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CHALLENGER #14
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A special abridgment for the Southern Fandom Press Alliance
Guy Lillian I
P.O. Box 53092 New Orleans LA 70153-3092
GHLIII Press Publication #918
10-25-01

Many members of the Southern Fandom Press Alliance saw the full version of Challenger #14
when I published it in June of this year. So why run a special edition for SFPA? It has to do with
the 2 cent copies being offered at the Mail Box outlet in LaPlace, where I work, in the month of
October. I realized that the 14" Challenger is the only issue not to run in some form or another
through SFPA, and that [ could not pass up such cheap printing, and so.

Needless to say, this edition is not the whole zine. You have with you selected articles, and are
missing the letter column, my zine reviews, six pages of Mardi Gras photographs and a piece on
police interrogation of a murder suspect. Hey, the glass is either half empty or half full. This is half
of Challenger #14. You decide.

And watch for Challenger #15 ... possibly in this very mailing!
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/ - an EDITORIAL

April 18, 2001 ... almost 7PM Central Time. A few minutes ago, just as I finished a call
with my beloved fiancee, Rose-Marie Donovan, my phone rang again. “Is this Guy H. Lillian
ITI? The editor of Challenger?” Ah, I thought. A fan in search of a copy. But no. It was
Saul Jaffe of Millennium Philcon, this year’s World Science Fiction Convention, with news.

For the second time, Challenger has been nominated for the Hugo.

I am supposed to keep the news secret until the first of May. T'was okay, said
Saul, to tell Rosy ... and I'm sure he won't object to my informing my brother. (Lance likes
SF - especially Stephen Donaldson - but he's not a fan.) Beyond that ... Can I resist?
Can I resist e-mailing Rich Lynch with a “?” in hopes he’ll reply with a *!"? When I next
speak with Mike Resnick, how can I not trade our great news, since I'm sure he’s been
tapped for “Elephants on Neptune”. And what about my local mates? How can I keep this
from Bryan Norris or Dennis Dolbear? Chall is a Hugo nominee. How can I keep that
news to myself?

By the time you read this, May 1% will be long past, and all of the Hugo nominations
will be public knowledge. So as I giggle and shriek tonight, all but alone with this
exquisite news, I can only imagine sharing my pride and my gratitude. Thank you, Chall
pals, who wrote and drew for this project, and thank you, Chall pals, who encouraged me
with your kindness ... and your examples. A lot of wonderful fanzine editors have never
gotten a call such as I just got. A lot of terrific fans have never known this bone-deep
excitement and pride. Guys, ladies ... this is for you.

H xR

May 1* is now, indeed, long past. It is June, in fact, as
this Challenger goes to press and to post. Before I
move on to other matters, 1 have a convention to chat
about briefly, the small but feisty DeepSouthCon tn
Birmingham, Alabama. It was a thoroughly enjoyable
event, replete with friends from Southern fandom and
my home apa of 30 years’ standing, the Southemn
Fandom Press Alliance. It began with Grecian ballet
(no, the troupe was not called “the Fire Maidens from
Outer Space”™) and bagpipes (our athletes should
march in to “Scotland the Brave” at the first
intergalactic Olympics) ... and a close encounter.

The first fan to greet Rose-Marie and myself
when we walked into the 2001 DeepSouthCon was a
nice-looking yuppie dude in a white shirt and tie.
“Hi,” he chirped, “my name is Cary Guffey. I'm an
alien abductee”

“Hi! Nice to see you! Beautiful weather
we’re having!” I squeaked around my suppressed
grimace, and carefully backed my precious and myself

away.

It was Meade Frierson who clued me in.
“Take a closer look. That’s the kid pulled through the Brad Foster



doggy door in Close Encounters of the Third Kind”

I ran back to the yuppie abductee (almost thymes, doesn’t 1t?) and took that closer look. “Damn!™ 1
exclaimed. “It is you!”

It was him. No longer in the movie business, though he shows for CE3K reunions, Cary’s now a
Merrill Lynch financial planner, living in Birmingham. He’d read about the DSC and simply showed up,
bringing not only stills from the movie, but the tiny little shirt he’d womn as aliens yanked him from Melinda
Dillon’s hands — Melinda Dillon: coooohh ummmmm — and dragged him through the doggy door.

“Did Spielberg really have a guy dressed as a clown off-camera to get you to stmle?” I asked.

“Actually,” he said, “it was Snoopy.”

It was the first of many pleasant surprises about DSC 2001. Another was Catherine Asaro, the
Guest of Honor. Class act, people, a brilliant (physics degree!) and lovely lady and fine writer, who came
within a sliver of winning a Hugo at Aussiecon. Get this: the fnghtened 14-year-old daughter of an exec with
the Atomic Energy Commission, she was in Berkeley in May, 1970, and witnessed the pitched street battle
that followed the Kent State massacre. When she said that she remembered watching some people try to
upend a police car, I realized that she and I were within a hundred yards of each other on that terrible May 5,
1970. Interestingly, we had our conversation on May 5, 2001. One of us, anyway, had come a long way.

The passage from this planet of Gordon R. Dickson, genial SF genius and all-around splendid fellow, has
been long noted within the science fiction community. 1 will add only my own pleasure at his acquaintance
—1n 1969, when Quinn Yarbro handed me the impossible task at St. Louiscon of waking the dear gentleman,
and he forgave the starry-eyed neo who pounded and screamed outside his door for the mterminable time 1t
took to rouse him, and in 1981, when we shared a dais as Guests of Honor at a delightful Knoxville event
called Satyricon, and he forgave the raving blowhard whose egomaniacal oration practically ended the
practice of allowing Fan Guests to speak. (I apologized, but he only chided “C’mon, you know you were a
hit!”) Gordy was a wonderful, funny, generous guy, well-loved, well-respected, much honored. Let’s hifta
toast to his spinit ... if possible, in tequila at ieast a hundred years old.

One of the best things about science fiction nuts 1s that we value what we read, and share it. In this time of
mostly-happy upheaval, I’ve been churning through popular paperbacks. But popular has its rewards, and
among them is Purple Cane Road, the latest Dave Robicheaux novel by James Lee Burke. It is, like all of
Burke’s novels set in southern Louisiana, a wonderful and termble experience. Burke 1s a profoundly
sensuous and passionate writer — they aren’t the same thing — moral and real. The brutality, hypocrisy and
obscenity of life in this society don’t escape Burke, but neither do the compensations of caring, about people
and about ethics. There are flaws to his characters — Robicheaux is a violent, furious drunk, who
nevertheless affects a ponderous political correctness — and occasionally, alas, to his stories — Cimarron
Rose contained a cross-examination that would have been tolerated in no American court, and the statue of
Robert E. Lee at the base of St. Charles Avenue is not equestrian. But Burke sees the world I walk in daily
through deeper, braver, more observant and resonant eyes, and for that, he 1s invaluable.

Whatever would he write if he wrote science fiction?

1 recently blundered onto Classmates.com on the Internet, and looked up Ygnacio Valley High School,
Concord, California, class of ‘67. Their listing was loaded with names I recognized, and one or two I loved.
Kathy Ericksen, now Kathleen Corrick, was a lively and crazy and utterly adorable girl who once sat me
down and lectured me about being arrogant and distancing. She’s now a geriatnc nurse in D.C. Jan Grogan
was tall, elegantly beautiful, and a good ten years more mature than the goofy teenagers she had to hang with.
She was also the first girl I ever kissed — and boy, was I ternible at it. Hit her nose. Now she lives in Atlanta,
of all places. On the male side, Mike Langley, Mr. Van Daan to my Otto Frank in our senior play, Diary of
Anne Frank, and one of the souls I respected most in my three years at that school, and Steve Bishop,
another YVHS alum who went on to Berkeley and who has *God almighty* grandchildren now.

It’s a delight to be in touch with these people again, and I hope we’ll stay that way. But hearing
from them now is also daunting. Bishop, like I say, is a grandfather. Grogan has put nearly 30 years into her


Classmates.com

profession. Another pal from those days, Frank Bosche, was a Gore delegate at last year’s Democratic
convention. Kathy’s son is an attorney. It’s those old high school reunion biues. Back then we started out at
the same point, and we can judge our passage through life by how well these others have done. They’ve
done pretty dam well.

But comparing resumes isn’t the point of “seeng” my classmates again. For I had a question for
them, one I’ve mulled in these pages. Columbine’s anniversary passed shortly after we got back in touch. It
still haunts me. I’ve long since decided that Klebold and Harris went on their rampage not merely because
they were bullied and ostracized, but because they were criminals at heart — sociopaths lacking in
fundamental empathetic humanity. But they were neither the first nor the last kids to strike out against their
oppressive environments with violence. We never did that. Why not?

It’s not that anything is much different. SFPA Brother mike weber recently brought up the story of a
girl who, citing high school’s hideous social pressure, hanged herself. 30 years ago, I wrote a controversial
editonal for Ygnacio’s newspaper about Thomas Tawser, a Bay Area kid whom school taunting drove to —
and over — the railing of the Golden Gate Bridge. (He survived, by the way.) That facet of the mghtmare
hasn’t changed. What is different now? What was our advantage?

It’s what I asked my fellow Ygnacio Boomers. It’s what I ask you.

The most powerful and important work of art I’ve encountered in the last few months is also the
most difficult to write about. Open Fire was a play put on by Loyola University’s Drama and Speech
Department, 65 minutes of Hell on Earth, and while I was stung through by its passion and presentation, my
feelings on it are almost inarticulable. I have grown old enough and seen enough of life to where the agony
of high school — subject of Howard Burman’s vivid play — 1s at least a little bit foreign. Certainly, when I
was suffering through that ghastly period, that transition from family child to society digit, our problems
weren’t so terrible. At least no one thought to solve the eteral quandary of cliques and rejection — the sour
inevitability of that time of social caricature — with guns. No, my generation withdrew into the self, found
solace in dope or politics — or fantasy — and didn’t act out on our anger. Thank the Lord.

The five kids in this production do act out their anger. The play begins with the gentle music and
sparkling light of a high school prom. Enter Brandy, in her prom dress, awkward, beaming, beautiful,
amazed at the beauty about her. (Remember the name Becky Johnson.) But the sparkles on her cheeks are
incipient tears, as the dance with her date is overwhelmed by a building drum beat, and terror and hatred and
fury assume power in their lives. Brandy, you see, is part of a cadre of four alienated teenagers who intend to
bring vengeance, not valediction, to their prom. They rave, they rant, they strip their rented tuxes and gowns
away to reveal the garb and weaponry of warriors — out for revenge for the humiliations high school has
mashed upon them They’re videotaping their last testaments for posterity — and fame — before bringing a
dose of Columbine to their all-Amencan school.

Two sensory impressions survive. One 1s the anguish and fear the play brings forth. Brandy’s plea
to her mother for understanding is a cry from the heart of Amenican adolescence ... a cry for understanding,
and comfort, a plea for hope. If that cry is not answered it 1s our most grievous and unforgivable fault. The
other 1s the furious percussion these kids beat out on the corrugated set to accompany and sustain and
embolden their rage. It is a deafening, desperate, undeniable march to oblivion.

This winter it happened again. And what’s our answer, what do we tell our progeny? We tell them,
Inform. God, we are such sick and selfish fools.

But the true solution ts also obvious from Open Fire — one reason 1 hope the play finds a wider
audience. We Boomers are a generation that has never feared to speak its mind. Okay — now we must show
that we are not afraid to listen.

Omnium Challenger en tres partes est. Meaning that this 1s a trifurcated issue — like Gaul, 1t’s split in three.
In early pages, the usual eclectic mess obtains — well-turned articles on a variety of unrelated topics. In the
second ... laissez les bons temps roulez! As should be evident from Marc Schirmeister’s brilhant cover, its
theme is the turf beneath my feet — New Orleans. Then, following the lettercol, our theme shifts again, to the
minor *kof* changes in my life which summer, 2001 betokens. All I can say 1s that Kubrick didn’t know the

half of it. So: read, enjoy, respond. EOTOX



"Getting It Right":
A Reflection on Titans and Technologies

Gregory Benford
(copyright 2000 by Abbenford Associates)

In the twentieth century, as others note, the Western world broke the close link between art
and science, as prevailing currents flowed away from external nature to intenal feelings — a big
factor, I believe, in what C. P. Snow argued was a growing divide between "the two cultures."
Scientists studied nature, artists studied themselves. They also showed the modermist shattering of
consensus reality, rendering experience through abstraction, surrealism and stress on the non-natural
ways of seeing (cubism, for example).

Space art can rebuild the bridge between these two cultures, celebrating nature on the
broadest canvas, reflecting both scientific and aesthetic values.

My interest in space art was first sparked by the works of Chesley Bonestell, so 1 was
thrilled, in 1969, to visit the artist at his home in Carmel. To recapture that moment, let me begin by
reprinting a short essay I wrote as a fan in 1970 after that meeting, entitled "The View from Titan."

To get to Carmel and avoid the neon jungles that infest the northern and southern California
coasts, you must travel on the sheer coastal route, brave the fogs and curves, you must take Route
One. Carmel is an appendix to Monterey, an afterthought of summer cottages and organic food stores.
There are a lot of writers and artists there and they are to be seen avoiding work in the afternoons,
sipping coffee in the Tuck Box or thumbing paperbacks in the small book store.

To reach his house you turn off Route One in the geometrical center of town, the bisection
point, and travel but a block up a dead end street. His house is cloaked in pine and wisps of the fog
that pursued you down from Santa Cruz. It looks warm and cozy, orange splashes signal to you
through the windows. You wonder why reading lamps seen through windows in winter seem to glow
with a sun warmth, kindling meaning, while in the summer they are just reading lamps in the
distance.

His rug muffles your inward step. A cat melts away at your entrance. His wife makes coffee
in the wide kitchen. You and he sit in deck chairs. Feeling of being a movie producer; look for your
name on the back. But he has been there, you have not, he worked for Disney and Pal. Just a chapter
1n a long life.

There was a portrait of him on the cover of The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction in
the early 1950s, but you do not remember it until an hour later, finding it in an odd comer of his work
room. He has not changed from those days. He is over eighty now and his face carries a weight
behind 1t while still retaining its walnut-brown look. A smile crinkles everything.

Here 1n the house, sipping tea in green Japanese mugs that warm the hands, you see the work
for which he ts not known. Oriental prints. Portraits, belying the common judgment that he cannot
render the human figure and make you feel with it. Delicate pencil work. Architecture, stress and
design, massive stones balanced in a fine gnd of lines. "I see the patterns first, then the rest. I was an
architect, you know, before the first world war. I designed the ceiling of the San Francisco opera
house."

After that? "I traveled. I saw the world. I lived in New York and Paris and London and
finally Los Angeles. Designing buildings and then movie work, backdrops, special effects. Disney did
a lot of innovation in special effects, but 1t required someone who could draw and paint with such
detail that the film viewer wouldn't catch an error. Things had to be real. I leamed much that way. We
were very well paid; that was Los Angeles."
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There are no astronomicals inside the house. To see them you must go outside, up an
exposed wooden staircase, into the study. There they crowd the room in the heady smell of fresh
paint, rags, stretched canvas. A congress of infinities.

Does he ever read the things he has illustrated? No, he doesn't like science fiction very much.
Not enough solidity, perhaps. He rarely if ever willingly puts a human artifact into his work, a
spaceship or a pressure dome, or a space-suited figure. He doesn't have any idea of what the future
will bring and feels awkward trying to visualize it. But stars and planets, yes, the astronomer friends
he has can give him descriptions of how things must be there and he can see
it, too, in some closed mind's eye, so that it comes out right. Most science fiction is quickly outdated,
anyway. Look at all the fins on space ships, and the cloudless Earths. Better to stay away from it.

Someone 1n Palo Alto has made prints of two of his oils. One is of an expedition that has
landed on a dry, rust-orange Martian desert and is deploying equipment. It seems oddly out of balance
and unconvincing, not his best work. The other is better: Satun from Titan. His classic signature
piece. Wrong, of course, since we now know that the methane atmosphere there blankets everything.
But it was right when he painted it, the way any scientific theory is correct as an approximation of the
truth which 1s never fully known, and that 1s all anybody can ask. He has a few prints left. We should
not feel that it is necessary to buy anything, of course. We take the Saturn. There i1s something
awesome in the mass of the planet even at this distance, a cold white with a hard curve to it. Looking
at it you believe in your soul that planets are gods and men but pawns.

There are stills from motion pictures he has done. George Pal, worlds colliding, rockets, The
Day The Earth Stoed Still, a Groucho Marx hanging from a 20" story window against city lights
done 1n oil, but the distant car headlights moving. Stop-motion. Planet-wrecking. It was a lot of fun
and a lot of money but his reputation will probably rest on the astronomicals displayed in Boston and
New York and San Francisco. Double stars and novae and howling unseen storms in deep
atmospheres. A sense of the infinite.

At the center is craft. A view of Saturn at dawn from the Grand Tour probe: it stands dead
upright on the easel, half-finished. "Black is very difficuit. It is so hard to get the absolute pure black
in comparison with the soft color of an atmosphere or a star's envelope. Almost impossible, I think,
unless one practices a great deal. I have seen very few painters who can handle it, even in abstracts."

He shows us a few abstracts he has done and they are very good, though none uses very
much black. He has tried everything and mastered many techniques, though he has sold very little of
it. Most of the good oils he keeps for himself, he can afford to. For a while there was a rush to buy his
astronomical oils and he nearly became a factory, turning them out faster than he should have, but
that is past. Most sold to aerospace engineers and now they have less extra money and perhaps it is
just as well.

He works hard and keeps a regular schedule but he cannot keep up with the load of work.
Today arrived an offer from Playboy which he will accept for a three page oil, even though it will
mean disturbing his schedule. His agent is trying to get him to do another book of the sort he did with
Willy Ley, but there is no time. Perhaps next year.

You speak of working together on a book. He thinks Profiles of the Future is a good title
but you tell him Arthur C. Clarke has already used it. Well, something else, then, but keep in touch.

(Connections: the book doesn't go through because you are too busy to finish the chapters
that year, and then you move to the University and there are years of intense physics after that. But he
gives you a name of a friend, just a boy who he knows does good work but has had few opportunities
— after all he 1s but eighteen yet, give him time. In a few months you hear from him — Don Davis -
and then you sell a novel, Jupiter Project, the first one worth a damn and as true to the Jupiter we
know as you can get it. Don Davis does two oils to illustrate it. The next year 1t 1s published and
prompts a letter from Robert Heinlein, which is as much as anybody could ask for. A friend praises it
too, exclaiming that you were so lucky to get someone so like Bonestell to do the cover. The whole
set of principles 1s now a tradition and it came mostly out of this one man. Connections.)

The only science fiction person he sees these days is Heinlein, he says, who lives an hour
away on the coast. He likes the Heinlein approach; it seems more honest somehow, closer to the



tenuous facts of science. And the Heinlem futures have a lived-in feel. "He's the titan of the field,"
the old man says reflectively, never remarking on his own stature in the landscape he
and the writers inhabit.

He does not see many artists. Carmel is a center for them but they are mostly dabblers,
amateurs. He does not have much interest in the young: he thinks thetr technique is poor. They do not
see how important 1t is to get 1t right. The test of learning to draw a cow is not in the fingers but in the
eye: you must learn to see the cow. Few do this today. "Once having seen it, you must draw or paint
so that others can see it. Not the thing itself, but the way it seems, that is art. What else is there?"

Though we exchanged cards afterward, I never saw Chesley Bonestell agamn. Soon, however,
I became aware of a different style of space art — Soviet space art — which, while often 1mpressive,
appeared to display very httle interest in "getting it right." However, the stereotypes were shattered
when I became acquainted with Soviet painter Andrei Sokolov, who was working in his own way to
fulfill Bonestell's agenda.

In general, several features distinguish Soviet space art from the American version. Instead
of erecting theoretical frameworks to explain these differences, 1 prefer a painterly approach, not a
cnitical one. When I think of the many Sowviet-era space paintings I have seen, both in the US and in
Soviet galleries, I remember fuzzily painted groups of indistinguishable figures striding toward the
unknown. Amencan sf and astronomical art, in contrast, usually featured traditional lone figures
against immense landscapes.

In US SF and space art, realism rules. This is part of the hard sf aesthetic, the Bonestellian
"rocks and balls" school as some Russian painters have described it. Such reality was the stuff of
Astounding Science-Fiction. To illustrate its value, William Hartmann, a space scientist at the
University of Anzona who has a parallel career as a painter, recalled to me how he had depicted
pedestal formations on comets, setting up and painting at a specialist comet meeting. Several
astrophysicists, including David Brin, had theorized that rocks on the surface would shield the snow
and ice beneath them, so that the rest of the landscape evaporated during close passage to the sun. The
comet would then literally "grow" toadstool-like formations. Hartmann drew this, and soon enough,
the effect proliferated into NASA brochures. (Yet when the prediction was stated in a paper to a
journal, it was rejected. Now it is the conventional wisdom, based finally on direct observations.)

In contrast, the USSR's state artists preferred symbolism, with European SF artists often
falling somewhere in between these poles. Such moody, symbolic work usually appeared in US SF
only in magazine illustrations like those of Galaxy magazine, to portray social SF. (Marx spoke of
scientific socialism, but the Soviet tradition, even when literal in appearance, invoked social goals,
not scientific ones.) Referring to this moody schoo! as "symbolic-fantastic”, Sokolov
said, "The theory of relativity might yield images that could be shown only in emotional, artistic
form. It could be a symbol, a fantasy, a dream." Contrast this with attempts to show the relativistic
Doppler effect, as observed from a starship, called by Frederik Pohl the "starbow."

Portraits of "courageous pioneers of space" were sanctioned by the Soviet space program, so
realistic work did have a place. Cosmonaut portraits were in great demand for offices, regional
galleries, public buildings.

As someone keenly aware of the value of such representational art, Sokolov was an oddity in
Russian space art, a realistic worker who had direct access to astronauts. He could remark from
inference, "Landscapes seen from an airplane are vague and colorless, because we observe them from
inside the atmosphere with the light scattered from all around. Cosmonauts are not impeded by the
scattered light; they see the Earth in all 1its magnificence."

He had an immense advantage. Necessarily, Americans did not, since even today no
professional artist has flown in space — though several astronauts have turned to art later. So
Americans concentrated on photographs. Soviet cosmonauts studied Earth with color-sample atlases
and color-measuring viewers, confirming that perceived colors are remarkably more vivid than views
from aircraft. Our eyes discern details twenty times finer than a typical camera and two hundred times
better than a TV image. We also have far more subtle color perception. For the first time, an artist
with the Soviet era readings could compare nighttime clouds lit by city lights, by lightning, and by
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moonlight. Peculiarities emerged: no up or down, no atmosphenc perspective, sharp contrasts of
light and dark, arriving suddenly.

Sokolov had cosmonauts compare his sketch with the real scene as it passed below, writing
comments on the sketch about color, form and lighting. (Alexei Leonov, the first space walker, has
done primarily realistic paintings and sketches, using his own experience and Sokolov's data.) Using
frequent interviews with cosmonauts, he gave this vivid description:

"At the terminator, when valleys sink into darkness and a chain of snowy mountains is
shining in the background. Late in the evening, just beyond the terminator, the very high mountains
glow red-orange, like live coals .... Mountaintops cleave the clouds, leaving a wake like that of a ship.
Tropical thunderheads, lit by lightning flashes at night, recall the blooming buds of white roses ...
The shining constellations of cities at night, enmeshed by a glittering web of highways is also very
lovely. One's heart fills with pride at our accomplishments when one recognizes from orbit artificial
seas and water basins, and cultivated fields, particularly in virgin lands" In this passage we see how
much of Soviet society retained the pride common in 19th century America about the domesticating
hand of humanity upon the untamed wilderness.

Not all decisions on either side of the cultural divide came from aesthetic ideas. The Soviet
Artists' Union was ordered from above to produce art heralding the great space achievements, so
there was work to be had. Landscape painters migrated in, symbolists found ready employment
("Most of it looks like Russian music sounds," American Jon Lomberg remarked to me). Even the
most highly regarded "space artists" cared little for the facts of their subject. On a rare junket to the
west, at Voyager's Neptune encounter, as a body they skipped the Jet Propulsion Laboratory tour
prepared for them, 1n order to go to Disneyland! (Sokolov apologized for them.)

Contrast this with Bonestell, the father of the American school. He painted his classic "View
from Titan" in 1944, soon after Kuiper's measurement of methane in the atmosphere of Satum's major
moon, Titan. Saturn hangs clear and cold above a frosted landscape. But by the 1970s further work
showed that Titan's atmosphere was very thick, so that at its surface the pressure was even higher
than one Earth atmosphere. Saturn would be forever shrouded by the opaque methane clouds. So
Bonestell painted later views, accounting for this. He did not scrap the earlier work, just updated his
views to those of the scientists. In honor of this, astronomers began in the 1980s to call the blue-sky
layer above the methane haze, where perhaps one could peer out at Saturn, not the Titan Stratosphere,
but the Bonestellosphere.

I think this contrast of aesthetics, the presence or absence of that hard-sf commitment to
"getting it nght," is the principal difference between the American and the European/Russian
temperament. No doubt, both schools of space art have their virtues. However, as a hard SF writer
who strives for scientific accuracy in my stories, I have a natural fondness for artists who strive for
scientific accuracy in their depictions of space. It is such artists — like Bonestell, Hartmann, and the
idiosyncratic Sokolov — that I most admire.




~ xr'
gy

UK IN 29095

A European Worldcon  Bid
for GLASGOW
4"-8™ August 2005

Is 1t an armadillo?
Is 1t the Sydney Opera House?

No, it's the new facility at Glasgow!

Rates £ |USS | €| AS | CS | NZS| ¥ |[NOK | SEK | DKK
Pre-Supporter | 13 | 20 [ 23] 35 | 30 | 50 | 2000 | 180 | 190 | 170
Friend 60 | 90 |100| 165 | 135 | 225 |10000| 825 | 875 | 775
UK iN 2095
379 Myrtle Road, Sheffield o 23 Kensington Court, Hempstead
S2 3HQ, UK NY11550-2125, USA
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Every comic fan in the world has a version of this story — and Gary tells it so, so well ...

e Chrase

By Gary Brown

..........

................

................
..........

Artwork by KURT ERICHSEN

Like solving a mystery, every comic book collector has spent countless hours searching stores for a
certaintitle or issue. Failure brings frustration, bus success is like finding a pirate's treasure chest overflowing
with gold.

"The Chase" is what drives most collectors.

It's not just the attraction to an item or its value, but searching for it, finding it and claiming it as your
own. It's like following a pieced together map and discovering the pirate's buried chest of gold and silver —only
much more difficult.

My lifelong chase for comic books began on a Sunday in early 1959. I clearly remember the
circumstances. I was 12 years old and we were visiting my cousin during a family gathering. Exhausted from
running around in the backyard, teasing the girls and eating German sausage and potatoes, we retired to my
cousin Ken's room to talk and read books.

1 had been collecting comic books for about two years at the time, concentrating on Superman,
Batman and Blackhawk. That year, my interests were beginning to expand. I bought titles like Showcase, The
Brave and the Bold, Strange Adventures and a variety of the Dell cowboy and movie books. While looking
through his stash of funny books and being unimpressed with their Jack of number, I suddenly got stopped in
my tracks. There it was, The Flash #106. The second issue of the Scarlet Speedster’s return to the comic books
racks of America.

"Where did you get this?" I asked.

Ken shrugged and said he bought it at the store.

"No, what store?" I insisted while paging through the book.

He didn't know.

He didn't know? Why not? Think man, I've got to get a copy of this comic book. "Let's go play in the
sprinklers,” someone said. And off, everyone ran, including me. But the words kept beating in my head: "I've
got to find that comic book; I've got to find that comic book."

The next day, I was off to school on my Schwinn bicycle. But good cursive writing and cute little
Donna Pagnota were not on my mind. All I could think of was how I'd visit the three important comic book
sales stops in my limited by-bicycle world, looking for The Flash #106. It would be there, ready for my dime



(plus a penny tax). I had no doubt. After school, I headed straight for the Rexall Drug Store about a block from
the school. It was fairly new and they kept a neat rack of comic books and magazines, but their selection was
not always the best. I left my bike outside and walked straight to the comics.

Spinning the squeaky rack slowly, I scanned the rows for the pink cover. It wasn't there.

I went through again, flipping each section in hopes a spare copy of the treasured book had lodged
between The Fox and the Crow and Journey into Mystery. Nothing.

Worried, but determined, I hopped back on my bike and headed to the second Rexall Drug Store. The
one was on Fourth Avenue, across "the canal." Until recently, I was not allowed to ride my bike "across the
canal” for any reason. Traffic was bad and I was, of course, just a kid.

But I started to break that rule in an effort to get my weekly fix of comic books. Not telling my parents,
who assumed I was safe and secure on this side of the canal. The second Rexall was older and had a great comic
and magazine section. They had a lot of books the other store didn't carry. Surely, I'd find The Flash #106
there.

Strike two.

I'started sweating. I've got to find it, I thought. I can't let the day go by without it. So, I headed to what
I considered the minor league comic outlet. It was a convenience store called U-Tot-Em. Located on 49th Street
in Hialeah, Fla., it didn't treat comics and magazines with the reverence that could be found in the Rexall stores.

Their comic book racks routinely were stuffed full. Some ripped copies could be found on the floor and
it was not unusual to find a comic three or four months old there.

I pedaled back across the canal, down behind the Royal Castle and to the U-Tot-Em, which sat smack
in the middle of a strip shopping plaza anchored by Goodyear Tire & Rubber Co.

Tired and pessimistic, I passed the Twinkies shelf, soda coolers and stacks of oil cans to the back
corner. There I found the rack of comics, wheezing and bloated like Porky Pig after a battle with Daffy Duck.
You couldn't spin the comic book rack at the U-Tot-Em. You had to use all your strength to move the entire
stand around so you could look at the back side.

Suddenly, after going through a few of the sections, something caught my eye. Glory be, it was The
Flash in all its splendor. The Flash ... #105.

Number 105? Hey, this wasn't the comic book I saw at my cousin's house. It was another one. It was
the previous issue. I didn't have it. But I still didn't have #106.

However, there in the bottom row, just bearly
sticking up was the pink cover of my Holy Grail. It was

Hi, mister! You got the new
Brave and the Boldin that

... yes, it was The Flash #106. Not only had I found the box? How about Challengers
comic book I wanted, but I located the previous issue, of the Unknowr? Is Batman
which was the first in the series. Victory. y Annualout yet? Huh? Huh?
y 32 o8 1590 Can I help?
I rode home a proud conqueror, clutching my by e
four-color fantasies firmly and happily thinking about NS . e,

reading both books after dinner. But little did I know da Hls L
that the obsessive behavior I had displayed over that

24-hour period would stick with me the rest of my life.

It was about this time that I started to pay attention to
when certain comic books were put out for sale on the
racks and about how long the stores allowed them to
remain there until they disappeared into who knows
where. If I was going to collect comic books, I certainly
had to understand how to get the ones I really, really
wanted.

Comic shops did not exist and the only way to get back issues was to trade with friends. If you missed
an issue off the drug store or newsstand racks, you were out of luck.

My first realization was that new comic books we placed on the stands (at least in Florida) on Tuesdays
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and Thursdays. How I figured this out, I'm not sure, but I suspect it was making daily trips to the Rexall in
search of an advertised book.

However, most of the stores I frequented had employees put out the magazines when there was time.
Comic books, of course, were usually the last thing they did because they were the most trouble. But on most
Tuesdays and Thursdays, I usually found the new comics in the spin racks by the time school was out.

This was not a good thing in the summer months, though. Many momings in June, July and August,
I'd ride up to the Rexall only to find the bundles of comics still sitting there. Once, I tried to look through the
tightly bound stack, but was told to “leave them alone!”

So, there were wasted hours or trips, when the employee assigned to set out the comic books didn’t get
to them until the afternoon. My young patience was tested often.

At one point, I noticed in the house advertisements for National Periodical Publications (DC Comics),
they often would encourage readers to “Reserve Your Copy at Your Favorite Newsstand Today!” Wow, what
a great idea. If I could reserve a copy of the comics I bought, I'd never have to worry about missing an issue
again.

So, I walked into the Rexall one day with a list of my “reserved” comic books. I packed an extra dollar,
just in case I had to put a deposit on my order.

“Ma’am,” I nervously started. “I’d like to talk to someone about reserving some comic books.”

Puzzled, the woman behind the counter looked at me and asked for clarification.

“Yes, I'd like to give you a list of comic books for you to hold for me each week,” I stammered.

Suddenly, the woman’s face turned into a smile and morphed its way into a sneering cackle.

“Ha, ha, I don’t believe it,” she said loudly. “We don’t reserve comic books!”

Reduced to what seemed like about two-inches tall, I quickly shuffled out of the store and didn’t return
there for weeks, fearing I would be pointed out as “the kid who tried to reserve comic books” and laughed at
repeatedly. When I did muster the courage to return, I avoided the female employee at every turn, even paying
for my comics at the perfume counter to avoid embarrassment.

After my self-taught lesson in how comic books appeared on the racks, I fell into a routine of going to
the stores each Tuesday and Thursday. There was, of course, a degree of worry if I couldn’t make it to the
Rexall on either of those days, but I learned to become more aware of when certain favorite comic books came
out.

Flash #106
Flash #106
Flash #106

Action Comics, for instance, was always at the end of the month (or the beginning, I'm not quite sure).
It was published monthly. Adventure and Detective Comics also were monthly and came out on subsequent
weeks. The bi-monthly books presented a slightly different problem, but I realized that if I wanted every issue



of these comics, I had to keep records of when they appeared.

The biggest problem were comic books like Superman and Batman. At that time, they were published
“eight times a year”. That meant I might get new issues of Superman from one month to another, then nothing
for two months. The publishing information usually would give what months the book was published (or not
published) and that helped in figuring out when to expect something.

However, looking at the publication dates of comic books brought up an even more difficult mystery,
I discovered. In January, you could buy comic books with the dates of March or April or, even May on the
covers. And each company, it seemed, had different dates at different times.

I later learmed that comic book

companies did that so their books wouldn’t look Why certainly, sir. I'll be glad to call you whenever
outdated on the racks if they sat there fortwo or | new funny book comes in. Would a 5¢ discount per book
three months. I mean, kids don’t want to buy a be acceptable? Why don't you ask for a date with

Marilyn Monroe while you're at it? She can read

comic dated May if it is June. That must me an
Superman to you.

“old book.” And lord knows, no one is goingto
buy old, outdated funny books.

This later was changed and more comic
books featured dates closer to when they were
put on sale, but the differences in dating
philosophy between companies remains.
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