





Janice’s Adventures in Down-Underland

1999 DUFF Trip Report by

Janice Gelb, 1070 Mercedes Ave. #2, Los Altos, CA 94022
j_gelb@yahoo.com

Proceeds from the sale of this fanzine benefit DUFF
The Down Under Fan Fund (DUFF) is a fannish cultural exchange program that in alternate years sends an
Australian science fiction fan to North America and a North American fan to Australia. I was lucky enough
to be chosen as the DUFF representative to attend Aussiecon 3, the 1999 world science fiction convention

in Melbourne. This is a report of my adventures.

- Photos from my trip can be seen at http://home.pacbell.net/jgelb/
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Prologue

I'suppose this trip really started at Bucconeer, the 1998 worldcon. Australian fan Stephen Boucher had
been after me for a while to run for DUFF and after another lecture at the CFG room party, with added
encouragement from Pat and Roger Sims, I finally said I'd run. The election was an interesting experience:
while I'd helped out on bids asking fans to vote for a particular venue, it was very different, and much more
personally difficult, to ask fans to vote for me. Richard Lynch voluntarily produced a wonderful campaign
zine for me (with articles from my friends Eve Ackerman, Mike Glyer, and Arthur Hlavaty). I also sent out
a collection of excerpts from my fan writing called Janthology. In early May, I found out I'd won.

Local travel agent Lucy Huntzinger, who is not only a fan but also a past DUFF winner, helped with
arrangements. I had already planned to go to Australia with fellow fan and college buddy Eve Ackerman
even if [ hadn’t won, so the trip would be a combination of a few weeks of DUFF travel meeting fans and
then some sightseeing before worldcon. (Before I ran, I made sure that I could take a month’s unpaid leave
from work if I won.) Terry Frost, who’d won DUFF the previous year, helped me get in touch with some
Australian fans, as did Stephen. On August 1, 1999, I was on my way.

End Prologue

Sunday, August 1 - Tuesday, August 3

The flight didn’t start out well, with one 45-minute delay when they discovered deep scratches in the cargo
bay doors that had to be burnished out to pass inspection. Then we had another hour delay because by the
time the repair was finished, we’d lost our place in the takeoff line.

Everyone who said that traveling in business class would make a huge difference in the trip to Australia was
right. [ used up a good part of the travel delay just exploring the amenities of the seat! Lumbar support, a
foot rest, a personal video screen, and low lockers next to my window seat, plus water avatlable throughout
the flight, made the trip as comfortable as is possible when you’re stuck in a tin can for 14 hours straight.
Unfortunately, I couldn’t take advantage of the great food in business class: the regular dinner menu had

a lobster medallion appetizer. Even the veggie meal, uninspiring in comparison, was helped by the real
plates, glassware, and silverware presentation.

When we finally landed in Auckland, I thought that the end was in sight at last. Wrong! We landed and then
stopped on the runway. The pilot announced that there was a bomb threat in the international terminal and
we weren't allowed to pull any closer to the gate. I felt like I was in some weird Zeno’s paradox: I was going
to get closer and closer to Australia but never actually get there. After an hour, we were allowed into the
terminal. I called Stephen, my host in Melbourne, to tell him about the delay. He said, “You're early!”

before I could explain that no, I was still in Auckland.

At last, we reboarded. It wasn’t until I was on the plane to Melbourne and started filling out the customs
form that I realized that although I knew Stephen’s email address and mobile phone number, I didn’t know
his street address. The customs inspector wasn’t too happy about the missing address but finally settled for
the mobile phone number. On arrival, I fell into the cab that Stephen had waiting and he filled me in on
the latest worldcon gossip during the ride back to his place.
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Melbourne

I was actually in better shape than I expected so after dumping my luggage, we went out to do some errands.
Walking the streets was disconcerting: things looked so familiar (English-language signs, chain stores like
Borders and Subway) that I was even more startled by the unfamiliar things. Some of the differences were
familiar to me from the times I've visited the United Kingdom (“chemists” instead of “drugstores”) but some
were purely Australian (“pokies” video gambling parlours).

Our first stop was to get some cash for me. This was my first
sight of Australian money, and it is seriously cool. It has
different colors for different denominations, as with nearly
every other country but the U.S. It’s also nearly impossible

to counterfeit thanks to plastic cutouts and microscopic print
backgrounds. The smallest bill is for $5, with coins for $1 and
$2. (I kept forgetting this throughout the trip and would find

myself with nearly $10 in change on occasion.)
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The 24-hour supermarket we went to next produced various
surprises, including varieties of dairy products like different
percentages of cheeses and types of yogurts, again similar to
other countries but not the U.S. I also found amazing flavors
of canned (“tinned”) tuna, including one with pesto and
another with lemongrass! Back at the flat, I took advantage
of the fact that Stephen’s employer pays for his phone bill
and his ISDN line by calling my brother to tell him I'd
arrived safely and checking my email.

@ brad w.-(\os\'er- 2000

Aside - You may wonder about my obsession with checking email throughout my trip. Because I was on the
Aussiecon committee and the con wasn’t until the end of the trip, I had to keep up with committee email.

My optimistic anticipation of going out to dinner soon warred with my jet lag. Instead, we ordered from a
pizza delivery place. That’s when I got my first lesson in Australian *ahem* cuisine: the default pizza at most
pizza places comes with ham, even if you don’t order it. After dinner, I crashed at 7:30 p-m. local time.

Wednesday, August 4

Stephen doesn't have a driver’s license and now, having used Melbourne’s public transportation system, I
can see how he can get away with that. The tram system in Melbourne is great and very trusting: payment
is at the rear door or the seats in the back away from the driver. Although inspectors do board occasionally,
I saw only one in the many trips I took. (I was told that some people don’t pay but keep a ten-trip ticket in
their wallets. When they spot an inspector, they quickly validate it.)

Our first stop was Slow Glass Books, run by Justin Ackroyd. Aussiecon 3 (A3) Finance head Rose Mitchell
was also waiting at the bookstore, with a thoughtful and beautiful bouquet of Australian flowers as a
welcome. I delivered the things I'd brought for the DUFF auction, which Justin was running. I'd decided
that books and fanzines weren’t my best contribution, so I had brought an eclectic collection of Americana
ranging from cocktail napkins from Cheers in Boston to Star Trek coffee that I'd found at Westercon.
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Lunch was at a Malaysian restaurant (one of the few Bananas in
cuisines that you can’t find in northern California). They pa_jamas . ..
steered me to the mildest vegetarian thing on the menu,
described as steamed vegetables in peanut sauce. It was
relatively mild, as advertised, but it was certainly the first
time ['ve ever seen banana slices classified as a vegetable.

Just because
I watch a little
telly doesn’t
make me a
vegetable. B

Next, we went to a site visit at the convention centre, where I got to see the programming rooms. (Nick Price
and I did dueling Palm Pilots to exchange our email addresses.) After the tour, Stephen had to meet with the
site liaison so chair Perry Middlemiss and a few others went off to find beer. Julian Warner thoughtfully
volunteered to show me more of the site before we met them wherever they ended up. This loose plan was
made possible by the fact that everyone had a mobile phone (they’re endemic in Australia).

Julian and I strolled down the Southbank mall along the Yarra River near the convention centre. After a
few false starts, we finally figured out where Perry’s party had gone. People spent most of the time at the
gathering complaining (“whinging” in the local vernacular) about various problems on the committee.

However, we also got some constructive work done in determining pricing for the banquet among some

other odds and ends.

Stephen had assured me that we’d be going back to his place before dinner and the Nova Mob science fiction
club meeting at Julian’s that evening. We left the post-review meeting so late, though, that there was no time.
This was a problem as I'd hoped to take pictures at the meeting but had left my camera at his place. We did
have time to go back to Justin’s store to pick up the flowers and the pullover sweater (which I miraculously
remembered to call a jumper) that I'd left. I then had the brilliant inspiration of buying a disposable camera.

We had a quick bite at a Pancake Parlour, where I found out that “cream” means “whipped cream” and

that kitschy theme restaurants are not exclusively American. And that an “entrée” is a small-sized portion
(which makes a lot more sense than the way Americans use that term). Then, we took a taxi to the Nova Mob
meeting at Julian’s, where [ got to meet his partner, writer Lucy Sussex. It was at that point that I discovered
that I'd left the disposable camera on the counter in the store when trying to fit the flower bouquet in a
plastic bag for safer transport. *sigh*

Current DUFF administrator Terry Frost soon showed up, bearing welcome wads of cash for walking-around
money and a thoughtful giftbook called Australian Gnomes. The theme for the meeting was a talk about Greg
Benford’s work by past DUFF winner and present Hugo nominee Alan Stewart, and Charlie Taylor, whose
name I knew from his work in the A3 programming area. Julian had earlier noted approvingly that unlike
most Americans, I hadn’t remarked on the “cuteness” of Australian accents. However, I must admit that
hearing some questionable Benford poetry read in Charlie’s heavy Australian accent was somewhat
disconcerting. I really enjoyed the after-meeting conversation with various people I'd corresponded

with about my trip but had never mert before, like Irwin Hirsh and Ian Mond.

By 10 p.m., I started fading and Stephen begged a ride from Ian and his friend Kristen. I still wasn’t used
to the opposite traffic flow, so I had some heart-stopping moments before we arrived back at Stephen’s.
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Thursday, August 5

Stephen needed to go back to work but Julian had very kindly offered to show me around town. We met

at Slow Glass, first because it was central and also so I could get a refund from the disposable camera place.

I also dropped off my Hugo ballot to Justin, who was collecting them. A conversation the previous day had
revealed that he was in love with Fenway Park, so I gave him a pin from the 1999 baseball All Star game held
in Boston — I knew when I packed it that the pin would come in handy as a gift for someone!

Julian heroically accompanied me to the central tourism bureau where I needed to get information on tours.
I then suggested that we might see the Immigration Museum, and was glad when Julian said he’d never been
there. It wasn’t until we were inside that I recalled that he works at the Immigration Bureau. I was afraid that
it might be a busman’s holiday for him but luckily he was interested in the subject and had some personal
experiences to relate to enhance the exhibits. I was shocked at the blatant prejudice of immigration policies
in force through the 1960s. One of the methods for keeping immigation white was a language test that could
be given in any language, so Chinese people could be asked questions in Swedish, for example.

The museum is located in the old Melbourne customs
house, a beautiful building with intricate interior wrought
iron. For some odd reason, the other exhibit there was of
Byzantine and post-Byzantine liturgical objects. I thought
the silver plate and ceremonial raiment were especially
interesting. Also interesting were the signs every so often
reminding people that although the museum was aware
that the icons on display had religious significance, people
should please not rouch or kiss them.

@brad w. {‘os’(a‘-ZDW

After lunching at the Southbank food court, we took the tram to go down to Acland Street near St Kilda
Beach. We strolled past its famous pastry shops before walking down the beach esplanade and passing an
evidently notorious con hotel called the Diplomat. By that time, I had to return to Stephen’s to meet him
before going off to dinner at Perry’s. Perry and his wife are excellent cooks and dinner was impressive. So
was their five-month-old son William (their daughter made herself pretty scarce). As with Julian’s the night
before, the house appeared small from the outside front but went straight back and was very spacious. Also

present was Michael Jordan, A3’s Hugo ceremony coordinator. I'd corresponded with him earlier and sent
artifacts from my own stint in the job.

Abourt halfway through dinner, I mentioned a planned excursion to an Aussie Rules football game on
Saturday. I asked Perry, a football enthusiast, which team I should root for. A stunned silence at the table
ensued, at which point [ was informed in no uncertain terms never to say that I was “rooting” for a team,
a term that’s obscene locally. The substitute word, it turns out, is “barrack.” (Perry said it was a source of
vast amusement during A3 bidding when an American would say to them “I’m rooting for you.”)

I also mentioned my needing to get in touch with A3 travel agent Wayne Cummins to pick up my hotel
vouchers. [Using a local travel agent had been a mixed blessing: Although he was very accommodating and
friendly, he didn’t always book us on what we’d asked for. I canceled a few reservations he’d made when

I found places through the web that were both cheaper and more in line with our interests/requirements.]
Wayne’s office is far away from public transportation and Stephen’s place, but close to Michael’s place.
And Michael’s place is on the way to the airport. He kindly volunteered to serve as a drop-point for

the vouchers, with me taking a taxi to his place on the way to the airport for my flight to Hobart on
Sunday, and he taking me the rest of the way.
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Friday, August 6

Aside - Because it affects understanding of this text, I should point out that I observe some Jewish dietary
laws (meaning I don’t eat meat or shellfish out), and strict Sabbath (Shabbat) laws. (On the Sabbath, which
is from sunset Friday until sunset Saturday, I can’t use electricity in any form, drive a car, or spend money,
among other things.) Also, my father died after I won DUFF but before the trip. At least every Shabbat, I
wanted to get to religious services so I could say a memorial prayer for him.

My main agenda for the day was getting in food for Shabbat. I took the tram to the Jewish area of town to

a kosher bakery that had also been recommended by New York fan Zev Sero, who grew up in Melbourne.

While waiting for my number to be called in the very crowded line, a little boy in front of me said something

amusing. I murmured how cute he was to his mother, who was standing with her back to me. She turned

around and said, “You sound American.” Then she looked closer and said that I looked familiar. She was

American as well, although she now lives in Melbourne. We played Jewish geography for a couple of minutes
~and discovered that we had gone to the same synagogue in Los Angeles!

I had assumed that I'd be able to get packaged cold cuts at a nearby kosher market, but they’re only sold

in butcher shops. Someone pointed me to one, and I was surprised at how inexpensive the prices were
when compared to kosher meat prices in the U.S. There were very few signs in the display and I had to

ask about some unfamiliar offerings, including some sort of sliced veal breast delicacy. The butcher spotted
my American accent and was very patient. After overbuying, I walked towards the tram stop and stopped
at “Kosher Express.” No matter where I am in the world, I always find it thrilling to be able to walk into

a burger place and say “a burger and fries, please™

Back at Stephen’s, I stashed my treasures in the fridge and took care of my other housekeeping chore:
laundry. Thanks to winter-time sunset, it was then time for synagogue. I had originally planned to go

to a large Orthodox synagogue, but it was a little further away than I wanted to walk at night. The closer
synagogue was Progressive. This meant that the service featured three or four things that were *ahem*
wildly divergent from the standard Conservative and Orthodox practice I’'m used to, including the use
of an organ.

I was surprised to be stopped by a guard, who grilled me about my place of origin and home synagogue
before letting me in. (I'd heard heavy security was common at synagogues outside the U.S. but had never
experienced it myself.) I did get to say the memorial prayer for my dad that I'd gone for, and I refrained
from throwing my shoe at the rabbi when he delivered a very offensive-to-me sermon, so all ended well.

I walked back at Stephen’s, and we dined on some tasty chicken schnitzel and he had his first taste of
potato kugel. In after-dinner conversation, he discovered I'd never seen “South Park” (my neighborhood
skews toward “senior citizens likely to be offended by the Comedy Channel”). So, I got a quick two-
episode introduction (“Metha-Streisand” and “Pink Eye”). He thought it was amusing that I'd had to
come to Australia to see the show.

Julian had dropped off the mobile phone I'd be using and Stephen showed me some of its tricks. I'd pointed
out when I agreed to run Program Ops that it might not be the best idea to have a department head who
was running around the country the month directly before the convention. My splitting the rental cost of

a mobile phone with them was the agreed-upon solution. So many people already have their own mobile
phones that the committee had decided to use them instead of beepers, and rented them for departments

or key people who wouldn’t have access to one.
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Right beforehand, some of the committee were getting a little antsy about paying for even half of my phone,
even though I was getting it mainly so they could keep in touch. Ironically, it turned out thar the rental place
hadn’t been too happy about the number of phones being rented for only the short period of time of the con,
but when they found out about my phone rental for five weeks, they dropped the price on the rest of them.

Just as I was toddling off to bed, a teasing voice from the living room called out “You’re missing Forbidden
PLA-net.” Back to the living room, where I blearily watched through the introduction of the comely daughter
to the crew, and we looked up the supporting cast to find the name I was missing (Jack Kelly).

Saturday, August 7

This was my first day to really sleep in. Our only plan for the day was to attend an Australian Rules football
game at the Melbourne Cricket Ground (MCG). We were originally supposed to be in a luxury box through
Stephen’s work. Unfortunately his boss, who’s usually in Sydney, was in town, so we had to buy reserved
seats instead. Unlike in the U.S., these merely get you into a certain section but there are no seat assignments.

I'd watched the Fox Sports hour roundup of the Australian Football League (AFL) several times before I
left. However, the announcers understandably assume that you already know the game, so I still had some
questions. Stephen was incredibly patient in answering them. (The 9-or-so-year-old boy next to me looked
at me a couple of times like I was mentally retarded, though.)

Some of the more unusual features of the day:

* I finally found out something that had puzzled me from watching AFL on Fox: why nothing appeared
any different during the game when whistles blew. It turns out that when a player makes a legal catch,
or “mark,” of a ball, the player has the choice of continuing to run or of stopping and then taking a
running start up to where he caught it and then kicking it. The whistle just indicates whether it’s a
legal mark.

® At the end of the first and third quarter, there is a break during which the two teams merely move
off to one side or another on the field to plan strategy. (I felt sorry for the two poor guys for each team
who stand around near them with advertising banners.) There are no other huddles during the game.

* Halftime consisted of a half-field Little League-equivalent game, featuring teams affiliated with the teams
playing the real game. The result was the opposite of the senior game being played, in which the favored
team was losing big-time. During the third quarter, Stephen suggested that they might be better off
substituting the Little League team :->

®  The other halftime feature was a blow-up football about 10 feet long with the name of the ball
manufacturer and the M of McDonalds. At first I assumed that it was merely being inflated so it
could float around the stadium or something. But no, it just sat there on the ground with two
men on either side making sure that it didn’t keel over. Not exactly a halftime extravaganza!

*  After the game (but not until they rope off the Sacred Cricket Pitch), people are allowed onto the field.
The morning dawned cold and windy but the weather report that said it would be 17° (about 64° F) and

sunny. Luckily, I didn’t believe them and brought a jumper in addition to my coat. The morning cold and
wind never let up and by the end of the game, even Stephen had put his jacket on, a real concession for him.
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Aside — During the game, | made a comment about the paltry amount of information on the MCG
scoreboard compared to most U.S. stadium scoreboards. Three weeks later, I got a call on my mobile
phone from Stephen: “Your wish for a new MCG scoreboard should come true now. They had to
evacuate the stadium last night because the scoreboard caught on fire!”

Earlier in the day, I'd mentioned to Stephen that I was sorry that [ hadn’t had more time at the Nova Mob
meeting to talk to Bruce Gillespie, a long-time Australian fan and the A3 Fan Guest of Honor. This casual
remark revealed the power of being a DUFF delegate: Stephen quickly called Julian and arranged a dinner

at an Indian place close to Bruce and Elaine’s neighborhood. The timing didn’t quite work out for us to go
straight there after the game, a shame as we were about halfway there already. It did mean that we could go
back to Stephen’s for my camera, and could also skip the long lines at the MCG roilets.

We soon began to regret this latter decision. At Stephen’s, I went into the bathroom first and the water level
and shredded paper there looked a little odd to me so I called him in and he agreed. The 24-hour plumber
on-call from his apartment agent hadn’t gotten back to us before the taxi came to take us to the restaurant.
However, we left anyway as the number we’d provided was Stephen’s mobile. When we arrived at the
restaurant, we made a beeline for the toilets in the back.

Once again, | was eating in an ethnic restaurant despite a gentle reminder that I don’t really like spicy food,
and “mild” to everyone else isn’t usually “mild” to me. I made do with an extra order of plain nan bread.
The conversation more than compensated for the food, and ranged from Wordstar to tales of Australian
conventions past, including the one at the Acland Street hotel that Julian had showed me on Thursday.
Evidently, fanzines were sent out to sea in plastic soda bottles! Unfortunately, my camera woes continued:
although I'd remembered to bring my camera, it wouldn’t advance the film.

Julian and Lucy kindly drove us home and stayed for some coffee. I eventually excused myself to finish
packing for Hobart. The suitcase in which I'd brought the auction stuff was staying at Stephen’s, to be used
to lug back whatever goodies I bought during the trip. After Julian and Lucy left, I searched the net for data
about my phone, which hadn’t come with instructions. I finally found the PDF user’s guide and also copied
down the notes needed to program a tune for the ring. Mobile phones in Australia are everywhere so if

you don’t have a customized ring, you're likely to be looking at your phone a lot to see if a call is for you.
(Stephen’s played the theme from Monty Python’s Flying Circus.) I finally decided on “Walk of Life.”

I like it a lot and figured I'd better pick something that I wouldn’t get sick of by the end of the trip :->

Sunday, August 8

I made a final free phone call to my brother and a final fast check of email before closing my luggage. The
taxi came in response to my call within minutes, and I frantically grabbed everything and struggled out into
the worst weather since I'd come to Melbourne, cold and raining. Wayne had indeed dropped off my hotel
and tour vouchers at Michael’s. I felt terrible about dragging Michael out to take me to the airport but he

was very gracious about it.

At the airport, I went down to the Vodafone concession to get an official printed user’s guide for the mobile
phone. (To no avail: I never did get the hang of using the phone, and was always pressing the On button
twice by accident and putting incoming calls on hold *sigh*) As I was walking through the terminal, [
glanced up and saw a familiar sight: an NFL game on the monitors of an airport on a Sunday afternoon.

It took me half a minute or so to register how bizarre that was: turned out there was a special American
football exhibition game being played in Sydney!
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Hobart

Waiting at baggage claim were my Hobart host, long-time fan Robin Johnsc.)n, and fc'llow Hobart fan

Cary Lenahan. Luckily for me, Cary is a doctoral student in the area of tourist, and his local knowledge
proved invaluable. We drove to some overview points to give me an idea of the layout aroufld Hobarr,
including Kangaroo Point, one of the batteries around the harbor intended to look out for invaders suc.h as
the Russians (who never arrived...). Robin, his wife Alicia, and I went out to a very late lunch at a yupp{c—hkc
cafe in their neighborhood of Battery Point. The food was good but the service was spectacularly slow (it
took me a long time to get used to this feature of Australian restaurants).

Back at the house, I discussed my plans for the rest of my time in Tasmania. When Robin and I original.ly
had talked, I had been planning to spend a few days in Hobart and then do a tour up to Cradle Mount.am,

a national park reserve. That tour would land me in Devonport in the north, where I'd catch the overnight
ferry back to Melbourne. During my day with Julian, though, he’d highly recommended that I go across the
country to Strahan, a historic fishing village on the west coast at the edge of unspoiled rain forest. Robin and
Cary enthusiastically agreed, so we looked at some maps and timetables.

Monday, August 9

I knew I wanted to see Port Arthur, the convict island where “incorrigibles” were sent, which is in driving
distance of Hobart. Cary managed to shake loose of his other obligations to take me around, and Robin
decided to spend the day with us as well. After a stop at the Hobart Visitors Centre to book my bus travel,
river tour, and accommodations in Strahan, we were off. On the road, I spotted a sign that said “Roadside
slasher ahead” — I thought it sounded like a warning about a crazed gunman, but Robin and Cary told me
that it was just an innocuous machine that trims side hedges near the road

There were several sights to see on the way to Port Arthur, including:

*  Theblowhole —a rock pool at the end of a low cave from the sea that produces some interesting waves

* Doo Town —a small village in which all the houses have pun names using the word “doo” (e.g., Just

Doo It, Doo Drop Inn, Didgeri-Doo, etc.)
Tasman Arch — a spectacular natural arch carved out of massive rock by wave pressure

The tessellated pavement ~ a fascinating formation near the sea formed by hot lava meeting cold sea
water, resulting in geometric patterns in the rock

In addition to the horrific history of Port Arthur as a convict prison, a sad chapter was added in 1994
when a lunatic out to kil foreigners opened fire and killed 35 people. Cary, as part of his doctoral work,
had interviewed people in the area, so he was very familiar with the site.

The main display area (called an “interpretive centre” at Australian museums) was relatively new and very
nicely done. You're given a playing card when you enter, and you then match this card to a real convict’s
history. I was pleased when it turned out that after two tries, my guy escaped. Cary was astounded that his
guy survived a rotal of 732 lashes. The displays include many aspects of convict life, including the life of
the overseers, the many trades practiced by the convicts (most important being shipbuilding), and so on.
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As with other sites with a shameful past, there had been

an attempt after Port Arthur closed to erase its history ( INCARCERATED
and turn it into a vacation resort with a different name. = PRISONER

This didn’t work very well, and eventually the site was e

taken over by a heritage foundation. VOLUNTARY
MONK?™?

One of the first things we saw was the very depressing o

“model prison,” a disciplinary area with small stone l
cells on either side of a central aisle, where prisoners oy K@ THE
were kept for 23 hours a day in complete silence. When : T V\R Ca ‘-.'
they did get to leave for an hour of exercise a day or for v LR e

church, they were kept in silence and made to wear

hoods so they could not see fellow prisoners. Even in

church they were put in separate closets so they

couldn’t see or speak to anyone.

'@'I.o'rad w.Joster- 2000

The penitentiary is in ruins, but some of the houses of the staff are still in good shape, as is part of the
insane asylum. (Small wonder they had to provide for the insane after the “model prison” experience!) The
day turned wet and windy while we were there, which only added to the overall atmosphere. The tour ends
with a small memorial to the people killed in the recent massacre.

After this sobering experience, we went to Tasmanian Devil Park, a small wildlife rescue spot. I hadn’t been
enthusiastic about this stop since I knew I'd be seeing wildlife at Healesville Sanctuary near Melbourne.
However, Cary said that there were animals that were only found in Tasmania so we stopped. The park was
a bit of a dud: the Tasmanian devils were all asleep and there was no sign of the Bennett’s wallabies in their
area. We did get to walk among plenty of kangaroos and wallabies, with no fences to separate us from them
(or our shoes from their, uh, poop). My favorite animal was an isolated fenced-in young wombat, my first
sight of one, who was surprisingly cute and lively and ate some grass I gingerly fed him through the fence.

My next attempt to be adventurous was taking a gallah bird in the aviary from Cary’s arm at his urging.
The bird wasn’t too happy about this exchange and I got some long scratches on my left hand. Once I
recovered, I spotted a very interesting bird called a tawny frogmouth: an owl-shaped bird that with its
mouth shut has nearly impenetrable camouflage as a lump on a tree. We also saw a fascinating short film
about the thylacine or Tasmanian tiger, a cool marsupial with a dog-shaped head and a skinny striped rear
with a typical marsupial tail and an amazing jaw spread. These are presumed extinct, with the last one
expiring in 1933, but there have been credible but unconfirmed sightings since then.
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