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I must be talking to my friends

Moving along after 27 years

If there are two images I'll remember from 2013, one is
of the back of Peter Ryan’s head as he disappeared down
the steep ladder-stairs from the Bio Box (the old cinema
projection box) at the Melbourne Science Fiction Club
carrying yet another box of fanzines. The top of his head
bore the scars of carrying other boxes down those stairs.
Each time he went down he risked scraping the top of
his head on an overhanging beam above the staircase.

The other image is of me pushing the box of fanzines
into Peter’s hands, him righting himself on the stair, and
him turning around still carrying the box — before
descending the staircase. He said a week later that the
memory of the turn on the stairs still gave him night-
mares.

When I fronted up to the Melbourne Science Fiction
Club on 5 December to help a bit with box packing and
carrying, I rediscovered my acute sense of vertigo. It was
all T could do to clamber up those stairs to the Bio Box,
then clamber down them just as awkwardly. There was

no way I could carry a box on the stairs and not feel like
tipping over. Thank ghod Peter Ryan was there on the
same day.

That was the second of three days in which I helped
pack and carry boxes. My main fear was of putting out
the base of my back. Nothing like that happened. Thanks
to the daily exercises that my chiropractor has suggested
to me over the years, I had no trouble carrying the boxes.
I felt much better than I had when Elaine and I were
stacking and carrying boxes when we moved house nine
years ago.

Why were I and quite a few other MSFC members
taking part in such an unlikely activity as filling and
carrying boxes? Because of a very strange situation that
had arisen at the beginning of October (see the Age
cutting, next page). The Uniting Church of Victoria
(formed in the sixties from the united Methodists, Pres-
byterians, and Congregationalists) faced a situation in
which a secondary school it ran had gone bust to the tune

A combined fifty-year history of the Melbourne Science Fiction Club leadership and inspiration: Mervyn Binns (1950s-1980s) and
James ‘Jocko” Allen (1980s until now). (Photo: Helena Binns.)




of $56 million. Nobody seems to be very forthcoming
about the size of the debt, who incurred it, or why it is
irrecoverable. What an old Churches of Christ bloke like
me would never have guessed is that the central organi-
sation owns all the congregations that call themselves
Uniting Churches. (Each Church of Christ congregation
controls its own property.) The properties to be sold
included St David’s Uniting Church, West Brunswick,
the home of the Melbourne Science Fiction Club.

In 1985, after Space Age Books failed, the Club had

to vacate the building in Swanston Street Melbourne,
where they had the upstairs rooms. James ‘Jocko’ Allen,
of the then rather small club, and his parents attended
church at St David’s Uniting Church. They heard that an
old lady, Emma Munro, had willed to the church alarge
amount of money, on condition that the congregation
set up a library within its buildings. Jocko’s brilliant idea
was to ask for a home for the Melbourne Science Fiction
Club’s library, provided we could also have space for
other club facilities. That was 27 years ago. The people

Property selloff College collapse prompts move !

Uniting Church in
bid to raise $56m

Exclusive

Barney Zwartz

Rellgion Editor
The hammer iz about to fall on 56
Uniting Chureh properties in Vie-
toria as the church tries to raise
£56 million to pay debts incurred
in the calamitous collapse of
Acaecia College last year.

The church has yet to announce
which churches will close because
ministers and congregations are
#till being told, but state secretary
Mark Lawrence said the sales
would affect at least 14 church
complexes. Some services ran by
the UnitingCare network will be
relocated.

Among the churches being sold
are Brunswick West, Glenroy,
Strathmore, Hawthorn West and
Doneaster East, and the properties
include tennis courts, vacant land
and former manses, Fairfax Media
has been told.

Acacia College, a low-fee school
for 520 students in Mernda in Mel-
bourne's north, closed last Decem-
ber leaving the ehurch with debts
of $26 million, despite the church
spending millions of dollars bailing
out the developer, who haz since
died. ;

The state synod voted in May to
raise £56 million to clear that debt,
pay down other debts and restore
fund reserves,

To be sold

Hawthorn West

Brunswick West

St David's also owned two units it |
used rent-free for people who had |
to come for Melbourne for hospital
treatment.

Mr Mellvena was married in the
charch 50 years agoe, and his wife |
was christened there, he said. |

Preshytery officialz were due to |
meet the churchs council on |
Thursday. “We will ask who do we |
appeal to, but | know the answer - |
nobody. Legally it's their property,
by act of Parliament in 1977."

Congregation member Matt
Vigus, son of the minister, Andrew
Vigus, said, “I just feel really |
cheated. We are paying for incom-
petence to pay off some dodgy
deals. Dad will be forced into re-
tirement - he's been a minister for
30 years”

State moderator Dan Wootton
on Wedneaday posted a letter on
the church website to be read to all
congregations on Sunday, apolo-
gising to those affected. “We are a
pilerim people always on the way,”
he wrote. {

Dr Lawrence said every Uniting
Church property was evaluated on
the bazis of its contribution to
mission, locally and regionally, the
impact on mission if it were sold,
and its potential price. Preshy-
teries and church institutions were
consulted.

“It has been a heartfelt process,
in the knowledge that every one of

Doncaster East

Om Wednesday there was shock
and fary as the affected churches
learnt of the decigion, amid specu-
lation that church officials had tar-
geted parishes without ministers
or with elderly ministers to cut
payout costs,

Malcolm Mcllvena, the secre-
tary at St David's Uniting Church

in Brunswick West, said: “They've
told us we are out after 106 years.
We were not consulted at all.”

He said the weekly congregation
was down to about 20 - in the 1930s
the Sunday School alone had 2040
members - but the church hall was
in use every night for tai chi,
children's drama and the like, and

the properties on the divestment
list, would involve pain and grief
for members of the church com-
munity”” He said the sales involved
less than 1 per cent of the church's
properties - it has more than 600
congregations in Vietoria and Tas-
mania and runs 32 welfare agen-
cies - and no sarvices would be cut.




—
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The library in boxes on the stage of St David's Hall. (Photo: Richard Morden.)




at St David’s have never complained about our presence
(indeed, had welcomed us and other clubs and societies
to use the church hall on various days of the week), or
about the changes we had had to make to fit in the
library. One of these was storing the fanzine collection
(based upon the Bill Wright Collection, donated twenty
years ago) in the Bio Box, which had to be outfitted with
filing cabinets and new shelves.

In the middle of 2013, a new committee took over the
running of the Club, expecting to have an easy year.
Instead, the committee, led by Natalie MacLachlan,
found itself heavily laden with the worst crisis in the
club’s recent history. The astonishing thing is that
Natalie and the committee have met the situation with
courage and every appearance of outer calm. They asked
members of the club to turn up on particular days to pack

(Left above): The climb to the Bio Box. Imagine lugging boxes of zines up and
down these stairs. Also, the filing cabinets had to be lowered down these

stairs.

(Left below) View from the Bio Box as the stage begins to fill with packed

boxes of books.

(Above) The formidable Bio Box crammed with archives from years of fandom.

Just a selection of the photos from Ethel the Aardvark 169
showing various stages of the move from St David's. (Photos

and captions: Richard Morden.)

the library and have it ready for removal on 7 December.
I was one of the many people who turned up at various
times to finish the job.

The seemingly insoluble question was: how could
anybody remove the filing cabinets from the Bio Box?
How, indeed, did they get up there? I could not attend
on the night when committee member Ternecio Mon-
clova brought along a special removalist’s device that
enabled him to lower the emptied filing cabinets slowly
down the stairs. I hope somebody has taken a photo of
this feat.

If you want a full report on ‘Leaving a Church’,
including some wonderful photos of the emptied library
and clubrooms, I suggest you send your membership fee
($45) to the Melbourne Science Fiction Club, PO Box
110, Moonee Vale VIC 3055. There might remain no




physical copies of the Ethel the Aardvark 169 (December
2013-January 2014), but the editors, Richard Morden
and Peter Ryan, could probably tell you how to download
the PDF from the MSFC site.

On 7 December volunteers were supposed to turn up at
7 a.m. to begin moving all the boxes to the driveway
outside, from where the removalists would stack them in
their van. There was no way I would get there by 7 a.m.,
if only because the trip by public transport takes nearly
two hours from Greensborough. When I did get there at
10 a.m., the first truckload was nowhere near loaded. 1
joined the crew of fans who were stacking boxes for the
removalists. We were very fast and enthusiastic. The
blokes from the moving van were not. They gave every
impression of having been sent out to shovel coals in hell.
They finished the first load about 11.30 and set off.
Natalie phoned the crew waiting at the storage depot.
The cargo lift (elevator) wasn’t working. Our storage
room was supposed to be three storeys up. I waited until
I was no longer needed, then set off home.

Later I heard the rest of the story. The lift continued
not to work, so the staff at the depot gave us a large room
on the ground floor. All the Club’s umpteen boxes,
except for the kitchen items, are now in storage.

A few days later the Uniting Church staged its auction
of church properties. It sold the most valuable real estate
first, raised its $56 million ... then stopped the auction.
Quite a few church properties were left unsold, includ-
ing that of St David’s. The people at St David’s no longer
have to leave. One of the many questions is: should the
MSFC return? Or can we find a much more suitable
facility somewhere else, one that might enable the library

to spread out and for us to hold events on any day of the
week? All this is being handled by the committee. We
members of the Melbourne SF Club thank them.

The last night at the Club had that festive air of the great
events I've attended there, such as the annual Minicons
and investiture ceremony of the Lifetime Members (of
which I am one). Many people I haven’t seen for years
turned up. Alison Barton organised the vast array of the
kind of foodstuffs that fans like to eat. The indefatigable
Eva Stein ran the last drinks stall in the kitchen. Murray
MacLachlan set up his sound system, slipped into his
white suit, and MCed events. Natalie gave an elegant
speech. No weeping and gnashing of teeth — Natalie
decreed ‘Don’t panic!’

Anybody who wants to donate the cost of brand new
quarters is welcome to do so, but in the likely event of
this not happening, remember that the Club will be
running down its financial reserves in order (a) to pay
for the move to the storage facility; (b) the move back to
wherever; and (c) the cost of new shelves and other
facilities. All donations, small or large, will be used well.
Keep on eye on developments at
melbsfclub@yahoo.com.au.

Postscript: During January we received the news
that the Club has found a new home for meetings:
St Augustine’s Anglican Church Hall, 100 Sydney
Road, Coburg. Melway reference: 29 H3. Moreland
Railway Station is close. On the No 19 tram, it’s stop
29 or 30. No news yet as to a venue suitable for
setting up the library.

Babel

During my recent random reading of incoming fanzines,
I was hit by two phrases in Claire Brialey’s latest editorial
(‘Everything is connected’, Banana Wings 53, December
2013). She describes Fishlifter Central, the fictional
headquarters of the mighty Banana Wings empire, as

‘down in that basement we haven’t got’. After describing
the fictional ‘war room’ in which she and Mark Plummer
concoct their evial brews, she admits that ‘Well, no, there
isn’t really a war room’.

And there is no library as large as Jorge Luis Borges’
Library of Babel at 5 Howard Street, Greensborough. It
only seems so. I fondle the books on the shelves, taking
out one after another and thinking, ‘I must read this
right now.” I leaf through the fanzines, enjoying articles
and letters and feeling guilt at all those letters of com-
ment I haven’t written. I try unsuccessfully to find issues
of my own fanzines to scan articles for desperate emailing
friends. The choice is infinite, like the choice of books
in Babel.

The SF Commentary ‘war room’ is like a TARDIS, but
smaller on the outside than a call box and much roomier
on the inside. It is, indeed, the top of my desk, covered
in projects that might come into existence, fanzines and
music magazines as yet unread, and huge files of un-
published manuscripts destined for both SF Commentary
and Treasure. And that’s only the paper copies. Inside the
computer lie infinite files of text and photos for future
issues of SFCand Treasure and my ANZAPA projects.




Much of the treasure consists of articles ripped out of
newspapers — for instance, the article I scanned from
the Age on 10 October 2013 announcing the big selloff
of Uniting Church properties.

I also found a cutting from the Herald Sun, which I
never buy but usually flip through while drinking coffee
when shopping in the Greensborough Shopping Plaza.
Itis the 17 November survey, ‘voted by Herald Sunreaders
and Triple M listeners’, of the best Australian songs. I
was astonished that seven of the top 10 songs are written
not by Australians (Mark Seymour of Hunters and Col-
lectors, and Harry Vanda and George Young of AC/DC)
but by New Zealanders (Neil and Tim Finn of Crowded
House and Split Enz):

‘Don’t Dream It’s Over’ (Crowded House)

‘Four Seasons in One Day’ (Crowded House)

‘I Got You’ (Split Enz)

‘Six Months in a Leaky Boat’ (Split Enz)

‘I See Red’ (Split Enz)

‘Throw Your Arms Around Me’ (Hunters & Col-

lectors)

7 ‘Fraction Too Much Friction” (Tim Finn)

8 ‘It’s a Long Way to the Top’ (AC/DC)

9 ‘History Never Repeats’ (Split Enz)

10 ‘Holy Grail’ (Hunters & Collectors)

11 ‘Before Too Long’ (Paul Kelly)

12 ‘Eagle Rock’ (Daddy Cool)

13 ‘How to Make Gravy’ (Paul Kelly)

14 ‘To Her Door’ (Paul Kelly)

15 ‘I Touch Myself’ (Divinyls)

16 ‘Somebody That I Used to Know’ (Gotye and
Kimbra)

17 “You’re the Voice’ (John Farnham)

18  ‘Most People I Know Think That I'm Crazy’ (Billy
Thorpe)

19 ‘Horror Movie’ (Skyhooks)

20  ‘Solid Rock’ (Goanna)

21 “The Horses’ (Darryl Braithwaite)

22 ‘Jesse’s Girl’ (Rick Springfield)

23 ‘From St Kilda to Kings Cross’ (Paul Kelly)

24  ‘Tom’ (Natalie Imbruglia)

25 ‘Can’t Get You Out of My Head’ (Kylie Minogue)

26 ‘The Boys Light Up’ (Australian Crawl)

27  ‘Where the Wild Roses Grow’ (Nick Cave and Kylie
Minogue)

28  ‘Say Goodbye’ (Hunters & Collectors)

29  ‘Women in Uniform’ (Skyhooks)

30  ‘Who Can It Be Now?’ (Men at Work)

31  ‘Ego Is Not a Dirty Word’ (Skyhooks)

32 ‘Reckless’ (Australian Crawl)

33 ‘The Ship Song’ (Nick Cave & Bad Seeds)

34  ‘Jailbreak’ (AC/DC)

35  ‘Sweet Disposition’ (The Tender Trap)

36  ‘High Voltage’ (AC/DC)

37  ‘From Little Things Big Things Grow’ (Paul Kelly)

38  ‘Dirty Deeds Done Dirt Cheap’ (AC/DC)

S T s 0O N =

39 ‘Shine’ (Vanessa Amorosi)
40  ‘Prisoner of Society/Second Solution’ (The Living
End)

You can tell alot about the age of any group of voters
who produce a list of popular music favourites. Usually

the voters of such lists are so young that I recognise
almost none of their choices. However, I would judge
that the Herald Sun/Triple M voters are only a bit
younger than I am. True, they’ve chosen nothing from
the 1960s, but that’s because most Australian hit songs
from the sixties, except those by the Easybeats and the
Masters Apprentices, were imported songs. Even so, it’s
staggering that the Easybeats’ ‘Friday on My Mind’
(1966) is not high on the list, since it’s still performed by
quite a few British performers.

Also astonishing is that Russell Morris’s “The Real
Thing’ (1969) is not high on the list. It was a huge hit,
and its singer remained popular enough to make a
successful comeback CD, Sharkmouth, in 2013.

I'take it that the NZ entries are included here because
they were recorded in Australia, and first became hits
here.

The oddest absence is that of songs by Cold Chisel.
Cold Chisel continued to sell 100,000 albums per year
long after they split up, and Jimmy Barnes, their lead
singer, has had huge success since. Surely the Chisels’
‘Khe Sanh’ should have been close to top of the list?

Also amazing is that none of Midnight Oil’s many
singles has made the list.

Having said that, it’s good to see that Daddy Cool’s
rock and roll dance hit ‘Eagle Rock’, from the early
1970s, is still well remembered, as is Billy Thorpe’s ‘Most
People I Know Think That I'm Crazy’ from the same
period.

Why did Men at Work’s ‘Down Under’ not come in at
2 or 3? ‘Down Under’ became the theme tune of Austra-
lia’s victory in the America’s Cup yachting race, generat-
ing a feeling of nationalist triumph that Bob Hawke
managed to activate for his Labor administration. But
that was the 1980s. It doesn’t seem long ago to me.

My own favourite Australian song from this actual
Top 40 list is Paul Kelly’s ‘To My Door’. It features on
the recent CD/DVD/Blu-ray package called Goin’ Your
Way, the recording of the last concert of Paul Kelly and
Neil Finn during their 2013 tour of Australia (see the
accompanying photo from the booklet). Neil Finn, of
Crowded House and Split Enz, is the nearest thing the
world has had to the Beatles song-writing phenomenon.
His lyrics are brilliant, but it’s the tunes to the choruses
that have kept the songs alive. Paul Kelly’s songs are
craggier, a bit less melodic than Neil’s, but more precise
in their imagery. He also has written songs that will bring
any Australian audience to its feet, because Paul Kelly
tells their story as well as his own. Paul has only to sing
one first line, ‘They got married early, never had no
money’, and everybody is there for Paul’s epic song “To
Her Door’. It tells the story of a marriage breakup,
personal breakdown, personal redemption of the bloke,
and his desperate trip from Brisbane to Melbourne in
the hope he might see his kids and maybe even be
reunited with his ex-wife. The story is sketched in tiny,
painful details that make me blub every time I hear it.
‘He came in on a Sunday,” starts the last verse, ‘every
muscle aching/Walking in slow motion like he’d just
been hit/Did they have a future? Would he know his
children?/Could he make a picture and get it all to
fit’/He was shaking in his seat, riding through the
streets/In a Silver Top to her door.” What suspense!




Neil Finn (L.) and Paul Kelly (r.), from Goin’ Your Way, the record of their last duo concert of the 2013 tour, at the Sydney Opera
House.

What hope! What possible tragedy! It’s all there, in one
song. And thatKkiller detail in the lastline — Melbourne’s
main taxi cab company is Silver Top.

Paul Kelly’s ‘How to Make Gravy’ is his second-best
song, with its tale of a bloke desperately phoning home
from prison at Christmas, hoping everybody is eating
well and that nobody has yet run off with his girlfriend.
It has no chorus, no repeated lines, yet the audience

sings every word with Paul when he presents it on Goin’

Your Way.

So what are my favourite Australian songs that do not
appear on the Herald Sun’s Top 40? My Nos 2 and 3 were
both recorded in Britain in the late sixties, and were
never as popular as the singles recorded in Australia by
the same groups: ‘Because I Love You’ by the Masters
Apprentices and ‘Come In You’ll Get Pneumonia’ by the
Easybeats. These songs jostle for their places with the
Bee Gees’ ‘Spicks and Specks’ (now the title of the ABC’s
popular music TV series). It came out in 1967, and hit
Number 1 in Australia just as the Bee Gees left for Britain,
recorded ‘New York Mining Disaster 1941° for Robert

Stigwood, and never looked backwards. I've always
counted the Bee Gees as Australian, although they were
born in Britain, migrated here when very young, en-
dured many years of failed records here, but finally
succeeded with ‘Spicks and Specks’ before leaving for
Britain.

Also great is Brian Cadd’s ‘Ginger Man’ (1969). It’s a
very American-sounding song, but its combination of
piano, Cadd’s sandy voice, and memorable tune make it
one of the great pop songs of all time.

What of those New Zealanders sailing away there at
the top of the Top 40? Their songs are magnificent, of
course. My two favourites are Tim Finn’s ‘Fraction Too
Much Friction’ and Split Enz’ ‘Six Weeks in a Leaky
Boat’. Crowded House is the one great pop group who
burst out in the eighties and just keep on producing
magnificent songs from then until now. ‘Four Seasons in
One Day’ and ‘Don’t Dream It’s Over’ are their best
songs, I suppose, but there are few duds in their Greatest
Hits collection.

Falling off the edge of the world

Alarge part of my newspaper cuttings are the Obituaries
sections in the Age. I catch up with the stories of people
who, like Peter Darling and Graham Stone, have accom-
plished much more in their lives than we knew about

when they were alive. It’s hard to realise that these people
are no longer in the world.




Al Knight

The first line of the Age obituary (25 June 2013) for Al
Knight (11 October 1924-22 April 2013), written by Ian
Britain and Sue Ebury (two well-known figures from
Australian publishing), reads: “That’s “bloody silly”, Al
Knight would characteristically have retorted if you'd
told him he was a towering figure in Australian publish-
ing’ but ‘he remained a pillar of integrity and good sense
in a ruthless, sometimes crazed profession’. The small
publishing company Hyland House, which he and Anne
Godden established after they left Thomas Nelson Aus-
tralia, was the main inspiration for Norstrilia Press, which
Carey Handfield, Rob Gerrand, and I established in
1975. True, Advent:Publishers and Arkham House in
Americawere the distant inspirations for what we wanted
to do, but Al and Anne, along with Henry Rosenbloom
when he was a printer before becoming a publisher, took
the trouble to show us how things should be done.
Hyland House was one of the first Australian publishers
(apartfrom Horwitz in Sydney) to publish any Australian
science fiction books: in particular, two novels by Lee
Harding (including the Australian Children’s Book
Award winner Displaced Person) and two fine anthologies.
After Norstrilia Press acquired an IBM composerin 1978,
by today’s standards a very primitive typesetting ma-
chine, Al and Anne gave us quite a few books to typeset.
More than anybody else, I can thank them for almost the
only period of prosperity (1978-80) I've enjoyed during
my forty years of freelance editing, indexing, and type-
setting.

Jack Pitt

Over the years since I stopped teaching at Ararat Tech-
nical School (during 1969 and 1970) I've often won-
dered ‘Whatever happened to Jack Pitt?’ My first year of

teaching, 1969, was also Jack Pitt’s first year as a secon- ||

dary school principal. My main difficulty was that I was a
hopeless teacher. Jack’s difficulties included the fact that
his school had not yet been built, so his only facilities
were a portable classroom as the ‘administration centre’,
a wing of Ararat High School for regular classes, with
nothing else but access to the metalwork and woodwork
facilities. He faced a group of teachers who were either
newbies, like me, or older trade teachers. They had been
tradesmen for over 10 years before becoming trained as
teachers. They knew how the world worked, how techni-
cal teaching worked, and they had no intention of being
bossed around by some smart-arse from the city with new
ideas. I left teaching after 1970, but I had heard that
Jack’s school finally moved into the brand new buildings
during 1971. Soon he gained promotion to the princi-
palship of an inner suburban school. Then I heard
nothing more.

When Ilast metJack in 1970, I would have judged him
in his fifties, with a drinking problem, inclined to exas-
peration as well as high levels of energetic leadership —
in other words, a candidate for early death by an heart
attack. In fact, he was only 45 years old. But still I did not
ever see his name in the Deaths columns. (The ‘Deaths’
column is the most vital function of newspapers.) This

Al Knight.

did not happen until October this year, in his eighty-sev-
enth year!

His obituary, published on 2 December, tells an
astonishing story. Alan Hutchison, another first-year
teacher at Ararat, had been told by Jack that he had been
an actor in Britain in his youth before he moved back to
Australia to take up teaching. Jack had obviously decided
there were very few students who might have artistic or
theatrical talent, because he did not try to foster that

The Age reprinted this photo of Jack Pitt — the same photo as
appeared in the annual magazine of Ararat Technical School in
1970, the last year I was there.
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Doris Lessing.

aspect of education at Ararat Tech. After he returned to
Melbourne, however, he was able to develop all his
interests. As a result, in December 1977, Jack was ap-
pointed founding principal of the Victorian College of
the Arts’ technical school, which became the VCA Sec-
ondary School, one of the most famous schools in Aus-
tralia.

Why should I mention him in the pages of SF Commen-
tary? Because in June 1969, when I had no money in my
bank account, Jack first of all offered me the use of the
school duplicator to print an issue of SI' Commentary
(which Steve Campbell and I printed in six hours one
night), then lent me the money to buy my first duplica-
tor. Not that Jack had any interest in science fiction, but
he knew a fellow loony when he saw one. I just wish I
could have caught up with him during recent years to
thank him and show him that his investment had paid
off.

Doris Lessing

Doris Lessing (22 October 1919-17 November 2013) is
the only Literature Nobel Prize winner, as far as I can
recall, who not only admitted that some of her novels
were science fiction, but stoutly defended them as such.
I'must admit thatI found the ‘Canopusin Argo’ tetralogy
unreadable, and eventually sold my copies, but I loved
two novels of hers that I read during the early 1970s,
novels that seemed much more wondrous, because
much better written, than her official SF entries. They
were The Memoirs of a Survivor and Briefing for a Descent
into Hell. 'm told that The Four-Gated City is her other
great SF/fantasy novel.

Merv Binns, who ran Space Age Books between 1971
and 1985, and the Melbourne SF Club from the mid
1950s until the 1980s, continues to publish his Out of the
Bin every few months for a few friends. In the November
2013 issue he remembers: ‘As I was closing up Space Age
Books one evening, I received a call from Doris Lessing’s
publisher in Melbourne asking if I would like to take her
to dinner. Space Age may well have been last on the list,
as it was late in the day. I didn’t hesitate to answer “with
pleasure” and I asked our friend and Miles Franklin
Award winner George Turner to join me. I also invited

my shop assistant, English teacher, and Doris Lessing fan
Maureen Walsh to come along. It turned out to be one
of my limited record of brilliant ideas, as George and
Doris shared similar interests and got along very well.
When Ms Lessing died recently, the news of her passing
reminded me of that dinner at Florentino restaurant.’

Keith Dunstan

I’'m going to steal from Merv Binns again for this brief
tribute to Melbourne newspaper columnist Keith Dun-
stan (1925-2013), who survived so long into useful re-
tirement that many of thought he was eternal. From Out
of the Bin, September issue: ‘Many people helped publi-
cise Space Age Books, and one of those was journalist
Keith Dunstan. He sometimes mentioned Space Age
Books and SF conventions he attended in his column in
the Sun New Pictorial. He was quite a character, and Space
Age and Melbourne SF sincerely appreciated his interest
in us.” Keith Dunstan established the ‘A Place in the Sun’
column of chit-chat many years ago, but then moved to
the rival Age newspaper during the ten years before he
retired. The odd result is that the only affectionate piece
about him appeared in the Age, 12 September 2013,
whereas the Herald Sun (the current incarnation of the
Sun, now owned by Mr Orrible Murdoch) could barely
raise a couple of paragraphs to honour him a week later.
In the Age, Laurence Mooney details Keith Dunstan’s
extraordinary achievements, including a series of books
he wrote telling stories about Melbourne’s delights and
peculiarities with all the gusto of a Barry Humphries.

Keith Dunstan. (Photo: The Age.)
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Dunstan’s autobiography was called No Brains At All (a
quote from his report card at the school he attended).
Not only did he attend the 1966, 1968, and 1969 Mel-
bourne SF conventions at the old clubrooms at Somerset
Place, buthe wrote about them in his column. A few years
later he began the Anti Football League, designed more
to make fun of the religious aspects of Australian Rules
football than to offend any particular club or footballer.
The highlight of each year’s events was the burning of a
football in the middle of the MCG on the day before the
Grand Final. Mooney reminds us that Dunstan was
crowned King of Moomba in 1992, and received an
Order of Australia medal in 2002.

Peter O’Toole

I can’t finish riffling among my newspaper cuttings with-
out mentioning the recent death of Peter O’Toole. I've
seen his signature film Lawrence of Arabiamore often than
any film other than 2001: A Space Odyssey (wouldn’t
O’Toole have been wonderful as the voice of HAL?), but
the two films that SF people have been mentioning most
often are The Stunt Man (which I’ve seen only once, and
can’t track down on DVD), in which O’Toole seems to

play God, basing his performance upon the directing
style of Lawrence’s David Lean; and Dean Spanley, perhaps
my favourite movie of the last ten years, in which O’Toole
plays a very old man who once lost his beloved dog and
rediscovers him in a fantastic way. In the Age’s memoir
of O’Toole, Australian film maker Paul Cox, who di-
rected him his least known film, Molokai: The Story of
Father Damien, says: “‘We used to sit and sing old church
songs together. He was an altar boy like I was. He was
tops. He was an original, extremely intelligent and had
a strange sentimental streak.” And he had that voice!

The fanzine lounge of Babel

The most visible features of the rubble heap of my desk
(my Library of Babel) are the two computers, two moni-
tors, and one scanner. My main work computer is this
last of the Gateways that runs Windows 98. That was the
last Windows that would support Ventura 4.1, the pro-
gram I use to produce nearly all the pages of my fanzines.
This computer is not connected to the internet, so I
don’t have to worry about viruses, trojans or other mon-
sters from the cloud. The other computer runs on Win-
dows XP, and I inherited it from Elaine when she
upgraded to a Windows 7 machine. Itis connected to the
internet, but the anti-virus software I'm running seems
to slow it down greatly. Each computer has its own
monitor. The scanner does a great job on the Gateway,
but I’'m not sure if its software will operate on XP.

Also visible: a heap of music magazines, mainly Gramo-
phone, Mojo, and Uncut, that I haven’t yet read. I always
read the Australian RAythms magazine as soon asit arrives
in the mail. These magazines contain dangerous knowl-
edge. They suggest the names of CDs I must track down
and hear, so I make lists that I give to Dave Clarke at
Readings, and he is always able to find them.

Flag 10

Because I keep talking about Bill Burns’s fanzine-host
site http://efanzines.com, I probably give the impres-
sion that I no longer receive paper fanzines. Not so.
Fortunately, there are still fanzines available only in
paper form, most famously Banana Wings from Claire

and Mark and Robert Lichtman’s Trap Door. (He posts
the e-version of each issue only a year after he has sent
out the paper copies.) And this year there has been Andy
Hooper’s Flag.

On my Babel desktop it is difficult to find anything I
want when I want it. It took me two hours to find all the
recent issues of Flag, the very frequent paper-only
fanzine that Andy Hooper has been publishing this year
(11032 30th Avenue NE, Seattle WA 98125; email to
fanmailaph@aol.com). In particular, I was looking for
the issue that had handed me massive egoboo, but I
found much else.

Iremembered thatin Flag10 (31 October 2013) Andy
Hooper gathers all his letter writers as if they were sitting
around a convention fan room discussing the previous
issues of Flag. The convention he chooses is Corflu
Titanium, 2005, the San Francisco Corflu that I actually
attended during my Bring Bruce Bayside fan fund trip.
I receive a mention because I had sent a letter of com-
ment to Andy explaining why I had not written a proper
letter of comment. The hyper-fannish article that Andy
attempts is very hard to write, and Andy does it superbly.
I felt a special kind of glow when reading his article
because some of the letter writers mentioned in Flag 10
were actually at that convention in 2005, in particular
Robert Lichtman and Mark Plummer. However, I can’t
remember ever meeting Lloyd Penney (one of Flag’s
correspondents), and Steve Jeffery can’t have been
there, because he doesn’t attend non-British conven-
tions.

However, in 2005 Andy Hooper himself did not speak
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more than a word or two to me, either in Seattle during
the week before Corflu, or during the convention. I like
to think I can chat with anybody who will take the trouble
to chat with me, so this did seem odd. I had long
conversations with Andy’s Chunga! co-editors Randy By-
ersand carl juarez. carl has a fine baritone voice, actually
sang a Warren Zevon song to me at the Seattle party put
on for me by Janice Murray and Alan Rosenthal, and the
next afternoon Randy took me off to sample beers.

Flag 7

In searching for Flag 10, I found an even more brilliant
issue of Flag— No 7, 13 July 2013, the best fanzine of
2013. This is the issue in which Andy invented the letter-
column-as-convention-fanzine-room-party. In this case,
he was trying to recreate the mood of the fan room at
the Orlando worldcon in 1992, the convention that
Roger Weddall attended as DUFF winner only a few
months before he died. Andy men- —
tions ‘the much-missed Roger Wed-
dall rocking in a pair of leather
pants without a trace of irony’. Else-
where, Andy writes: ‘I nodded, star-
ing as Jeanne Mealy and Roger
Weddall did something unwhole-
some with an inflatable plastic dino-
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The startling aspect of this bravura piece of writing by
Andy Hooper is that the only equivalent piece of fan
writing I know of is a column that Roger himself wrote
for ANZAPA in the late 1980s using the same fictional
device for writing his mailing comments. In that article,
Roger discussed our contributions with him as if we were
all taking part in the greatest fan party of all time.
(Wherever Roger turned up was the occasion for a great
fannish party. Life’s been a bit dull around Melbourne
since 1992.)

Andy also praised Treasure1 and SF Commentary 85 in
his fanzine review column. Thanks very much.

Opuntia

Apart from Flag, the other print-fanzine highlights of the
year have been the many issues of Opuntia I've received
from Dale Speirs. Each month a new issue arrives. Each
month I resolve to write a long letter of comment. The
next issue arrives and I still don’t write that letter of
comment.

Dale knows about many things. He is retired, so he
can research the many subjects in which he is interested,
taking photos and digging up interesting facts. He writes
in a lively, amused, yet fact-based style: wry essays that
would be standouts in any top professional magazine. He
also publishes a letter column, fanzine reviews, FAPA
mailing comments, and a bit of personal stuff, but the
mainstays of Opuntia are his feature articles. The high-
light of three issues during 2013 were his reports and
photos about ‘The Great Flood of 2013’. Calgary was hit
badly by huge floods a few months ago. In Opuntia 266,
for instance, Dale features photos of the railroad tracks
in High River, twisted like a corkscrew, another de-
stroyed bridge, as well as Grotto Creek in full flood. I
doubt if Dale wants to extend his mailing list, because
the cost of postage keeps rising sharply, but you could
ask him to send you a copy (Box 6830, Calgary, Alberta
T2P 2E7, Canada). Since he has no email address, sit
down, type a letter, put it in an envelope, apply a stamp,
and lick the envelope so it stays shut. If you remember
how to do all this, you’ll probably hear from Dale.

— Bruce Gillespie, 31 December 2013

(IMBTTMFis continued on Page 30)
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‘Michael Bishop is one of the new and still rare breed of science fiction writer attempting to
produce art without rejecting the pulp vigour that is science fiction’s continuing strengths’, wrote
Alexei and Cory Panshin in 1975. Forty years later, his talent remains rare and singular — and
often undervalued. Since his spectacular first publication, the short story ‘Pinon Fall’ (October
1970), Michael Bishop has continued to publish a wide range of well-written, often poetic, novels
and stories. He was also published poetry, and edited a wide range of anthologies.

Michael Bishop

Unaimed prayers:

The Silurian Tales of Steven Utley: An essay-review

The 400-Million-Year Itch: Silurian Tales 1
by Steven Utley (Greenwood, Western Australia:
Ticonderoga Publications, 2013; 286 pages)

Invisible Kingdoms: Silurian Tales 2
by Steven Utley (Greenwood, Western Australia:
Ticonderoga Publications, 2013; 288 pages)

‘Hope, she believed, was an unaimed prayer.’
— Steven Utley

The ‘she’ in the foregoing epigraph stands for a female
character surnamed Wheeler in a story in Volume 1 of

Steven Utley’s Silurian Tales, The 400-Million-Year Itch:
‘Cloud by van Gogh’. Wheeler, a soil and insect specialist
labouring in a weird but physically visitable facsimile of
the Silurian period, aspires to paint a cloud just as she
sees it and thereby to make, as Vincent van Gogh did (or
would, some four hundred million years later), ‘you
know, art’.

In the next story, ‘Half a Loaf’, we learn Wheeler’s
given name, Helen, an ironic one, because no one —
certainly not Wheeler herself — regards her as a beauty.
But in this stark Silurian environment, all the scientists
refer to one another, as do the Navy service people
supporting their research, primarily by surnames. And,
in ‘Cloud by van Gogh’, Wheeler deflects her tent-mate
(Carol) Bearden’s lament of sleeplessness by confessing
to ‘only minimal sympathy for the problems of anybody
who’s as slim, graceful, blonde, and sought-after’ as Ms
Bearden.

But snagging a man occupies Wheeler far less than
does painting a cloud with utter faithfulness. When
Gabbert, the overbearing male leader of the astronomy
team, rebukes her many baulked efforts to render a
cloud perfectly as ‘beyond pathetic’, indeed as
‘Sisyphean’, she declares that she has no choice: ‘Gotta
keep rolling that rock up the hill’ — the tall slope of her
aesthetic aspirations — and ‘believing that one of these
times it won’t roll back down’.

This focus on a mid-level female scientist’s hopes for
her archaic hobby is not the standard emphasis of a
science-fiction tale. But it typifies Utley’s approach in
nearly all 36 stories in the two unorthodox prayer books
constituting his Silurian Tales: The 400-Million-Year Itch
and Invisible Kingdoms. In fact, I would wager that this
method — lighting the hopes of his dramatis personae
against the backdrop of an austere geological period —
sprang from a hope that the author himself could
neither ignore nor repress, that of reflecting our world,
as heperceived it, through the lenses of his own dark but
humane imagination.

Each story in these volumes, whatever its level of
ambition, embodies just the sort of unaimed prayer that




Helen Wheeler lifts when she strives to paint a cloud —
to capture its essence in flake white on her masonite
board. She knows that, on a fundamental level, succeed-
ing in this hope will make her happy.

Incidentally, in Volume 1’s title story, “The 400-Mil-
lion-Year Itch’, a drunken, overweight science-fiction
writer visiting the Silurian to see what kinds of salable
tales it might suggest to him says to another character,
‘All stories, all kinds of stories, are about people trying
to be happy. A few of them pull it off.” Moreover, ‘The
400-Million-Year Itch’ leads with an epigram by George
Eliot, a.k.a. Mary Ann Evans, to wit: ‘One gets a bad habit
of being unhappy.’

I can’t pinpoint the date — October of 20122 — but,
near the end of his life, Steven assured me by phone that
every Silurian Tale pivots on its characters’ efforts to
attain personal happiness. (Forgive me, but, the rules of
critical objectivity aside, I just can’t keep calling him
‘Utley’ here.) He told me this in his singular, half-
incredulous voice, a voice tinged with an edge of fog, a
voice I had no clue I would hear only one more time
before, on 12 January 2013, a peculiarly virulent cancer
put period to our friendship of over four decades.

Once, after a ‘grisly’ week early in January of 2012,
Steven recounted in his blog http://impatientape.live-
journal.com that ‘on the plus side’, his Silurian tale ‘The
End in Eden’ had sold to Analog and that a critic had
posted ‘a terrific review’ of his reprinted collection Ghost
Seas. At once truthful and self-mocking, Steven observed,
‘It takes so little to make me happy.” In a previous entry
(7 November 2011), he had written, ‘T have no idea what
I’ll be working on tomorrow, but as long as I’'m working
on something, I shan’t complain.’

That shan’t delights me. What other contemporary
science-fiction writer would deploy this archaic verb with-
out irony or self-consciousness? It derives from Steven’s
eclectic erudition, his fondness not only for Leigh Brack-
ett but also for Jane Austen, and it discloses a lot about
his wide-open, receptive personality, even if, like a
flower-loving Emily Dickinson-esque woman in a famous
James Thurber cartoon, he did tend to ‘get fed up
occasionally’.

Anyway, my thesis for this essay stems from my awareness
that Steven found his raison d étre and thus his happiness
in writing. And the writing of his Silurian stories may
have given him the most fulfilling tastes of accomplish-
ment and acclaim he ever experienced. He never
received a Hugo or Nebula for them, but several titles in
the series wound up in best-of-the-year or best-of-the-best
volumes. Editors Ellen Datlow at SciFi.com, Gardner
Dozois and Sheila Williams at Asimov’s, and Gordon Van
Gelder at Fantasy & Science Fiction looked with favour on
Steven’s submission of new Silurian stories, and these
two volumes may at last secure for him recognition as a
writer of truly estimable stature.

Granted, even within the field where he made his
reputation as an insightful, if mordant, story writer,
Steven often covered the pain of his relative obscurity
with barbed or self-effacing witticisms. His ‘About the
Author’ notice in The 400-Million-Year Itch describes him
as leading, in small-town Tennessee, ‘a quiet life, sur-
rounded as I am by my books, my cats, and my danger-

ously inbred neighbors’. And his own third-person bio-
note in Invisible Kingdoms reads, ‘Steven Utley is an inter-
nationally unknown short-story writer and minor Minor
Poet.’

Steven was funny that way, but ‘Silurian Darkness’,
Barry Malzberg’s admiring but oddly focused introduc-
tion to Volume 2, claims that his disinclination to write
novels and his manic depression, or bipolarity, ‘wrecked
his career’. Barry concedes that Steven produced a vital
body of work, but argues that it is ‘characterized by
nothing so much as a reflexive and bewildered dismay’
and ‘an anger which can be seen at the center of all these
stories’. I don’t dispute the dismay or the anger (which
any sensitive person must feel in the face of human folly
and the implacable absurd), but Barry projects too much
of his own disillusionment into Steven, who strove
against his depression and his atheism to find humane
consolations for both. In person, he rarely seemed dis-
mayed or angry; more often, he self-disclosed as
bemused but compassionate.

And — often, if not always — these tales point to and
uplift hope. Given that Steven shaped from the grim
materials of the Paleozoic Era a forbidding stage for
many human conflicts and interactions, these stories
reveal his own hope. In them he evinces for nearly all his
characters — women and men, scientists, Navy person-
nel, artists, drudges, clerics, nonbelievers, peons, celebs
— a degree of empathy that dramatically evokes their
essential humanity. Don’t mistake me. I do not mean to
paint Steven as a latter-day Saint Francis of Assisi (even
if he did love cats as much as, or more than, he did some
people), but to redeem him from his incomplete portrait
in ‘Silurian Darkness’ as an angry man robed in bitter-
ness and bewilderment.

Despite his tendency to tweak those whom he thought
fools, poltroons, or outright jerks, Steven usually did so
with hyperbole and humour. He also felt for people, even
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those who appalled him. He admired the philosophy of
Carl Sagan, who once said, according to a blog post of
Steven’s (13 September 2011)

Every one of us is precious in the cosmic perspective.
If a human disagrees with you, let him live. In a
hundred billion galaxies, you will not find another.

Steven’s own sardonic gloss on this Sagacious epi-
gram reads: ‘Not that I don’t reserve the right to go on
believing that some among our current crop of right-
wingers are crazy enough to bark at their own excre-
ment.’

The understanding that Steven shows Helen Wheeler
in ‘Cloud by Van Gogh’, Chaplain Madiel in ‘Halfa Loaf’
and ‘Chaos and the Gods’; the bargeman Bud Walton in
‘The Despoblado’; the lovers Mike French and Carol
Bearden in ‘Chain of Life’; and even the creationist
interloper Jim Farlough (a man who in real life would
have provoked Steven to discreet eye-rolling) in ‘Babel’,
‘The World Within the World’, ‘Diluvium’, and ‘Side-
step’, a fine mini-sequence of Silurian tales — well, this
empathy disproves any assessment of his work as evi-
dence solely of his anger or of his career as a sad afflic-
tion. Instead, along with art, music, and fiction of all
kinds; comics; camp TV and movies; and other human
beings (not necessarily in that or any other order), his
work was his treasure and writing, something like his
salvation.

Let me digress. Steven and I tried several times to col-
laborate. I still have the e-file of one such crippled effort,
ready to revise when the time is right. Or not. As things
turned out, we jointly edited a reprint anthology, Passing
for Human (PS Publishing, 2006), and later finished and
sold a short story, ‘The City Quiet as Death’ (Tor.com,
2009). Both projects gratified us in the energetic give-
and-take of their doing and in the fact that they achieved
publication.

In the case of “The City Quiet as Death’, Steven gave
me an evocative opening on a fictional Caribbean island
and avivid, indeed startling, ending, and asked if I could
bring these parts together with an appropriate middle.
He did not trust himself to write this middle because it
required an intense colloquy between his doubting pro-
tagonist and a young barrio priest. Steven claimed that
he did not feel qualified to spoon-feed words into the
mouth of a priest. He regarded me — as a Bishop,
perhaps? — better suited to offer the clerical point of
view.

However, when in his Silurian tales ‘Half a Loaf” and
‘Chaos and the Gods’, I read the dialogue and thoughts
of Chaplain Madiel, a man self-confessedly ‘raised on the
Bible and Bullfinch’, and also the dialogue and thoughts
of creationist Jim Farlough in the sequence about hisand
his two associates’ mission to the Silurian period, I
scratched my head. Why hadn’t Steven trusted himself
to ghost-write for our priest when he had ventriloquised
Chaplain Madiel and his three creationists with such
authority? I honestly don’t know. Maybe, because writing
is so often an insular activity, he simply wanted the
companionship of collaborating.

In short, reading The 400-Million-Year Itch and Invisible
Kingdoms — even though I had read many of these tales
beforehand in e-files — surprised me. The contrasts,
resonances, and parallels set up among the stories make
nearly all of them seem more astute in their observations,
more acute in their plotting, and richer in their achieve-
ment.

They create a world, an alternate reality, an analogue
of the multiple universes that the physicist Cutsinger
posits in these volumes as a likely but unverifiable effect
of the wave-function collapse that allows twenty-first-
century human beings to ‘time-travel’. In fact, Cutsinger
takes pains to explain that these persons do not time-
travel (from a Navy-run jump station near Corpus
Christi, Texas, to the Silurian period, and back again),
but are instead hurled to and from a simulacrum of that
time, usually with excruciating pain and sometimes, al-
beit rarely, with death or transfer to an inescapable
sidestep universe as two potential horrific results.

I’ve just argued that the Silurian Tales create for us a
realistic spatial and temporal context, a world. In aes-
thetic fact, they do. And this world quickly acquires the
palpable verisimilitude of Frank Herbert’s Dune or
Brian Aldiss’s Helliconia. The chief difference is that
Steven did not work out the geography or the names —
ifyou setaside the fragrant moniker Stinktown for amajor
base camp — of his ‘imaginary world’. He did not have
to. He researched to master its geography and nomen-
clature and then skilfully appropriated them. (In his
blog, Steven happily admits making ‘indispensable’ use
of John McPhee’s trilogy, Annals of the Former World.) 1s
this a lesser achievement than either Herbert’s or
Aldiss’s? Is it a kind of cheating?

I regard these questions as nonsensical. Steven wrote
fantasy and horror as well as science fiction, butI believe
that he loved SF for the hard-nosed, empirical approach
of its most rigorous practitioners, even as he loved his
‘Main Man’, Ray Bradbury, rarely a rigorous empiricist,
for refusing to make crucial human interactions in his
tales secondary to Analog-style ‘nuts and bolts’. In fact, I
would argue that Steven’s Silurian stories are more akin
to Bradbury’s The Martian Chronicles than to Dune or the
Helliconia trilogy, for they kneel to the Chronicles even as
they implicitly rebuke Bradbury for his scientific errors
and his less than fully adult handling of interpersonal
relations.

Sceptics of this opinion may legitimately point out
that the space-time anomaly permitting Steven’s charac-
ters to travel to a mock-up of the Silurian beggars empiri-
cal experience and most scientific standards, and that
the multiple-universe theory advanced by Cutsinger
sounds like mumbo-jumbo. (It does have proponents
among real theoretical physicists.) But these tales all
self-identify as fictions — generally, we distinguish ‘tales’
from ‘stories’ by declaring that tales are ‘imaginatively
recounted’ — and if one grants Steven these two con-
ceits, he does his damndest to play fair with them in all
thirty-six tales. The Silurian ‘past’ that he creates in
relation to the near-future world from which his charac-
ters hail remains consistent, too, albeit revitalised from
story to story by new discoveries, fresh emphases, and
changes in everything from characters, points of view,
tale-specific motifs, Paleozoic settings, and salient
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themes.

As Gardner Dozois notes in his helpful introduction
to Volume 1, ‘Utley doesn’t cheat.” He settles on this ‘age
of mud and slime’ as his characters’ chief destination, a
period devoid of dinosaurs, sabre-tooth tigers, or wily
hominids as pat sources of conflict or adventure. And
yet, Gardner marvels, his ‘protagonists don’t discover
aliens, or find an ancient crashed spaceship, or encoun-
ter other time-travelers with whom they become em-
broiled in a time war’. Moreover, as a direct conse-
quence, they ‘are free to interact in the most subtle and
movingly human of ways with little else to distract the
reader from them’. In many respects, this strategy of
Steven’s seems an obvious one, but not many science-
fiction writers have had the guts to deploy it for character
stories as unflinching as these.

The first paragraph in the first Silurian tale, ‘All of
Creation’, proves Gardner’s assertion, for it focuses on
its narrator’s family rather than on the space-time gate-
way to this faux-prehistoric world or on the multiple-
universe theory that provides dizzying plot twists for
several stories to come. The tale dates from 2008, fairly
late in the composition of the series. Here is its first
paragraph:

My mother’s mission, late in life, has been to keep her
children in touch with each other and with all our
many relatives. She lived as a military wife, following
my father around the world at the Pentagon’s whim,
herding offspring the whole while. (Vol. 1, p. 17)

Like Bruce McAllister’s recent novel The Village Sang
to the Sea, ‘All of Creation’ has an obvious auto-
biographical aspect. Not autobiographical, however, is
narrator Eric’s discovery, along with his cousin Trey, a
marine biologist in Corpus Christi, of a plethora of ‘big
ugly water bugs’, all dead, on the beach of a nearby
island. These ‘bugs’ turn out to be specimens of an
extinct marine arthropod from the Paleozoic era, trilo-
bites. Their presence, at first a profound enigma, foreto-
kens the irruption of a space-time zone, some 200 yards
in length, upon which Steven bases all the tales in these
two unusual collections. Trilobites abounded in the
Silurian. They abound in these stories. The word is
properly pronounced TRY-loh-bytes, although I mentally
sounded it TRILL-o0-bytes, until I realised that the spelling
trillobite does not represent an erratum in the text, but
instead Steven’s orthography of choice for speakers,
often either Navy personnel or creationists, ignorant of
the term’s correct pronunciation.

This realisation, several stories beyond ‘All of Crea-
tion’, shook me, but did not sabotage my certainty that
Eric, the narrator, shares too many of Steven’s passions
and quirks — paleontology, dinosaurs, devotion to
family — not to act as his fictional proxy; and so ‘All of
Creation’ comes first in the series, even though Eric
never reappears. It also introduces Jim Farlough, a foe
of all evolutionary theory, who does show up in later
stories, particularly Volume 2. Further, it takes place over
a single day, Eric’s natal day, and ends with Eric saying
‘Happy Birthday to me’ and affirming that ‘all of crea-
tion’ is ‘vast and magnificent and full of wonderful
things’.

One strange feature of the tales is the frequency with
which the word world appears in their titles. Volume 1’s
second story, ‘The Woman under the World’, is a nape-
freezing seven-pager about Phyllis Lewis, who fails to pass
through the space-time tunnel between the Holocene
and the Silurian because of a technical misalignment
that lets her irradiated echo, or ghost, enter this anoma-
lous conduit. Within it, the glowing woman persists in a
‘timeless interval’ that she cannot escape. Admirers of
Alan Moore and Dave Gibbons’ Watchmen will experi-
ence a frisson akin to that triggered by Jon Osterman’s
radiation accident in the chapter ‘Watchmaker’. But,
here, Steven works on a more intimate scale, albeit one
that rakes our emotions just as brutally as does the
spectacular calamity that befalls the future Dr Manhattan
in Watchmen.

The eighth tale in The 400-Million-Year Itch, “The Wind
over the World’, one of its more substantial offerings,
presents another jump-station mishap in terms that re-
duce it to an engineering problem — ‘spatial drift and
temporal spread’ — for almost everyone but Bonnie
Leveritt, a young scientist in training who goes through
the anomaly ahead of an unprepossessing man named
Ed Morris.

Morris lets Leveritt go first, gives her areassuring wink
as she departs, and then fails to arrive in the Silurian
when he ought. His echo, or spectre, haunts Leveritt, not
in the traditional horror-story sense, but morally and
emotionally, so that the story achieves a (Henry)
Jamesian philosophical weight. Its title derives from this
remark to Leveritt by Michael Diehl, a character assigned
to meet Morris:

Never mind what religion says about souls. Souls’re
just puffs of air. The only thing [that] makes a man’s
death meaningful is remembrance. Without remem-
brance, he’s just a wind that blew over the world and
never left a trace. (Vol. 1, p. 105)

This idea haunted Steven as much as it does Leveritt, and
it reappears throughout these volumes, in variations, as
a theme. Moreover, ‘The Wind over the World’ became
the second of the Silurian Tales to appear in one of
Dozois’s Year’s Best Science Fiction anthologies, the Four-
teenth Annual Collection (St. Martin’s, 1997).

Two stories with world in their titles occur in Invisible
Kingdoms: ‘The Real World’, its second offering, and
‘The World Without, its fifteenth piece, in which the
agoraphobic physicist Cutsinger, relegated to a nursing
home, tries to convince a doctor that he doesn’t belong
there, that he was once ‘tops in kew em’, or quantum
mechanics, ‘the leading expert in time travel’, not a
drooling nobody fit for geriatric warehousing. This life
isnothis; it occurs in a copy of his rightful universe, which
endured a wave-function collapse and dumped him in
this noxious split-off. Call “The World Without’ one of
the least pleasant of these stories — a couple of others
rival it — but confess, too, that Steven may have viewed
Cutsinger, as he did Eric in ‘All of Creation’, as a stand-in
for himself. Here, however, he envisions his talented but
ill-appreciated surrogate toward the end of his days.

Hence, I prefer to look at ‘The Real World’ more
closely than I have ‘The World Without’. If one can point
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to certain tales of Flannery O’Connor’s as her ‘master-
pieces’ (‘A Good Man Is Hard to Find’, ‘Good Country
People’, ‘Everything That Rises Must Converge’, etc.),
then why not do the same with Steven’s? And I would cite
as many as seventeen Silurian tales as among his major
efforts.

Situating ‘The Real World’ at the top of my list, I
would add ‘All of Creation’, ‘Beyond the Sea’, ‘Promised
Land’ (with its resonant final line, ‘Is anyone ever really
happy?’), ‘The Age of Mud and Slime’, ‘The Wind over
the World’ (earlier touched on), ‘Cloud by van Gogh’
(ditto), ‘Chaos and the Gods’, the moving love story
‘Chain of Life’, the farcically satirical ‘The End in Eden’,
‘The Despoblado’, ‘Sidestep’ (never before published),
‘Slug Hell’, “There and Then’, ‘Silv’ry Moon’, and the
title stories of both collections. On a different day, I
could make good cases for appending ‘Walking in
Circles’ (which, fittingly, ends where it begins), ‘The
Tortoise Grows Elate’ (a first-person tale featuring a
narrator with an unforgettable voice), ‘Variant’ (a suc-
cinct piece of SF horror), and ‘A Paleozoic Palimpsest’
(a Borgesian story with a poignant human dimension)
to my first list. If my approbation now begins to seem
indiscriminate, let me add that even stories I haven’t
mentioned have praiseworthy attributes, especially in
the context of the overarching series.

For now, though, I return to ‘The Real World’. Here,
Steven introduces us to Ivan Kelly, one half of the first
two-man team of ‘time-travellers’ to visit an anomalous
mock-up of the Silurian. Kelly worked as a pedologist, or
soil scientist, in this realm, and for those unfamiliar with
or dismissive of his specialty, he ‘calmly explain[ed] ...
that the origin and evolution of soil ranked among the
major events in the history of life on Earth’, for it led to
the emergence of life onto land during the Paleozoic.

As ‘The Real World’ opens, however, Kelly sits in an
airliner on his way to Los Angeles, long after his historic
contributions to Silurian research. At the invitation of
his brother Don, a successful screenwriter, he has chosen
to visit Don and his niece Michelle, just out of high
school, whom the childless Ivan loves inordinately. More-
over, he knows in his heart that he ‘always shall’. Once
in Don’s home, he discusses with Michelle the three
books he’s currently reading: Will Durant’s The Story of
Philosophy, the People’s Almanac, and a title on quantum
mechanics. (Not incidentally, the physicist Cutsinger
appears in this tale in flashbacks.)

Ivan admits that advanced physics may be ‘just a lot
of philosophical wanking set to math’, but the topic
interests him. ‘Somewhere between physics and philo-
sophy,” he tells his niece, ‘is the intersection of our real
world. Out of our subjective perception of an objective
reality of energy and matter comes our interpretation of
being and meaning.” Whoa. Good-naturedly rather than
snarkily, Michelle replies, ‘Whatever you say, Uncle
Ivan.” And Ivan backs off the heavy stuff to talk a little
about how he and Don achieved success in wholly differ-
ent fields. Michelle’s dad and Uncle Ivan both liked
literature, but disagreed on which parts of a book af-
forded the most interest and pleasure. Ivan expands on
this point:

‘I'd read The Big Sleep or The Time Machine and pass
’em on to Don, and then we’d discuss ’em. ... Don was
interested in the characters, the story. Who killed so
and so. I loved Raymond Chandler’s, Ross Macdon-
ald’s descriptions of the southern California land-
scape ... My feeling was that setting is as vital as plot
and characterization. A good detective-story writer
had to be a good travelogue writer, or else his char-
acters and action were just hanging in space. Don
argued that a good story could be set anywhere ... If
the plot was good, it would work anywhere.” (Vol. 2,
p-37)

Obviously, Steven identifies more fully with Ivan than
with Don, at least on this matter, but it’s a schizophrenic
identification because the Kelly brothers, who resemble
each other, embody and dramatise different aspects of
Steven’s personality. The settings of these stories mean
as much to Steven as do his characters, and the inter-
actions of his characters against the prehistoric backdrop
acquire a dynamic patina that heightens and augments
their significance, both for the characters and for the
reader. In effect, Steven serves as both playwright and
puppet master. Most of his dialogue rings true, even
when Cutsinger resorts to expository backfill; and he
gives his people distinctive voices and crucial things to
do, all in as challenging a setting as he could devise,
without importing stegosaurs and pterodactyls — once,
at least, the reader gets past the fact that the Silurian
‘looks like a cross between a gravel pit and a stagnant
pond’.

However, ‘The Real World’, despite its flashbacks,
takes place mostly in the real world to which Ivan Kelly
has returned after his Silurian sojourn, to wit, Los Ange-
les and the Hollywood hills. Never mind that Ivan cannot
be sure if he has returned to the precise world he left or
to a one-off, or a quadrillion-off, replica of that world, in
which, at least, his brother and his niece seem un-
changed ... except that Michelle has grown from a cute
monkey-faced girl to an exemplary near-woman. Whom,
he reiterates to himself, he will love ‘[w]hether it’s really
you or not’.

And then, because brother Don has an unavoidable
invitation Ivan plunges from the comforts of this domes-
tic scene into the absurd quasi-reality of a Hollywood
party, complete with ‘gorgeous chattering people ... in-
tent upon displaying themselves’. I haven’t read a more
acutely shown and more guiltily relished party scene
since my last look at The Great Gatsby. Here, Steven’s
discomfort and cynicism stand out, but so do his
humour, his humane regard for his protagonist, and his
refusal to treat the busty starlets and wannabe moguls as
absolute caricatures of themselves. Sure, they don’tknow
beans about pedology (the study of soil, not ‘the nature
and development of children’), but who among even us
smart non-Hollywood types does?

Eventually, after Don goes off to ‘schmooze with’
someone else, Ivan meets John Rubis, a rotund mogul
sort, who asks Ivan his ‘claim to celebrity’. Ivan, in a
devil-may-care mood, announces that he was ‘one of the
first people to travel through time’. Rubis assumes he has
come west to hype his life story for a movie producer and
asks him his angle, especially since “Trillobites [note the
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spelling] never did catch on with the public’. Rubis
believes that only dinosaurs can lift a time-travel tale to
profitability. Playfully, Ivan tries to pitch a more complex
idea to this friendly bottom feeder, the notion that a
traveller between multiple Earths returns to what may or
may not be ‘his own present-day Earth’. This character
then seeks to determine if it is or isn’t on the basis of its
specific details. Do they gibe with his memory of the
Earth he left or do they not?

Rubis interrupts Ivan to say he gets it and predictably
concludes, ‘But I still think it needs dinosaurs.’

After the party (whose flamboyant essence I have not
even begun to gloss here), Don drives Ivan home in his
luxury automobile. Their talk touches on the party, but
also on what it means to do authentic, that is to say,
meaningful, work. Tellingly, Steven gives Don as a
younger man a job that Steven himself held when he
lived in Texas in the 1970s to the early 1980s, that of
writing resolutions for the state legislature. Don relates
to Ivan his specific take on this exasperating time:

‘... I was the anonymous flunky who unlimbered the
“whereases’”” and the ‘‘be-it-resolveds’. Every now
and then, I wrote about forgotten black heroes of the
Texas Revolution, forgotten women aviators of World
War Two — something, anyway, that meant some-
thing. But, of course, in these resolutions, everything
was equally important ... people’s fiftieth wedding
anniversaries, high-school football teams, rattlesnake
roundups. Finally, I was assigned to write a resolution
designating, I kid you not, Texas Bottled Water Day.’
(Vol. 2, p. 58)

Don objected to this assignment and his boss took the
first available opportunity to fire him. Don tells Ivan that
in the midst of this often galling drudgery, he ‘lived for
those few brief moments when the work really meant
something’. As he drives his fancy car, his face evanes-
cently reflects ‘some memory of happiness’.

Even with its acidulously satirical scenes, ‘The Real
World’ manifests as the real deal. Some of the satire may
come a tad too easily ... but not much, so hot does
Steven’s self-critical intelligence burn. And the ending,
although not even close to the standard wrap-up of a
death or a wedding, has a stunning aptness and so a
gasp-provoking impact. In a just world, an Earth
catawampus to the Earth we live on, “The Real World’
would have elicited huzzas, won awards, spawned imita-
tors, and turned up in The Year’s Best Short Stories, not
solely in SF anthologies.

Frankly, I cannot adequately detail the pleasure that
this many-faceted Utleyarn — Steven’s own wry coinage
— delivers, but to know it for yourself, you need only
read it. And then read it again. You will then have the
sense that pellucid prose, not hackneyed boilerplate or
angry vituperation, has revealed that happiness stems
not from a smoothly cornering automobile, say, but from
real, i.e., meaningful, accomplishment. This news may
not strike us as world-shattering, but in this story, in this
setting, it feels mighty like a hard-won epiphany.

In his last telephone call to us, a call to disclose his illness
(and, I understand, he made several such calls), Steven

alleged in that bemused, fog-touched voice of his that he
was okay with what was happening — the diagnosis and
the prognosis alike — and that he was ready. I didn’t read
this as surrender to a terminal ailment or even as an
admission that he had one, but simply as a courtesy call,
his way of telling Jeri and me that we had a right to know
that he might not be able to stay in touch as often as he
liked ... until, that is, he got better.

But Steven never said anything about getting better.
I conjured those words, put them into Steven’s mouth,
and then assumed that he had implied them, even if he
had not spoken them. The news of his death on 12
January 2013 stunned me, for I had denied its possibility
— mentally, if not aloud — during his last call, and I
dropped into denial again after getting word of his final
coma and his mortal release from it. I stayed in quasi-
denial for at least three months.

On some basic level, I did not emerge from that state
until a hardcover copy of Invisible Kingdoms arrived at our
post office one morning. I carried it home and sat down
to look it over. After examining the cover painting, the
epigraphs from George Santayana and the Talmud, the
contents page, and perusing Barry Malzberg’s introduc-
tion, ‘Silurian Darkness’, I turned, almost by chance, to
the dedication page:

for
Michael and Jeri Bishop

That did it. I wanted to telephone Steven. I wanted to
thank him. I wanted to hear his self-effacing voice again.
A blubbering gasp dragged me straight out of denial into
a grief as biting as vinegar.

I resolved to read The 400-Million-Year Itch again, to
read Invisible Kingdoms as soon as possible, and to take
notes. Itwouldn’t be enough, itisn’t enough, butI could
not in any way ignore or defer this charge. And so, for
better or worse, this knockabout essay stands as my
culogy to the person and my salute to his work, the
writing of hard, hopeful, idiosyncratic stories.

Steven was not at all religious, but he had a quirky
sense of the sacred and fed his spirit in a host of un-
orthodox ways, including courtesy to others and writing
aswell as he could. He got better as he got older, and his
Silurian stories, singly and together, testify to a talent
nearly fulfilled and a legacy extended. That we have lost
him at the height of his yet increasing powers stings like

.. well, what? How about a swarm of prehistoric sea
scorpions?

The personal hurt persists, but so, too, does my
respect for the quietly courageous life that Steven forged
and the good, if difficult, work that he did in spite of his
trials and setbacks. If he finally rests, he deserves to. But
I regret that I cannot tell him that face to face. I would
say, ‘Wheeler in “Cloud by van Gogh” never captures in
paint that essence of cloud she struggles to catch, but
you, by noting her aspiration and grit, succeed for her
in these tales.” Or maybe I’d just put on a spookily moody
Billie Holliday ballad and lift with him a toast to the
sunset.
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Two addenda:

First, Russell B. Farr and Ticonderoga Publications of
Australia deserve praise for championing Steven’s work,
not only by publishing his initial gathering of short
stories, Ghost Seas, but also for seeing both volumes of his
Silurian Tales into print. By so doing, they have pre-
served a worthy segment of Steven’s exceptional canon.

Second, in fairness to Barry N. Malzberg,  must quote
the last brief paragraph of ‘Silurian Darkness’, because
his introduction — and I may have led the reader to
suppose otherwise — clearly notes and duly lauds
Steven’s abilities. In fact, earlier in his piece he concedes
to Steven ‘wit, style, cunning, terrifying knowledge of the
Saurian Period and the kind of savagery intrinsic to the
good writer’. Further, when he agreed to write his intro-
duction, he had no notion that Steven would die before
Volume 2 appeared or that his words would thus ‘take
on a funerary aspect’, with ‘some inferred necessity to
sum a career which at that time seemed far from
complete’.

Barry does his best to fulfil these requirements, and
he reaches not unreasonable conclusions about his sub-
ject’s underlying attitudes toward his writing life. I don’t
agree with the conclusions, but I do not think them
foolish or unkindly arrived at. Please, then, read Barry’s
affecting words:

I wrote James Sallis about a decade ago ‘I can see my
own career as nothing so much as a 35 year affliction.’
Without undue projection I hope and with all the
charity I can summon I suspect that Utley felt simi-
larly. Iwill never know. I cannot claim to know. I never
heard his voice, you see. (Vol. 2, p. 16)

Contents of Steven Utley’s Silurian
Tales along with their places and
dates of original publication

The 400-Million-Year Itch: Silurian Tales, Vol. 1

by Steven Utley (Greenwood, Western Australia:
Ticonderoga Publications, 2013)

‘Introduction’ by Gardner Dozois

1 ‘All of Creation’ (ss), Cosmos Magazine Online (Jan.
2008)

2 ‘The Woman under the World’ (ss), Asimov’s (Jul.
2008)

3 ‘Walking in Circles’ (ss), Asimouv’s (Jan. 2002)

4 ‘Beyond the Sea’ (ss), Revolution SFwebsite (Aug.
2002)

5 ‘The Gift Horse’ (ss), previously unpublished

6 ‘Promised Land’ (ss), Fantasy & Science Fiction (Jul.

2005)

7 ‘The Age of Mud and Slime’ (ss), Asimov’s (Mar.
1996)

8 ‘The Wind over the World’ (nv), Asimov’s (Oct.—
Nov. 1996)

9 ‘The Tortoise Grows Elate’ (ss), Fantasy & Science

Fiction (May-Apr. 2010)

10 ‘Cloud by Van Gogh’ (ss), Fantasy & Science Fiction
(Dec. 2000)

11 ‘Half a Loaf” (ss), Asimov’s (Jan. 2001)

12 ‘Chaos and the Gods’ (ss), Revolution SF website
(Aug. 2003)

13 ‘Foodstuff’ (ss), Fantasy & Science Fiction (Feb.
2002)

14  ‘Chain of Life’ (nv), Asimov’s (Oct.—Nov. 2000)

15 ‘Exile’ (ss), Asimov’s (Jan. 2003)

16  ‘The End in Eden’ (ss), Analog (Oct. 2012) —
latest published

17 ‘Lost Places of the Earth’ (ss), We Think, Therefore
We Are, edited by Peter Crowther, intro. by Paul
McAuley (Daw Books, 2009)

18 ‘A Silurian Tale’ (ss), Asimov’s (May 1996)

19 ‘The 400-Million-Year Itch’ (nv), Fantasy & Science
Fiction (Apr. 2008).

Invisible Kingdoms: Silurian Tales, Vol. 2
by Steven Utley (Greenwood, Western Australia:
Ticonderoga Publications, 2013)

‘Silurian Darkness’ by Barry Malzberg

1 ‘Invisible Kingdoms’ (ss), Fantasy & Science Fiction
(Feb. 2004)

2 “The Real World’ (nv), Sci Fiction website (30 Aug.

2000)

‘Babel’ (ss), Analog (Mar. 2004)

4 ‘Another Continuum Heard From’ (ss), Revolution
SFwebsite (Apr. 2004)

(€]

5 ‘Variant’ (ss), Postscripts 15 (PS Publishing, 2008)

6 ‘The World within the World’ (ss), Asimov’s (Jul.
2008)

7 ‘The Despoblado’ (nv), Sci Fiction website (22 Nov.
2000)

8 ‘The Wave-Function Collapse’ (ss), Asimov’s (Mar.
2005)

‘Treading the Maze’ (ss), Asimouv’s (Feb. 2002)

10 ‘Diluvium’ (ss), Fantasy & Science Fiction (May
2006)

11 ‘Sidestep’ (nv), previously unpublished

12 ‘Slug Hell’ (ss), Fantasy & Science Fiction (Sep.
2008)

13 ‘There and Then’ (nv), Asimov’s (Nov. 1993) —
earliest published

14 ‘Silv’ry Moon’ (ss), Fantasy & Science Fiction (Oct.—

Nov. 2005)
15 ‘The World Without’ (ss), Asimov’s (Jul. 2001)
16  ‘Five Miles from Pavement’ (ss), Sci Fiction website

(21 Mar. 2001)*
17 ‘A Paleozoic Palimpsest’ (ss), Fantasy & Science
Fiction (Oct.—Nov. 2004)

* The contents page of Invisible Kingdoms omits this
story, which nonetheless starts on page 253 and
concludes on page 266.

— Michael Bishop, October—-November 2013
Pine Mountain, Georgia
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Michael Bishop

The Mockingmouse

I asked [a biologist specializing in behavioral ecology] whether there could be
mouse versions of the mockingbird — mockingmice — which mimic the songs
of other animals ... After a pause, she said, ‘Maybe a mockingmouse, yes, that
seems possible. But who knows?’

— Rob Dunn, ‘Singing Mice’, Smithsonian (May 2011), p. 22

In a California pine stand

amid the needles and the bark mulch,
a band of deermouse tenors,
Peromyscus Pavorottis,

piped their seductive night songs.
There I knelt with my hand-

held recorder to do the experiments
I’d planned: a bacchanalia

of midnight eavesdropping

on the ultrasonic love songs

of a hidden rodent sex club—
melodies strained like aural honey
through the DNA strands of these
petite Casanovas. I wanted their gland-
driven serenades siphoned from the air
and canned, saved for decipherment

so that every behavioral ecologist
across our mouse-miked land might
one day fathom the mysteries

of Peromyscus mating cries and maybe
understand the dumbstruck longings
of the human heart. Sound-starved and
libidinous for answers, I returned

to our Monterey County lab to listen
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to the lovelorn arias of tiny

beasts not unlike me, in the grander
cosmic scheme. Through my headphones,
at speeds so slow they lowered

the pitch of these rutting squeaks

to the register of the late Johnny

Cash at his most rum-belly and macho,

I heard your singular solo, a four-note

theme in a wooing basso profundo

that made you sound not like a mouse
but a petulant humpback Romeo.

I strained to comprehend, to lend

to your succinct but sea-dunked carols

a meaning that would pour Christmas on
my soul and Revelation on the world.
And the Spirit leapt upon me. Something

in your digitalized decrials opened

the doors of my ears and I had my Pentecost,
if not my tuneful yuletide. You’d crooned,
‘Have you no shame. You are no man.

Go to the damned. Leave me alone.’

Thus mocked, I shut down shop and drove
cross-continent home to play Carolina
bluegrass on my plangent tongue-tied banjo.

— Michael Bishop
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First published as ‘Michael Bishop’, in Richard Bleiler
(ed.), Supernatural Fiction Writers: Contemporary Fantasy
and Horror, Volume 1, New York: Charles Scribner’s Sons
(Thomson/Gale), 2003, pp. 79-88.
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Since his first shortstory sale in 1970 (‘Pifion Fall’ in
Galaxy magazine), Michael Bishop has revealed a quest-
ing spiritual intelligence uniquely concerned with moral
conundrums. While his works are often full of both the
widescreen spectacles associated with science fiction and
the subtle frissons typical of more earthbound fantasy,
his focus remains on the engagement of characters with
ethical quandaries any reader might encounter in his or
her daily life. Whether to succour a dying relative at some
personal expense; how to earn an honest living while
being true to one’s muse; how best to establish essential
communication among strangers forced to rely on each
other for survival: these issues and others equally vital
form the core of Bishop’s concerns. And his prescription
for success most often involves not derring-do or super-
human efforts, but simply the maintenance of an honest,
open heart and a charitable, brave soul.

While only occasionally delving into explicitly relig-
ious themes, Bishop’s personal Christian faith — wide
enough to embrace references to Buddhism, Sufism, and
other creeds — shines through in every tale. A talent
capable of being decanted into many different moulds,
genre and otherwise, Bishop’s skills and vision translate
from one medium to another without diminishment or
concealment. Never content merely to repeat his past
triumphs, he has steadfastly ventured into new territory
with every book. This refusal to succumb to market
pressures that demand from the contemporary fantasist
a never-ending stream of wordy sequels set in a cod-
Tolkien universe has perhaps resulted in a lower profile
among fantasy readers than he might otherwise have
achieved. But to the connoisseur, Bishop’s fantasy novels
and shorter pieces — which constitute about a third of
his output — are cherished as examples of the best that
modern fantasy has produced, ranking with the work of
such peers as Jonathan Carroll, Terry Bisson, James
Morrow, and Graham Joyce, authors with whom he
shares a certain homegrown magical-realist touch.

Born in Lincoln, Nebraska, on 11 November 1945, to
Maxine Matison Bishop and Lee Otis Bishop, the author
experienced a peripitetic childhood due to his father’s
military service. (For the majority of her working life,
Bishop’s mother was a civilian employee of the federal
government.) After astintin Japan, his parents divorced,
and Bishop lived with his mother in Kansas and, later,
Oklahoma. Maxine’s subsequent marriage to Charles
Willis during the mid fifties left Bishop with a decision

regarding his last name, and he chose to retain the one
he was most familiar with. In 1962 he spent his senior
year of high school abroad in Spain — a pivotal experi-
ence — under the supervision of his biological father,
who had been stationed there. Upon return to the
United States, Bishop found his parents now living in
Georgia and took the opportunity afforded by this new
residence to attend the University of Georgia, matricu-
lating with his MA in 1968. Having enrolled in the ROTC
program as an undergraduate, Bishop entered the USAF
and spent his four years enlistment teaching at the Air
Force Academy Preparatory School. In 1969 he married
Jeri Ellis Whitaker. They have two children, Christopher
James and Stephanie, and two grandchildren by the
latter. Upon moving to Pine Mountain, Georgia, in the
early 1970s, Bishop held a number of jobs before devot-
ing his energies to full-time writing. Since 1996 he has
been Writer-in-Residence at La Grange College,
Georgia.

Bishop’s first eight novels from 1975 to 1982 estab-
lished him as one of the leading science fiction writers
of his generation. With an emphasis on the anthropo-
logical sciences, such books as A Funeral for the Eyes of Fire
and Transfigurations probed the psychological workings
of both humans and aliens and the many ambivalent ways
they interfaced. Bishop’s three linked novels (the closest
he’s ever come to a prolonged series) abouta near-future
Atlanta — A Little Knowledge, Catacomb Years, and Under
Heaven’s Bridge — revealed him to possess a flair for
close-up socio-technological extrapolation, the sine qua
non of science fiction writers. (As one small example, his
nomination of high-tech rollerskates as a mode of urban
transport exactly captured trends that later manifested
outside his pages.) However, a distinct fondness for
surreal effects an