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KIWIPAN —= litteraly an eleventh hour fan-~
Zin€ = is published by Roger Horrocks,

who may be visited twice daily at 1&
Hazelmere jivenue, Mount Albert, Auklang,
S.W. 1, New zcaland, But this issue is

the disgusting product of Bruce Burn, who
lives. Yep., Suits should be sent to Edgar
: é Bates, who liked two-button coats only. You

have recelved this issue because¢ your name is
on the wailing-list. I (Burn)_don't know why
1t's there —- perhaps you should write to

Roger and find out, ExcePt for the cover and
*the coloured page', stock used is Nz—-made

et and called 'MERVILLE! Duplicating Paper.
f%{fJ‘ Stencils frow Gestetner ,n Pegasus: duper

fr'i;;‘t\ from 3rad fandom and Gestetner {Ream).
=iy Publishing date: 18th of June, 1960,

ATt Credits: Lynette Mills, irt Wilson, Roger Horrocks, Bruce

Art Credits: Lynette Vondruska, Art Wilson, and Bruce King.
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((To be performed by two voizes with sound effects and Jazz
accompaniment. Musics: mecium fast tewpo. Four bars into.
then fade out eight bars after voice begins..))

First voice: Hi there, I sees you've noticed this bteanie that I'm
wearing -- pretty smart, eh? 1 got it from a2 little shop in the
villzge th=zt sells disappearing dice. horoscopes, itching powder

~~ stff like that. The guy whe sold i*t to me s2id that 1t's magic
end anytime Ifm in the mood to travel I need only spin the propellor
on it ond it'll take me where I most want to go. Sounds sort of
silly doesn’t it? Just a sort of come-on so he could ask a higher
price for it, I suppose. $ill.. it would be kind of nice 1if it
were true. I wonder where i1t is that I would like wmost to go?
London? Paris? New York? Gee, % don'i rsally know.

I fecl kind of siily =zbout this but I ihink I*ll

paly along with the gag and give the propellor 2 spin -- just to
9£0Vc there's rothing to the story. ({Sound effect at Low volume
of

aeroplane motor sonluvtering to a steri end then firing ovenly.))
Zey, what?s happsning? IT'm stortinz to feel cort of 1igiat,.vee .
1'm floatirg! I'm floating! This thing is magle atier all.,  ({Music
ot medium tempo by vese anl sid:z drum Zrom 'liow', and inereasing in
voliume to be cvt suddeniy approx. four bar: after '"fyingt.l!) Tew

1t moving ot through the cpsr wandow, L'n flying.

{(Sound effeet of srit wechanical purr and air move-
ment}) It sure looks a long war to Yhat o:2an down there, I'd hate
to fall that far..... ‘Wow, I'n really roviag. I woader where I'm
heading® Vhere is the place that I most vant to go to%.c el cEM
sege a coastline ahead 0f mMe NOW.....That must ke Arerica. Now I'm
closer mmd can ssc more Geball. f%unis must be falifomisz I'm : X
approaching,....yes, L'u sure it is, This oust pc Los ingeles below
me., IflL try %o siow Cown and gfet down lover so T can take a

better look. I wonder it thiz is where I'm bhezded. Maybe it is and
I'1l be adble to zttend a LASKS meeting.....L don‘% seem to be stop-
ping though. I guess this can®s be the place that T rost want to go
to. Fity. A LaSFS nmeeting might have been fun. Still, if I went
I'd probably find *hat all ithey do is show magic lantern slides of
01d members. Maybe it!'s just as well thai's not the vlaoce I most
want t0 80..... That must be San Francisco helow, I%11l bet thot's
where I'nm headed. It sure would be fun to drop in on Berkeley
fandom -~ I bet they'd get a surprise to see me here.....l°'m not
slowing down though. Guess that this isn't my destination either
~s»sss) Seem to be moving inland and Noxrth now. I've no idea where



1'm heading for. I know I1'a starting to feel hungry though. 4nd
cold too. Whereever 1'm going 1'd better get there’ soon..... Hey,
th%se,must 08 the Great Lakes below me. I wonder if I can make out
Detroit.,,..Yes, there it is. Just like it looks in the photos
that I've seen of it, There's lake Michigan below me.....I think
I'm starting to losc height. I 2am — =2nd I'm slowing down, too.
Therc's land below me now, Must be Wisconsin. 1t's getting dark
now snd it's beginning to snow, Ooooh but I'm cold. There's a
town below me., I can make out the lights, 1'm starting to drop
faster....,{(Cut effects,)) Oh, thai landing knocked the bredth
out of me..... I wonder where I am? I1'd better find some shelter
soon or I'11 freeze to death out here. ({(Effect of snow storm.))
The snow's getting thicker.....l...l don't think I can stand much
more of this cold, I'1ll try =and c¢all for help. Help! Help!
({Increase effect of snow storm then fade back to original volume.))
Sccond Voice:s Just come with me. You'll be all right soon.
Here, lean on my shoutbder. We haven't far to go. Just up this

ath and throu§h this door...((Sound of door opening, footspets,
00r closing, fo01Steps, and another door opening.))...znd, here...

here, lie down on this couch in this room —- you'll feel find in a
noment,

First Voice: Oh, thank you, I fcel better alrecady. It's so
warm in here. Why, there must be stoves burning all over the house

to make it so cosy. 1 don't know how I c¢2n thank you enough.

1l don't even know who yourare yet. {Music; slow at first, then
increasing in tempo an finishzng ad(Lib after end of speeéh.??

Your face does look sort of fawmiliar though. It've seen a photo.
of you somewhere., Now I've got it., Now I recognise you. So
you're the person who saved my life ——~ I should have known all
along. You really are a good man,

——-llervyn Barrett, May 1959,
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Is there a paraFANalia :

reader in thne house?

sk
alc W

why eightedn Tont feC

have gone by without a (

word from Roger J. Hor-—

rogcks, ¥or those pres-—

E0T not familiar with

paraFANalia, %'1lfjust

a a ew words .Q
explanation, sz\
Back around October l,)

\ RN W v N \ of 1958, Roger published

. sorgwhat outsize issue of KIWIFAN. That was KIWI“

; g, & fifty—page issue oontaining some_really in-
9r=ﬁ£1¥g i

b2 mOC:'IJtdcg

matérial, inaluding a pretty reliable’ run- /
i down of' sf published in’'New Zealand, and a fairly
accuratie, history of fandom within the national bounds.ez;
f [

. Dgep—dovm—-under in Kiwil=nd, a fifty-page fanzine
1s 2 very rare object indeed. Only two such 2ines hae
so far 'appeared, znd on both occasSions, the editor
gafiated for a while afterwards. (The other wmonster-
issue wns FOCUS 7, published by Mzrvyn Barrett.)

S0. went Roger,McSnorrocks. .Jnd so has he been for the
past year. But for a few letters, Sporrocks has been fannishly
dead; what exhaustion stamed, Mundane coumittments completed.

That's how things were back last January, when I journied
north to visit Roger. After the visit, I found that I'd fool-
ishly wolunteered to produce an issue of KIWIFAN for him, see-
ing as how I am supposed to be an. editor of the thing anywa{.
Loter, returning to Wellington, the warming flame of goodwill
died somewh2t, and cold reality swept me into its chilly strangle-
hold. I realised that I simply didn't have the time or wmoney to
publish a fanzine right away. 4nd, in any case, I was planning
to publish another issue of paraF.Nalia pretty soon, =znd there
was the wmatter of trying to save money for a trip to England, and
I was all tongled up with commitments to an amateur dramatic soc-
iety. In any case, the party season was getting into the calendar.
Like parties, man! Who'd sit over a broken-down typer, or crank
the bandle of an unpredictable Gestetner when there was the chance
to revel in grog, femmes, and rock and roll”?

Somehow, the projected paraF/iNalia 5 did get published, =nd
I even duplicated about half of KIWLIFAN, But, the date is now
the eighteenth of June, 1960, and Ifve still two stencils to goj
this'n and the back-page, whlch will be the continuation of Bemn
Burbles.

So here we are. XIWIFAN! Yoiks and tallyho and things.
This is KIWIFAN 1l: numbexdeleven bemuse I thought that'd make
McSnorrocks hurry up and produce KIVIFAN 10. (Well, that's whal
Roger teld me to” say, and after all, this is his fanzine).

About half of this fanzine has been cut on the Burn-family

typewritcr, and consequently some pages look worse than others.
ind I cut some of the drawihgs, so the quality of art is rather

strained in =2 few places. This isn't the place to give credit
or anything, but I'd like to add a short note of appreciation of
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To make the following narrative esven partislly understandahle
to the uninitisated, I shall first have to say a few words ahout
Schnozzles,

Schnozzles 13 our van, Lynette gave him that particular name
because of theneculisrly goofy expression on His face. Something
on the lines of: "What, ME worry?" Also, His hahbits are irregular
to the noint of irrationality. Thinking nothing of puzzling a
quart of oil every 100 miles or so, He Arives garage attendients to
distraction hy demanding "Another pint!" althoush his ruage resds
well over full. And, far from heing a well-educated snob, he re-
vels In making known his extreme Aislike of hilly roads hy belch-
ing and moking other rude noises, flooding the cockpit with oodles
of noxious gKases, and refusing categorically to keep up with the
Joneses' new two-tone Csddy,.

After this short introduction to the independent characteyr of
a '50 Morris, we may proceed to the dramatic account of the Kiwi-
fannish equivalent of a Harp Stateside:
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dziiared scehidliy:

wa "o Belrz btz YAY treln, and sravels ny
SAcontionl, It was Tcund that we wola
§ & g313r8l1ly vepgeuate in Schncozzlend

22 mechznic av the garage giv-
"DolfinAtely not woad
¢h cr . sopniiiac staterment he

ut of the gash in

0 over, I surgles o
How lecnse

snriag Lra’zen end rusted over,



"Ooooh, a few hundred miles", guoth I nonchalantly, trying
to dislodxe a larre lum of solid lubricant from one of my tesr-
Aucts with careless a»andon.

"Crikey", ejnculates the hHlue-collar emotionally. "Another
150 miles or g0, 92nd you'd've'sd 3 hroken front axle!!”

Well, another 150 miles would have »nut us squarely in the
mldAdle of the 40 o441 mile stretch of Desert Road, through the
won-wons of Wew ZealanAd, snd at the foot of several more-or-less
active volcanoss, Not exactly the time or n»nlace I would »ick for
n hroken front sxle.

There was only one thing to %e done. HIs job: Pix it!

But where 4o you find »a Morris Vaen front spring just after
Xmag In a Roscoe-forsaken old hole 1like Unner Hutt on short not-
ice? T stood over the hsanless mechanic for a solid hsalf-hour,
roing through a whole gaut of emotions, and entirelvy exhasusting
1y whole rancge of stock exnresaslons {expletives, too) from the
fearful nleasding look (Ho.35/215) to the ferocious Aesperate
threatening scowl (F045/A397F) whilo ho went through the vellow
nages of the 'mhone dlrectory, and nractlically mnade his firm
hankrupt by LONG long-4distance e¢slls. T say nractienlly, becsuse
my Aenarture later nallowed him to ressin his commosure to the ex-
tent of »2ding the cost of the calls to my Hill (not the TRUE
hill). As you have nrobahly deduced {everyhody except Berry &
Thomson, that 1a) the snrins was st 1last forthcoming from an
ohgcure 1little -1nce just around the corner. That left just =
few formalities -- Insignificant ones, like writinsg out s rubbery
Czech for the snring, the work, 15 gallons of petrol, change of
oil, 10 spare ~ints of ssme, a gnare tank, etc, ete -- and we
could leave, nA3 Roger's nlace wag too full, he had to answer our
telegran scrounsing freehccomodntion nerxntively, so we nacked our
hlankets and sahout 7 cuble vards of guinlies and equipment into
the 3% cuklc wvar? sonce in the van, and gloriously set off on our
trip south...

Yea, I KNOW Auckland 1is north of Wellington, hut you rmst
tnke Into account tha secatterhrained, lihidinous mentsllity of a
newly marrled pglrl on her (however delesyed) honeymoon. On a nre-
vious trin to my in-leows ahe had foryotten her shoes, shorts, and
other articles of avnnarel, mentionable or otherwise, and just
couldn't go without them, thence the 40 mile detour. Add s cou-
nle of cuna of tea and endless feriinine converastion, and we took
of f, only some 6 hours lsta,.

It wouldn't have heen 'Schnozzlies’', if he hadn't »ut his
senl on the firat etape of our Journey. I notlced, ns we neared
Onslow Road -- Lynette's home cave -- that we just couldn't Ao



more thsn 25mph, on s nerfectly level stretch o' road. On the
hWill towards the Mills' house, he nlmost stalled in creener gear,
at the same time chugeling like a8 cataleptic locomnhile cn her
retirement day. I almost mave up the iden of a2 trly 2ltuiether,
hut just for the hell of it lifted the honnet, (down, Ron, Aowh!)
and hed a look inaiAde,

I AiAn't really expect to see anything, nrohahly not even
the engine anymore; I can't tell 2 camshaft from a big end, and
exnect to find valves in o two-stroke. Sometimes, though, I a=w
lucky, and seé thet the Yolts on the carhuretier are halfl utnscr-
ewel -- 1lke on ny wedding day, on the trip home from the church
(Boy, was I nad) or somae similar, ensily fixed fault. T was
lucky, this time, ss I found some sort of a wire leading from 2
mushroom-tvype affair in the =iddle, sort of flopning loose, while
three other similor wires were fastened to queer off-white str-
uctures with ribs on them, which looked vamuely elecitrical.

HolAine the wire in my hend, I lesned forward, rested =y
foreghead againat the cool metal ¢f the Lennet, and plasyfully
nushed the starter, In that roment I hnd a sort of extrasenscry
flagh of inspiretion. Shades of Camphoell! The starter Hubtton
felt STICKY!

After 1T had picked =iyself un from the road, and the stars
stopped spinning in front of my eyes, T notised 2 great hunch of
the neighlourhood kids, led by my talentsed young breoiher-in~low
stending around with fingers in theilr moubths, ohwicuaiy vizkled
to denath with the spectacle, while Colin HMiila -~ {Y1¢ deesan
1ittle hoy -- asked me soliclibcusly, while not quite manapging to
hide hils sarcastic grin: "Di1d vyou find what was wrong wif 1527
and "And what were you Aoing Arcvn thersi’

Pulling out a well thurmhed copy of Foecuse, T surreptlticusly
looked un 8 suitahle One-Up nloy. Thersudon. with »n dsultably
condesecending a=~ile I explained %5 him the »udimants of E3P anAd
w81 powers, and that 1t wes totally uanecessary for 2 person o
actuelly look 2% an engine to Zix it, or to Alarncse its a2il-
ments. However, I told him, the svrain cn an adult brain ia
rather larpe -- 530 large, in fact, thet it weld comhletely hun
cut his irmeture neural paths -~ and that, Lnerefo », 1t waes
mandatory to sit or lie 4down and relax, go that nl; the enmerny
available In my GROWN-UP hoAy could be Alirecied towords inten-
3ifying my cerebral sctlvities: snd theat, sanyway, lie was too
young to understanad it nrone*lv TCG.. ., He left, locking sli~
rhtly Aazed. (Thenks, Merve!

I went over to the coar, snd with an excellent exe~mle of
Arlistotelian louic, »nlus a hHit of infbultion (male) fized the
wire to 2 1little nib on top of the porcelain thingameiig.






It nrowmtly fell off.

I tried agaln and nressed the starter. Tt foll off analn, hHut
not hefore I Meard the wmotor's clotter, clatter, clatter, CHUGGGG,
clatter, clatter, clatter," chanps to a “eautiful smooth and rmuch
more normal "Clatter, clatter, clatter, CLAtter-clatter, clatter,
clstter, CLiatter..." Teee, rmenlus! Eurek?, 9nd all that sort of
rot (whieh, as Roger Price says, means~--"Look, I'm running arouni
with nothins on!™)

We gtommed at a Khanlallah rmarare My the way of an anticlimax,
and nurchase? a2 brand new, shining thinguma jisg, with which the kinAd
fgaraze atteniant handed = a sort of hexaponal hole with a steel
tue around if, 9and 2 handle onfop, and said I'4A have to fix it
waglf, I Aid, too, an? it only took me ahout half an hour, and a
ruined shirt., Sometl~es I susneet that I have inhercnt tendencies
towards mechanics,

Dut thils i3 defindtely (sorry =52in, Ghoon) the end of the
overture, and now the curtain finally risecs on a wide open road,
shinini® sun, 2n? a carefree (?) holiday sheand,,.,

e = 1] i 3

The first 60-0d1 miles to Levin were rather eventless, with o
familiar rosd in lone, straisht stretches, and a pair of %lue sun-
Flnsses on v nose. I ha? 91lso “ourght an 1mitation “asehall can,
which causer Lvnette to feel extremely irritated. She sa214 I
looksd 1lke one of those Yankeec millionaire tourlsts, and was
rather cross, when I nolinted out that thet wasn't a very unworthy
am"ition,

Wo stopned by the side of the rond, somewhere or other, at
i orchard, and hourht fresh nenches and strawherries. 'UIntouched
by human hands’': wonder whether the piekers are hwinnold, or
gtrairhtforward Lerms,..?

Next we had to nmake a 38 >1lle detour via Palmersaton Novth,
where some of =¥ newly-acquired noor relations (Moomin-tyne) live,
Mut after all thnat riding scross s rosd that would have done
eredit to & roller-conster, the individusls in question (1id not
1eem 1t worthwhile to ad=it us in, snd nretended they weren't
there, On the other hand, wayhe they recally weren't there.,..mut
that's too aimnle an exnlanation, which 13 to he avoilded on the
nrincinle of Amoce's Razorhlade. (Or 1s it the CGorAdic Knot?)
anvway, we contlnued towards Flelding:, to visit some MORE noor
relatives, {(Herwlen-typo), instead, They had nigs and were therc-
fore very lInterecsting, They live on a Aict of cerumhlod stale
bread, and Airty =ilk. Lynette likes then very much, but not as
mch as her Auntie Judith, who 1s mad, Aunty Foncy and Mu-mie
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are mad too, In fact, it runs in the foamily, of which I am »o
memher now, so let's not he nonconformist. They also have =
hahy, hut that's not 23 nice as the »nigs hecause It just liles
there, snd Acesn't get eaten »y the Aos9, as the nlgs do., It
ﬂilod at me thouph (It's a she) and therefore will he o very
Aiscerning voung lady, when she pgrows up.

isfter a8 farm-type Ainner we set off on the most Aifficult
etane of the trip, » range of mountains ahout 60 miles wiAe,
which Schnozzles had to cross, Not that he WANTED to, “ut unfer
our goading (Lynette had to kiss hiw, even!) he went ablout half
way across3 that evening, By that tirme 1t was rather dark, piteh
hlack, really, and we Arove off the rosd onto a 1ittle plot of
frags ahout 10 yards sgunre, on the brink of a thousand foot
srecipice. I had cut out mieces of 0ld blinds hefore the trip,
and these I fratened across the windows with aafety nins, to
the 1lirht of » brand-new, stinking storm-la=p. We carried our
supnlies oubtside and covered them with a tent, weighed thenm Aown
with rocks, jars of drinking water, ani spare petrol tanks, and
then dropped the hacks of the seats, made our "hed", and went to
snofr, and sleen.

Just as I was falling gsleep, Lynette woke me un napain.
"Do you heor anything?" I 414, and very neculiar sounds indeed!
For o worment I was rather suS)icious after all, Lynette had
kisged Schnozzles, an? now was I to know that there wasn't o snv—
thing »ore hetween them? My hest frienil -- er, car -- too! .
I had noticed that hils exhaust nipe was looking rather neculiarly
Aistended! These sounds sounded just like 2 ministure Schnozz-
les, Chugegr, chuggrr, chupss 81l the time., Even the wiasfirings
could "e heard. DBut then I thought, sh, for a larpe thing of
that kind, the roestation nerlod would he much longer than that,..
And anyway, now I could hear some meculiar rustling noisss too,
I weos too tired to think straight, so I just mwihled sormcthing
ond went back to sleep.

The next, rlorious morning, the golden sun sent its luminous
ray8 over the abyas, crowning every “drop of dew on the carpet of
preen, luscious grass (my fanmily defies Darwin, we gstem from
mo0-"00 cows) with a glittering gerland of jewels, It 9lso shone
ripht into "e Aa™n syes. How anyone can be noetic 2t slx in the
morning beats me. Lynette, %elng one of those Roscoe-cursed
outdoor fiends, justhAbout clanned her hands in Aelixht, and facel
the rRorseous sunrlse with havpiness sending tears of »ure, inno-
cont joy into her snarkling oyes: "Wouldn't it have been fun
if the *rakes had glven in the night, sani we were a gory mess,
oozinf creenish ichor amongst those cows down there?'...

At lest she managed to drap me out of hed, snd outside, %o
nake Lreakfesat, We Aliscovered that the culprit of the previous



night's Aisturbsnee must hsve bYeen a tourist hedgehor. The food
wns Arapred all over the plece, and not just nartly eaten, hut
nivbled practically all over. I say tourist hadyehog, “ecause he
must have “een a clearly continentsl type, the way he concentratend

on salsmi, jagdwurst, snd things containing garlic, while every-
thinr else was left untoucheﬂ! &

_an——

W) A

OQur hrenkfast consisted of fried ergs, tea, bread and hutter,
naprika apeck, and similar delicacles. Schnozzles contented him-
self with a quart of 50 oil, and some water, Then began the
arduous task of getting everything stowed away again in a space
far too small to hold it, of fixing the seats, etc., after which
we set out on our perilousa trip arnin.

e reached Talhape at an uncertaln time in the mornilng.
(Lynette couldn't resd the clock they have there on the tower,
08 it's marked with Roman numersls, snd 1t just Aldn't occur to
her to noto the poaitlon of the hanis, By the time I found out
we were a —ile past!)

Lynette, after stulying the map for several hours the previous
Azy, promised Schnozzlsess no more hills after Taihane, to keep him
Foine, Naturnlly, either the map or Lynette had %Been wrong, (and
I tend to think 1t was the map -- Lynette's lishle to he rather
unreasonshle with the rollins; nin, and she's going to read this!)
for the hills really started after Taihane. There 1s a two-mile
streteh of winding rosd uphill, just past the town, wide enough



just barely to accomodate 1% cars avwreast. After which there are
more hills, and rore hills, and all of them go uphill, which I
consgider to he rather out of character with hills, and defying
211 the laws of averapes. Just the seme, we manasred to reach sore
sort of a nlatesu at the bhepiinning of the Desert ros?, and even
came acrossg a c¢ity therc, consisting of an Army cam™m, 3 parage,

s store-cun-milkbar, and a mysterious huilding, rather squat anA
widespread, with an intrisuing nssortment of ariels and antennae
jutting out of the roof in all Airections. We refuelled Schnozz-
les and ourselves, I hmourht n packet of cijisrs at an exorhitant
nrice, and viasited a toilet, on which a »romlnent siin was adis-
nlayed: PLEASE DO HOT PLUST AFTER URINATING, HELP CONSERVE
DRINKING WATYR. This rather amazed wme. If anyhody is short of
Arinking water, why on Earth (or even on the Desert Road} use it
to flush toilets with? But we must be tolersnt towards the idio-
syneracies of our fellow mmen, and so I 112 what I was oklireqd to
do In order to he nllowed to flush. Not that I'd wanied to, you
understand, but after reading that sien 1 just had te flush, anA

{: I'm 1951cnllv a law-abiding fella..
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,/// From then on, 1t was »lain sailing, —ore or lesas, and we pro-
prossed at a dfecady 40 mph, chuckling now and then a% the peculiaw
8irns alons the road. Names, and like that: Hihitahi, Iwitahi,
Mouwhsnr-o, DON'T GET OFF THE ROAD, HEaVY ARTILLERY SHELLING, TANK
CROSSING, DANGER - SMALL ARM FIRE, ete. I also justificd ry buying
sbout @ ﬂoaﬂnﬁggingjﬁ Lifesavers, and other lollies, hy eating
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three. (After that we Aidn't touch them for the rest of the trip,
and gave them away to Lynette's mother, when we came back.)

We crossed several more smallish hills, nassgsed a couple of
active -- sort ofl-- volcanoes (Ruanchu & Ngaurahoe), but still
no heavy artillery fire., I felt rather disappolnted, %ecause I
wanted to gee juat how they could avoid the road at n distance of
several miles vet stl1ll shell a0 close to 1t that it would bLe
Aangerous to go and nick s dalsy in the deserted sands around the
road. Desert, (Copyrisht 1957 - LM.)

A1) at once we came on top of a2 smell rise, and there lay
Lake Taupo., It looked quite nice and gcenic in an insipid, fopgy
sort of woy. e were roine to have dlnner at the lake, though,
and I was rather hunegry by then, so it was s welcome sight just
the samc. There were some qulte lons Aownhill hills, to make up
for the lot nast Talhape, anl Schnozzles heaved s deen gigh when
I switched the 1gnition off, threw him into neutral, and let hin
run Aown the long strairht, gentle slopes. One could almost feel
Fim arching in ecstasy, as the cool Wrceze of our headwind cor-
essaed the convolutions of his radiator, moulded out of living
netal,, (How LUNCH is a much hetter time for -oesy!)

*hen we ot down to the lake level, there seemed to he an
enorrous anount of white dust around. ‘there it came from, Ghod
only knoweth, 't there was enouwh to make dunoes across the road,
and £ill in riverbeds. Lynette also discovered a river whose
water was the colour of fresh blood, and made us both feel awfully
thirsty. (The sight, not the water.) So we Aid not walt to get
so Taupo nroeper, ut camped nt the heanch of the lake, and dined
sparsely on tomatoes, sardines, bred & hutter, salami, japdwurst,
Lill pickled rherkina (made 1n Czechoslovakia; the Tactory 1s only
a few hundrerd wiles From my -- now nationalised -- home in Prague),
ard hottles of Coke. Schnozzles had the usual: a quart of oil
and somo water.

Taupo 1idn't look rmuch like the 1laat tirme I'4d heen there,
atout 4 years z2go. The heach cgnlanade is all dug up and over,
drowned in that awful Adust, and I hsrily knew rmy way arouni, We
stonned at the Post Office (HURRAY!I!!!!) and mailed some cards
norie to C3R and T'rton., After we went to have some aspirins,
oranse drink, and sundass, Lynette Aiscovered a sollitary copy of
SEVENTZEN, a zine she's c¢razy about, hut which, -wch to her re-
cretb. our Asseah new government's restrictions have pleced on the
»ist of prohikited imnorss.

Our next stop after leaviny Taupo was Huka PFalls, Lynette
particularly wanted us z to stop there, for some obscure reason
orr other, hut when we actually ot there she kent drapging me
away Tfrom the honks, hetween which the foamy white river tears at



quite a clip. The whole place was dusty esnd swarming with steps
that weren't there -- tourists, I mean {Lynette keeps taolking to
re and it nmuddles me up!), so we left ofter s few minutes. We
stonned at Wairakel, near the geothermal bores, for some petrol
and a couple of quarts of oll, and then went on to re-visit a spot
I had claimed a few years back, when I went for a holliday there.
It was a place where anparently the fool of Man had never trod he-
fore, sensrated from the road %y o counle of niles of dense native
hush, which looke? as thourh it continued right over some cliffs
In the Aistance. . P Actually, when
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thet she was auite looking forward to seeing it. Imaglne my sur-
prise, when, looking for a Airt pathway, I found a modern four-lane
highway, and on my llttle wneninsula 3 huge geothermal power station!
I was awfully disappointed - hut, suech is the price of prosrecas!
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Next ston -~ Rotorus. We pnlanned to 2o to the fsmous hot
Blue Baths there, and Lynette insisted on lookine resmectable,
so we had to ston first hy the side of the ros? to let her change
her shorts and hlouse, It Aidn't make much Aifference, as most
of our clothes had heen wadded into a single suitcesse, and the
rest used to nad out 1little hollows in the otherwise solid mass
of junk in the “ack.

Anyway, we Aid go to the Blue Baths, and Lynette took the
ususl ape to (et Aressed afterwards -- which, for once, I 4idn't
mind, as 1t allowed we to engese in a very pleasant pastime. I
stood walting for her at the edre of the »ool, leanlng on the
ladder, which led up from 1t, gazing Adownwards into the water with
unseeing eyes, deep in thousht., Approximately every 4 seconds a
comely, huxom youns wench in a slishtly too loose hathing sult
would a»Hpear at the Lottom of the ladler, extend her arms up toe
wards me, clinbh out, accompanied %y pleasantly wobhling undulat-
ions of unper torso, walk 2round the nool, 2nd Aive hack in, to
repeat the performance s few minutes later, Sometimes, this was
varied by her stonplng in the miAdAdle of the ladder, to shake the
water off, and/or to stretch,

A8 a result of this research, I can vpositively state that to
the hest of my knowledge, there are no esndroids in Rotorus whate-
goever, Althourh most of the females ohserved wore onse-plece
bathing sults, every single one had a navel. (4And m2 married
only six weeks! Shame, SHEAME, SHAMZ, SHAME!!!!}l)

We houpht some fish and chins in a Chinese shop, as Lynette
was feeling hunery, and we Aidn't fesl 1like unpackinsg and cook-
inr anything. But we warn you! If you are ever in Rotorua,
DON'T buy fish & chips from a Chinese shop. They'll ROB youl:
For four shillings, we pot 6 matchhox sized bhits of fish, con-
taining hoth Y“ones and skin, nlus a handful of old, greasy,
wrinkled, snd drled-out chips.

Disgusted, we Arank a bottle of tomato sauce instead, ate a
nenacheach, and rosred away at a steady 4mph up the hill towards
~ore plcturesque sneech (Combridge), sccompanied by loud growls
of heartburn. (Schnozzles, too.)

This was also just ahout the last of the hills, except fpr
one Just before Auckland., Schnozzles got another quart of oil,
snd behaved hirmself the rest of the way to Hamilton. The roads
were fairly level now, and millions of queer little hirds insist-
¢d on walking in our path. Once in Auckland, we dlscovered they
were Moolah hirds, or something like that., No, wait, Minsh %irds,
that's it! Anyway, they look most peeculilsr, as they run, putting
one leg in front of the other, quite unlike the hopping of any
other blrd, At Cambridge we both had a headache again, snd.....



TO BE CONTIUUED,

THE EXD OF T' 3T 0I'3 OF . KI TL.AWD ODYSSEI

Rend of Toni rnd Lynette (~nd Schnozzles)
proving the wilds of the inikato! O0OFf the
epic Unfinished One-shot! Of their meet-
ing the terrible Burn-monster! Get the
inside genr on Domestic Life In ~n Austin!
Rcad of the frbulous Return Journey! And
of Sechnozzle's last stond! 511 this in -
coming issue of KI.7An/!
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FARJGIN'S WAKE In = yzoent OMPazine, .rtlmr Hayus suggosts
hnt I do not exist, .nd now, having kept svorybody wnlting so long
oy = new issuc of RIWIFHX, I gust confcss that this 1s true. it
1c 88, for most of the ticme..ee

The idea of non-existence fascinntes ne, since 'plensurc' always
sgems to be a matter of losing and forgetting onseself. My stronge
hobb% begm as a child; I c¢m remember many perplexing hours spent at.
the bathroom mirror, trying to sce what I ¥ooked like with my eyes
closed. Morc rscently, however, I have found that abstracting oneself

from the so-cnlled wortd of renlity is prrticularly easy after publish--

ing a fanzine. .Jfter staggering back fron wmailing out the last
copies of 2 fifty-pagc nmnish 2t the post office, onc con collapsc at
%ne‘s dcsk md Fgel no inclination to wove agoin, or gven muster up
he encrgy to think, that is, until thc postian h~s shoved so mony
letters of comment ete under the door that the room is about to flood,
But mK latest, =2nd most successful, discovery is that an evin more
vocuolis state of contemplation ¢ be produccd before publishing a
fanzirc, The tuchnique is as follows: Wearing your best bgenie,
8lt down in front of your typewriter, wherc a cloon stencil has been
ncatly linedup for use. Then: attoopt to think of the perfect open-
ing, or the ultimate interlinecation... .. st te of ment2l fog will
soon envelop all,

Waking from ny last pcriod of non-~cxistcence {thc longest yet), I
found that I had typed thc ultimnate interlineation: YGafia is a way

of lifce!"™ So wateh sut. No further bulletins will bc issucd!

(P.S. Ther. werc some other pages of typescript beside my
t{per when I came too, also. Here they are... they diary of =2 fan
who disappeared...)



"Huello friends

I a Nigel Horrocks of Auxlomnd., My brother
Roger is the maker of this mesglisense. I am eignt years
old., All the time our family have to face funny mail
adressed to 'Rajah', 'Soger', 'Rogue Horrocks' etc.

This week Bruce Burn of Wellington cawme up
to stay with us. When Bruce stayed with uws the first
night he sundley felt the bed going down so0 he prompet
it up by Roger's Duplecator. In the wmorning he found part
of the bed had collapest. Whell I think that's all
for now goodbye folks,*

The Kiwifan is 3 wobile bird. Since the veginning of last
yezr, no fewer than five Wellington fans have made the 450 (or so)
mile trip up to Auckland. With the exception of the Vondrwkas,
however, all believe in makeng their travelling easy, 'cos not one
hitchhiked, Two rode in Jaguars., (Auto type).

The most recent_ visitor was Peter Davies, who came up to 'dig
cool sounds and sample the local scene!' Gazlng inscrutably at

everybody from behind his beat-type dark glasses, Peter spent a
hectic week going over the city, playing tennis, swimming at
Parnell Baths, and wandering with wonder through various SF
colleections, After dusk he explored Auckland's nigat spoets, where
Pete was able to indulge in his_passion for collecting menus.
Peter is and amiable compmnion but I find if difficull to digest
my steak when he is engaged in the delicate wmanoceuvre of slipping
a2 glossy, foolscap~size menu serruptitiously into his sports c¢oat.
"If I ever get tired of wenus —— or if I ever succeed in papering
all my bedroom walls," said Peter, smiling evily, "could be I'1ll
switeh to table-cloths.™.

Tonl and Lynette Vondruska came up to Auckland 2 little earlier
in the yeur, in a bout of honeymoon madness., It had four wheels
(ek0e) 2nd its name was Schnozzles., After travelling so many hun-
dred miles, at grave risk to life and Lyn, and having the most
amazing adventures, T & L at last rolled proadly up to the Hocksnop
door, cnly to find that 1 was gui! Gone to t%ebbegch foi ghe day. .
What happened when th ht ith me wil g described in
5 uturgpgssuewo? KIWEEAﬁ?ug T g5 ‘

({addendum: the Vondrukas have just visited Auckland again —-
this tiwe by train. As usual, 211 sorts of things happened in the
two days they were here, some of the fannish highlings be%?g: hIn
th . & daze i making 1 2pologies t0 the_ pillar he
had ?u%f’bangggc§h¥g?%.?ﬁ%lgﬁep¥%aﬁggrig?,Oi§nett$ ﬁealgng with =
flamin' dessért..., and, on the last eveming, Tonl insisting omn

walking down the wmain street wearing his incredibly lifelike
Frenkenstein mask, Lynette and I supporting him at each side,
(Unfortunately, no policeman stopped us so I lost the opportunity
of quipping: ‘'Bxcuse us, officer, we're just hLelping  Grandfather
home from the pub...'.)

Not sc long ago, I received a letter from another Wellington
fen, Mervyn Barrett, irnforming me that he was going to pop up to
see me (n= he later did). The letter ran thus:

“"You pinchpenny crooki!! That letter that you mailled



to me had_only a threepenny stamp on it 2nd you sent
1t alrmajl which any fool knows costs fourpence.

I'11l be up your way in 2 week or so's time to collect
the Double Peficient Postage wiich I had to pay, even
1f I have to beat you on the head to get it.

Regards, Merve,"
ah, Wellington, it's 2 wonderful town!

Last, but not least, there was that other chap who showed up
at the Hockshop... sturdy lookin' felloh, with 2 determined chin..,
fenmit, what was his name®...
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here's 2 1ittle political stuff. It's the epitaph to 2 kiwi-
fon; =2nd it all goes to bezr out the fact, painful but true, that
New Zealanders are the most hsavily taxed people in the world...

Meet Joe B. Kiwiphan, Joe is a typical NZ fan, young esagsr,
with a promising fan carcer in front of him. One spring afternoon,
we find Joe atrolling prowdly down 2 city street on his fancy
rubber soles whieh, incidentally, cost Joe quite a lot of money to
import. His first call is at the stationery shop, because, as
gveryone lkmows, 'In Spring, a young mma's fanzines lightly turm,
¢ hol' zand Joe is bursting to publish a fanmeg. But here's his
Tirst wnplessant surprise: The Government has stopped the import
of stencils =nd duplicating ink from oversess. “"But we do have
some Ghuplex ones, which are made locally, =nd -- whoops! better
hold 'em from the top end, man..!*

Joe stoups disgustedly out; =nd down & pavement which has
cost him so much in raotes, toward the news=zgent, to drown his sor-—
roews in the latest copy of Astounding, The newszgent is ver
apologetic., "Sorry, mzte, it's been hit by those !11§F¥!! import
resvrictions... No spare copies foxr at least 2 few months®, Joe
stagger out. '"Those Tuggheaded cuastoms authorities," curses Joe
grimly, "May the ghastly ghost of Hieronymous glue up their works
properly!®

His finsl call is at the hotel, where Joe intends to buy some
liquid inspiration for the next meetving of his elub. Joe's first
lucky find of the afterncon —- there's grog cpleniy. However,
when it comes to paying for the stuff, the barman informs hip that
the tax on grog has' beén increaszd to six bob per gallon. 96 per
cent tax! Joe totals up the slender remains of his purse, and then
comes to 'z decision.

Next door to the pub is a sports store where Joe buys a .22
rifle (which the Govt. has toked 45%), He shoots himself —- with
2 bullet taxed 40%., So much for Joe, In an expensive and heavily
taxed automobile, which has to pay °0% on every gzllon of petrol,
they carry Joe to the undertaker. His slen shack is imamediately
taxed more than 40%. Beside the funeral expenses, large fees are
demanded for burying him in the cemetary. His virtues are handed
down to posterity on taxed marble.

ind so Joe H. Kiwiphan is at last laid to rest -~ to be taxed
end restricted no more.... rjh.
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Lthe effort Lynette Vondruska has put into this very issue of-FaN.
Not only did she cut the illustrations to Toni's article; she
also.came to my rescue with a wonderful heading to Roger's column,
cut it for me, and then swiftly drew an end-illo to Mervyn's
little story. My regrets that I had to cut the latter nyself,

and ruined the drawing in my usuzl ham-handed monne¥. Sorry.

) Some recipients will be wondering what the envelope-stuffer
is that accomponies this issue of KIWLF.AN. Well, it's the third
Lssue of SIZAR, a little fanzine I used to contribute to the
OMPA m2ilings. While hunting through my junk-box some wheks ago,
I found about fifty copies of the thing, ond decided there and
then to wail them away with KIWIFAN 11, I =2lso found some spare
coples of various issues of paraFANalia, so you may be lucky and
te one of a few people who'll recieve that too. You'd better
check that ¢nvelope, friend. Sure there's nothing else in it?

I don't know what Roger intends doing now. 1 suppose he'll
ggfyaaound to roducinﬁo%nother issue of KIWIFAN, but when prob-

epends upon you « Lots of egoboo will force the lad
to produce soon, so why not drop him 2 line, His address is the

one on the contents page. Auckland, by the way, is a sort of
distant northern suburb of Wellington, that's what the s.w.l me2ns,

I had intended to give here a brief resumé of current activ-
ity in New Zealend, which would be breif indeed. But there's not
much space left, so I'1l just mention that though Lymette and
Toni have been dropped from OMPA, they're still keen to keep in
touch with fans, lacking only LSD and time for the production of
fanzines. Things might get better soon though, so it might be
a good idea to contact them, Address: 112 Main Road, Birchville,
jkatarawa, Upper Hutt, New Zealand. da Mervyn Berrett sends
his regards to you all,&says there!ll be another issue of FOCUS
out soon. If iz's anything like the last issue, it'll be worth
getting. Adcdress: B8 Ioctors Commons, Wellington c¢.l., NZ.
Mervyn is soon to leave Wellington, so watch for his change of
address in FiNAC or SKYHOOK. Or both,

Which just aboutwraps that up. Except, as Edgar Bates would
say, to add that from the 20th of June, I will no longer haunt
these lands, No, I'11 be aboard a ship bound for England, and
initially for Lohidon, T have an address there, if anyone's
interested. It's 9 Temple Sheen Road, East Shéen, Lohdon SWl4,

So if you're overcome by an incredible ureg to write to me, or

send me 2 fanzine, send it to Lunnon if_ it looks_like it might
arrive in New Zealand after about the 18th of July.

/nd now friends, adieu. Send your egoboo to Snorrocks.
ete.
Bruce.
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