
 

Moshe Feder: Jophan of Flushing 

by Kevin J. Maroney 

Let me start with my favorite anecdote about Moshe Feder.  

In New York City, Macy's annually sponsors a Fourth of July fireworks show, held along the rivers that 

line Manhattan. It's a spectacular show, and like all spectaculars in New York, it attracts a huge crowd. 

One year in the late 1990s, either Moshe or I—I can't now remember which—hit upon the idea of 

bypassing the crowds along the East River, and we instead set out to watch the show from the 86th floor 

observation platform of the Empire State Building.  

The fireworks start shortly after sunset, and we thought that we would cleverly show up around 4 in the 

afternoon. Moshe and I rendezvoused in the lobby and, after we stopped to check the building registry 

for Clark “Doc” Savage's Hidalgo Trading Company (alas, still not there; I understand a world-famous 

crime fighter's need for privacy, but still), we took the elevators up and discovered that somewhere 

around 100 other people had the same idea, except even earlier. By the time we got there, a layer of 

people in lawn chairs ringed the inside of the observation platform's low wall and fencing. 

Moshe and I spent the next few hours sightseeing from the platform, and I could not have asked for a 

better companion for the day. One of his many areas of deep knowledge is the city's history—he has off 

and on seriously considered taking up the vocation of NYC tour guide—and we fell into a pattern 

wherein I would point at a random far-off building and he would tell me not only what it was but what 

had been there before it, how things changed, and what was lost and gained. The city's lights woke one 

by one as the night swallowed the sky, and the other New York came out. And it was time for the show. 

We turned to face the east, standing many rows back from the edge ... and discovered that we were 

actually above the fireworks. Because we were so far back from the edge of the platform, all we could 



 

see were flares reflecting off other buildings and occasionally a thin thread of green or red just clearing 

the thousand-foot-high floor.  

It was still a great day, even if the fireworks were not as ambitious as we were.  

**** 

Moshe Feder has been a fixture of New York science fiction since plesiosaurs roamed Flushing Meadows  

Park, or not long after, anyway. That park, also known as the Fairgrounds, is a short walk from his house, 

and attending the second Worlds Fair held there as a tween left him with a lifelong passion for both the 

'39 and '64 Fair. Another lifelong passion: Like so many of us, he discovered science fiction as a child and 

never looked back. He followed that into professional editorial labors that he has never been long away 

from—first as a part-time magazine editor, then starting in 1984 as assistant to the legendary Ellen 

Asher at the Science Fiction Book Club. (Asher spent 37 years at NAL and SFBC, beating John W. 

Campbell’s run at Astounding/Analog.) He made a lateral move within Doubleday from the SFBC to 

running the Military Book Club for several years. In the mid-1990s, he was hired by Crossover 

Technologies as part of their Full Employment for New York Fandom program, alongside (among others) 

Debbie Notkin, Greg Costikyan, Andy Hickmott, Avram Grumer, Will Shunn, Arthur Hlavaty, Bernadette 

Bosky, Frank Balazs, and your humble narrator. 

In 2000, after helping to run the Flushing office of the United States Census, Moshe got the chance to 

move to Tor Books; he became David G. Hartwell's assistant and thus, I believe, was the only person to 

work as assistant to both of the longest-serving editors in American SF. (Hartwell served 45 years at a 

series of publishers.) As David's assistant, Moshe kindly helped me find freelance work writing cover and 

catalog copy during my period of unemployment following the September 11th attacks, for which I am 

still ridiculously grateful.  



 

Moshe's greatest mark on professional SF (so far!) came when he acquired the first novel from a 

Brigham Young grad student, Brandon Sanderson's Elantris; Moshe also recommended Sanderson to 

Harriet McDougal, which lead to Sanderson writing the final volumes of Robert Jordan's Wheel of Time. 

So, there's that. He also brought Dan Wells’s I Am Not a Serial Killer and its sequels to Tor.  

But all through this, Moshe never ceased being an active fan. Possibly his greatest triumph was co-

authorship of the very, very fannish musical The Mimeo Man (with Eli Cohen and the aforementioned 

Debbie Notkin, using the music of that nonfan Meredith Wilson), performed to great acclaim in the 

1970s. He has a long history of perceiving needs and filling them. He founded the SF&F fan club at his 

alma mater Queens College. (There is, as far as I know, no truth to the scurrilous rumor I just made up 

that the faculty sponsor was John "John Norman" Lange.) Pursuing his lifelong passion for rail 

transport—a natural interest for a New Yorker, a city that could not exist in anything like its modern 

form without rail—he created the Third Level discussion group for fannish rail fans, because the 

structures of fandom recapitulate across all nature of interests. His love of history and alternate history 

led to his serving as a judge for the Sidewise Awards. 

For most of a decade, he opened his family home in Flushing to the Last Chance Salon, a monthly open 

house gathering of fans and friendlies. Because his house has a guest room—a rarity in the crowded 

New York real-estate hellscape—he has been a frequent host for visiting fans, including many TAFF and 

other DUFF delegates, and on at least two occasions he took in other local fans who had fallen on hard 

housing times. In the same hospitable vein, Moshe has partnered since the 70s with Lise Eisenberg to 

hold room parties for early-arriving fans at worldcons and the many other conventions they attended. 

That house is a pleroma of odd and wonderful objects. Not least among them have been Moshe's 

several cats — Nemo the Siamese at the moment — but also an enormous library of books, films, and 

recorded music in genres I've never even heard of—all the usual trappings of a fannish collector. More 



 

unusual are a white Stratocaster autographed by Bonnie Raitt (though he can’t play guitar), hundreds of 

pieces of Coca-Cola memorabilia, and numerous stuffed dinosaurs.  

Perhaps the most eccentric, by which I mean delightful, objects in the house are the 2½-foot-high 

numbers and 4½-foot-high letters, props from the Fall 2000 Off-Broadway musical Fermat's Last Tango, 

the story of Andrew Wiles's solution to Fermat's infamous theorem. In the middle of the play, the 

numbers served as seats for the famous mathematicians in their heaven, known as “the Aftermath.” At 

the finale, as the proof having been accomplished, the giant Q.E.D.appears. Yep, those letters—an 

oversize Latin abbreviation—can now be seen in Flushing, by appointment. A couple of years later, Alan 

Alda starred in Peter Parnell’s QED, a play about Richard Feynman at Lincoln Center. Moshe waited at 

the stage door to meet Alda and offer him the letters; Alda, in an attack of modesty and sanity, 

demurred. 

Moshe has the wide-ranging omnivorous curiosity that, if not characteristically fannish, then certainly is 

widely welcomed within fandom. When I stumbled into an interest in New Testament scholarship, 

Moshe met it with his own interest in Jewish history, and we have whiled away many an hour, a lapsed 

Catholic and a secular Jew interrogating the foundational details of our former faiths. I remember once 

confessing my confusion about Jewish cosmology, to wit the question of why G*d had created the non-

Jewish nations of the world. Without a pause, Moshe served back the most New York of answers: 

"Somebody's got to pay retail!" Standup metaphysics. Got to love it.  

I'm going to close with another anecdote.  

**** 

One of the roles I serve in New York fandom is "the guy with the car." I help people schlep stuff around 

the metropolitan area—36" CRT televisions, book hauls, whatever. One time, Moshe had somehow 

managed to acquire a giant cardboard Coke display in the form of Santa’s sleigh that he needed to get 



 

from the Tor offices (then still at the Flatiron Building) to his home; he knew it was an inconvenience but 

he offered to take me out for dinner when we were done. (I probably would have done it without the 

meal, but please don't tell him that!)  

One of Moshe's many interests and skills is finding new culinary experiences, so we decided to try a new 

Korean restaurant in downtown Flushing. The pickup and drop-off went smoothly and we soon found 

ourselves at a table covered with small plates of unfamiliar food. One of them held something 

unidentifiable that tasted oddly like the smell emitted by the plastic furniture covers that our 

grandparents' generation used to protect the "good" upholstery—except, somehow, delicious. We 

ordered an appetizer and an entree along with the small plates, and my appetizer was a bowl of some 

flaming-red spicy soup. It tasted like pure cayenne, but again, delicious. 

About halfway through the soup, I suddenly realized I was having trouble breathing. A flake of pepper 

had gone down my trachea, which responded by swelling up like a balloon animal, leaving me breathing 

through a pinhole. Moshe picked up on my subtle signs of distress—gasping, clutching at my neck, 

heaving, you know, really subtle signs—and immediately jumped up, ready to Heimlich me or call 911, 

but I realized that I was already slowly improving. So I sat, breathing as best I could while Moshe kept up 

chatter about everything and nothing, distracting and entertaining me, until about ten minutes later I 

was back to normal.  

And then I ate the rest of the soup. Because, damn, it was good soup. Well chosen, Moshe. 
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