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An Introduction
by Chris Garcia

It started, like most of my ideas, with a bath. 
 That is, I was taking a bath the week I was most seriously working on 
the Apollo issue of Journey Planet and started thinking about Méliès . About 
what people thought space was in the past. About the stories today that 
were written as if we still thought space was what we thought it was in the 
19th century, the 15th century, Millenia ago. This bubbled through and I came 
up with the phrase “Antique Space” out of nothing, maybe out of aether. 

I was reading Zero Hour for like the 10th time, and realized that I 
needed to come up with a crossover. 

So here, for the first time, The Drink Tank, Journey Planet, and the re-
turning Exhibition Hall are all running content created around the Antique 
Space theme. This issue is basically the set-up, a small piece from me, a few 
pieces of art from Vanessa Applegate, and that amazing cover by the great 
Hillary Pearlman-Bliss, who will again be on my Best Fan Artist Hugo ballot 
for like the tenth time. She is der absolute hammer! 

These issues are edited by me, James Bacon, Alissa McKersie, and 
Chuck Serface. 
 You’ll be reading the largest chunk in Journey Planet (a zine that I have 
sadly had to limit my time on lately, and for which I am endlessly sad), and 
Exhibition Hall will be mostly art (I’m doing the cover to that one!) and a 
comedy article, but it’ll mark it’s return. That will feel good. Quite good.

Quite. 
In other news, I’m happy to remind EVERYONE that I’ll be the Edi-

tor Guest of Honor at NASFiC in beautiful Columbus, Ohio in August, and 
y’all should come. I have ideas! One is going to be a long walk through the 
Columbus Museum of Art, but you’ll need in come in a day or two early for 
that one! I’m planning on doing a lot of pubbing before then, including Jour-
ney Planet issues on the Brit comic Battle, Swamp Thing, and a Drink Tank on 
Stephen Sondheim.! You should write for them!

So, sit back, relax, and enjoy The Drink Tank: Antique Space!
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The Men of the Moon
A Spectulative Fiction

 During the unpleasantness of the Dirtbag incursion into the Hugos, 
there was much slagging on a single work of genius. That work was one of 
mine, and Vanessa’s, favorites – “If You Were a Dinosaur, My Love” by Rachel 
Swirsky. Not only is it a touching, memorable, beautiful story, but it is also 
the very definition of speculative fiction. For fuck’s sake, it was written in 
the subjunctive, the very mood of speculation! Now, you could argue that 
it’s not speculative fiction and not genre in the same way that the film Hugo 
is both steampunk and not at all a genre film, but that’s neither here nor 
there. It’s a lovely and powerful story that is the very stuff that genre is 
made of. And while re-reading my all-time favorite anthology, Future Perfect, 
I came to a Washington Irving work that blew my mind because it was min-
ing the same vein! 
 “The Men of the Moon” is at its heart, a speculation. It’s not a story 
of an alien, in this case by the titular inhabitants, but a speculative recount-
ing of events that have not, and certainly would not, happen. It’s written 
with an almost apologetic tone, as if Irving is begging the reader’s pardon 
for bringing them to such a flight of fancy. That it appeared in a book called 
A History of New York, a satirical novel written under the pseudonym Died-
rich Knickerbocker, but sometimes still referenced as a work of actual his-
tory!



 And people wonder why historians are so uppity!
  Now, let’s give a read to the first paragraph, shall we? 

Let us suppose, then, that the inhabitants of the moon, by astonishing 
advancement in science, and by profound insight into that ineffable lunar 
philosophy, the mere flickerings of which have of late years dazzled the 
feebled optics, and addled the shallow brains of the good people of our 
globe—let us suppose, I say, that the inhabitants of the moon, by these 
means, had arrived at such a command of their energies, such an envi-
able state of perfectibility, as to control the elements, and navigate the 
boundless regions of space. Let us suppose a roving crew of these soaring 
philosophers, in the course of an aerial voyage of discovery among the 
stars, should chance to alight upon this outlandish planet. And here I 
beg my readers will not have the uncharitableness to smile, as is too fre-
quently the fault of volatile readers, when perusing the grave speculations 
of philosophers. I am far from indulging in any sportive vein at present; 
nor is the supposition I have been making so wild as many may deem it. 
It has long been a very serious and anxious question with me, and many 
a time and oft, in the course of my overwhelming cares and contrivances 
for the welfare and protection of this my native planet, have I lain awake 
whole nights debating in my mind whether it were most probable we 
should first discover and civilize the moon, or the moon discover and civ-
ilize our globe. Neither would the prodigy of sailing in the air or cruising 
among the stars be a whit more astonishing and incomprehensible to 
us than was the European mystery of navigating floating castles through 
the world of waters to the simple savages. We have already discovered 
the art of coasting along the aerial shores of our planet by means of 
balloons, as the savages had of venturing along their sea-coasts in ca-
noes; and the disparity between the former and the aerial vehicles of the 
philosophers from the moon might not be greater than that between the 
bark canoes of the savages and the mighty ships of their discoverers. I 
might here pursue an endless chain of similar speculations; but as they 
would be unimportant to my subject, I abandon them to my reader, par-
ticularly if he be a philosopher, as matters well worthy of his attentive 
consideration.

 You can see why I am a fan of Irving. That man can put the words 
on the table! 
 The idea of there being people on the moon was already pretty 
much known to be false, the ‘feebled optics’ that he references weren’t ac-
tually that feeble, and we had a pretty good idea of what the surface of the 
moon was like. We knew the craters and the waste, and there was a gen-
eral shift away from there being great cities on the moon to the idea that 
there were great cities under the surface of the moon. 
 But that’s not what he’s doing here – he’s using sci-fi to illustrate 
the aspects of then-contemporary society. In the case of “The Men of the 
Moon” (also called “The Conquest of the Earth by the Moon”) he’s com-
menting on the colonization of America, the way Europeans came and 
used their advanced technologies to subjugate Native Americans. The most 
savage of burns comes from his description of the moon people: they car-
ry their heads as they are tethered to their bodies by a spinal cord. In es-
sence, he’s saying that the colonizers were monsters, coming to where they 
didn’t belong, and all because they had better technology. 
 Have you heard that story since 1809? I have, and here, in the Byz-
antine prose of Irving, we are given the scenario so totally pointedly, and 



it’s something that might not be caught by a reader of the day, even when 
he calls it out explicitly in the text, because they wouldn’t have the idea 
that there was anything wrong with colonization (unless they were the col-
onized people, though Irving was certainly not writing for those readers) 
and when he gave these fantastical visions, he’s making them buy into his vi-
sion of the conquest of America without ever saying, “You’re the monster!”
 He was super smart, no?
 The story is one of those “This is all fake!” that’s making a big point 
about where we’re all at. This same thing happened in the classic Greek 
work, A True Story, and it’s pretty good. The story here is less fantastical, if 
you can say that about a story where moon men come and conquer, but 
it’s stiffer than that Greek work. This probably has to do with the fact that 
it’s translated instead of written by an old English speaker. 
One of the most fascinating thing is that he makes some hilarious jabs:

We have moreover found these miserable savages sunk into a state of 
the utmost ignorance and depravity, every man shamelessly living with 
his own wife, and rearing his own children, instead of indulging in that 
community of wives enjoined by the law of nature, as expounded by the 
philosophers of the moon.  In a word, they have scarcely a gleam of true 
philosophy among them, but are, in fact, utter heretics, ignoramuses, and 
barbarians.

 Now, you can see that he’s doing the whole reverse-the-reversal 
thing that allows him to make his point, and provide some fine wording. 
He’s describing the inhabitants of Earth as he thinks the moon men would 
report back to the Great Man in the Moon, who is their potentate. The 
whole “shamelessly living with his own wife” thing is hilarious! The idea of 
“true philosophy” is a direct jab at the thinkers who were pushing their 
idea of what THEY thought was native culture as a way to live. Of course, it 
was only lightly inspired by actual Native American cultures, and usually in 
the most superficial way. 
 The story is only barely a story, little more than an extended meta-
phor. That’s cool, and when it’s taken out of the context of A History of New 
York, it becomes a story of a kind. It’s humorous, if not funny in the present 
times. The 210 years we’re looking back through make it that much more 
impressive. It hits so many notes, and if a writer were to write this today, it 
would be clear to everyone, “woke” or otherwise, exactly what was going 
on, because he tells you. I like that aspect of the piece, but importantly, I 
love that there’s a writer who uses as many words to say something simple 
as I do.
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