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It would be far more honest to call this a summary and not a report, in 
seven weeks so much can happen, and did happen, that it would take a full 
size doorstopper novel to recount everything properly. My first intention 
was to write about each day and what happened in a chronoligical order 
with nothing omitted but after I'd written about forty thousand words 
of first draft with only a handful of days covered it became only too 
obvious that I was taking the wrong approach. John Berry and his trip 
report "The Goon Goes West" was partly to blame for this for though it is 
not the best piece of fan writing I have seen it is most likely the most 
interesting and I felt that I should do no less of a good job than he.
However John had been in the United States for three weeks and we had 
spent seven weeks there if I included the couple of days leading up to 
the trip. On an average I found that I was writing five thousand words 
on each day and a quick mental calculation led me to the conclusion that 
continuing that way would occupy about a quarter of a million words. I 
had no intention of writing that much, not to mention publishing it, so 
there had to be another solution.
This report and the manner in which it is presented is that solution, not 
the best possibly but I leave it up to others to imagine what else I 
could have done. As I survey the stack of stencils that are the virgin 
report I can only feel sorry for all that is left out of it, mostly the 
little incidents which should have been mentioned and would not fit the 
format. I also wifh that there were more larger articles but in the 
time and space limitations that was not possible. There is simply no 
way possible of giving a full expression of those glorious seven weeks 
and I beg you to take this as a humble token and some attempt to repay 
the kindness of every fan who made the trip possible.

Leigh Edmonds
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Introduction . ■
Valma was having a shower and I was walking through the lounge room on the way to my 
typer with vague thoughts of a SAPS contribution when the telephone rang. I grabbed 
the receiver since I was right ndxt to it. •' • *
’’Hello Leigh" .came the voice from the other end.
"Bello Lesleigh", I replied and right then I knew that we had won DUFF, there could 
be no other reason for.Lesleigh ringing, she certainly would not have rung me to say 
that Paul had won, it would have put me in a bad temper, the telephone conversation 
with Lesleigh didn’t last long, what with the cost of international calls, and we 
rang Robin to tell him the good news. He was delighted for us but wanted to know 

. if we had made any plans because we’d have to have out tickets paid for ■
in only a week and a bit. '

When the idea of Standing for DUH had coma up Valma and 
I had thought very seriously about whether she should go with me. In the end we 
decided that she should since even with the money from DUFF I would be laying out a 
fair bit of money and if we saved a lot harder we could both afford to go and 
probably spend a lot more time travelling around together. And if I didn’t win there 
is always a lot that^an be bought with a thousand or so dollars which would help me 
forget my woes; , ,,,

With the tickets in our hands in the middle of June it seemed like 
ages before we would be leaving. All the sane there were a million and one things 
that had to be done and they helped pass the time. As well there was OZCON 
coming up and even though I’m by nature a publishing fan the locals seem to think that 
I should do my share of organising. When I pointed but that I was a publishing fan • 
they said that was alright and set me to doing- their publications. .

We began counting 
off the days, when we were in the forties it seemed as if the trip would never come 
but slowly we worked our way down through the thirties and then the twenties and 
we began to realise the magnitude of what we were about to undertake. John Breden 
and Stephen Solomon were talked into sharing but flat while we were away, more to 
look after our cats Spot & Bill, but also aU the other stuff we seemed to have and 
which we would not have liked to be stolen or anything.
In the last ten or so days we could hardly contain ourselves any longer and though 
life went on much as it always had there was always in the backs of our minds that 
very soon we were off on our holiday diich was to be not only that but much more. It 
is one thing to go off and visit a strange land on the other side of the world, it 
is another thing to knojw that over there we would meet a lot of people who we only 
knew by name but who would soon become real people with voices and faces.

............................ And the 
last few days dragged by......



LEONARDO 47 (or something like that)

from Leigh Edmonds, PO Box 74, Balaclava, Victoria 3183, Australia, 
to MINNEAPA
through Mike Wood 16/8//-+

Today is the last workday I have to put up with for the next seven weeks, the idea 
has a certain attraction in it. Tonight I don't go home after work, I pop straight 
along to the Victoria Hotel for the 13th Australian Science Fiction Convention. That 
takes up this weekend and then on Monday we go to Brisbane and then on Tuesday we re 
off to visit you all.

I've got MINNEAPAS 46 and 47 which I have barely had time to 
read so there won't be any comments on them at the moment, if I feel really 
energetic when we get back I might tackle them then, but that's in the lap of the 
ghods. As you may imagine things are quite hectic about here with all the things 
that have to be done before we leave, and nothing too exciting has happened in the 
last week except for getting boozed on Tuesday with some friends who came over to 
give us some tips on what to do and what not to do in Honolulu and San Francisco 
(though I doubt that we need to worry much about what to do at the latter city). On 
Wednesday it was the regular Degraves evening, but we didn't stay there as long as 
we usually do (though Henry d'Degraves turned on some' free booze) and got home early 
whereupon Valma talked me into getting to bed early for a change to catch up on a 
couple of weeks sleep. It did me a power of good but I think that I could do with a 
dozen early nights to get back to normal. And early nights are about the last 
things I expect to be getting in the forseeableffuture.

Mr Nixon has caused me a 
severe annoyance since I thought it was most untimely of him to resign at such an 
early stage. I reckon he could have held on another couple of weeks so that his 
highly applauded resignation would have taken place when we were in Washington. It 
would have given us so much more to talk about when we got back. Now all we have to 
look forward to is President Ford who hasn’t been caught out as having done something 
evil just yet, though somebody will probably dredge up something sooner or later. 
Also it means that we'll be arriving just at the time when there is nothing particul
arly exciting happening with the media so getting a look at a colour tv set won't 
have the educational value which we had hoped it might. Still, I suppose that I 
should congratulate Americans in general for the fine conclusion to the Watergate 
business and I hope that Nixon does get prosecuted because the case shouldn't be 
left up in the air. If it is then Nixon may really become a martyr, if he is found 
guilty in the end then following generations will know for sure that events went the 
right way.
Hi from Valma - I just happened to come up while Leigh was typing this - so he has 
taken over my comic and given me the typewriter. Trouble is I'm just too damn 
tired to think let alone type so I shall see you all when we get there. I left our 
half packed suitcase open last night and Billy tried to stow away with us. If there 
is one thing I love it's packed clothes a la cat hair. Love, Valma.
And so Valma goes back to reading the comic (which is a Scrooge McDuck one by the 
way, just in case you thought we were into those real horrible comix that most comix 
fans like). Since we learned that we’ve won DUFF we've been buying up two of every 
Walt Disney comic that comes out, one for us and one to take with us. Not that the 
stories are much better than what you get but because of the way they are printed. 
When Lesleigh was out here in 1972 she was quite impressed with our comix collection, 
because they are printed in Australia on shiny paper all the way through, not that 
good a quality really but once I saw the things that pass for Walt Disney comix in 
America and they look most unattractive.

Anyhow I guess you'll find out what I mean 
soon enough. And since we have to go off to the bank now I’ll only have time for 
one page and this is the last line.

KAPUT

I 

h
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they are George Turner, John Foyster

It may hot have been at OZCON but John Foyster and I had the following little bored 
conversation at one Melbourne convention or another* .
Jolirit Why do we come to these things? ,

Leigh! I dunno. .
Johns I don’t know either.
That was sometime during the afternoon while the programme was droning away down in 
the body of the Ballroom at the Victoria and the trufans were gathered up in the 
entrance area where they mumbled quietly to each other for fear of disturbing the 
audience and bringing down the wrath of the organiser on them (even if he would have 
dearly loved to have been up there with them).

After a few years all Australian 
conventions get to seem the same, with the limited, number of speakers and panelists 
to call on you soon get to hear all that any particular person has to say - unless 

or, maybe., Bruce Gillespie, 
So why go to a . 

convention which you know in advance is going to 
bore you silly? For the times when you aren't 
going to be bored. Obvioilsly... the parties. 
The first film on the evening programme was the 
almost obligatory entry at any convention, the 
Star Trek Episode. This one was the one where 
Kirk and Spock get shot back through time to the 
Universal City backlot, circa 1930, where they 
prevent time from getting changed or something 
along those lines.' I'd seen it atleast four 
times before but maybe I’m a sucker for time 
travel stories. Everybody cheered at the 
appropriate moments and Shayne McCormack, a 
trekkie from way back, went "Yaaah Spock" and 
it was all quite enjoyable.

The next cinematic 
delight was to be "Destroy all Monsters", the 
kind of film that those who're not yet ten or the 
blatantly young-at-heart enjoy. There was some 
sort of contest being run with the film, the 
point being to count how many cities were 
destroyed and how many monsters got it. Despite 
my wish to see the film through t thought I’d 
maybe make like a convention attendee and go to 
see if there was a party somewhere, only it is 
a long standing Australian tradition that there 
are only one or two and they’re underpopulated 
until the- films end. So a few of us went up to 
the .room that Eric and Shayne were sharing where 
we discovered, to our horror, that there was 
plenty to drink but not too many things to drink 
it out of. Paul Anderson and I had to share the 
same glass. . ■ .

The two beds in the room were up 
against the two walls pointing towards the corner 
where there was a cupboard and shelf , arrangement. 
Shayne and I sat on one bed and talked about 
DUFF, overseas fans and Roger Zelazny. On the
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other bed sat Robin Johnson and Eric who 
was sprawled back, glass in hand, telling 
of his overseas adventures to an admiring 
audience seated on the floor at his feet. 
He was impressive and the story of how he 
went to Philadelphia thinking it was 
Pittsburgh (or the other way about) held 
his audience completely captive while Robin 
chuckled to himself« he’d probably done the 
same thing himself o’n.e' time but wasn’t 
going to let on.

Various people came and a 
few went.

The film ended and Valma came up 
to the room, but Shayne was showing the 
strain of the bus ride from Sydney and 
needed some sleep so we adjourned to one 
of the rooms occupied by those mad Adelaide 
fans. Bodies were stacked on the beds, 
the chairs, the floor, it was a small room

o W cat’ey ft
£ O'W W

but an amazing number managed to fit in.
The conversation was exceedingly entertain
ing with the highest class of wit and 
comment flying about. In such a small room 
it was impossible to break down into small 
groups and talk so we turned ourselves into a gag making factory in which everyone 
participated. There was only one problem, nothing to drink. There was water and a 
couple of cans of lemonade, big deals. The party looked as if it would pass away 
through excessive thirst, no decent party can last long dry, the greater the 
lubrication the more enjoyable the socialising.

And then, just as all seemed lost,
there was a knock at the door. It was Carey Handfield and Ken Ford, nice enough 
people in themselves but they bore before them one of those cardboard casks of wine. 
To say that they were welcomed with open arms would be a gross understatement.

We asked
them how they’d found us. It was simple they said, they just walked along the halls 
of the hotel stopping every few yards to listen, and they tracked us down by the 
noise we were making. I might add that the Victoria Hotel is known in the country 
districts as the place to stay in Melbourne. And you know what country folks are 
like, early to bed and all that.

The cask was punctured and the wine began to flow. 
About then we realised that we had a problem not unlike the one we’d had earlier on 
in the evening, nothing to drink from. However this time we seemed to be in slightly 

• more innovative company and people drank out of whatever was handy. One fan kept 
himself lubricated from a small teapot.

But Valma and I had to go home and rest up for 
the DUFF trip so we took our leave soon after.
The next day^ as usual, the evening was going to be rounded off by a couple of films, 
I felt more socially than visually inclined so I went along with Carey and Ken to 
their room where, together with a couple of others we sat about, Peter Millar and I 
discussed what we were going to do overseas. Shayne was in her room and rang down to 
the room we were in inviting us up, but we didn't feel like moving and issued a 
counter offer. But she didn't feel like moving. Later she rang again with another 
invitation but we only issued another counter invitation, perhaps if there'd been 
another room available we could have compromised and met there. The urge came upon 
us to play cards, but nobody had a pack. Then we remembered that Shayne had some 
but we doubted she'd let us have them unless we went to her room. We rang anyhow - 
and the conditions were just as we had expected but after ten minutes of desperate 
pleading she agreed to let Peter Darling bring them down to us. "Thank you, thank 
you Shayne" we went as we kissed her hand over the phone.
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Later there were Ken, Carey, Peter, John.Foyster, myself and goodness knows who 
else playing poker on the floor. Quite suddenly the room began to fill with people 
which meant that the films must have finished. Several new people were dealt into 
the game but many more congregated about the room and insisted cn getting to the 
refrigerator where the booze was by standing right in the middle of our floor level 
card table. We dedicated card players were not amused but not distracted too much 
from our game either.

The party was only just beginning to find its voice when there 
was a knock at the door. Unusual since the door was already open. It was.the under- 
assistant-nightmanager and he Wanted us to keep quiet, though if he'd taken a good 
look at the number of people packed into the room he would have known it was impossible. 
All the same people went quiet for a while but gradually became noisier again.

• • ■ ■ • Even more
people were somehow fitting themselves in and by the time the under-assistant knocked 
again the party was a mad house and he had to shout to make himself heard, .

6 . • ■ ■ ■ ■1 At first I
think he thought he was going to order us to stop the party, but thirty or forty sets 
of glaring fannish eyes must have unnerved him so instead he said that we really 
shouldn't have been making so much noise, that he didn’t want to stop us enjoying 
ourselves so he’d open up one of the small function rooms and we could party on there. 
We were collectively grateful, but probably not as much as he was when we went 
quietly, -

Valma had gone downstairs to pick up something she'd left there and.so I went 
down to tell her of the change of venue. The convention room was a mess, bheer cans 
everywhere (which was a no-no since the hotel, so we had learned, was dry and didn t 
appreciate such things). Paul Stevens and Valma and a few others were madly trying 
to make the place look more respectable before some hotel staff member happened 
across the scene of the crime, and we didn't get the clean up finished a moment too 
soon, the last piece of incriminating evidence was disposed of just before the under
assistant made an appearance. . • •

Later, back up at the relocated party things were going 
well. Fans were sprawled all over the place, the piano in the corner was being put 
to good use and the poker game had installed itself into a little side room where, a 
year and a half earlier, the trufans pf Melbourne had played poker for two days with 
fanzines as stakes. I was dealt back into the game but it was no longer the harmless 
little game I'd left, directly across the table sat Pedr Gurteen who was good, not 
that luck had much to do with it, he was efficient. There was a cold fire in his 
eyes as he played and it only took on that characteristic twinkle of amusement as he 
raked in the pot, which was not quite every hand. I had thought that John Foyster was 
good, he plays like a mathematician who has studied the odds, but with Pedr playing 
he was reduced to the same level as the rest of us, bumbling idiocy. .

"How did you learn to play so well?" some poor fool asked.
"I learned in the Marines, humans," he replied as he pulled in yet another handful of 
money. Pedr often refers to people as "humans" and the way he says it makes, you 
glad that he bothers to speak to you at all. And when he said "Marines" we knew he 
didn't mean the US marines and there's only one group worse than them and that’s the 
Royal Marines. After that it was a wonder that we didn't simply hand over our money . 
and go home.

Soon, though, it was about two and Valma and I reminded each other that 
we'd have to go home soon. A while later we reminded each other again and I said 
we'd go as soon as I lost all the money I had on the table, which surely wouldn't 
last more than another three hands the way things were going. My estimate was about 
right and, as with the night before, we stole out through the darkened lobby, 
searched out a taxi and went home. ,
The last event of the convention was to be a Great Wall of China at one of the local 
Chinese restaurants, but before that the convention had to be officially closed and 
after it there was to be a party hosted by Lee Harding and Irene Pagram. Valma and I 
were in two minds about going to either the Great Wall or the party, with less than 
twenty-four hours before we were to leave there still seemed to be an unlimited n'umber
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of things that had to be done. In the end we decided to go to the Great.Wall and not 
the party, probably a wise decision because we would need as much sleep as we.could 
get before the real fun be. rn. Looking up my copy of the programme I saw.the Great 
Wall began at 6 and rang Valma to let her know that Stephen Solomon would be taking 
his electronic equipment to our place and that he'd be able to get.her back into the 
city . Then I went back to the convention and listened while Lee Harding talked about 
the Writer's Workshop which had apparently been a great success. David Grigg's story 
had been chosen as the equal best with John Alderson. David wasn't there to accept 
the congratulations, he was feeling poorly and had gone home to rest up for the 
evenings festivities. > •

With the convention officially closed - "You can go home now" - 
the ballroom quickly emptied, all except us poor hard working committee members and 
helpers who had to clean up the mess. The art show had to be dismantled, the drawing 
pins put back in their box and somebody found who owned the slide projector. There 
was paper everywhere and the other usual junk, the problem was (as always) not the 
time taken in picking it up but trying to find somebody who wanted it. Throwing it 
all into the rubbish bin would have been a good idea but the bins were already full.
But, the place finally looked as if the convention had never happened, it's always a 
little bit strange to see a convention hotel when all the fans have left. There were 
still a few of us still waiting about though for somebody to come and pronounce the 
word that would be the end of it. A discussion developed about naval tactics, why the 
Japanese lost the Battle of Midway, the value of the new angle deck carrier/cruiser 
and tactics for knocking out missile armed submarines in the Pacific and Indian 
Oceans.

"What time is it} Anne?"
"Ten to Six."

"We may as well go up to the Great Wall 
then."

There was an open flagon of some white wine, whoever had opened it hadn't drunk 
much and it still seemed to be okay so somebody hid it under their jacket to keep it 
from the prying eyes of the hotel staff as we passed through the lobby and we walked 
up Swans ton Street to the restaurant. Up the stairs, through the door and the 
convention was, after all, still alive and in full swing. Maybe even more alive. At 
tables everywhere fans sat in groups of eight, the place was full of them. Valma had 
saved a space for Paul Stokes and I so we sat and waited, helping ourselves to the 
wine from the flagon and sampling the home brew 
of a couple at our table. The food, when it 
came, was not as delicious or as large in 
quantity as we'd had at the previous fan Great 
Wall but it was thoroughly enjoyable. We had to 
explain to some people that half the point of a 
Great Wall is being messy, the judgement of 
whether the meal had been enjoyed was the amount 
of bleach they had to use to get the table cloths 
white again, even though the place we were at had 
spoiled the spirit of the evening by using red 
table cloths*. One woman at our table was not 
impressed, disgusted in fact, by the messy 
delight we took with our food, for a moment I 
felt like making some sarcastic comment, but I 
was enjoying our neo-barbarity too much to get 
worked up about it.

There were maybe six or seven 
courses which lasted a couple of hours, the 
service wasn't exceptional so the courses weren’t 
timed with the precision that can make a meal 
like that something to remember for years, but 
neither was the price which was just short of 
cheap, by which I mean that a pie and _ . with
sauce is considerably cheaper but you don* t



normally order those at a Chinese restaurant.
We could have caught a tram home but John 

Litchen offered us a ride in the back of his van, along with many others. They were 
going to Lee & Irene's party but it's only a short walk to our place from there. We 
said goodbye to the people left, went out to the van and climbed in. Driving along 
was strange, not being able to see the road or the buildings, only the street lights. 
Even though we knew where we should have been going we could have been anywhere. 
We were in our own little world where we told our funny stories aiid cracked our own

1 jokes. After a while the van pulled to a halt and the engine stopped so we guessed 
that we had arrived. • • ■

Valma and I went into the party very briefly, to say goodbye to 
everybody there and then went home to an early bed. Today Australia - tomorrow the 
World (America anyhow).

7



and other people who’d been

In the beginning my parents drove Valma and I to 
Melbourne Airport where our first flight left from. 
We arrived early. Melbourne airport is pretty much 
like any other airport, I enjoy going there because 
I love aeroplanes and maybe because I did my little 
bit to get the airport built *• not much mind you, 
just pushing files and sometimes adding up columns 
of figures but it's a little bit of job satisfact
ion. As we were going to discover later there is 
something else which made Melbourne airport a nice 
place to be, we knew where things were.

Robin Johnso _ _
overseas told us a lot about baggage weight so we were worried that maybe we'd be 
overweight, we had no idea how heavy our luggage might be so we'd packed lightly 
(relatively, for living out of a suit case for seven weeks means the case has to be 
pretty big) and hoped we'd come inside the limit. The man at the counter took our 
case without a murmer so we reckoned we'd passed the test. Then the four of us went 
down and got seat allocations and settled down waiting for the time to pass.

My 
mother and I invented a game to play at Valma's expense. There were various airline 
officials walking around in their uniforms, some had impressive braid work on their 
sleeves so I'd say to my mother, "Look, he's only got one stripe, he can't be a, 
very good pilot," and she'd reply that the one over there had three bands so he'd be 
a lot better. We tried to figure out which man was going to be the pilot and 
Valma's hopes rose and fell as we speculated and men with various numbers of stripes 
walked in our direction and then kept on going*

Valma was about to beg us to stop 
playing the silly game when a familiar face appeared, Shayne McCormack who had 
stopped after OZCON a little bit and was going back to Sydney. Shayne sympathised 
with Valma and so we weren't allowed to play the game any more. I couldn't understand 
why anybody would worry but maybe some people get more nervous than others about 
flying, and I reckon I hadn't been on a 'plane for years but Valma and Shayne had 
flown much more recently so I should have been the worried one. I reckon that there 
are some people who just don't have the right faith in technology.

Our flight was 
called finally so we gathered up our hand luggage and said goodbye as we went through 
the door that led down the aerobridge into the aeroplane. The first thing I 
noticed was how cramped everything was, six seats across in a Boeing 727 might be 
alright for somebody under ten but for a big grown up fan the arrangement isn't 
horribly comfortable. Shayne had a seat a few rows back but for all the good it 
did us she may as well not have been there at all. The last time I'd flown was in 
1968 in a HS 125 (a bizjet) up to Sydney and back. The HS 125 was very much smaller 
but then again it had only six passengers so it didn't seem so cramped. For a while 
I wished I was back on that small aeroplane as I struggled to fit myself into my 
seat with the minimum amount of discomfort but I really couldn't have afforded it, 
so I had to be happy with what I had, and I was.

From the window seat I had a good 
view of the wing and watched the ailerons wobble as the pilot tested them. There 
was a slight jar as the tug attached itself to the plane and we slowly began to be 
backed out from the terminal. My parents had found the observation deck and were 
waving, we waved back though we doubted if they could see us or know who it was 
that was waving if they could see.

The hosties gave their little safety talk, 
reassuring people that nothing could possibly go wrong but in the incredibly slight 
possibility that anything did this was what to do. They did their job so well it 
was a pity that their public address system wasn't working very well and we
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could hardly hear them. Then they turned their nerve calming muzak up to full volume 
and the plane taxied out towards the runway, the flaps gradually extended. k •

• . . The engines
ran up to full power while we were still taxiing and the plane ran out onto the 
runway without stopping to line, up and hurtled forward. .

. . Then we were flying.
. . The ground

dropped away, the wheels clunked as they retracted and we went up like a rocket. 
The ground dropped further .below and the clouds gradually floated down to us, several 
layers of them until the sun was no longer obscured. For the next hour I sat gazing 
down at the earth as we flew north towards a short stop in Sydney. The clouds 
gradually got thicker until there was no possibility of seeing the ground, but still 

x I looked, it was a magnificent-sight. To land at Sydney we had to go down through 
the dense clouds which were thick,enough so that it was impossible to see the wing 
through the window which may as well have been spray painted white. .

. And suddenly we
were underneath the clouds, it was raining, Sydney lay spread out below us and we 
flew over houses and factories for a long time getting lower and lower. I couldn’t 
help feeling sorry for the people living in those houses. -

We landed and went into the 
terminal for a little while waiting for the next leg of our flight. Already I was 
beginning to realise that plane travel is unnatural to people who aren’t used to it. 
The last time I*d been to Sydney had been two years earlier, over twelve solid hours 
drive by car and by plane it was so easy that I didn't really believe I was in Sydney. 
And I found it even harder to believe that in another hour we'd be in Brisbane which 
is a good three days drive from Melbourne.

. One of the most attractive things about 
having Robin Johnson around (apart from being a good WorldCon chairman) is that he 
knows all sorts of interesting little things that can be got out of airlines. If I'd 
been organising the flights I would have naturally just booked a flight from Melbourne 
to Los Angeles and that would have been it. Not Robin though, the tickets we'd 
bought were from the Australian East Coast to the American West Coast. And since 
Brisbane (where Valma's mother lives) is on the east coast we were flying up there 
for the night before flying to America the next day.

The flight was in a different 
plane but we had the same seats. Up at cruise altitude there were mainly only clouds 
to be seen but it was approaching evening so It was getting too dark outside to see 
anything. A few minutes before we were to land the cabin lights were turned down and 
we had a magnificent view of the lights of Brisbane. We flew over the Pacific Ocean 
a mile or two from the coast so the whole landscape was lit up until it was suddenly 
cut off at the beach. As we came down lower and over the industrial area we could 
see light illuminating the.factories, refineries and tank farms. There was a 
parallel row of lights which was the runway, we slowly turned towards it to land.
The following morning I looked at our tickets, our flight (TE 556) was supposed to 
leave Brisbane at 4.45 pm but I didn't kno.w what time the airline wanted us to be at 
the airport. So I rang them to find out and, boy, did I get a shock. The flight 
had been re-routed and if we wanted to get to Los Angeles on time we would have to 
fly back down to Sydney and then to New Zealand to connect with our flight.

_ A couple
of hours later we were crammed into the aeroplane seats on our way back to Sydney 
and telling each other how nice it was of somebody to pay for us to be able to visit 
Valma's mother for the evening. By this time I was getting used to the idea of 
fliting up and down the coast so I read a book.

As we taxied to the TAA terminal at 
Sydney an Air New Zealand DC 8 landed, I pointed it out to Valma as the aeroplane 
we'd probably be flying to Auckland in. The international terminal at Sydney is 
around on the other side of the airport from the domestic terminal and I didn't 
exactly like the prospect of having to walk across runways and taxiways to get to it 
so fortunately the man at the enquiries counter told us that there was a bus waiting 
just outside the door to drive us there. There were a lot of people on the bus, 
more people leaving the country than I would have imagined.
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Getting onto the waiting plane was like going through a maze; down this corridor then 
that, down a flight of stairs and along-another corridor. There was a man at a 
barrier, we had to present forms to him before we could pass. Robin had given us 
the forms tiro months before but somehow we’d never had the time to fill them out. 
We did then, hastily, but he appeared to be satisfied. Then we went around a 
corner and through a door, on the other side were tables set up and a metal detector 
where they made sure we weren’t going to take anything lethal onto the aeroplane.
Valma got through easily since we had decided to leave the revolver and the sub-mach
ine gun at home, explaining my synthesizer took more time.

. . SynthiA - the synthesizer -
is a collection of electronic circuits packed into a small box the size and shape of 
a large attache case. It is quite harmless but to those not used to the idea of 
somebody carrying around that particular sort of musical instrument just as anybody 
else would transport a guitar the thing looks decidedly formidable. First I had to 
explain what it was and then the inspector, not being satisfied with a look at the 
front panel, demanded that I pull SynthiA to pieces. I dismantled the machine and 
exposed its delicate printed circuits and. other private parts to public display. By 
the time I had stripped it down as far as I could I8d collected quite an audience of 
inspectors and passengers all wanting to know what it was and what it did. Finally 
they were satisfied that there were no secret compartments and that it wasn’t 
dangerous and the inspector even helped me put it back together again.

Then through 
the metal detector and down the aerobridge into the plane. We were shown to our 
seats and Robin Johnson’s comments that DC-8‘s aren.’t too good for people prone to 
claustrophobia struck home. There was no window unless I leaned right back or 
right forward to peer through those belonging to others and the seat backs were high 
so we seemed stuck in our own little cubicle. But neither of us suffer from being 
closed in so this was a mere philosophical observation. The cabin crew went through 
the usual routine of telling us what to do if the impossible accident happened. As 
an extra they threw in the business about life jackets, how you blow in here and there 
or pull these two cords, but I really didn't understand the routine too well and just 
trusted that the airline mechanics had known what they were doing and the pilots had 

circles.
We taxied out to the runway, lined up and 

began the take-off run. The runway at Sydney is 
rough so we could feel the vibrations coming up 
through the undercarriage and the plane shaking 
slightly. The plane went faster and faster and 
the acceleration pushed us back in our seats - 
then the shaking stopped and the ground fell away, 
we had left Australia and wouldn’t be touching it 
again for seven weeks.
The plane headed straight out over Botany Bay and 
then the Tasman Sea, the coast fell away behind 
us and soon was lost in the distance and the 
darkness as night fell.

The flight to Auckland took 
two and a half hours but it didn’t seem that long 
because we were kept busy. While the aeroplane 
was still climbing the Air New Zealand service 
began with the cabin crew pushing great carts up 
the steep aisles dispensing drinks. After a 
while they handed out bits of nicely printed 
cardboard which were menues and then the meal 
arrived. I seem to have gained the reputation 
for having a lousy taste in food so the meal must 
have been good if I liked it.

We had an hour and
a half at Auckland, our DC-10 to Los Angeles was 
to depart at ten to midnight so we thought that 
we might spend some time in the Duty-Free shop.

whole sleeves full of golden
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No such luck. The lobby of the airport (which is a masterpiece in bad design) was 
the ultimate in chaos. It took us almost an hour to get seat allocations. When we 
tried to get back to the plane a man at the barrier wanted our yellow forms. ’’What 
yellow forms?" "The yellow forms you get at the seat allocation counter." So we 
fought our way back through the crowd and finally talked somebody into giving us the 
correct forms, we filled them out and went back and presented them. There was a 
queue of people waiting to get onto the aeroplane right outside the shop, we might 
have had time to buy a couple of things but we doubted it and lined up like everybody 
else. . . '

' The DC-10 is a big aeroplane,? frptp the outside and the inside. The flight was 
almost fully booked out and since we'd been late in getting seats we ended up in the 
back row of the plane in the middle where there were three seats. Nobody occupied 
the third seat so we had the use of the only vacant seat in the plane.

Once again there 
was fruit juice all around while we waited and the usual instructions about what to 
do in case of an accident. .
We took off with the cabin lights dimmed so that we could see the lights of Auckland 
disappearing below us. It was probably a nice sight for the people in the right 
seats- but most of us- were simply in the dark. » •

. Supper was served after we'd been in
the air about half an hour, it was preceded by the menu and when it arrived it was 
just as good as the earlier meal we had had. We payed over our money for the 
headsets and tuned into all the music which was available from the little holes in 
the armrests. Looking at the programme of music listed in the Classical section I 
was quite pleased to see the Beethoven Ninth Symphony listed but I soon discovered 
that they meant only the 2nd movement and before the film began I had discovered that 
the programme only lasted an hour before they went back to the beginning and repeated 
the whole lot. We would be in the air for thirteen hours and the prospect of hearing 
even that 2nd movement thirteen times in the near future didn t excite me very much. 
The film was "Day of the Dolphin" - joy oh joyl If it had been showing at a theatre 
over the road, free, I doubt if I would have taken the trouble to go over and see it. 
But since we had nothing else to do we watched it. The point of the film seemed to 
be that people are even dumber than dolphins and while I may have seen sillier films 
no titles spring to mind.

The dolphins swam out to sea, into the golden sunset, arid 
the film ended. Most people settled back to sleep, some went to the toilets and 
others turned on their reading lights. Gradually the reading lights went out and 
people settled down. I stretched out my legs and tried to sleep, it. was difficult 
though and hard to believe that we were flying at 32,000 feet oyer the Pacific, 
speeding towards America. Gradually I must have drifted off.
The whole aeroplane seemed to come awake in an instant. One moment it was dark and 
quiet arid the next moment everybody was awake and every thing was bright. What had 
probably woken me suddenly was the arinouncement that it was 7.30 am and we'd be in 
Honolulu in another three hours. According to Vajma's watch, which was still set to 

' Australian Eastern Standard time it was 3 am "tomorrow" morning but who s going to 
argue with physical facts like : the sun being up.

Two hours out of Honolulu we got fed 
breakfast. Following that US immigration and customs forms which-we had to fill out 
were distributed. The cabin crew^ and the fotms themselves, made it very clear that 
we were to make "No errors, cross outs or abbreviations'- and make sure you. print hard 
enough for a good’ carbon impression to come out". The crew went around checking to 
see that everybody had done it correctly. •

. Af ter eight hours in the air-seeing land
seemed to be a big deal to most of the passengers, but then a lot of them were in a 
group obviously bound for Honolulu and not going on to the mainland. So for them 
land also meant the end of the journey. Finally the airport came into view and we 
lined up on the final approach, coming in low over the water and then suddenly the 
runway was beneath us arid we’ touched down. The airport is also an airforce base so as 
we taxied to the terminal I could catch my first glimpse of some Lockheed "Galaxies

11 



and "Starlifters” of the USAF. We were beginning to think we'd arrived even though 
there was still a long way yet to go.

Little busses took us to Immigration, a vast 
hall with a row of counters running down the middle. On the side we were delivered 
it was neutral territory, once we got past the counters we'd be in the United States 
of America. There must have been thirty counters and when we arrived the non-tJS 
part of the hall was full of people, all standing in long queues waiting to get let 
into the country. I've never seen anything like it, we were told that six large 
aeroplanes had all arrived at once and the facilities were strained. There were more 
aeroplanes coming in but their passengers would have to wait before they even got as 
far as we had. Very slowly the queues moved forward and many people were milling 
around trying to figure out which queue was the quickest one. The people in charge 
of the tourist group were trying to keep their customers together and there were 
seemingly thousands of asians swarming around - the whole scene was something out of 
an insane stf story. , .

A long time later we were getting towards the end of the queue 
and the hall was emptying out slowly. A while later it was our turn to go through as 
they inspected passports, checked our names in their big book, asked a series of 
dumb questions and stamped every bit of paper in sight. Then we were through, in 
the USA, We weren't very interested, we just wanted to go off somewhere and collapse 
for a while. Somebody told us to go up the escalator and wait for a bus. We 
waited, the bus came and drove us back to our terminal where we went through a 
security check and flopped into chairs in the waiting area.

We waited, a clock 
somewhere told us that it was after 11 in the morning. A voice over the public 
address system said that we were all waiting for the last few of our passengers to 
come through Immigration. Time dragged on. Finally , the door through to the 
aeroplane was opened and we were allowed to get back to our seats where we waited 
some more.

The aeroplane was half empty for the last leg of the flight and the cabin 
crew asked us if we'd like to move because if we did they'd appreciate having the 
back row, probably so they could watch the film that was going to be shown.

Finally 
we had everybody on board and we could leave. We taxied out and took off once again, 
the islands disappeared behind us and as we got higher all there was to see was the 
ocean and whispy clouds. We both dozed off.

The film for the afternoon was "The 
Adventures of Huckelberry Finn" and we couldn’t have cared less. Half asleep I 
recall gazing blankly at figures moving on the screen several times but I was far 
more interested in being oblivious to the world than anything else.

Some time later 
we were fed yet another of the Air New Zealand excellent meals though by this time 
we were getting hungry anyhow since it was way into the afternoon according to 
whatever time zone we were in. We didn't really know anything about what time it • 
might be or what time it should have been, all we knew was that we were tired, that 
we'd be landing at Los Angeles International Airport in another hour or so and it 
would be 7 pm or somesuch when we arrived. To summarise it all, we were tired and 
we were excited.

Gradually we came back to life as land appeared way off in the 
distance. Then we were flying over land again, the American mainland and the most 
remarkable thing about it was that it was just like ordinary landscape. I had 
known that it would be normal but, well... one can always hope for something more 
spectacular. There was the occasional house and some roads. We flew over a 
freeway that disappeared off into the distance. The houses .became denser and I 
supposed we were then actually over Los Angeles.

It was dusk as we came down over the 
airport perimiter, flared and touched down. The International Hotel whizzed past and 
we gradually slowed down and then taxied to the terminal - the journey across the 
Pacific had finished and our adventure was about to begin in earnest.
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Fred Patten met us at Los Angeles International Airport and drove us to 
Tom Digby’s where we would be staying for a fey; days. It was in Los 
Angeles that we got our first taste of America and acclimatised ourselves 
to the country; I imagine that that city would always be a good place 
to begin, to get some idea of what one would see elsewhere without too 
much of a shock. , , . , .Staying with Tom Digby could not have been a better idea, 
during the days he was at work and we were free to do whatever we 
felt like (which wasn’t much) and in the evenings he would keep us 
easily occupied. I don’t know how well Tom is known cutside LA fandom, 
reasonably well I would assume though not as well as most of the . 
publishing giants. Most people, I assume, would have heard the name 
sometime or another as we had and if they meet him I'm sure they will 
be delighted as we were.. Coming straight from Australia with Fred - 
Patten as the only American we’d met before him, the first thing.that. 
struck us about Tom was his accent which cannot be native to California. 
There were others which were just as beautiful to listen to but what 
an introduction it was.

Valma would describe Tom as simply a beautiful, 
person and I would agree without reservation. I would also have to 
describe him as some sort of genius for we had not been in his flat for 
an hour when he had my synthesizer on the floor with a few other black 
boxes he had constructed making patterns on the screen of the 
oscilliscope. No matter which subject our conversation wandered to, Tom 
would have a way of looking at it which made me realise how restricted 
arid unimaginative my thinking, imaginitive is probably the main point 
for Tom can work his sense of wonder on almost anything.

While he was
at work Valma and I spent a couple of days wandering up and down Santa 
Monica Boulevard which is just around the corner. . Doing it on our own 
and at our own pace proved to be.a good break after the trip from 
Australia and we were truly glad of it. From it we learned a little or 
how to get by with fewer -hassles later 

stay Phil Castora took'us and Tom 
for a drive around the sights. We 
ended up at a restaurant called 
"Ben Frank” where we experienced 
the strange delights of American 
food. It took us a while to get 
used to the glass of ice’water 
which we got everywhere later on 
but what continually impressed us 
was the size and lavishness of 
the dessertswe always came across.
Valma and I ordered something 
called a chocolate sundae and 
expected something pretty similar 
to what we'd been getting at. home. 
Instead the serves were massive 
and tasted delicious. Valma could 
not finish hers and I could not 
do it in for her, which, wjas such a 
was te. ■ . i ■ ■ ..

on. .
On the second night of our
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TRISTAN und 17
From Leigh Edmonds, who normally lives at PO Box 74, Balaclava, Victoria 3183, 
AUSTRALIA, but who is at the moment sitting in the abode of Tom Digby somewhere in
Los Angeles. 21/8/74 MM 261

Flying from Sydney to Los Angeles is not the sort of thing that I would recommend to 
my best friens but since it seems the only known way of getting from point S to point 
L there isn't much one can do about it, unless they invent some really nifty matter 
transmitters. The worst thing about the trip is just that it goes on and on and on, 
it’s an eight hour flight from Auckland to Honolulu and when one departs at 11pm 
local time and then they feed you and show you a film and then wake you up and feed 
you breakfast and get you to fill out bits of paper there's only a couple of hours, 
at the most, to try to sleep in - if you can sleep. And it doesn't do you that much 
good to go to sleep at about 2am and wake up at 9am with only a couple of hours 
in between. _

Honolulu to Los Angeles isn't so bad, five hours in the air and by the^time 
we'd caught up a couple of hours while they showed some Walt Disney film we didn t 
feel so exhausted by the time we got here. We didn't feel on top of the world either 
but we don't expect miracles. Fred Patten met us at Los Angeles International and 
drove us out here to Tom Digby's which is where you now find me bashing away on this 
antique typer.
It’s been a long time since I last contributed to APA-L, I think the last issue of 
this little apazine appeared in January 1971, which only goes to prove that weekly 
APA’s are difficult to keep up with from a great distance, not impossible but close 
enough so as to be indistinguishable from Melbourne.

Perhaps I could fill up a couple 
of pages with a sort of trip report to date but since I'm supposed to be keeping a 
lot of notes for a DUFF report I've already scrawled out enough for one day to last 
me a long time. Instead Tom has left the latest of a long line of APA-L disties and 
I’m about to do some comments.
BILL WARREN/ I may not be a film fan and I haver have been big on musicals but 

"Singin’ In The Rain" would have to be one of my favourite films, most 
memorable anyhow. I do think that I’ve seen Gene Kelly’s face in a couple of other 
Fi1ms, but I don't regret that he hasn’t been made better use of because I always 
think of that film as something special and not to be involved with the normal film 
industry.
JACK HARNESS/ La Boheme is a pretty chunderous opera, it might get a tear or two in 

Valma's eye but it bores me, as with all the other operas from that 
particular composer whose name is hardly worth mentioning.

Interesting notes on who 
to get to explain religion. Athiests are probably better in the long run as long as 
they can get into their heads the business of faith and so on. Maybe a religious 
person wouldn’t do a bad job as long as he felt he was only instructing and not 
conventioning.
GLENN MITCHELL/ What is an ARP? Obviously it's a synthesizer of some sort or 

another but beyond that simple designation I'd like to know what it 
does and how it does it. The synthesizer I have is an EMS Synthi AKS. EMS stands 
for Electronic Music Studio and is an English machine so maybe you haven't heard of 
it. You must have a lot of money if you can afford to go out and buy something like 
a Moog. But then again I'd never thought of looking up such things in the classified 
ads, which would be a good waste of time in Melbourne.
LEE GOLD/ What's this about "The Incompleat Burbee" ? I think I might, have to get 

one.
NATE BUCKLIN/ You here? I should talk. Under the way you put it I am proud and 

without prejudice as well — proud in that I don t want to be mistaken 
for French, American... etc.
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RICHARD SMALL/ Add to your South of the Moon the following:
ANZAPA (Australian and New Zealand Amateur Press Association) is 

bi-monthly, deadlines in August, October, December, February, April, June. Currently 
there are about 18 members but the limit is 25. MLnac is 6 pages every six months. . 
Dues of A$3.00 are payable every August 1st and pro rata if you join at any time 
after that up until the following August when you too have to pay the full amount. 
Official Bloody Editor (OBE) is John Foyster, 6 Clowes Street, South Yarra, 
Victoria 3141, AUSTRALIA. . T

I see that I should have looked at your additions before I 
did the above, but jet lag seems to be doing something to my powers of concentration 
just now. However your ANZAPA information was a long way out so you can make use of 
what I’ve written. Gary Mason hasn’t been OBE for atleast three years. APA-NOVA 
died when the Nova Mob went into recess becausei of lack of interest. For a while it 
looked as if something might grow out of the weekly meetings Melbourne fandom holds 
at Degraves Tavern but nothing came of it.
JOHN HERTZ/ Have you ever used non decimal currency? I just kinda remember Pounds, 

Shillings and Pence - there was the man from the travel agency here a 
while ago (he had my tickets and I had the money he wanted but no way of getting the 
money to him so he came and collected it) and in change he gave me something which 
he referredto as a penny. Apart from not having heard the word used for the last 
eight years it sounded incongruous because pennies are big brass objects about an 
inch in diameter, or they were the last time 1 saw one. Anyhow, ignoring the 
divergence, this is supposed to be a one word answer to your wondering if non decimal 
money systems should use the money symbol as a separator. No.
Off hand I can’t see anything much more in there (you know what I mean by "there") to 
comment on, not without straining the thought systems at the moment. Anyhow this is 
my long looked forward to holiday and while thinking might be a good idea from time 
to time, just to keep the systems in operation, it might be nice not to bother with 
them for a little while.

Better still it might be even nicer to get the grey boxes 
that Tom has out sorted out for a bit of a play with. One can type masters any day. 
When one arrives aboard an Air New Zealand DC 10 one is told all sorts of things by 
the cabin staff. One of these things is that it is strictly forbidden to smoke in 
the toilets. When one gets to them one finds similar inscriptions put all over the 
place so that only a person who is blind and deaf would not know that they 
couldn’t smoke. Toilets on aeroplanes are masterpieces of design, they fit so much 
into such a small space. Some wall cupboards are larger. Anyhow... When one is 
seated one notices that right there in the middle of all the various holes and 
dispensers is a little hole marked "ash tray".
Tom Digby owning this typer must have some effect on the person who is using it, 
probably something he puts on the keys which is absorbed through the skin and effects 
certain of the nervous system's functions. ,

The latest idea is about the comparability 
of Australian and American objects. One can buy adaptors which change Australian 
240 volts down to the US 110 or, I assume, the other way about. One has to call in 
at the bank to get currency changed and so on and so on. Let me assure you that the 
list is virtually, but not quite, endless. So when one is considering changing this 
and Atting an adaptor for that the question invariably arises, is an adaptor 
neccesaary for the sexual encounter of two consenting adults of these two different 
countries. As of yet I don’t know and it seems likely that I never will, but when 
we went out to eat last night we arrived at the restaurant and as we walked in Tom 
wondered if our proteins were compatible. Since they probably aren’t some sort of 
bio-chemical adaptor might be necessary for the successful mating of a Male 
Australian and a Female American, or the other way around if you prefer.

Since we’ve 
discovered that it seems to be one of the natural laws of the universe that most 
^nt-rhog, to be turned on, must be moved towards the North Star it seems highly 
possible that all sorts of bio-chemical functions are controlled by forces eminating
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from that source and as Australians are protected from such forces by the earth s 
mass it is highly obvious that Australians are genetically pure.

So maybe I ve
forgotten what I was going to say next.

KAPUT
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Tom Locke picked up Valma, Tom and I and drove us to the LASFS meeting. The only 
impression I have of the trip to the clubhouse is that I was glad somebody knew where 
we were going. Vaguely it felt as though we were headed Yiorth but in fact it could 
have been in any direction and was most.likely south because we went around corners 
and up and down hills for a while until -sontebody pointed to the -building coming up on 
the right and announced to us that that was IT. I felt.in my right mind but I must 
not have been because I will swear even now that the steep hill behind the clubhouse 
is a railway embankment, and that doesn’t seem very likely in Los Angelse.

In retro
spect it seems to me that attending a LASFS meeting is something that every fan should 
do at some time or another, though preferably early on in neohood.,. It is an education 
in why not to have meetings to discuss business but, if you must, also a lesson in 
how to do it. I didn’t sit (or stand to be correct, since there were so many people 
there) through the whole meeting, it was far too hot in the meeting room and I didn't 
know much of what was happening,

In the kitchen Tom introduced us to a few fans who we 
might have known, namely Milt Stevens and Mike Glyer though the others were not 
familiar to me. A girl had asked our names and where we came from, I think we had to 
fill out a card which wanted to know all sorts of interesting things about us and 
which was obviously intended to get neo's into some sort of record system. I was a 
little reminded of Charles Burbee recounting how he got welcomed to the N3F but I 
reckon Burbee had more reason to laugh than I. The girl said that we would be 
introduced to the meeting so we broke off talking to Milt, Mike and the others when 
the meeting was announced to be about to start.

Various things happened, all rather 
mysterious to the uninitiated, Valma and I occupied ourselves leaning against a wall 
and getting out of peoples way on occasions. Through a semi open door just behind 
me Fred Patten and his helpers were putting together yet another installment of APA-L, 
this was something I should have investigated more fully but just as the idea was 
forming in my mind we were introduced to the meeting and everybody turned and looked 
at us. We looked back, feeling a little like goldfish in a bowl, 

.. Soon after that Bruce
Pelz took the floor and began talking about money. Nobody needed to tell us it was 
Bruce Pelz ‘since I'd already imagined him to be something of a John Foyster character, 
which he is vaguely, and anyhow everybody in fandom knows that Bruce is the keeper 
of the public pursefor LASFS. He started an auction, selling off various bits and 
pieces like the usual books and magazines and far less usual things such as a safety 
helmet and leather gauntlets. His wife (we learned later) was keeping track of who 
payed how much for what but people kept on chattering and generally making a noise so 
that she, being halfway back the room, couldn't hear Bruce very well and they both 
had to keep shouting for order and a bit of silence.

_ In walked a couple who said they
were going to DISCON and had some tickets to get tid of. Jumping to conclusions I 
figured they were Larry and Fussy Pink Niven. I wasn't wrong as it turned but but I 
never did learn what the tickets were for although there were a lot of them and I 
seem to recall that one event was to be in Chicago - football maybe. Bruce auctioned 
them off, the events in the immediate area seemed to attract more money than the one 
in Chicago which nobody seemed to be interested in. I guess there is a limit to which 
people will go, even for the building fund.

Bruce . finished gouging money out of the 
meeting which then went on to other things. It was getting far too hot so Valma and 
I again retired to the kitchen where those not inclined to formal meetings were 
keeping themselves cool with the contents fi;om cans. Milt Stevens and another got 
around to telling stories of the insane men they had lived with on navy ships and we 
were sailing merrily along this tack when somebody came out of the meeting room and 
announced that they were debating what was going to be done with the leftover LACON
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money and almost everybody but Milt disappeared into the meeting.
Now here was a 

subject that had plunged all fandom into war for a while although not much was heard 
about it in Australia apart from what Andy Porter had printed, the LACON financial 
statement and the argument between Ted White and Milt in "Passing Parade". Milt 
wasn’t going to go into the discussion, he was sick of it and anyhow no matter what 
was decided he’d get abused for it. It was fortunate that Milt was not going to get 
involved for our sakes, we would not have learned much from sitting in on the meeting 
since most people would know all the background, and from Milt we heard it (Milt’s 
side anyhow). Gradually others lost interest in the proceedings and drifted out, our 
chatter became more generalised, mainly what people thought of Ted White which I 
found amusing since we would most likely be sleeping at his house in a few days time. ,
I'm sure Ted could have been just as complimentary to them if I'd asked his 
opinion.

Things were progressing enjoyably when the meeting room door burst open and 
somebody I'd not noticed before stormed out and confronted Milt. An argument began 
with some comment that Robert Heinlein would resign from LASFS and the words "I know 
your price Milt Stevens". In a burst of inspiration it occurred to me that this 
stranger had to be the legendary Jerry Pournelle. The lines that the argument took 
escape me but this is not to say that I didn't enjoy it, mainly because (after all my 
years in fandom) it was the first time I'd witnessed a stand up argument with tempers 
flaring and voices raised. There might be something to be said for the friendly sort 
of fandom that exists in Australia where hardly anybody argues out loud , but I never 
realised what excitement I was missing.

Tactically speaking the argument was simple, 
Jerry was doing most of the talking in a loud powerful voice and slowly backing Milt 
around the room. Milt was trying to disengage himself and raising his voice occasion
ally to try and make a point. Spectators gathered around the walls but the centre of 
the room was left clear for the two combatants to move around in. Occasionally one 
or the other would look in the direction of Valina or I as if soliciting support for 
their cause, my sympathies lay with Milt mainly but we really couldn't come out on 
either side. . ■

After about twenty minutes, it seemed much longer, the steam had gone out 
of the argument though it still continued and Valma and I fell into conversation with 
the person who had earlier been talking about the navy with Milt. He had a powerful 
personality and talking to him we moved from subject to subject rapidly, comparisons 
between America and Australia (though he seemed to know more about his country than 
I knew about mine), LASFS, fandom, science fiction, writing and so on and on. 
Somewhere in there we got to discussing personalities and I don't remember how it 
came up but he asked me if I knew who he was. I confessed that I didn't know his 
name but it was obviously he who had made such an impression on Bill Wright that when 
he returned from LACON in 1972 he had a lot to say about him. I was right and he 
remembered: Bill from the Niven party they'd met at, his name was Frank Gasperik as a 
matter of interest.

The entertainment part of the programme was to be filk singing, 
something that interested me since we have none in Australia, probably because none of 
the fans play guitars or sing. An unusual state of affairs, but... We made our way 
to the meeting room but there was nothing happening yet so we continued on out the 
front door where a small crowd had gathered. We were invited to the Niven’s to play 
poker, Bruce Pelz explained the rules which would have horrified me normally at the 
amounts of money that could be wagered. Still, we were loaded down with lots of DUFF 
money and it would have been forgivable to squander some with the prospect of being 
able to write about it in this report. Bruce also waved a cheque book and said he had 
some money for DUFF and he could write me out a cheque right then. I asked him how 
much and he named a staggering amount. A couple of considerations lept to mind; 
firstly the cheque for $800 from Fred Patten which 1 hadn't been able to cash and 
secondly the great wad of travellers cheques I was still carrying. And also the > 
looming temptation of the Nivens poker table.

I did a dumb thing, I told him to send 
the money to Lesleigh. Oh follyl Never turn down money when it's offered.

We were
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introduced to Lhrry Niven very briefly, having been absolutely boggled by "Protector" 
less than a week before I was speechless. I also shook hands with Len Moffat, which 
seemed very fitting •* a TAFF and a DUFF winner. Lee Gold sold me a copy of The 
Incompleat Burbee" and then Frank accompanied us down to the nearby hamburger stand 
where we bought something to ea't, in the excitement earlier on in the day we'd 
forgotten that we were bound to get hungry sooner or l^ter.

’ •* . As we sat on our stools
waiting for the french fries and talking we listened to a strange little radio Frank 
had with him. We were not hearing music or the news or anything that I associate 
with radio. In fact we were listening to nothing broken by the occasional voice 
giving a few numbers and an address. It was the police mobile radio. What interested 
me was not so much being able to listen to the police going about their business but 
why anybody would want to do it. On the other hand, why not, and I suppose it is 
interesting to know what the police are up to. .

When we, got back to the clubhouse the 
filk singing had begun and the time was passing quickly. We had time to listen to dnly 
two, the first being a very funny song about SAPS and the other was "Bouncing 
Potatoes" which Frank requested since he thought we might recogni-se the tune.

Earlier
in the evtening we had arranged with Frank and Gale, and Tom that we would spend the
night at Frank & Gale's place because Tom lives a long way from the airport and with '
the problem of transport it would be much easier to manage from their place since
they live much closer to it. .

We said goodbye to those left at the clubhouse and went 
out to Frank's Falcon (a familiar car for once though it's probably called something 
else in America). Tom directed us back to his place while Gale explaincs about things 
called "Church Keys". We were somehow talking about New York when the subject came 
up and because my memory isn't what it might be all I can remember 
is that these "church keys" are not what they seem and 
main function is to be inserted into people who are 
intending to do you some harm.

New York didn't 
sound like a very friendly place.

We arrived 
back at Tom's and hastily packed 
everything together and Checked 
around to see that we hadn't left 
anything. We said goodbye to Tom 
and the cats and promised we'd 
call in on the way back.

From there ..
to Frank and Gale's seemed logical 
enough to them in that they seemed g ’ t’
to know exactly which road to take | <
when. Occasionally we were on 
freeways and other times back 
streets - all the while chatting 
on about various things of mutual 
interest and satisfying our curios
ities about things. It is truly 
amazing the amount of mis-informat
ion the news media carry about the 
two contries we live in.

Finally we 
arrived at their place, a small 
flat on the ground floor of a 
building which was hidden away on 
what looked like a back lane. From 
the outside, under the street lights, 
it looked nothing special but when we 
were inside we were obviously in a

their
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place inhabited by real people. We dropped our luggage and looked about, were 
introduced to the paintings on the walls and other interesting things.

Two (or so)
hours later the conversation was just getting interesting. As we had already 
discovered there are so many false ideas we build up about other countries. At one 
stage Frank showed us his revolver. He assured us that it was a very effective 
weapon and recoounted how he had once almost blasted someone with it. We had been 
discussing violence, one of the things which America is world famous for. I don t 
think either of our hosts were overtly violent people but it was obvious that this 
was something they were willing to face if they had to, and some of the instances 
Gale told us about of her experiences teaching in New York were horrific.

Before we
knew it the hands on the clock face had moved around to past one and we remembered 
that we should have been at the Nivens. Valma and I were in two minds, or more, we 
could still go but frankly we were enjoying our present company too much. What to 
do? In the end we tossed a coin and it came down telling us that this time we d 
give the poker game a miss. Having decided we felt more like going but we resolved 
to stick to our decision. .

Booze was needed and since I had resolved that nothing in 
America would surprise me I was not surprised when Frank said he would go and buy 
some. Apparently there was some place close that would be open so Frank and I got 
into his car and drove there. It was closed. Frank was not dismayed and we drove on 
looking for some place that was open, down a wide street which Frank must have known 
fairly well because he pointed out what he reckoned to be a couple of good bars.

We
ended up at a supermarket and no matter how normal the place I could not help but 
feel strange that the sun was long down and it was still open. The main booze selling 
section was closed but they were selling cheap wines right off the shelf, we took a 
flagon (small by Australian standards) and as well some cheese and eggs.

We returned
and continued talking. We were still at it hours later, we somehow drifted on to the 
heavy stuff like morality and ethics but there were stories of the old LASFS meeting 
place at the Playground and other fannish delights.

A couple of hours later we realised 
that it was too late to try sleeping and soon after that we noticed that it was 
daylight outside.

Our flight to Albuquerque was to leave at 8.30 and Frank and Gale 
had offered to drop us off at the airport on their way to work. That was still a 
couple of hours off so we woke Gale (who had dozed off on the floor) with the smell 
of a breakfast being prepared.

20



ALBUQUERQUE
Before we had left I had received a letter from Bob Vardeman saying that 
he had heard from Lesleigh that Valma and I wanted to attend BbBONTCON 
and that he was looking forward to seeing us. We were looking 
forward just as much to visiting him and filling in the weekend between 
OZCON and DISCQN with another convention, three in a row must be some 
sort of record (for most Australians anyhow). .

. Bob met us. at the airport,
a complete change of pace'from the one at Los Angeles, and he was 
easy to recognise even in a crowd as The Bob Vardeman. Good only 
knows why. We. stayed with him for two days after the convention and he 
looked after us very well, showing us what he could and always able 
and willing to answer our sometimes dumb questions. .

& . Albuquerque impressed
us and for a While I think we would have been glad for any chance to 
live there. We might still take up the opportunity now but I suppose 
there are always other things to take into account apart from the , .
people that live in a place'and the way it looks and feels. Los 
Angeles is a cramped place with everything thrown together, Albuquerque 
has room to snare and doesn't mind spreading things out a bit.

‘ For some
reason I was under the impression that the Holiday Inn, where BUBONICON 
was held, was right in the middle of the downtown area and amazed at 
the sparseness of civilization at the centre of the town. Of course I 

was not helped by the fact that the raod we took 
from the airport was around the edge of the city 
which added to this impression of sparseness. 
From the Holiday Inn I could see a couple of 

' eating places and a couple of service stations 
and over three days I really built up a strange 
idea of what those big New Mexico tows are . like

• On the fourth day Bob educated me.
There are many 

friendly people in Albuquerque fandom and in 
the fandoms which visited the convention. In 

. two or three days we made more friends than we 
might have back in Melbourne over a year and 
we were sadder than anybody when they had to go 
back to their homes.. There is always the hope 
that somehow we will get to visit them again one 
of these days but not for a long time.

■ ' ..On the
Monday afternoon while Bob was at the doctors 
having something done to his thumb, a couple, of 
fans called around. They were searching for a 
flat to share and had ended up with one on top 
of Bob. They just called in for a minute and 

. stayed for ages. Later, when Bob returned they 
took us to some sort of restaurant and talked 
Valma into trying a Dr. Pepper but I would have 
none of it, and Valma tells me I was lucky.

The
chance to talk with people is, I think, more 
valuable and interesting than seeing all the 
great tourist sights, it is afterall the people 
who make a place, not the tourist attractions. 
And we did plently of talking in Albuquerque.
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I regained consciousness at about seven, Valma slept on so I left her in that peaceful 
state and wandered around to the convention room of the Holiday Inn to see what was 
happening. The projector and the screen were being set up and people were finding 
seats in preparation to seeing a piece of epic cinema, '’Them". If you don't remember 
the film it is obviously because, in my humble opinion, it is not worth remembering. 
But for a Bubonicon it must be a must. The story is set in New Mexico and involves 
the police and their buddies running around trying to solve a series of mysterious 
murders which, it turns out, have been committed by giant mutated ants -■ the result 
of atomic bomb tests (what else?). As with a lot of films of this quality it is the 
awefulness of it that brings out the admiration of the viewer. And the occasional 
mention of New Mexico and Albuquerque brought cheers of approval from the audience. 
After this delight I returned to our room and found Valma up and dressed. She wanted 
to know what she had missed and wouldn’t believe me when I assured her in all 
honesty that she had missed absolutely nothing of any worth.

Back in the convention 
room again we arrived in time for the professional panel. The line up was Busby, Ed 
Bryant, George Proctor and Bob Vardeman with Jack Speer in charge. Being way behind 
recent stf the name Ed Bryant vaguely rang a bell, I had not heard of peorge Proctor 
and Buz and Bob still lingered in my mind as fans. But all the same I held myself in 
awe for this was the first time in years that I had witnessed one of these programme 
items - we had given up having them at Australian conventions when the same set of 
writers ran out of interesting things to say.

The topic was "Is there an age gap in 
stf?"and it didn’t take long for the panel to decide that there wasn’t one, though 
they thought there was some sort of gap but weren’t sure exactly what sort it might 
be. After they reached this conclusion, and on their way to it, they all made 
entertaining listening and threw in many observations about writing and being a 
writer, all of which were enlightening at the time but which have since escaped me. 
Somehow or another I was drafted onto the judging panel for the costume contest, 
serving with Mike Kring and Roy Tackett.

During the pro panel it had gradually dawned 
on Valma and I that the breakfast we'd consumed on the flight out from Los Angeles 
that morning was all we’d eaten during the day so we begged with Bob Vardeman for a 
few moments to duck into the restaurant next door for something to keep us alive. 
After much falling to knees and wailing he said that we might go if we were very 
quick - Bob is a most acccranodating fellow.

We were quick but the people who ran the
place were not very cooperative and moved us from one table to another and then
ignored us for a while which would have been okay normally but we had visions of Bob
back at the convention building up a good head of steam. After a while a waitress
finally decided to honour us with her presence and we ordered. Those motel 
restaurants aren't exactly cheap so we ordered from the less expensive part of the 
menue, it’s alright thinking of those strange American pieces of green paper as only 
play money but the psychology doesn’t work too well when you have to hand over great 
wads of it. The other hope was that the cheaper food would take less time to 
prepare. If our hope was right I would hate to have to wait for some of those 
expensive steaks to be prepared.

Fortunately for us we arrived back at BUBONICON with 
a couple of minutes to spare. Valma asked Bob why they call their convention by that 
name and he assured us that there was nothing to worry about but they still have the 
occasional outbreak of the Plague in New Mexico. Very reassuring, and we didn't even 
have smallpox vaccinations.

The contest wasn't particularly impressive, it was at least 
on the level of those we’ve had in Australia so far but I suppose I expected more. 
Sometime during the evening I peered at the convention membership list and there were 
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movement and

about 90 names so the con wasn’t much smaller ....  .. .. .
than the largest Australian ones. So in fact 
one might have imagined something less ornate .' „ ,,
then I had seen before but Americans are L.9 I 0ti
doubtless more used to dressing up and 
parading about at conventions. Unfortunately 
my memory of the event is dim so you will LORIORQS
have to settle for the award winners: 
"Bubonic Plague" went to Superman’s Parents, .. 
"Typhoid" to the girl who wa.sn’t sure what 
she was but went as it anyhow and "Dysentry” “|Q
went to Richard Nixon. The Nixon impersonat
or had gone to the trouble only of buying a 
rubber mask of Nixon so we could not commend 
his costume, on the other hand his 
presentation was remarkably true to life with a certain over emphasis of 
speech which amused the audience and the judges to no slight degree.

The last and 
longest programme event of the evening was an open party, hosted and apparently paid 
for by the convention. People wandered around gathering in groups or helped themsel
ves to the massive stockpile of booze and other liquids, or both. We fell into 
conversation with Bill Briggs, a fan who would have taken the record for distance 
travelled to the convention had we not been there. He was from Hawaii and was going 
back there from his vacation and had stopped at the Holiday Inn to only later discover 
that there was a science fiction convention on. From what he said I assumed that 
there wasn’t any organised fandom that he knew about on the islands, he knew a lot 
about science fiction and said that he had friends who were similarly interested but 
things like fanzines and conventions were simply unknown to them. This did not 
amaze me too much, the few hours that we had spent in Honolulu might have been 
atypical but I could easily imagine that anybody who lived there would only feel 
inclined to resting up from the heat as much as possible.

Bill could not stay for the 
second day of the convention and had to be on his way early so he had to leave.the 
party much earlier than he would have liked. But as he was going he told us he was 
going the be the envy of his friends when he told them that he had actually been to 
a convention; We stayed around for a while longer but in the end we had no choice 
but to (feclare ourselves useless for anything decent in the way of social intercourse 
and dragged ourselves off to bed. We had vague thoughts of lying and gazing at the 
box but it was late and the tv stations had either closed down or were broadcasting 
old black-and-white reruns so we gave it a miss.-.

There was a loud knpcking at the door and I finally woke up enough to shout something 
incoherait which, I hoped, would make the knocker go away and leave us in peace. The 
knocking stopped but whoever it was reminded us in a loud voice that I was supposed 
to be on a panel about fandom in ten minutes. That I was there seated at a table 
beside Roy Tackett,Elinor Busby and Bruce Arthurs ten minutes later discussing 
"Geographic Differences in Fandom" does not mean that I was awake but merely attests 
to long years of getting up with the alarm and waking up a couple of hours later.to 
find myself at work. As a consequence I cannot remember a word I said. I have the 
impression that the Americans decided there wasn’t much difference but that I had a 
jolly time telling them stories of Sydney and Adelaide fandom which I hope I marked 
DNQ. It would be unfortunate for a trufan such as I to be bumped off in the prime 
of life. . • ' • ' . ■ ' • ■

Later, when I did wake Up, Valina and I were talking to Horrible Old Roy
Tackett and his wife, two very nice people. At an expression of interest in breakfast 
they invited us over to the Pancake Inn with them where we settled ourselves into a 
cubicle with a view looking back to the Holiday Inn - not very impressive but a 
change from looking at the Pancake Inn from our room at the Holiday Inn. The food 
was, well... interesting or, or to put it another way, not what I’m used to. The 
meun was a fascinating document with gorgeous pictures of some of the items and 
lavish praise for the rest. And having a rather wary palate I settled for something
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conservative while the others seemed to be more ambitious. Roy and his wife I could 
understand since they were used to that sort of thing and I suppose Valma is almost 
always ambitious when it comes to food. On the occasions when I am the results have 
not always been pleasing.

The fanzine that Roy produces, DYNATRON, would have been one 
of the first I ever read, coming shortly after YANDRO and ALGOL (when it was still 
a fanzine). In it I have always thought the name Roy uses for himself (HORT) was 
only to be taken in jest for his personality always comes over so pleasantly, even 
when he's doing a hatchet job. And he is the same in person and (here is a fully 
unpaid political announcement) I’m sure he would make an excellent TAFF winner. 
Somehow we steered clear of fandom while we talked and ate but Roy is, like myself, 
a public servant and the frank and honest exchange of views was most fruitful. I 
guess that public services are more or less the same the world over but the system 
the Americans use in handing out holidays sure had me confused. I wouldn’t mind the 
amount of time off that Roy gets but I gather I would have to had been in my job a 
lot longer than I have been to gain such a pleasant recompense.

The first event for
the afternoon was the auction and it was under the control of Bob Vardeman. He was 
also the auctioneer and a splendid job he did of it. There was a lot of art sold 
off, most of it was not very good and received a like reception, but some was good 
and the audience bid the price way up beyond what Valma or I would have been willing 
to pay. The stacks of paperbacks were also met on their merits, some of the rare 
items brought high prices and Bob, being a sharp business man, would sell books in 
lots and the poor person who wanted the mint condition "Little Fuzzy" or "Spawn of 
the Death Machine" would also have to pay out for unwanted things like the latest 
"Perry Rodan". For myself the most interesting items were stacks of fanzines, most 
were vaguely interesting but hidden away in them were copies of "Gegenschein" 2 
from Eric Lindsay which I had lost somewhere and a couple of issues of "The Mentor" 
by Ron Clarke. So as each bundle of fanzines came up I had to ask Bob if any of 
these treasures were in them and he seemed to make sure that the worst crud 
surrounded the ones I wanted. Something like $3 isn’t too much to pay for three 
fanzines which I, at least, regard as rare but being lumbered with all that other 
stuff was a bit daunting, especially if I was faced with carting it around with me. 
But nobody else seemed too keen to take it off my hands.

Valma and I were sitting in 
the front row and on the floor in front of us were George & Lana Proctor. Towards 
the end of the auction we got into a conversation about fanzines, probably because 
George couldn’t understand why I wanted all that crud that I seemed to be collecting. 
From fanzines to comparisons between Australia and Texas is only a small step when 
those talking are Texans and Australians. In the course of th»is report I’m sure I’m 
going to bore you readers to distraction by saying that so-and-so is a nice/pleasant/ 
interesting person but there are only a limited number of ways to say that we were 
really glad of the chance to meet so many nice people so you might as well get used 
to the idea. Anyhow, George & Lana are two very nice people.

After a while Ed Bryant
came along and we got onto writing. The more I consider it the more I stand in awe 
of the writers of fiction, not because they aren’t people like anybody else but 
because they really get in there with their typers and their ideas and write. I don’t 
even envy them their fame as writers, I only envy them their capacity for mind 
boggling amounts of HARD work. Okay, so I’ve written a play or two and more than 
enough music but I don’t regard any of that as HARD work, that’s what the writer f
does in describing backgrounds and filling in atmosphere without being too 
obvious. People like George and Ed, I salute them but they can keep it.
For dinner a whole bunch of convention members invaded the Pancake Inn and somehow 
convinced the staff there to line up a lot of tables so all fifteen or twenty of us 
could have the pleasure of eating at the same table. Somehow, earlier on, Valma and 
I had mentioned such great Australian comedians as Paul Hogan and Aunty Jack.(if 
that’s the right word in her case). Describing ethnic humor is always difficult 
especially when it comes from Australia where it seems to be, in comparison with most 
other forms, rude, crude, vulgar and rather brutal. It is not easy to get over an 
idea of why Aunty Jack saying "I’ll rip your bloody arms off" throws us into 
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Convulsions of laugh tot' but somehow we did accomplish something.
’ At breakfast I had

fascinated, as I have already said, by the menu and in particular by something 
■ called pigs-in-a-blanket. The photo on the menue of this item contrived to make it 
' appear a maafarpiec.e of the culinary art. Sad to say the actual article looked 
nnthing like the photo and was merely a couple of sausages wrapped in some of the 
dryest and most tastless pancakes it has been my misfortune to suffer. They were 
unedible. The old Australian fall back in a situation like this is tomato sauce 

* (or whatever the locals call it) poured liberall yover the offending food and thus 
smeared the meal was to some small extent consumable. The others at the table were 
amused by such an unusual combination, the waitress was not at all impressed.

* As the Guest of Honour Buz opened the evening programme with his keynote speech. He 
began; by talking about all the things he was not going to mention, passing ove*

. some of the aspects of writing I would have liked to have heard about, and finally 
settling into telling us about marketing stf • He talked for about an hour and 
he held everybody in the audience captive. To somebody like myself who has always 
imagined selling stf was easy the talk was an education and once more I decided to 
be awe struck by writers who go to so much trouble to bx’ing us their humble works. 
The speech was well received and the projector and the screen were again set up, this 
time for ’’Jason and the Argonauts" which turned out to be a reasonably good film with

-i- highlights in the spectacular animation sequences. Almost anything would have been 
better than the film of thq previous evening and I suppose that I should recommend

« Him to be seen if you like real live monsters that walk and move, as well 
as the usual creaky plot and acting. ... .

‘ After the film somebody slid up beside us in the
crowd and.'whispered a number which might have been 414. We could only suppose that 
we had been issued an invitation to a highly secret room party, and we weren t wrong. 
So as not to cause any suspicion we left the convention and went to our room for a 
few minutes but while we were there we made the mistake of turning on the tv. The 
face that appeared on the screen was that of Christopher Lee and immediately we were 
stuck like flyh on fly paper. Probably the only person we find more difficult to 
escape from is John Wayne. The film, We.had been caught by was.."Terror of the Tong- 
and Lee ran around chopping off hands with his little silver hatchet in the most 
delightful manner. . .

. I managed to escape during an advertising break.
. . '. ... . I knocked on the
highly secret door which warn opened a little tdifle I was inspected to check oh my 
worthiness: to enter. The bottle of gin I’d,brought all.the way from Sydney (duty 
free naturally) seemed, to .be accepted as a good entry pass.

, . , ... By the time Valma arrived
an hour or so later I had somehow managed to, take almost complete control of the 
time of the Guest of Honour. I'd met Buz for a while through SAPS when he was a 
member and we had met for a little while when we arrived at the Holiday Inn but then 
he was on his way downtown to autograph books and Valma and I were on our way to 
somewhere to sleep. Somehow I had avoided the trap of visualising what most 
Americans would look like but I had prejudged the ways they would seem in person. 
Buz didn’t upset my prior notions in the least and it was easy to see why he had 
remained a Big Name Fan for so long and appeared to be well liked by everybody. He 

.. is forceful in his way but that is no disadvantage and we conversed with no effort, 
though aided by the contents of cans and glasses. I was staggered at the way in 
which he put away the cans of bheer, I thought that at any moment he would have to 
sink to the floor a sodden heap. No way, he just kept taking off the tops and pour
ing the contents right in. Later Bob Vardeman told us that most American bheer is 
a lot weaker than the Australian counterpart but I cannot believe :that that is the 
only solution and I’m sure that a long history of conventions must have something 
to do with it also.

Gradually the party thinned out, when somebody said it was two 
in the morning the situation explained itself. From having to stand right next, to 
the stock of drinks we could lounge back on the beds and chatter on. After having 
read in too many fanzines various writers and their bad opinions of fandom I was
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relieved to discover that 
the pros at BUBONICON were 
not so obsessed. Buz liked 
fandom a lot and we talked 
about both it and the writing 
side of stf. It is hard to 
say which side of the 
conversation I enjoyed the 
most because while fandom 
is my main interest it is 
always interesting to hear 
people talking about the 
things that they love doing. 
On the registration table 
of the convention there had 
been a great stack of Buz:’ 
"Cage A Man" which were 
being given away and I was 
beginning to look forward 
considerably to reading it. 
Not that I wouldn’t have 
anyhow, the act was simply 
hastened.

At about three 
an expedition was mounted to 
the Pancake Inn once again. 
The others wanted me to eat 
those ghastly pigs-in-a- 
blanket again but I refrained.

And that was about the end
of the convention. We 
retired to bed and slept 

soundly. The following morning we checked our things out of the Holiday Inn and 
spent the afternoon watching an SCA tournament. It was interesting but not the sort 
of thing that I would want to do for fun.

As far as conventions go I would have to 
rate BUBONICON as one of the most enjoyable I have attended. DISCON a week later 
was more exciting but just too much, the small 'package and the small attendance at 
BUBONICON made it possible to meet almost everybody and get to know quite a few 
well. After two days it was sad to have to say goodbye to George & Lana Proctor and 
saying farewell to Buz & Elinor was only lightened by knowing that we’d be seeing 
them again in a couple of weeks when we visited Seattle.-.
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The landscape to the north of Albuquerque would be difficult to explain, it is Quite 
unexpected after the absolute flatness of the land around the city. We were headed 
in Bob Var deman's little Mercedes up towards Los Alamos and the Indian cave dwellings 
at Bandelier, the cave dwellings mainly but Los Alamos was on the way so we decided 
to call in and see the famous community.

It had rained the previous day and it looked 
as though it would be doing so again. Bob looked up at the sky unbelieving, so did 
most of the natives but we thought it was nothing unusual. That part of the 
country is dry and on the day we had arrived I had been impressed by the seeming 
desert which surrounded Albuquerque. We began by driving towards the hills to the 
north and gradually the land began to rise . At first I saw many similarities 
between the land there and the land in the Mallee in north west Victoria where I grew 
up, we passed through one small town and it reminded me so strongly of the little 
towns up in the mallee that' I would not have been surprised to hear one of the locals 
speaking with a ’strine accent.

The drive was long but not boring for soon we entered 
more hilly land, the geology of which I'd seen often enough in films. The road wound 
itself through gorges and gullies cut out of the rock by eons of wear from the rain 
and wind. Different layers of rock had been worn away at different rates and each 
level hung out or recede'd back into the faces of the cliffs.

Just when we were getting 
used to that the land began to seem less rugged but more mountainous the bleak cliffs 
and bluffs giving way to steeply rising banks of trees and grass once more. We had 
passed once again into a land of some fertility , far more fertile than the land we 
had seen around Albuquerque and certainly much more so than the land that lay between 
The narrow road wove its way through the vallies between the peaks and at one spot 
Bob pointed out that we were in the middle of an ancient volcano crater about twenty 
miles across. The soil was very fertile and the grass looked luxuriant It was a 
good place for cattle though not, Bob said, when it snowed. Snow. We couldn t 
imagine that it would snow so far south but Bob reminded us that we were a long way 
from the sea and that we were quite high and getting higher all the time. A quic 
comparison led us to the astounding conclusion that we were already higher than 
Mount Koscusko which is the highest peak in Australia, even though the mountains m 
Australia aren’t too high and the highest is no exception.

. Los Alamos itself seems 
easy to find,we drove along the right road and there were buildings on both sides of 
the road but nothing that we counted as being the centre of the place. We drove 
on looking out for something and then we had gone right through the town.- What 
we saw were buildings and houses set in lush green surroundings, a very pleasing sight 
to be sure. When we decided that we had better turn around and try again we drove 
along the same road back past the same buildings but we saw no more than there had 
been before, no matter how hard we strained our eyes. ,There were some big buildings 
which were rather obviously government establishments of one sort or another but 
nothing like what we were after by that time, namely somewhere to eat.

b Finally we
gave up driving up and back along the same road and struck put along one of the 
streets leading off from it. Our reward was not much better. We drove a bit further 
and the things we saw were not much different from those we’d already seen. We 
turned back towards our first road and were lucky enough to finally spy a hamburger 
place coming up on our right. We had hoped for something more ambitious but we were 
not willing to wait any longer. .

It was food and that was something.
Surprisingly we 

found our way to the museum easily, It was not your normal museum with a little bit 
of everything but very specalised towards atomic science. The large parking lot was 
almost empty and we arrived just in time to miss the first few minutes of the guided
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tour which was very instructive. 
As we passed from display to 
display the woman explained 
most items in reasonable detail 
so that everybody in the 
audience could fellow her. 
She had the annoying habit of 
beginning some slightly techni
cal point with a phrase like 
"The men will understand this” 
of "The men will be interested 
in this...." until both Valma 
and I were ready to stuff her 
men down her throat.

Some of 
the displays were models of 
reactors and atomic structures 
and a couple of them were 
supposed to give us an idea of 
various points of atomic 
technology, in particular 
I remember the one which 
demonstrated why pinchfields 
for containing atomic fusion 
don’t work. The guide stuck 
a tube of metal foil into the 
machine and asked us to 
pretend it was the field in 
which atomic fusion was about 
to take place. Then she tried 
to describe exactly what 
fusion meant and the sorts of 
forces involved. When she had 
done she pressed a button 
which pinched the ends of the 
tube and simulated inside it
the forces of fusion. There 

was a loud pop after which she extracted the tube and showed us that even though the 
ends had been pinched very tightly they had not been able to contain the forces and 
the tin foil had not been pinched tight enough to prevent the ends from being forced 
open ever so slightly. The point was very effectively made. Strangely she ignored 
the model of the sorts of machine which will be able to create and contain fusion, 
maybe because, as Bob pointed out, the idea had been taken from the Russians.

There
were the usual geigercounters and stuff and the tour ended with a little talk from the 
woman in praise of atomic power and the great and glorious future which lay ahead of 
us if we put our trust in the technicians at places like Los Alamos. Fair enough but 
changed the mood of the tour from one of education to one of propaganda directed at 
the anti-atomic power lobby.

In the courtyard built into the middle of the museum 
were models of various atomic devices, most were bombs but in one corner was a 
massive thing about the size of a decent water tank, cut away in places so we could 
see what was inside. The plaque attached said it was a reactor built to study the 
potential of atomic power as the source of energy for flight. I could never imagine 
the thing flying and obviously the people who built it had felt similarly since they 
called it Kiwi. Taking pride of place seemed to be full scale models of the two 
bombs to be dropped on Japan, I’d heard that they were big but I had not imagined then 
to be that size. No wonder they had needed the B 29’s to carry them. There were 
other models of more recent bombs ranging down to one the size of a thin rubbish bin 
though I imagine that the ones they are making these days for missiles are even 
smaller.
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The strangest device in the collection was one used for peaceful purposes in Project 
Plowshare. Suspended from a stand was a long tube maybe twelve feet tall and no 
more than nine inches in diameter so it Was not difficult to imagine the sort or 
environment that it was to be detonated in.

Getting out of Los Alamos was much easier 
than getting in and we were soon on the road to the cave dwellings. The drive was not 
a short one and the country was more or less nondescript. The geography was nice but 
the flora seemed to be mainly low bushes not unlike mallee and there didn't seem to 
be much else. The land did not seem to be used for anything and the occasional car 

< passing in the opposite direction was a welcome change.
Somewhere we seemed to get 

slightly lost, not that it would have been very difficult but we got back on the track 
easily enough. Bob asked us if we were having any trouble breathing. We weren t but 
when he remarked that we were a few miles up from sealevel and there was only seventy 
percent oxygen up where we were I did notice that I was breathing a little faster, it 
may have been psychologicical though.

The cave dwellings are situated in a large area 
called Bandelier National Monument. I saw no monument but maybe I didn’t know what 
to look for. It cost us a dollar to enter the park and we drove down a steep hill 
into the valley where the tourist centre and the dwellings were. The drive down 
was long and Bob said that bicyclet riders go all the way out to it to practise. 
They must be superhuman if they can push a bike up that slope let alone ride it. The 
result of such exercise would have to be legs like locomotive pistons and lungs the 
size of wheat bags.

The Indians had chosen themselves a very beautiful place to live, 
at the bottom of a steep valley with a quiet river running trough it and plenty of 
fertile land. I imagine that their lives must have been primitive but enjoyable and 
many these days must envy them. The tourist centre was also the starting Place of 
several trails, some long and difficult and others shorter cor the visitors like us 
who didn’t intend to spend a couple of days seeing everything. The walk was an easy 
one for the most and those who had planed it had taken some trouble to let the 
visitor see as much as possible. ...

As a delightful stroll we would have spent our time 
well but what the Indians had left behind them when they departed (nobody knew why) 
was fascinating. First we came to a couple of large holes dug in the ground which 
had been at one time covered over and used for some ceremonial purpose. All tae men 
in the tribe would climb down into them and do whatever it was that they did while t. e 
women stayed upstairs. We walked a little further and came across the foundations, 
all that was left, of a small village which had been built in a circular plan, 
obviously the Indians knew something about fortification but their works hadn t lasted 
much longer after them.

As we approached the cliffs the dwellings there, or what was 
left of them, became visible. At first there were only holes carved into the cliff 
face but later on there were more obvious signs of habitation. Those first holes 
were surprising mainly for their size, if people had lived in them they would have 
been smaller by quite a bit then we are, there was barely enough room to hold one 
person comfortably in most of thdm though Valma and I both fitted into a really big 
one with some room to spare. Looking back over the valley from the hole was a 
pleasing thing. .

In places the ruins were quite extensive and the rows of mud bricks 
which had once been the walls between rooms gave a good indication of :the industry^ 
of the Indians who lived there. Where the houses had been constructed to two or tnree 
stories there were small holes in the walls of the cliff into which beams had 
obviously been placed. Once again it was obvious how small the Indians had been, it 
they had not been small most of them must have been permanently bent over from 
trying to fit into their rooms. In some places people living on the higher levels 
had decided to enlarge their rooms and had carved into the cliff so that there 
were numerous holes, large and small, at various levels up the cliff.

There was much 
more and we could not help but wonder at the lives of the people who had lived there 
I suppose that almost everybody who gets the opportunity to look at the ruins of a
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lost people gets to wonder a bit. _
The path we were following led us away from the cliff face and down into 

the valley across the stream and then back through the shady grove for the long walk 
back to the car park. Next stop Santa Fe.

The place must be an absolutely fantastic 
tourist trap, almost everything we saw was that sort of period stuff you imagine as 
being the right sort of thing. It was rather pretty but we didn’t stop except at the 
traffic lights. If you’re ever over that way you might like to stop a while longer, 
let me know if there’s anything I missed.

The drive back to Albuquerque was long and ,
the land was flat but we passed the time from one town to the other in talking about 
things. You know conversations, they defy recounting. The visit of Bill Wright 
apparently still loomed large in the minds of the local fans. Bill is a good 
person but he has strange ways. When he had returned to Australia he brought wit i 
him betting tickets from the races at Albuquerque, enough to put two each on forty
copies of a fanzine he put through ANZAPA. The two tickets I got in my copy were
worth a dollar each and a quick calculation came up with the sum of eighty dollars 
spent all together. I had had the vision in my mind of Bill picking up all those
discarded tickets but Bob, who was there at the races with Bill didn t remember
him doing it. Bill, the eternal neofan, had left in the minds of the fans of 
Albuquerque the impression that Australians must be strange people and Bob said that 
it was interesting to see that some Australians were apparently as normal as anyoody 
else, if we were any example. Of course we are not, we are just unusual in a more 
accepted form. , .

Dinner found us in a small restaurant in the middle of a vast parking 
lot next to a "Lota Burger" shack and after we had eaten Bob took us for a guided 
tour of the city of Albuquerque. Our impression of the city from the drive to the 
Holiday Inn from the airport had been that it was rather large but we began to 
realise how large the city is. The most interesting part we saw was downtown which, 
unlike the parts of the city we'd seen so far, seemed much like any other American 
city. Night was falling and the lights gradually made themselves felt as we drove 
around the campus of the University and then along other roads past the race track 
where Bill had spent his money. The flatness of the land seems to have encouraged 
people to spread themselves out so that nothing seemed very tall and while the city 
might have been the usual jumble there was enough room between everything so that it

Bob took us through the outer suburbs to rising land, about the highest 
that Albuquerque could claim. The lights of the city spread out across the land as 
far as we could see (which was not a full view since some houses blocked our view) 
and disappeared into the low horizon. We returned to Bobs place and spent the rest 
of the evening talking, even though we had to be up early the next morning to eaten 
the flight to Washington there was much to be said. Bob is a tall and amiable 
person and talking was a pleasure. As with so many other times we ended up talking 
about writing but Bob's interest somehow seemed less intense and more general than mos 
so it was easy to wander off onto other paths so that we were not surprised to 
find ourselves talking about jewelry one moment and police corruption and crime the 
other. He told us of one case he had heard of where some crook took advantage of a 
guiible public, over a night safe he put a sign saying that the safe wasn t in 
operating order and that money could be left in the box under the safe. People put 
their money in the box and later the crook just came along and took it away. So 
much for the intelligence of the public and on that note we retired.
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WASHINGTON
The house in rails Churcn where Ted 
White lives is a marvelous old bit 
of architecture and stands hidden 
away at the end of a street (two 
streets in fact) surrounded by trees 
and ar. unruly garden. The whole 
area is green and though there are 
houses and people everywhere that is 
not the initial impression.

The first 
people we met were Ted White, John 
Berry and Dan Steffan, all were doing 
nothing much, the weather was too 
hot and unkind for any sort of 
activity.Ted showed us where we 
would be sleeping the night and then 
we settled back to suffer the heat 
with everybody else with comments 
about how the WorldCon always brings 
on the hot weather. 
Apart from seeing the major 
attractions with Alexis Gilliland 
the day after DISCON Valma and I 
probably saw'..less of Washington than 
of any other city we visited. I. 
guess that's natural since for five 
days the world outside the front 
door of the hotel may as well not 
exist and what can be seen from the 
balcony window is of not too much 
interest when there are people with 
you who you want to talk to.

Deciding 
that it would be a good idea Ted, 
John and Dan decided to 
a good place to eat and Hank & 
Lesleigh who had picked us up from 
the airport drove us there. I was 
reminded of Sydney, or at least I 
saw the parts of Washington we passed 
through with the same sorts of 
feeling with which I'd seen parts of 
Sydney the first time I'd been there 
for a convention in 1970. ,

It was too hard .
the city where a few men make decisions which effect us all, it just 
looked like any other place suffering a heat wave. The evening was 
cooler and more relaxed. Inside the house Ted and Rich Brown played 
their version of jazz, outside Dan, John, Valma, Kitten (led s daughter, 
and I played with plastacine. Dan does as well m tnat mediumas h 
does on paper. It did not seem that on the morrow the WorldCon would 
begin and that "it was all going to be happening”. The calm before-

take us to

to realise that we were in

the storm.
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In many ways DISCON II was the highlight of our trip but I can t think of it that 
way. Those moments when the trip seems so worth while happen in an unpremeditated 
way. one minute nothing much is happening and the next it's all happening.

J And so
DISCON served its purpose mainly by providing a place and a time where it was all
happening for a lot of the time. They say that the first convention is always the 
best one you'll ever attend and it is reasonably true except in the case of 
WorldCons, I think that you might have to attend two or three of them before you 
really get into the swing of things, I also imagine that a WorldCon might be a 
lonely place for many fans who haven't been around too long and don t know too many 
people but Valma and I weren't in that position fortunately. There were many 
people we wanted to meet and I guess we saw a couple of hundred of them though only 
a few really stick in my mind. People is what conventions are all about.
Fred Haskell rang us with Ken Fletcher from Minneapolis a month or two before the 
DUFF race closed and spent what seemed like a long time talking. After we had 
finished we were even more hopeful of winning and getting over to America, Fred has 
that sort of enthusiasm.

The next time Fred rang us was in Shayne McCormack s room at 
the Convention. We were looking forward to meeting him and he must have been even 
keener to meet us because he rang our room but when we weren't there rang all the other 
Australian rooms in the hope of contacting us. We'd been out to dinner and only 
arrived back so he was lucky.

Shayne answered the phone and then handed it over to me. 
We made quick arrangements to meet in my room as soon as we could get there and so 
Valma and I shot out to a lift, finally caught one (they seemed horribly slow on 
occasions) raced across the lobby (where we met Susan Wood but only had time for the 
shortest of introductions) and made it to our room ahead of Fred. We had the 
advantage of knowing exactly where our room was by that time and he had to hunt 
around for it. We waited and soon there was a knock at the door, there was this 
hairy fellow on the other side when we opened it and he introduced himself as Fred 
Haskell. For the next few hours we sat on one of the beds and talked about all 
manner of things, he showed us some of the photographs he'd taken and they launched 
us into many streams of thought. He showed us the cover of the next issue of RUNE 
with Bob Tucker Smooooooothing which was a great help later when it came to meeting 
that gentleman. . ,

Later Fred took us with a couple of guitars to a room of a friend he 
knew and we spent the rest of the evening listening to he and a few others playing 
and singing. He is a very enthusiastic person and he plays the same way, one song 
in particular was played with incredible gusto and if the guitar 
had splintered in his hands I would not have been surprised, but it 
didn't. -
Pete Weston was one of the people I knew would be attending the x ■
convention (most European TAFF winners usually do) but I didn't \
expect to see too much of him. On the first evening we went with Eg?
Shayne and Peter Millar to an eating place down the road from yjx
the hotel and Shayne invited Peter along as well. It was an 
enlightening experience chatting to that horribly sercon person pi
who had produced Speculation and finding that he was one of the t '
finest fannish people I’d met in many years - like Paul Stevens | i
only with a better idea of fandom and science fiction without the | |
stuff about horror films and the rest. K/A
We spent a lot of time together during 
the convention and every moment of it 
was a pleasure. I often felt a little 
guilty that he and I might have been
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keeping each other occupied and the 
locals might not have been getting 
the full value for their money. But 
nobody seemed to complain.

Valina and
I somehow missed the celebrity party 
which was held early on during the 
convention, we didn’t even know that 
it was on because nobody told us 
and we hadn’t looked at the programme 
to find out for ourselves. So we 
missed out on being people of some 
minor importance and so missed out on 
getting our own,plastic straw boaters. 
Pete went along and got his, he wore 
it for the rest of the convention and

it suited him perfectly, he looked exactly like a Void Boy and when I told him this 
he seemed quite pleased.

After the banquet at which both Peter and I had to make 
speeches we realised that we hadn’t said all the things that we had wanted to. Peter 
had done a lot better than I, being older (not much Pete) and more experienced in 
the ways of talking to crowds of fans but he had still not done a few things he had 
thought of. I hadn’t said anything that I wanted to, one look at the crowd spread out 
to filling up the ballroom was more than enough to bring on a state of shock in which 
everything fled from my mind. Later we plotted out the sorts of speeches we would 
have made if we had done it properly and the speeches we would make when they rolled 
back time again. After such planning we would have wowed them but of course while I 
suppose Pete might have had some idea that he had to say something I was not told 
that I was expected to make a speech until just after the meal had been served. I 
might have guessed but nobody on the committee had told me and so I felt reasonably 
certain that I was safe.

On the last evening of the convention, when everybody was in 
desperate search of a dead dog party worth attending Peter and Valma and I trooped 
around looking as well. We found ourselves in a large suite where Pete went off and 
talked with somebody he knew and we ended up talking with Will Straw and a couple 
of others. Later Pete came into the room and started talking with Ted White about 
feuds and stf and it was the first time that I’d heard him talking about science 
fiction for the duration of the convention and I must say that he wears the hats of 
fannish and sercon fans very well. I wish I could do the same, but I just reads the
stuff you know. , .

Pete was only in America on a shortened TAFF trip, he d had to leave his 
wife and child back in England because there was going to be another child waiting 
for him when he got back. More dedication has no fan than that he would leave his 
family at a time like that but I suppose that a birth in the family isn’t one of those 
acts of god which are the out from having to make the trip. Even with his short, 
stay I'm sure Peter would have learned a fair bit about America and its fans, he s 
a smart fellow. He's also a very loveable person and we were truly sorry to see the 
last of him. We'll have to get over to England one of these days - 79 maybe.
Susan Wood probably did more for AUSSIECON at the convention than any Australian 
there. She spent prodigious amounts of time sitting behind our table collecting 
money from people and being a nice person. How she could possibly be up and active 
at such an unlikely hour as ten in the morning was a secret which she never 
revealed to us, it is something which I would have given my right arm to know for 
after a long night getting up at all was torture. Valma tells me that the secret is 
that of not getting any sleep at all but I find this difficult to believe.

Susan seemed 
to know everybody worth knowing and a few not so that with her at our table it was 
a certainty that everybody would get to visit us sooner or later. I would hate to 
have to recall the numbers of people who were introduced to me over that table and 
the numbers of times I looked up to see a stranger identifying itself with a
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familiar name. After a few days it even got to the stage that I knew some of the 
people I saw around the convention at various times, mainly by face because I have a 
terrible head for names.

The afternoon before the banquet Susan asked us to bring 
along SynthiA and come to her room where she was trying to cheer up David Emerson, the 
poor fan had just gotten away from the army after a few days and needed a bit of 
cheering up. How a lot of electronic wiring could make anybody feel happy is beyond 
me but David seemed to be suitably entertained and even a little less morbid looking 
after a few moments. Susan took her ease in bed (if she really doesn’t sleep much 
during conventions she’d need it) and we spent a few hours getting acquainted, there 
is a difference from sitting behind a table with lots of people and having the 
chance to talk quietly. Too soon the banquet was almost upon us and we had to get 
dressed up for it, which meant for me putting on a fresh shirt and a tie for the 
first time in a couple of weeks. I was not too impressed by the banquet and the awards 
but the Hugo to Susan as the best fan writer cheered us up immensely especially as 
she had thought she didn’t have a hope and had resigned herself to being one of the 
"also ran’s".

There were a few parties we visited on the last evening of the convention 
but early in the morning we stumbled into THE party and found Susan along with a lot 
of ether beautiful people among whom were John Berry, Ed Wood and Dan Steffan. We 
were in a bedroom of one of the suites and spent a lot of time drinking and making 
merry. In the end they decided to go off and liberate the swimming pool and Valma 
and I tottered off to bed. But we met Susan again in New York and spent a lot of 
time with her there, and enjoyed her company immensely.
Bob Tucker is a living legend I suppose, we'd seen him a couple of times around the 
convention but it was not until the AUSSIECON party that we had the opportunity to meet 
him. We’d bought a bottle of Jim Beam (duty free) in Sydney with the intention of 
presenting it to him and asking for a demonstration of how to drink it properly. We 
got taught good. Valma gave him the bottle and asked for a demo and before we knew 
it just about everybody in the room was raising a right arm and waiting for the 
bottle to get back to Bob. The room was full and so it took a long time before the 
corridors rang to the cries of "Smooooooooth".

Later we had to go to a Minneapolis 
party for a short while to get our photo taken with all the members of MINNEAPA at the 
con and spent a lot more time than we had expected there talking with lots of people 
from Minneapolis whom we’d only seen briefly before. Out on the balcony we talked 
with Jim Young about Minneapolis and the centres of civilisation on the North 
American continent and I also had a quick talk with John Brunner about his work. I 
told him how much I'd enjoyed his latest book, the one with the happy ending, and he 
said that he was sick of being depressing and would be writing more optomistic books 
in the future. That was good news and since I had begun to realise that Brunner is a 
rather underestimated writer whose works are really quite good I’m looking forward to
reading what he has to say next.

When we got back to the AUSSIECON party Bob Tucker 
was still there and while I talked with many other people Valma seemed to get quite
pally with him. At about four in the 
morning we decided it was time for 
something to eat and went with Bob 
^nd Rusty Hevelin to the coffee 
shop (or whatever) where we fed 
ourselves and filled in the time 
waiting for the meals learning some 
of the ancient mysteries of fandom. 
Bob then took us to another room 
where Jackie Franke and a few others 
were letting the last of another 
party die away. Bob sat in a chair 
and we at his feet (which seemed 
appropriate) and the time passed. 
Rusty fell asleep on one of the beds
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where Bob let him rest up for another long day down in the hucksters room. The sun 
came up and when the clock moved around to eight in the morning we decided that it 
was time to hit the sack. Valma got to sleep for enough time to make it worth going 
to sleep but I had promised Bob that I’d be at the auction of stuff for the Tucker 
Fund and that was going to be starting at ten. I suppose an hour and a half asleep 
was worth something. '■ ■ . ■ '
Michael Shoemaker and I got .to talking about music at the TAFF/DUFF party and that’s 
how we spent the greater part of the night. Bruce Townley was there as well but in 

. the mass of words he didn’t have an opportunity. . At various times I felt that I 
should have been mixing more but Michael wanted to convince me that the greatest 
composer ever to live had been Prokofiev. , This was obvious rubbish and I wanted to 
convince him that the honour should fall to Dimitri Shostakovich. And so the battle 
raged back and forth, neither side gaining the upper hand because we both knew that 
we were right. And so we could have continued on all night if Michael had been 
staying at the hotel but he was sleeping at home and so had to be off early.
Mike Gorra was around the convention and impossible to miss, not too many fans have 
the sort of build that he has. At that Tucker Fund auction he was the most bountiful 
person with his bids and I swear that he took off ninety percent of the old fanzines. 
He stacked them up under his chair and bid some more. I felt almost like a thief when 
I out bid him for the Ethel Lindsay TAFF report but maybe he had a copy alreaay.

In 
one of the apas we share there had been a discussion <. of something called a Kiwi 
fruit. Other Australians might have known what they are but I had no idea and had 
wondered out loud if they were named that way because they looked like the New 
Zealand Kiwi. Mike went to the trouble of taking some of the fruit to the convention 
and brought them to the TAFF/DUFF party for us to try. They were rather delicious 
and we were very thankful that Mike had gone to all that trouble. When we got back 

to Australia we found that some greengrocers are selling them, anaybe we knew what to 
look for because they appear nothing like Kiwi’s.
I have the horrible feeling that the whole of this report could be taken up with what 

happened and what we did at DISCON. So far I’ve mentioned only a very few things and 
there are many more which I’ve probably forgotten. Keeping notes is not very easy 
when the note taker is always busy or sleeping so in my book of things to remember 

there are a few blank pages which I never filled because even after a couple of days 
everything had faded into one big ball of happening. Trying to sort out what 
happened on any day and which order itall happened in . •••• argggghhhhhh

So my sin is going to be one 
of gross omission. We enjoyed ourselves very much all the same and thanks to 
everybody who made it possible. . ■ ’ . <
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THE SMITHSONION
The phone really didn’t wake me but it tried hard enough. When I finally came around 
it was to the sound of Valina talking to somebody and after a few moments I realised 
that it was Pete Weston. They were discussing the fact that Alexis Gilliland was 
waiting for us downstairs and that we had obviously slept in a little bit. We packed 
up all the accumulated mess quickly enough, very quickly we might have said under 
normal circumstances but we still seemed to take a long time about it. When we had 
almost .finished Alexis rang and asked us if we were ready. "Almost" we replied and 
a little while later we were down in the lobby with all our stuff. There were a lot 
of other people standing around with their luggage as well, the last remnants of the 
convention. We stood around for a while chatting with Robin Johnson who had offered 
to re-arrange our flights for the rest of the trip, giving him last minute instruct
ions.

The Gillilands’ car isn't terribly large but somehow Valma and Pete and I all 
managed to stack our luggage and ourselves into it and Alexis took us out of the 
gates of the hotel and through the streets of Washington. Our first destination of 
the day was the Washington Monument and the drive to there from the hotel was an 
educational (to pick a word out of the hat) one since I had hardly seen any of the 
city in the time we’d been there. The city looked little different from any other, 
the wooden planking over the road where they are building their subway was amusing 
and the lowness of the buildings seemed unusual until Alexis pointed out that by law 
nothing is allowed to be higher than the Capitol within the District of Columbia.

The 
only exception to this rule is the Washington monument which was constructed before 
the law was thought of and I suppose that in a way it is very apt. From a distance 
the monument looks like a tall thin needle, I had been at a loss to place it when the 
name was mentioned but when it came into view I realised that I'd already seen it in 
more than enough films. Still, when we parked the car and walked up to it I was 
staggered by the size of it, at the base it is a massive structure and when you stand 
right next to it you tend to forget how high it is. This little mental omission was 
very rapidly put to rights when we entered the lift which runs up the centre of the 
monument and were carried up to the observation deck at the top. It cost us about 
ten cents to ride up in the lift (which is the only way to get up since they closed 
off the stairs), we had to stand in a queue for a little while but being a Tuesday 
there was no great crowd of visitors.

On the way up a tape recorded voice told us 
some ’interesting facts’ about the monument but they instantly fled from my mind when 
the doors opened at the top and we crowded around the little observation windows while 
Alexis pointed out various interesting things. Peering through the windows is a very 
quick and effective lesson in the geography of that part of the city. In one 
direction there was the Capitol, in the opposite the Lincoln Memorial and the Pool of 
rememberance. Off to one side was a little two storied building which was the White 
House and off to the otherside was a large lake and the Jefferson Memorial. Over in 
the distance was the airport, I had read a lot about it being very closed in and 
the problems they were having in trying to operate it properly but before I had never 
quite understood what had been meant. One glance at the little airport and the land 
around it filled in the picture completely. As we all watched an aeroplane took off <•
and flew past the Monument. It was a long way away but clearly we were way above it 
from our vantage point.

On our way back to the parked car we met Bruce Pelz and a ;
couple of other LA fans who were on their way to the monument. We talked for a couple 
of minutes but it was not surprising that we happened to meet, with DISCON over there 
must have been many fans out exploring the places of interest and it is a wonder that 
we didn’t bump into more of them later.

Everybody has heard of the Smithsonion 
Institute, I suppose it must be the most well known museum in the world if it could 
be called a museum. I don’t know what else it could be called but the word just 
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doesn’t do the place justice. I'm afraid we didn’t either. If we had spent a week or 
two wandering about we might have seen most of what there was to see and taken it in 
but the few hours we spent there only served to let us know what we were missing.

. We
began in what is their most modern building, mainly because we could eat there as 
well. Before we ate we looked at a couple of things, the most spectacular was the 
giant pendulum which is suspended from the top of the building and swings in it's 
slow and steady arc down through the holes in several floors to the entrance where 
it does its job of impressing the people entering very well. In a circle around it 
are set up little sticks and’as the earth slowly rotates the arc of the pendulum 
stays in the same place but gives the impression that it is slowly moving. Every 
so often it will knock down another stick, there were a few more knocked down when 
we left than there were when we entered but we weren’t in the right place at the 
right time to see any of it happening. .

After our cheap and enjoyable lunch we set out 
exploring the building properly. The various floors specialise in their exhibits, 
down in the basement the most striking thing was the biggest steam locomotive I’d 
ever seen and to get it there they had driven it in and then built the building 
around it. To entertain the visitors they played tape recordings of what the 
train had sounded like when it was still in operation and the noise it made was just 
as big as it was physically . On another floor they had set up a media display with 
many tv sets replaying vidio tapes of old news items of world shattering importance - 
the one I remember most vividly was a news announcer reading the news that President 
Kennedy had placed a blockade around Cuba, Of course I knew what happened next but 
that did not remove the feeling of the early 1960's reality which came over me for 
the time I looked at it. To go earlier back ip time we spent a few minutes in a 
small recreated cinema where we saw newsreels from the 30's. This was a little bit 
before my time but nonetheless interesting.

On yet another floor there were 
recreations of early houses from various periods of American.history. Most of them 
were furnished to fit and we could peer through the windows or other openings that 
would not have appeared in the original buildings at what was inside.

There were many 
other things that we saw in even our short visit, a massive stamp collection, models 
of ships and boast, musical instruments and goodness knows what else. We spent a 
bit of time and money in the gift shop which had too many tempting things to offer 
us and then Alexis escorted us over to one of the other buildings to see more. The 
Smithsonion is well spread out in a few buildings so we enjoyed our walk from one 
to the other along the tree lined streets. . ....

We. only spent a few minutes at the next 
building which was apparently a collection of natural history. We saw only two 
exhibits but they were enough to keep us occupied. Suspended from the wall of a 
very large room is a full scale model of a blue whale. It is incredible, that 
nature can create such huge animals is beyond belief. We stood beneath the model 
and looked at it from all angles but the sheer size of the monster was something that 
defied the imagination. The tail alone would have weighed tons and the models of 
other whales and large fish also displayed alongside the blue whale were dwarfed by 
it. A gigantic sperm whale seemed to be a grey goldfish by comparison. Alexis led 
us across the lobby into a room where they had recreated various sorts of dinosaurs. 
With nothing to compare it to the Brontosaurus would have seemed incredibly large 
but with the vision of the blue whale still so vividly in our minds it didn t seem 
very big and when we compared the bulk of the two animals the dinosaur was strictly 
a midget. i;

Having been boggled by the wonders of nature Alexis then took us to another 
building where we were treated to the wonders of modern aerospace technology. As 
we entered the first thing we saw was the gold foil on the Luna Lander and I think 
that if there had been nothing else to see that would have been enough to keep us 
occupied for a long time. But as well there were Mercury, Gemini and Apollo 
capsules, the most interesting was the Gemini for while the Apollo was far more 
complex and the Mercury far more interesting from ap historical point of view the 
idea of two men living for two weeks or more in the confined space of a Gemini is
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something to wonder at.
Again and again we were drawn back to the Luna Lander. Pete 

cor,irnenred that it was a technological freak, it served no really useful purpose and 
had made no lasting contribution to mankind. (Well maybe he wasn’t as harsh as that.) 
I was tempted to agree but it is only , after all, 1975 and we don’t have any sort 
of historical perspective bn the Moon landings yet. The staff of the Smithsonion 
had, it seemed, made their bwn comment on any suggestion such as the one Pete made 
by hanging from the ceiling a selection old and historic aeroplanes. Looking up at 
an old biplane which had flown many ;years ago and made the world wonder at its 
exploits I could not help but wonder at the similarity in looks, even, between it 
and the awkward shape of the Luna Lander. And it seemed to me then that their 
histories might become the same. At Brisbane airport a couple of years ago I had .
seen the "Southern Cross"in which Kingsford Smith and his mates flew the Pacific for 
the first time. Could he have imagined the sort of aeroplane which Valma and I, so 
few years later, were to fly the same ocean.

We spent a lot more time in that building, 
looking at all the other things that there were on display. The exhibition was not 
very large but it was well set out and one thing seemed to lead to another. We 
trooped through a mock up of the cockpit of a Boeing 707 and sat in several little 
theatres to look at films of aerobatics and other aeronautical goodies.

Alexis soon 
reminded us of the time, it wasn’t very long before we would have to be at the 
airport to drop Pete off. Our last stop was to be the Lincoln Memorial so we made 
our way back towards the car. As we crossed the road on our way back Pete noticed 
the noses of some rockets sticking up from behind a brick wall and Alexis and Valma 
waited impatiently while Pete and I argued about what sorts of rockets they were.

In 
many ways the monument that the people of the United States have erected to the 
memory of President Lincoln was the most breathtaking thing we saw that day. From 
films I had imagined that the whole construction would be huge and not very moving. 
I was wrong and even a foreigner such as my self who knew little about the man could 
not help but be moved. The lighting of the statue of Lincoln seems to be the main 
thing and it kept on drawing our attention. To either side in the two wings of the 
monument are the words of two of Lincoln’s speeches carved into the walls, words and 
phrases which most people must have heard at one time or another but somehow put 
into a new context.

We bought ourselves an ice cream at a little stand down by the 
Pool of Rememberance and Valma dipped her feet in it. We then went back to the car 
and drove to the airport where we unloaded Pete’s luggage and said goodbye. He wore 
his funny hat which had been given to him at DISCON because he was a celebrity and 
he looked, as always, just like one of the Void Boys.

The day of exploration ended and 
so Alexis drove us out through Washington to his home. On the way we passed by the 
Pentagon, I’m not sure which impressed me the most, seeing this notorious building or 
the road system we were travelling on which would have to be the most complex set 
of freeways and interchanges I’ve ever seen. I’ve always been fascinated to know 
what’s in the hole in the middle of the Pentagon, Alexis told me but I’ve forgotten 
so the matter is still a mystery.

When we arrived at their place Doll was home and 
helped to make us feel1 at home. After a while the matter of food came up and when .
they learned that we had been in America two weeks and had not eaten at a MacDonalds 
the issue was decided. Well, after all the bad things we had heard the experience 
was not too bad, enjbyable in fact. Later Alexis and Doll drove us once more into ,
the more interesting and famous parts of the city. We parked near the Watergate 
building and wandered around down in the shopping mall section right at the bottom. 
Everything was shvit but we could see the shops well and were glad that they were shut 
because there was some nice stuff there, if expensive. Over the road was the 
Kennedy Centre which we wandered through and where I bought some balloons with the 
centre painted on them. On the way home again we drove past a Marine base. On the 
top of one of the hills there was a statue of the marines raising the flag on Iwo Jima. 
I’d always thought that was made up for the John Wayne film. You learn, don’t you?
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NEW YORK
In that city we seemed to see more, do more, and talk to

- - - ’ ■• , But I wouldn’t
missed a minute of it.

Barry Smotroff put us up vzhile we were there
* '*" , Steve was still

More things seemed to happen to us in New York in three days than 
happened to us in a week in any other place. If that is the sort of 
reputation New York has it lives up to it well, and the fans help it 
along no end.. h_ ___ . _ . .
more people than anywhere else and it was exhausting, 
have missed a minute of it.
in a roomy apartment he shared with Steve Stiles. ,
away after DISCON and so we had the pleasure of sleeping in his bed and 
pretending to ride his exercise bicycle. Barry spent as much time as he 
had at his disposal looking after us (twenty-four hours a day) and 
seemed willing to fit in with whatever we wanted. If we wanted to go to 
the bank he knew where it was and the Baskin - Robbins was just a 
block or so away so there was always ice-cream in the refrigerator.
What more can a person want in this life?

The base of our operations, 
was the Proxima Puddle shared by David Emerson and Asenath Hammond in 
what is called The Village on Manhattan Island. Susan Wood was.staying 
there and after having met all three of them at DISCON the continued 
association was welcome. The WorldCon was breathing it s last SasP 
in New York when we were there and we could rely on seeing Jim Young, 
Loren MacGregor or somebody else almost every day which livened up 
the proceedings.
New York is not a city that I would want to live in, crime or no crime. 
To visit it is a mecca but after a couple of months I think that^ most 
people would settle into a rut which would make all the extras wnich 
are available there rather uninteresting. Living there would be 
exhausting just trying to stay sane, there must be a limit to population 
over which a city cannot function properly for human beings and I think 
New York is over that limit. If the predictors.of doom are correct and 
the big cities are going to collapse New York will be the first, but 
it will be a pity because in so many ways the place is a sort of 
monument to both the good and the bad sides of human nature. While 
the architectural wonders of Manhattan Island are a different sort ° 
monument it is in places like the.streets of the Village where the 
real events are happening, there is the feeling of activity which! ve 
felt nowhere else and beside that the skyscrapers are just something to 
look at.
When we — — . - - *for the first time and spent the evening with him. 
old issues < 
them. -
Tourney jokes 

taxi. 
normal-- - --  —
between an armoured car and an ambulance. 4. -inside for ten armed soldiers.We passed the sites for the two World 
Fairs to be held in Nev? York, --- ‘ w o nZilnrr
some sort of brick structure from trie 30 s one and the big hollow 
metal globe from the one in the sixties. We also passed the Shea 
Stadium which meant something to the Beatles fan s hidden away inside. 
At the airport we got mixed up and confused by a bunch of people going 
up to see the America Cup races.

returned to New York from East Providence we met Steve Stiles 
. . . He bought out his

ues of fanzines like Void and we spent the time looking through
Asenath dropped in and stayed, together she and Steve tola Bob

The following morning Barry took us to the airport by
The other time we’d ridden in a New York taxi it seemed like a 
car the one we rode in then seemed like something of a mixture 

- * ’ Anway there was enough room
* J J — - - *1 1

" there wasn^t much left of either of them, 
some sort of brick structure from the ’30’s one and the big hollow 
metal Klube hum uh<= 1- the sixties. We also passed the Shea 
Stadium which meant something to the Beatles fan’s hidden away inside.
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Well, we finally hit the big smoke and was it ever. Cough., cough - Eh, which way 
to 14th street Mac. '

Actually, what really happened was on arriving at the airport, we 
tried to ring Barry Smotroff again. We had already tried to ring him from Washington 
before we boarded. Still no answer. Shriek, quiver and goosebumps. HELP ? Who 
else do we know the telephone number and address on in this Gaddamn city. Meanwhile 
poor Barry is submerged ii 3ft of water in the subway. No, not really, but he was 
prevented from getting home by a flash flood which struck us as being very strange. 
But, then New York is a strange place, even if it is irresistible.

So, there we are, 
just us and our luggage, and all of New York.

Gripping our luggage, scrunched up near 
a telephone and going flick, flick, flicky through our little black book, we find 
the number of the Unlikely Lady. Ring Ring Ring, ahh, sigh, etc., it answers. Where 
are you, oh La Guardia, stay there, be out in a minute.

Asenath Hammond to the rescue. 
Being niave Aussies, we thought that Asenath was going to zip over in her little white 
T to collect us. Future shock, it appears that anyone owning a car in New York 
is either filthy rich or mad. Asenath came and we all went by cab, the fare to us 
seeming absolutely astronomical. I thought he should have paid us danger money for 
riding with him. His automatic window had decided it didn’t want to be automatic so, 
he tells me to give it a bit of a push, but to mind my fingers. I guess he didn't 
want to get his cab all messed up. So, when I couldn’t do it, he trys, at the same 
time as driving of course. Maybe, they have special courses in Cabiture or something 
that teaches them to do two things at once.

Having arrived at the flat, we goggle in 
amazement as Asenath proceeds to use four keys in all to get in. Four, unbelievable.
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Surprise, Surprise, Susan Wood is there so we all tromp off to the Laundromat while 
Asenath tries to catch up on some much deserved rest.

In all my experience of Laundro
mat’s from coast to coast New York's was the only one we couldn’t figure out how to 
work. After consulting two attendants, we finally got one who knew how to put the 
money in. Then came the dryers, which by the way didn’t dry so we end up by taking 
it back to the flat. God will forgive us but Asanath won’t says Susan.

A la chicken 
for dinner, cooked by Susan for us sane eating people and sausages for Leigh. Poor 
Leigh, I’m afraid the thought of Aniseed sausages was a bit overwhelming•for him. 
He ate with a look of utter disbelief on his face and kept mumbling to himself. 
Aniseed sausages. Holds piece of sausage on fork stares, another mumble. Aniseed 
sausages. I think they call it culture shock.

. After dinner, Barry came over to esccrt
us over to his place by the subway. I was too petrified to try a New York Subway at 
night without a guide or perhaps I should say guard. We probably would have ended up 
in a New York Woop Woop, and if you consider that Box Hill is Melbourne’s Woop Woop 
and it is only about 15 miles from the General Post Office, then you can imagine how 
far a Woop Woop would be in New York.

Barry has some tokens for us to get in and away 
we go. We have some very fond memories of the subway, the smell, the graffiti, the 
advertisements, not exactly John Wayne advertising weeties, but almost. We went to 
see The Taking of Pelham One Two Three which has this beautiful line which goes 
something like this. "What do they want for their 35d - to live forever". Leigh and 
I just broke up on that one and after some time realized that we were the only ones 
in the theatre who were laughing. The reason being that Australian Fares are worked 
out so much per section and the other people in the audience just didn t get it. We 
became very nostalgic after seeing that film. Good old New York.

We arrive at Barry’s 
place where Moshe Feder and some friends are waiting for us. Most enjoyable evening 
talking about the size of the Worldcon, that much discussed topic again etc., and of 
course out comes Synthi for some after dinner fiddling.

Before going to bed we went 
in to meet Barry’s typer as a good fan guest should. It would be most improper to 
retire without first making making the acquaintance of the resident typer.

Thank you
AiSe.nath and Barry. Your’e good folk as they say. .
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My first impression of the subways of New York was that they are a public entertainm
ent, later associations with that particular public transport system led to a change 
of mind. Barry Smotroff lives out in Queens and the Proxima Puddle was in the 
village so getting from one to the other took a good hour on the subway, it might 
have been less but with nothing better to do but look at the lights flashing by and 
the rails in the tunnel ahead (if we were in the front carriage) it seemed like a lot 
longer. Everything that people have said about the subways is true but what most 
impressed me were the Subway Police which get on for a ride at the occasional station, 
they look like one man armies.

We'd decided that it was the day to see some of New 
York and Barry was only too willing to be our guide. A train ride brought us to the 
14th Street station and from there it seemed a short walk to the Proxima Puddle where 
Susan Wood was waiting to join us. Getting to see New York is an event in itself but 
getting to do it with a Hugo winner is even something more so were looking forward 
to the event.

Susan wanted to visit a record shop or two before we got under way. I 
was only too willing to go along with the idea since we'd been in America for a couple 
of weeks and hardly been inside a shop to spend money on all those incredibly cheap 
things that are supposed to be available in America. Barry led the way and very soon 
we were lost, Valma and I that is and even Susan confessed that she wasn't really sure 
where we were. After a few streets of apartment buildings we seemed to get into more 
commercial type areas and almost by magic we suddenly seemed to be in a street 
which was nothing but shops. Barry led us along past the shops for a bit and then 
led us into a record shop and let us loose. I had never seen anything like it before, 
rows and rows of boxes full 
to overflowing with 
records. The prices were 
even more amazing. Susan 
disappeared off into the 
section of music she’s 
interested in and I lost 
myself in mine. Occasiona
lly I'd look across and 
see her picking out another 
record and I suppose that 
if she looked over in my 
direction she would have 
seen the same thing. Both 
Valma and I were going 
through boxes of records 
pulling out and inspecting 
the occasional one. My 
interest is contemporary 
classical music and there 
was more of it on record 
in that shop than I'd seen 
in all the shops of 
Melbourne so we had to be 
selective. You wouldn't 
have thought it though if 
you'd seen us in action. 
I'd pull out the occasional 
one and keep it, Valma would 
would pull out the 
occasional one and I'd nod 
approval and we'd keep it.
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After about half an hour Susan was ready, and we decided we couldn’t really take 
anything else. On the way to.the cash register we saw a Rolling Stones record wp 
hadn't seen before so we added it to our collection and when the man behind the cash ' 
register said $26 I was staggered. • ...<

Over the road there was a place which sold something 
called an Orange Julius. Barry and Susan decided that we had to have one of them, a 
visit to New York would not be complete without one. The drink is what happens when . 
the man behind the counter does something to orange juice, normally I don't appreciate 
the juice of any fruit - except thp Coca-Cola plant - but the result was pleasing. 
Since .it was almost lunch timd we also ffed ourselves, the cheese hamburger I got was 
a strange thing indeed’, the cheese was more like liquid cheese-whiz than anything 
else and was just as tasty. We leaned against the counter and Susan and I.looked over 
our records. I was slightly more enthusiastic than Susan but then Regina is closer 
to New York than Melbourne. Barrywasamused by both of us I think, he works in a 
record shop so I suppose he was entitled' to his amusement. .

As planned we decided 
tn maka like tourists and go to the Empire State building. I might have been just as 
happy visiting more record shops but What would my friends say when I told, them I'd 
been to New York and hadn’t seen the world from the Empire State. The size of the 
city was brought home to me when Barry said we'd have to catch the subway to, a 
closer station and we had to walk a long way at either end. The nature of the city 
didn't seem any different where we entered from where we got off and we walked along 
a wide street for a while and then Barry said we where there. I'd seen films of 
New York before, I didn't believe him. He assured me that it was, I looked up and 
the building was indeed rather tall but I knew it couldn't be the Empire State because 
there weren’t any flashing lights, loud speakers and dancing girls, it was just a 
building like any otherand it wad beginning to show its age. . .

But Barry was sure that 
this was the place so in the end I had to go "Along with the joke and in we went • 
through the circular doors. The inside was about the same style as the outside, 
thirties, and it Is hard to realise that the building is reasonably old. We found 
our way around some wide corridors along to a place where we spent $1.70 each for a 
ticket to the top of the building which must be an office building but all we saw of 
it were lifts and corridors. The place where we bought the tickets was set up to 
handle hundreds of people with barriers set up for a very long queue. . Being a . 
Thursday there were far less people wanting to see the sight of New York spread out 
below them and so there were shortcuts through the barriers. There, were still enough 
people though and we had to wait some time until it was our turn to get into the lift 
up to the eighty-sixth floor which is the first stop for tourists. The lift was 
quick enough and might have made some people a little light headed as it slowed dem 
but It still took a long time to get to the right level..It was packed as full as 
they could manage it and standing for a couple of minutes like sardines was pot a 
great thrill. . . ’ .

The eighty-sixth floor (or the bit we saw of it) is a large area where 
tourists can have a field day spending their money on all sorts of things of no 
particular value except that they were bought in the Bnpire State. You could have 
your photograph taken with a gorilla or in such a way as to make it look as though 
you had fallen over the edge, but we were not attracted. Another queue was formed up 
from people waiting to get to the top of the building for an even higher view so we 
joined onto the end of it and waited. Through the large windows we could see parts 
of New York end Susan kept us entertained with amusing stories of the various insane 
things that fans do, like driving from New York to Toronto for a.surprise,birthday 
party. The wait this time took much longer because there was only one lift and just 
as many people wanting to use it as had wanted to get this far. ... .

= The lift doors finally
opened onto a small room with windows in it. The room with its riveted columns and 
beams reminded me of something out of those stf/adventure serials that we used to see 
at the local theatre on a Saturday afternoon. "So this is where they got their idea 
of what the future was going to look like". The room wasn't too packed which was a 
blessing because we didn' t have any trouble getting to the windows... The city was 
really a long way down and we could see a fair distance.' Down at the bottom of the
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building there had been a sign saying that the visibility for the day was twenty-five 
miles which was well beyond what we were interested in. Barry pointed out to us some 
5X sights of interest, central park which seened like a green carpet spread 
out almost below us, Madison Square Garden, the Statue of Liberty off
distance and lots of other things that meant very little to me. The island we were 
on was obvious from that height with the rivers on either side of us, and not too 

' As I gazed out the window at something way down there it occurrred tp me
that New York is right on the other side of the world from Melbourne and that 
somehow it seemed very unlikely that I would ever have the opportunity to stand at 
the top of the famous Empire State in such fine company. A feeling or unreality hit 
me, suddenly I didn’t know where I was but the one place I could not have possibly 
been was at the top of the Empire State.

After about twenty minutes we caught the lift
down to the lower level and then caught a lift down to ground level again. As we 
walked out onto the streets we’d so recently seen from such a height I felt as i 
the rest of the day would be a let down. We wandered about in the area for a while. 
In fact we seemed to have some destination in mind but for all I knew it was just idle 
wandering. Some of the shops we passed seemed to be the New York I d imagined but 
when I looked away from the window front we were again back in the real New York. 
Our destination was the New York Library though there was no real reason for going 
there, unless it was so that we could recognise it when we saw 'Beneath the Planet ot 
the Apes". We rested ourselves for a few minutes on one of the benches and 
considered our next move, we were beginning to get exhausted but the afternoon 
hadn’t progressed too far. Barry and Susan tossed up a few places but they all seemed 
the same to me, in the end they decided that it would be the Museum of Modern Art. 
Another subway ride was in order, Barry assured us that it wasn't anything like the 
peaks but I would not like to imagine the conditions at those times. Then another 
walk at the other end and we were in a narrow street facing a building with glass 
doors and a sign telling us that it was the place..

Getting in cost us $2 each, Susan 
disappeared off on her own to see some things and the rest of us just ambled around 
looking at whatever there was to see. Through a large glass window we could see down 
into a small courtyard with some sculptures and a pool, very relaxing and quiet it 
seemed and there was Susan enjoying herself. I’m not much on painters so I was not 
familiar with most of the names on the paintings. In one room there were a couple 01 
full wall sized impressionist paintings by somebody whose name - begins with M and 
away in another part of the gallery there were a couple of works by Dali. They were 
good but I still remembered another couple of his works I’d seen at the gallery in 
Melbourne which I had thought to be far superior. Around another corner and we 
suddenly were face to face by Picasso’s "Three Musicians". I felt even more unreal 
than I had when we’d been at the top of the Empire State. When I’d been doing art at 
school this picture had stuck in my mind and there I was quite unexpectedly seeing 
it first hand, something that I had never expected to do in my wildest dreams.

There
were a lot of works by Picasso there, most of which I didn't know. I’m not a great 
fan of that painter but it was enjoyable getting to see a good selection of what he
has done. , , ii _

One of the main features of the display at the time seemed to be a collection 
of early American photographs. They were interesting but the pace of the day was 
beginning to tell and I didn't have half the amount of energy left to do them justice. 
After pottering around there for a while I found myself a nice comfortable bench and 
rested up for whatever lay ahead. Right in front of me was a large work by Jason 
Pollock, unmistakable since it looked pretty much like "Blue Poles" to me, but 
without the poles. After sitting considering it for a few minutes I decided that I 
liked it but that I could live without it hanging in my living room, if my living 
room were big enough to house it.

Having regained some energy 1 pottered off again 
with the rest and looked at a few more displays, architectural models and the like 
until it was time to leave. It had been arranged that for dinner we meet with a few 
other New York fans at a Chinese restaurant somewhere in the city, Barry knew where
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it was and how to get there so we left it up to him. Susan 
looked up to the end of the street and saw the Doubleday 
Bookshop. She looked back at us and begged with her face, it was 
too much to resist so we went. As far as bookshops go it was 
nice enough and full up, all three levels, with books of all 
sorts. Valma and Susan pottered around the shelves looking at 
this and that until a beautiful book on Japanese art caught 
ValmaSs eye and the price tag was too much. I agreed and from 
then on we were carrying around all those records and a massive 
great book.

It was a long walk to the subway but finally we 
arrived at the station. We missed our stop at the other end and 
then had to walk back.

The restaurant was a pleasant place, not
very posh but it looked as if it might have some nice things hidden away in it to eat 
and that is always the prime consideration. Even with our detour we were early and 
the staff made us sit at a small table even though we pleaded that we were part of 
a crowd which hadn’t arrived. They didn’t seem to be interested so we stayed there 
until David Emerson and a couple of others arrived and remonstrated with the people 
until we were seated around a large circular table. By the time everybody arrived 
there were nine or ten people, just a good number. David seemed to know the place 
well and we ordered many dishes which we shared around. It was an enjoyable meal, 
partly for what we had to eat and partly for the company.

Later people drifted off, 
Susan and David went off to see "Fantasia” and Barry led us to the subway once more.



The Proxima Puddle was not a very large flat and Asenath and David were worried by the 
prospect of fifty or sixty New York fans crammed into it for they were holding a party 
in honour of Valma and I and Pete Weston.

In the morning Barry had taken us to Penn 
Central Station where we had met Nate & Caryl Bucklin and we spent the rest of 
the day with them and Asenath wandering around the streets of the Village looking 
at the sights. Late in the afternoon we headed back to the Puddle where we picked up 
Jim Young, Susan was still busy preparing for the big event and didn’t want a lot of 
people hanging around so she ordered us out onto the street for a couple of hours 
with the suggestion that we might feed ourselves.

It was raining and we walked the 
streets in search of some place that looked suitable. There were a few possibilities 
but none of them seemed very interesting, in the end we decided that an Italian one 
wouldn’t be too bad. It wasn’t ( too bad) but I was not too convinced about the 
people who were running it, or their motives. The place would have been a good 
thirty years old and had that feeling of the ’30’s, it was dark and I could easily 
imagine that it had a past of gangland slayings and other mafia activities. It 
might have been a perfectly ordinary place but I would not have risked my life on it. 
We were shown to a table and seated. Our orders were taken and then a dark middle 
aged Italian indicated to me that I was wearing a hat (I wouldn’t call my brown 
wool "magic pudding" cap a hat but he obviously did) and that it was not permitted in 
their restaurant. I felt like arguing but he looked to be a shady character and I 
would not have liked my chances so I meekly hung my hat on the peg provided. The 
indignity of it! The wine and the food was good all the same so by the time we were 
ready to leave I was almost willing to think that the place and those that ran it 
weren’t quite so sinister.

We were still running ahead of the clock and we knew Susan 
wouldn’t be too pleased to see us so quickly so we stopped in at an ice cream shop 
and spent some more money. It was still raining so the bunch of us crowded under 
the canvas awning outside while we ate the ice cream slowly and then we could not 
put off our arrival any longer.

Everything was prepared, John Brunner was one of the 
first too arrive and after that the place began to fill up quickly. Pete Weston 

ramp in from his trip down to Miami and Cape Kennedy. In the various rooms little 
groups formed and people swapped around occasionally to talk to others in other 
rooms. David’s bedroom was the music room and from it came the sounds of Nate 
Bucklin , Caryl and David playing and singing at various times, the lights were 
turned down low to that proper party lighting. We met Andy Porter again and had for 
the first time a good chance to talk with Fleig Hollander, old MINNEAPA buddy.

I began 
the evening on some Australian wine which might have been left over from DISCON and, 
when that ran out, went over to some nice Californian brew, the evening drifted into 
a pleasing haze.

Pete Weston was in one of the s,aller rooms and we caught up on what 
he had been doing for the past few days - which didn’t seem to be very much - and 
told him what had happened to us. Some time after midnight a funny metalic banging 
sound began to make itself felt. At first I didn't know what it was but soon others 
had heard it as well and decided that it was somebody in one of the other flats in 
the building who had become annoyed with the fun we were having and the noJse we 
were making. The music in the front room died out and we toned down our talk from 
shouting to make ourselves heard to a mere din. Whoever it was that was banging 
didn’t seem satisfied with our efforts and kept up their banging. From somewhere 
else a strange sound which I could only think of as a strangled bagpipe began and 
soon everybody else in the building seemed to be awake and making some sort of 
noise. The party quietened as we listened to what others were doing to add their bit 
and became really absorbed when some people, apparently on the 
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other side of the hole in the middle of the building, began insulting each other and 
accusing each other of making such a raucous noise. It seemed that they had forgotten 
us entirely and I suppose that we didn’t mind that much either.

For about ten minutes 
they argued until they both seemed to run out of steam and went back to bed. The 
party resumed once more, a little more quietly so as not to awaken everybody else 

again and in the new state, with a few people having departed, it was easier to have 
a quiet talk to somebody.

The subway in New York runs almost all night so there was 
no worry about having to leave by a certain time but all the same we did have to 
]eave some time and all too quickly that time came.

We bid a fond farewell to all 
those we’d come so quickly to call friends and Barry led us out into the rain once 
more and to the Subway which would.take us to Queens. Nate & Caryl were also 
sleeping at Barry’s that night so our little group walked through the rain together.
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PROVIDENCE
Don D'Ammassa has been in APA45 as long as I can remember.(and probably 
almost as long as he can remember too). We met he and Shiela for the 
first time at DISCON one morning when he introduced himself over the 
AUSSIECON membership selling table. Later on in the day we went off 
to an impromptu fanzine discussion panel where there were so many 
faneds in the audience that the panel was made up of just about all 
those who did not produce a fanzine. Somewhere during the day Valma 
and I decided that in the middle of our stay in New York.we’d take 
the train up to Providence (it wasn't far when Don explained to us 
where Rhode Island is and where New York is) for a day or so.

We thought 
that the train ride might make a pleasing change from whizzing about 
in aeroplanes. However we had not counted for Amtrack which seems to 
be even worse than the Victorian Railways, atleast the VR seem to keep 
their windows reasonably clean so that the countryside view isn’t 
obscured by all sorts of brown smears and smudges. The ride was, all 
the same, enjoyable and the countryside exceedingly beautiful in places. 
Most of it was rural but we were never totally away from urbanisation.
Don met us at the station and drove us through the streets to his home 
where Shiela was slaving over a meal for us. Don had wondered what meal 

we might not have in Australia and had looked it up in an encyclopedia. 
The conclusion he reached was that turkey and corn on the cob would be 
something unusual and he was right. Fowl, as a rule, doesn't turn me 
on but the corn was out of this world and it instantly achieved a place 
in our top ten foods.

Don & Shiela share their house with David their 
son and the cat. From the outside it appears an almost ordinary house 
(and by Rhode Island standards it probably is) but hidden underneath 
is a basement ,a novelty to us, which is crammed full of books. Don 
suffers from the collecting bug, poor fellow, and reckons that he has 
just about every book of science fiction ever printed in the.English 
language. Even more astounding he reckons that he has read just about 
all of them - including Cap Kennedy.

In case you didn't know Rhode Island 
is in the middle of New England and is some of the oldest land with a 
history of European civilisation (or uncivilisation if you prefer). 
In California we hadn't seen anything older than what we had become 
used to in Australia and the same went almost for New Mexico and 
Washington. New York might have its moments but I don't remember them 
if we saw them. Dy my standards though Rhode Island is ancient and 
all about there was a feeling that man had been here for a long 
enough time to impose himself on the land properly, and yet so long 
that the earlier traces had become a part of the land.

On the morning 
of the day we had to go back to Nev? York Shiela and David took us 
shopping, for jiffy bags of all things. After we had left the post 
office Shiela told us that everybody had noticed us and were looking 
at us because of our funny accents. My taking a picture of the board 
full of wanted notices hadn't helped much but I'd been trying tO(get. 
David, who is just becoming verbal, to say "Gooday" in a decent 'strine 
accent by setting a good example. The treatment almost worked too, 
he said it with a really decent one. and I suppose that another week 
or two of intensive treatment would have made it permanent. Though I 
doubt if Shiela or Don would have approved. And after they had looked 
after us so well I wouldn't have wanted to annoy them.

48



Fred (which may be the name of the cat that Don & Shiela D'Ammassa look after - but 
which might not since "Fred" is a name I often use when I can’t remember the proper 
one) kept Valma awake for part of the night by throwing things at her. That’s what 
Valma claimed anyhow but I’m sure that from the cats point of view it thought that it 
was simply getting rid of stuff on the dresser where it wanted to sleep and who 
cares about that silly woman.

So we rose reasonably early. Over breakfast we plotted 
out the activities for the morning - since there was a RISFA meeting already planned 
for the afternoon - and chatted about the news of what was happening at home which
we hadn’t heard for the last couple of weeks. Don bought out a cutting which was a
few days old and seemed to give a reliable picture of what was going on back in
Australia and while I suppose a lot of Americans might have believed it Valma and I
were just a little bit sceptical.
AUSSIE LABOR CRISIS DEEPENS
SYDNEY — Australia faced another bleak weekend of crippling strikes yesterday and 
at least one state was considering the use of army troops to keep essential services 
operating. Throught the nation, industry after industry was reeling in the face of 
record wage demands and strikes by militant unions. The communist Party seized on 
the apprehension by announcing it would organize a national work stoppage for its 
"spring offensive" in March. The state of Victoria, where 35,000 transport workers 
are seeking increases of nearly $40 a week, is. out of local beer and low on food. 
Gasoline rationing was introduced throught Victoria Wednesday. In Canberra, 
rationing reminiscent of wartime conditions is in effect.
Nothing like that had been in the wind when we'd left and I found it difficult to 
-l magi tip, that such trouble could have brewed up in such a short time. I would have 
laughed a lot harder though if I had been absolutely sure that the report was false.

You can never 
be too sure
about these
things, can 
you?

The report 
from Australia 
in the paper 
for the day 
was about 
KILLER FROGS. 
Exactly what 
this might 
have meant was 
not made too 
clear but the 
general idea 
was that the 
CSIRO had been 
breeding some 
very strange

’ frogs and they
had somehow escaped. The impression I got was. that one of these frogs could do in a 
dog with one hand tied behind its back and my imagination wondered what a few of 
these could do to a person. After that I was wondering if we’d arrive back in 
Australia to find the place overrun with these frogs but, of course, we didn t.

Don &
Shiela had discovered HP Lovecrafts' grave a while earlier and they thought that we 
might like to see it. We didn’t mind, even though I'd only read one Lovecraft novel
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and Valma had not been made aware of his existence before. We drove through the 
streets of Providence and Don remarked that it was in the area which Lovecraft had 
used in his work. I could not relate the streets and houses that I had read about 
in that novel with the rather delightful looking houses we drove past, though the 
sun was out which might have been something. Don & Shiela knew a lot more about 
Lovecraft than Iwould have imagined natural and they told us a little of it as we 
went along.

We arrived at the cemetry and apart from the various marble monuments I 
could have easily mistaken it for a park, which probably tells you a lot about the 
cemetries I’m used to. There were trees and lawn everywhere, we drove around for a 
while and at first we couldn’t find what we had come to see. Neither Valma nor I 
minded very much, apart from the fact that I don’t like cemetries very much it was 
a pleasent ride. Then they figured out where they were and the car stopped. We 
got out and walked over to a monument sticking up from the ground, a rather simple 
stone and marble affair so that it was no wonder we might have missed it earlier. 
The monument did not mark one grave but quite a few, the sites of various graves 
which were located around it. The graves themselves were just lawn and as we read 
the inscriptions we realised that we were standing on Lovecraft even as we read his 
name.

After a moment or two of contemplation we wandered about looking at other 
graves and crypts. I’d never seen a crypt before and only seen their limitations in 
various horror films and read about them in books. Some of them were quite simple 
and much as I’d imagined a real one might be. Others were massive, in particular one 
quite near Lovecraft which was a large circular construction set into a slight hill, 
the space on top would easily be large enough for a tennis court and the thought of 
what might be found behind the locked door were very Lovecraftian thoughts. That 
cemetry would have obviously flavoured Lovecrafts' thoughts, any horror stories I 
might .write based on my impressions of the Dimboola cemetry would be very different. 

We drove to another part of the cemetry and stopped again, not this time to look at 
the final resting place of this or that person but to look at the view. The cemetry 
was set on the side of an inlet from the Atlantic Ocean and from the spot where we 
were the view down the steep hill to the water was very pleasing. We bowed as we 
passed under a couple of low branches and found ourself in a quiet clearing with a 
beautiful view. Don remarked that it would be the ideal spot for a picnic but that 
the people there might not appreciate it very much. To one side was a small 
monument giving the names and the dates of the people who were buried there. The 
spot was so tranquil that it almost seemed worth dying to be buried there. The 
place seemed to be too good to be wasted on the dead but then I suppose that if it 
were open to the living it would be ruined and hot half as much worth visiting.

From 
the top of the Empire State building I had caught a gliirpee of the Atlantic, but no 
more. Providence is set in from the ocean but Don said .uat technically the 
inlet from the ocean would qualify. So we drove to a place called Indian Point which 
was the closest and easiest place to get to the water. When we arrived we found that 
the place was parked out and when we saw the large sailing boat we realised why. 
They remembered then that they had heard something about a training schooner calling 
in and obviously a lot of interested people were there to see it. After a while we
found a place to park and went to look at the boat and the water - the boat was a
fine thing, what with its rigging and its masts, the water was not so fine with all
sorts of junk floating in it. There was no beach as such, most of the land was
fenced so that access to the water was impossible but by clambering down a steep 
bank of rocks I was able to dip me hand into the water. Most of the land around was 
built up and it didn't seem much like the Atlantic but the water was salty so I 
suppose that counts for something.

On our way back to Don & Shiela's we drove around 
some interesting parts of Providence which is a nice looking city. On one street they 
have collected as many old houses as they can. We drove past them slowly catching 
the occasional date. I must have an exaggerated idea of how old things should be 
before they are really ancient (or I must have forgotten that even New England isn’t 
all that old) because I was disappointed that most of the houses were dated around 
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1800. One house was dated 1788 (and Don & Shiela seemed to wonder why I commented on 
it), the oldest one there was dated 1750. Most of the houses were in good condition 
and I would not have minded living in any one of them.

In the afternoon there was the
RISFA (Rhode Island SF Association) meeting, which came to us so we just waited 
around for people to turn upi The event began slowly and we all sat around and 
looked at each other. When enough people had arrived to fill up the lounge room we 
moved out to the back yard where people sat in the beautiful sunlight or in’ the shade 
depending on their constitutions.

Shiela had prepared cookies for the meeting and we 
helped ourselves to them. A group of fans from Boston arrived, apparently something 
unusual for a RISFA meeting so I could only assume that they had come all that 
way to see for themsleves what Australians look like. I reckon they discovered that 
Australians look much like anybody else and the only way you can tell them from the 
normal person is because they talk funny.

The main topic of conversation for the 
afternoon was the pardon that President Ford had granted to Nixon. Most people 
couldn’t believe it and didn't have very kind things to say about either of those 
gentlemen. The other topic was that the mad stuntman who wanted to ride his 
so-called "motorbike" across some large hole in the ground hadn't made it. For 
some reason interest in this event was so high that we turned on the tv at the 
evening news time to see it for ourselves. It wasn't much to see.

After we had
plumbed the depths of these two topics we listened to stories of life in Boston. 
One of the fans from that city told some remarkable stories but I suppose life in 
that city isn't always that bad. I wouldn't like to find out. I might live a dull 
life but nothing of the sort has happened to me in Melbourne for a long time. As 
the afternoon gave way to evening Shiela cooked up a great steaming vat of food which 
was served out to everybody, I thought it was delicious and Shiela told me that it 
had been specially prepared to my specifications with Valmas help. I loved it and 
had a couple of helpings, I hope that everybody enjoyed it just as much. Don brought 
out his game of RISK and seven of us set ourselves up and decided the fate of the 
world. I obviously wouldn't make a very good general, I was the first one to be 
wiped out. Gradually others fell out too until there was only Valina and Jim 
Sakland left. Slowly Jim wiped out Valmas forces until there was nothing left but a 
counter or two in Japan. I thought to myself that that was the end of it for sure 
but the others apparently knew the game better than I and told Jim he had had it. 
From somewhere Valma conjured up what sdemed like hundreds of counters (well I knew 
that Japan was well populated, but not that populated) and wiped Jim off the board. 
The last of his armies fell in Western Australia so I dubbed Valma the Queen of 
Australia and that was that. ' '

The Boston people left and slowly the others drifted off 
to their homes. We spent the last hour or so of the day around the kitchen table 
with Don and Shiela talking about local fandom.
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Madison would have to be one of the nicest little towns we've seen. It 
felt like the ideal of "Hometown USA" that used to come across from all 
those Hollywood movies. It's not a spectacular place in comparison.to 
most cities we visited but if we had to live in the USA. we mignt easily 
choose it (and it's not too far from Minneapolis).

Our hosts for the 
couple of days were Hank & Lesleigh Luttrell, we'd met Lesleigh before 
in 1972 when DUFF brought her to Australia so it was good to be able to 
meet her again. Hank was somebody we'd been looking forward to seeing 
and doing so was a real pleasure. They are both quiet people but by 
no means dull, and we enjoyed our stay very much.

They live on the ground 
floor of what seems to be a typical northern US.hopse, it. is old and 
comfortable with just enough room for them, their collection of books, 
magazines and comix and their cats - Nemo and Maya. (These cats are, 
by the way, remarkable because they are so similar to Spot and B1..1. 
Bill and Nemo are both black males, Spot and Maya are sort o splotchy 
females. When Lesleigh had stayed with us she'd commented that the cats 
were so similar but I really hadn't believed it. But it s true, the 
main differences are that Spot and Bill are lazy and fat while Nemo and 
Maya are just as lazy but not so fat. Nemo, who once used to be 
"Little Nemo" but is no longer "Little" probably keeps fit with a 
running battle with another cat on the block. Very soon after we. c. 
arrived Nemo and his sparring partner disturbed our snack with tneir 
activities. We wandered out to look, at the fight which was quite 
exciting and they knew what they were doing, because they were over the 
fence in the next yard where we could see them but not interrupt. 
After a while Lesleigh, who was more concerned with the fight than we 
were, ran off and quickly returned with a bucket of water which she 
dumped on them. Stopping in mid gouge they looked up at her as if to. 
ask "Now what did you go and do that for?" Then they returned to their 
fight) . . , ,Some time during our stay Hank & Lesleigh brought out a map and 
showed us the layout of Madison. There are lakes on all sides and in 
the middle is the Capitol building about which the rest of the city is 
planned. Of course maps don't mean too much by themselves. I didn t 
think to ask if being more or less surrounded by water ever leans to. 
flooding but who cares, it's all very pictueresque One afternoon wnen 
Lesleigh had .finished class they took us in their little green car lot 
a drive around the immediate countryside. We drove around one of the 
small lakes and they told us that the university owns all the land 
around it so that it is maintained in its natural condition. To tne 
botanist this would probably mean hours of enjoyable crawling around 
looking for interesting things but to most people it would simply mean 
a beautiful bit of road to drive along with overhanging trees, tall 
bushes and lots of uncut grass. Being a reasonably short drive a lot 
of people pedal around the lake on their bicycles and I d imagine that 
the energy spent would be well worth the trouble. In fact, or a-*-l the 
places we visited Madison would have had the largest population.of 
bicycles. I wondered about this but Hank explained it very .ogically 
when he reminded us that Madison, as well as being a state capitol, is 
a college town and students usually aren't affluent enough to be able 
to afford a car.
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SPENDING SPREE
On the Wednesday, the first real day we spent in Madison, Hank wasn’t working so we 
went with him to a few book shops and other places of commercial interest. I don't 
know if he planned it but we spent the most part of the day spending money.

We began 
ip a cooperative book shop where Hank had some business to' conduct and while he was 
at it Valma and I stalked up and down the rows of books, being tempted by many but 
in the end buying two versions of "Alice in Wonderland" and cheap tarot cards. The 
cards were understandable but two versions of the same story were a bit strange and 
I could not explain it.

Somehow Valma wandered into a drug store, she wanted to buy 
something while Hank and I carried a couple of cartons of whatever he’d picked up at 
the bookshop back to the car. When we returned Valma hadn’t emerged from the store. 
We waited for a while but she didn’t return. After a while more we gave up and went 
in to find her. She hadn’t become lost, she'd simply become absorbed in wandering 
around looking at what Americans can buy in their shops and how much they have to 
pay for them. Many times both of us got trapped into doing this and we could pass 
a good hour in a decent sized shop without spending a cent but having a good time 
all the same, so I didn’t blame her. From there we marched straight next door into 
another book shop, pre-owned books for a change. My nose led me straight to the 
music section which was laden down with shelf after shelf of old text books on such 
dull topics as harmony and counterpoint. Bleah’ But still I looked at them all and 
even bought a couple.

A few more doors down was a record shop full to overflowing with 
highly desirable goods of which we bought a few , not wishing to overexpend ourselves 
too early in the day. We were beginning to fully realise what a day shopping can 
mean and we were determined to make the most of it, spending up too big in the first 
hour can spoil the rest of the day so we had to watch ourselves.

After the warm up 
session Hank said it was time to break for lunch and took us to a place which served 
Mexican food over the counter as one buys hamburgers. Lesleigh was there waiting for 
us so we bought our lunch and settled around a table while Lesleigh listened and 
Hank told her where we’d been and whht we’d done. Down in Albuquerque Bob Vardeman 
had taken us to a Mexican restaurant where the food had been superb, my illusions of 
the quality of Mexican food were shattered by the meal I tried to eat in Madison. 
Being so far away from Mexico might have had, something to do with it but more 
likely I experienced the seamy side of Mexican food. Not very much though because I 
couldn’t force much of it down.

Lesleigh commented that the University Bookshop was 
having a sale and took off back to class. Hank led us to the bookshop and turned 
us loose. Valma.wept off and looked at books, I looked at the records which all 
seemed so cheap that they- were being given away.' Valma found the book that she was 
after and then she and Hank stood back watching as I looked through all the boxes of 
records for the occasional one worth buying. Their patiences were beginning to Wear 
thin and Hank was asking Valma if I always acted that way in front of records by the 
time I had inspected the last record in the last box. Another travellers cheque was 
written out and we headed down State street again, staggering under the weight of 
our acquisitions, but smiling. The afternoon faded into a haze, an orgy of 
Spending. . • ,

By the time we reached home and said hello to Maya and Nemo I had understood 
what Lesleigh had written in her DUFF report about the prices of books and records 
in Australia. I gloated over our treasures and reflected that even though we were 
on holidays and a whole lot looser with money than we would have been at home we 
could have never been able to buy so much for so little. With prices like that it is 
no wonder that Americans are said to be such consumers, they can afford it.

.• . On the
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next day Hank had to go to work and Lesleigh had classes. We decided to walk up Main 
Street to the Capitol and whatever else there was to be seen. Lesleigh gave us an 
umbrella to protect us from the rain and escorted us up to the Capitol and pointed 
out the "Buy & Sell" shop before she left.

First things first we sat ourselves down 
at the counter of the drugstore on the corner and had something to eat. These < 
drugstores are fascinating places, a little bit of everything and not much of anything 
and that applies to food also. A little old lady sat next to us and asked us how 
she should paint her trolly. I didn’t exactly know what she meant by trolly and after 
having talked with her a bit I. was not willing to ask. She also asked us what we 
thought about umbrellas and growing trees before we extracted ourselves. Talking 
to strangers can sometimes be interesting, sometimes dull and sometimes embarrassing, 
especially when the stranger is tending towards senility.'

Valma drooled over the 
rings at the "Buy & Sell" while I inspected the other stuff in the shop, most of it 
was old and battered though there were a couple of nice old mechanical adding 
machines which made rhythmic clunking sounds when I operated them. Valma was having 
a hard time selecting which of the many rings she would like to buy but finally 
settled on one which suited her. By that time she and the couple of people behind 
the counter had held quite a conversation (to which I 
added the occasional comment from behind the adding 
machines) and everybody seemed to be quite excited at 
having a couple of people from far off Australia in 
their shop. We spent a couple of hours entertaining the. 
locals with our funny accents and our strange ways, 

up 
the stairs we found their furniture department and came 
across some cardboard furniture, something which I’d 
never suspected existed and which I’d never wish to see 
again thanks all the same. If you own some don't tell me 
about it for I shall look down my nose at you.

The amazing 
thing about Main Street was the lack of similarity with 
State Street, the latter has the feeling of being a shopping 
centre of a college town but Main Street is definitely the 
place where one sees the state capitol. One couldn’t fail 
to, the Capitol building looms over everything and I could 
imagine some elected representative of the people ducking 
across the road to the corner drug store for a quick bite 
to eat during some particularly boring proceedings. (In 
our travels we saw four capitol buildings, in Washington, 
Providence, Madison and St Paul. To my untutored eye they 
all looked the same, the details may have been different but 
there was always that big dome mounted over the top of it all.)
drugstore, from the door of the "Buy & Sell" and from just about everywhere in the 
centre of Main Street the Capitol building dominated the skyline.

Lesleigh had said 
that she thought there were guided tours through the buiJ ding so we went through the 
small park which surrounds it and wandered around inside, oggling the massive neo
classic architecture and trying to find the place where we could find out about 
things like tours. We found the enquiries counter but there was no one there. 
Later we went back but we entered through another door which had the times of the 
tours listed on it in large print. We were five minutes late but there was a woman 
with a bunch of people following her looking around the inside of the dome so we 
joined them.

We were shown the Supreme Court, the Senate and the Lower House. The 
tour was instructive but the mass of facts and figures the guide spouted went in one 
ear and out the other. It was just after an election so nobody was doing anything 
so all we saw were lots of empty benches, just as well perhaps because I’d once sat 
through a couple of hours of the Lower House of New South Wales in session and that 
was enough to last me for many more years yet. Impressive, in a perverse sort of
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way were the patriotic mosaics and murals, the guide explained the symbolism which 
was just as well for otherwise the whole lot would have been a complete waste.

The 
tour ended in front of a lift which we took up to a little museum filled with civil 
war history. Most of the history was local to Wisconsin and didn't mean a thing to 
us since we know so little about the war. Some things though, lite the set of 
surgeons implements, were all too meaningful (especially the great meat cleaver which 
immfr have been used to hack off limbs). We didn't stay there very long.

. The guide
had told us that if we found the right corridor and the right door we could get up 
onto the roof of the building and walk around beside the base of the dome. After 
a great deal of searching we found our way up a short flight of stairs which led 
there, the man in one office must hava been glad to see us go because we waited 
past his open door enough times to make him wonder what we were thinking we were. •. 
doing. Through the door Madison lay spread out below us so we took the 
appropriate photographs of the streets and the stone carvings around the base of the 
dome and then went back to Hank & Lesleigh's where we described our adventures in 
great detail over dinner.
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MINNEAPOLIS
Minneapolis was the centre of our trip, not only in the physical sense 
but in the sense that it was the place we were looking.forward to the 
most. For the previous year and a half I'd been contributing to^ 
MINNEAPA and there is no way of getting to know a bunch of fans better 
than by contributing to a fortnightly apa. Fred Haskell provided the roo
over our heads 
during our visit, 
an excellent 
person to stay 
with because 
people kept 
dropping in all 
the time and we 
never knew what 
excitement the 
next hour might 
bring. We were 
also within easy 
walking distance 
of good old 
downtown Minn
eapolis which 
made matters a 
lot easier when 
the feeling for 
a good feed came 
to us and/or the 
desire to spend 
some more Money.
Ken Fletcher 
lived right next 
door and Don Blyly 
lived in the same 
building. Ken, 
apart from being 
a famous fan art
ist is a fine 
felloxv and remin
ded us both of a 
big walking, 
talking Koala 
bear. Valma 
wanted to feed 
him on gum tree 
leaves but we 
didn't have any 
which was just as 
well for poor Ken 
who would not 
have liked them 
very much.
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Once a jolly Trufan lived in old Australia, • <
He; had done all sorts of Trufannish rstuff;
And he said when he thought what project next to.undertake
I’ll go and waltz to the Worldcon with Duff!

(Chorus) Waltz to the Worldcon, Waltz to the Worldcon, 
I’ll go and waltz to the Worldcon with Duff, 
And he said when he thought what project next to undertake 
I’ll go and waltz to the Worldcon with Duff!

So he wrote to Lesleigh who lived in North America
And told her now was the time to hang tough.
"I have decided that travel would be broadening,
I'll come and waltz to the Worldcon with Duff."

(Chorus)
Wombats were voting, Wallabies and Kangaroos,
Fakefan and Trufen till they'd votes enough. ■, .•
"Hurrah from Leigh and Valma, we’ll ship them off to Washington, 
They'll go and waltz to the Worldcon with Duff!"

(Chorus)
In came Valma, the lady who's Leigh's light-o-love, 
She was endowed With charms more than enough. •
He said, "We’ve won the thing, girl, now it's time to celebrate!" 
And so they waltzed round the room in the buff!

(Chorus)
Valma, tell us, American femmefen are jealous,
You don't do that Irufannish stuff,
Yet you got to the Worldcon for Duff. .

The words were written by Dick Tatge with a little bit of help from Al Kuhfeld. lou 
sing it to the tune of "Waltzing Matlida". The chorus is always the first same line, 
then repeat the last two lines of the preceding verse. The ending three lines go to 
the tune of Tom Lehrer's Alma. ’ ■ ’ ,

* This song was given it's first performance to welcome 
Leigh and Valma to Minneapolis by the Hugo Gernsback Scientifictional Memorial 
Kazoo, Marching and Jug Band. .
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Fred, or somebody, decided that we should broaden our perspective on life. Normally 
one broadens ones perspective with the contents of a bottle or with that stuff 
bought down the road from the furtive looking fellow but we decided to do our mind 
expanding in public and at much less expense. Either Fred or I must have brought 
up the subject of the wonderful sex selling establishments we’d seen (from the 
outside only) in Los Angeles and what could be more broadening for the mind than to 
see vast amounts of naked exposed flesh, all female with those pair after pair of 
well rounded breasts, curving thighs, pubic parts and so on and so on... groan...

Late 
in the afternoon we arrived at a place called the Payne Reliever. This dubious 
establishment claimed its name from the fact that it was on Payne Street and to the
uninitiated it seemed like an unlikely place for women to strip, like a low bam
almost dominated by a stage and catwalk and a bar. From what I’ve heard of some
fans and their visits to the flesh pots of Sydney I had expected something a little
less spacious and yet there was room to spare with tables and chairs spread all 
the way back to the dark recesses.

Entrance was free and the establishment proudly 
announced that lovely ladies danced daily from 1 to 1, in the afternoon to the 
morning. We found ourselves a table not too far from the stage and settled back to 
watch some sweet young thing removing some of her clothing, it was not seven yet 
and as a warm up they had something called a ’’Lingerie Show" which meant that the 
girls didn’t have to get it all off but just wave the various parts of their bodies 
which are generally supposed to be of interest to randy males. Firmly stuck in my 
mind is the vision of one girl with the most massive boobs I've ever seen, dressed or 
otherwise. She had no idea what to do with them so she pranced about the stage out 
of time to the music and occasionally lifted up her sheer top to give everybody a 
good unobstructed eyefull of them. After the first time just about the only response 
she got from most of the audience were yawns. There was one drunken man sitting on 
the catwalk who seemed to enjoy the exhibition though the state he was in he might 
have enjoyed the sight of a paper party hat.

The hostess, the woman who introduced 
the acts - if that’s the right word under the circumstances - was not too pleased 
by this performance and decided to show us what a real stripper could do. Of all 
the women that evening she did the best job, unlike those before or after it took 
her more than one number to get all her clothes off and by the end of the fourth 
number she was still tempting the audience with a pair of lace black panties which 
never really came off. She was the only one of the evening who got applauded for 
her abilities more than for her body and she deserved it.

Soon enough we discovered 
why we had entered free, the prices for the drinks were an outrage. Fred had to 
pay almost a couple of dollars for his small bottle of bheer and for the price of a 
large glass of coke I could have bought a gallon of the stuff outside (I was drinking 
coke because my poor body still felt badly from the previous night with Gordy).
Vaima asked the waitress for a shandy and was met with a blank stare which was only 
half from the womans natural stupidity. It turned out that a shandy is unknown in 
that part of the world so Valma had to settle for a bottle of bheer and a bottle of 
lemonade and make her own as the evening went along.

Soon after seven the main events 
of the evening began, the only real difference seemed to me to be that the women 
seemed a little older and a bit more able in their chosen vocation. They also got 
their clothes right off and danced around a lot to the music. I’m not sure what the 
point of watching a few women dance to music for hours on end is, even when they are 
naked. As each new woman got up onto the stage and took off her clothes there was 
a certain air of discovery as this or that part were revealed but after the third or 
fourth time we'd seen it all. Even so, the evening was not without its entertainment 
one way and another.
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Of all the women the two most memorable were 
called Charlie Brown and Cherry. Charlie 
had big enough boobs stuck to the front of 
her chest and her trick was supporting a 
half full bheer bottle between them, a full 
one seemed to be a bit too iheavy. The act 
was interesting but not too sensual, I'm 
sure that not too many people would be too 
interested in having a woman with a bottle 
between her boobs, unless they drank a lot. 

During the evening she performed this feat 
a few times to the 
admiration of the crowd but apart from that 
all she did was the usual dancing, sometimes 
with a piece of cloth to drape about her 
person in interesting ways and sometimes not. 
The other, Cherry, was called that name 
because she had one tatooed on her and the 
announcer invited us to find where it was. 
You'd have had to be blind not to see it 
up there at the top of her leg just before 
it turned into something a bit more 
interesting. Which reminds me to comment 
that when the censorship business raged in 
Australia some time ago I heard from some 
source that pubic parts are supposed to be 
ugly and that’s why we didn’t want to see 
them. Well the ones we saw that night 
weren’t so bad as far as such things go 
though I haven't seen too many so I guess I 
haven't conducted a fair sampling so I 
couldn't say for sure. However those little 
patches of fluffy area do have a certain 
charm of their own... what follows might be 
different but the entertainment wasn't quite 
like that.

Coming back to more immediate 
matters there was the waitress we had. When I said before that she Was dumb I was 
not underestimating her mentality. . Since the place was run on the money paid over 
for drinks it obviously encouraged the patrons to drink up. Valma and I were sitting 
at our table viewing the next in the long line of naked bodies when the waitress came 
over and asked us if we wanted anything to drink when obviously we still had Plenty 
left in our glasses. Then she reached over and picked up Freds bottle and held it 
up to the light for inspection. Fred returned from wherever he was and we told him . 
about it, but he didn't believe us. A few minutes later she appeared again and 
repeated the process, the levels in our glasses hadn't changed much and then before 
an amazed Fred she lifted his bottle and inspected it again through the light. As 
soon as there was a vacancy at the stage we moved there, partly for a better view but 
also to escape from such antics.

Our new vantage point made the events of the evening 
more interesting, not simply because we could see what was on display better but 
because we could better see the performances of the other members of the audienc . 
Some of the men around the catwalk and the stage were drinking a lot and by the middle 
of the evening some of them were more entertaining than the women but some of them 
were quite offensive. One or two of them were just noisy and uncomplimentary, one 
in particular kept on shouting to the dancers that he was going to tell his Wxfe on 
them and this remark annoyed Valma considerably especially when one considered the 
implications of what he meant. Charlie Brown was no lees upset by him and said a few 
harsh words to him as well. After a while his mates took him home but there were
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always others to take his place.
Fred attracted the attention of Charlie and during a 

couple of her breaks she came around and chatted to us, shouted might be more the 
word since the music was always quite loud and the intention seemed to be to cut down 
conversation as much as possible. My attitude tc women who get up and take off their 
clothes had been flavoured a somewhat suspect colour so it was interesting to talk 
with somebody who did it. To her it was just a job, a lot more interesting than most 
that women are likely to end up with and the pay was quite a lot better than 
most women can expect. She reckoned it took a while to get over the idea of parading 
naked before a lot of people but after that it was dead easy but a little bit 
exhausting. When we asked her about the sorts of people she has to put up with in hex 
job she seemed to think that the gentleman she'd told off a while before was not 
much different from a lot she has to endure.

There were a couple of disasters on the 
stage, the most memorable was a woman from Honolulu whose main trouble was that she 
had special Hawaiian music to dance too and from where we were sitting up close to the 
loud speakers the result was painful. Later when we were about to leave she was doing 
her thing again and even then the music was far too loud. Her body was okay but 
after about ten minutes the most obvious thing was that there was something unusual 
about her boobs. Any normal boob has the decency to bounce up and down as the body 
attached to it moves about but these boobs just stayed stuck to the front of her 
chest and refused to move. She didn't have small ones either and the effect was 
so unnatural as to be obscene. We tried to ignore her as much as possible but the 
music made it impossible to talk or do much else so we had to suffer her.

For comic 
relief there was some crazy woman they called Lana Love, her business was miming 
records of comic routines and she did it rather badly, standing there with a 
microphone in her hand and pretending to talk into it. The announcer seemed to 
think that she was big deals but she wasn't.

As the evening drew on we had the 
opportunity to talk with both Charlie Brown and Cherry. Fred was impressed by 
Cherry who had an impressive body, delightfully proportioned in all aspects, and could 
not restrain his photographer self. As he watched her move about the stage and the 
catwalk I could see him imagining camera angles and settings for her. He wanted to 
talk her into allowing him to take some photos of her but was cautious about it as 
there are probably too many people around who try the same sort of attack with a 
different end in mind. In the end he mentioned it to her and she was not thrilled 
by the idea. .

At about one in the morning we decided wa’d had enough for one night, 
for many nights in fact. Having been to the place had been interesting but I doubt 
if I would have been attracted back again for a long time. There are probably a lot 
of people around who really get a thrill out of watching that sort of thing but I 
don’t see much point in it. Maybe I’m lacking something but whatever it is I think 
I might be able to get along without it for the moment.

We, drove back to Minneapolis 
and stopped in at an Embers for a feed, we discussed politics.
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BLACK BIKE ”X"
Brought to you by Leigh Edmonds who is normally from PO Box 74, Balaclava, Victoria. 
3183, AUSTRALIA, but for this time only this magnificent SAPSzine is brought to you 
from*inside the USA through the kindness of all those who gave their dollar to DUFF 
and a lot of other things which could get a bit complicated if I could remember it 
all but I reckon I might not be able to so let’s call an end to this colophon and get 
down to the real business of keeping the magical chain unbroken and also to save an 
even more important SAPS membership. By the way I've no real idea of what day or 
date it is (taking a long holiday does that sort of thing to a person) but at the 
moment I’m sitting in front of a typer which belongs to Fred Haskell and,is situated 
in Minneapolis, which is a long way from Phoenix but a lot closer than I'm used to.

For a very obvious reason there won't be any mailing comments this time, maybe next 
time but that depends on a lot of things, like what's going to be going on when we 
get back to Australia. So instead of the usual I might find myself reduced to 
writing about various things that have happened in the last month like the beauty 
of downtown Albuquerque or DISCON II.

A lot of people have asked me what I thought of 
the WorldCon but it seems that I really don’t know what I thought about it. I reckon 
that’s to be expected since it’s the only WorldCon I've ever been to and certainly 
the biggest convention I’ve been to ( though that goes for everybody most likely). A 
lot of people have complained about the population but I didn't notice it very much 
or at all. While I might not have met all the people I wanted to meet I got to meet 
so many people that I seem to have forgotten a lot of them.

For people who attend the 
WorldCon every year I'm told that the standard operating procedures are to try and 
find a dozen or so really close people and count the rest as a bonus. I imagine that 
a lot of the trouble I had in finding people I wanted to meet wouldn't exist for US 
fans because they usually have the advantage of having met the people they want to 
meet before and so they know them when they see them.

I reckon it was pretty lucky that 
AUSSIECON had set up a table where we were selling memberships because I was there an 
awful lot of the time and just about everybody would have wandered through that area 
at one time or another and since they were doing that and fans seem to be curious by 
nature a lot of them came over to see what was going on and a lot of them even came 
over to see me, which is kinda nice.

Of the programme there is very little that I can 
say because I attended very little of it. On the first day Susan Wood talked me into 
going and seeing Isaac Asimov and Harlan Ellison toss insults up and down the room 
but I was quite unimpressed by it so I didn't stay to see it all. When Harlan said 
the audience were assholes for being so interested in listening to himself and Isaac 
I thought he was more or less right and since I was getting very rapidly bored (and 
just a bit disgusted) I left well before the event finished.

On the same evening we 
went and saw "2001: A Space Opera" which was okay I suppose but I didn't enjoy it 
too much as there were lots of references which I assumed were not internationally 
directed and anyhow, apart from the singing, I thought that the "Joe Phaust" that we 
did a while ago was a whole lot funnier. But then I'm obviously biased so don t pay 
any attention to me.

The fiasco of "A Boy and his Dog" was just about the only event 
I didn't get bored with totally and maybe it was sympathy for Harlan Ellison that 
brought it about. What I saw of the film looked as if it would be good but the 
DUFF/TAFF party that Dick Eney organised for the next day meant that I couldn^t get 
along for the showing of the whole thing but since the party went well I didn’t mind 
too much. , , . , „

Getting back to the next day of the Con I seem to remember that just about 
the only thing we got to see was the masquerade and the thing that amazed me about 
that was the amount of not particularly good costumes that got to be paraded. I had 
been under the mistaken impression that a pre-judging meant that all the costumes 
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would have been looked over and only the best show. Well I suppose that was a sort 
of dumb idea to get since it would be a very easy way of insulting a lot of people 
but on the other hand a lot more people got bored. Now if somebody had told me that 
I didn't have to sit through the whole masquerade but only through the final run 
through I would have’ been saved a lot of -idleness. As it was Valma and I got bored 
and went off and fed our faces just over the corridor and came out just in time to 
see some of the costumed people appearing out of the door of the hall (and to get 
moved on by one of the committee members as we were blocking the road which Was 
already blocked by hundreds of other yobs, and we must have been standing in the one 
place for all of five seconds (ten at the most). I was a bit annoyed at the fellow 
but then he was trying to keep a convention running so I really don’t blame him too 
much, I'll probably be worse next year. ,

The main event of that evening was, as I said 
before, the TAFF/DUFF Party, and thanks very much. Dick for thinking it up.

On the
next day we'd promised Susan Wood that we'd go and see the panel she was going to be 
on about academic stf (or something like that). The adventure wasn't that informative 
or educational but that was probably because the event was called to a close almost 
before it had a chance to get going, and I'd imagine that a lot of people in the 
audience who were particularly interested in the topic would have been a bit 
disappointed. .

Never mind, the next event was the banquet, and I can t say that I 
wasn't warned, though most of the warnings had concerned the food which was almost 
edible. It was the whole business of the speeches and the awards which was off- 
putting, the honourable toastmaster went on and on and then there were all those 
awards with nobody to pick them up. I was a bit amazed that things didn t run a bit 
more smoothly. To say the least, it was a relief to get out of the room after the 
end of it all. . .

The next thing that happened was that there was this AUSSIECON party, 
see, and Valma and I had bought this bottle of Jim Beam all the way from Australia 
for Bob Tucker to demonstrate Smoooooobooooth with and we got to doing it a lot and 
some time after that it was 8am and I had to be up at 10 so I grabbed an hour and a 
half sleep and was up fresh as a wilted cabbage to attend a TUCKER FUND auction at 
which I spent my $10 for a copy of Ethel Lindsay’s TAFF report and dozed fitfully. 
After they wound that up I got the distinct impression that I wandered over to where 
the business session was being held but quite honestly I wasn't up to that sort of 
excitement so after a while I.tottered off to the AUSSIECON table to sell lots more 
memberships, which had a certain excitement value of its own.

And I think that that
was about all the official programme that I got to see, and it was probably just 
about all the convention I got to see apart fronrall those parties that seemed to be 
happening all over just about all the time. Some were small and nice and some were 
big and nice and they all filled in the time in an enjoyable nature and that's about 
the most that one can expect, I expect.

’ 1 , And since there are a lot more pages yet to be
filled up I suppose I might as well go back and mention the highlights of> downtown 
Albuquerque. Well all we saw of that area was from inside Bob Vardeman’s car but after 
we'd been in the city for four or five days I thought that it was about time that we 
did the city the honour. The downtown wasn't too much to speak of but the.main 
reason for getting to look at it was because I had had the impression that the 
area around the Holiday Inn was the beautiful downtown area and it was a bit sparse 
on things like shops but then I wasn't familiar with’the ways that you US citizens 
conduct business and maybe that's what your central business districts were like. 
So on the day before we left to get to DISCON Bob put us in his car and drove us 
over quite a bit of the top half of New Mexico and we saw Los Alamos and some ruined 
Indian cave dwellings and the grandure of Santa Fe and then back to Albuquerque where 
we ate Italian food in a STRANGE place (by Australian standards) and then got 
driven downtown and uptown and all about and the city impressed me very much and 
though I've now discovered that I like Minneapolis and Providence (RI) I thought 
Albuquerque was a pretty marvellous place. '

It occurs ■ to me that 'I may as well up-date
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the notes for my DUFF report and get you all Interested in my exciting adventures at 
the same time so I’ll take up with what happened in Minneapolis so far.

To begin with 
we were met at the airport by Fred Haskell, this was a relief as we’d heard about the 
singing receptions that Minneapolis is renoiimed for. Thank Ghod I said and then we 
walked past this little construction on the concourse and there were six or seven 
Minneapolis fans there and one had a funny little three stringed instrument and they 
sang a strange version of ’’Waltzing Matilda". We were a bit flattered and a bit 
bemused by the strange antics. Then everybody but Fred and another went off and we 
lept into Fred’s little (by US standards) car and got driven to where Fred lives. 
It’s supposed to be in a run down part of the city but I don’t quite believe it.

We 
expressed interest in food and having a look at the city so Fred served as native 
guide and took us for a walk to downtown Minneapolis where we investigated the form 
of food known as Subs and walked about the skyway system which must be a marvellous 
invention in winter when, so everybody keeps telling us, it snows a lot. We also 
investigated a bank where we got some travellers cheques turned into spendable money, 
a bit of the library and a bit of the museum and also pottered around the streets and 
shops a bit more. There were a few visitors that night but we didn’t last too long. 
On Saturday we went with Fred and Ruth Odren to a Minn-Stf meeting which wasn’t too 
exciting since most of the people there seemed to be involved in playing Dungeon 
which is okay if you're really interested in that sort of thing and you get there at 
the beginning of the game. So we hung about for a while until it was highly obvious 
that there was no point in staying any longer. So we drove back to this area and 
picked up Jerry Stearns who had earlier said that he'd come with us if we were going 
to be going to a Burger King. So we got there and instead ended up going over the 
road to a place called Embers where they sell Embergers and very nice strawberry pie. 
Valma is one of those people who has eyes bigger than her stomach so that she was 
bloated by the time she got through the mass of delicacy which we are a bit unused 
to in our native land.

. In the end we ended up back at Fred's apartment again and there
was a sort of party which kept us entertained until all hours of the morning and also 
ended up arranging a Jim Young all-walking all-talking two hour tour of the immediate 
area of Minneapolis. .

The next day began very instructively with Pro football on the tv 
with Fred giving a running commentary on the points which would be obvious to one 
who had known the sport for a long time but would not be so obvious to people looking 
at it for the first time. Sometime during the middle of the game Ken Fletcher, Don 
Blyly and Jim Young arrived and so after the game had finished and we had collected 
ourselves we set off. For some reason or another we ended up at a Dairy Queen 
establishment where Valma and I (not knowing better) ordered the largest serves of 
whatever we wanted and got well overfed.

The next place we called on was a pretty 
little park with ducks swimming in it and from there we walked up and down hills 
looking at houses and scenery (not to mention calling in at the Guthrie Centre). 
There was after that another lake which had something to do with Owls but all I saw 
were ducks, sand gnats and frisby players. Then we came across a slightly odd house 
which was said to be the first house that Frank Lloyd Wright ever designed and after 
we walked a bit further it was time to eat so we stopped at a place called the 
Rainbow Restaurant which was quite strange and about as middle class as they come 
though the roses in their solitary vases were quite genuine. We emerged and the sun 
had gone down and we began walking in the general direction of Freds' place. We 
were walking over a bridge which turned out to be a railway bridge and quite by 
accident a train appeared so we stopped to look. There were three locomotives which 
I thought was a bit excessive until I counted up to 126 wagons which is what they had 
attached on behind. I reckon it was one way to learn about the vastness of US 
commerce.

We kept on walking and made a side visit in at the abode of Tom Foster where 
we chatted a bit and looked at an absolutely ridiculous tv show called "Police 
Surgeon". Finally we woke Jim Young and headed home but no sooner had we walked in 
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the door than there was a call from 
Gordon R. Dickson (some may call him 
Gordy) but us Australians are not too 
familiar with writers in the flesh so it 
was Gordon R. Dickson until some time 
during the evening when the effects of 
drinking Scotch straight took hold and 
by five in the morning I was just a 
little bit out of my usual state of 
mind. Gordy, along with the few other 
writers I’ve met so far have all impressed 
me on just about all levels and their 
drinking capacity is truly something to 
be wary of. I should have known better 
than to keep more or less up with Gordy 
after a night at Bubonicon with Busby.

The next morning I had the worst hang ~ 
over in about four years, worse than the 
one I remember having with John Foyster 
and John Bangsund and a few other people 
back at the convention that John (Foyster) 
and I ran in 1971. I woke up feeling 
exactly like a piece of pine board, the 
experience was enough to put me off 
drinking booze for a long time.

Whatever
happened on Monday seems to be rather 
unimportant alongside what I mentioned 
in the previous paragraph. However that 
evening Valma and I were treated to a 
cultural experience which, while it is 
said to exist in Australia is something
I’ve never seen before and may never see 
again. I refer, of course, to the 
exhibition of women taking their clothes 
off and dancing around with nothing on in 
a professional capacity. This was more 
interesting from the point of view of 
seeing what the sort of place where these things happen in is like 
lots of rather well formed female bodies prancing around - PLAYBiK 
of thing after all even if the bodies do stay in the same place.

u>0

rather than seeing 
is for that sort

we arrived at this
~ l hour before it 
The most instructive

place at about seven in the evening and stayed until about half an 
was ready to close down for the night at one in the morning. —e i 
and enjoyable part of the evening was getting to meet a couple of the women who 
were nice people and obviously didn’t mind displaying themselves. One thing, f™m 
the stories one of them told about the. conditions working in such a place it must be

then went back to Freds’ place 
one does 
from the

after
night before.

which is 
music shops

an exciting life.^ of the women home and then went and fed ourselves and
__ : and went to sleep, which is the sort of thing that 

a long evenings activity and when one still feels a little strange

Tuesday we went shopping in the downtown area of Minneapolis, 
to say that I spent about $25 on books and stuff about music at one of their 

music snups. Such an array of literature on music I’ve never seen before, but I m 
led to believe that I will see the like of it again once we get to San Francisco, 
course buying up big in books and records and bits and pieces of stuff makes ones 
case begin to get rather heavy (but I mention this mainly because I just attempted 
to lift a case which I had put a lot of books into, and while it wasn t impossible 
it wasn’t much fun either)•
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Moving right along from the great book buying adventure we come to one of the endless 
numbpr of parties that have seemed to have happened in front of us while we ve been 
touring about. Some are more enjoyable than others and this was about the most 
enjoyable that's happened since the party that Bruce Gillespie and Valma and I,held 
back at the beginning of the year but there were differences since there weren t , 
ml 1Hons of people hanging about and I didn’t know them all and, even better, we didn t 
have to clean up afterwards. Nate & Caryl Bucklin hosted the affair and for us the 
party began with a quick walk around tour of their house which is almost vast by 
Australian standards and not so vast by our standards since our place is a little 
larger than normal. Still, having upstairs rooms and a basement is a little unusual 
in Australia, unless a person happens to be a little more financially endowed than

The most enjoyable part of the evening was when Nate got out one of his band 
amps and plugged SynthiA into it and then Nate got plugged into SynthiA and we played 
for a time (I don’t know how long) until Nate was feeling a bit exhausted so he 
packed up his guitar. Then some people juggled an electric piano into place and Jim 
Young (who is a decent pianist) played upon that until I seemed to collapse of 
exhaustion. Well, not quite but I was beginning to get rather vague about things 
so that there wasn’t too much point in continuing.
And here, dear SAPS, is where I throw myself on the mercy of the OE’s... It isn’t too 
long now until we have to get packed up and get to the airport to get on a plane which 
will take us all the way to Seattle where we’ll be staying with EM and Elinor Busby 
for a couple of days. I haven't got a hope of filling in the rest of this page to 
make up the six so I hope that you all will be a bit understanding of a poor DUTFer 
who has had to .go to so much trouble to keep his SAPS membership up.

Anyhow, I 
promise to do better next time. As far as I can figure out the contribution I did 
for the last mailing got lost by the Post Office but I’ve got the stencils for it 
still so I may get a chance to run them off again but that won't be in in time for 
this mailing so you’ll have to wait until next time.

See you all then.
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Arid away wego off into the Glacier country with Jim. Young and Bev Swanson. Having 
experienced the Ji® Young walking talking tour of Minneapolis we now received the 
Jim Young driving talking tour of the country which was just so beautiful.

r We drove
to a place called Waterville and from there we drove up to the cabin which belonged 
to Jim's family. It was such an experience as to us, the people from the land Of

* the gum tree and the kangaroo, it was like something out of Bambi especially with 
Jim's tales of how the deer come right up to the cabin. The whole atmosphere was 
absolutely magnificent. . . .

ibid of course after taking in that fresh country air, our 
appetites were ready for the lavish lunch which Bev had prepared. A feast for a 
King - in Leigh's words it consisted of:- Deviled eggs, unnatural celery and peanut 
butter (meaning that it is a combination extraordinaire Aussie land hasn't got that 
we know of, unless some little Aussie Battleaxe has decided to mix and match) rabbit 
food (for those that don't know, that means lettuce to Leigh) potato salad, cheese, 
wine, chook and pumpkin pie. Our very firstpumpkin pie, with cream. I must admit 
it tastes a lot better than it sounds. Being used to it mashed or baked, we were 
rather doubtful about eating it in a pie but Bev being a superb cook had us coming 
back for seconds.

After eating and resting up a bit, we took a walk around the property 
which was quite large. The lake was quite near the cabin so we went down there first 
then of f through a paddock with bales of hay in it whereupon Jim proceeded to point 
out things of interest such as the first tree he ever climbed, his great grandfather’s 
barn and the facts- of nature. - .

The surrounding land reminded us of the land near 
Ballarat, which is about 80 miles north-west of Melbourne.
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Wandered back to the cabin to wait for Fred Haskell who was to meet us there. Fred 
arrives as we were about to give up so we all head off for Waterview again to stop 
at an A. & R. place just so we can be convinced that they make the worst hamburgers 
imaginable. Apart from that we were hungry again.

We all have a root beer being 
tough and hardy whilst Leigh has a strawberry shake. By this time I am beginning 
to wonder just what they put in these things called shakes which Leigh managed to 
consume an incredible amount of.

Fooed once again we drive on to Owtana passing on the 
way another piece of Jim Young History, the baseball park where he played his first 
game.

Arrive at Owtana where we meet Reed Waller.
Short visit as Bev has to get to work 

and I wanted to see at least one piece of theatre before suddenly finding myself back 
in Melbourne again.

Drivies again and soon over the top of the hill came the lights of 
the city. We drop Bev off and say Good-bye. Then Jim drops us off and says Good-bye 
too. That’s the sad part as you can’t say See you at the con or whatever.

Minus two 
Australians almost crossing the street. When you have drummed into you from early 
child-hood, ’’Look to the right, then look to the left and if there are no cars coming 
walk straight ahead", it is very difficult not to do it automatically and that sort 
of conditioning can get you wiped out very quickly as we almost discovered.

Up to 
that night, we had been very careful to look in all directions to be on the safe side 
and after its a wonder we weren’t hauled in for over-cautious pedestrianing.

We arrive 
at the Brave New Workshop with about two minutes to spare. It would have to be the 
funniest work I have ever seen. By that I mean that Leigh and I had tears streaming 
down our faces and Leigh nearly fell into the isle laughing. It was absolutely 
excellent and has left us with a very high opinion of American Theatre for up to that 
time our knowledge had been limited to Broadway Hits and Laugh-In.

We find Doris Hess, 
who was in the show to tell her we made it and that it was fabulous. She rings her 
husband Denny Lien who comes down and we all end up at a place called Bar 26 where
upon we proceed to have a most entertaining evening talking about theatre and writing 
and Aunty Jack until finally we get tossed out at 1.00.

We walk back to their place 
where we talk some more and eventually catch a cab back to Fred’s place with a copy 
of Dudley Riggs' Brave New Workshop Presents Radio Comics tucked under our arm, to 
educate our Australian friends with.

Arrive at Fred’s to find that he hasn't got home 
yet so we go and knock on Ken Fletchers door. Ken lives in the place next to Fred’s 
and he was still up, but only just.

So we leaned against the walls to prop our slowly 
disintegrating bodies up and talked about art, and then we got to view the famous 
Dollar Ditto. Gee Gosh Wow, fancy two country bumpkins like us getting to touch and 
even to catch a whiff of what it was like.

Eventually, as the dawn broke, we were 
receiving a detailed description of bussing as Leigh and I had heard of it but didn’t 
really know how it operated. So, Ken filled us in.

And so ends Episode 1 of The 
Glacier Country with many fond memories, and maybe in x years time we might get to 
write Episode 2. We hope to anyway.
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What is the value of a one personwater bed? About twice, the value of 
a two'pefsen-'water bed I reckon. The real advantage is that every time * 
the other person moves you don’ t get woken by the waves because the 
other person is off in another bed. I have heard it said that a 
waterbed built for two has a certain value in that it adds something,to 
the activity which we tactfully call "making love”. Well, I dunno, it 
seems to me that organising two bodies in motion might be difficult 
enough without the addition of a large body, of water which, while it 
may mnye according to the laws or physics, does not move in accord with 
the moment. ■ " a - -. •. .The particular one person water bed I am referring to lives 
in the spare room of the Busby residence in Seattle and I have slept on 
it. We, unfortunately, spent a little under forty-eight hours visiting 
the Busby's, we would have liked it to be longer we enjoyed ourselves 
so much. . ■' ' ■ ■ '■ ■ ■ ■ ' ■ ■ ■' • , ■ . . - ■ ' _ .Buz met us at the airport, while we were waiting for our luggage. 
A word such as amiable is not precise enough to describe him satisfact
orily. Americans who’ve met him will perhaps ,be able to come up with 
a better definition and anybody who hasn'.t will have to muddle about. 
A hint might be that Buz drives a Volvo. So far the few I ve met who 
can claim that have not been wishy-washy people. .He waved to us as he 
came into the terminal, we were joyed to see him again, it had peen . 
three weeks and we'd been looking forward to it.• . • . In this Volvo he drove
us to the famous 2852 14th Avenue (more famous in past times wfth fans 
though I imagine some pro editors are becoming more familiar with it 
the'se days). The house is a cosy little one,. Elinor greeted'us as we 
passed over- the doormat Which reads "Buzz Off . The house and> the 
people who live in it suit each other well* • It is always difficult 
to move in on other people in the privacy of their own homes, no matter 
what, but the Busby's made us feel welcome straight off* we dumped our 
luggage and settled back to chat for a while, were introduced to the 
cat and the fridge which we were to help ourselves from whenever we felt 
like it; " ’We did. * 4 . . . . . .Later we looked at the "Mary Tyler Moore Show on the 

- : . tv set which is tastefully not
located in the loungeroom but in the 
back of the house near the washing 
machine., JCaat's what I call getting 
the priorities right. ...

.... . Elinor cooked us 
breakfast and as I sat down to eat it 
a funny remark came into my head 
about the strange eating ways of most 
Americans with the’ fork in the right 
hand, and how it is uncomfortable if you are not used to it. Buz recalled 
the time John Berry had visited them 
and tried to describe the way he

• used his knife and fork. "Oh, I 
said, "You mean like this" arid began 
eating as 1 always do.

, Oh for a
camera to capture the expression that 
was on his face*

©a 

A
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In New York and again in Minneapolis people had told us about the fantastic collection 
of jade in a museum in Seattle. The previous day Buz and Elinor had taken us to see 
some of the sights of the city and the morning had been set aside for going to see 
the jade. Elinor had taken the day off work so that she could take us, Buz was going 
to stay home and “goof off" as he put it.

We got slightly lost on the way. The part 
of the city we drove through seemed almost familiar enough yo be somewhere in 
Melbourne (except that there were no tram lines and we kept on going up and down 
steep hills which seem to be one of the basic ingredients of Seattle). Where we 
were going was to a park on top of one of the tallest hills so really it wasn’t too 
difficult to manage, we just kept going up and, anyhow, the detour we made in 
getting lost gave Valma a good chance to "collect" some more houses.

And then we seemed 
to arrive suddenly, the houses gave way to trees and lawn. A little further on the 
road widened into a parking area. It was only a short walk to the museum which is a 
not-too large stone building set back from the road and guarded by lots of Chinese 
stone statues. As we mounted the steps to the entrance Elinor pointed out the 
massive stone camels on either side of the steps as the very ones on which so many 
well known fans have been photographed. We passed them and came to the great doors, 
which were locked.

A sign nearby told us that the Museum was closed on Mondays. It was 
Monday so logically, but unfortunately, we couldn’t wonder at the treasures that were 
locked away inside.

Dismayed but undaunted we inspected the stone statues which Elinor 
told us had been brought from China in the late 1800’s. They were marvellous 
creations, men, animals and all sorts of things carved in that typical Chinese style 
which seems so chunky and grotesque when you remember the Chinese style of painting. 
Valma clambered up onto one of the stone camels and had her photo taken, I don’t 
believe in getting too far off the ground unless it is with a decent set of metal 
wings so I didn’t get my picture taken in such a famous fannish pose.

Across the road 
there was a large pond, at first I thought it was an ornamental pond placed there to 
set off the museum and its surroundings, it certainly looked like it being 
surrounded by trees and in such a beautiful position. Behind if the city stretched 
away below, rising up to other hills in the distance. The pond may well have been 
placed there partly as an ornament but it served mainly as a kind of natural water 
tower for part of the city.

Having nothing better to do we wandered back to the car 
park and had a good look through the plant conservatory (as opposed to the place 
where they conserve music). Valma and Elinor spent an enjoyable time inspecting 
the plants and I followed them around keeping myself from being too bored by various 
means. I've the vague memory that a clump of bamboo moved me to gorilla imitations. 
The orchids were quite pretty I'll admit even though they were behind bars so we 
could look, not touch. On the other hand we all had an enjoyable time torturing 
some poor plant that folded up its leaves when we touched it. Flowers and other 
plants are probably alright but I suppose I lack that something which makes them 
objects to be admired. I'd make a lousy gardener.

When we arrived back at the famous 
2852 14th Avenue it was lunch time. Elinor and Buz suggested a few places we might 
go to eat but, as usual, we left the matter in their hands since obviously they knew 
more about Seattle than we. On this occasion though it would be more honest to say 
that Valma left the matter in their hands, while we'd been gone Buz had dug out 
some copies of John Berry’s trip report from 1959 "The Goon Goes West" and I had not 
the moral fibre to keep out of it. After a while they all decided where we would 
eat, somehow persuaded me to put down the report and once more we drove off.
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We arrived at a restaurant called “The Wharf’which is just about the best way to 
describe it since that’s what it's built on. It was no humble McDonalds and I imagine 
that in the evenings, particularly, it must do a roaring trade with all those who like 
the romantic (well) setting and jolly good sea food. In the midday light the setting 
was not very romantic but rather matter of fact nautical with rows and rows of medium 
size fishing boats all tied to the piers bobbing up and down on the swell. -The food... 
well I don’ t’get off too well on any sort of sea food but the menu* was large enough 
that I managed to get by without starving.

As something special Buz ordered martini s. 
I hate to sound uncultured but after many years of debauched living these drinks were 
still unknown to me. Maybe one of these days i’ll come to appreciate the martini, 
afterall it took a long while to get over the feeling that wine tastes like rotten 
grapes and that scotch or burbon is thinly disguised acid. I’ve never grown out of 
the impression that beer tastes like dish water and don't mind if I never do so who 
knows what will come of my initial impression that a martini is an excuse to drink 
watered down ethyl alcohol. '

It will probably be a long time before Valma or I get over 
the spectacular scenery around Seattle. Looking out through the large windows at the 
restaurant the hills climbed to mountains and the river or inlet from the sea. ran up 
a deep valley towards them. In various places bridges ran over the valley, some so 
high that a skyscrapercould have passed under them. The closest bridge to us was 
low enough that it split in the middle and had to be raised for boats to get through. 
Buz told us of the occasion On which a fisherman had earned the gratitude of the 
crowd coming home from the football. Rather than force the bridge to be raised, 
causing an even larger traffic jam than already existed, he climbed the mast of his 
boat and sawed the top off it so that he could pass under.

. They told us about Alaska,
Buz used to be an electronics engineer (I hope I’ve got that right) and had spent a 
lot of time there setting up radar networks (or something similar). The place 
sounded fascinating but not altogether the sort of place I’d want to live. 
Apparently they agreed and in part that’s the reason Buz is now writing for a living. 
The conversation turned to writing and then turned again to fandom. Once again I was 
reminded that the history of American fandom runs back unbroken to the very beginning. 
If I were very liberal minded I might say the same about the history of fandom in 
Australia but usually don’t. Talking to people like the Busby’s I realised that 
despite the -masses of fanzines Which have been published the continuity of fandom is 
carried on orally. ' ■ .

When we arrived back at their home there were still a couple of 
hours left before we had to catch our plane to San Francisco. They brought out their 
photo albums and we looked through the pictures at the faces of BNP’s still around 
and long forgotten, except by their contemporaries. Alone the faces would not have 
meant .much but with each photo there was a story of some long ago convention or 
event. .. .At moments like this when I’m writing and remembering, I wish I d made more 
notes on some of the stories Buz and Elinor told. Most-of them have gone from wty 
memory. They would- make enjoyable reading but really I’m satisfied to remember the 
feeling of sitting around the photo albums just ' listening) the two hours spent then 
probably taught me more about fandom than I might have learned in years of-just 
reading aboutwit. ■■ _

Buz looked at his watch and announced that it was time we- left, if 
not fifteen minutes earlier. On the way to the airport we ran into a slight traffic 
jam but we made up the time on the freeway and arrived with thirty minutes to spare 
(which we squandered by getting lost in the bowels of the terminal). Buz helped us 
with our luggage and as we said goodbye he said that- they hadn’t been looking forward 
to having guests when we arrived but they Were honestly glad to have had us at their 
place. He could not have made us feel happier or more honoured.
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Valma "collects” houses, she can't afford to buy them straight out so 
instead she claims that they are hers but she allows the people living 
in them to stay there. So everybody is happy. In San Francisco we. 
collected more houses than in the rest of the known world.

The area in 
which Matthew Tepper lives (and where we stayed) is chock full to 
overflowing with attractive and interesting houses, so much so that in 
the end Valma had to collect whole blocks.

We didn’t see many of the 
fans in the city, we spent most of our time just looking at things. On 
the Saturday we took ourselves and a map of the city ripped out of the 
telephone book into the city and started walking. We didn't knox? what^_ 
we would see when we began but as the afternoon wore on we saw a lot of 
the interesting things and most of them by accident. We got off the 
tram because a woman told us that a new store was being opened, and 
though we were amazed that stores open on Saturday afternoons we went to 
see it but didn’t stay long. From there Union Square is just around the 
corner and from there Chinatown is no distance at all.

. Chinatown gets
to be a bit dull after a time, a long street stuffed with shops all 
selling the same things so we headed off in another direction which: led 
us up a steep hill which (on looking at the map) might have been 
Russian Hill. It was steep enough that there were steps in the 
footpath. Odd observation: as we x?alked up the steps a man_ came down 
towards us. We were walking up the left hand side as Australians 
normally do and the man would not allow something like that which 
violated his natural instincts so he got off the steps and crossed over 
in front of us so that he could pass us on his left. Why would he 
want to do a thing like that?

From the top of the hill we had an 
excellent view of the city and the bay but over a distance we sax? 
another hill with what seemed to be a x?ater tower on the top. We 
decided to walk over to it but on the x?ay we stopped in a big park in 
front of a church and x?atched a bit of street theatre. The hill turned 
out to be Telegraph Hill. The view was even better and we amused 
ourselves watching a woman who was too short to use the coin-in-the-slot 
telescope and wondered why; all she could see x?as the sky. Even more 
interesting than the two hills were the houses around them, coming down 
the steps from Russian Hill we passed a nice house which had a little 
door with the sign "tradesman's entrance". Coming dox>m from Telegraph 
on another steep path we passed through some beautiful areas of wild 
garden and houses which must be worth a mint. Charlie & Dena told us 
that the person who'd owned their place before them had moved to 
Telegraph Hill. It was the only explanation I would have accepted for 
anybody moving from that house.

We met Matthew at the opera house (when 
we found it) and stood through a performance of "Salome" - standing 
room tickets for the opera is something I hadn't knoxm about before 
and straight after a day of walking we didn't want to know about it. 
The opera was alright but late because a couple of the main performers 
got themselves stranded in a traffic jam on the Golden Gate bridge - 
along with all those people going to see them no doubt.

72



f

If you really pressed me I’d have to admit that I found BAST more interesting than 
Berkeley. Afterall everybody knows about Berkeley, but who knows anything about BART. 
I suppose, on second thoughts, that most people must have heard of BAST but know 
little about it and since Berkeley is so large we are all ignorant on both counts. 
Still, I’d read about BART in various magazines and looked forward to having a ride 
on it, after the subways of New York it would have to be as new and as modern as 
tomorrow. And that's just how it Oas. • ■ ■ ■

The trip began a little less excitingly with 
a tram ride - I know that in San Francisco they don’t call them trams but years of 
education into that name have made it impossible for me to think of them as anything 
else, even if they do look a little different. For someone used to the green and 
yellow monsters that prowl the streets of Melbourne the San Francisco counterparts 
look odd, almost like busses on rails, but I reckon they serve the same purpose.

, Valma
and I got off on the wrong foot right away. By that time we were used to the cars 
going in the wrong direction but somehow trams seemed dif ferent and we kept looking 
down the road to the left expecting them to appear from that direction. Matthew 
Tepper kept trying to tell us but instinct took hold and when the vehicle arrived we 
almost- missed. ...San Francisco is really a beautiful city, it has its bad parts like 
any other city but either they are hidden away well dr they blend in with the rest 
of the city so well that we didn’ t notice them. There was also the excitement of 
seeing the city for the first time in the daylight which made the ride all that 
more enjoyable • ' ' ‘ ,

Somewhere along Market Street Matthew made us get off the tram ana 
we descended into the earth on a long escalator. The station was a very new and 
very nice affair but I doubt we would have figured out all the right things to do to 
get from one side of the little fence With the gates in it to the other, if Matthem
hadn't been there to help us with the various things that have to be done. It s all
rather simple when you know what’s going on but being confronted by a big panel with 
a couple of slots in it can be rather confusing. To get a ticket all you have to do
Is put some money in the top slot, a little hole had a machine which tells you how
much you’ve put In and then when you reckon you’ve spent enough you push a button and
your ticket pops out the slot at the bottom with the amount you fed into the

printed on it. BART tickets have a black stripe down one side, this is a
sort of magnetic strip which records how much has been spent and how. much money the
ticket is still worth. Uongslde the strip the same values are written for us 
humans to read, quite unnecessary for the computer but nice for us.

, - Wien you want
to get on to the platform levels you front up to one of their little gates and stick 
your ticket into the slot. The machine sucks it in, inspects it, records the station 
on it end pops it up through another hole for you to retrieve. Then the little 
barriers slide back and you are in. . _AOT

Stations are stations for all that but BART • 
stations are reasonably nice place's to be and waiting for the train to come, is not a 
kad experience but they could use some more seats. All BART operations are controlled 
by computer and run, most of the time, like clockwork. Suspended from the roof of 
the static**1:** were big electronic boards on which the destinations of the trains 
appeared and when the train wasn't due BART made a bit of extra money by flashing 
up advert*s<ng. Occasionally the name Concord would flash up and then it stayed put 
as an indication that the train was due in a couple of seconds. The silver train 
glided quietly into the station and pulled to a stop, the doors opened and we 
entered one of the most luxurious suburban trains I could ever hope to travel in. 
Melbourne trains are two steps beyond primitive by comparison.

The doors closed and 
we moved off, accelerating gently, apart from the quietness and the surroundings it
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might have been any subway because there was nothing to see out of the windows. A 
couple of stations later Matthew announced that we were about to go underneath the 
bay, on the styalised map of the system in the train it didn’t seem far but it took 
long enough and the train picked up a lot of speed as we went. For some reason there 
was a strong pressure build up and it seemed more as if we were going up rather 
quickly than going down underneath the bay. I suppose that the speed we built up in 
the tunnel had something to do with it but anyhow the sensation was rather unpleasant 
and I was glad when we pulled into the next station.

BART hasn’t been completed yet 
so, instead of riding straight through to Berkeley we had to change over to another 
line. By this time we had emerged from the ground and were standing on a station 
up in the air in what appeared to be one of the industrial parts of the city. 
Everything was dry and hot and there wasn't too much to look at. Our new train 
came and took us once again underground. Even though the trains are run by computer 
there is a man up the front to make sure that nothing goes wrong and apart from that 
he also tells passengers over the pa system which station is next. He announced 
Berkeley and we had arrived.

Getting out of a station is almost as much fun as getting 
in. Once more you stick your ticket into the gate and it inspects it. It looks at 
the name of the station you got on at and deducts the correct amount from the 
value of your ticket before it lets you leave the station. If you don’t have 
enough money on your ticket I'm not quite sure what happens (since it didn't happen 
to us) but there were a different sort of ticket machine around called Adfare so I 
suppose you used one of them.

The Berkeley station is a good one, from platform 
level there is a long escalator which carries you up through the dome in the roof 
to the street. So there we were at last in Berkeley, it looked just about like any 
other street but Matthew was taking us to Telegraph Avenue which was a short bus 
ride away. The attraction was the record shops which Matthew had made to seem like 
a gold mine, and he wasn’t far wrong. I might have bought more records than I did 
but I would have had trouble carrying them all. And the prices were absolutely give 
away, a copy of Britten's "The Burning Firey Furnace" for about three dollars (which 
seemed a bit expensive when compared with the other prices we were paying) but it 
would have cost atleast six dollars back in Melbourne so I payed over with a big 
smile on my face. We looked also through countless book shops and were endlessly 
tempted, but did not succumb, we didn’t have arms enough.

We spent the afternoon 
there and an exhausting afternoon it was. Instead of catching the bus back to the 
station, we walked through the suburban streets with their little houses, it took 
longer but we saw what lies beyond Telegraph Avenue. The ride on BART back under the 
bay was just as exciting and just as unpleasant as before but there was a slight 
hitch as we waited for our transfer. The electronic sign indicated that the train was 
coming from the wrong direction but we supposed that the computer knew more about 
what it was doing than we did. The train arrived from the right direction though 
and we, along with everybody else on the platform wondered what was happening. The 
train didn’t seem to know either, it wasn’t sure whether to open its doors or not 
and in the end compromised by leaving them half open. It moved up a bit and back a 
bit before it came to a full stop. Everybody stood around wondering what was 
happening until a voice came over the pa system telling us to ignore the sign and 
get on if we wanted to go back to San Francisco. We did as suggested. The computer 
must have felt sick. But it got us there in the end.
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Matthew told us that there was supposed to be some sort of fan gathering at Jerry 
Jack’s place and we decided: to go to it, afterall we'd spent quite a few days in San 
Francisco and seen nobody. We also arranged with Charlie & Dena Brown to meet them 
there and then throw ourselves on their mercy for a few hours.

To fill in the time 
before we were due to arrive we went for a ride on the cable car along to Fisherman s 
Wharf, the ride is probably great fun for a lot of people not used to trams and, if 
they are used to trams used to the sorts in San Francisco. Even the business of 
buying tickets from a conductor instead of dropping a quarter in the slot for the 
driver to inspect would have been unusual. But to the seasoned tram traveller from 
Melbourne it was nothing much, the steep hills the cable car went up was something 
but the car looked just like a smaller version of some of the older trams in 
Melbourne. All of which is not to say that we didn’t have a good time on the ride. 
We didn’t venture onto the wharf when we arrived, all the sights leading up to it 
were enough to give us a very good idea of what we would find. Everything shouted 
Tourist Trap and I believe we spent more time looking at the dumb things that tourists 
could spend their money on than in contemplating doing it ourselves. There were a 
couple of interesting things that almost tempted me though. One was a machine which 
would print biblical quotations on coins. The coin had to be a cent because there 
was, so Matthew said, a law against mutilating anything of more value. When you 
paid over your money the cent was put into the machine, the young man turned a large 
wheel and out came the coin flattened with the biblical thingo on it. A lot of 
people were standing around looking but not too many were interested in having their 
money squashed. When a couple of friends had returned from America a year or so 
earlier they had told us about San Francisco and mentioned the Human Jukebox. We 
had remembered this and wondered if we would see it. The last time we’d heard about 
it it was on Union Square and we hadn’t seen it there so we were delighted to walk 
around a corner and see it. We didn’t feel inclined to spending our money on some
thing so fleeting as a trumpet version of some song so we waited around until somebody 
else paid up and pressed one of the buttons. The little door at the front opened and 
the man inside played a short version of "Oh my Papa".

■ ■ r Having seen and heard this
phenomena we wandered on through an area of people selling various handicraft things 
on the pavement, some of the work was very fine and we stood for a while watching one 
man beating spoon handles into very fine rings. Another was trying to sell off a 
cat, Valma liked the kitten and talked to the man for a while but unfortunately we 
didn’t think we could take the kitten along with us all the way back home. In the 
distance I heard a trumpet playing. Somebody else had put their money into the 
Human Jukebox and though the tune was the same as had been played before the 
person it was played for had obviously spent more because instead of the simple tune 
there were all sorts of embelishments added and it went much longer.

, ..In a courtyard 
a duo played a guitar and banjo. Quite a crowd was gathered to hear them and we 
stopped for a couple of numbers- as well. They were good but we had to be moving.to 
get out to Jerry Jacks’ on time. Another cable car ride took us back into the city 
proper and then a bus, which was conveniently waiting for us, took us up Market Street 
and then up Haight Street. My sense of wonder was aroused by driving up a street 
which had been so famous a few years ago. In New York we had stood on the corner 
of Bleeker & McDougal Streets which had meant something to the others but meant 
nothing to me. As we moved up Haight Street the feeling was different. The street 
went on and on and I almost missed the intersection with Ashbury Street. As we
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crossed I wondered where that mecca of music a few years back, the Filmore West had 
been. Matthew isn’t into that sort of music so I didn't ask.

A little while on we 
saw the street numbers were getting around to the one we wanted and got off. Just 
across the road from the stop was the place we wanted, we knocked. Jerry lived on 
the top story of what might have been a shop in a few nice rooms there. He gave us 
his quick five cent tour of the place and we ended up pondering a long ago Westercon 
from the photos and notes pinned to a board in the lounge room. The meeting hadn t 
attracted many people, only Valma and Matthew and I and one other and so though it 
would have been nice to have met more people we spent an enjoyable hour or so talking 
about various things. We were looking forward to meeting Charlie & Dena again but I 
think we wouldn’t have minded if they’d been just a little bit late.

There was a knock 
at the door, it was Charlie. He came up for a moment but Dena was still in the car 
and driving around the block waiting for us. We bid a hasty farewell to everybody 
and went down to the street for Dena to come back. Soon the car appeared around the 
corner and pulled up to a halt next to us, as we climbed in Dena remarked that as 
she had driven around before somebody had dropped a rock onto the roof of the car 
but she hadn’t seen where it came from. Instead of driving straight off we retraced 
the route she’d taken the previous time to see what happened, but nothing did. We 
drove down beside MacArthur Park and an electric band was giving a concert to a large 
crowd. That seemed more like the sort of thing I’d imagined.

The drive from there to
Berkeley would have taken about half an hour over the Bay Bridge but they decided to 
take us the long way around and show us some of the sights, especially when they 
heard that we hadn’t seen the Golden Gate Bridge. In truth we had caught a glimpse of 
it from the top of Telegraph Hill but that was all. The drive out to the bridge took 
a long time, or seemed to, gradually the urban landscape seemed to dissolve into 
country and slowly we became aware that the bridge was looming up ahead of us. It is 
an impressive construction, even more impressive for the land on which it is built. 
No film or photograph can really capture the feeling of the bridge which is far more 
then we had expected. I suppose we’d anticipated something like the Sydney Harbour 
Bridge but there is really no comparison. The bridge in Sydney hangs from one side 
of the harbour to the other, the Golden Gate leaps across the water from one rocky 
headland to another.

The bridge is, for all that, quite narrow and Charlie told us 
that at times the traffic jams of cars trying to get over it are unbelievable. We 
crossed it when the traffic wasn’t too heavy and it still seemed packed to me. On the 
other side was a parking area which we pulled into to survey the land leading back to 
the bridge and the bridge itself. They had probably selected the spot for the view
and it was well worth stopping at. To our right the headland dropped into the water
and the bridge carried over to the other shore while in front of us and far to the
right the bay lay spread out before us, it's vast and beautiful and it no wonder that 
people who live around it are proud. I would be too.

The country we drove through as 
we continued was dry and bare, hilly and with little population. The bay was usually 
to be seen off to our right, always beautiful. As we drove Charlie & Dena kept up 
a running commentary, most of which passed from our minds as we passed tnrough the 
landscape. The shore of the bay was marshy in places and we drove past a large 
stone building stuck out in the marsh at the edge of the water, they told us it was 
San Quentin prison and I really wouldn't like to be there. Though we were so close 
to such a large city the impression was of total desolation for miles around the 
prison.

After a while we saw another bridge, very unlike the Golden Gate because even 
though it was much longer it was very low to the water and if my memory serves me 
right some of it actually floats on the water. It was only a two lane bridge but so 
that it could carry enough traffic the lane going in the opposite direction to us 
ran above us. Crossing seemed to take a long time, the bay stretched away on either 
side of us and when we reached land again we were in the area of Richmond, Berkeley 
and Oakland.

For a while we drove through industrialised areas but we drove up into
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hills behind Berkeley where we were afforded some spectacular views looking back over 
the land and out over the bay once again. We stopped a couple of times at various 
spots and got out for a better view, from different angles but always with the same 
breathtaking quality. The second time I turned to walk back to the car and noticed 
for the first time the numberplate. I remember Robin Johnson saying that in America 
it is possible to have a numberplate with almost anything on it and that Forry 
Ackerman has the number SCI -FI. I had not quite believed it but there on the front 
of the Brownes car was the plate reading LOCUS. The opportunity was too much to pass 
up so I captured it with the camera.

, We drove a little way further and then suddenly
we were at the Brown residence. From the road it looks like a low single story 
house but as we walked down along a board path to the front door I realised that 
the road level is only the first level, the hill drops away steeply and there are 
another couple of levels below the first. By Australian standards the price of the 
place might have been modest but an Australian who could have afforded a house like it 
would have considered himself quite rich. We were introduced to their cat, called 
"cat1’ and shown around the house, we were impressed and it was easy to understand why 
Charlie & Dena liked showing it off. The back yard was magnificent but not, I suppose, 
very useful for growing things in. The land just dropped away very steeply and the 
tall pine trees down at the bottom of the valley were well below the verandahs of 
the house.

The verandahs were also balconies, obviously, and we settled ourselves down 
on one of them (there are two, one on top of the other) and talked for a while. 
Charlie decided to see if.there were any other people around we might see but 
unfortunately they were all tied up, though I did chat to Grant Canfield for a few
minutes.

For dinner we decided to drive 
Charlie & Dena liked. The drive 
down through the hills was very 
enjoyable in the dusk with the 
lights of the city just becoming 
visible. T suppose I should 
mention that very early on that if 
we weren't actually in San 
Francisco but in Berkeley or Oakland 
we didn’t still call it San 
Francisco. Why this was so I’m not 
sure but when in Berkeley one does 
as the natives do. So I suppose 
I should say that the lights of the 
cities of Berkeley, Oakland and all 
the other cities but that seems to 
take up a lot of time so I hope the 
locals won’t mind if I don’t.

The 
restaurant didn’t look to be much 
but the food was excellent, even 
though the dimpling soup wasn’t 
all that I would have liked. Valma 
persisted in trying to get me to 
eat prawns but, as always, I got out 
of it. I had always been under the 
impression that Chinese foods 
weren’t spiced to make them hot in 
the same way that Indian meals are. 
I was wrong and I suppose this is 
partly due to the styles of cooking 
that I've been used to. That meal 
was very well spiced and in 
particular the bean paste (or 
whatever) was very hot.

to Oakland for a Chinese meal at a restaurant
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I didn’t help myself any by chewing on some of the black things that were m the diss. 
Slowly my mouth began to heat up and soon seemed to burst into flame. After the second 
glass of water Charlie nonchalantly mentioned that it was best to keep away from the 
black things, they were black peppers and sudden death. '‘Thanks Charlie 

us a different route back to their place, once again up into the hills where we had 
spectacular views back over the bay, the lights on either side of it shone brightJy 
and lit up the whole area. The houses we passed were often just as spectacular, the 
area must be a very popular one with those who can afford to build there and it was 
easy to understand why.

We’d decided to stay there the night and rang Matthew to tell 
him. Having solved the problem of having to get back to San Francisco we spent, the 
rest of the evening chattering about fandom and fans. Once again I felt the same 
way 1 had that afternoon with Buz and Elinor. For a neo like myself it is hard to 
remember the time when LOCUS did not exist (though I did get the first issue Im 
sure) and that Charlie had been in fandom long before that. The couple of Hugo s they 
have picked up for LOCUS were proudly displayed so that they were almost the first 
thing we saw when we entered the house, there has been a lot of grumbling in fandom 
about LOCUS not really being a fanzine but I cannot find it in myself to get mad
at people who are so obviously proud of having won the award. I wouldn't vote LOCUS 
a Hugo but I was rather stunned the first time I realised that I read every word in 
every issue, I didn't think all that stuff interested me. .

If we had contacted Charlie
earlier during our stay with Matthew we would have had the opportunity of 
collating an issue of LOCUS and we were sad to have missed the opportunity. All 
the same we saw the typer on which LOCUS is produced and, even more stunning, the 
mailing list. It's huge, if I had a mailing list like that I would be thinking very 
seriously about chucking the whole thing in, it would be the logical .thing to do. 
But having been bitten slightly by the newszine bug I know that feeling of having a 
large mailing list.

And so we slept our last night in San Francisco (and our first and 
last night in Berkeley) in the Browns spare bedroom.
Dena woke us when she returned from dropping Charlie off at the station on his way 
to work. She cooked a breakfast of pancakes which went funny but were delicious' 
all the same. We sat around the kitchen table for a while talking but - too soon 
it was time to leave. We said goodbye to Cat and Dena drove us down through the 
Berkeley campus and dropped us off near the BART station. As we waved goodbye to 
the fast departing car it suddenly dawned on us that we actually knew where we were, 
just over the road was the familiar top to the Berkeley station. Dena had said that 
she would be dropping us there but it had never occurred to us before how close to 
them we'd already been a couple of times.

When we emerged to Market Street we thought 
for a few minutes about taking a ferry ride around the bay as a suitable close to our 
visit. We were tired so instead we caught a tram back to Matthew’s place and collapsed 
onto the beds there and slept into the afternoon.
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LOS ANGELES
The city was pretty much the 
way we had left it, even the 
transport strike was still on. 
Fred Patten once again met us 
at the airport and we found 
each other after a mix up 
over flights and times which 
was all our own fault for not 
doing what we had said we 
would.

He drove us again to 
Tom Digby's place, on the way 
he commented that Robin 
Johnson was in town and we 
might be able to contact him 
if we could find out where he . 
was. It sounded like a good 
idea but a lot of trouble for 
somebody we get to see almost 
every week. There would be 
the advantage of being able to 
rent a car and see some more 
of the city than we had last
time. ■

We arrived at Tom's flat andwe ei.xx.veM. <x_ ______ ____ he let us in. On the couch sat a
pair of tartan pants with a body which was trying to hide itself. Only 
Robin Johnson would wear something like that so his little trick did 
not last long and we were glad to see him. In truth it made us rea.ise 
how much we had missed familiar faces even though the people we were 
seeing were the nicest we could hope to visit. .. .. The next day Robin arrived
in the little (and I do mean little) yellow car he had rented and we 
drove off to see what was to be seen. We lunched at the Howard 
Johnson's on the corner of Hollywood and Vine (they are as bad as you 
had warned us they would be, Fred) and Robin said that if we waite 
long enough we would meet somebody we knew, atleast that s the myth that 
the> spread arou didn.t have to wait long, Leigh Brackett walked 
past our table, and we chatted for a few minutes. . r.

In the afternoon we went off and found Universal '-•ity 
which cost a bit of money but provided some good entertainment. In the 
evening we visited Forry Ackerman in the Ackermansion, which is an 
impressive place and a real mansion to boot. He has a whole room full 
of duplicate copies, none of the duplicates I would have wanted (like 
AMAZING Vol. 1 Number 1) were cheap enough for my pocket.
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We’d been out to the McDonnell-Douglas plant at Long Beach (which Robin had arranged 
somehow) looking at how they put together DC 10's. After that we'd gone to see the 
Queen Mary which had been turned into not such a bad tourist trap and then finally 
called in on Fred Patten and his mate at their book shop where we stocked up on Vaughn 
Bode comix. From the shop we rang Frank and Gale (see right back at the first visit 
to LA for a positive identification) and arranged to meet them back at Tom Digby s 
place. Robin, Valma and I squeezed ourselves once more into our tiny rented car and 
started off.

It was dark but the first freeway was easy to find, at the end of the 
street virtually, so we burbled back towards Los Angeles and listened to the car 
radio to pass the time. I liked the religious program, as always, but Valma and 
Robin didn't so we tried around the dial to find something we all liked - since none 
of us have what you might call catholic tastes we didn’t succeed.

After the first
couple of interchanges I began to think we were lost. Robin was driving and he thought 
that we'd soon come to the interchange we wanted. I had the map but the light was 
bad so I was having problems following it, anyhow Robin had been in Los Ang^lse 
before so I almost trusted his memory more than my map. An interchange later I told 
Robin I was sure we were lost but he still thought that if we kept right on driving 
we'd see a sign telling us the right lane for the Hollywood Freeway. I doubted it, 
they must do something funny with their freeway names, and said that according to the 
map we'd run out of freeway any moment. We did.

After a little bit of shuffling around 
we were headed back towards Long Beach but atleast we knew which interchange we needed

found ourselves driving towards the Hollywood Freeway.

to turn on.
We came to the 

right interchange, we got 
onto the right road and 
followed the confusion of 

j" lanes for a while but 
some thing had gone wrong, 
a sign informed us that 

■ we were headed for San 
. Bernadino (?) which was 

the opposite direction to 
the way we wanted to be 
going. After a while we 
came to an access road 
and took it with the 
intention of driving around 
and somehow finding our 
way across the freeway and 
into a lane going in the 
right direction. We 
managed it alright after 
a while and once again 

interchange or two later we
found ourselves on a road like the big dipper at Luna Park. By this time we didn t 
trust these stacks of □ roads crossing each other so we weren't in the least surprised, 
though we were considerably dismayed, to discover that we were once again going back 
to Long Beach. All this might have been quite fun if we hadn't had anything else to 
do but we guessed that by then Frank and Gale were at Tom’s waiting, and wondering 
what had happened to us.

”To Hell with the freeways" so we descended to the streets of 
the city and somehow, probably blind luck, I navigated us with a considerable degree
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of success through dark back streets which, i$ comparison, would make the back streets 
of Port Melbourne seem tree lined boulevards. Somehow ot other we drove through the 
centre of Los Angelse but by this time we were a bit too concerned to take much 
notice. The map said it was "Los Angeles" tut the place didn’t seem much as I’d 
imagined, just office buildings. Either the map was wrong or my preconceptions were. 
I preferred to trust the map since it had done me good service.

After having got us as 
far as that I was beginning to think that I could get us all the way to Tom’s. From 
there on it all seemed to be pretty easy sailing and I thought that if my use of wit 
and logic could place us on the right road in the right direction when an army of 
freeway designers couldn'tl might even be able to navigate in New York. You will 
then understand how betrayed I felt when Robin pulled into the curb near a telephone 
box and rang Tom. It would have been alright if he had just said that we had become 
lost but we’d be there soon. But he had to ask directions too!

From then on I was 
redundant, Robin knew (or seemed to know) exactly where he was taking us so all I had 
to do was gaze out the window at the buildings and houses as we passed. My mood of 
despondancy was cured when we arrived and were greeted by Tom, Channel, Frank and 
Gale with a couple of bottles of fine wine to help pass our last evening in the USA.
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TRISTAN und XXX
Well folks, here we are back in glorious Los Angeles for a brief flying visit berore 
heading back to the land of the living, by which I mean to say that I have to earn a 
living there (and this line is so uninteresting that you’d probably do just as well 

- to ignore the fact that I wrote it).
In the meantime let us say that it has been a

pleasure to have visited the United States of America and, of course, also to have 
that marvellous introduction to American fandom which is called a LASFS meeting. And 
as, apart from that, nothing very much of interest has happened lately I may as well 
scan the latest APA-L and see what people have to say for themselves...

And to wind up
the colophon we have the usual which says something about this zine being the 
product of Leigh Edmonds, PO Box 74, Balaclava, Victoria 3183, AUSTRALIA.

I guess that there isn’t too much point really into getting into doing things like 
disty comments on this mere page, afterall it appears that I have but one day left to 
spend in the'United States and who wants to waste such a small amount of time on 
simply reading and commenting on an apa mailing.

Well, how would you feel about it?

Anyhow, today I met the man who invented non-stop-paragraphing, which was neat, and 
looked at his shelves and shelves of books and magazines and stuff.

Before that we
went out to Universal City (or whatever) and had a look at all the stuff they have 
out there for the amusement of the populace. Some of it wasn't horribly amusing but 
just about all of it was instructive in one way or another.

Next we get to go out to 
Douglas (in reality McDonnell-Douglas) to look at the wonders that they have out 
there and who knows how we’ll fill in the rest of the day. And on Thursday morning 
|t's aboard one of those big
SINCE I*VE BEEN ELECTED TO CONTINUE THIS AS A ONE SHOT AND HAVE ALL OF TWO LINES, 
ALL I CAN SAY IS "UP THE AUSSIES" FRANK. Now it's me, Robin Johnson, and I want to 
know . up which Aussies and with what? Now this is Valma and I think Up the 
Aussies is a great idea ummmm 0/K Who's next. This is Gail and I don't really care 
which Aussie is up as long as its fun for all - don't lose your numbers please.
Valma and I will stay partiotically fun. I'm glad you enjoyed your stay in the 
United States. A long remembrance from Channel. Thank you for your kind wishes 
(this is Leigh again), and I believe in being "up" Australians. ALL I MEANT WAS THAT 
I THINK AUSSIES ARE GREAT PEOPLE AND THAT I WOULD LIKE TO SEE MORE OF THEM (MAYBE 
IN 1975) TILL THEN I'LL STICK WITH A ONE SHOT THAT IS RAPIDLY COMING TO

THE
EENNDD
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HOMt.
The dawn slowly, very slowly, came up and I looked at every long moment of it. In 
the small seat of the Boeing 707 with no possibility of sleep time hung heavy. In 
the darkness and in the light there were no differences in scenery, just wings, sky, 
clouds and water. The view lasted for ever.

Breakfast was a disaster, we only ate it 
because it was the only thing they served us on our endless flight which only took 
eight or nine hours. There were forms to be filled out but we were only too familiar 
with all sorts of forms by that time and were afforded no amusement.The voice of the 
captain came over the public address system and Cold us that we'd be landing in less 
than an hour, atleast we knew that we didn't have to wait too much longer before we 
could move from our seats once again.

In the early morning light everything looked 
the same colour grey through the window beside me, blue-grey, silver-grey, light
grey, dark-grey.........

We flew on, the only relief coming from the thought that we d 
soon be home.

I continued to gaze out the window but paid attention to nothing in 
particular until it occurred to me that off in the distance the texture of the grey 
changed in a low long line running to the horizon. I gazed more intently and a few 
minutes later I was sure, it was Australia.

We flew on. Land came closer but still it 
seemed a long way off. On the surface of the ocean we began to see the crests of 
waves so we were getting lower, preparing to land.

The land came closer until it was 
no longer just something on the horizon but something real, we began to see cliffs 
and beaches, and soon after even more detail. Tiredness began to give way to 
excitement as the time passed and we came closer, the surface of the ocean flashed 
by below us and then land. Then we were over Botany Bay and then the last few 
seconds in the air hovering above the runway which flashed away behind us. The 
undercarriage touched and quickly picked up the rhythm of the pavement. We were home 
at last. We felt like breaking out flags and singing patriotic songs but the 
energy wasn’t there - neither were the flags or the songs.

The aeroplane taxiied to 
the international terminal and parked, the doors opened and we were allowed out into 
the terminal, bathed in the dull light of morning and the fluorescent lights of the 
immigration room. We queued along with everybody to have our passports inspected 
and our health certificates checked. The trouble was that we didn’t have health 
certificates since we had been told we wouldn't need them. The man at the QANTAS 
counter at Honolulu had been a bit upset by this and made us sign a form clearing 
the airline from any responsibility. Before that we hadn’t been worried because all 
the authorities had said we didn’t need one but then we began to worry. We were at 
the head of the queue and presented our Passports, the man asked for our health 
certificates and when we admitted that we didn't have any he merely asked where 
we’d come from. "America" we replied. He asked us the names of the last three 
places we’d been, we told him and he scrawled the names down on a piece of paper. He 
handed us our passports back and we were through.

There was the formality of customs 
but that would wait until we got to Melbourne. Our flight had terminated in Sydney 
and we had to wait for another international flight which was to go through to 
Melbourne before we would make our last flight of the trip.

We found ourselves a soft 
bench to sit on and waited. The other flight was late.

We had been looking forward 
to first hearing a decent Australian accent again after seven weeks. I'd thought 
that we would hear one on the plane but the hostess was oriental and not only did she 
lack an Australian accent, she was almost incomprehensible though she did use some
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Australian or British inflections instead of the ■ usual American ones which I guess 
was something to be thankful for. Other people we heard did not talk much, the man 
at the counter and the brief announcements from the captain. A woman was sitting on 
a bench next to us, a young woman came over to her and began to speak. What a 
lovely sound she made, others might not like the way we flatten everything we say but 
for a change it was really appreciated. I could have hugged her.

We waited for the
other flight to arrive, it was still late. Time passed.

The -flight we were waiting 
for was from England, we could tell by all those passengers coming off and speaking 
those funny accents which one only hears on British tv series and from Robin 
Johnson. They went through the same procedure that we had with the passports and the 
health certificates, the difference was that they had flown over the orient and so 
anybody without a vaccination, instead of getting let through, was carted oft to a 
little room and given one straight away. A couple of little people didn t like t e 
idea and one was dragged kicking and screaming to meet his fate. It was
entertainment after a fashion.

A long time later the aeroplane was ready to leave, we 
had spent so much time sitting on our little bench that we felt almost part of it, 
but we had also been bored to distraction by having nothing to do for a couple ot 
hours so having somewhere to go to was a change. The flight was called, we trompe 
down the aerobridge and foun^ ourselves inside the cavernous insides of a Boeing 747. 
Those DC 10’s we spent so much time in had seemed BIG but they were dwarfed by this 
massive aeroplane. Our original intention had been to fly back over the Pacific in 
a B747 but we changed our minds for some reason and our bodies had regretted it. 
Most of the passengers had terminated at Sydney so there was plenty of room and we 
were allowed to sit wherever we liked. We walked back and back from the front door 
through which we had entered, on any normal aeroplane we would have walked out 
through the tail but when we had settled ourselves down we noticed that we were sitting 
over the wing. The view of acres of metal was not very interesting and we might have 
moved to other seats with more interesting views but the energy we would have needed
had long since disappeared. mrir-o t-hanWhen we thought we were on our way we did nothing more than 
sit on the taxiway for half an hour looking at a Fokker Friendship which had blown 
a tyre and held everything up. Various vans and trucks gathered around that P1^ 
and the passengers were taken away in a bus but still it sat there and we were unable 
to take off. For half an hour or more we waited, we d been in oydney for abou 
three hours and it seemed rather ridiculous that it should take all that time when 
the flight down to Melbourne was only going to take a little bit over an hour. . 
airport designers say about being in terminals for more time than in aeroplanes 1

H ---- ~ ns hack to the terminal so we could havetrue. But finally a tug came up and pushed us back to the terminal
■ a crack at the other runway and soon we were finally

on our way back to Melbourne.
Sitting over the wing 

didn’t help the view much and only when the plane banked 
did we get to see much of what was passing below us. 
They served us another breakfast - at eleven in the 
morning - and the hour passed quickly.

At Melbourne 
airport the even half full aeroplane seemed to create 
chaos, the officials seemed to feel alright about the 
vast numbers of people but there were long waits and 
long queues. Our luggage seemed to take ages and we 
began to wonder if it had finally been lost when it 
finally appeared. We gathered it all and stood in the 
queue for customs, each of the couple of hundred ofus 
clutching a little card which the customs man would 
want to look at when our turn came.We wfete at the 
tail end of the line so we waited a long time as the 
others slowly filtered through customs. When it 
came our turn Valma went first and was let straight
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through with a jovial nod, the man looked at my bit of cardboard, looked at me and 
indicated that I had to have my luggage checked.

The young fellow who did the searching 
for contraband was nice and didn't seem too inclined'to rip everything to bits which 
was just as well because the key to the suitcase had been lost in San Francisco and 
the key to Valma*s little red bag had been lost in Los Angelse. We had other keys 
that opened both of them occasionally but right at the moment that I needed them to 
work first time they refused to work at all. The sweat rolled down my brow and I 
began to think that throwing up my hands and screaming might have been the best 
solution to the problem after a while but he waited patiently. Over by the door out 
into the real world Valma was standing chatting to one of the customs men and after 
a while she came around to see what the trouble was. I calmed down a little and then 
the keys decided to work for a change. The customs officer did a very quick search, 
opened one little box to see what it held - nothing - and then said we could go., I 
was disappointed, we could have had a ton of illegal drugs in there and he wouldn t 
have noticed. Valma being there probably cleared up a few thoughts he may have had 
because most of the clothing he saw was her's and he might have thought some strange
things about me otherwise.

Being at an airport we knew was a welcome change, especially 
in our condition. The luggage had gained a couple of tons since we had carried it to 
the desk in Los Angeles and we only had the strength to carry it all a few yards 
before we had to stop for a rest. If we had been at some strange airport somewhere 
in America we would have wondered where to go and how to get to the place that we 
wanted to be but back in Melbourne we knew that all we had to do was to make it to 
one of the Domestic airlines and catch one of their busses into the city, from there 
it would be a quick tram ride and we were almost home. We chose Ansett 
over TAA because their city terminal is slightly closer to the tram stop.

The bus ride 
into the city was delightful even though it took a little time to get used to traffic 
driving on the right side of the road after such a time of everybody driving on the 
right. The first sight of a Melbourne tram was also something to remember, they 
look like tanks and while I'm sure the ones in San Fransisco are tough enough they 
don't look invulnerable.

The bus pulled into the terminal and we collected our luggage 
for the last time. The tram stop was only a little way away but we didn't think we 
could make it that far so we hailed a taxi and rode home in style. Swanston Street 
looked familiar and yet strange, it would take some time getting used to knowing 
where we were. The taxi pulled up and let us and our luggage out. We knocked 
incase either John or Stephen who had been staying there while we were away was home 
but there was no answer and so we let ourselves in.

Spot and Bill (the cats) welcomed 
us. We'd wondered if they would really remember us but they did and seemed glad to 
have fanriliar company. After two months and with lots of stuff which was not ours 
there the place looked strange but we were home.

Almost immediately Valma climbed into 
bed for a well earned rest, I would have been wise to have done the same thing but 
on the lounge room table was piled two months of mail, a great pile of it that almost 
spilled over onto the floor. Sorting through it all took several enjoyable hours 
and even though I was too tired for words I could not help myself.

Wishing to announce 
our return to the land of the living (as far as local fans were concerned).! rang a 
couple of people and had a nice long talk with Bruce Gillespie. He probably , 
remembers it far better than I, I was almost asleep on my feet but Jet Lag wasn't 
going to get me, neither was exhaustion and so as long as it was daylight I was 
determined to stay awake.

John Breden arrived ’’home" and later Carey Handfield called 
around to welcome us back. For dinner we went to the Cha-Cha for some nice old 
fashioned meals, the kind we'd known before we'd been overseas. The lack of a glass 
of iced water worried me a bit until I remembered where we were and as we waited 
for the dessert I fell asleep in my seat.
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SUGAR TOOTH TWENTY-SEVEN
From the returned and not-yet rested, Leigh Edmonds of PO Box 74, Balaclava, Victoria, 
AUSTRALIA. John Berry looks and talks like Gary Woodman and this is the first bit 
of fanac I'm indulging myself in since we got back a couple of days ago and,only the 
threat of an ANZAPA deadline could bring me to this so soon. Anyhow*... it s good to 
be back. .

I believe that I will skip over doing mailing comments this issue and fill up a 
couple of pages with a very brief report of what Valma and I did while we were . 
overseas. I’m doing this only to stop all of you asking me what we did and how things 
went. • , -
The flight over was on an Air New Zealand DC 10 and as soon as I had checked to see 
if there was anything substantial to grab onto if it looked like we-might get sucked 
out we settled back and had an enjoyable flight and get served some very nice meals. 
We even got to look at a codple of films, the first was "The Day of the Dolphins . 
which was a bit of a bust and "Huckleberry Finn" I looked at when I wasn t trying to 
sleep so I can’t report on that. The stop at Honolulu was-frantic with lots of 
people millihg about and standing in queues trying to get through the immigration 
barriers, six big jets had all landed at once (not literally) and it was a bit of a 
strain on their system.

Anyhow we. got to Los Angeles-and stayed around there a couple . 
of days and ended our stay with a visit to a LASFS meeting. The main thing I figured 
out from it was that it is no wonder the Melbourne.SF Club collapsed after holding a 
meeting. Those LASFS people are insane. ,

After that we went onto Albuquerque where we . 
attended BUBONICON VI, the convention is called Bubonicon because they have the . 
Bubonic plague in that area - though apparently not too often. The highlight of the 
convention was a party at which we got to corner the Busby s and proceeded to drink 
ourselves into a stupor, and also get an invite to call in at Seattle later.

got onto another plane and flew to Washington DC where we stayed a night at Ted White's 
place before going on to DISCON where we proceeded to have a good time, most of the 
time, I don't think that I would call the Masquerade and the Banquet good times and 
they were about the only two programme items that we attended. At the convention we 
met three very good people, two of them will be coming to AUSSIECON next.year which 
is good and the third one won't and I admit to being a little sad about it.

1 ilO 111S L

two are Bob Tucker (more power to the Tucker Fund - which has already hit it's 
target) and Susan Wood who will make a very good half-a-guest-of-honour. The third 
person was Pete Weston who was nothing like I expected him to be and, in fact, the 
thing about him which impressed me the most was his fannishness which was so much 
more like our brand than the American brand, (Ken Ford asked me, when we got back, . 
if I met anybody like him and it would be tempting to say that Pete Weston and Ken 
are similar but of course that's a load of rubbish as nobody is as degenerate and 
likeable as Ken Ford).

Also at the convention we must have met lots and lots or 
people who I'm familiar with from having corresponded with but you wouldn t know. 
r r The
Day after Discon Alexis Gilliland took Valma and Pete Weston and I about some of the 
sights of Washington, the best of which were the Luna Lander and.the Blue Whale at 
the Smithsonian Institute. We also got introduced to WDondals in Washington.

From
there we went to New York which is the sort of place you wouldn't mind visiting for 
a week but you'd be mad to live there. We stayed out in Queens but spent most of 
our time on Manhattan where we went about a lot with various people including Susan 
Wood,, who is, as I said before, Good People. Valma and Susan got on extremely well 
and even ended up exchanging character traits so that by the end of a couple pf days 
they tecided that Susan is to be the Valma Brown of North America and Valma will be 
the Susan Wood of Australia. Our last night there was cel&brated with a big petty
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in a tiny little flat in the middle of "The Village" where John Brunner told me why 
people like to smoke after meals.

Next we went, by train, to Rhode Island to visit 
friends from APA 45, dip our feet in the Atlantic and stand on HP Lovecraft s grave. 
Also to be the cause of a meeting of RISFA.

Then back to NY where we met Steve Stiles 
and then on to Madison to stay with Hank and Lesleigh for a few days. We got to 
relax a bit and they showed us the sights and the zoo which were modest but enjoyable 
never the less. We took ourselves about one day and looked at the apitol building 
and got took on a guided tour and had a party one night and went to see a filum 
another night.

From there we went to Minneapolis where we spent a mad week staying up 
until all hours of the morning and seeing the sights, like the first house Frank 
Lloyd Wright ever designed and.on one rather memorable night I drank myself to a 
stupor with G dy Dickson, but it was a really instructive time all the same, sorta 
like I learned a bit about what makes science fiction fandom tick. We also went to 
a strip club which was amusing enough for the first couple of hours but after that 
it began to get a little repet tive (when you’ve seen one pair of tits you've seen 
them all (in a manner of speaking)). We also attended another couple of parties or 
maybe even more and then moved onto Seattle.

There we stayed with FM Busby and his 
wife whose name I always misspell. They showed us all about and fed us and generally 
looked after us magnificently. Once more there was a party at which we met some of 
the SAPS greats and almost did a one-shot.

Then we moved on to San Francisco where we 
entertained ourselves by walking about and looking at the sights and where Charlie 
and Dena Brown drove us about and showed us some more sights and fed us a very nice 
(and hot) hinese meal. Then we went back to Los Angeles where we did lots of touristy 
things with Robin Johnson, Universal City, the Queen Mary, the Ackermansion and 
the Douglas Plant. Then we came home.

KAPUT
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August 16th, Friday Day 1 Thankfully the last day of work and, in the evening, 
the first day of OZCON, the 13th Australian SF
convention.

17th, Saturday Day 2 More OZCON though Valuta spent most of the day at 
home getting packed and making sure that we would be 
be ready to leave on time.

18th, Sunday Day 3 The final day of OZCON and Valma and I miss the wild 
Harding party to rest up before our trip across the 
Pacific,

19th, Monday Day 4 My parents drive us to the airport and we catch a 
plane to Brisbane to spend the night with Valma1s 
mother... a little farewell party of some friends.

20th, Tuesday Day 5 Spend most of the day flying, back to Sydney then 
to Auckland and then, for the last few minutes of the 
day, towards Honolulu.

20th, Tuesday Day 6 .Arrive in Honolulu sometime in the morning, spend a 
lot of time getting through Immigration and then fly 
on for the rest of the day to Los Angeles. Met at 
the airport by Fred Patten and-he drives up to Tom. 
Digby's where we are to stay for a few days.

21st, Wednesday Day 7 LOS ANGELES. Explore a bit of Santa Monica Blvd, 
■ during the day, and rest. In the evening Phil Castora 
drives around the city a bit and we see some of the 
famous sights ,

22nd, Thursday Day 8 VOS ANGELES. Set out to explore Sunset Strip but 
don't majte it that far. In the evening attend a 
IASFS meeting and. spend the rest of the night 
with Frank & Gail Gasperick,

23rd Friday Day 9 Frank & Gail drive us to the airport and we fly to 
Albuquerque for BUBQNICON VI. Met at the airport 
by Bob Vardeman. Spend a lot of time catching up lost 
sleep and in the evening attend convention programme.

24th, Saturday Day 10 AT.WUQUERQUE . More BUBONICON.

25th, Sunday Day 11 AT.nnQOERQtJE. Leave the Holiday Inn and spend the 
afternoon at an SCA tournament. Have dinner at a 
really delightful Mexican restaurant and collapse.

26th, Monday Day 12 pr.wiQUERffJE. Spetidd most of the day talking with 
Bob, Vic Milan & Jeff Slaten.

27th, Tuesday Day 13 ar.RDgtZERQEZE. Drive around the top of New Mexico, 
visit Los Alamos and Indian Cave Dwellings with Bob.

28th, Wednesday Day 14 Leave Albuquerque for Washington DC via a short stop 
at Denver, Met at airport by Hank & Lesleigh 
Luttrell and Terry' Hughes, drive to Ted White’s where 
we are to stay the night. Dinner at the Spaghetti



Mill a disaster but the rest of the evening enjoyable.

29th, Thursday Day 15 WASHINGTON/DISCON.Driven through Washington to the 
con hotel by Hank & Lesleigh, settle in and spend 
most of the day meeting people for the first time in
persona

30 th, Friday Day' 16 WASHINGTON/DISCON. Spend most of the day selling 
AUSSIECON memberships, see Harlan Ellison s Isaac 
Asimov perform,, have dinner at an Indian restaurant 
with a group of about thirty fans and try to see the 
Ellison film. Party on into the night.

31st, Saturday Day 17 WASHINGTON/DISCON. Continue to enjoy the convention. 
Sit through the masquerade and then attend the TAFF/ 
DUFF party held by Dick Eney. Talk with Michael 
Shoemaker about music.

Sept. 1st, Sunday Day 18 WASHINGTON/DISCON. More of the same. Attend an 
improvised fanzine discussion in the afternoon, have
to make a speech at the banquet. Meet Bob Tucker 
at- the AUSSIECON party and get to bed at eight the
following morning.

2nd, Monday Day 19 WASHINGTON/DISCON. Get 2% hours sleep, stagger to 
part of auction and then business session. More 
of the sane as on previous days. Good dead-dog 
party that evening.

3rd, Tuesday Day 20 WASHINGTON. Alexis Gilliland shows Pete Weston, 
Valma and I the sights of the city, drop off Pete 
at the airport and later Alexis & Doll show us more 
of the city.

4th, Wednesday Day 21 Alexis & Doll drive us to the airport and we fly on to 
New York. Unable to contact Barry Smotroff so ring 
Asenath Hammond who rescues us. Spend the rest of 
the day talking with Asenath and Susan Wood. Barry 
comes to take us to his place by subway in the 
evening. ... .

5th, Thursday Day 22 NEW YORK. Barry takes Susan and Valma & I around to 
see some of the sights, the Empire State Building and

■ the Museum of Modern Art. Meet many NY fans in the 
evening for dinner at a Chinese restaurant.

6th, Friday Day 23 Barry leads a guided tour of the Village.
Have dinner at a sinister Italian restaurant and 
then party at the Proxima Puddle until all hours.

7th, Saturday Day 24 Ride with Amtrack up to Providence where Don 
D'Ammassa meets us since we are to spend a couple of 

. days with he and Shiela.

8th, Sunday Day 25 EAST PROVIDENCE. Don S Shiela take us to see the 
grave of HP Lovecraft and the Atlantic. There’s a 

■ RISFA meeting in the afternoon which many attend, some 
from Boston.

9th, Monday Day 26 Shiela takes us shopping in the morning, we take the 
train back to New York .in the afternoon and spend 
the evening with Barry, Steve Stiles and Asenath.

10th, Tuesday Day 27 Barry tajces us to the airport and we fly back 
west again to, Madison where we stay with Hank & 
Lesleigh Luttrell for a few days. Spend the 
evening walking around the town.
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11th, Wednesday Day 28 MADISON. Hhnk takes us on a guided tour of the shops 
of Main Street where we buy up big. In the evening 
we go to the cinema and see "California Split".

12th, Thursday Day 29 MADISON. Desleigh takes us down Main Street to the 
Capitol and turns us loose there. That evening 
there is a small party where, we meet-Steve Johnson 
ye old APA45 member who I’d never expected to meet.

13th, Friday Day 30 We fly from Madison to Minneapolis and are met by 
Fred Haskell and a load of crazy Minneapolis fans 
who sing us a welcome song. Fred's parents 
invite us out to their place for dinner which is 
very enjoyable and not in the slightest fannish.

14th, Saturday Day 31 MINNEAPOLIS« Ruth Odren arrives early with breakfast, 
we look at a bit of football on the tv and then attend 
a dull Minn- Stf meeting. A party is held in the 
evening and the following days activity is organised.

15th, Sunday Day 32 MINNEAPOLIS. More looking at football when Jim 
Young arrives and leads us all off on his two-hour 
walking tour of Minneapolis, which takes about six 
hours. Arrive back at Fred's in time to meet Gordy 
Dickson and stay up until all hours drinking and 
talking.

16 th , Monday Day 33 MINNEAPOLIS. Wake feeling horrible, do nothing most 
of the day. In the evening Fred takes us to a strip 

■ joint where we study the latest trends in flesh.

17th, Tuesday Day 34 MINNEAPOLIS. Spend most of the day wandering around 
downtown Minneapolis with Fred. In the evening 
go to yet another partyf this time at Nates Caryl 
Bucklin's place.

18th, Wednesday Day 35 MINNEAPOLIS. Chuck Holst takes us for a ride in his 
little sailing boat, Palma and I both get nicely wet 
find enjoy every minute. The rest of the day is 
spent with Ken Fletcher and Fred sitting around 
chatting and what-not.

19th, Thursday Day 36 MINNEAPOLIS. John Kusske drops in for a chat in the 
morning and Denny Lien in the afternoon, we go with 
Fred out to his parents place again for dinner and 
call in on Denny on the way back where we stay for 
hours and hours. Go around to the "Brave New 
Workshop" where Denny's wife works and talk for a 
little while.

20th, Friday Day 37 MINNEAPOLIS. Jim Young and Bev Swanson take us for a 
drive out into south Minnesota. We have a picnic by 
a lake where Fred meets us and drive to another town 
where we meet Reed Waller and some others. Drive

' back to Minneapolis in time to catch a late 
performance of the "Brave New Workshop" and spend 
most of the evening talking with Denny & Doris. Later 
chat with Ken Fletcher but getting too tired.

21st, Saturday Day 38 ■ John s Joan Kusske- take us out for lunch and then
take us to the airport. Fly to Seattle where . 
we're met by Buz. Spend a quiet but late evening 
with he and Elinor.

22nd, Sunday Day 39 SEATTLE. Buz takes us sightseeing in the morning and 
they both take us out again in the afternoon to see



some more of the city. In the evening there is a small 
party of various Seattle fans which might have almost 
been a Nameless meeting.

Oct.

23rd, Monday Day 40 Elinor takes us to see a museum which, is closed and 
we spend the rest of our time in Seattle talking 
about fandom. Bly to San Francisco and catch a 
taxi to Matthew Tepper’s place.

24 th, Tuesday Day 41 SAN FRANCISCO. Matthew takes us over to Berkeley on 
BART where we spent lots of time and money on books 
and records.

25th, Wednesday Day 42 SAN FRANCISCO. Explore Taraval Street for most of the 
day. Dimitri Shostakovich's Birthday.

26 th, Thursday Day 43 SAl* FRANCISCO. Matthew takes us but • to his school 
where I meet a couple of his teachers for an hour or 
so and talk about music. We then take BART once more 
to Berkeley but travel back by bus over the Bay 
Bridge. Matthew leaves us in Market Street which we 
spend a bit of time exploring.

27th, Friday Day 44 SAN FRANCISCO. Walk down to West Portal and spend 
most of the day there. See a film.

28 th, Saturday Day 45 SAN FRANCISCO. . Valma and I spend the day walking 
around San Fransisco, Chinatown, Telegraph Hill, 
Union Square, Russian Hill and so on- for most of 
the day. In the evening we meet Matthew for a 
performance of "Salome" at the opera house.

29th, Sunday Day 46 SAN FRANCISCO. We go with Matthew into the city again 
for a ride on a cable car and then out to Jerry 
Jacks' where we meet Charlie s Dena Brown. They 
take us over the Golden Gate Bridge and show us the 
sights of Berkeley and look after us grandly. We 
sleep the night at their place.

30 th, Monday . Day 47 Dena drives us down to a BART station and we get 
back to Matthew's and sleep. In the evening we 
fly down to Los Angeles where Fred Patten once more 
meets us and conveys us to Tom Digby's where we meet 
up with Robin Johnson again.

1st, Tuesday Day 48 LOS ANGELES. Robin Johnson and we hire a car and 
we do all sorts of touristy things and visit Universal 
City. In the evening we visit the Ackermansion.

2nd, Wednesday Day 49 LOS ANGELES. Once more we do touristy things, visit 
the McDonnell-Dougias Long Beach factory and the 
Queen Mary. Call in at Fred Patten's book shop 
and get lost on the freeways back to Tom Digby’s.

3rd, Thursday Day 50 Robin drives us to the airport where we catch a 
plane to Honolulu. Spend most of the afternoon 
and evening there looking around, boarding the 
plane back to Sydney at about 11.30 pm.

4 th, Friday Very short day, about an hour over the Pacific 
somewhere. Tried to sleep.

5th, Saturday Day 51 Arrive in Sydney about seven in the morning and wait 
for a plane down to Melbourne for four hours. Arrive
in Melbourne around noon. Collapse,
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