


Saving Astounding
...Michael Main

Andromeda's Spotlighe; The ASIM crew would ke to extend therr congratulations to
Michael Matn en his fivse foray e print,

“ASIM has been a faverite of mine since its appeavance three years ago. As you read
this particular story, you will meet two of the strongest influences on my writing, and
I would like o dedicare this story to those two gianes, Last summer, T was elated to
meer Mr. Pohl ar the Eansas SF Whirers Workshop, where he kindly took time to sit
with me and talk of some memories of the summer of 1938, I am quick w point out,
though, thar the characters, events, and quotations of this story are all fictinious,
except perhaps where they explamn previously mexplicable happenings that could not
be officially revealed until now.”

When the July 1938 Astounding didn't arrive, | was terror-stricken. Yes, there
were other magazines of the time, but there was only one John W. Campbell,
Jr, and only one Astounding. Without Astounding, I nmight well have become

something ordinary — mavbe a brain surgeon.

—"Asimov on Asimov” (speech at Dianacon)
0 Aprnl 1977
Murray Hill Hotel, New York City

Isaac tipped his chair back against the storefront wall, a precarious position for a
gangly 18-year-old, but he managed to maintain his balance and keep an eye on
Minnie and Stanley at the same time.

“Don't go far, Minnie,” he shouted.

“Don't call me Minnte,” she shouted back.

*Yeah, well watch Stan for a minute...” He brought the legs of the chair back

to the eround befere adding, “Mmnze.”
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“Dry up!” she velled, but Isaac had already ducked into the store and plowed into
Mamma.,

“You'll call her Marcia,” Mamma said.

“Pappa calls her Minnie.”

“And you won't.”

Isaac thought to argue, but he needed to keep Mamma in an agreeable mood. She
retumned to the candy counter, and he pulled a copy of The Shadow frem the stand.
“Lock here—" He opened to an announcement for the July Astoundig: At Newsstands
Everyiwhere Now! "We haven't got it yet.”

*Could be canceled,” she said.

Isaac’s stomach did a flip-flop, and he steadied himself on the counter. “They
wouldn't de that. It's real popular and the customers are asking about 1t.” That last it
was designed to grab her attention. She would do anvthing for a loval customer.

“Which customers!”

“Mr. Long.”" It was not a lie, Mr. Long had asked when Isaac told him the issue
wasn't in.

Mamma opened the cash drawer and fished out a nickel. “You telephone Street
and Smith. Find out when it is coming and let Mt Long know.”

“Olay, but it might take three or four calls to get the whole story. You know how it
is: I'll call ene place and they'll tell me to call ancther, then the other place makes me
call che first place back.” Indecision entered Mamma's face — she hated telephones
— and Isaac pressed the advantage. “Or I could zo to Street and Smith myself.”

“Who'll look after Minnie and Stanley!™

“Minnie — [ mean Marcia — she can take Stanley te the matinee. I'll go in on
the subway and straight back.”
and be back to deliver the

Mamma locked Isaac in the eyes. “You shave first

papers.”

Asimov stood and intreduced himself Pohl embraced him like a long-lost brother,
clapping him on the back and calling him Eve, even though beoth swere 1t was their
first meeting outside the Astounding letters page.

—Minutes of the Futurian Society of New York

15 September 193§

130 Nostrand Avenue, Brooklyn, New York
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At the Street and Smith building, Isaac got directions to the office of Mr John
W Campbell, Jr., uncertain whether the editor would see him or launch him from a
window. The path tock him to a creaky hydraulic elevator and up to the fifth floor
where the elevator man pointed down a series of twisting hallways, Isaac weaved
around great bales of paper in the halls and through a curious flock of small gray birds,
finally emerging at the desk of Campbell's young assistant.

Surprisingly, the prespect of facing Mr Campbell zenerated only part of Isaac’s
shakiness, The rest stemmed from the assistant — Miss Edison, according to the
nameplate — who sat below a cloud of the hallway birds. She had dark eyes, dark hair
and a combination of curves that put a meomentary held on Isaac’s tongue. She also
had a relaxing manner, though, and soon Isaac was talking about why he had come all
the way from Brooklyn. The conversation easily wandered from the latest Astounding
stories and arttwork teo dark accounts of European pelitics. She was about to call
through to Campbell on the intercom when a voice rose from the back room.

“Pohl! Iz that vou, Fohl!” A hawk-nosed man emerged, John Camphell himself,
jabbing a cigarette toward Isaac. “You're not Fohl,” he said.

“Mr, Pohl hasn't returned,” =aid Miss Edizon. “This 1s Mz Isaac Asi—"

*You know about hirds?”

Campbell interrupted. “You know how they fly!" He
retreated to hiz office, calling for Isaac to follow. An encouraging ned from Miss
Edison belstered Isaac's courage, and he ran after Campbell. “1 attend Columlbna,” he
said, “and I do know about birds!"

Camphbell shid up the rolltop on his desk. He withdrew an ehject from a pigeenhele
and offered it to Isaac. “What de yvou malke of this?”

“Is it a bird?" Isaac leaned forward. “Is it dead!”

“It can't be dead. It never was alive. Here, take it.”

Isaac did so and was surprised at the cold, metallic feel. Each feather was a thin,
individually hinged pane, perhaps giving some contrel in flight, but little of the
insulation a real bird needs.

“Suppose you wanted to build a bird, cne that flies," Camphbell said. “How would
vou do it!"

“You mean a mechanical bird? It would have to be light." Isaac brought it close to
study the detail. The eyes were just painted dots, but the beak was transparent with
a small lens inside. He peered through the beak. “Is this one of those birds from the
hall—"

The conversation was interrupted as Miss Edison appeared — “Mr. Pohl is here,”
she said — and behind her stocd an out-of-breath boy about the same age as Isaac,
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