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This is the October/November issue (1975) (it was supposed to be the
August/September issue, but you understand how these things are) of

a science fiction fanzine published(supposedly)bi-monthly by Don C.
Thompson of 7498 Canosa Court, Westminster, Colo. 80030, whose telephone
nurber is (303) 429-6562.

This is the special Aussiecon report issue, with the special George
Beahm-Ken Smith's Phantasmagoria supplement, all more or less as adver-
tised way back in July in D-0-S 42, The long delay in getting it pub-
lished is entirely my own fault; I simply took about twice as long as
I should have in working on the con report (and probably used up twice
as many pages on it as I should have, though I will insist that the
main reason it took me so long is that I was trying to keep it short;
if T had let it run to 60 or 70 pages I could have been done a month
ago).

The last few pages of the con/trip report were written after I had
received news of my sister's death.

Howard's letter about Polly takes the place of the regular Loc
column. I hope you'll understand,

The next issue (I'm definitely planning to get one more issue pub-
lished before the end of this year) might be nothing much but locs.

The plans for a special "Best of Don-o-Saur'" issue are in abeyance.
I almost talked myself out of the idea entirely (with a little help
from some readers who also saw shortcomings in the idea). On the other
hand, there's a lot of pressure from the other direction. Anyway, if
there is ever to be a Don-o-Saur Bones issue it will not be No. 44.
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Oct, 16, 1930 -- Oct. 23, 1975

[Having already shared so much of Polly's life with the readers of
DON-0-SAUR, it seems not only appropriate but inevitable that I now
share her death with you as well, What follows is a portion of a
letter from Polly's husband, The letter was sent not just to me but
to all their friends and relatives, so I don't feel that I am violating
anyone's privacy by printing it here., It was important to Polly that
she share her terminal illness experience with as many people as could
possibly be helped by the sharing. It is Howard's expressed desire
to share the experience of her death., I am willing to help., I wish
to express my personal thanks to Howard for writing the letter, and
my even more profound thanks to him just for being there, and for
helping to make her death as beautiful as her life was.]

Howard E. Ryan . . . Polly and 1| celebrated our 27th
16424 Lake Ridge Drive wedding anniversary on Ocfober 6. Ve
Oakton, VA 22124 actual ly celebrated on Gctcber 5 by

going out to dinner at the Flagship
Restaurant in Washington and then spending the afternoon driving along
all the back roads along the Potomac River from Washington fo the other
side of Great Falls on the Virginia side of the river. |t was such a
beautiful day and Pofly and | just enjoyed the river, the fall leaves,
the inferesting little side roads.

Polly's time has been filled with doing things which shs enjoyed,
such as painting, making macrame hangings, weaving, metal work and
putting together slide and music shows. The house has become filled
with her many creations,

We mentioned in cur June letter that we were active in a '"Marriage
Encounter! group. Our first Marriage Encounter weekend was a month
prior o Polly's hospitalization with a recurrence of cancer. Vhen
we lcoked back, we could see how carefully God had plarned things --
putting Marriage Encounfer ahead of what could have been a grave crisis,
so that we were prepared and able to handle the situaticn without de-
pression. By our dialogue, both before and immediately after what
could have been a crisis, we remained calm and rational, supporting
each other and our children with an inner strength and peace that could
only have com2 from God and our faith in Him, We had always made a
point to live life to the fullest. Thru our dialogue, we decided what
we still wanted to do with life together, and we have been doing these
things. We have been sharing with other couples the importance of time..
The message being: Lo not put off living or enjoying !ife or each other
until there is no time left-~ [O |T NOW! It has been of such comfor¥t
to us that we have !ived our Iife fogether to the fullest.

Polly and | became very much invelved with a group known as "Make
Today Count" back in March of fhis year. It is a mutual help group to
give erofional support to sericusly and terminaliy ill patients and



their families. The purpose of this group is to help each other feel
less alone in the personal crisis of coping with a long illness or
death. When we returned from Wyoming, Polly and | started speaking

to groups who were interested in how we were dealing with the problem
in our relationship and our relationships with others that came into
being as a result of Polly's terminal illness. Polly and | both felt
we had a lot to share with others who were having these same problems,
also for the doctors, nurses and clergymen who deal with the ferminally
ill and their families.

Pol ly's strong desire and ability fo help others made her feel
most useful, She wantea o tell her sitory with all its ups and downs
and how we dealt with the problems, She felt this would give strength
and help to others., She wanted to reach out fo as many people as pos-
sible and share ourselves with them. We spoke as a team, each telling
of the changes in his or her life that Polly's terminal illness had
brought. Polly was always ready and willing to speak to any group.

Our last speaking session together was October |7. Polly and | felt

a real special mission in life in bringing our sfory to others. Polly's
total willingness to share all her feelings about her iliness made this
mission possible,

Polly had really been making every day count during the last eleven
months since the cancer reoccurred, During this whole period, Polly ran
a temperature that had to be conftroiled every four hours every day.

Polly never complained after she accepted her disease., She just went
ahead and accormplished as many things as possible.

On the evening of October |5 (llednesday), she experienced pains
in the abdominal area and a very high temperature which was not re-
sponding to control! too well. Polly asked that Father Cassidy be cal led
and for him to bring her Communion. Affer she received Communion,
Father said the prayers for the very sick. Following Father's departure,
we went to the hospital where they gave her some medicine for the pain.
She did not feel at all well but at that time they could not determine
any specific reason other than fthe general size of the cancer tumors.
Polly celebrated her 45th birthday on October 16 with birthday cake
and friends,

On October 17 (Friday), Polly and | spoke in a "Make Today Count"
panel session; however, she was not feeling well. Saturday her con-
dition was not good but we still had not cetected the sign the doctors
had asked us to watch for. Her condition became more severe on late
Sunday. Early on the morning of October 20 (Monday), we went back to
the hospital. They performed a series of ftests and fook X-rays to deter-
mine the problem and to see if they could do anything about it. |t was
established late in the afterncon on October 2| (Tuesday) that the Tumor
masses were blocking the infestinal tract and neither radiation nor
surgery would help, Polly knew she had only a short time to live and
told The doctors she wanted fo go home to die.

it had been her expressed wish to die at home since January when

she knew her iliness was terminal. The doctors guickly ordered an am-
bulance, got the necessary medicines together, and | parked my car so
| could ride home in the ambulance with Polly. | called the children

and told them | was bringing their mother home.



As we drove through the countryside that evening, Polly asked me to
tell her where we were. | not only told her where we were, but | de-
scribed the lights, the stars, the clouds, the scenery, the total
countryside for Pclly's enjoyment because | knew this would be our last
drive through the countryside together. | had fold the driver that |
just wanted a smooth slow ride home, Vhen we got Polly home, she was
much more relaxed. She was where she wanted to be, which was most im-
portant to both of wus.

When the children greeted her, she extended her arms to theirs and
Polly's beautiful smile is beyond description., She said she felt like
she was just "glowing" (which she was) and that glow was radiating back
from our faces (which it was)., We were all very happy because Polly
had made it home. Polly asked us to call Father Cassidy and ask him
to bring her Communion, Father arrived shortly and after she received
Communion, they had a very short ftalk. Polly appeared very calm and
peaceful, That night, Polly's head was slightly elevated so she could
breathe a |little easier. | slept in fthe bed next to hers so | could
look intfo her eyes, | cannot say | did a lot of sleeping; | watched
her and she watched me. We talked together at times, just sat and held
hands at times, Polly rested at times, and every so often she would open
her eyes and Icok at me . . ., | think just fo make sure | was there.
Polly mentioned the names of our many dear friends, some who also were
having big problems to deal with, and she would ask me if they were
ding "okay." | would tell her what | knew or that | thought they wouic
make it "okay." My being able to assure her that these friends were
going to see their way through their difficulties helped her to rest.
Although it was extremely difficult for Polly to speak, she would re-
peat the name until | would say the name clearly back to her.

Wednesday, a number of friends happened by and Polly was happy to
see them although it took a great deal of effort on her part to say
very much to them. Polly was so at ease even when she was having a
great deal of pain. 1 knew how much it meant to her to be home with
her family and friends at this time because we had Talked about it
many times before and fthis was the way she wanted things to be at the
end. Someone was always there fto hoid her hand if she wanted it held.

Polly was resting more by late Wednesday evening. Prior to that,
she was very busy communicating both verbally and non-verbally. Polly's
very special friend, Oiga Lloyd (a nurse), took care of Polly most of
the time she was home this last week. Early Thursday morning, Polly
rested or siept and | also slept while Ologa kept a watchful eye on
both of us,

Thursday morning, | sat and held Polly's hand from about 5 to
6 a.m. | helped the children get breakfast and head off to school
while Olga was with Polly. 1t was a beautiful and bright morning
when the sun came up...Such a pretty day with the leaves now so many
colors! Olga and | bathed Polly so she would feel fresh. When we
were through, | was holding her in my arms so the bed could be

straightened up a little, | was felling her how fresh and gentle she
now looked as | was kissing her. | also was telling her now she could
rest for awhile, She died as | was holding her. | gently let her

head and shoulders settle back onto the bed. Then | knelt beside the
bed and said a prayer to God that He had taken her from her suffering.



Months before, when we had discussed what the end might be like, Polly
had expressed two fthough*s, First, that she would not like to suffer
very long and, second, that [ could be there to hold her hand. |
thanked both God and Polly that they had chosen both the time and place.
| knew Polly could only be happy knowing it had happened the way she
wanted it,

Although | knew Polly would one day die and had cried many times
before, | just knelt beside the bed with our hands together and my head
upon her breast and cried and sobbed for more than half an hour before
I could think about what yet remained to be done.

Olga and another friend now combed Polly's hair and arranged her
body. With a friend, | then went to schcol and picked up Heidi, Teresa,
Christine and James and brought them home. Father Cassidy arrived as
we all returned home. We had a special prayer service for Polly right
there in our own bedroom for the family and those wonderful friends who
happened to be with us at fthat time., After the children had a chance
to spend some 1ime with their mother's body in private, it was time
for Polly's body to be moved fo Georgetown Medical School., Polly had
donated her body so perhaps they could learn more about the disease so
others could be helped,

As | pause for a moment, | wonder what has not been said. | would
like to just add a few items. Polly's remains will be buried in Flint
Hill Cemetery in Oakton when the medical school has completed its study.
This will be a year or so from now,

Polly planned her own Memorial Mass. |t reflects Polly's outlook.
it is happy and joyful and scheduled to be held on Thursday, November
6, at 8 p.m. at St. Mark's Church in Vienna, Virginia.

Instead of flowers, Polly's wishes were that remembrances be given to
St. Stephen's Indian Mission, St. Stepien, Wyoming 82524, or Make Today
Count, 10018 Morningside Court, Fairfax, Virginia, 22030,

In closing, | can only say that Polly and | had a beautiful life
together and we want fo share fthat joy with you,

My love and best wishes to each of you,
Howard and family

One final note: Polly's Book, JOURNEY IN VIRGINIA: A History of 300
Years, is finished. Polly got the first bound copy of it on Oct. 3
and "sat right down and read it as if it was a new book which she had
never read before." The book is hard bound, more than 200 pages,
with 47 pictures and charts. It sells for $9.95.



80 FAR AWAY, S0 CLOSE TO HOME

In Los Angeles, on the way back from Aussiecon, I did something
rather stupid and potentially dangerous. Instead of accepting the
hospitality and comforts and companionship of NASFiC at the Marriott
Hotel, I took a bus into downtown L,A, I had reasons. Admittedly
they weren't much good, but they were mine, I'll get to them in a
while,

It was a gray, foggy, lusterless day, getting on toward late after-
ncon, Only five hours before it had been early morning in Hawaii. And
only 15 hours earlier it had been 8 p.m. on Sunday, Aug. 31, as the DC-10
left Auckland, New Zealand, Now for the second day in a row it was '
Sunday, Aug., 31. Late afternoon. We had arrived in Los Angeles four
hours before we left New Zealand, That took some getting used to, but
it had absolutely nothing to do with my decision to go downtown.

It was gray, foggy (really more fog than smog, I believe), almost
chilly, I had packed my overcoat in a suitcase and stashed all my luggage
in lockers at the airport., After all, we had left winter (such as it was)
behind us, in the southern hemisphere. It was supposed to be summer in '
Los Angeles,

What witk cune thing and another, a variety of decisions and details
and delays (I handily missed the bus that would have taken me all the
way downtown, to the bus depot, and so I took the next one, to the Hil-
ton Hotel) it was dusk when I got off the bus. If dusk is the right
word for it. There was no way to tell where the sun was, but the fog
had become a much darker gray.

I had a general idea of which way I wanted to go, because I had
spent a couple of minutes studying the street map at the airport booth
where I'd bought the bus ticket, but even without that precaution I
would have been able to orient myself. The tall buildings were that
way, wavering in the mist but discernible enough. I walked toward
them, a downhill trek, The lights of Wilshire Boulevard came on, pro-
viding the luster that the day had lacked, but starkly emphasizing the
absence of car or pedestrian traffic and reminding me vividly of one
of the stupidities of my expedition.

This was Sunday night. I knew that
in the abstract; I'd been playing with
the idea for hours, but I was just
beginning to comprehend it in real
terms, Downtown L.A. would be de-
serted of course., There would be
nothing at all to see or do., My
little test would be meaningiess.

But I kept on walking, pertly because there
didn't seem anything else much to do at the time, and
partly because I still didn't quite believe what I'd just
figured out. And paxrtly (largely) just because I wanted to see ﬂVVZ
downtown again., One reason for being here was nostalgia. =~
Put I hate to call it that. Nostalgia is something older

Yap... that!
Dor-o-Sdur aleight
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people have, something disreputably emotionzl, sentimental. lly pre-

occupations with the past are cecneirally a simpie matter of refreshing
my memory for intellectual purposes; but I'il be honest once, and in

this case I'll call it nostalgia,

Many eons ago (or in some alternzte time line) I was 20 years old
and a soldier in the United States Army; I was a clerk typist, stationed
at McCornack General Hospital in Pasadena. It was, since I've decided to
be truthful, an incredibly soft and unmilitary existence. The hospital
was grossly overstaffed with clerk typists and orderlies and temporary
MPs, There simply weren't erough jobs to go around,not enough unskilled
work to keep’ hll the unskllled young GIs occupied. So we had a lot of-
free time, :

There were syreetcars in those days. (This is the year 1947 I'm
talking about; be happy if you don't remember it; except for a rather ex-
citing World Series it was pretty much of a nothing year). EBut I seem to
recall that what ran between Pasadena and L.,A. wasn't called a streetcar,
A tram? No. Anyway, it was an electric railway, and it was cheap, and
the terminal was in the heart of downtown L.A, -- at Sixth and iain --

~d a lot of the useléss soldiers from McCornack made use of the rail line,’

Scmetimes I would go in with a group (because of my thinning hair which
made me look older than I was, I could sometimes get my buddies into bars; =
and that's why they tolerated ime). But just as often I would go alone,

for I was basically a solitary sort of person then, as now.

As ‘I walked or: down fog-shrouded Wilshire Boulevard, away from the
Hilton Hotel, some of the street names began to seem familiar., Figueroa,
definitely, Wasn't that the street that the rail line came in on from
Pasadena? But Flower I wasn't sure of, nor Grand. Olive? Hill,

Then Broadway,

And Persh1ng Square!

I tried to judge whether Pershing Square had changed but I found that
I had no memories of what it looked like. Something about its openness and
neatness seemed mildly incongrous, but I didn't try to analyze it, = Only
the name was vividly familiar -- and the knowledge that Sixth was to the
right., My feet seemed to know that., I turned without thinking about it,
went only a block and then turned left again and walked to the next inter-
section.,

And stopped there in bewilderment.

Spring Street? What had happened to ifain? Damn it, was I lost after
all? Had I somehow gotten into the wrong part of town altogether? I began
to wonder just how I expected to get back to the airport tonight if I was
indeed lost. But I just shrugged; it didn't seem crucial, I assumed I'd
be able to catch a bus someplace when I neceded one, A cab? Never! The
thought didn't even enter my mind, T S

My immediate concern was Spring Street. Where had it come from? T
knew that Main was only one block beyond Broadway.

Unable to think of anything else to do, I kept on walking. And there
vas Main, And so much for vivid memories and clear knowledge.

But as I turned right onto Main and saw the row of bright lights and
saw the clusters of people and heard their voices and heard the sounds of
the cars (as though there had been no lights, no people, no cars until
just now), the memories did start flooding back,

* Kk ok Kk %
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One eveni.; in Auckland, New Zealand, on the way home from Australia,
Mike Gliclksohn asked me, ''Are you planning a special Aussiecon edition
of Don-o-Saur, or at least some kind of special report on the trip?"

"1 said 1 expected to write a lengthy trip-and-con report.

"But you said you haven't been taking notes. How can you rcmember
all this stuff? Or maybe ycu have been taking notes and I haven't seen you

"No. Except the first few days, 1It'll be a very subjective, im-
pressionistic sort of report. I don't like to read travelogues -- we did
this and then we saw that, and then we met so-and-so -- and I hate to
write reports that way."

That might have been the wrong thing to say. Mike Glicksohn had been
taking notes--voluminously, He had a notebook bulging bty now with notes
that I would have needsd a magnifying glass to read.

Actually, though I was not lying to Mike, I did take some notes on the
trip. Maybe it was partly bzcause Mike had mentioned it. Anyway on the
very day that we left New Zealand I found time to jot down a very sketchy
day-by-day summary of the preceding three weeks' events. And I'll prob-
ably even make some use of those notes as I continue with my own con/trip
report. Maybe at the end of my subjective-impressionistic narrative
I will print the notes, or at least a digest of them, as a sort of appen-
dix or supplement in order to provide a chronological framework. In my
narrative, I intend to skip back and forth in time rather freely, and
I'm sure it will become confusing. A chronological appendix could serve
to orient both you and me,

In case you're confused already and are wondering why I started by
telling about that weird visit to downtown Los Angeles, let me assure
you that it's an integral part of my report, a very important part of
it, though I haven't gotten to the important aspect of it yet. But I'll
be referring back to the LA experience repeatedly, and I hope that by the
time we're through its importance will become evident (but I don't pro-
mise anything). (And let me reassure you that I don't intend to get side-
tracked into detailed reminiscences of my Army days in that LA segment).

Now, as to the trip itself , ., .

The logical place to begin would be in Los Angeles on the first leg
of the journey, since I've already started in Los Angeles on the last leg.
(That's logical? No, I suppose not, but it does seem appropriate).

I arrived in L.A. from Denver fairly early Friday afternoon, Aug. 8,
and caught a bus to the Marriott Hotel and checked into my room, which I
had reserved months in advance -~ and then suddenly noticed that I had
nothing to do for the rest of the day. I wondered why I had hastened
to get here so early., 'ell, yes, there was to be a party that evening,
sponsored by LASFS and the travel agency, but it would have been no
calamity to miss it. Not having anvthing special that I wanted to do,
it had been pointless to have been in such a hurry. Gail Barton, the
only other Denver fan going to Aussiecon (that I knew of then), had
gotten to L.A, even before I had, but she had a reason: she wanted to
spend a day with the robots at Disneyland.

And that's one big difference between me and Gail--between me and a
lot of people. No, not Disneyland; the fact that they plan ahead, have
reasons for what they do, make good use of their time, are sensible. Me,
I seldom do more than minimal plarning for anything; just go ahead and do
things and then wonder why; and given the opportunity, I am wont to
squander time shamelessly. (Except that I'm then ashamed of it).
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I wandered around the hotel for a wiile, looking for fannish faces,
finding none. I called the Lundrys room (Don and Grace), thinking it
might be polite to let them know I was here, but they were out. I found
the room where the party was to be. I wandered around some more. Then
I went back up to my room and wrote a letter to Mae Strelkov -- or start-
ed one. I had received a second installment of Mae's amazingly long
Don-o-Saur loc just before I left home. I had wavered a bit at the last
moment about vhether to take my typewriter along or mot, and Mae's letter
provided the affirmative answer. I had to write to her, Even if I got
no other use out of the typewriter, that would justify taking it.

There was a party that evening. I was practically the first one there.
Not quite, because I was met at the door by Druce Pelz. I recognized him,
having seen him at several previous cons, World and Wester, though we
had never actually met. What surprised me was that Bruce recognized me.
"That looks like a Dcn C. Thempson," he said as I approached. "You are
Don Thompson, aren't you?" and I acknowledged that I was, but I didn't
ask how he happened to know, because he immediately introduced me to his
wife, Elayne, whom I distinctly recalled having seen quite a lot of (in
fact all) at previous cons; and then other fans started arriving.

The party never got very wild, but it was worthwhile-- a chance to
meet some of the people who would be on the trip. I'd met some of them
before, such as Ned Brooks, Mike Glicksohn, Susan Wood, but there were
many others that I hadn't met previously, such as the Lundrys, Fred Patten,
John Berry, Dennis Lien, .Jack Chalker, Alan Frisbie . . .

And the people from the travel agency were there with tickets and Air
New Zealand flight bags.

What that party was really lacking though, I decided later, was Bob
Tucker. And so it broke up early, with no dead dog afterward, and so
there was nothing to do but get a good night's sleep, which I did.

Saturday was interesting.

Various members of LASFS provided transportation to the open house
at the LASFS meeting hall, (Does it have a name? I should have taken
notes; I don't even remember where that place is located)., Gail and I
caught a ride with Fred Patten, who took a detour via A Change of Hobbit,
which I was particularly eager to see, having hecard much about it from
Ed Bryant and others.

I will say this about A Change of Hobbit: It has a very lovely pro-
prietress whose tattooed cleavage is indeed as charming as Ed Bryant had
assured me it was; and Sherri Gottleib runs a neat and attractive SF book
store where I could spend many happy hours and a lot of money, and I re-
gretted that we couldn't stay longer. But I have to add this: Lois
Newman has a much larger SF book store in Boulder, with a more complete
stock and greater variety, and it is equally neat and attractive, with
the added glamor of wandering through the catacombs of a former bank
vault (it's possible to get lost for azs in there, and to spend a for-
tune); and even though Lois Newman may not have tattooed cleavage she
is nevertheless a very nice person., = .

How many SF groups have their own building? (That's just a rhetoric-
al question, but if anybody happens to know, I'll appreciate an answer).

I almost expected to be paralyzed with envy at LASFS headquarters, but

I wasn't really, Admiring and respectful, certainly. It's a nice place.
Not large. A single story building, at one time a private residence.

The living room-dining alcove have become the meeting hall. the kitchen
is still a kitchen and the bathroom a bathroom. The bedroom has be-

come a library. All very nice, particularly the library. But Gail
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and T had the same thought at the same time about the meeting kall: '"Not
big enough for a DASFA meeting.'" But then someone pointed out that
LASTS meets once a weck instead of oncec a month, and anyway not every-
body tries to crowd into the meeting hall at once on meeting nights,
because some people are busy coliating APA-L and sowz are in the 1ib-
rary. In addition to which, LASFS has plans to bLuild ap addition on-
to the rear of the building,

The other tourist attraction that Saturday was Bruce Pelz's fanzine
collection (with Fred Patten still providing the transportation). Bruce
has an impressive library of SF books and magazines by any standards, and
all very neatly and systematically arranged, with all the hardback novels
in one section and the hardback single-suthor collections and anthologies
in ancther section, and all the paperbacks somewhere else; but the main
feature of the Pelz palace is the fanzines.

Not only does Bruce have nearly all the fanzines that you might be
able to think of, and a good many that I have never heard of, and not
only does he have them all filed and catalogued so that he can keep
track of what he has and what he lacks, the truly impressive thing is
that he has many of these zines (if not mos%) in bound editions., Pro-
fessionally bound, in simulated leather, with the title and volume num-
bers stamped on the spine,

During the week or sov before the trip was to begin, I had begun
making the first faltering cfforts toward getting my fanzine accunulation
into some sort of order. I had spread them cut all over the floor and
couch and table in my basement room, in alphabetical order; and I had
started logging them, according to titie, editor, frequency of pubii-
cation, how many issues I had, etc; and I was trying desperately to
think of some way to store them that would be both fairly neat and yet
leave them accessible,

Well, Bruce Pelz has the answer, But it costs. He wouldn't say how
much it costs, but he cidn't have to; I have a general idea. There's
gotta be a cheaper way. Looseleaf binders for some of them? Clip binders?’
Even those cost. And where does one get the time even to get all the
zines catalogued? I got through the Ds before the trip and haven't gotten
back to the project since my return.

Let's get on to Australia, shall we? And quit dawdling around in
L.A/

What I remember most vividly about the trip is that it involved a
hell of a lot of waiting, It seemed it never would actually begin.

There was 2 period of waiting arcund at the hotel late Saturday
afternoon, before the bus took us to the airport. And then there was a
long period of waiting around at the airport, because the travel agency
wanted us there about three hours ahead of time to take care of such
details as checking the baggapge, registering valuables with customs, get-
ting the boarcding passes, etc. It didn't take very long to get all those
things done, And there was still lots of time to wander around, to have
supper, to wander around some more... I wandered around a lot with Ned .
Brooks and had supper with hiim., And finally everybody started congregating
in the Air New Zealand boarding lounge for another long and rather un-
comfortable wait., The lounge was crowied and all available seats were
quickly taken, with a lot of people lcft standing. Eventually, in re-
sponse to some mvsterious signal that I neither saw nor heard, everyone
stood up and started forming a line, In which to wait some more.
Eventually the line started moving. Eventually we were on the plane, all

. sl T T . e been shout 9:30, Tnat piane actually
{1, U0 IOQRL B0AiS.  THat mst heve besn cbort
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trip itself
was nothing
much but a /
matter of waiting, It wasn't as though we had to pedal or flap our
wings or anything; all we could do was wait for the plane to land.

I figured out that that night--the pericd of darkness that began
at 7 something Saturday evening, Aug. 10--was by any measurement you
want to use the longest night of my entire life., For one thing, it
didn't end until about 10 a.m. Monday, by my watch, so conceivably I
could claim that it lasted more than 40 hours, but that's cheating,
because there wasn't any Sunday.

(That's not quite accurate; we did get about an hour of Sunday,
in Honolulu, landing there at midnight, local time, and leaving at
1 a.m. Sunday, a day that then evarorated as we crossed the Inter.
national Date Line},

Here's how the time-paradox confusion went, if you're interested
in this sort of thing (I find it fascinating):

OK, Left L.A, at 10 p.m. Flight to Honolulu took five hours,
but we gained three hours crossikg time zones, so it was only mid-
night (instead.of 3 a.m.) when we landed.

Left Honolulu at 1 a.m. Sunday. Flight time to Auckland was about
nine hours, with two hours gained but a whole day lost, so that arrival
time in New Zealand was 8 a.m., local time, though my watch said 1 p.m.

There was a delay in Auckland; some kind of problem with the navi-
gating equipment., Departure time was 9:50 a.m.

Travel tiy:z bDetween Auckland and Sydaey is 2bout three hours, but
there's a loss of another two hours, so that we arrived, Sydney time,
at 11 a.m. Monday. Total elapsed time frem L.A,: 20 hours,

(And that period of darkness that I was concerned about lasted
just sbout 15 hours).

The flight wasn't just a matter of sitting and waiting. We
scemed to spend a lot of time eating. I lost track of the number of
tires they fed us, but somebody assured me later that it was four, and
I know it was at least that many meals., And they were meals, not
simply snacks. Rut they came at such odd hours -- breakfast at noon.
But maybe that's not so odd for some p-=ople,

There was a one-shot which helped pass the time for some of the
fans, and there was considerable confusion as to whose typewriter was
going around and whose stencils were being used. I was inadvertently
given credit for helping with the one-sliot (PiaieCon I), but I had
mothing at all to do with it real 1y,

I had brought my pertable t T
some vague notiop that 1 typewriter on ,
Al . .
tﬂerc mlg’ht be 7

aom and tjl)]

I had
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tunity and inclination to use it, but as it
happened I found none of those things, and so
my typewriter served as an unaeeded evd ua-
welcome footrest for the entire flight,

It was finally established pretty cer-
tainly that Alan Frisbie cf Cawbridee, Chio,
was the owner of the tynewriter and stencils,
but the person actually circulating them and
contributing even more to the confusion was
-- if I finally have his name right -- Lcuis
Elver Gray. Or maybe it really is L'Elver,
as it appears in the one-shot. Bcb Tucker
always spoke of him as "Elder Gray," and
I thought of him as the Gray Eminence,
or sometimes as Treebeard. Anyway, he
is a very gray person-- tall and cuiet, with
brooding eyes and a woeful countenance and
long gray beard and moustache, Woeful Prehistoric
countenance, That's from '"Man of La liancha,'
isn't it? That's not bad; there was something
of Pon Quixote about him, though in a rather shy
and retiring sort of way, generally. lie secemed to hover around the
fringes of the crowds, intent on the impossible dream of being in-
conspicuous,

kangaroo?

One of the proudest moments of the entire trip for me came during
the fairly early hours of that leng flight,

Bob Tucker and Rusty Hevelin were sitting together in the row
of seats directly in front of me. Tucker sat very very still for
the first couple of hours (I didn't realize until much later that
this was his very first flight), Lut eventualiy he did get up and
do a certain amount of wandering around and visiting. As he was
returning to his seat he stepped and spoke to me, (And remember
that I had never met Tucker, nor he me; I had no idea that he knew
who I was, and it didn't occur to me that there was any reason why
he should, though I had spotted him instantly and recognized him
without anyone having to point him out when he appeared at the
airport, but then I had seen pictures of him and heard descriptions).

"Hey, I saw you there at the airport," he said, speaking to me
as though he'd known me all his life, I didn‘t:know yet that he
speaks to everyone that way. "I wanted to at least say hello to
you then, but I was with a lady who was seeing me off, and I
couldn't leave her, but . ., . You know, just a few weeks ago in
Cincinnati I had the very great pleasure of announcing that the
winner of the first FAAn award for best fan writer was Don C.
Thompson."

I emitted a sort of squawk and said, ''Oh, you made the present-
ations? I did»'t even know that!" S

AN EXPLANATORY AND APOLOGETIC INTERLUDL

Yeah, about that FAAn Award . . . I really feel stupid.

The last issue of DON-o-SAUR was out around the middle of July,
wasn't it? The TFAAn awards were presented at Midwestcon around the
middle of June, right? DoS 42 had a long thing about my burning
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ambition to win a Hugo; but there was not a 51ng1° mention, anywhere
in the issue, indicating that I had zircady wén the FAAn Award,
Didn't you sort of wonder about that? I just hope no one thought
it was because I didn't even care about the FAAn Award, because I
did, And do, I'm very proud, znd very grateful, not only to those
who voted for me but to the people who worked so hard to set up the
awards (with scarcely a word of encouragement from me, though I did

approve of the idea) -~ !oshe Feder, Linda Bushyager, liike Glyer,
Bill Bowers, Harry Warner, Donn Brazier, Mike Glicksohn, Sam Long,
Jeff Smith, Don D'Ammassa,Darroll Pardce. . . And I'm particularly
grateful to Don D'Ammassa for publicly, in his own zine, urging
people who had nominated him to vote for me. Some apparently did,

The reason I didn't mention the award in the last Don-o-Saur, and
the reason I feel stupid is that I didn't know I had won until about
the first of August, It was my own stupid fault,

You see, I didn't nominate, That was bad enough, but then I
didn't vote, either, (I meant to, but the ballot got buried, and
by the time it surfaced the deadline was past). And so, by not in-
dicating that I wanted to learn who the winners were, I of course
did not learn until much later. There were a couple of early hints
(a postcard from Sheryl Birkhead that said simply: 'Congratulations!’
and some cryptic references in a couple of letters) but I dismissed
them when there was no immediate confirmation,

Eventually and somehow (I never did get the details), John and
Margaret Senatore of Pueblo delivered the trophy to Ted Peak and
Judith Brownlee; and they in turn delivered it to me.

At the September DASFA meeting we enacted a formal, five-second
presentation ceremony,

Thanks again to everyone involved -- not forgetting Randy Bathurst
for sculpting the perfect faan symbol!

~ AND NOW- BACK TO LIVE ACTION!

I was in the middle of a short conversation with Bob Tucker, but
with Tucker's permission I will skip the rest of it, okay? In fact,
I will skip over the rest of the Flight if I have at least managed
to convey the impression that it was a long flight.

Might also mention that I got virtually no sleep. I closed my
eyes occasionally and sometimes when I opened them there had been a
lapse of as much as 15 or 20 minutes, but I don't call that sleep.

The plane landed at 11 a.,m. Sydney time, and there was then the
business of standing in line t6 be checked thiough Australian customs,
but that didn't seem to take much time at all, The worst of the wait-
ing was over. And then we were being greeted by a flozk of Aussie
fans, including Robin Johnson (the ubiquitous}), Eric Lindsay, Ron
and Sue Clark, Kevin Dillon and several others. Shayne McCormack
might have been there too, ard I know that Ken Ozanne was, thcugh I
didn't manage to meet him until at the con. And then we were being
herded into buses and conveyed to the Hyatt Kingsgate Hotel.

I suppose the first thing any American visitor to Australia
notices is that people drive on the wrong side of the street, and
that the driver's seat of all vehicles is on the right., I thought
I had seen enough English movies to be able to accept that fact with
aplomb, but I confess to gxperiencing-.a‘'momentary.isense of panic
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when the bus pulled irto traffic, In fact, that mirror-image traffic
flow was the hardest thing for me to get used to during the entire
trip, even as a pedestrian (which I was most of the time). And it's
not only a matter of lcoking the wrong way in crossing streets. On
more than just a few occasions I almost ran into an embarrassing
situation in the form of a physical person who would be approaching
me on a collision course; and I would veer automatically to the right
and the native would veer automatically to his left. I nearly always
gave way first,

The Hyatt Kingsgate is a thoroughly Americanized hotel, as is the
Southern Cross in Melbourne. Perhaps a trifle more civilized, The
only significant difference between them and any expensive American
hotel was that they had a refrigerator and an electric coffee pot (or
teapot -~ a ceramic urn that heated water for instant coffee or for
tea bags) instead of a color TV. My room mate both in Sydney and at

the con was Jim Landau (of Arlington, Va., and he had also been ny
seat-mate on the plane), Jim is an ice-water drinker; I am a coffee
and tea drinker. So together we made good use of the hotel’ amenities.

It was still the middle of the day, Australian time, and only
early evening by my own watch, which I had kept on Los Angeles time
so I could measure just how long the trip took. I changed it now
to local time, And even though I had been without real sleep for
something like 36 hours, it felt like the middle of the day, and I
was not sleepy. So I went out ut for a walk.

I 'was pretty cautious at first, See, I have virtually no sense
of direction, (Well, sometimes I can tell up from down, but not
always, and anything more subtle than that is beyond my grasp). And
this was the first time in my whole long life that I had ever set
foct on the streets of a non-American city, That's literally true,
I was in Canada once as a teenager, but not in a city and not on
foot, Oxrdinarily I don't mind getting lost. Indeed, when I go out
walking in a strange city I expect to get lost. But it didn't seem
appropriate to begin this particular visit that way, so I made a
special effort to keep track of which way I turned and which way the
hotel was. And I did not get lost, Not this time.

Here are some of my initial on~foot impressions of Sydney.

The people look pretty much like the people in Denver or L.A.
The younger people wear jeans and have long hair and/or beards, and
the older men have short hair and wear suits and the older women
wear dresses, (But they talk like Australians; it's a very distinctive
accent, quite 2 bit different from the English accents--and I was
somewhat taken aback, later, when I overheard Australians talking
about my American accent).

There are a lot of little shops in the vicinity of the hotel --
jewelers, tailors, chemists, milk bars, coffee shops. . . I don't re-
menber all the different kinds, Yes, newsagents. Now, I knew that
British Commonwealth cities don't have drug stores-- that they're
chemist's instead --but I'd never seen them with my own eyes before.
And I never did really get used-to the idea that about the only things
you can get in a chemist shop are cosmetics and drugs,

The signs for all the little shops are of uniform size and shape,
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long, narrow wooden boards extending horizontally over the sidewalk,
not very high above head level, -

None of the firms' names include 'Inc,' Many of them, however,
have 'Pty. Ltd.' That stumped me for a while. 'Ltd.' was no prob-
lem. Everybody knows about Limited, But 'Pty'? Pity? Property?
Posterity? I wasn't going to ask. I manage to sound dumb enough
to most people even without asking a fot of dumb' questions. I was
prepared to go through life without ever knowing what 'Pty.' meant,
but a few days later I overheard Jack ‘Chalkeér use the term 'proprietary
limited' in a conversation with someone else.

The cars were sort of interesting, Not because of their differences
from American cars But because of the extreme similarity. Many of them
are American cars (only with the steering wheel on the right). I saw a
lot of Fords, Also a lot of Japanese models -- Toyotas, Datsuns,
Hondas., In fact about half the cars that I checked were either Am-
erican or Japanese; the other half had such names as Holden, Leyland,
Kingswood and torris. 1 learned later that the liolden is an Australian
car -- except that it isn't: it's owned by General Motors. There
weren't as many compact and very small cars as you can find in Denver.
tiore different kinds of minis, though.

Nor did I ever see adults riding bikes, either in Sydney or Mel-
bourne or in Auckland, They don't know about the energy shortage.

Only a short distance from the Kingsgate is a street known as 'The
Dirty Half-iiile.' 1It's a long block (though not that long) lined on
both sides of the street with pornography and sex aid device shops,
adult movie 'clubs,' and strip tease 'clubs' -~ possibly Sydney's
total supply of triple-X establishments; at least I never saw any
more of them anywhere else in the city. The places being there at
all surprised me a little, because some of the informational material
that I'd received about Australia indicated that censorship was
strict and that anyone bringing in prurient publications was in danger
of having them confiscated. (I was bringing in copies of DOii-0-SAUR,
is how come I happened to be alert to that item). I was somewhat
relieved to note that the sexual revolution was going on even here.

The sight of the Dirty Half Mile sent a recollection of Main Street
Los Angeles between First and Sixth flashing through my mind.

I don't know how long I wandered around, exploring the narrow lanes
that looked like they should be alleys but were lined with little
shops, each displaying its banner-like sign across the sidewalk --
areas that reminded me more than anything of some of the quainter
malls or large American shopping centers.

There was a bank near the hotel and I changed about 300 American
dollars into about 250 Australian dollars and was baffled by the
problem of how to fit the Aussie bills into my billfold.

Australian money is not just worth more than American, it is also
prettier and larger. That is, the larger bills are larger; all of
them are prettier, more colorful., It's a very sensible and convenient
arrangement, once you get used to it: Different denominations are
distinguished by different colors and by different sizes. But it does
mean that the oversize $20 bill does not fit neatly into a wallet
made to hold U.S. currency. I finally learned to fold them horizontally
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and just not carry very menv of them sround with me.

I was tired enough when I got back to my hotel room that I lay
down on the bed, wondering if I could really sleep until the follow-
ing morning and willing to bet that I could.

A gentle, almost hesitant ringing awcke me. So that's what the
telephone's Australian accent sounded like! A glance at my watch
surprised me with the information that 45 minutes had passed instant-
ly. I said, "hello'" in a cheerful, alert tone of voice,

It was Kevin Dillon calling to tell me that a group of fans was
going to A, Bertram Chandler's place for supper or a party and I was
invited if I'd care to come. I thought Kevin said something about
Chandler wanting to meet me, but then I thought I must have misunder-
stood, because Kevin talks rather rapidly and very softly and I was
°eldom quite sure that I was catching everything he said.

Anyway, I definitely wanted to meet Bertram Chandler, so I hurried
down to the lobby . . . and met him.

There seemed to be several clusters of fans as well as assorted
individuals drifting around aimlessly, but I spotted Kevin's black
bristly beard and wirey form and made my way to that group. Gail
Barton was there, too, and the Clarks, and Elver Gray among others,

At their center was a stiff, erect gentleman with a face graven from
ruddy marble, He
looked a lot Dlike

a sea captain,
somehow, When he

got a chance,

Kevin introduced

me to him, and A.
Bertram Chandler

said, "Ah, yes, Don
Thompson. Don-o-Saur.
I've been looking for-
ward to meeting you."

I still wasn't
quite sure that I'd
heard correctly, and I
had no idea how to re-
spond to a statement
like that, The only
thing I could think of
was that I had taken him
off the DON-0-SAUR mailing
list recently, having never
heard from him and not being at
all sure that he'd been receiving
it. I decided not to tell him
that.

The place where Chandler
took us -- it was within
easy walking distance over
some of the territory I
had covered earlier --
can scarcely be called sg”s
an apartment, and in fact

Scotfs influence
is strong in Australi:
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no one did call it that. It was a tiny room with an even tinier
kitchen off of _t. There was a desl arl typcwriter, bookcases and
a few chairs., The seven or eight fans filled the place to ovexrflow-
ing.

Chandler busied himself in the kitchen for a while and passed
around plates of stew and fried rice.

In a little while I was sitting on the floor beside A, Bertram
Chandler and listening to the plot details of his rew novel, which
takes place on an alternate time track in which Ned Kelley was not
captured but became the leader of Australia's war for independence;
and when the United States withdraws from Vietnam, Australia drops
atomic bombs on lianoi, thus setting off VWorld Var III, John Grimes
is involved in the book somehow.

Some time after that the party adjourned to Robin Johnson's room
in the liyatt, and continued until at least 1 a.m., which is when I
began to feel like I'd beei without sleep for 48 hours and decided
to try to remember what it felt 1like,

Some of the U.S. fans took a boat ride with Bert Chandler the
next day., I did not., e and I were on a first-name basis by then,
but that did not, as I saw it, mean I was under any obligation to
take a boat ride around the bay with him. Larly August is, after all,
still winter in Australia., DNow it was not a terribly harsh winter.
There was no snow, no ice, no howling winds. But there was light
rain now and again and overcast skies and the Australians spoke of
the temperature as ''oh, around ten or twelve degrees," and I don't
care if they didn't mean fahrenheit. Ten or twelve degrees is too
cold for me to be comfortable no matter what kind of scale you use,

Nevertheless I spent a major portion of the next day out of doors.
Jdot with a stiff sea breeze blowing the salt spray into my face, to
be sure; but still outside on a gray, overcast, chilly day, and me
without an overcoat most of the time. Uncomfortable, but not quite
miserable. And, remarkably, suffering no lasting ill effects at
all from the experience.

The temperature of Australia bothered me quite a lot. I spent a
great deal of time it seemed, both indoors and out, right at the
edge of extreme discomfort, wiping my nose, stamping my feet, rubbing
nmy hands together -- and just knowing that I would wake up with a bad
cold., Dut I never did. And it wasn't that there weren't bad colds
going around, Jim Landau, who was still my room mate in Melbourne,
came down with it early in tihe con and so did quite a few other Amer-
icans, I didn't, but I didn't go around gloating about it either.

I spent most of that second day in Australia with Kevin Dillon,
getting a guided tour of tlie downtown bLooksicps. There are many of
them, but book prices in Australia are high, and so I exercised re-
straint, both then and later. Gail was with us for the first half
of the day, and many of the books she collects are available only in
the English editions; her restraint was not as noticeable as mine.
After she left us to go see the zoo, I got to lug her flight bag
around; so I know.

It occurs to me that I don't know whether Kevin Dillon eats or
not, I never saw him do it. Gail and I had lunch at one of the
innumerable little milk bars that Australia has instead of hamburger
stands or cafes, and Kevin sat and talked with us, but did not eat.
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That evening, while Kevin and I waited fcr Gail to return from the zoo so
we could see her off on the nigat train to ileibcurne, we were joined at
our table in the train station cafeteria by an Australian businessman,
who fell into instant and effortless conversation with Kevin, though they
had never seen each other before. I watched in utter fascination as the
busiressman consumed his entire plateful of roast beef,. -mashed potatoes,
gravy and assorted vegetables without the upside down fork ever leaving
his left ‘hand or the knife his right; and he shot occasional:apprehens-
ive glances at me as I fumbled my implements back and forth between
hands, And Kevin sat and talked to both of us, but did not eat, and
seemed not to notice that we were.

Gail arrived and reclaimed her book bag and then was gone again, Kevin
is a proof reader in a government office and was due at work, so he left,
after giving me careful directions on how to get to the rinht place to
catch the right bus to get back to klngs Cross., I thanked him profusely
for everything and assured him I wouid have ro trouble, ‘

And I didn't. I got lost immediately, with no effort at'all, And
I had the first of several long, long walks by myself that, taken to-
gether, constitute one of the important aspects of my Australlan trip.

I walked for perhaps two hours this first time, beginning in well-lighted
downtown streets with both auto and pedestrian traffic fairly brisk,
but then, setting my sights on tall buildings that I thought to be in
the direction of the hotel area, I soon found myself in dimmer regions,
with fewer people and fewer cars. I lost sight of the tall buildings
and for a while relied entirely upon my own infallibly erroncous sense
of misdirection until I turned a corner and saw, startlingly only a

few blocks away, surprisingly large, the Sydney Operz House, with the
Harbor Bridge visible beyond it; and I knew that I'd walked many blocks
beyond where I should have turned for the hotel. But it was sort of an
awesome, ecrie sight, seeing the Opera House, bathed in light, at such
close range, arnd I stood and admired it for a while, following the
graceful overlapping of its half-shells and thinking of the wry joke
that Bert Chandler had unsmilingly dropped into the party last night:

"There are three hours difference between Sydney and Melbourne,
you know. Yes, our 200, our bridge, and our opera house,"

I'm trying to figure out why I think that long walk, and the others
like it, were important. No, I know their importance; but I'm not sure
how much of an effort I should make to try to express it. My literary
conscience and I have been having a debate, I've been arguing thusly:

"Keep it simple and straightforward, just a chronological con and
trip report-- a factual, journalistic account. Tell what you did and
who you met, Use a lot of names, That's what people want to read.

Forget that crap you told Glicksonn about being subjective and impression-
istic. Just go ahead and write it the way you've been doing -- the way
it happened."

And it looked like I was winning the argument for a while, though
the writing has been progressing very slowly and I've had to force my-
self to confront the typewriter. And now my lit, consc. has definitely
begun to assert itself:

"Of course the writing has been tough and slow; you haven't been
writing about the important things, the inner reality of things. There'll
be a couple of dozen chronological-factual con/trip reports; do that if
you want to; one more or less can't hurt, But try to remember why you
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started doing Don-o-Saur in the first place. It was not, if you recall,
to fulfill the expectations of som°01e else. It was an opportunity to
write what you wanted to write,

Okay. All very true. So I'll compromise. The walks are importanrt,
so T'11 tell about them in as much detail as necessary to try to convey
their importance, but at the same time I'll try to tell abeut the other
aspects of the trip, Because I do have a certain obligation. As a
responsilble journalist I must, to some extent, have some regard for the
expectations of my readers.

(Conscience is a terrible thing, too -- either literary or journalist-
ic; or both).

Part of the importance of those long walks in Australia and New Zea-
land was a purely physical thing. In the month before the trip I had
developed the habit of taking long bike rides every other day or so. It
was the closest thing to physical exercise thet I had subjected myself
to in a good many years, and I was a little surprised to discover that I
still had enough muscle left in my legs even to ache. By the first wcek
of August my legs were accustomed to some fairly vigorous exertion near-
ly every aay. And by the end of that seccond day in Sydney they were
feeling the lack of it,

So partly the walks were just to keep my legs from atrophying. But

it was more than that,

I flew to Melbourne, with a sizable group of visitors who had chosen
not to make the trip by train., (I didn't decide until practically the
last minute, so it cost me more than if I had planned ahead as most of
the others had, but that was all right, 1I'd refused to do any planning,
so I was prepared to pay for it. (And in fact I probably came out ahead.
Many cof the Amexicans, including Bob Tucker znmd Rusty Hevelin, had bought
rail passes for about $100, with the idea of doing a lot of traveling by
train and saving a lot of money, Unfortunately they hadn't clearly under-
stood the implications of "school holidays"™ a term meaning that all the
school kids and their families take train rides for a week -- and they
have had reservations for months in advance. So the passes are no good
if you can't get bookings. It didn't bother me, because I had not come
all the way to Australia just to dc more traveling,

Almost the first thing I did after checking into the Southern Cross
Hotel in Melbourne was to go out for a walk, Not a very long walk, and
not with any hope or expectation of getting lost. I just wanted to get
an idea of what the city was like and what was within walking distance.
One of the earliest impressions I got was thet ilelbourne, in spite of
its efficient and attractive (and quite economical) streetcars (or trams),
was a less interesting city than Sydnsy. And that was confirmed by later
observations, vut remember that my observations were from a pedestrian
point of view and pretty much limited to just the downtown areas of both
cities. Neither city is quite flat, but Sydney has more and steeper
ups and downs; Melbourne has just one noticeably low portion in the
downtown area -- like a sheet of paper held in both hands and sagging
in the middle, Downtown ielbourne is laid out neatly in a symmetrical

rid of blocks and streets and alleys (only the alleys are called "Little"
strects, having the same name as onre cf the nearby 'big" two~way streets;
and the traffic in the little streets is one-way, and the streets are
lined with shops of all kinds,



DON-0-SAUR 17

Well, no. Not all kinds. If leilourne has a sin section or a dirty
half mile or a skid row, I never came across it in my travels on foot.
All the stores and shops, all the buildings, all the neighborhoods that
I saw in Melbourne seemed clean and wholesome and new, Dull.

My roommate, Jim Landzu, is a railroad nut, and so he had gotten the
tramway timetables and scinedules, and during the five days we were in
lelbourne he explored the city thoroughly via streetcar until the cold
immobilized him. But he didn't tell me much about the outlying neighbor-
hoods; he was very excited about having been to the rail spur extending
farthest south in all Australia. Or was it the whole world?

I did take a number of long walks in Melbourne, both in daylight
and at night, but I wasn't able to get lost, I didn't cover as much
territory as I did in Sydney and later in Auckland, nor did they have
the same emotional or spiritual (or whatever) significance. On my
final day in Melbourne -~ lemme see, that would have been Tuesday, Aug.
19; the con was really all over on Sunday and then on Monday, having
nothing else special to do and not quite realizing where we were going,

I joined an all-day excursion by train to Balarat, which turned out to

te a typical Old-West mining town like we've got hundreds of in Colorado,
but the train ride was interesting even though uncomfortably cold (spent
that entire day in the company of Bill [uxham, a quiet Aussiefan who, not
for anything special except the generousity of his own heart, presented
me, Bob Tucker, Rusty and liike Glicksohn with mint commemorative Austral-
ian half dollars , . . '

That final day in Melbourne (as I started to say), I had intended
to take the morning train back to Sydney, but I was so tired after get-
ting back from Balarat that I wasn't sure I could get up and organized
early enough in the morning, and so I booked a sleeping compartment for
the following evening.

I did sleep fairly late Tuesday (following the deadest dead dog
party on record -- Tucker's ''smo-o-o-th'' routine was conducted in whispers
but I was out of the hotel with all my luggage transferred by taxi to
the train station by noon.

And I spent virtually the rest of the afternoon -- until about 5:30--
walking, explcring thz downtown area of the city, confirming my early
suspicions that it was impossible to get lost, and learning that it's
almost impossible to walk out of the downtown area, bordered as it is
by train stations, harbor and freeway. Late in the afternoon I found
myself on a street that showed promise of angling away from downtown,
but I decided it would be unwise to get lost then and so I cut back to
the station, tired, my leg muscles nicely numb and my feet screaming
in anguish with each step (because the one pair of shoes I'd brought were
not my walking shoes), but neither exhausted nor intoxicated from walking.

(Keep that word intoxicated in mind; it's a clue to the importance
of the walks; or maybe it says it all),

That train ride was thoroughly enjoyazble, one of the most pleasant
experiences of the entire trip in some ways.

My opinion of Australian trains had not been very high just on the
basis of the Balarat visit. The cars we occupied were approximately
a hundred years old, to begin with, and though they were quaintly com-
partmented, European style, we learned on the return trip that they are
unheated., Well, except for a sort of metal log that's placed in the
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middle of the floor of the compartment to be used as a footrest, I was
impressed by the fact that the logs did actually emanate a little warmth,
and by the fact that they were still warm at the end of the long trip.
I would have been more favorably impressed if they had radiated more
warmth.

But those sleeping cars on the Southern Aurora were something else.
A far cry from the Pullman sleeper cars that were the epitome of American
railroad luxury when I was a child, the Aurora compartments are master-
pieces of efficiency and economy. (Economy of space utilization, I mean;
the fare was about the same as for a plane ticket, but well worth it).
Each snug little cubicle has its own fold-down wash basin and toilet
stool, closet space, table space in front of the seat if you want to sit
up writing, as I did for several hours; finally finished that letter to
tlae Strelkov; and a seat that that folds down instantaneously into a
deliciously comfortable bed. It was a perfect atmosphere for writing --
absolute privacy and no distractions except the gentle rocking of the
train -- but along about midnight the train was rocking me to sleep, and
I was glad the bed was so effortlessly available. I woke up several
times, just enough to realize where I was, to listen to the rhythmic
clatter of the train, and to smile blissfully as it rocked me back to
sleep., I could feel that I was getting my money's worth,

That next day involved a lot of walking, too--more than I wanted to
do--and for the first time I began to feel downright exasperated with
myself,

My tentative plan was to get a cheap hotel room as close to the train
station as possible, and then . . . well, nothing special until the week-
end, when I definitely intended to visit Eric Lindsay in Faulconbridge.
lieantime I had some names and numbers of people in Sydney. I wanted,
absolutely, to see Ron Graham's fabulous coliection, if nothing else,

But first, pet a hotel room.
I put all the luggage except my briefcase in a locker and set out on
foot. I knew there would be no trouble. I could see
a half dozen hotel signs right from the station,
What I didn't then realize (and it took a while
for me to figure it out) was that in Australia
not all hotels are actually hotels. Some are
just pubs -- bars; drinking establishments,
Unless a hotel sign also says something about
accommodations, or unless it specifies '"private
hotel'" the chances are that you can't get a
room there. o one told me that; I figured
it out on my own, but not before I had done a
lot of walking around, carrying a briefcase that
got heavier and heavier. I got lost and didn't
want to take a room not knowing where I was. I
found my way back to the station and studied a
listing of nearby hotels (with rooms) and de-
cided on a specific one on Elizabeth street,
only five minutes walk from the station.
After half an hour I decided I was lost again,
and that's about the time I started getting
exasperated with myself.
I could have uasked somebody, you're saying?
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Or simply hailed a taxicab and given tiie driver the address? That's
what any sensible person would do?

I suppose so. But that just isn't the way I do things. I may not
have any sense, but I've got principles, and one of those principles
is that I won't ask directions unless I've been lost for several days.

Sydney's an easy city to get lost in. I liked Sydney. DBut the area
around the station is sort of a slum; I was a bit hesitant about moving
into just any of the with-rooms hotels close by; but finally, nearing
exhausticn, I went into the ilansion House (on Elizabeth street and only
about three blocks away from the one I had started out looking for,as I
learned later) and booked a room for two nights at about $6 a night.
After I'd paid, the desk clerk told me, "Your room's on the seventh
floor but the 1lifts are out and the repairmen ere on strike. You'll
have to use the stairs or take the pgoods 1lift."

I suppose I could have demanded my money back and found a better
hotel, or I could have selected a good hotel to begin with. There was
no reason at all, financial or otherwise, for me to move into the
cheapest place I could find. I can't even claim that curiousity to
find out what a real Australian hotel was like drove me to it. 1I'd
already spent one night in a real Australian hotel and I hadn't been
that crazy about it.

(That second day in Sydney, Kevin Dillon helped me move out of the
Kingsgate llyatt and into a cheaper hotel across the street almost; so
when I finally got ny bearings that evening walking back from the train
station, after I'd had that somehow-mystical vision of the Sydney opera
house, when I went home it was to the Imperial Hotel, not the Kingsgate.
And the Imperial was considered still a rather nice hotel: the lifts
worked, and breakfast was included in the $12 price tag, but even there
the rooms were unheated -- at least I thought they were unheate<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>