly. Unfortunately, what I didn’t
know was that Infinity, which had been coming out for two years now,
was on its last legs. They might accept a story, but they could not pay
for it. I kept waiting uselessly; the check never came.

I had even less luck with Sit with Death, which 1 had now
renamed A Whiff of Death. I sent it to several publishers of mystery
novels, such as Harper and William Morrow, and it kept coming back.
Apparently, Doubleday’s decision as to its unworthiness was part of a
general notion.

That bothered me, for I was convinced the murder mystery was a
good one. Of course, the setting of a graduate chemistry department
was an esoteric one,'® but that should have been a point in the book’s
favor.

10 In order to make certain that no one detect any similarities in the book to any-
one at the medical school, I set the scene firmly in my memory of the Columbia
graduate chemistry department and wrote the characters with specific Columbia fac-

ulty members in mind—at least as far as appearance was concemned, not personality
or character.



110 IN Joy StiLL FeLT

I discovered, eventually, that the chief flaw in the book from the
standpoint of the publishers was the inadequacy of the motive for the
murder. It involved a Ph.D. student faking results, and that seemed a
tiny sin to most editorial readers.

When I gave fellow professors an inkling of the plot, however,
they shuddered and turned away from me, obviously suspecting some
deep-seated perverse element in my nature even to imagine so heinous a
crime. Too little for one group of people, too much for anothert

Oh well, the February 1958 If appeared with “The Feeling of
Power,"!* and the February 1958 F & SF had my poem “I Just Make
Them Up, Sec!,”?? which they had rushed into print quickly. The Feb-
ruary 1958 Future had a short cautionary tale of mine called “Silly
Asses,”* and the March 1958 Venture had my second science column.

On December 14, 1957, I began Lucky Starr and the Rings of Sat-
urn.

11 Sce Nine Tomorrows.

12 Sce Nine Tomorrows.
18 Sce Buy Jupiter and Other Stories.
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Job at Stake

1

What [ was waiting for was another confrontation with Keefer—
the third round. He had asked to see me. On December 18 I went to
his office, and Sinex was there.

I did not make a record of the proceedings. In my diary I merely
say, “I spoke Ruently, forcibly, and eloquently,” but it has only been a
matter of decades since then. There’s no danger of my having forgotten
the details. Essentially, here’s how it went:

Keefer said that the school was dissatished (meaning he was dis-
satisfied, of course, and even more so, I suspect, that Lemon was dis-
satisfied) with the fact that I had given up my research to turn to sci-
ence writing, and that I seemed unwilling to alter this phase of my
activities.

I said, “Dr. Keefer, I was hired to teach, and I do teach, and I
think that teaching is the most important, and the primary task of a
professor at a School of Medicine. I had this out with Dean Faulkner
two years ago and he ended by agreeing with me. This is the ninth year
in which I have carried a full teaching load. I have told Dr. Soutter and
I am telling you now that T am the best teacher in the school, and I do
not shirk my duties in that respect at all.

“As for what T do when I do not teach, that is entirely my busi-
ness. The school has a right to ask that what I do be schelarly in nature
and that it redound to the credit of the school. I would fulfill these re-
quirements by doing research, and I would fulfill them equally well by -
science writing, providing my talent in other directions were equal.

“However,” I went on, “as a researcher, I can do a creditable job,
but T am mercly adequate—no more. As a science writer, on the other
hand, I am one of the best in the world, and I intend to become the
best. I am perhaps B— as a researcher, but I am A+ as a science writer.

“The school can well afford to have on its faculty the best science
writer in the world. Much publicity will acerte to the school, and all of
it will be good. And” (but here I had a hard job to control my anger
and speak distinctly) “if there is one thing that Boston University
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School of Medicine does not need, it is one more merely adequate
researcher.”

Both Keefer and Sinex stirred at this. They knew that what I was
saying was true—that Boston University School of Medicine did not ex-
actly shine like a beacon in the research heavens. Stll, to have me say
so, however indirectly, was a clear stab in the rear end for them. [
didn’t expect to endear myself to them with that statement, but I
didn’t intend to win out through endearment. I intended to win out by
force of being in the right.

Keefer said, after a pause, speaking as softly and icily as ever, “Nev-
ertheless, the school cannot afford to pay a science writer.”

“Then don't pay me,” I said promptly. “You don't think I need
your sixty-five hundred dollars a year, do you? However, if I don't get
paid, I don’t teach, and you lose your best teacher. There are others
here who get two or three times what I do and don't teach one half or
one third as well. If you feel you can afford them and not me, you will
have to live with that as an example of the worth of your adminis-
trative judgment.”

“Very well,” he said, “I think I can live with it. I will arrange to
have your appointment ended as of June 30.”

“No, sir,” I said, hotly, “you will not. I said you needn’t pay me,
and I won't take any money from you after June 30. However, my ap-
pointment I keep, because I have tenure.”

“That is 2 mistake. You do not have tenure.”

-“You are mistaken, I do. By the rules in force in 1955, when I was
promoted to associate professor, that rank automatically entailed ten-
ure. Show me the book of rules for that year and I'll show you the para-
graph. And I assure you that if you try to fire me, I will carry it to
higher and higher authorities endlessly.”

That was where we stood when I left.

I was more isolated than ever now, for the news was out that I was
fired and was going to make a fuss over it, and everyone was anxious to
stand out of the line of the cannonade. Sinex went out of his way to
cajole Boyd, who let himself be cajoled, and I had only Elizabeth
Moyer to depend on. I took to finding occasion to visit her office nearly
every day.

There was now nothing to do but wait. I knew that I could not
save my salary, but I didn’t particularly want to. Losing the salary meant
being relieved of all school duties and that, in turn, meant writing more
and eaming more so that my financial situation would actually be im-
proved by the loss (or so I told myself).

The question was: Would my appointment be renewed without
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salary? If it was, I remained an associate professor, perhaps indefinitely,
and I would have won. If it wasn’t—well, I didn’t like to think of what
I would then be forced to do. I had made threats in the heat of anger
that I couldn’t walk away from without humiliation.

2

The year 1957, ending in a blaze of unprecedented fireworks for
me, was nevertheless a highly satisfactory one from the literary stand-
point. In that year I had published five books, a record number. They
were:

20. The Naked Sun (Doubleday)

21. Lucky Starr and the Moons of Jupiter (Doubleday)
22. Building Blocks of the Universe (Abelard-Schuman)
23. Earth Is Room Enough (Doubleday)

24. Only a Trillion (Abelard-Schuman)

Only a Trillion was my collection of nonfiction essays, taken mostly
from Astounding.

Actually, I ought to have included the third edition of Biochem-
istry and Human Metabolism as a sixth book, but I did not, and that’s
the way it stands.

As to my writing earnings (counting the portion of the money
paid me out of my grant for the writing I was doing on The Living
River), those came to just a hair over sixteen thousand dollars. That
was some six hundred dollars less than the previous year’s record mark,
but in 1957 I had made no magazine sale comparable to that of The
Naked Sun. That I could manage to hold nearly even despite that ab-
sence was a remarkably good sign and it bolstered my self-confidence
for the fight ahead with Keefer.

My school eamings of sixty-five hundred dollars were far less in
amount, for the sixth successive year, than my writing earnings were,
and that, too, was a source of self-confidence. My total income in 1957,
as in 1956, came to over twenty-three thousand dollars. '

3
My thirty-eighth birthday, on January 2, 1958, passed almost un-
noticed. What I did notice was that, literarily, things continued to look
well-as the new year opened—and that was important to me at this
time.
On December 26, 1957, I had had lunch at Locke-Ober’s with Aus-
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tin Olney of Houghton Mifflin. Austin asked me to do a juvenile sci-
ence book on mathematics, and I agreed at once. I had no contract
with Abelard-Schuman that forbade me to publish science books for
other firms and, as I explained before, I was disenchanted with Abelard-
Schuman.

However, I still remembered my article “Names! Names! Namesl,”
which Abelard-Schuman had rejected for use in Only a Trillion. They
could scarcely object if I used the article they rejected as the basis for a
book with another firm. Serve them right, in fact.

I therefore pointed out to Austin that while I would do the book
on math, I would also like to do a book on the derivation of scientific
words, including the names of the elements, and he agreed. Now I had
two new books in prospect, for a new publisher—and one in Boston,
too, whom I could see with no trouble any time I wanted to, and with
a new editor, who impressed me as one of the nicest persons I had ever
met.

I started work on the derivation book, which I called Words of Sci-
ence at once, and by year’s end I had a sample batch of ten derivations,
which I sent to Austin for consideration.

By January 24, 1958, it was official. I called Austin and he told me
that a contract for Words of Science was in the works and would be
reaching me soon.

Meanwhile, on January 12, 1958, I had driven to New York and
the next day delivered what I had done of The Living River to Abelard-
Schuman.

I also delivered nine stories to Brad, with the idea of preparing an-
other collection, to be called Nine Tomorrows. In view of how well 1
had done with Earth Is Room Enough, he was amenable—another
book in view and one that cost me no trouble.

And on January 23, 1958, my first Doubleday statement of the year
had come in, and it was for forty-eight hundred dollars, a new record
for a single check—three quarters as large, in itself, as my entire annual
salary from the school.

It all bucked me up tremendously, and my air at school was one of
complete calm and self-confdence.

In fact, I began to be told by those of my fellow faculty members
who stopped to talk to me if they thought there was no one around to
see them, that they admired me greatly for the fight I was putting up.
Some of them actually said that if Keefer got away with it in my case,
none of the rest of them would be safe, so that it was important for me
to make the fight on their behalf as well as on my own.

I might have asked them, then, why they did not back me up
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openly and noisily in that case. I knew the answer, though. They had
wives, they had children—

So when one of them made some whispered comment on how
brave I was, I said,

“Brave? I'm not brave. There’s just nothing they can do to me no
matter how I fight them. I've got academic freedom. Do you know
what the proper definition of academic freedom is?”

“No.”

“It’s two words long. Academic freedom is ‘outside income.” When
a professor has an adequate outside income, he can tell the adminis-
tration to go to hell, and that's what I'm doing. But there’s no bravery
to it.”

Despite that, my reputation for “guts” grew, and I began to be
conscious of admiration, from a distance.

I was satisfied. Public opinion was building up in my favor, and I
felt that Keefer would have trouble handling it, even if it showed itself
only cautiously.

4

In the course of my January visit to New York, by the way, I did
somcthing I had been dreaming of for sixteen years. The Encyclopaedia
Britannica, which my father had bought just before I left for Phila-
delphia, was still in the parental apartment, and of course he never had
occasion to use it.

I said, “Well then, Pappa, I have a house now and I have room for
it. Let me have it and I'll pay you for it.”

My father would not accept money. I piled the books and the
bookcase into the car and took them back with me. At last I had a copy
of the encylopacdia and could find out how it came out. It was a most
useful addition to my reference library.

5

My ninth teaching semester (my first under Sinex) began toward
the end of January, and I knew it would be my last as a full member of
the department.

In this last of my teaching classes was one John R. Jeppson. I
wasn’t particularly aware of it; 1 didn’t notice. He, however, was the
brother of Janet Jeppson, the young psychiatrist whom I had casually
offended at the New York science-fiction convention over a year before.
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(Of course, I didn't remember that. I didn’t even know I had offended
her at the time.)

John, as I discovered later, discussed his course work with Janet
(they were the children of a successful ophthalmologist in New
Rochelle, New York, so medicine was a not-unnatural career for both of
them) and apparently had much good to say of me. This helped
change Janet’s mind about me so that when the time came, she was
willing to forget the unfortunate occurrence at the convention and give
me another chance.

6

On January 31, 1958, I leamed that the Thomas Alva Edison
Foundation was awarding me a scroll plus $250 for Building Blocks of
the Universe. The money was nice but the scroll was nicer.

After all, I had rather vauntingly announced at the top of my voice
to the med school powers that I intended to be the best science writer
in the world, and I couldn’t very well become that without winning a
few awards on the way. This was my first.

7

Brad called on February 4 to tell me that even though Doubleday
was going to do Nine Tomorrows he wanted me to clean up “I'm in
Marsport Without Hilda.” The story dealt with three men who were
apparently drugged and completely out of touch with the real world—
but one of them was faking. The question was which one. The hero
finally solved the problem by describing a session he had had with a
woman and then seizing the one who understood him sufficiently well
to develop an erection. I very carefully did not detail the hero’s sexual
description, nor did I specifically state there was an erection. Brad
sternly said that the implication was clear enough, however, and I was
to clean it up.

1 did so, but felt rather humiliated, for I was, and am, proud of the
decency of my stories.

In fact, when I wrote The End of Eternity and let the hero go to
bed with the heroine, Brad wrote in the margin: “At last. A bedroom
scene in Asimov.” When Gertrude saw that, she insisted on reading the
chapter. She read and read and then said, “Well, where’s the bedroom
scene?” and I said, rather annoyed, “You just passed it.”

Some time later, I read one of Sprague de Camp's wonderful his-
torical novels, The Dragon of the Ishtar Gate, and read his description
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of an orgy, which included details far worse than anything in “I'm in
Marsport Without Hilda.” Yet Sprague’s book was published by
Doubleday. '

I called up Brad indignantly and asked why Sprague could do so
much and I couldn’t even do a little. And Brad, utterly unrepentant,
said, “Isaac, your books are so proper that librarians are confident
enough to buy them without reading them, and we don’t want to do
anything to upset them.”

Nevertheless, years later, when another collection of mine was to
appear and there was some desire to include “I'm in Marsport Without
Hilda,” I balked and said, “I don’t want to use the bowdlerized ver-
sion.”

By then, the progress of explicit sex in literature had reached the
point where even the “unexpurgated” version read like decency itself—
and in it went.! The tampered-with version in Nine Tomorrows will
never appear anywhere else, if I have any say about it.

But the day after Brad had confirmed the sale of Nine Tomorrows,
Larry Shaw admitted he didn’t have the money to buy “The Ugly Lit-
tle Boy” after all, and that was the last and anchor piece in Nine To-
morrows. It was a disappointment.

There were some minor disappointments, too. The April 1958
Super-Science came out with “All the Troubles of the World,”? and on
the cover my first name was spelled “Issac.” I protested, of course.

And Lillian McClintock had left her editorial position with
Abelard-Schuman. T didn’t like the intensity of her editing but I am al-
ways upset when I lose an editor. Abelard-Schuman offered a high rate
of editorial replacement, and that was another source of discomfort
there.

8

On February 7, 1958, I took the train to Baltimore in order to give
a talk the next morning at the University of Maryland School of Medi-
cine. There the inviting professor made me comfortable with an excel-
lent chicken dinner at his home, and then took me to the Lord Balti-
more Hotel, where I was to spend the night. T must admit that the
pampering T get when 1 am a guest lecturer is as pleasant as the fee.

I was reading the New York Times at breakfast the next morning
(just before my talk, which was scheduled for g a.M. on the eighth),
and when I got to the obituary page, I noted, with wry amusemcnt,

! Sce Asimov's Mysteries.
2 See Nine Tomorrows.
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that some fellow with the look-alike name of Henry Kuttner had died.
My first thought was that I would write a letter to Hank and pretend 1
thought he had died—except that when I read the obituary I found he
had. It did not occur to me till then that science-fiction writers of my
own generation were mortal—or that if they were, they rated space in
the New York Times. Hank had died of a heart attack, and he was only
forty-three.

Fortunately, I had finished breakfast or I wouldn't have been able
to eat any more.

But the show must go on. I had to leave for my morning talk, a
walking distance away. I was reasonably dressed for midwinter, but
when I came to the door of the hotel I could see passersby walking in
coats, scarves, and gloves, and with heads bent low.

I said in alarm to the doorman, “Cold day?”

“Bitter,” he said, eying my coat. “Better warm up.”

I didn’t want to freeze, so I buttoned every button I could find,
upended my collar, sank my head down as far as it would go, buried my
hands deep in my pockets, then signaled the doorman to open the door.

I stepped out into springlike weather. T doubt that the temperature
was lower than twenty-nine, and we don’t call that cold in Boston. In-
dignantly, I yanked my hands out of my pockets, turned down my col-
lar, unbuttoned every coat button I could find, and walked leisurely to
the University of Maryland School of Medicine, enjoying the balmy
weather. More than one Baltimorean must have thought me crazy.

9

When it came time to parcel out the lectures for the teaching se-
mester, Sinex asked me which lectures I wanted.

I said, with conscious haughtiness, that if everyone else would se-
lect the lectures they thought they would shine in, I would take what-
ever was left over. If I thought that the rest of the department would
chivalrously refuse to take advantage of me, I was wrong. They all
grabbed vigorously and I was left with the sickest collection of no-
chance lectures I had ever seen. Served me right!

My first lecture was on February 11, 1958, and the subject was
heme—the iron-containing compound that was the cutting edge, so to
speak, of hemoglobin. It was the heme that picked up the oxygen in
the lungs and gave it up in the cells.

It was straight chemistry and therefore bound to be unpopular
with medical students, who never believe that chemistry has anything
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to do with medicine and always think of it, impatiently, as a college
course that, by rights, should be over and done with.

I did pretty well, but Sinex did not attend that lecture.

The next day, February 12, I was to lecture again, this time on ab-
normal hemoglobins, a subject with medical applications that could be
made highly dramatic, if skillfully developed—and Sinex walked in to
attend.

I had a clear alternative. I could deliver a perfectly competent, per-
fectly ordinary lecture, and let things go at that. Or I could put on a
show, tear passions to tatters, and demonstrate that I was indeed the
best lecturer (or, at any rate, the most spectacular) in the school. That
would demonstrate me to be no liar, but I knew well it might not en-
dear mc to Sinex. You get no points for being better than the boss.

So was I going to play it safe and