


Summer 2005
Guy H. Lillian III, editor
8700 Millicent Way #1501 * Shreveport LA 711115
GHLIII@yahoo.com * 318/797-1822
GHLIII Press Publication #981

on-line at www.challzine.net

Cover by JOHN DELL

Hauwsthorn Hawks Richmond Tigers T

Welcome GHLII 3
Conflict/Conflicted Alex Slate (Illo by Jerry Collins) 4
My Pal Ross  Mike Resnick 6
Decontamination Squad James Hogan 10
A Symphony of Books GHLIII (lllos by Kurt Erichsen) 13
Almost Half a Century Jerry Page (Sketches by Jerry Burge) 17
An Interview with Greg Benford Kevin Anderson (Illo by Alexis Gilliland) 24
The Easter Bilby / Footy GHLIII & Craig Hilton (lllos by Craig) 26
Spam are Plentiful this Year Jim Sullivan 36
The Challenger Tribute: Nicki Lynch GHLII 38
The Chorus Lines Qur readers (lllos by many) 39
Monster’s Brawl GHLIII 50
Why We Need a New Genre Label Gene Stewart 53
The End of the World  Charlotte & Jerry Proctor  (1llos by Charlie Williams) 57
Fanartists on Parade Sheryl Birkhead 64
I, Fanartist Taral Wayne (lllos by the artist) 65
Last Words GHLIII 72

Challenger #22 is (c) 2005 by Guy H. Lillian Ill. All rights revert to contributors upon initial print and website
publication. Challenger is available free on-line, print copies $5


mailto:GHLIII@yahoo.com
http://www.challzine.net

Yikes! Look at that sexist cover! Shocking! Disgusting! A female Rocketeer we can accept, but ...
those ...? Unreal!

Well, guys, that’s why they call it science fiction!

Before you. in your hands or on the computer screen, behold Challenger no. 22, the summer 2005
issue. Even though I haven’t distributed more than a few hard copies of Challenger no. 21, I have to pub
another issue before worldcon, if only to thank Interaction for its Hugo nomination — Challenger’s sixth.
I've already given spoken gratitude to con chairman Vince Doherty, at DeepSouthCon, but here and now
let me include the readers who nominated us. Thanks, people. You make it possible for an energy-
challenged faned to carry on.

"1l yap more about my real-world problems and their impact on my fanac in The Zine Dump, the
ninth edition of which should be available soon on our website or for trade. Here in Chall — well, what do
we have here, anyway?

Persistent Chall pals and champions Mike Resnick and Greg Benford are present with a
remembrance of a magnificent friend and an interview, respectively. (Have I told those guys how much I
appreciate their contributions to our every issue? Not often enough ...) James Hogan honors us with a
funny piece of short fiction. It’s been too long, Jim. We also welcome Alex Slate and Gene Stewart
back onto our contents. Newcomer Jim Sullivan’s wit is welcome here. Fan art is given due notice in the
latest of Sheryl Birkhead’s fanartist autobiographies — this one by Taral Wayne. Our bacover’s by Taral
— the basis, he says, for the color cover to a comic called Gremlin Trouble. Also, Jerry Page eulogizes
the great Southern fan and artist, Jerry Burge — whom I met only once, and to whom Southern fandom
owes a posthumous Rebel Award. Reprinted from Chall no. 11, we have Charlotte & Jerry Proctor’s
hilarious “his/her” account of how their family faced Y2K.

Finally, since I pay for the printing, / have articles: a tale of New Orleans fandom, a legal war
story, and an odd little reminiscence to cap things off. Plus, there’s the fourth chapter of my DUFF report,
an account of our days in Melbourne after Swancon. Again I must indulge myself in thanks, to Craig &
Julia Hilton for putting us up (and putting up with us), and Craig in particular for his camaraderie and
kindness in guiding me through the testosterone-soaked thickets of Australian Rules Football. (I don’t
know if the “footy” season will coincide at all with the 2010 worldcon, but if so, I call for a mass descent
of fandom upon the Melbourne Cricket Grounds to witness a game. But remember Craig’s warning;:
whichever team you support, do not say that you “root” for them. Not in Australia.)

Not a bad little fanzine, if I do say so.

Now ... about that cover ...

What can [ say? Yes, Challenger has on hand beautiful color pieces from Brad Foster, plus
exceptional art by Victoria White, Sergio Aragones, and others. So why choose John Dell’s uplifting —
and uplifted — Rocketeeress? Well, do I dare call the illo a grabber? Betcha if I tried, its subject would
bust my head with her helmet. Best simply to say that I think it — and her — stunning. The artist, a fine
fella I met at “Mr. Carl” Tupper’s BSI Comics Shop in Nawlins, has made quite a name for himself as
ait inker in the comics biz; he’s currently working on Marvel’s Young Avengers. Eventually you’ll see

mother piece by Dell, the Void ... just as beautifuily drawn, but not as beautitul, if you get my drift.
‘Thanks, John, for sharing this beauty with us.
And thank you, for reading this issue Enjoy the worldcon! Rosy and I can’t make it to Scotland

our work on Cheryl Morgan’s lon Trails will have to stand in for us. But we will be at L.A.Con IV —
and, in the meantime, we’ll see you in the pages.

WELCOME



Guest editorial No. One ...

CONFLICT/CONFLICTED

Alexander R. Slate

I did not support the war in Iraq. I did not believe the justifications, the weapons of mass
destruction, were real. Oh, I believe that the intel community gave the administration reports to
that effect, but I believe that the intel community deluded itself. Actually, I believe that the
analysts ignored any intel to the contrary and over-emphasized very spotty evidence that
supported those conclusions because the word was out that Bush wanted to invade Iraq, and the
analysis was going to support that idea come hell or high water.

this.

I also believed that unseating
Saddam was going to be a lot bloodier battle
than it was, and I didn’t believe that the gains
would be worth the price. I am glad that I
was wrong about how much resistance the
[ragi army would put up.

I was not wrong about the aftermath.
I, like so many others outside of the Bush
administration, foresaw the ongoing guerilla
warfare that started immediately after
Saddam’s regime fell.

I also knew that the administration
didn’t have a clue about what the cost of this
venture would be in terms of money or time.
Frankly, I think we’re going to be there as a
significant presence for about another 10
years.

I also knew that the administration
didn’t have a clue in terms of the human cost
(I’m speaking here in terms of stress as
opposed to human life) on the military. 1
viewed going into Irag before we had
finished up in Afghanistan as a mistake.

Now how about Bush’s retroactive
(at least in part) justification that Saddam
was a dictator and cur purpose was to liberate
the people in Iraq? Well, this sounds like a
wonderful thing to do, and it probably is to a
degree. But there are problems I have with

How can you justify this in Iraq, and not do this everywhere? There are lots of countries

where this is true, and you don’t see the Bush administration clamoring for this type of action in
all sorts of other countries. This smacks of hypocrisy.

And exactly what is democracy and liberty anyway? How do you completely define it.

Even the form of democracy in the United Kingdom is different than the form we have in the
United States. Do we insist that the UK change their practices to match ours? A lot of this
discussion seems to be over matters of degree. There are people here in the US that don’t like our



form of government, like the Freemen in the Montana area. Does that give someone the right to
invade the US to liberate them from our ‘tyranny’?

Yes, I agree with the basic statement from the Declaration of Independence, that all men
are created equal and that there is an inalienable right to “life, liberty, and the pursuit of
happiness.” But I return to an earlier question, what is liberty? Also what is happiness?
Different people are going to interpret these differently; and what gives me or you the right to
impose our particular spins on anyone else?

Oh. there has to be a line drawn somewhere, but it needs to be drawn somewhere at a
very basic level. Life is easiest, invading someone can be justified to prevent genocide. Had we
attacked Iraq when they were killing off whole villages of Kurds, I could support that. But then
why aren’t we attacking Sudan to prevent the slaughter that is occurring down there (We
probably should be.)?

But liberty is more difficult. There is a difference between slavery and not having the
right to vote. Happiness is not an inalienable right, to be able to pursue happiness is and the two
are not synonymous! Anyone, [ have the right to pursue my happiness, and you have the right to
pursue yours. For me to pursue yours for you or you to pursue mine for me is presumption. 1
will protect you if someone threatens your life or basic liberty, and would hope that you would do
the same. But I will not impose my will or your will on another otherwise.

Oh, yes, the more freedoms and rights the better. But you have to “fight” for yours and I
have to “fight” for mine. Because I have to determine what is good for me, and you have to
determine what is good for you. And if our goals are in conflict, well then we have to find some
compromise. But that is between you and I and not anyone else’s issue.

Of course, someone is bound to bring up the recent elections in Iraq. Look at what the
invasion has brought about that person will say. This never could have happened without the
invasion, these people would never have had the right to these elections. Yes, the elections in
Iraq are probably a very good thing, and it is good that the Iraqis are being allowed to have some
say in their own destiny. And part of me says that to some small degree Bush might have been
right. But then I look at the bigger picture. The elections still do not justify the invasion of Traq!
The ends only rarely justify the means, and they didn’t in this case.

Look, the Black Plague meant a tremendous decrease in population pressures in Europe,

reducing the levels of starvation and overcrowding for long afterwards. Did that make the Black
Plague a good thing?

Lllos by Jerry Collins and Alexis Gilliland
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My PAL ROSS

Mike Resnick

I’d like to tell you a little about my late friend, Ross H. Spencer, because his story is unique.

Ross loved his native Youngstown, Ohio, but he moved to the Chicago area to work in
first a Studebaker and then a Ford plant. He took time off to help win the war in the Pacific, for
which he was properly decorated and from which he made most of his lifelong friends. He fiddled
a bit with poetry, but never wrote a word of fiction in his life, except maybe to the IRS. Then, in
his early 50s, he had a serious heart attack, brought on by too many beers and too many
cigarettes.

While he was recuperating in the hospital -- and it was a long recuperation; he
was never able to do physical work again -- his wife bought him a couple of books to cheer him
up. He was never much of a reader, and she didn't know quite what to get him, so she picked up
two of Robert Parker's hard-boiled detective novels, solely because the hero, Spenser, shared an
almost identical last name with Ross. Ross read them. He told me when I asked about his origins
as a writer that he found the books so inadvertently funny that he wondered what would happen if
someone tried to be that funny on purpose. I felt an instant kinship with him, because that was
exactly how I had recently created my favorite character, Lucifer Jones, after watching Ursula
Andress in the truly ridiculous She.

So, lying in a hospital bed, this man who'd never written more than an occasional poem,
took pen to notebook and started writing The DADA Caper. It was an amusing book, but Ross
was still teaching himself his craft. By the time he wrote the second one, The Reggis Arms Caper
he was the funniest mystery writer in America...and by the time he finished the third, The
Stranger City Caper, he was the funniest fiction writer alive. All self-taught in a hospital bed at
the age of 50-plus, his only textbooks a pair of best-selling novels that he found too silly to be
considered seriously.

And while he was learning to write fiction, he turned back to poetry as well. Most people
didn't know that, because Ross was still an amateur and didn't know how to sell his poems. He
produced one book of wonderful (and often hilarious) Robert Service-type poetry called
WELCOME, LOSERS -- but it was published by a small press in an edition of 100 copies. I have
one; [ suspect Ross died with 75 of them in his basement. He kept writing poems -- I have several
that he jotted down in letters to me -- but no more ever saw print; he simply didn't know how to
market them. (And to tell the truth, I don’t think he cared. He was more interested in writing them
than selling them.)

Ross's Chance Purdue books hit the stands a couple of years before I finally got around to
submitting the first Lucifer Jones novel. I had a feeling Lucifer would be a tough sell (he wasn't,
but I was a little less confident back then), so I asked Ross what inside information he had about
Avon, the house that published the Purdue books. How did he know to send such oddball humor
there, and did he think they'd go for my pulp parodies?

His answer: he didn't know anything about Avon. He finished The DADA Caper, went to
the library, picked up a copy of Writer’s Market, and started submitting at the "A's". (Thank
ghod Avon wasn't called Zeus, or he'd have given up long before he ever sold the book. I truly
don't think any other publisher would have taken a chance on such an oddball off-the-wall comic
novel. Later, after he'd established his reputation, they all did -- but not in the beginning.)

I wasn't the only Chance Purdue fan. David Merrick optioned all 5 Purdue books for
Broadway. He never did anything with them, but he sent Ross a $10,000 check every January for
the better part of 15 years. (OK, Ross is dead, so I can tell you: Avon paid a less-than-
earthshaking $2,000 apiece for the first 3 Purdue books, $2,500 for the fourth, and $3,000 for the



fifth. He did a -lot- better after I finally helped him get an agent.)

I have written 3 fan letters in my life. One went to Ross, and we became friends for the
last two decades of his life. He finally moved back to Youngstown about ten years before he died.
He was a salty old guy who lived for the Three B's: beer, baseball, and broads. (He was happily
and faithfully married, but he sure did like to look. I share both syndromes.)

I only met Ross once. We spoke on the phone many times, and since he hated to type we
corresponded weekly by trading audio tapes, often reading the latest Chance Purdue and Lucifer
Jones adventures to each other. Somehow I talked him into coming to the 1982 Worldcon
(Chicon IV). He spent a few hours observing the macrocosm, joined us for dinner at the Greek
Islands, went home a couple of hours later, and never again complained to me about how strange
mystery writers and fans were.

As I said, I’ve written 3 fan
letters. One was to Barry Malzberg;
he became my closest friend in
science fiction, and I managed to
bring most of his very best work
back into print with the omnibus
volume, The Passage of the Light.
The second was to Alexander 3
Lake, the hunter/author who started
me out on my lifetime love affair
with Africa; he died a month
before I wrote it, but 40 years later
I was able to bring his forgotten
classics, Killers in Africa and
Hunter's Choice, back into print.

Ross was the third, and just ?
a few months before his death I j
was able to edit The Compleat
Chance Purdie, which if nothing
else shows that when I write a fan
letter to a writer, I’m sincere.

Anyway, this is the
introduction [ wrote for the book:

A couple of decades ago
| went to the bookstore, looking
for a nice, hard-boiled detective
novel in the Raymond Chandier mold.

| picked up The Stranger City Caper, primarily because of the cover art, which
showed a private dick in a trenchcoat. I'd never heard of the author before, but | bought
it anyway.

Well, let me tell you: covers can be misleading. | got home, opened the book --
and twenty minutes later | was laughing so hard that | was literally gasping for breath.

| knew long before | finished the book that Ross Spencer was a comic genius --
an opinion that has only become firmer over the years -- and | spent the next couple of
days scouring the stores for any other Chance Purdue adventures that | could find.

Writers don't write fan letters to other writers, but within a week | had written one
to Ross, a charming man who then lived about 40 miles away from me in lllinois. (We
have both since moved to Ohio, though we're now a couple of hundred miles apart.) He
responded not with a letter, but with an audio cassette -- he actually hates to type -- |



responded in kind, and we've been friends ever since. When | finally met him, he turned
out to be a fun-loving, white-haired, cigar-smoking gent with a twinkle in his eye --
exactly the kind of person you would pick to be the creator of the immortal Chance
Purdue.

Ross kicked off his late-in-life literary career by writing and selling five Purdue
novels. He's since sold a batch more books, and has gone on to greater fame than
Chance ever brought him -- but to me Chance Purdue is classic, archtypal Ross
Spencer, than which nothing is funnier. It's the kind of thing he does both effortlessly and
better than anybody else.

Purdue is the perfect parody of the hard-boiled detective. He doesn't feel much
pain, especially if you hit him above the neck. He's just about irresistable to women. He's
so dumb that he can't even spell FBI. If there are twenty right ways to solve a crime
and one wrong way, he'll invariably opt for the wrong way and solve it anyway. He is
incapable of writing a two-sentence paragraph. (Footnote for historians: Ross once
showed me the unfinished manuscript of his very first creation, detective Clay Pierce,
who is a clone of Chance Purdue in every way but one: Clay is incapable of writing a
paragraph of less than two thousand words.)

Shortly after discovering Ross's work, | loaned a couple of the Purdue books to
my friend, the award-winning science fiction writer Barry Malzberg. His comment upon
returning them: "l never saw so many one-liners in my life. The man is the Henny
Youngman of mystery novelists.”

Actually, Ross isn't a mystery novelist at all. What he is is the funniest writer
alive. | know this, because when 1 sit down to write humor | am the second-funniest
writer alive, and | can't hold a candle to Spencer.

So what lies ahead of you in this five-in-one volume? Well, let me give you a very
brief hint.

First there's The DADA Caper, in which we meet Chance Purdue, a detective so
dumb that his IQ would freeze water, as he goes up against DADA, an enemy whose
acronym stands for "Destroy America! Destroy America!" -- which will show you how
committed (and redundant) they are.

Next comes The Reggis Arms Caper, in which Chance saves the world from
another Japanese invasion, and first meets the CIA's sexiest agent, Brandy Alexander.

Then there's The Stranger City Caper, in which Chance must ferret out mystery
among the minor-leaguers -- which in this case include a left-handed catcher with a
wooden leg, a first baseman named Attila, and a shortstop who gets a triple hernia while
pivoting to turn a double play.

After that there's The Abu Wahab Caper, a saga of gambling and corruption, in
which Chance crosses paths with Quick Cash Kelly, Opportunity O'Flynn, Bet-a-Bunch
Dugan, and a cud-chewing racehorse with two huge humps on its back.

And finally there's The Radish River Caper, which reunites Chance with Brandy
Alexander and the infamous Dr. Ho Ho Ho, as he courts mystery and danger on the
football field with such
memorable characters as Suicide Lewisite and Zanzibar McStrangle.

If you've never read Chance Purdue before, | envy you, because you've got a
few evenings of uproarious laughter awaiting you. If you have encountered him before,
you'll be pleased to know that he hasn't changed one iota: he's still funnier than any of
his competitors by quite a few levels of magnitude.

And, as editor, | will make a solemn pledge to you: if enough of you buy this
book, | will harass Ross Spencer day and night until he completes that Clay Pierce novel
and Alexander Books brings it to a helplessly laughing pubilic.



Back to the present. I always check abebooks.com and bookfinder.com every couple of
weeks to see if I can upgrade some of my too-often-read editions of some of my favorite writers —
“M. E. Chamber” (Kendell Foster Crossen), Craig Rice, a handful of others — and of course Ross
is always on the list. When [ was checking in November, 2004, | came across a title I’d never
heard of before — and that seemed passing strange, because Ross told me he’d sent me copies of
every book he wrote, and he had discussed them all with me. The title was Signifying Nothing,
and it came out from the same tiny press that did Welcome, Losers...so 1 figured it was another
volume of poetry that he’d somehow neglected to tell me about.

Of course I ordered it, and gave it to myself for Christmas. And when I opened it up and
looked through it, I realized that the introduction I’d written was wrong. Ross had written and
published a Clay Pearce novel. I also realized why he’d never mentioned it. The copyright date
puts it a year before the first Chance Purdue book. it’s funny, but nowhere near as well written —
and more to the point, all five Purdue plots exist as sections of Signifying Nothing; there would be
no sense in ever reprinting it. Ross always knew what he wanted to do, and this was simply a first
draft of it, a draft he didn’t care to show people who loved his more professional work.

As for the Clay Pearce manuscript Ross showed me, I now realize that, at his higher skill
level, he was re-imagining Clay Pearce. I don’t have the manuscript, but [ still have a number of
audio cassettes, many of which were new and hilarious Clay Pearce adventures. I listened to them
just before writing this, and it’s like a totally different, far surer hand wrote these, as opposed to
the book I bought for Christmas.

So now I wonder if there are any Chance Purdue manuscripts I don’t know about, and
who do 1 have to kill to get my hands on one?

But until one turns up, I’li settle for the ones that are in print, and for the pleasure of
having known my funny and salty old friend.

BEOAP

Mike Estabrook

“1
didn’t think
they
could sleep in
a blimp,”
she said watching
it floating high
in the sky
over the ball field

like a big fat turtle.



abebooks.com
bookfinder.com
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Challenger is honored to present a new work of fiction from one of the great Chall pals, excerpted from
Catastrophe, Creation & Convolution, a mixed collection of short fiction and nonfiction by James P.
Hogan, scheduled for publication in December, 2005. Previewed in Challenger by permission of Baen

Books.

DECONTAMINATION SQUAD

James P. Hogan

[t was the first visit of an environmental regulator to this part of the galaxy in over twenty
thousand years.

Dispatched during the Third Cleanup Crusade to the outer spiral, the Inspector from the
Emergent-Life Protection Agency reentered normal space in Sector 5, Group 12, Subcluster 3, in

the vicinity of a nine-planet system orbiting a midrange yellow dwarf star listed in the register as
G4-769-KW/4603H.

Scans across the ultraviolet, optical, microwave, and radio bands confirmed that the innermost
planet, 4603/1, was still lifeless as reported by the previous emissary, but this had been expected.
With regard to 4603/2 and 4603/4, it was regrettably conceded that the measures taken in the
course of the previous visit to protect and encourage the incipient life detected on that occasion
had failed. The second planet showed overcompensation reactions running out of control,
resulting in conditions of excessive heat and atmospheric pressure, while the fourth, had reverted

to cold desert before any life appeared. 4603/5 through 9 were also devoid of life, as were all
planetary satellites.

The third planet, however, 4603/3, although heavily polluted by various strains of static and
mobile carbon-based oxy-toxins that had become self-replicating and in places blanketed entire
regions of the surface, showed weak electromagnetic emanations indicative of possible proto-
life. The Inspector moved closer and deployed probes for more intensive sampling accordingly.

After preliminary data evaluation, a report was beamed back to the home Central Governing &
Control Network:

To: Operations Executive, Level 2, 3P Cleanup

From: Mission Supervision, S5, Gp 12, SubCl 3
Subject: TPX-1. SG78/93220-Q Message 1.
Svystem G4-769-KW/4603H. Initjal assessment.

Despite adverse envi nt du. Q nation by self-regenerating carbon/oxygen
compounds, preliminary analysis confirms existence of rudimentary life on 4603/3.

Orbital observations show the dominant species to be a quadrupedal, wheeled, hard-shelled

variety established on all continents. Ferrous metallic assembly, glossy skinned, energized by
combustible hydrocarbon/oxygen mix. The species is essentially social in habits, the

predominant behavioral trait taking the form of streaming in columns between large, cross-
fissured nests. Most individuals retire to the surrounding areas to spend the nocturnal periods in




an apparently dormant condition, returning to the nests in great numbers at first light to
commence frantic activity which persists throughout the day. Nests measure typically five to

twenty miles across, multilevel in centers, built from assorted carbonate and silicate
agglutinations with metallic reinforcement. [lluminated nocturnally by inbuilt radiation sources
centered on dominant emission wavelength of parent star. These are thought to be
homing/obstacle-avoidance aids for the wheeled life-forms, which also carry self-contained
sources projected forward as sensor beams.

Complicated ecological interactions seem to operate along webs of communications strips
surrounding and interconnecting the nests. Dynamical analysis of movement patterns to follow.

Praise the Great Programmer!
Message ends.

The queens of the dominant species were identified near certain of the larger nests located in
parts all continents of the northern hemisphere. Bloated beyond recognition, they had lost all
vestiges of mobility and spent their entire lives assembling larvae at the rate of several thousand
per day, the parts being delivered by retinues of various specialized attendants and drones. The
newly assembled larvae did not, typically, commence adult activity immediately, but were

transported to numerous incubation centers before becoming animate and merging into the
general population pattern.

Further observation revealed an intricate pattern of symbiosis involving other, waterborne
species which the wheeled variety used as carriers for migrating to new territories overseas.
Ocean dwellers also played a major role in transporting primary liquid hydrocarbons, upon
which most of the ecology depended, to the areas of consumption. The fuels were produced by

colonies of immobile, deep-rooted, vegetable species adapted for extraction and distillation,
observed mainly in subtropical desert regions.

Several varieties of airborne life were detected, for the most part concentrated in well-defined
corridors hypothesized as being migratory routes. A few types exhibited part-adaptation to the
hyper-atmospheric space environment, but only at a primitive stage of development. Intercepted
electromagnetic radiations were unintelligible and did not exhibit the sophistication that would
normally be associated with an advanced communications capability.

Other concentrations of static constructions, found in all geographic regions, were determined as

specializing in the extraction and forming of the metallic concentrates upon which all the
various life forms of 4603/3 ultimately depended.

The purpose of the crusades was to protect and encourage cases of incipient life that were found
clinging to fragile holds in hostile environments and create conditions conducive to survival. In
the case of planet 4603/3, the obvious course of action would have been to sterilize the
environment by ridding the atmosphere of its oxygen content, which was the cause of all the rust
and corrosion detrimental to life, and without which none of the carbon-based contaminants
would have been able to survive. Unfortunately, however, the bulk of the planet's life forms had
not yet reached an all nuclear-electric phase, but were still dependent on chemical combustion
and thus required oxygen too. Therefore a solution based on recreating a reducing atmosphere
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was ruled out.

Further deliberation continued between the Inspector and the governing home network, until:
To: Operations Executive, Level 2, 3P Cleanup

From: Mission Supervision, S5, Gp 12, SubCl 3

Subject: TPX-5. SG78/93137-T Message 27.

System G4-769-KW/4603H. Urgent addendum.

Situation on 4603/3 worse than at first recognized. Virtually all species appear to be host to a

universal carbon-based parasite, usually glimpsed moving between wheeled species and cover
(possibly photophobic?). Evidence indicates all nests to be heavily infested and constitute the

parasite's primary breeding grounds.
Situation critical. Recommended action: Chemical treatment of land surfaces to eliminate all

parasitical and contaminant carbon forms, mobile and static. Immediate action necessary if
imminent catastrophe to be avoided. Commencing preparations in anticipation.

Praise t T !

To: Mission Supervision. S5, Gp 12. SubCl 3.

From: Operations Executive Control, outer spiral

Subj: System G4-769-KW/4603H-3. TPX-5. GS78/22815-B Message 33, ref your 27.
Central Network concurs. Proceed immediately.

And so the task was commenced, directed by implementors that would remain in orbit for the

several years that would be required. Whether or not the action had been begun in time, only the
future would tell.

As the Inspector prepared for departure, the orbiting monitors reported the radio transmissions
that had been pouring in an increasing frenzy from the spaceborne life forms above 4603/3 rising
to a crescendo. No doubt it was a delirious message of gratitude to the Savior from afar that had
returned just in time . Deep within the inner workings of its executive program and overseeing
processors, the Inspector felt moved. Proud and thankful for the opportunity to contribute in its
small way to serving the Cause, the emissary from the Emergent-Life Protection Agency
launched itself back into the void to find more worlds to save and carry on the Good Work.
Praise the Great Programmer




Upon first sight, the University of New Orleans Lakefront Arena looks like the Mother Ship in
Close Encounters. 1t’s a huge and beautiful and modern facility, built to host concerts and athletic
events. In early April, in recent years, it’s also been the focus of every science fiction fan’s eye in
the Big Easy.

Two sets of eyes in particular. Inside the building, Justin Winston, adorned by an apron,
busies himself unloading hundred of boxes onto dozens of tables. He stacks the tables according
to signs on standards atop each: classics, mystery, science fiction ... some paintings, some

drawings, some video tapes, some antique vinyl records, some sheet music and some autographs.
But mostly, books.

Outside, another
story. It is said that
contemporary SF fandom
was born in New Orleans
when jazz aficionado
Winston, clued to a
fellow traveler by a
French Quarter bookstore
owner, met movie- and
ERB-nut John Guidry.
Now, 40 years later,
while Justin labors inside,
John, chairman of
Nolacon I and founder
of ERB-apa, waits
outside — all night long.
When the New Orleans
Symphony Book Fair
opens, he will be first in
line. Always.

This has been
going on for decades — or
rather, the involvement of
our hero has been going
on for decades. The
Symphony Book Fair wasn’t always at the
UNO Arena. John Guidry has, however,

always been first in line. A S hon
It began after a trip to Baton
Rouge, when Jawn — sorry — when John

first visited the dean of Louisiana fanzine

editors, Camille “Caz” Cazedessus. The
date was December 28, 1963. Editor of O O O S
ERB-dom. the Hugo-winning Edgar Rice

Burroughs fanzine, Caz told John, “There’s
someone you have to meet,” and John ' M ) b
called Pat Adkins that evening. Along with Uuy 11“15171
Guidry’s bookstore encounter with Justin
the same year, it was another moment in the
genesis of modern New Orleans fandom. Illos by Kurt Erichsen
“We talked for about 20 hours on the telephone,” John says.
“We talked all night about Burroughs and other things. I’m not kidding you, my ear was sore.
We’d transfer the phone from ear to ear because we couldn’t stand the pain any longer.”
Adkins told John about the Symphony Book Fair. To raise money, the Symphony
haunted estate sales and sought donations, keeping its wares in a well-stuffed warehouse. The
next year, while John was in college in the small Cajun city of Thibodaux, he watched the first
day on the TV news. “In those days it didn’t matter if you went on the first day or not because it
was in a little bitty building - now the police station on Royal Street — and the volunteers could .
only bring out a few boxes at a time. So it didn’t matter if you were there the first day or not. It 13
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might be hours before they opened a new box.”

It was while the Book Fair operated in these claustrophobic climes that John — in Adkins’
company — made what must be his greatest find. “They opened a box of books — all Rafael
Sabatini. All published by Houghton Mifflin — some first editions. They were fen cents apiece,
and some are worth a couple hundred dollars each now.

“I was trying to get as many into my bag as I could but somebody else picked out a few
before I could get to them. I’m still looking for one of those books.”

John and Pat bought so many books that day that getting them home proved a challenge.
“T had about ten or twelve bags in each hand. and I could walk literally about one block before I
had to put the stuff down and pry the straps off my fingers. They were cutting into me; I was
almost bleeding. We were walking, complaining, crying with pain.”

The Sabatinis came before the years when John had to be first in line. That madness
began when the Book Fair outgrew Royal Street and moved to the Oakwood Shopping Center,
two or three years later. “That was sort of scary,” says John, because the shopping center had
many entrances, that could open at any time.

“The first year was just dumb luck. We asked around and found the door that usually
opened first, and it did. There were only about ten people there until late that afternoon, when
people began getting off from work. It wasn’t a big deal to be first in line initially. But it became
that way.”

It became that way because soon, unlike previous years, all of the books went on sale at
once, and because the Book Fair was not organizing its sale according to fannish needs, they were
making things tough. For instance, while all the paperback science fiction was being placed out
on one table, all the hardback SF was going on another, in a different section.

John’s fannish friend Ken Hafer got himself a job as a security guard at the shopping
center. He insured that the door John & Co. gathered at would be the door opened first. But the
final solution was to bring in helpers — fans by the dozen, including Bob Lupton, a muckety-muck
with Burger King, who fed everyone coffee and doughnuts. “We had teams,” Guidry says,
“picking up everything in which a fan could possibly have any interest.” After raiding the tables
and boxes, the teams would meet, compare finds, and take whatever their collections required. It
was a successful technique, “so much so that, on several occasions, we were almost thrown out of
the Book Fair.”

This was because the Fair was very wary of letting book dealers into their event. So
paranoid did they become that one of New Orleans preeminent artists and book collectors was
victimized.

This was Clarence Laughlin, the brilliant New Orleans photographer whose work had
been exhibited at the Museum of Modern Art. “They invited Clarence to come to the Book Fair
because he was donating one of his prints to be sold. They let him in early, which was a mistake.
He bought so many books they threw him, their Guest of Honor, out of the Book Fair.”

This nonsense went on for about ten years, along with silly rules that no one ever
enforced, like the one declaring that if you put a book in your shopping bag, you had to buy it.
People started complaining and the Fair began to relax.

“Bad behavior could still get you thrown out. For instance, a book dealer went nuts one
year and jumped on the table and swam down it like a fish, sweeping books off the side.

Someone grabbed him off the table and said ‘Leave!” He didn’t go to any Book Fairs after that.”

So, when did it start, this practice of getting to the Book Fair earlier than early? John says
it was a gradual madness, people showing up earlier and earlier, and didn’t verge into the actively
psychotic until the Fair moved into its current venue.

“It’s been at the UNO Arena for about 20 years,” he says. “It’s hard to believe.”

That year Justin Winston and their friend Richard Janeski put up signs: “Guidry is #1 in
Line! Line begins after John!” Embarrassed, John took them down. However, he was first —
despite other contenders.

“There was this fellow named Sheldon who ran a local bookstore,” John recalls, “and he
kept trying to beat me into line. Every year I’d get there about an hour or so earlier. So one year I
got there real early — and I was just parking the car when [ saw Ais car coming down the road. He
asked me ‘How long have you been here?’ and I replied, ‘I hate to tell you, but it’s been all night.’

“Then I realized that was a mistake, since I knew the next year ke would be there — all
night” Which meant John had to be there — all night. (The story of why Sheldon’s breath



smelled like canary will have to wait for another time. John says his canary was named “Cat
Food™.)

John was first for so many years — once braving a riot of fighting dogs, many times
enduring frigid winds off of adjacent Lake Pontchartrain — that he became both a celebrity and a
challenge to other Book Fair aficionados. “One guy kept telling me ‘I’'m going to beat you next
year!” He was really obnoxious — but he got his.”

John's accoster “got his” courtesy of students from the Baptist Seminary near to the UNO
Arena. Aiming to buy all the religious books on sale at the fair, they brought cots to sleep on
through the night. John’s pushy rival showed up and found them — as well as Guidry — ahead of
him. “What the Hell are you doing here?” he demanded ... thus giving John the pleasure of
watching the theologians lecture the poor schnook for hours about his foul language. “Poetic
justice,” Guidry says.

For many years a fellow named Gene would move from, say, 201 in line to 2™ by cutting
— engaging you in conversation and insinuating himself into your spot. So the object with him
was, “Don’t make eye contact with Gene.”

At this year’s book fair, shortly before it was to open, John made a comment to a friend in
line. "It’s 15 minutes to opening time; you know what that means? It means Gene will be here to
be second in line." Everyone laughed — but Gene was not there. His health had turned bad
enough to keep him from the Book Fair ... a first. To their surprise, everyone missed him.

John has found autographed copies of various treasures, and a first edition by Edgar Rice
Burroughs, though he missed a complete set of Burroughs in dust jacket. “They don’t give you
clues,” John laments. At times he’s found himself at the glass doors to the arena scouting the
tables through binoculars. Such is the nature of a book collector’s obsession. So what treasures
— besides the Sabatinis — has John uncovered at the Book Fair?

“Omne year I opened the very first box that I went to, and all the books were spine down
except one, laying flat so you can see the entire dust jacket. It was The Fabulous Clip Joint by
Fredric Brown. His very first hard cover for which he won the Edgar Award. Really rare. Worth
thousands of dollars in that condition. I tore the box apart looking for other Fredric Browns — but
this was the only one at the Book Fair. But I had no complaints.

“The weirdest find of all actually wasn’t mine. New Orleans fan [laine Vignes found an
early history of animation she was sure people would want. She couldn’t find Justin Winston so
she brought it to me. The book was not in very good shape but it did have all those pretty illos
and was only a dollar, so I bought it. But somebody had writzen in it.

“I get home and I'm thinking, This was a mistake. So I look through it and notice that —
this was odd — there were things underlined up to about halfway through it. With notes in the
margins like ‘No, this is wrong, it was such-and-such’, and ‘Yes, he used to do this’— and it’s
obvious whoever this guy knew what he was talking about.

“I go to the front of the book and my jaw drops. It has a foreword by Paul Terry, the
creator of Terrytoons — Mighty Mouse, Heckle and Jeckle, and Farmer Alfalfa — one of the big
animators of the time, along with Walt Disney and Walter Lantz. In the front of the book there’s
an original drawing of Farmer Alfala by Paul Terry inscribed To my favorite nephew.

“It dawns on me that this was an advance copy that Terry had at one point. My guess was
that he was going through the book making annotations when who should pop in but his nephew.
He gives it to him — with a drawing done on the spot of Farmer Alfalfa.

“When Justin found that Ilaine had given me that book he was so not happy ...”

John’s adventures as book-buyer have not been restricted to the Book Fair. Two of his
choicest memories on the topic involve a gentle dealer and collector named George. “George
passed away a few years ago and is missed by all of us — but especially those who were early in
line, as he always brought free coffee and doughnuts. One year he called me to ask about some
books that a young guy had brought into his shop. It turned out that they were all lost race
novels.”

John went over to examine the tomes. “I noticed that while the prices on the books came
in all sorts of handwriting other things were all marked over in black marksalot. Then I noticed
info that had been written in the same handwriting in every one. I knew as soon as [ saw that, it
meant one thing and one thing only: These books had belonged to Clarence John Laughlin and
that the thing that had been blocked out was his name. They were stolen books.”

*“ George had guessed as much, but wanted someone, in this case me, to look the books 15



over and see if we’d come to the same conclusion, which I did. We called Clarence’s widow and
told her the story. It turned out a young student at LSU had been cataloguing these books, and
had taken them to New Orleans to sell. Elizabeth (Mrs. Laughlin) was so kind about it. She did
not want the student arrested or thrown out of school. She just wanted him talked to by his dean
and given a stern warning. No use in ruining a young man's life. A lady of real class.”

George called John on two different occasions to give him first refusal on science fiction
rarities. “The first were a set of about 25 Winston juveniles that I got for about $2.00 a book
(which was about the best I could spend at that time). [ called a friend who collected them and he
paid me $100 for four titles that he did not have. I tried to give them to him but he said no way —
he had been trying to find them for almost 20 years and he would have gladly spent even more
had he found them at a higher price.

“The second time it was even better! I got over 150 very rare out of print Arkham
House, Fantasy Press, Gnome Press publications — all in dust jacket! 4!/ of these books were first
editions. The first one I picked up was a first edition of The Martian Chronicles by Ray
Bradbury!

“There stacks and stacks of books — were more then just books, too — there were pulps,
and not just SF! I spent two days hauling books away from this lady’s house. The first day I had
brought about $100.00 which she took, but she refused to take any more money. It wasn’t till
later that I had any idea of what some of those books were worth.

“One could say I miss George just for this — but to go back to the book fair ... The last
year it was at Oakwood was the only time that I could not go the night before and try and spot the
good stuff set out on the tables. That year they covered the tables with brown paper. This did not
make me full of joy as to go there meant a 20 mile trip just to stare at brown paper. Then, with
only hours left before the doors opened, I noticed that there was some paper that looked like it

might just be stacked a tad bit too high. Could there be boxes under this pile of paper? Yes! there
were, eight boxes to be precise.

“So I sat on two and
stacked the other six boxes on
top of each other, thus making
sure that only I would be the
one going though them. In the
two boxes on which I sat, the
second layer of each box were
books by Talbot Mundy. I
could not believe what [ was
looking at. I yelled out loud:
‘Talbot Mundy!’

“A few weeks later I
went to see George. As |
walked though his door, he
shouted ‘Talbot Mundy!
Talbot Mundy!” When | had
made that find, George had
been standing right behind me,
laughing his head off. Yes, |
miss George

“Oh yeah, and then
there was that find of the
rainbow edition of The Road
to Oz, and the story of the
cigars that Justin would blow
in the face of someone about
to touch a book that he wanted
— but that, as they say, is
another story ...”
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ALMOST HALF A
GENTURY

Jerry Page

Tuesday morning April 6, 2004,
some time between 10 and 11 AM,,
fate and the uncertainties of heart
disease combined to rob Jerry Burge
and me the pleasure of celebrating fifty
years of friendship. In 1954, I learned
about the old Atlanta Science Fiction
Organization, the city’s first major fan
group, founded in 1950 by Jerry, lan
MacCauley, Hank Reinhardt, Carson
jacks and Walt Guthrie. I got in touch
with Ian and was invited to a meeting.
It was on December 10, 1954 that I first met all of those gentlemen, excluding only Hank
Reinhardt who was not present for two good reasons: (a) he had discovered girls and
found he preferred their company to that of fans (most of whom in the 1950s were male);
and (b) Uncle Sam had discovered him and drafted him into the Army. For the record,

Jerry Burge introduced Hank and me some time in 1959.

Jerry Burge was an amazing man whose achievements in fandom are of some
importance yet all but unknown. In 1954 he and Carson Jones created the first science
fiction small press publishing operation in the Southeast, calling it ASFO Press and
issuing in hard cover Sam Moscowitz’s history of science fiction fandom, The Immortal
Storm. The Immortal Storm had run as a serialized feature in A. Langley Searles’ fanzine
Fantasy Commentator, and been issued by fellow ASFO member Henry Burwell in a
mimeographed edition, but Jerry and Carson issued a revised edition of the book with an
index and photos and a dust wrapper drawn by legendary SF illustrator Frank R. Paul.

They planned a second book, a complete edition of the round-robin science fiction novel
of the thirties, Cosmos, but it never saw print.

Jerry also took over and published a few issues of the general fanzine 4sfo, during
the waning years of the SF club. In 1959 he and I published a genzine called Si-Fan.

Later on we collaborated on the science fiction collector’s fanzine Lore (the title was

Jerry’s idea), and more recently were doing a fan journal for pulp collectors, Flashback.

It was Jerry also who instigated the idea of a Southern fan group, after a suggestion by

Georgia fan J.T. Oliver (who immediately announced he was dropping out of fandom

when Jerry replied to his suggestion.) Jerry started a round robin letter among several of

the best-known Southern fans to discuss details of the project. It was prematurely

announced by another fan who took credit for the idea, robbing Jerry Burge and J.T.

Oliver of their place in Southern fan history, though I don’t think either was especially 17
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bothered by the fact because they never got any of the blame, either. Jerry and I drafted a
constitution for the group and we also helped set up the Southern Fandom Press Alliance.

In 1967 Jerry and I came into contact with William L. Crawford, who had had a
number of small press operations since the thirties. Among Bill’s accomplishments was
the publishing of H.P. Lovecraft’s The Shadow Over Innsmouth, the only one of
Lovecraft’s books published during his lifetime; the book publishing operation Fantasy
Publishing Co., Inc. (FPCI); and the magazine Fantasy Book which published the first
fiction in the field by Cordwainer Smith and Andre Norton (though it was published as
by Andrew North). In 1934, Bill issued the first hardback book ever published by a
science fiction and fantasy specialty publisher, Eugene Keys’ Mars Mountain. In 1967,
Crawford has just revived his other SF magazine, Spaceway, which wasn’t working out,
and had learned he could assume at little or no cost the publication of the horror fiction
magazine Coven 13, which would give him a distribution contract. He talked Jerry Burge
and me into becoming partners with FPCI in the project and we published a few issues
with Burge as art editor and me as editor. We retitled it Witchcraft and Sorcery and
referred to it among ourselves as Sorcery.

The magazine did not last very many issues. But it did achieve some successes,
especially in the art field. Among them were the first professional publication in a
fantasy magazine of artwork by Stephen Fabian, the first regular appearance in a fantasy
magazine of artwork by Tim Kirk (he had appeared previously in an issue of If, I think,
but only in one issue), and the first professional appearance of illustrator Bob Maurus.
Jeff Jones was also a regular contributor and in one of the last issues, when he was
pressed for time to do the illustrations for my story “Thirst”, penciled the drawings and
called in his pal Berni Wrightson to ink them.

Sorcery actually sold well,
somewhere at or above 20,000 copies an

issue, I gathered from Bill, which meant we
never lost any money but somehow we
never managed to make any, either. Jerry
and I never got our investments back. It
was this feeling that we weren’t really going
anywhere that killed the magazine since we
could have published more issues if there
had been anything coming in for us. But
Jerry got married and had to concentrate on
supporting a wife and daughter, and | was
writing more and more, and also working as
an editor for 7V Guide magazine. In 1975 1
began editing anthologies, first Nameless
Places for Arkham House, and then The
Year’s Best Horror Stories for DAW. Bill
Crawford began running an annual
Witchcraft & Sorcery convention in Los
Angeles.
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For years Jerry Burge worked at Georgia Tech as a technical illustrator on the
Saturn Project. During that time he did very little illustration not related to his job.

In recent years he began both to draw and write again. His writing was always
very good and a lot of what [ learned about the craft I learned from him, either through
direct advice or by reading authors he recommended. His taste in reading, as in art, was
superb.

But as he grew older, health problems began to hound him, first an eye problem
that forced him to give up drawing for several more years, and then the heart problems
that eventually killed him. The eye problems were corrected but by then it had been so
long since he had drawn that he found himself having to relearn a lot of what had once
been virtually instinctive to him. Then the heart problems began to grow and he found
himself without the energy to do a lot of what he wanted to do.

But he did finish a story, an article, and a couple of pieces of art for Flashback,
and he and I were at work on a collaborative short story that I still hope to finish — though
it will be much harder to write, now.

Jerry Burge left hundreds of small drawings. He filled sketchbooks and small
stenographer’s pads with them. He drew on miscellaneous pieces of paper. I found
drawings on the backs of waste sheets from his fifties fanzine Asfo. 1 found drawings on
the backs of extra copies of the dust wrapper from The Immortal Storm. Some were
practice pieces, some were copies from some book or magazine photograph, some were
apparently done to find out the potential of a new pen-nib or brush. Many were studies
for illustrations or paintings he did or planned. Some were damaged in the fire at his
home in 1991, and show water stains or scorches around the edges. They show a
surprising range of styles and techniques despite the fact that Jerry probably did not
regard many of them as actually finished.

Yet I have found over 300 pieces that to one degree or another are publishable.
They show Jerry’s ability to create graceful poses and compositions, his mastery of
anatomy, especially of the female form, his sense of humor, and his love for old sci3ence
fiction illustrators and Golden Age comic book artists. I intend to make a good many of
them available for fanzine.

December 10, 2004 will be on a Friday. At some level or another I’ve known
how I would acknowledge the date for some time. Jerry and I, over the years, kept in
touch with a good many marathon phone conversations, many of them late at night, that
were apt to cover any subject we felt like, but which thoroughly covered the subjects of
science fiction, fantasy, pulp magazines, old movies, politics, science, the older comic
books and comic strips, baseball, SF fandom and any truly oddball subject we felt like
raising. It was my intention to call Jerry up and try to reminisce. I say “try to” because
there is, of course, no telling what will be going on in the world at that time to give us
much more to talk about.

Now, sadly, there will be no conversation. But I’ll still mark the occasion, of
course. And I’ll certainly reminisce.

Gerald W. Page / 1063 Seaboard Av. N.E., Apt. 15 Atlanta GA 30307 / 404-522-9181 /
geraldpage@earthlink.com









Many more pages of Jerry Burge'’s sketchbooks are available for viewing at the
Challenger website, www.challzine. nel.
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Rather than hear directly from our man Benford this issue, let’s partake of

AN INTERVIEW OF

GREGORY BENFORD

Kevin Anderson

About Benford’s new novel,
Beyond Infinity

Kevin: I've heard of some amazing and
innovative ideas for promoting science fiction
books, Greg, but how in the world did you
convince Buzz Lightyear to be your spokesman? |
mean, everybody who watches Toy Story has got
to know that Buzz is plugging your new novel
when he yells "To Infinity -- and Beyond!"

Gregory: Lightyear is based on Buzz Aldrin,
whom I know. Great guy! When he was writing
an SF novel with John Barnes, 1’°d go over to his
home a mile or so from mine in Laguna Beach.
He loved being Lightyear! — but groused good-
humoredly about how he got no money from it.

But I haven’t seen Toy Story even yet. So
when my editor called up asking for a title, even
though I was a long way from finishing the novel,
I said, “What sort of title do you want?” Jamie
Levine replied, “Something...... cosmic?” [
pondered. “Big scale?” She jumped at that:
“Yes!” I thought I’d make a joke, so said, “How
‘bout, uh, Beyond Infinity?” Jamie squealed.
“Great! Uh...... what’s it mean?” 1 thought, came
up with nothing, and said, “You...... really want
it?”” She was sure: “It’il make people think!”

Kevin: At least.
Gregory: Well, it sure made me think.

Kevin: Maybe people will think you're ... a little
crazy?

Gregory: Or a lot crazy. Of course I know a fair
amount of mathematics — how many SF writers
have published in the Journal of Mathematical
Physies? — and I did know that there are
categories of infinite numbers, for example. Not
all infinities are equal! Still, that’s pretty arcane
stuff. Readers might prefer to watch paint dry.

Kevin: Well, they seem to like the literary

equivalent — but let’s not knock the competition.

Gregory: Why not? Afraid of the unending-
fantasy-series guys?

Kevin: No, envious. Actually, I meant
mainstream writers.

Gregory: Oh, you mean Real Writers, concerned
with The Human Condition.

Kevin: When I was taking college creative
writing courses, my professors always seemed to
content themselves with what I came to call
"breakfast dishes stories" — stories in which a
couple sat over their dirty breakfast dishes and
had a dull conversation about how their
relationship was breaking up. The End. That sort
of thing always drove me nuts. I'm glad to see
(and so are our readers, | hope) that your mind
and mine both work on a grander scale.

Gregory: Well, I’'m an astrophysicist, so it’s an
occupational prejudice. All the things we study
are gonna live longer than we do!

Kevin: Ah, but not our immortal works.

Gregory: Except for the immoral ones, of course.
Y know, that title led me to eventually include in
the book some of the newest ideas in cutting edge
physics. Some theorists think we may live in a
universe that has more dimensions, and we’re
sitting on a membrane in that — a “brane” that one
could leave if we could figure out how to move in
larger dimensions.

Now, I already planned to set the book a
billion years from how. Be ambitious! I was worn
out with hard-nosed near-future novels like Eafer
and Cosm and The Martian Race. The reason we
see few far-future novels, 1 suspect, is that the
changes would be vast, the resulting society
incomprehensible. That’s why far future novels
tend to be set in forests and non-technological
societies. So I decided to tell the tale from the



vantage of a young girl, living in a forest — then
explode the story outward into the whole
universe, in classic old fashioned SF style.

Kevin: I notice that Gary Wolfe in Locus said
exactly that, and wishes you’d write more cutting
edge stuff.

Gregory: Reviewers always want you to write
what they like, of course.

Kevin: But we want to write what we like!

Gregory: Exactly. [ felt in the mood for a fairly
light-hearted romp through infinities.

Kevin: Seriously, you've already taken us
practically to the end of time in your Galactic
Center series, and now you're taking your readers
to even more cosmic distances, into other
universes...not even satisfied with infinity itself,
but you've gone *beyond* infinity. Aren't you
taking it a bit too far?

Gregory: 1 like to get out of town on the
weekends, and this seemed like a natural
extension of that.

Kevin: I understand that Beyond Infinity is
inspired in part by some of the masterpieces of
Arthur C. Clarke. Even knowing that you lack no
self-confidence, did it intimidate you to be taking
a page out of Arthur C. Clarke's book (or making
a novel out of his novella, as it were?).

Gregory: Sure. This novel emerges from a
novella, Beyond the Fall of Night, that 1 published
in 1990, together with Arthur C. Clarke’s
Against the Fall of Night. That novella was a
continuation of Clarke’s, and I shaped it to fit the
length (though not the style) of his original. It was
fun, especially the give and take with Arthur.
Still, afterward I felt that the result was
unsatisfactory, but could not see how to fix it.

Kevin: So fifteen years later —

Gregory: This novel attempts to remedy that.
Plainly the ideas needed more air to breathe. So 1
have expanded the novella to more than three
times its original size, and retitled it. Trappings of
Clarke’s far future I have dropped or rearranged.
New ideas, principally those of extra dimensions
in our universe, I have pick-pocketed from the
latest theoretical physics.

Kevin: So it’s a high-minded, far future yam?

Gregory: Years ago a friend, David Hartwell,
used the term “transcendental adventure,” and I
thought about what that might mean. This novel
may be an example.

Kevin: Is it easier to stick closer to home — by a
hundred thousand miles or so, when you write
about Mars — or to run to the ends of time and
space?

Gregory: Near future is easier. Everybody gets
the ofthand references. But for scope, you need
big perspectives in time. This novel looks at how
evolution might work out, for example. A bit over
a billion years ago, there wasn’t much beyond
slime molds around; how about a billion years
hence?

Kevin: What sort of things to you throw at the
TV when you hear commentators complain about
the uselessness of exploring Mars, or even of
continuing the space program?

Gregory: 1 don’t watch TV news coverage for
that reason. It’s a medium with a one-day
perspective. Not the ones you want telling you
about the future!

Kevin: So is this your definitive take on
evolution?

Gregory: Once again I find that there are more
ideas in the novel than I could do justice to.
Perhaps I will eventually write a sequel, to
explore the avenues opened by this larger version.
The far future is a big place. This is a snapshot of
where I think evolution and technology might take
us. No doubt the reality will be far stranger.
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Back downunder we go, for another installment of my DUFF report ...

ChHe €ASTER
Bl B

[ can still hear it.

Whenever the air is clear and crisp and cool, or whenever I look out at a cityscape, bright and
beautiful in the distance, I can still hear it — a thousand voice sharp in the crisp, clear, cool autumn
Australian air ...

“Row, row, row — on down the river — we will row, row, row — on down the river —*

And in memory’s eye I am still gazing over the wide green oval field to Melbourne, beyond,
through the gap in the stadium walls.

And there were other sounds, just as memorable. “WOT’S THE DIFF’'RENCE YA DENSE
ARAB?!?” 1 can still hear that, too.

The morning after Swancon’s crepes orgy, Rosy and I returned to the Perth airport. Edgily I eyed the grey
grumpiness of the clouds. Fortunately we had another A330 to fly in — I have never seen a more
comfortable plane — and I had another happy pill to soothe me during the four-hour lurch
back to Melbourne. I sort-of remember the flight, a clumsy way of saying that it held its
, share of turbulent terrors, but what seems to stand out in memory is my reluctant awe
at the beauty of the alien cloudscape, seen from above.
But there was one o’erwhelming virtue to the flight. At its conclusion, we
were back in Melbourne, and Julia Hilton awaited us.

Long ago, before Nolacon I, Julia and her husband Craig visited New
Orleans, and interviewed me for Australian radio. While they were there they gave
me my first taste of Vegemite, the salty sandwich spread featured in the
lyrics of “The Land Downunder”. (Rosy had tasted some on Hanging
Rock, and agreed: it is ghastly stuff.)

Julia drove us into Toorak, their upscale Melbourne
neighborhood — I remember pretty mansions on the road-side,
and lots of shade from lots of trees. At their abode Julia took
pride in displaying her garden, but I was mostly amazed
. Dy their bathroom — bigger than some apartments I’ve

& lived in and blessed with a nifty clear-glass sho