





Kaufman Coast to Coast

This publication is an account of Jerry Kaufman's 1983 Down Under Fan Fund
trip to Australia. It is available from him for $5 in person or from the
finer Fan Rooms at conventions everywhere. Or send him $6 postpaid at
Serconia Press, P.O. Box 1786, Seattle, WA 98111. All profits will be
donated to DUFF. This is Pacific Fantod Press Publication #9, August 1988.

This has been a long time coming, hasn't it? 1I'm relieved: I've finally
finished all my obligations as DUFF winner. I'm slightly appalled: as I-
proofread and ran stencils, I found entirely too many places where the
text could have been polished and improved. I'm jubilant: this is the
longest single piece of writing I've ever done, and despite its flaws, it
is one of the best. What follows are a few of the things I1'd like you

to know about it.

First of all, there have been a lot of changes in Australian fandom and
in my life in the last five years. Although a few parenthetical remarks
slipped in, by and large 1 avoided giving updates on every person I men-
tioned or met, or on every plan or promise I made or received. The only
one ['ll comment on here is that, no, I have not yet attempted to write
fiction.

My memory being a faulty thing, I took careful notes during the trip almost
every day, and more often during the convention itself. 1 even tried to
record what people said to me. Even looking at the notes, though, some-
times my memory says, '"But that can't be what really happened." So I hope
you'll forgive me my inaccuracies, especially on quoted material.

I did three drafts. The first two took two years each, and the third (onto
mimeo stencil) took about eight months. 1 did the first two drafts in
third person (two chapters were published in Brian Earl Brown's Sticky
Quarters this way), and changed to first person for the final version. 1
was trying to do several things: distancing myself from the events in order
to be more honest about them; treating myself as a character to give the
flavor of fiction (I thought it would be more fun to read and more chal-
lenging to write); adding spice to my usual style by adding bits of William
Gibson and several others. I switched back to first for the not very coher-
ent reason that '""it seems to work better." I think I maintained some of
the quality of honesty about myself 1 was trying to acheive.

Several Australians who stayed with us in 1983-85 read portions of the
first draft and made corrections therein (Sally Beasley and Jack Herman
among them) for which my thanks. Suzle read and commented on the second
draft, and corrected stencils.

The cover is a collaboration between Carl Juarez and myself, of which Carl
did the major share of work. The rubber stamps are mainly from commercial
stamp companies. The koala, however, was hand-carved by Donna Nascar at
my request, and I love it madly. Thanks.

Thanks, too, go to the many people who helped my journey or gave me a meal
or a place to sleep--and their good company. I hope seeing their names in
print will convey my thanks. They all appear somewhere in the next 49 pages.
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Finally, out of all those people I have selected two who must be acknow-
leged with more than the usual notice, for they are the two who started

the whole adventure, who made everything happen; and to them I dedicate
this report: '

Andrew Brown and Irwin Hirsh

--jak, August 14, 1988
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Chapter One

I was never sure just how it had come about. Why had I agreed to stand for the Down Under
Fan Fund/? Had Irwin Hirsh and Andrew Brown really been so persuasive when they first wrote
to me? I was calm and peaceful one moment; the next I was full of dire worries about
Australians and jellybeans and speeches.

I had no time to worry on the way to the airport, with Suzle driving and offering sage
advice, Anna Vargo stroking my arm, and Gary Farber creating Worldcon bids. The flight from
Seattle to San Francisco, where I would board the QANTAS flight to Sydney, was too short

for me to worry about anything but finding the people who were to meet me for a small party.

That was a good worry, that one. I didn't find anyone to greet at the gate, so 1 ambled
down the corridor to the lobby, where I finally found a good seat with a view in ell direc-
tions. Overconfident that noc one could get past me, I began to read from Alan Garmer's The
Guizer, a collection of stories about fools and tricksters, an obvious way to prepare for a
science fiction convention anywhere in the world. I looked up frequently to see punks,
middle-aged travellers, huge Filipino families--but no familiar faces.

The next thing I knew, I was being paged. 1 answered the call: it was Lucy Huntzinger,
ebullient, impatient, in aqua pants. ‘'Where were you?" she said. '"Never mind, let's find
a bar near the gate. That's where everyone is supposed to meet us.' There were no bars
near the gate, but there were two equally far from it. We picked one, ordered beers, and
began to gossip about Seattle and Bay Area fans. Soon we heard Lucy's name on the p.a.

The new pager was Denise Rehse, who could be as giddy as Lucy and even more intense, and
who always had a powerful and unsettling effect on me, which I cultivated. She was fresh
from work, in short skirt and fishnet stockings; she slid into the seat opposite me, and
started to detail the horrors of working for the Heart Association. Before she could get
far, all three of us were paged.

The new arrivals were Allan Baum, Donya White, Bryan Barrett, Doug Faunt, Dawn Plaskon,
Gary Mattingly and Patty Peters. (I dutifully jotted down all their names and promised to
mention them.) This was far too large a crowd for the hip-pocket bar, so we moved to the
coffee shop, where we ordered food and drink. Donya told her customs story. (Guard: '"Do
you have any contraband?" Donya (looking innocent): “'Contraband'? What's *contraband'?")
Since Donya is about the most innocent-looking person I have ever seen, 1 laughed. Then I
got on the plane. For all I knew, the Bay Area fans stayed for hours after QANTAS Flight
#4 flew away from San Francisco, the United States and land.

It was night. It stayed night for what seemed like days. 1In reality the flight was proba-
bly about eighteen hours long. (I didn't time it; I just kept changing my watch, a gift

from Joan Baker, at every announced time zine change. The watch still works, in late 1987.)
What made it so long? I had no one sitting near me, and my usual shyness prevented me from
striking up conversations with people in other rows. The empty seat next to me should have
made me more comfortable, and it did, but not enough to sleep. I tried to coax myself into
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a fetal position, but I couldn't curl up tightly enough to rest my fegt on the seat,-
and they dangled like dead meat. (Besides, I kept pressing the ''call'’ button by acci-
dent.) The first movie they showed was The Sting II, which I decided wasn't worth the
effort to watch. (It appeared to be very broad farce, but the bad sound and postcard-
sized screen made it hard to be sure.) Moments after it started, the projector decided
it wasn't worth projecting, and broke down.

Instead; I began to read about Gary Gilmore in The Executioner's Song. Another Trick-
ster! And one entering a foreign country! Gilmore lived most of his life im stir,
emerging to try to make it in Utah as a free man. And here I was, heading into Austra-
lia, another world. It wasn't quite the same as Utah, but I felt a comradeship, and
hoped T would adjust better than Gilmore had. (One difference: Gilmore was a heavy
drinker in an abstemicus world; I was a light drinker flying into a country noted for
its floods of suds.)

The stopover in Hawaii gave me a chance to stretch my legs. Afterwards I somehow

slept for two hours and woke in time to see the second movie, Lovesick. "Why is Dudley
Moore suddenly a sex star? Is it because he isn't very funny anymore?" I mused,
squinting at the postcard with bits of light on it. "They don't want him to be funny,
It's not considered sexy, maybe.” It was 4 am in somebody's morning when the movie
ended, which explained the musings. At 5:30 the Townsville lights moved up to surprise
the plane, and the naked outline of Castle Rock, a jagged mountain in the middle of
this Queensland city, appeared as a negative space against the bright city.

The QANZAS attendants came down the aisle, spray cans in each hand, and sprayed us down
for bugs. Then the plane gently touched down. It was Australia.

I filled out all the cards they gave me, which asked questions about what I was bring-
ing into the country, where I would be staying and how long, who to contact in case of
emergency, and so forth. I realized that I had no idea where in Sydney the convention
was being held. I only knew that someone would pick me up and take me there. I had a
vision of trying to explain my faith in fandom's smcoth operation, but the government
person I spoke to had evidently heard it all before, and simply gave me an envelope and
asled that I mail in the card as soon as I had the needed names. I reboarded the plane
for the last leg of the flight, glancing back at the bins decorated with notices request-
ing that all fruit and vegetables be deposited therein. (Every airport had them; along
with the spraying, they represented the Australian fear of contamination by stray in-
sects, molds, fungi; etc. Nobody had insisted that all rabbits be dumped into quaran-
tine bins all those years ago, and Australia had learned its lesson: well.)

I saw the trip, at first, as a series of obstacles to overcome. Getting to Australia was
the first; and I'd overcome easily. The second was getting through customs. I thought
it might be tougher. Townsville had been all right, since no one asked if I were
carrying things to sell, or food. I asked about the jellybeans (two-and-a-half pounds

of assorted gourmet flavors for the DUFF auction); the attendant said there'd be no
problem. But what about the books and fanzines I was also carrying, all to sell for

DUFF or the Susan Wood Memorial Scholarship Fund? I said "no'" to all the questions on
the declarations card, deciding that I could consider them all gifts and certainly under
$200 in value, but what if some ambitious or bored customs official wanted a capsule
history ¢” science fiction fandom to explain all that stuff in the suitcases?

I emerged from the plane in Sydney, collected my bags, got in a line, got in another
line; had my card stamped by an affable man in a booth, then faced, tensely, a large
room full of people in casual uniforms pawing through other people's luggage. 1
staggered down the center aisle, waved my stamped form, and was waved at in return.
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To my surprise and relief I was being waved through the room to the double doors lead-
ing to the main terminal. Over the doors a clock showed 9:30 am. It was Jupe 10, 1983,
and T was in Sydney, Hew South Wales, Australia to attend the Australian National Con-
vention, the Syncon.

Chapter Two

I burst through the double doors and found Cliff Wind and another man waiting for me.
Cliff was an old friend and fellow Seattlite: tall, diffident, typically dressed in
beige and pale brown, he was an old Aussie hand who'd lived in Western Australia a few
years before. He introduced me to Andrew Taubman. Andrew, in deerstalker cap, led us
into the parking lot, a sea of Japsnese cars. His was a Toyota with the driver's seat
on the right, like all Aussie (and British) cars. Andrew explained local driving habits,
and pcinted out the sights; I was so entertained that we were two-thirds of the way to
the hotel before I remembered my trip to Ayers Rock.

Long before, in Seattle, I'd booked a tour to Ayers Rock, the gigantic mystery rock of
the Australian Outback. 1I'd been forcefed statistics and wonder by the veterans of the
1975 Worldcon, especially Gene DiModica, and had wanted to see the Big Red One ever
since. I was supposed to appear at the Tourist Information Counter in the Sydney Air-
port before leaving the premises to collect a voucher from the bus company running the
tour, Ansett Pioneer.

Realization hit me about the time we crossed the great hemispherical bridge over Sydney
Harbor. Below us was the Opera House with its great white helmet-like peaks. I panick
easily, but Cliff pointed out that it was poingless to turn back now, and Andrew pointed
out more sights. I calmed down and enjoyed the ride. I particularly noted the neigh-
borhood hotels that seemed to be om every corpmer, with large wraparound marquees adver-
tising beer. Andrew explained that in Australia '‘hotel’ meant ‘bar’ or 'pub.”

The simple mystery of the convention hotel was solved: it was called the Shore Inmn, a
four-story motel set a hundred feet from the road down a slight slope. Andrew and Cliff
escorted me to the registration desk and then up to my room, waiting patiently while I
changed and called the Tourist Information Counter. I was relieved vhen the TIC insisted
on sending the voucher by messenger, and so was Andrew, who'd reluctantly volunteered to
drive me back if necessary. (The voucher appeared at the registration desk in a handsome
canvas ticket-holder later that day.)

We returned to the small, mirror-lined lobby, where other con attendees were beginning
to gather. I was pleased to find Marc Ortlieb there. Stocky and bearded, full of bad
jokes and good humor, Marc had visited Seattle years before and had endeared himself.
Furthermore, he was the DUFF administrator, and if I needed any money, he was the person
to ask.

He introduced me to two of the five New Zealanders at the con. Greg Hills proved to be
a quiet, intelligent, adventurous man in his mid-twentiesj Michelle Muysert (as she
then spelled it; now she's"Muijsert') was an exotic with reddish hair, brightly-colored
jumpsuit, and an exaggerated sense of her own wickedness. Both were at Syncon as pre-
lude to moving to Melbourne, where they hoped to find work. ;

Behind me I heard a familiar voice. Turning, 1 saw the familiar flash haircut and
aviator frames of the Guest of Honor, Harlan Ellison. Harlan's mouth dropped open.
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'What! What are you doing here?"

I told him, reminded him of our other meetings (though Harlan recognized me from many
conventions, he didn't know me by name), and started to relax. I had a part1Cu1§r ner-
vousness about Harlan, composed of equal parts of awe, admiration, and apprehensxonol
My speech for the banquet recounted our first meeting, one of small importance for him
but great significance for me.

I turned again, this time to greet Lee Smoire, exuberant American Travelling Jiant.
She'd come all the way from Baltimore on $250, by winning 2 travel agents' contest
and adding professional discounts to achieve the bargain of a lifetime. With her was
Carey Handfield; though he looked a little sloppy, and mumbled, I knew he was one of
the sparkplugs of Australian fandom and one of the partners of Norstrilia Press, a
dynamic sf specialty publisher. We began to plan a tour of Sydney Harbour and our
post-con drive from Sydney to Melbourne via Canberra, when Marc grabbed my sleeve.

"1f we're to get money for you, we've got to do it today before the banks close.
Monday is a bank holiday.” So we stepped around a corner to discuss finance.

We returned to the lobby, Marc disappeared to his bank, and I joined Lee and Cliff

on their expedition to downtown Sydney. Andrew Taubman drove us in, and did some
bravura driving as he threaded his little car through the most tangled city traffic I
had ever seen. (Adding piquancy was the fact that Aussies, like the Dritish, drive
on the left, which is why the driver's seat is on the right.) My co-passengers were
serene, as though they always drove in cities of three million, of whom two million
seemed to want to drive to the same place and get there first. We said goodby to
Andrew at the QANTAS Centre, and I began to breath again.

Sydney is a world-class city, and has not only the traffic but the bustling shopping
areas and oppresively large skyscrapers one would expect. We three explorers made
our way through this top-heavy splendor to the oldest section, the Rocks, built in the
1790s by convict labor and preserved for its historic charms. Old two-story houses
and warehouses turned into trendy shops and touristy restaurants were the rule, as in
Seattle's Pioneer Square. Our first stop was a teashop serving lunch. We sat in a
paved garden in back, reading the menu from a blackboard, watching little birds hop on
and off the fence. I decided to be very Australian, and ordered meat pie.

I learned later that what they served me was not the typical Aussie meat pie: it was
far too good. It was large, covered with chopped vegetables in a delicious tomato
sauce. Inside were chunks of beef in tangy gravy. (Every other pie I had was a small
thing in a paper wrapper, filled with ground meat and topped with the tiniest possi-
ble squirt of the Australian version of ketchup.)

After lunch we went out into the drizzly winter afternoon and acted like tourists:
dodging traffic, visiting shops (I bought a boomerang, a carved snzke, postcards, and
novels by C.J. Koch, including The Year of Living Dangerously), stopping to listen to
a street musician playing guitar, rhythm sticks and didgeridoo (a long hollow tube or
stick which the musician blew into). We fondled stone walls and steps left from the
labors of the convicts, and photographed each other standing before a three-sided
monument depicting a convict, a farmer, and a soldier.

It was getting late, so we walked to the train station, stopping to sample fruit drinks
and pastries. Just beyond the food stalls was Circular Quay where the ferries and tour
boats picked up passengers, and alongside it the Opera House. Some people have des-
cribed it as ''nuns in the wind" or 'white turtles mating.' Lee led the way as we
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climbed every set of steps and along every walkway: I stopped to take a close look at the
small tiles which give the Opera House its seamless white look. Then we caught a train

- o W . .
?ack to Fhe Shore Inn, only missing our station by two stops, to return to a convention
just waking to life.

Chapter 3

We found the motel lobby full of vast
crouds apparently waiting for something to
happen. Marc was standing to one side,
and irmediately handed me the promised
money. By now I was beginning to notice
the many differences between Australian,
U.S., and Canadian currency. Like the U.S. and Canada, Australia has decimal cash. Like
Canadian bills, every Aussie denomination is a different color, but, unlike withe Cana-
dian or U.S. stuff, the Aussie comes in different sizes: the higher the value, the bigger
the bill. T had to fold the fifties in fourths to fit them in my wallet, and even the
twenties were slightly too large. I wondered how big thousand-dollar bills might be.

Marc introduced me to more than money: Leanne Frahm and Terry Frost were nearby, and
Marc did the formalities. Leanne was one of Australia's up-and-coming new pros, with
short stories in American anthologies. I thought her square bangs and broad smile
charming. I remembered Terry from Q36 (Marc's fanzine) as the author of several sardonic
pieces on Australian fandom and Melburnian habits. Terry put me in mind of a bear who'd
eaten some bad berries, with 1is full dark beard and unsmiling demeanor. (Terry never
smiled, never: wittily sarcastic remarks left his lips all weekend, but. the rest of his
face never acknowledged them.)

1 found Andrew Brown on my own. Andrew was one of the heroes of the trip, because he and
Irvin Hirsh first suggested that I stand for DUFF. I looked up to him, though Andrew is
somevhat younger than I am, because Andrew is an admirable figure; I admired his taste in
music (esoteric avantgarde rock), clothes (long coats, pastel scarves), and fanzines
(fannish). I also looked up at him, because I'm 5'7", while Andrew is GERIORS

Andrew and I looked around for dinner company, but the crowd had evaporated; we decided
to go off by ourselves; and as ve walked up the long drive and turned right, Andrew
began to outline my itinerary in Melbourne.

"] want to take you to see this great band that's going to play a hotel I know. You know
we call pubs 'hotels,' don‘t you? And John Foyster's going to have a party Saturday
night."

We found a Chinese restaurant only a few blocks farther on, and strolled in. HNot sur-
prisingly, a table full of fans blirked up at us. I met John McFarland, Derrick and
Christine Ashby, Helen Swift, Perry Middlemiss (the latter two a couple at the time);
Cliff and Leanne were there, too. The food was decent, and the conversation both amusing
and instructive. Christine, a small birdlike woman, seemed to be in charge of most of
it, and authoritatively explained that McFarland wouldn't be up to his usual legendary
grossness, since a mate of his wasn‘t in attendance. This proved to be true, since
McFarland made no further impression on me.



I think it was Christine who speculated on Merv Binns' probable plans for Harlan. It
seemed that Merv (owner of Space Age Books in Melbourne, and publisher of Australian SF
Mews) was a nice fellow but a bit staid. "When Larry Niven came to town, Merv's idea of
Showing him a good time was a drive over the Vestgate Bridge." Since Merv was leibourne
fandom's (self-appointed) Greeter of Important Persoms, he was going to have fo come up:
with a more interesting idea of entertainment for Harlam. (I wondered if Niven had en-
joyed the bridge.)

The walk back took only a few minutes. Christine, with Derrick pushing her wheelchair,
led the way. I fell back, and complimented Helen on her fascinating article on Aboriginal
petrol sniffing (the article appeared in Ratapnlan). Helen, a tall angular blonde, was
pleased at the praise, and gave me more details about the problem. I wished out loud that
I knew more about Native American problems in the same line; Helen, though, knew more than
1 did, and explained that they vere as serious as the Australian ones. (The younger
Aborigines do it for a cheap high. It's supposed to be an excellent way to destroy brain
cells,)

When we got back to the Shore Inn, I followed the others around the hotel registration
desk, past the restaurant/lounge and the dining hall, to the area in which people were
waiting for the opening ceremoniec to begin. On one side of this crossroads was fthe bar,
closed at the moment, which would supply most of the conventioneers. On the other was the
main programming hall. A mass of people were crowding into the hall just as we arrived.

Jack Herman, another bearded and bespectacled fan (the proportion of bearded to clean-
shaved male fans is even higher in Australia than it is in the US),and the chair of the con,
opened the proceedings with words of welcome. Behind him, Harlan kept busy by dunking
Jack's water-resistant watch into a glass of water. Jack was the calmest convention chair
I had ever seen. He didn't even flinch as he gazed at his watch, resting in the glass like
a set of digital false teeth. Van Ikin, the Fan Guest of Honor, looked bemused. (It

turned out that this was Van's usual look, and I learned to allecw for it.) '

I was introduced too, as was Tom Cardy, winner of the Fan Iund Aunstralia-New Zealand
(FFANZ). e had been brought over from New Zealand for the convention. He was touchingly
young, and looked newly hatched: one side of his head was combed elegantly smooth; on the
other side the hair stood on end. Tom's accent,; like that of the other New Zealanders,
seemed outlandish even compared to the Australians'. It seemed to take vowels and twist
them 180° into something rich and strange. 'lMust have suffered what they call a 'sea
change, ' I thought.

I slipped out to deliver my jelly beans; signed books, and other paraphernalia to Justin
Ackroyd's room for the DUFF auction. Justin was in charge of all the auctione: DUFF, fan-
zine, collectors' (all carefully categorized; someone else must have handled the art auc-
tion, which I missed). His room was full of boxes of zines, books, and unidentifiable
kipple. le stood in the middle of it like a large grinning blond teddy bear as he intro-
duced me to the others sorting through the boxes.

A moment later Lee Smoire came in, carrying her treasures, including several inflatable
crabs (a Baltimore souvenir). While Lee showed off to Phil Ware and Pauline Dickinson, I
talked to Carey Handfield about our schedule after the convention.

"I have to thank you, Jerry,' Carey semi-mumbled. "Until you wrote to me, I didn't know

1 was driving here."” Lee had called me months earlier to tell me her plans: 1 took them
as definite, but they were only possibilities. She was going to fly to Syncon from Bal-
timore, depending on travel agent discounts, and then drive with Carey to Melbourne. But
until I wrote to Carey for his permission to tag along (assuming that, even if it were okay
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Chapter 4

I usually wake early, even at conventions: this worked out well at Syncon,; because their
little dining hall served breakfast only between 9 am and 11 am. I pulled on my Raffles
teeshirt (showing the cover from issue #2) to give me something to talk about, and went
through the huckster room to find some company. Jack Herman was there, busily organizing.
In his white Borsalino, open-neck shirt, and bullet pendant, he looked like someone who
spent his time between rabpinical classes dealing cocaine. He didn't want breakfast, so I
went alone to the dining hall, which turned out to be the Raffles Room. My shirt amused
the staff, but they made me pay the $4 anway for a simple breakfast of cereal, juice,
toasgty; and tea.

I returred to the huckster room, where I found Justin arranging the materials for the fan-
zine auction and muttering about Keith Curtis. The former DUFF winner had promised vast
quantities of fanzines, but hadn't shown up yet. To pass time until he appeared (I wanted
to see what he was bringing) I spent an hour exploring the tables, buying books from
Norstrilia Press and Cory & Collins, the two Australian independent publishers of science
fiction.

The Norstrilia Press books were beautiful productions: good paper, well-designed wrappers,
sewn signatures. When I eventually read them I found that the writing they contained was
appropriate to the small-press presentation: well-written, even exquisitely written; large-
ly surreal or metaphysical or "post-modern.' Strong on content, weak on story (no, they
are not the same thing), they impressed me as second-hand Borges or McGuane.

Cory & Collins, on the other hand, seemed to be trying for mass market appeal with eye-
catching paperback covers, perfect binding, and, on most books, a logo-like dingbat and
number. (Paul Collins' name was on every one as ''series editor.') There were lots of
anthologies (one had an introduction by Joe Haldeman, who admitted he hadn't read any of
the stories) and novels by Jack Wodhams, David Lake; and other Australian '"name' authors.
I took two' Wodhams, but could never finish them; their humor seemed too crude and forced.
T decided I preferred Norstrilia Press: it had taste and ambition of a sort I liked.

Yeith Curtis? I kept asking Justin, and at last he said, Yes. He introduced me to a skinny
fellow with a goatish beard and saturnine features. I followed him to his car, and helped
bring in box after box of books and magazines. The fanzines were particularly charming,
vinking at me from under stacks of old pulps.

Knowing that some of them must be meant for me, I relaxed. When Carey and Andrew Brown
mentioned that they were going off to buy supplies for the Melbourne in '85 party, I in-
vtied myself along.

I clambered into the backseat of their car,; then leaned forward between the front seats
and began asking questions. Where were we going? Could we have lunch? Why vere they
having a party, since they had the Worldcon in the bag?

We were going (they said) to a shopping center near the motel. We could get some dinner.
(4nd in the evening I could have tea, not supper.) And nobody in Australia could quite
believe they'd win, even if no one else was bidding. Not after assuming they'd win in
1983, and losing.



We drove on and on, passing through some very pretty countryside. I thought it might even
be wild enough to be considered Outback (though not far enough out to be ''back of beyond,™
"hack of Bourne' or “‘beyond the Black Stump.'') Carey and Andrew gave each other helpful
hints ("I'm not sure; what do you think?*) and finally we drove into a busy shopping dis-
trict. Both sides of the street were lined with grocery stores, clothing stores; hotels,
takeaways, and lots of shoppers. We parked down a shallow hill, about a block from the
action, and walked up to the bottle shop attached to a corner hotel.

Every hotel has its own bottle shop, which sells takeaway beer, wine and liquor. This one
had a good selection, and while Andrew and Carey plucked bottles from the shelves (and a
box of wine, too: many of the cheaper sorts came in boxes, with little spigots), I sighed
over the beers; finally picking out a sixpack of Castlemaine Bitter. We stowed the load in
the car and returred to the busy street to look for food.

Just past the hotel was a takeaway, where I was introduced to delicacies like resal Aussie
meat pies and chiko rolls (like epg rolls, with unidentifiable vegetable filling and lethal
levels of salt coating). I asked for french fries: the shopkeeper laughed. They were
"chips,"” of course; even if they did look and taste like greasy fries.

The food eaten as quickly as it was cooked, we visitedthe local supermarket to get more
party supplies. Carey wanted crisps (this being what Americans call chips), Andrew wanted
Fruit Loops, and I wanted a greater awareness of the Aussie way of life. I was comforted
to find many familiar brands, but at the same time disquieted. MNabisco in Australia? Some
of the names were different (Sugar Crisps instead of Sugar Smacks, for instance), but most
of the products were precisely the same. There were a few, though, like Weetabix, that
have no close equivalent.

"They‘re like little bricks, just squares of pure fibre,"” explained Andrew. 'Absolutely
flavourless. You pour milk over them. Then they turn into soggy shapeless little globs
of flavourless fibre."

"Sounds exciting," I said.
“"Wait until you try some Vegemite."

I explained that T had tried Vegemite in Seattle, as we returned to the car. As we began
the long drive back to the motel, I described what the deep brown salty substance reminded
me of. Suddenly ve were driving through a familiar intersection.

“Hey!" I said. ''That place was only a few blocks from the Shore Inn. Why'd it take us so
long to get there?”

"Er, um..." Carey hemmed. He paused. He considered. And as we drove up the Shore's drive-
way, he finally explained.

"le got lost," he said.

After we carried the supplies to Carey's room, leaving him to sort it out, Andrew and I
went to the fanzine auction. Justin was busy marking down the bids, while Ken Ozanne,

dark and rotund, did the auctioning. (I stood in for him when American fanzines were on
the block.) The prize offerings were issues of Australian Science Fiction Review, the John
Bangsund zine that marked the beginning of the Golden Age of Aussie fanzines (1970-1975,
approximately) and were the model for good sercon fanzine writing all over the worid. I
gloated over the several copies I bought, as well as the program book for the third Aussie
Natcon in 1953, (It featured handset type.)
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When the auction ended, the room emptied. Of course! It was time for the fanzine panel!
This was supposed to be one of my big moments, and I worried about it when I wasn't worrying
about my banquet speech. I worried that I might offend someone, or everyone, if I were toc
candid about Australian fanzines, which were not the best 1'd ever read. (My low opinion
was based on late-70s and early-80s zines.) The others on the panel ran the gamut from
Leigh Edmonds, who'd said in Rataplan that Aussie zines were not the best he'd read, to

liarc Ortlieb, who thought Oz zines were just fine, thank you. In between was Tom Cardy
(whose opinion I didn't know or mark down). Off to one side was Van Ikin, who said that

his Science Fiction, a university-funded digest-sized magazine that printed a combination

of fiction and criticism, was possibly not a fapzine anyway, so he wasn't really involved.

Leigh agreed with Van, and cited a near-lack of a lettercol as evidence. Fanzines are
based on their interaction with their readership; he went on, who take a very active part
in the zipme through their letters. Without a lettercol, a zine gives an impression of dis-
tance, which isn't an attribute of a fanzine but of an academic journal. Van agreed that
this was really what he was doing, but he said that changes were coming. Bruce Gillespie
would be typesetiting future issues, and with the savings in space SF would be able to

start a full-fledged loccol...if anyone would write. i

There was come interchange with the audience (which at last outnumbered the panelists) on
the usual subjects: fiction in fanzines, where to find zines, and so forth. Greg Hills ex-
pressed a novel disappointment with Rataplan by complaining that its layouts were totally
uninspired, and showed no change or improvement from issue to issue. The panelists defended
Leigh's layouts as simple and comfortable, ones that he had developed over a long career of
fanpublishing. After all, I said, in Rataplan what counted was the writing, which ranged
over 2 wide variety of subject-matter, and which appeared to be selected with some thought
to the balance and feel of each issue. This probably appeared to be the old guard defending
its own, since the panel had just finished damning some other fanzine for dull layouts, and
was having no luck explaining the distinction between "dull' and "simple" to Greg.

Having failed to offend anyone, I left the room when the panel ended, and flumped down into
an overstuffed chair somewhere near the bar. I was instantly joined by Ann Poore and ano-
ther woman, both from Adelaide. I asked them to tell me something interesting about Joiun
Packer, Q36 cartoonist and Adelaide resident, who had been unable to attend the con.

"He makes liqueur," said Ann. ‘“Lots of different kinds,” added her friend. "Like what?"
1 innocently asked. “Well..." they said. Then they took deep breaths, and rattled oif:
“Green tomato, marjoram, tarragon, grapefruit, mulberry, rosehip, rose petal, strawberry,
cherry, apple, strawberry-apple, blackberry, pineapple...oh, and there's also the carroway
port, lemon beer, and ginger beer.'

So now I knew vhat Adelaide fans did for fun when they weren't producing or reading Q36. I
couldn't decide whether to be regretful or relieved that I wouldn't get there.

Chapter 5

I wandered, cloudlike, and found myself back in the room the fanzine panel had been in.
Now it held an autograph party for Harlan. I decided to wait for him to finish, so we
could talk about Ayers Rock. Besides, Harlan was being an entertainer: he joked with peo-
ple, showed them crystal-embedded bits of art, and frequently interrupted himself to charge
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into the rare book auction in the next room, returning to crow over some treasure he'd
bought.

I had heard that Harlan wanted to see Ayers Rock, and thought that we might be going there
at the same time. (I imagined Harlan and myself joining thousands of tourists as they
swarmed up its sides like ants on a dead tortoise. This image joined itself with one of
Aleister Crowley and his wife performing acts of sex magic at dawn on top of Cheops' pyra-
mid. I tried to ignore both images.)

Harlan, however, had never heard of Ayers Rock, he said. He wanted to see Hanging Rock.
He had seen and been inspired by Peter Weir's beautiful and mysterious movies, pPicnic at
Hanging Rock, in which students disappear during an outing there. Hanging Rock was only a
short drive from Melbourne. Ayers Rock was not. I explained it all to Harlan, vwho got
very interested, until I got to the part about its distance from everything else. He
planned to rent a Land Rover and drive into the Outback, but Ayers Rock, twenty-four hours
from Adelaide by train, was too far Out,

At this moment I was tapped on the shoulder and ordered off to the masquerade judges' meet-
ing. MWMichelle Muysert, Tom Cardy, Terry Frost and Lee Smoire were the other judges gathered
in Michelle's room; the five of us hammered out some basic rules of judging, while Greg
Hills hung about in the background, being depressed by personal matters back in New Zea-
land. After the meeting, I cajoled Greg into walking out to eat, and we stumbled into the
same Chinese restaurant as the night before, where we joined some of the same diners.

After dinner we returned to the convention, walking into the main programming room. HNearly
everyone was there, the whole five hundred of them. Some were in costume, some were danc-
ing to taped music, and the rest were gawking. Since this was what Saturday nights were
like at Northwest cons, I felt at home.

Then I noticed the Reno Night set-up, and things seemed different. Roulette, blackjack,
craps--and Cliff Wind as croupier! 1 examined the games, but never got any of the funny
money people placed bets with. I didn't want to spend time placing phoney bets, when I

could be dancing.

I found Karin Janezic and her friend Jo Johnson, and danced with them through several num-
bers. Then I danced with the sensation of the evening. “Jonson's Silent Android Woman" was
dressed in a golden bikini and a lot of gold body paint. She wore a metal mask and a fan-
cifully upswept hairdo; at her hip was a box with different colored lights; and a small
purse containing business cards and advertising booklets. She didn't speak 2 word all
evening but she danced moderately well.

After I danced with her, Harlan did, while I danced with Michelle; we all yelled for better
music. I wanted anything current and danceable, while Harlan demanded Michael Jackson.
After the number ended, the "android” and Michelle both disappeared, and I realized I was
dripping sweat. It was hot in that room, with hundreds of milling, betting, dancing fans.
Harlan, of course, was dry and cool-looking.

"Why don't you sweat, Harlan?" I asked.

"If you sweat,” he explained, "they know you're Jewish, and they come and take you away
on the truck."”

I didn't have time to ponder the truth of this: I was forced to sit around a table with the
other judges while aliens and barbarians paraded past. There were less than fifty of them,
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but the line seemed infinite, and I realized I was beginning to feel the effects of jet lag.
The evening took on a timeless quality as my mind slowed and my body grew a layer of qui-
vering amber. My sense of living in a parallel universe half a second out of symc with the
real” one blurred events for the next few hours.

We judges watched as Star Trek aliens, sword and sorcery groups, a shipwrecked spaceman with
an extra head growing out of his chest, and a purple-skinned humorist in flight overalls

and a leather aviator helmet all declaimed. (The extra head groaned.) Then we left the
room, deliberated (assigning points in such categories as origirality and craft), added up
the points, and returned to announce our winners. Jonson's Silent Android Woman carried

off top honors.

I vas now in a state resembling catatonia. T sat through a Star Trek parody that used
characters from The Goon Show (mostly Western Australian fans, with Andrew Taubman and Marc
Ortlieb assisting, and the purple-skinned aviator causing problems with adlibs). That was
followed by a “multi-media’ show put on by Trarsfinite Visuals: a slide szhow with music and
narration. I couldn’'t make out what it was about, and left.

Up I went, to the Melbourne in '85 party in Robin Johnson's room, where I found Robin, John
Foyster, and a few others, watching cricket. Robin was always explaining something to some-
one, like hov to get from Sydney to lielbourne cheap, or why the best restaurant in town was
called the Black Stump. He started explaining cricket to me. I couldn't understand.
Fortunately, the room started to fill with partiers, the television was blocked by bodies,
Robin dropped the matter, and someone finally turned off the telly.

All 1 could remember of the rest of the party was eating Honey Smacks and whatever else
Andrew had bought. When Michelle announced fireworks in her room, I must have teleported
there.

then I regained avareness, I was leaning on Karin, who was leaning on someone else; and we
were all craning our necks to see out of Michelle's window. On the gravel-covered roof
some daring fan was trying to light some small bit of firework, probably a version of the
Ground Bloom Flower. This should spin rapidly, shooting out fires first greem, then red,
then white. On the gravel roof most of the Flowers weren't spining,; only shooting out
disaprointingly small flames and puffs of smoke.

The small window made crawling onto the roof an obstacle course; the roof itself muted the
more spectacular effects; the rain threatened; the fans got more thrills from crowding the
couch and bed than from seeing the show. I smiled wanly at Michelle, mumbled, "Good night
and Happy Queen's Birthday," and went to my own bed. It wasn't crowded at all, and I
quickly fell asleep.

Chapter 6

I started off Sunday morning by meeting two

of Australia's unique fans. Kevin Dillon
seemed like some poor fellow off the streets
who'd come in looking for somewhere warm: he
was small, wizened,; and dressed in old wrinkled
clothing. But he attended many program items,
made pertinent and impertinent comments,; and bid comnstantly in the auctions. He asked me to
add him to the Mainstream mailing list, and we made small talk. Later, I heard tales of his
house, how it was filled to the ceilings with books, magazines, and papers, with only tun-
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nels left to walk through.

Another was small, solid-looking Vera Lornergan, noted outspoken fan. 'I always say just
vhat's on my mind,” she said, her voice ringing with truth. T wished T could witness &
conversation between her and Christine Ashby.

However, T wasn't being either unique or memorable. I was too preoccupied with the smorgas-
bord and the speech I would have to make there. So I excused myself to take care of the
DUFF auction, coming up just before. It was to be in the same room as the fan panels, right
next to the dealers' room. I found that Justin had everything ready, the account books
sitting open. I used the extra time to work in a little extra worrying.

1 took turns anctioning with Marc Ortlieb. We sold bag after bag of jellybeans, interrupting
the flow with fanzines and autographed books. A copy of Harlan's zine of the fifties,
Science Fiction Bulletin, went for A$21. (I had avoided letting Harlan know about it, for
fear he'd buy and destroy it.) When the bidding stopped, we'd raised A$600 for DUFT and
smaller amounts for other fanfunds.

At last it was the hour of the smorgasbord. The con committee and guests were seated nearest
the buffet table. Jack Herman sat across from me, with Van Ikin on my left and Shayne HMc-
Cormick on my right. Harlan was at the head of the table, Shayne on his left and Tom Cardy
on his right. Somebody decided that it would be more polite if we all waited until the rest
of the convention went through the line, and so the honored few waited and wat.ched hungrily
as 2 hundred very slow convention members served themselves lunch. (I was both hungry and
very nervous, unsure 1f I could eat much even if I could get near the food.)

A hotel staff member pointed out that there was another buffet table in the next room; con-
siderably less crowded. This may have been true earlier, but by now it wasn't ruch less
crouded and equally depleted. Van and I discreetly complained to each other about the
selection and the wait, and returned to eat our pickles, garlic salami, and other bits of
food. (We even got a little Jello.) I mechanically chewed while staring at Jack and trying
to carry on a conversation with him. It was my only chance to talk to him during the entire
weekend, but I could never remember vhat we'd said.

We finished. The tables were cleared. Ken Ozanne stopped interviewing Harlanm. Jack intro-
duced Tom Cardy. Tom read a speech he'd written during the previous night and that morning.
It was mainly about not having a speech to give. Harlan heckled. My stomach curdled.

Tom sat down; I stood up. The speech: I had put together two anecdotes about my first con-
vention, both showing how a young neo had been tolerated and accepted by two top sf person-
alities (Lee Hoffman and Harlan). They were stories that I'd told off and on over the years,
felt secure about repeating, and thought were amusing. The one about Harlan I had always
wanted to tell him, but had never had the nerve or opportunity before. It simply involved
his "forcing" me to read "Repent, Harlequin, Said the Ticktockman" after 1 told Harlan about
voting for a different story for the Hugo. The LeeH story was about my attempts to under-
stand her Importance (as stressed by Andy Porter) and to get her "I.Go Pogo' lapel button.

I vove the two stories together, added amusing details about the Tricon, and tacked on an
Oedipal joke that depended on the old saw about fandom being a big family.

Everything unraveled. The moment I started talking the intertvined stories separated into
simple chronological anecdotes. The details disappeared. MMy voice shook, of course, and my
timing was shaken. When I finished the Ellison anecdote, Harlan said, "That's it? MNo
punchline?” Mo Harlan, I thought, no punchline. Uy life doesn't have punchlines. The Hoff-
man story got a few laughs. My Oedipal joke was that I didn't really think of Harlan as my
fannish father or Lee as my fannish mother because that would imply that sometimes I wanted
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to kill Harlan and...Harlan helpfully completed the sentence. ‘'Screw Lee?' he said.

I finished by saying that instead I thought of Lee as my fannish father, and of Harlan as a
big brother, and all the people at the con as first cousins once removed by an ocean. I
sat down to polite applause from most of the audience and groans from Harlan. From within
me came great sighs of relief, a peculiar sensation in my middle as my stomach jumped fox
joy, and a lightheadedness apparently caused by blood and brains desertiag my skull.

Chapter 7

Someone must have taken my hand and led me back to the fan programming room for a panel on
"International Fandom,'’ because I had no memory of walking there. Even in my bewildered
state I noticed that the panelists again outnumbered the audience.

The other panelists were a familiar group: Robin Johnson, Cliff Wind, Marc Ortlieb, Tom
Cardy, Michelle luysert, and Terry Frost. (Terry's only excuse for being on the panel
seemed to be that he was engaged in an international romance with Michelle.) I didn't re-
tain much of the discussion. Leigh Edmonds and Valma Brown, in the audience, were more
entertaining than the entire panel: they recounted some of their adventures in America as
long-ago DUFF travelers, including the sadly hilarious inhospitality of one then-San Fran-
cisco fan (no name mentioned) who'd implored them to stay with him, then abandoned them.

Keith Curtis popped in at one point to explain that his DUFF report was really and truly
completed: all he had to do was 'expurgate’ it. It seemed that he'd tape-recorded 2 good
deal of his trip and simply transcribed the tapes alorg with the notes. Somehow this in-
cluded a mysterious and personal interlude in Albuerquerque during which he'd left the re-
corder on by mistake. I couldn't decide if I'd misheard this explanation or misunderstood
it; why would anyone transcribe what they didn't want known? Couldn't Keith tell the dif-
ference between travel notes and travel experience?

After the panel Robin drew me aside and began to speak of airplanes, trains, tours, and
schedules. I only escaped by waving my plane and tourbus tickets at him. He examined them,
released me; and went in search of Art Widner, to check his travel plans. I went the other
way, to the main hall and Van Ikin's Guest of Honor speech.

Van started by quoting Damien Broderick: "Criticism is a kind of conversation among friends.'
Then he said that people naturally make discriminations. But Van didn't follow these obser-
vations with 2 talk on the place of criticism in life. What he really wanted to talk about
was Science Fiction (his critical journal) and its place in fanzine fandom. He felt that
SF marked a broadening of fandom and was, perhaps, another step in the evolution of fan-
zine publishing. I disagreed silently. SF was a zine that combined fiction and critic jism
in 2 small magazine format, with a little art and almost no lettercol. It reminded me of
other academic magazines I'd seen, except for the lack of poetry, and more of an offshoot

of fenzine publishing than the leading edge. (In fact, I thought, a tree--with iots of
roots and branches--seemed a better metaphor for sf-related amateur publishing than evolu-
tion, knives, or waves.)

Van pointed out some of the publishing problems he'd faced (many of the usual sort: money,
time, distribution) and answered questions from the audience. He then cleared the stage
for one of the lamer program items of the con.

Tkis was something that began as “Sale of the 21stCentury,” hosted by Gregor Whiley. It
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was meant as a parody of ‘“Sale of the Century," but wasn't funny. However, it only existed
to introduce the ''Create-a-Religion’ panel, something imported by Cliff Wind, who'd rum
several installments at MNorwescons in Seattle. The zudience would be invited to supply =2
verb, a noun, and an adiective; the panelists would then creat a consistent religion from
the words., Cliff had recruited me earlier; Marc Ortlieb and Andrew Taubman joined us on
stage.

What made the thing so silly and ultimately dull was that Marc and Andrew only wanted to
construct bizarrely complicated puns with the material supplied. I was tempted, too, but I
struggled to come up with serious, even plausible, religions. The low point of the chambles
vas Andrer's attempt to work with ''sticky,'" "fire engine," and ‘'sodomize.' Everyone could
ouess what he was trying to say, but the embarrassment factor was bigger than the pun
payoff, and he just spluttered.

T left the scene of the disaster, mercifully cut short, and stopped at Justin's room to
pick up some auction records. Cary Lenehan was there, making quite a contrast to Justin.
Both were tall and blond, but Justin looked soft and cuddly and fuzzy, while Cary was hkard
and sharply-defined. This might be the difference, I thought, between working in a book-
shop like Justin, or on a sheep ranch like Cary.

I joined a large company in the lobby who were off to the Black Stump for dinmer. I took a
seat at the restaurant across'the table from Ron Smith, Australia's only resident Hugo win-
ner, with whom I exchanged a few words about Inside, Ron's old fanzine. Robin Johnson sat

next to me and instructed me in wines and water. (One has to request water in Aussie res-

taurants, since it's never brought automatically.)

There may have been something in the water, some sort of psychoactive agent that leads to
bursts of lopsided creativity. It was immediately after returning from the Black Stump
that Cliff and I decided to bid for the 1985 Australian Mational Convention. For Seattle.

[s]

Chapter &

Cliff and I were wandering from bar to lobby and back again, when we asked aome fans about
the next day's bidding session. “Who's bidding?” I asked. 'Oh; Adelaide, I guess,' came
the reply. ‘'MNobody else?” 'Nope, guess not."

It seemed like evidence of an entirely different approach to conventions. Only one bid
and that one sounding so off-hand. 1 was amazed,; and without thinking I wisecracked; '"May-
be we should bid for Seattle.”

The wisecracl: turned inte a wild surmise. ‘Anybody have a program book? Thanks, Cliff.
Let's check the rules for a loophole.'” 1In the Constitution governing the convention we
found, "3.02: Australian Science Fiction Conventions shall be held within the Commonvealth
of Australia, except when the site selection meeting determines otherwise.' The convention
could be held anywhere.

We began to spread the word. Harlan gave us a bemused stare, but most of the Australians
greeted the idea with glee. Leigh Edmonds, for instance, suggested that this meant we
would have to take the Ditmars. "'And then we'll make you keep them!" he chortled. Cliff
and I blanched; we'd never considered that.
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Ve dropped the subject Ieny enough to hear Harlan 5 Guest ef Honor speech As usual he was

i fasc1nat1ng and- maddening by ‘turns. - He was usxng a relatxvely*new formatz he' would flrst

‘give a short talk on something. topical. (this evenxng it was an exhortatlen to the fans to .
' suppart their: local pub11shers ‘and writers). Then he would Yequest that the.audience -
repeat strange stor1es they d heard about hlm, fﬁt'hls refutatien or- elabaratlon.,:.'

After Harlan haﬂ shot down. a few of these unsavery tales (ane of which Harlan had o, tell ,

~,‘h1mse1f, as no one in Austfalla had. yet heard. it)s it was time for hxm-{b hand out the

: Now Julie was unl

Ditmars. Jack Hermap, Van Ikin, Tom Cardy and 1 joiped him on- stage. Harlan handed ou;

the fiction awards (one .of which went to Terry Powling). . I gave the fanzine and fanwrltlng
awards . (both to Marc Ortli b,'who announced that he nonld withdeaw -from e11g;bi11tv in '
efuture),audnmde somé joking reference to TedAthte, who'd been less than appreciative of
‘Marc's efforts. (“Ted White? How did that name get in here?" asked Harlan.)  Van handed.
ouf the/artzst awards; followed by Tom with the. ed;tor award and the William- Axhellng Awgrd<A

- for crxtlcasm (Van won Best Editor, Terry Dowiino the Athel1ng).,~, : A :

1
- Paul’ Stevens wasﬁ't at the con,’ but hls "dreaded" G‘lden Caterplllar Awards were.g These
annual. ‘awards for dubious’ acherement are ; m;lély acid; reprlmands and jibes for deservxng
behavior in the prevxous Year. They're generally\accepted with ‘rue and at least a show of
good humor..  For instance, Valma Brown and Leigh Edmonds accepted one for their 1ncotpora-
tion into the middle-classes. (Valma is a .teacher and Lelgh works-: for a ‘government depart—vl
ment; they had been sinking most of their cash and time into rebuzldxng their, bungalow. )
Ancther ‘went to an Aussie publisher for- putting up an/advertxsxng poster ‘at a 198? conven~ -
t1on-~made‘w1th caxdboard and creyon. : , , -
: Bnt the one tha: narrled the bxg dramatxc puneh was‘“Best Wbrd-of-Mbuth Advertislng" to
Julie Vaux. The story 'was that at a 1982 con;, during the DUFF auction, Ju,he stormed in.
~and dressed down.all present for. wasting théir mongy on fanzines, books, dnd whatever else
- Marc was auctioming, and ot spending it in the Art Show next door,where many deserving
art:sts, 1nc1udzng, I 1nferred, Julle Vaux, ﬁad tbeir wurk hung.~ 1,  ' 2N ﬁwg
;?ppy~aga£no Shé elutched the affend:ng award certxficate, and 1aformed .
the audience that it was once mbre greatly 4t fault. There wasn't a-single bid on anything
- in the art show! Nene whatsoever!' Everyone looked at their shoes and ‘mumbled about empty;f
- wallets -and the poor shdwxng in the show. Julie. looked like she was considering ualkxng

o into the audlenee and tw1st1ng arms, but the moment passed.

“»7People streamed out of the hall to: find’ partles or ﬁo go heme and miss the best part Qf thev
convention: ‘Sunday nxght of a four pight con. I've always found this the night ‘that people
truly relax. and let themselves sprawl, especxally at a-Worldcon after the Hugos have been .
~ handed out. - All the tensions end expectations are gong, and people find their own rhythms,
"rise or sink to their natural leveis. I stayed at’ a‘party in Tam Cardy § room unt11 4 amy
testzng the truth of my theory, ; _,' S L ~~;v- R T ks

< . L 5
I cuddLed up. to ChrlstlneAAshhy on a deep camfortable couch, big enough for three if they
 were friendly. .§ince Merv Binns gat at Christine* é'other 31de, 1. guess we were feellng 80,
Christine kept up a runnlng cemmentary on Australlan fandom as mnre of it sho«ed up in the
-rooms - | S Syl B Sy T - S

She chaﬁged the &ubJect slxgh;ly by 3uggest1ng that I marry an Australman and stay in. the !
country. She' suggested all sorts of unlikely candldates, Merv and other people added to
\the list, aﬁd somehow 1 - found myself proposing marr1age to Andrew Brown, whe then referred
te h1mse1f as my W1fe for the rest of the cons .- , S
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thing Kenny Everett would have liked?), was too much to beat, and when Jack took the vote
(by 2 show of hands), the count was Seattle: 21, Adelaide: 18. (I heard several different
counts later.) Severzl of thoce votes came from people who never even knew what they were
voting about; they'd been maneuvered into the rocm at the crucial moment by Terry Frost
and Michelle lMuysert.

I notioned to Cliff and Jeff Harris (Jeff's partner, Gary Mason disappeared and I never met
him). We formed a huddle in the corner, and decided that Adelaide should go ahead with its
convention plans. It would hold the business session and award the Ditmars. Seattle would
have some programming and “all the good parties.' I announced this plan, using a complex

series of hand gestures to mirror the complex dealings; there was a great deal of laughter.

The room emptied as reporters rushed to phones, each to report a different version of

events to newszines around the world. I stayed behind todo something I'd never done before:
enter a trivia contest. It was run differently from contests at US conventions. Instead

of teams, they had four qualifying sessions, using written quizzes. Each session covered

a different category: science fiction, fantasy, fandom, and media. The winner of each would
then compete publicly against the others. I managed to edge out Marc Ortlieb and Roger
tleddall in the fannish category.

Feeling elated, I walk out to the patio, looking for lunch company. I found Glen Crawford,
attending his first convention. Glen was in his thirties, prematurely gray, manager of a
large retail store; married with kids. Fandom was a liberating place for him: people here
didn't think he was daft for reading sf and trying to become a writer.

Ve added Michelle and Terry, unrepentant, and John Newman (Aussie fandom's ambassador to
New Zealand) to our company,; squeezed into Glen's little car, and tooled off to the shop-
ping center, where we went into the same takeaway I'd visited with Andrew and Carev. While
we waited for our burgers, Helen Swift, Cath Circosta and Leanne Frahm came in; I joined in
the general gestures of welcome by dropping a can of soda nearly on Leanne's foot. “(In-
stead of Coke or Pepsi, I usually got mineral water with fruit juice added--something I
didn't see ir the US until 1987.)

We got our food and returned to the car, but before we got in we noticed that a hardware
store was having a clearance sale on fireworks. ‘'Leanne's kids have never seen fireworks,"
said Terry. ''They’re banned in OQuecensland.” So we dodged in and bought three big sacks of
assorted boomers, bangers, color splashers, etc. (I can never remember all the proper
names.) We rushed back to the takeaway and handed one bag to Leanne, who had tears in her
eyes at the thought of our generosity. I kept one bag for possible future use. The third
went unrecorded.

Back at the Shore Inn‘s patio we munched our burgers and chips, and ruminated on the need
to recruit new fans or absorb media fans into the sacred body of fandom. Michelle, Terry
and I took our end of the conversation down a half-flight of stairs to the pool, full of
vater even in winter (though the winter weather the Aussies complained of so bitterly ran
temperatures f£rom 50° to 65° in daytime). We took off our shoes and dangled our feet in
the chilly water, which was fun for about a half-minute. I decided my feet were more im-
portant than maintaining an air of giddy devil-may-care, so I dried them, put them back
into socks and shoes, and rose on them in search of sercon.
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Chapter 10

1 found it at a panel discussion of criticism and science fiction, an old topic, but one of
my favorites. Jack Herman, Van Ikin, Terry Dowling, and Carey Handfield were the partici-
pants, and Jack got things off to a good start by saying that he didn’t see any difference
between a reviewer and a critic. Terry said that sf criticism in Australia was too inbreds
all the critics were either friends of the writers or writers themselves. He also felt
there was too much sf with Australian settings, which were being used inappropriately when
other settings might be better. (He allowed that using Ayers Rock or Hanging Rock were
legitimate, if overdone, attempts to mythologize the Australian landscape.)

I was bursting with comments and reactions and disagreements,; but so were most of the au-
dience. I never got a chance to talk. I had especially cogent things to say to Terry, whe
disappeared promptly at the end of the hour. Somehow I was sure I'd never see him again.

Jack didn't disappear; instead he walked up to me and solved one of my problems: he'd
found me a place to stay; with Shayne McCormack. I made a mental note to find her and
stick close, since she lived in a distant suburb, Basshill. If I lost her at the con, 1'd
have to stay the night at the Shore Inmn.

"Before you run off looking for her,” Jack said, ‘you have to compete in the Trivia Contest
finals.” The four winners had to sit in frouft of arn audience and attempt to answer a new
set of questions, three from each category of the qualifying rounds. In order to exhibit
our ignorance and bad handwriting, we had to write our answers on large pads of paper. The
grand vinrer, with six correct answers, was the media semi-finalist. The rest of us had
four right each. I was a bit red-faced,; since I didn't even get all three fannish ques-
tions right.

I was now free to find Shayme. I checked the huckster room first, where I found a subdued
and possibly hung-over Andrew Brown, who jolted weakly about our impending wedding, and
suggested I check the next room for Shayne.

She was there, surrourded by boxes of fanzines and three fanzine fans. The boxes held
stacks of fanzines bundled into batches of ten or so, and Marc, Leigh and Perry were about
to play fanzine poker with them. 'Deal me in,” I said.

Fanzine poker was like any other sort of poker, with one difference. Instead of betting
with money, chips,; or Oreos, the players used fanzines. They simply had to agree on the
values of the fanzines. Was one Rataplan worth three issues of Crux? UWere two fattish
copies of Enigma equal to one thin Philosophical Gas? The fun was in trying to make such
critical guesses while keeping a poker face. The horror was in winning vast numbers of
awful fanzines, and realizing that the other players might be deliberately losing. Once 1
asked Marc if he would trade one zine in his pile for anything in mine. No, he said, but
he would give me what I wanted if I would take all the rest. (Shayne and Syncon, as the
bank, were the real winners, since the players gave them a buck for each bundle of zines.)

In the end we each got a few zines we wanted, and Kevin Dillon got the rest. I tried to
explain fandom to a radio interviewer from a college station who'd wandered into the room.
I felt I wasn't getting through; he couldn't understand my reasons for traveling thousands
of miles to this convention to play poker or even to be there.

I experienced the next hour or two through a haze of hunger and fatigue. At some point, I

dinly recalled, Andrew stood up to greet Harlan, who leapt back, saying, ‘They've unfurled
a tree at me!' I remember asking Harlan about his travel plans. He started to tell me
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about renting a Land Rover and driving to Melbourne and Adelaide, when the radio interviewer
showed up again. He had a few questions for Harlan, like, "Don't you feel you're wasting
your time doing readings when you could be autographing books?"

I left, fast, found Shayne in the bar, and brought my luggage from storage to her little
car. She helpad me load it, and we returned to the lobby. I put my resolve into action:

no matter wvhat, I wasn't going to leave Shayne's vicinity. When Harlan appeared and began
to discuss dinner plans with her, I didr't politely move away. Harlan turned to me and
barked, "What are you doing?"

“Starving,” I said.

“Okay; well...I guess we can squeeze in one more," he said, and my dinner was arranged.

But Art Widner came over and asked to join, too. It was a scenario from Fannish Ethics 101
and I was about to make the ethically wrong choice. I'd been talking to Art earlier about
forming a group; I should have tried to convince Harlan to include Art, too, or I should
have deserted Harlan (and Shayne) for Art. Instead I kept my mouth shut while Harlan ex-
plained that we couldn't stretch our reservations further (notice how those reservations
insidiously became ‘“ours"). I plead hunger and the desire for security. 1It's a small
moment, and not one of my favorites.

Harlan and I rode with Shayne; a second car held Terry Dowling, Van Ikin, Kerrie Hanlon (an

rtist who'd been nomi : : ] . :
& 0 € O"lnated for the Ditmar), and Sarah Woods, who maintained a meaningful

and Madonna-like silent smile through the evening.

he restaurant weas French Provincial, with whitewashed walls and beams, lots of plants, and
waitresses in peasant blouses. Unfortunately, it also had a sound system playing an obnox-
ious Top 40 radio station. One of the speakers was directly over our table. Harlan stopped
the first waitress to pass by, and asked her to have the music turned off, or at least

down. She refused; and rudely. The group was stunned.

Shayne, however saved the moment. She stopped a different waitress, who pleasantly informed
us that she was about to put & tape on. Furthermore, she was our waitress; could she get

us anythirg? We settled down,; and a moment later the panpipe music of Georghie Zamphir
filled the restuarant,

“That music!" Harlan said. "Isn't that like the rusic in Picnic at Hanging Rock?" Yes,
someone said, it's the same composer and performer on the same instrument. The waitress
brought the cassette box so Harlam could copy the name and catalog number. "'I'm going to
run out tomorrow and buy all the tapes by this guy I can find."

We passed dinner with mild chitchat about Harlan's travel plans (Terry, Kerrie, and Sarah
were going with him), the convention, 2nd so forth. (I wasn’t sitting next to Terry, so I
didn't bring up the criticism panel.) At one point Harlan began describing the fans of
different writers.

"An overweight young woman with glasses and a cape: Anne McCaffrey. A teenage boy with no
chest and pimples: Robert E. Howard. A weird little guy with shifty eyes who edges around
rooms next to the wall: guess. Go ahead and guess.‘

1 guessed: ‘Barry Malzberg? Jerry Pournelle?”

"No, me. That's my fans."
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""How about me, Harlan? Look at me and tell me who I'm a fan of.*

"Joznna Russ,” he said after 2 moment's thought. Well, I thought, he's certainly got the
stereotypes down pat.

Back at the Shore, Shayne unloadad Harlan and picked up twe friends of hers who were also
going to stay the night with her. (Shayne's family were off on holiday somewhere, leaving
lots of room at their house.)

The friends were Mary G.T. Webster and Marrelle Harris, both very active in media fandom,
both new to ‘“mainstream’ sf fandom. (It was Marrelle's first convention.) They were elec-
trified by the con, and everyone spent the drive rmulling the wonders of Harlan.

When we got to Shayne's, she assigned us rooms and made us all tea. The house was a small
bungalow with the toilet in an outhouse ten feet from the back door, an arrangement I later
found out was typical.

We settled into the living room,; turned the heater up full, and watched bits of videotapes
of British tv shows. I was introduced to Blake's 7 (grim space opera) and The Professionals
(Starsky and Hutch with Brit accents). I drowsed through the latter, but woke up enough

to talk with Mary and Narrelle about the media-fan practice of writing new stories around
established media characters. llary felt that it was a good exercise in discipline to accept
certain givens from the shows and keep the new stories consistent with them. Narrelle,
inspired by Harlan, was now dissatisfied with using someore else's characters, and was de-
ternined to create lier own. After that we all went to our beds and to sleep.

Chapter 11

Tuesday morning was cold and overcast, I noticed as I walked out to the toilet. Back in
the house, I helped make tea and Shayne showed old photographs of Australian conventi<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>