





| MUST BE TALKING TO MY FRIENDS . ..

... orelse 150 of them wouldn’t have turned up at our
Garden Party. Thank you all very much. Thanks also
to those friends who voted for me to give me 1992°s
Ditmar for Best Fan Writer; and to the Constantinople
committee, who’ve chosen me (o be one of the Fan
Guests of Honour at the 1994 Easter Convention.

Lost

Yvonne Rousseau’s article about our Garden Party is
an extraordinary piece of work. From 800 kilometres
away, using only the telephone and her trusty imagina-
tion, she has been able to recreate the Garden Party as
it was experienced by the pecople who were there.

Yvonne’s account is not quite perfect. She fails to
mention some people because she didn’t know that
they might be there. They include people from the
Melboume publishing industry, and others we’ve
know for anything up to twenty-three years. (I met
Maureen Brewster in 1969.) Many are people Elaine
has befriended during the last few years.

The Garden Party was designed to gather all the
people we’ve known over Lhe last twenty years or 0.
Some we could not find addresses for. Others we had
not seen for anything up 10 ten years.

In particular, I wanted to gather the people I knew
from Publications Branch of the Education Depart-
ment. The Branch no longer exists, and I was there for
only two and a half years (February 1971-June 1973),
but as Neil Young might say, "all my changes were
there’. 1 learned much of what 1 still know about
writing and editing from (hose pcople. Here was a
chance to catch up with a decade’s gossip.

Thadn’t seen Robyn Whitely and John Collins since
the party we held in 1984. Did we chat long and
heartily, our talk filled with astonishing information
and fond reminiscences? No. I spoke to them for a
minute at most. I'm not sure I spoke to John at all, but
merely waved at him across a crowded tent.

I had seen Ngaire Ravenswood occasionally down
a corridor when we both worked in the Macmillan
building. I had last met David Ravenswood more than
a decade ago. Did we talk long and happily? We
waved at twenty paces.

Fortunately Elaine and I have seen Robyn, John,
Ngaire and David since the party. What a great night

of gossip that proved to be, although much of it must
have puzzled Elaine.

The bit I liked most about the party were the people
who walked across the yard, only to fall about in
astonishment: ‘Why are you here? How do you know
them?’ Heather and Dale, for instance, we had met
because of our friend Anna. But years before, Heather
and Dale were friends of Mark ‘Rocky’ Lawson (not
able (o attend the party because he now lives in Syd-
ney), and hence knew some of the Melbourne Univer-
sity Science Fiction Association crowd, such as Roger.
Reunions all round. Another bloke, John, I had never
met, but it turned out that he had worked with Rob
Gerrand some years before.

Which all goes to show that in Melbourne, if you
hold a big enough party everyone will turn out to know
everyone else.

What about the people who did not attend the party?

Some, such as Yvonne Rousseau and John Foysler,
Rocky Lawson and John McPharlin, were interstate at
the time. There were plenty of people to whom we did
not send an invitation because we knew they could not
be in Melbourne that weckend. There were some pleas-
ant Collingwood people we’ve met only in recent
years. Elaine and I decided that the garden would have
been too small if we had invited the people I had met
through the local Neighbourhood Watch group and she
had invited the people she’d met through the Fitzroy
branch of Community Aid Abroad.

What if all the children had turned up? As Yvonne
notes, they would have outnumbered us. (The kids who
turned up scem to have a good time. The teenagers who
turned up had a less interesting time; apologies to
Cordelia, Diana, Morgan, Brooke and quite a few
others. If I"d had (ime, I would have introduced you all
to each other.)

But what of the people who have disappeared?
What of (he people who have dropped out of our life,
without explanation, without forwarding address?
Rick, we would like to hear from you. Thanks for the
note a few months ago, but you didn’t leave a return
address. Malcolm and Julie, I wonder what happened
to you? Malcolm, you were the sort of person I
expected 10 hear on the radio every second day, offer-
ing an opinion on some health policy matter or other.
Now all governments have put your policies into prac-
tice, to their eternal shame, but your efforts have been
forgolten. Maureen L., what happened to you after
19717 You were an exciting young lady, and you
actually talked to me, but I would never have dared to
ask you out. By the time I had learned to be a little less

























the Orbital and Overall Co-ordinator of the first
Human Orrery Project in 1986. Among the other par-
ticipants seen at the party were Dennis Callegari (the
Sun), Phil Ware (the Black Hole), Jenny Biackford
(Mercury). Russell Blackford (Vesta), Janeen Webb
(Juno), Alan Stewart (Eros), the Real Official Carey
Handficld (Saturn), Lucy Sussex (Comet Halley) and
Roger Weddall (the Narrator).

Many other guests first met Bruce and Elaine
through hobbies or ways of life other than fandom; and
it was pretty (o see the astonishment of old acquaint-
ances realizing for the first time that each of them had
links with Bruce and Elaine. Bruce lamented that he
had hardly a chance to exchange a word with most of
his former workmales in the Publications Branch (or
with many other guests that he was equally delighted
to see). Meanwhile, the presence of one or two mem-
bers of the local Neighbourhood Watch perhaps caused
confusion. Thus, there were false sightings of Dinny
O’Heam (described in the Victorian Society of Editors
Newsletter, October 1988 as *that in/famous academic,
revicwer and presenter of the ABC and SBS Book
Programmes’) and John Alderson (he of whom Chris
Priest wrote in The Metaphysical Review 5/6, October
1985: ‘PS: John Alderson shor a ¢at?’).

Terry Stroud was undeniably present — he whose
‘famous cake’ took the 1987 Melboume Eastercon
aback (as reported by Michelle Muijsert in Space
Wastrel 8, July/October 1987). And because Roy Fer-
guson and James Drewett both attended, one female
guest at the garden party was also taken aback — by
an exclamation that her hair was ‘so messy’: why
didn’t she let James (whose trade is hairdressing) have
a look at it? Elsewhere, Dale and Heather Mann, with
experience as both parents and cat-companions, were
closely arguing that cats are smarter than children.

During the whole party, only two wine glasses were
broken — one of them during washing up — despite
some very large-scale hugging (especially of people
wearing alluring warm jumpers like Frances
Papworth's). The food (much of it prepared by Elaine)
and the wine (brought by the guests) were agreed to
have been wonderful — as was the coffee (for which
Bruce and Elaine had borrowed a very covetable
coffee-making machine from a local shop). Elaine’s
sisters Margaret and Valerie had both arrived early,
and were extraordinarily helpful — Margaret. indeed,
arriving at noon and running some vital last-minute
errands. One of the unrelated guests who also helped
out in the kitchen was Jane Tisell, of whom Marc
Ortlieb wrote in Tigger 17, December 1985: “Jane
Tisell used to do fanzine reviews for Merv Binns. Feel
free to add her to your mailing list’.

Eva Windisch is the editor of Tirra Lirra (described
by Bruce in *brg* 2, June 1991 as ‘an A4-sized little
magazine usually aimed at readers in the Yarra
Valley') and can testify that Sally Yeoland was also
present, since Sally’s felafel startled her severely,

when she bit into an unexpected hot section. Of Sally
Yeoland, Bruce enquired in his Sweetness and Light 2,
December 1984: ‘How do such fine writers as you and
John [Bangsund] live in the same house and not pro-
duce the Great Australian Novel?’ Of Sally’s husband,
the far-famed John Bangsund, it was written in Thyme
61, Fcbruary 1987: ‘apart from John Bangsund
(“Shhh!™), BNFs are extinct in Australia’. But John
(editor of the inimitable first series of Australian
Science Fiction Review) had to send apologies to Bruce
and Elaine, being incapacitated by hours of enforced
non-smoking at the wedding reception he and Sally
had been guests at the previous day — and also having
some urgent editing work to do.

All Victorian-dwelling editors of the second series
of ASFR were present. Among these were Janeen
Webb, who has been described by Judith Hanna as
‘extravagantly decorative’ (reported in ASFR (second
series) 10, September 1987) and Jenny Blackford
(whose perspicacity, in her review of his Soldier of the
Misr once set Gene Wolfe ‘gibbering” — as he reports
in ASFR (second series) 20, June 1989: ‘Upon my
honour, I never mentioned Zalmoxis in that book. [...]
How did you know?’). Another attending editor was
Russell Blackford (of whom Stuart Sayers, writing of
Ebony Books, reported in the Melbourne Age of 24
August 1985: ‘He is by calling an industrial advocate,
by accident — and cautiously, almost reluctantly — a
publisher of SF.") At the garden party,Jenny Blackford
was heard to say (after Russell had been wondering
aloud whether becoming a Queen’s Counsel was what
he wanted to do with his life) that while Russell was
wondering that kind of thing, she would be wondering
things like whether she should piant a camellia or a
rhododendron in the garden.

John Foyster (an editor of both series of ASFR) was
as absent in Adelaide as | was — but our city was
represented by Roman Orszanski (described by Judith
Hanna in Thyme 68, May 1988 as ‘that ecologically
and ideologically sound mad March Hare and all-
round beaut bloke"). Consulting with Roger Weddall,
Roman realized that part of the garden-party gathering
was a complete reunion of Anaconda, a small conven-
tion held in 1976 at the home of Claudia Mangiamele's
mother Dorotea. Claudia, who brought her husband
and child to the garden party, seems to have inspired
fanzine editors with an awed absence of adjectives
whenever they mentioned her name: but ‘beauteous’
and ‘lithe’ are two that might have sprung to their
minds. (When I knew nothing of fandom, Claudia was
among my daughter’s dance teachers at Madame
Mangiamele’s Mangala Studios of Yoga and Creative
Dancing. The Studios were renowned for End-of-Year
Lantern Evenings ‘for all the children of the Dance-
Classes at Mangala Studios’ — so that, in the summer
dusk of December, passers-by would be startled by a
procession of mysterious lights bobbing along at vari-
ous heights through the leafier pathways of the Mel-







GERALD MURNANE,
Macleod, Victoria 3085

You asked me to put in writing the account I gave
you yesterday under the marquee of the dream that
I had on the preceding night.

I dreamed that 1 had gone alone to your house in
order to see the garden that had been established on
the adjoining block. I was not expecling any party;
nor was there any sort of gathering. You and Elaine
were in the background, going about your business,
but I was led around the place by one of those
invisible presences who Iead us in dreams and who
impart information to us without actually speaking.

No garden was to be seen. I was led first through
what had once been your house but was now a single
room: a vast ballroom with a gleaming floor fifty
metres across. Where the vacant block would have
been were large concrele courtyards with never a
tree or a potted plant in sight. To speak of courtyards
suggests walls or buildings nearby. These court-
yards separated at least three large brick buildings.
One belonged to you and one to Elaine. Goodness
knows what the other was for. I formed the impres-
sion that you and Elaine had divided up all your

belongings and lived separated lives, each in your
own building. I hasted to add that this partitioning
of your lives seemed not have been arranged in any
spirit of animosity. I gathered that you had arranged
things thus in the interests of efficiency. The
glimpses that I had of each of you showed me an
Elaine and a Bruce I had scarcely seen in my waking
life. Each of you strode grimly in and out of your
headquarters. Serious business was afoot. Not a
moment was to be wasted.

Come to think of it, the buildings (red-brick,
ornamented) had somewhat the look of army build-
ings. Then again, they bring to mind now, as I write,
some of the wards of Mont Park Psychiatric Hospi-
tal that I've seen on my walks around Macleod.

Las, the block had the same spatial deceptive-
ness that Dr Who's tardis had. I seemed to walk for
hundreds of metres across the concrete courtyards.
And only now I"ve remembered that neither you nor
Elaine offered to show me inside your pavilions or
whatever they were. But I was not offended. I could
see you had much more important things to think of.

Thanks for the hospitality yesterday. We met
some people we hadn’t seen for years.

(4 May 1992)

(which are also “showcases™ being almost entirely
artwork) never feature audience feedback at all’. Also
New Wave was James Allen, who reported (as trea-
surer) in the Conjunction program guide: ‘I'm one of
those people who do things on deadline or late, but
don’t worry. I've got the money. All of it ...

The party was scheduled to stop at sunset — around
six or seven — when it became very dark indeed inside
the marquece. But just as most of the guesis were
leaving, Bruce’s spirits were greatly lifted by the ar-
rival of his sister Jeanette (of whom he wrote in
Dreams and False Alarms 1, August 1984: ‘Quite the
opposite (emperament from mine’ and in The Meta-
physical Review 15/16/17, August 1991, ‘Jeanette can
have more fun broke than most of the rest of us could
have with a lottery win’). Jeanette had been detained
until then by a prior engagement folk-singing.

Meanwhile, the party’s food had been not only
wonderful, but also extremely abundant. Towards the
end of the aftemoon, a scene resembling the close of
the day’s trading at Victoria Market’s produce stalls
took place in the lounge room (formerly guarded by a
‘Wrong Way: Go Back ' sign), with hostly exhortations
of, ‘Go on — take it; we won’t be able to eat it’ as
grapes, walnuts, coriander, bread, melons, lemons and
dips were pressed upon the departing guests. The
ebullient Monty was observed to flatten his ears and
try to make off with his share of the salami. (During

the food preparations, Monty had also found that he
doted on chick peas: thus, it was perhaps not because
he became utterly unnerved that he was only narrowly
prevented from leaping into a bow! of houmous.)
There remains to report the garden party’s most-
talked-of incident. For this, I need first to describe
some much earlier events, recorded from an even
greater distance by the S fan Cy Chauvin, in ‘The
Ones Who Walk Away from Melbourne’. This was a
‘duff report’ for 1973 (published in Irwin Hirsh’s
Sikander 14, August 1987, as a consequence of Cy’s
promise on his 1979 DUFF platform that he would
‘invent” a trip report if he didn’t go to Australia). Cy
described how he discovered Bruce Gillespie's abode
by tracking a Melbourne cat (‘it occurred (o me that
90% of the cats in Melbourne must have been owned
by BRG at one time or another’). He found Bruce
hunched over a basement typewriter, surrounded by
squirming cats, and wearing an embarrassing striped
propellor beanie: ‘but all the intelligence seemed
drained from his face.” Although Bruce at first mistook
him for an “agent of distress’ (sent by Foyster and the
others’ as atest of Bruce’s devotion), Cy overcame this
distrust and succeeded in delivering Bruce from the
doom of the ‘magic beanie’ which (as Bruce revealed)
had ‘to be freely taken for [Bruce] to be freed from the
charm of Post-Fanzine Depression’. So long as this
dreadful beanie remained strapped to his head, Bruce













The undramatic parts of the day were a motor trip
to Roman ruins, complcte with concrete steps and iron
railings; Rheinfelden, where we went (o the toilet —
the only thing not shut; and Laufenberg. We crossed
into Germany for lunch: half a kilo of pale sausage
mixed with cheese, and salad. Searched unsuccessfully
for a matterhorn in a snow storm. At an ice-cream shop
the perceptive waitress ushered us straight 1o the
damen, which we counted as a triumph for our ability
with the German language, or perhaps mime.

16 September, Gruydres

Saw an alp today. Quite impressive. We motored
through countryside delicately scented with pig ma-
nure, to beautiful Gruyeres, home of 1a créme.

Had lunch somewhere that starts with L, on a lake,
then on to Murten, where we fell into Tourist Traps.
Looked unsuccessfully for a Matterhorn in a snow-
storm. Would now settle for any old alp. Was offered
a Garfield, but declined.

At one point on the highway we had to make a
detour because of an accident. There, on a siding, was
a band of gypsies. Not in colourful horsedrawn wag-
ons; today they drive Mercedes. They appeared to be
relaxing over lunch, and had hung their washing to dry
on a signpost. Perhaps they wash more frequently than
some of the city folk who, we leamned, have access to
communal laundries once every three weeks.

Good driving by Liz and navigating by Jenny
brought us to Gruyeres and utter luxury. We're staying
at La Fleur de Lys, in rooms overlooking the town
square, Progressive dinner, with far too much to eat.
Mabe had a bath and scrubbed with the nail brush, but
Jenny went to bed dirty. How uncouth.

So well have we blended into the countryside that
Mabe was able to tell a French couple that their room
was on the second floor, and wish them *bon soir’. How
sophisticated.

17 September, Versoix

Mabe suffered indigestion overnight from the dinner
of jambon, cabbage, and a bucket of cream. Jenny
started the day with a luxurious bath, making full use
of all facilities offered by a chambre avec bain. In-
dulged in le petit déjeuner; then, as it was pleuring
heavily, spent the first part of the morning in Tourist
Traps.

Purchased a pseudo Matterhom for Mabe, a hat for
Bruce, a funny hair thing for Doug, and considered
getting a yodelling outfit for John. Too wet for any
other activities.

Drove on to Montreux, amused by the school chil-
dren in Bulle, who manned (childrened?) the pedes-
trian crossings holding up mock lotlipops. Walked
along le lac at Montreux to Chéteau Chillon, stopping
atan Arabian dive along the way for café and thé. This
was the only part of the day when it didn’t rain.
Retumed from Chillon by trolley bus. There weren’t

many people around, and a lot of places were up for
rent or sale. Assumed that this is because of the down-
turn in tourism caused by fears of terrorism and nuciear
accidents, but the lack of people may have been be-
cause of the wet weather and, perhaps, at the end of
summer, this is the time to sell. If only we had a spare
million we could buy our retirement villa on Lake
Geneva. :

Continued to motor around the lake through Vevey
and Lausanne to Versoix, to be close to the Geneva
Airport for our flight tomorrow. Indeed, our dilapi-
dated hotel is right on the flight path — the planes use
Mabe’s pristine washing, hung at the window, to line
themselves up for the final piunge into Geneva Airport.

This hotel is 20F per person cheaper than the one at
Gruyres . . . you have to pay extra for a bain. There
are frequent avions overhead and autos below. Had
grandes assietes de salade for dinner, washed down
with local wine, which we had seen growing along the
side of the road. Dessert in another restaurant included
a solid creme caramel with nuts. We are now reclining
on hair sheets. Hope they switch off the planes soon.

Mabe’s note at 5.45 a.m.: *Had thought planes bad.
Worse is being next to the oo, and sharing the intimate
details of each person’s style through the night. Am I
developing an obsession?’

18 September

This was aday of flying. Firstly we flew Sabenaby 737
from Geneva to Brussels, bidding farewell to Liz at
Geneva Airport. It was a one-hour flight, and we were
interested to find that the Economy Class section of the
plane was almost empty. We had been a little puzzled
when asked whether we would both like window seats,
but we had a whole section — six seats — to ourselves.
Most passengers were flying first or Business Class,
and those sections of the plane were much bigger than
they are in Australia. We were pleased to be given
some Belgian chocolate.

There was less than an hour to wait in Brussels
before we boarded the Sabena DC10 for Atlanta. Once
again the plane wasn’t full. Sabena had received high
marks for providing Belgian chocolate, and these were
further inflated when we found that the inflight movie
was Hannah and Her Sisters — so much better than
the robots of Philippine Airlines. We were also im-
pressed by the handing out of current newspapers and
magazines — The Times, International Herald Tri-
bune, Le Soir and Working Woman.

Jenny was impressed by the wide selection of
music. There was Belgian chamber music — Loeillet
— and a Belgian (as well as an international) jazz
channel.

What a contrast to find ourselves in grey, smoggy
Adlanta! The drab 1950s-style town centre didn’t look
at all inviting, especially when it would have cost
USS11 to go there. So we filled in about three hours at
the airport.
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18 September, Jenny’s flight from Atlanta
Waiting to take off at Atlanta Airport. I'm sure some
of the planes landing now took off while we were
waiting here, reached their destinations, and returned.
‘What an interminable wait. Musak is belting out all the
time, and Mabe is sensibly sleeping. Every so often the
plane revs encouragingly, then slows down to a crawl.
The Captain has just announced that we’re seventh in
line to take off.

The US is smoggy, smelly and unfriendly. The
vending machines won’t tell you how much to put in.
It’s very hard to find things. We gave up trying to find
the cheap bus to downtown Atlanta, but we did enjoy
‘playing’ with the credit card phones.

Just to continue our bad impression of the US, we
seem to be surrounded by smokers, although our seats
are designated non-smoking.

Apart from the credit card phones, the only other
exciting thing in Atlanta was the computer train that
takes you around to the various concourses and speaks
with a robot-like voice.

Perhaps all of these complaints are the result of
having had a twelve-hour aftenoon?

‘We’ve taken off at last. I’ve had some plastic coffee
in a disposable cup and was given a tiny straw, which
I discovered about two weeks later was to stir it with.
Drinking hot coffee through a very narrow straw cer-
tainly helps to pass the time.

Now I'm listening to Mozart's Sinfonia Con-
certante for Violin and Viola on the headset as we glide
across America, with lightning flashing all around us.
It’s a remarkably moving experience; quite unex-
pected. Mabe is sensibly asleep.

And now, this must be Los Angeles. It’s very clear.
I’ve seen many cities from the air, but nothing like this.
Is it a city? There are so many coloured lights. The
Queen Mary looks like a set from a very extravagant
production of No, No, Nanette. Indeed, the whole of
Los Angeles might be one great film set, except that it
is so expansive. There are no edges 1o indicate the
beginning and end of reality; it must be one vast,
colourful, flickering illusion.

Mabe: I wasn’t asleep at all.

There have been many great feats in Jinny's life,
which we won’t enumerate here. But one of them will
certainly be that of Impala-ing us along the freeway
system from LA International Airport to the Holly-
wood Hills. Jinny's sense of direction isn’t very good
but, in anticipation of this journey, about fifty years
ago, the Fathers of Los Angeles erected large letters
inscribing ‘HOLLYWOOD’ at the end of Beachwood
Drive. These letters provide an essential navigational
aid for those who dare to venture out onto the freeway
system. This moming Liz was driving us past ancient
cottages with colourful window boxes and woods rem-
iniscent of the brothers Grimm. Now, it’s the neon
lights of hamburger joints and the anticlimax of a

seedy, rather womn-out Hollywood Boulevard.

19 September, Los Angeles

Mabe was in a slightly better mood this morning, but
woke up before she was awake and, as she had been
rendered speechless by America, decided to return to
bed. Jenny was annoyingly sparkling from 8 a.m. on-
wards.

Went down Hollywood Boulevard in the Impala
and had lunch at Musso and Frank’s Grill, the oldest
restaurant in Hollywood. Heartening to find that it
wasn’t a hamburger joint.

While Jinny was waiting in the express queue at the
bank, the following remarks were passed about the
teller: ‘Perhaps she’s gone on vacation; Will we recog-
nize her when she gets back? She’ll have aged alot!”;
‘Perhaps we could meet here every year!’

Jinny did twenty-one laps of the pool while Mabe
turned a pleasant golden toast colour, and Jenny pre-
tended to.

Didn’t go to dinner with a producer and film stars:
had dinner with Della, the nanny, American style.

20 September, San Simeon
Up and ready to leave for a six-hour drive through the
desert to the Hearst mansion. Bruce has toothache and
Mabe has a sore throat: who will be the lucky third to
come down with something?

Thanks to the game ‘Botticelli’ and a speedy Amer-
ican freeway, the drive didn’t seem as arduous as
anticipated. But the country seems pretty dreary com-
pared to Australia. California is a desert. LA is a giant
oasis, all artificially produced. The beaches didn’t
seem especially good.

The tours of Hearst Castle provided us with our first
example of efficiency in the US. There are so many
people visiting the castle! Four different tours, lasting
around three hours each, leave the base every ten
minutes.

Went on Tour 1 in the afternoon. Fascinating. Such
an amazing mixture of medieval (and earlier), baroque,
and art deco mixed together at Hearst’s whim. The
architect was a woman. Planning started in 1919,

Stayed in the Jade Motel at San Simeon. Mabe and
I each had a double bed. Nothing much on TV. Had
dinner at the Bramble Inn. We have now iearned that
salad is an entree. One other good thing about America
(there aren’t many) is iced water with meals.

21 September, Los Angeles.

The Night of Terror

American motels don’t serve breakfast. When Jenny

rang to ask about breakfast, the proprietor laughed,

drawing her attention to the complimentary coffee (one

sachet each). So Jenny went on an early moming

mission to find some food — difficult without a car —

and ulimately tracked down some blueberry muffins.
Went on Tour 2. Very friendly and informative
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The car wasn’t at home when we returned (Bruce had
hired a larger one for the San Simeon expedition). We
were a little puzzled, but not alarmed. What was the
loud snoring noise coming from Della’s room? She
was out to it. What had she done with the car? Aftera
while we had to rouse her for a phone call from Bad
News Max. She spoke with very slurred speech, and
we made out that she had lent the car to someone
(illegal, since it was hired and the other person’s name
wouldn’t be on the contract). We shouldn’t worry; it
would be returned later tonight. By whom? ‘Jush don’t
you worry . . . ev'thing’s gonna be all right.’

It wasn’t all right for Della. She ended up being fired
because Bruce and Jinny felt that after this escapade
they couldn’t trust her with the baby. Since Bruce was
going away, Jinny would have to break this news to
Della when she sobered up.

Della disappeared again after her phone call from
Bad News Max, and we tucked into the dinner she had
left in the oven — on her day off . . . she was basically
generous and kind-hearted. Apprehensive about the
return of the car and the looming confrontation with
Della, we consumed more wine than usual and enter-
tained ourselves with horror stories: jokes about Bad
News Max, burglars, muggings and other LA enter-
tainment. We decided that it would be wisest not to
open the door when, or if, the car keys were returmed.

Around 11.30 p.m. a car pulled up outside. One pair
of feet was heart climbing the thirty-nine steps to the
door, and the door bell sounded. ‘Who’s there?” The
woman wanted to see Della, but left the keys on the
front doorstep as instructed. No car drove off. We were
a little surprised, because there is no public transport
near by. The keys were retrieved. They included the
house keys. Why had these been lent? But another
bottle of wine was opened and the mirth returned.

The mirth was utterly shattered when the burglar
alarm went off at about 12 a.m. We stood in silence,
shaking. Had the mystery woman cut a set of keys?
(The burglar alarm is activated when entry is attempted
through any outside door or window or if a key is put
in a door without first turning off the alarm.) Della
stumbled out still stoned, unconcerned, and unable to
enlighten us about what was going on.

The security service didn’t ring, as they should
have, so Jinny rang the police. The alarm went off
again. Two security guards arrived, checked the place,
and explained implausibly that the alarms were prob-
ably set off by little creatures like chipmunks. The
police arrived. They started to fill out a ‘false alarm’
form before speaking to us. They left quickly: ‘Have a
nice evening, ladies’, an ironical remark to the terrified
ladies. But Jenny took their advice and went to bed,
sleeping soundly.

Della was not to be seen, but an hour or two later
the house was filled with the sound of her macabre
raving and sneezing. Was there someone with her? The

sneezes followed the raving so quickly it seemed al-

most impossible for one person to execute this extraor-
dinary performance. What had she taken that was
making her sneeze? As the alarm went off twice more,
Jinny reluctantly had to disconnect it. Mabe stayed
awake until 5 a.m., starting at every noise. But we had
no need to use the weapons Jinny thoughtfully placed
by our beds.

22 September, Los Angeles

Removed body from swimming pool first thing, and
buried it under avocado tree while Jinny did her
twenty-one laps.

Some people were coming to measure the house
because it had been sold. They would have to go into
Della’s room. What would they find? We decided it
would be best to act as though nothing had happened.
We waited apprehensively while the measuring lady
went in. To our great relief we heard voices. She was
alive, and presumably reasonably sane.

As soon as the measuring people had gone, Jinny
had the task of firing Della. The atmosphere wasn’t
quite as bad as we’'d feared. Della hadn’t liked Los
Angeles; she was from a much smaller town. She was
pleased to go home to her family and to the prospect
of getting married (to someone other than Bad News
Max!).

We had a very quiet day, recovering from the pre-
vious night. Jenny walked down to the supermarket
and bought some goodies for lunch. Everything
seemed to be very expensive, but otherwise not greatly
different from an Australian supermarket. We felt that
at least two of us had to be home with Della in case of
further untoward behaviour. Nothing happened.

23 September, Los Angeles

Woken up by burglar alarm at six o’clock. Said ‘ho
hum’ and went back to sleep. (It was set off by Della’s
departure to catch an early plane back to North Caro-
lina.)

The amusement for the day was a tour of Universal
Studios. Trilby made her debut. This was to be the
beginning of many tours and adventures for her, as she
nolongerhad ananny to look after her. Giventhat she’s
already been to Ireland, Universal Studios was proba-
bly no big deal for this much-travelled four-month-old.

We drove to Universal City with the hood down,
arriving just in time for a lunch of ‘Old English’
specialties: acapulco and spinach salad. Mabe and
Jinny enjoyed the tour, especially King Kong. Jaws
seemed rather tame. Jenny preferred the more intellec-
tual pursuits of observing the set for Psycho and going
to a session about animation. Trilby thought it was
interesting.

We are close to the Hollywood Bowl, but unfortu-
nately there are no concerts on. Everything starts the
week we leave.

Perhaps if we convince Bruce that the Mustang is a
‘pillow bighter' style car he will let us drive it all the
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time. Jinny is very confident in the traffic, to the extent
that when we pointed out that she was driving on the
wrong side of the road she retorted, ‘It’s OK, there’s
nothing coming!’

Resolved to buy the book Why Are Men the Way
They Are?

24 September, Los Angeles

Spent the day having lunch at Hamburger Hamlet. As
it rained all day, this seemed to be an appropriate
activity. Jinny spent many hours going to the bank. Rob
arrivedin thcevening. He is visiting the US onbusiness
— the first man to live in the house since The Night of
Terror. What a responsibility.

25 September, Los Angeles

Leftrelatively early (9 a.m.) in Rob’s business taxi and
headed for Wilshire Boulevard. Lots of avenues of
very tall palms. Left Rob educating American busi-
nessmen and embarked upon a moming of indepen-
dence — the first time we’d tried to find our way
around Los Angeles without Jinny’s assistance.

Caught the bus along Sixth Avenue to Philippine
Airlines and arranged to stop over in San Francisco at
no exira cost. Jenny had a huge coffee (in a milkshake
container) and Mabe, a soup, from the most sullen
person we've yet encountered. She didn’t even say
‘Have a nice day’!

Took a very crowded bus to the LA County Mu-
seum — outside, a mixture of prehistoric animals and
renovations. Jinny joined us here. The highlight was a
room full of Daumier etchings of Greek myths. Jinny
had to retum home to Trilby, who was being minded
by the cleaning person.

We were on the loose again. Walked up to Farmers’
Market. Mabe, having overcome her obsession for a
Matterhom in a snowstorm, now wanted T-shirts for
particular basketball teams. Spent much time in Tourist
Traps looking for them. After inspecting, decided not
to buy Why Are Men the Way They Are?.

Had cappucini — almost the real thing, but plas-
tered with nutmeg.

Rob shouted everyone to dinner at Merton's. Meant
1o be very trendy, possibly too upper class for yuppies.
It was very noisy. This didn’t bother Mabe as she still
has no voice.

26 September, Los Angeles

Tess Harper (lead actress in Tender Mercies and
Crimes of the Heart) took us to the Norton Simon
Museum in her BMW. The best art collection we have
seen so far, Excellent selection of twentieth- century
art — huge collection of Degas. Felt that everything
had been handpicked — which was almost certainly
the case — just the very best examples.

Had an unnecessarily large Mexican lunch.

27 September, Los Angeles

Jenny went down to Hollywood Boulevard in the
moming believing that she would find a2 bank open. No
such luck, but at least the outing provided a good walk.
People don’t walk here; they drive everywhere.

Then off in the Mustang with Rob to the Getty
Museum. Saw Beverley Hills by day on the way. The
museum has an excellent collection of antiquities for
those who like them. For Jenny, the highlight was a
special exhibition of Julia Margaret Cameron photo-
graphs. Our visit ended with a pleasant walk through
the herb garden.

Home to prepare for another sumptuous meal at Le
Dome. Joined by Tess Harper, whose autograph was
sought. It is fun turning up at these spots in the battered
Impala, and using the valet parking service.

28 September, Los Angeles

Jinny and Bruce had to go to a wedding, so we were
on the loose again. Rob had left early in the moming
for Boston.

We had planned to go the Queen Mary and Howard
Hughes’ plane, but the public transport got the better
of us, and we decided to go to Santa Monica instead.
This gave us some idea of the size of Los Angeles.
Jenny thought we could go to Santa Monica by bus,
then take a rather extravagant taxi ride to Long Beach.
At Santa Monica we asked a taxi driver what the fare
would be. He looked surprised at the suggestion of
going to Long Beach — as though it were in another
country — and said that if he tuned his meter off some
of the time he could do it for $60! We stayed at Santa
Monica.

We found the Change of Hobbit Bookshop, and
purchased T-shirts for John. It seems a great shop for
sf fans, but not of much interest for the likes of us.

We walked on the Santa Monica pier. It was good
to be away from the grot of Hollywood Boulevard. But
alunchof pressed turkey sandwiches and iced teamade
by pouring cold water on a tea bag was not particularly
inviting. The Americans cannot make tea. Tea made
without tea bags is unknown; likewise the practice of
pouring boiling water over the tea bag. Tea is a cup of
warm water with a tea bag next to it. Some fresh
lemonade bought on the foreshore helped to deaden the
shock of the iced tea.

It took so long to get to Santa Monica that we soon
felt we should start to return home as we believed it
would be unwise to be wandering around the Holly-
wood Boulevard area after dark. A Haagen Daaz ice-
cream shop was conveniently placed at the Hollywood
bus stop. Mabe discovered that there is an exception to
her general dislike of ice cream: Haagen Daaz maca-
damia nut.

29 September, Los Angeles
Disneyland. Jenny was prepared to hate it, and came
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me far more than that.

The third Adelaide Festival of Arts was held in
March 1964. I took a fortnight’s leave from the library
and went to Adelaide. 1 had visited Adelaide three
times before, during the 1950s, and had good memories
of the place. It is still my favorite Australian capital
city: Sally and I lived there for a while in the late 70s,
and would have stayed there indefinitely if there had
been work for me. My budget for that trip in 1964 was
minimal, though it seems luxurious now. I had paid for
my train fare and modest accommodation, and for
tickets to the main things I wanted to see, and had a
few pounds left over. I did a lot of walking in Adelaide,
far more than I could believe when I moved there
twelve years later, but I was young then. It was early
autumn. Everything about the place was luminous,
golden: the train’s early moming descent through the
glorious Adelaide hills, the trees along the Torrens, the
late sun on the city buildings, the day’s memories as I
returned to the caravan park at Hackney.

At the Railways Institute in Adelaide, where I was
welcomed as a messenger from some higher plane of
existence (my library had thirty branches, theirs none),
I was given an office and a typewriter, and there I wrote
another story, ‘The Beheading of Basil Pott’. From that
office, and from my little rented house in Hackney, I
also wrote a lot of letters to Lee Harding. When 1
returned to Melbourne I couldn’t believe Lee’s excite-
ment. He wanted to publish my story. He wanted to
publish my letters. He wanted to publish a fanzine. He
had published fanzines before, but nothing like what
he had in mind now, This one would be something
really special, and he would call it Cano.

The rest of 1964, outside of working hours, was

mainly taken up with Canto, alady named Carolyn and
a 1952-vintage car. ‘An Alvis!' Lee cried in some
mixture of disbelief and despair as I drove my limou-
sine up his driveway at The Basin. At least he knew
what it was. I had long been a connoisseur of motor-car
design, and in 1952 had fallen in love with the Alvis
TA-21 at the Melbourne Motor Show. I never thought
I would own one, but there it was, in mid-1964, a snip
at £500. Carolyn liked it. I met her the night before I
left for Adelaide, and saw the Alvis" in a used-car lot
in Prahran one day on my way to her place. Lee never
entirely approved of Carolyn or the Alvis.

One day Carolyn and I drove to Olympic Park to
watch John Foyster running in some athletic mecting.
1 parked the car in Batman Avenue. We cheered John
when we saw him, but he probably didn’t hear us.
Shortly after there was an announcement on the PA
system: in a very plummy voice an official said that if
anyone present owned a black Alvis sedan (not mine,
I thought, mine is black and silver-grey), registration
number WT-962 (but that is my number, 1 thought),
they should inspect it at their earliest convenience,
since it appeared to be on fire. The Alvis, it turned out,
wasn 't actually on fire, but was close to it. Carolyn and
1 were both smokers, and one of us had dropped live
ash on a cloth that I kept under one of the front seats.
The car was billowing smoke when we reached it. I
doubt that John Foyster ran faster that day than I did.

Meanwhile, back at The Basin . .. I was very fond
of ellipses in those days, as you will see. Lee didn’t
seem to mind them. I can’t recall now whether Lee or
I cobbled my Adelaide letters together to make up the
piece we called ‘Sir William and I in Adelaide’, but I
suspect I did. The uninspired introduction and ending
are certainly mine. Rereading the piece after all these
years was an unexpected pleasure: on the whole it is
embarrassing, but I like its exuberance — and the
touches of humor that creep in here and there between
the bouts of labored witticism. But I must say that 1
have long since become very fond of Walton’s music.

Canto 1 appeared early in 1965. As well as my piece
on the Adelaide Festival, it included my Basil Pott
story, a fannish comic strip based on Walt Kelly’sPogo
characters that I did later in 1964, and pieces by Foys-
ter, Bob Smith and Don Symons (a superb writer,
known to the great world, if at all, as the father of the
rock musician Red Symons). For the second issue John
Foyster wrote about Dame Joan Sutherland and Don
Symons wrote about his career in gold-smuggling, and
other things were written or planned, but Canto 2 never
appeared. In 1966 John Foyster organized a science
fiction convention, the first in Australia since 1958.
Today’s Australian fandom, and much of our science
fiction, had its origins in that convention. In turn, that
convention had some of its origins in a house near The
Basin that you can’t see from the road, and a caravan
park in Hackney that has long since gone, and a fanzine

that appeared just once.
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bad, but I didn’t have the killer instinct needed for the
work — and I wasn’t helped by Cassell’s firm-sale
policy. When you ordered books from Cassell you
were stuck with them: other publishers were experi-
menting with sale-or-return, but not Cassell. During
my two years with the company they introduced some-
thing much more controversial — the closed market.
This relieved booksellers of the burden of overstock-
ing, but it also reduced their profit margin. The retail
price of a book had always been twice its landed cost;
in the closed market the price remained the same, but
the bookseller’s margin was reduced from half to one-
third. The truly professional booksellers protested
mightily. Frank Cheshire, one of the most successful
and influential booksellers in Melboume, caused a
sensation in the trade when he stopped buying books
from Cassell. (But he went on buying Cassell’s books,
through Oxford University Press. Oxford were in a
building close to Cheshire’s main shop, and Frank Eyre
and Frank Cheshire were good friends.)

This isn’t telling you much about how I became an
editor, but it may explain the kind of editor I became.
I wasn’t interested in the politics of publishing, or for
that matter the business of publishing — more exactly,
1 wasn’t interested in getting involved in such things
and turning them to advantage. I was interested in the
books themselves, and in doing what I could to get the
books to the people who wanted them. I had done this
at the library; I went on doing it at Cassell. When
advance copies of the Jerusalem Bible arrived at
Cassell no-one knew what to do with them: the com-
pany already had Eyre & Spottiswoode’s real Bibles,
and sold them in great quantities; what could they do
with a new translation from Darton, Longman & Todd
— and a Catholic translation at that? T went to
Melbourne’s biggest Catholic bookshop, took an order
for a thousand copies, and listened to what I was told
about this Bible. And I read it, and loved the transla-
tion. I sold hundreds of copies to religious booksellers,
and dozens to general booksellers, and single copies to
little country bookshops and newsagencies in three
States, from Albany to Orbost to Ulverstone (five
States if you count places like Albury and Mount
Gambier, which were on my country runs); by the time
I left Cassell I had sold about three thousand copies.
DL&T also published things like The Ancrene Rewle,
translated by Tolkien, and I sold a swag of those too.
Cassell was lucky to have a former theological student
on their sales staff; otherwise they might have lost the
agency. I was lucky 1 did so well with the religious list;
otherwise I might have lost my job much earlier.

A new sales rep was taken on in 1967 while I was
in Western Australia, and by the time I retumed he had
sold vast quantities of books to people I had already
called on with the same list. He knew nothing about
books, but he could sell anything to anyone. Scon
afterwards Jim Moad called me to his office and en-
couraged me 1o resign. Jim had worked his way up

from storeman to sales rep to sales manager {0 manag-
ing director of Cassell Ausralia. Jim said he ha.d hoped
I would go a long way in the company. I said I had
enjoyed being a rep, even if I wasn’t much good at it,
but what I really wanted was to be an editor. Jim was
sympathetic — but life wasn’t lie that, he said; some-
times it wasn’t possible to do what you want to do;
what he really wanted to do, he said, was play the stock
market. Instead of which, I thought, you are stuck here
as Australian head of a great publishing house. The
irony of it! — the absurdity! I went off and got a job
as production schedulerata Dunlop tyre factory. It was
great: I could do a week’s work in two days and spend
the rest of the time reading.

The first book editors I ever met were Andrew
Fabinyi and David New, at Cheshire’s in 1959. Six
years later | met Bob Sessions, the editor at Cassell. |
volunteered to read proofs, and enjoyed such books as
Peter Mathers’ Trap and Thomas Keneally’s Bring
Larks and Heroes. 1 gave Bob a long list of queries for
Keneally, and I believe Keneally accepted some of my
suggestions. I can’t recall Bob encouraging my ambi-
tion to be an editor. Maybe he did, in a general way. If
he didn't, I wouldn’t blame him. I was generally
regarded as a bit of an oddball around the place any-
way, a salesman who read the books but didn’t sell
many, a staff junior who discussed music with David
Ascoli (Cassell UK sales director, and translator of the
German musicologist Alfred Einstein), an practising
agnostic who talked theology with religious book-
sellers, and a science fiction nut.

The science fiction convention at Easter 1966, held
in McGill's Newsagency’s warehouse in Somerset
Place, was an extraordinary event. It was, as I’ ve said,
the first in Australia since 1958, and there was some-
thing of the atmosphere of a revival meeting about i,
awonderful feeling of something happening, a power-
ful sense of fellowship. Toward the end, when we were
discussing whether to hold another convention next
year and generally what to do next, I suggested that we
could keep up the momentum and preserve some of the
feeling of community by publishing a fanzine. The idea
was well received, and people inslantly started nomi-
nating editors: Harding! Ron Clarke! Baxter!
Broderick! But over them all Lee Harding was saying
— very clearly, magisterially even — I nominate John
Bangsund. *And s0’, John Foyster wrote two years
lalgr. ‘the die was cast, since when the cast has been
dying.” The die was cast indeed: that was the moment
when I'became an editor.

1t’s always fun thinking of titles for things, and there
was no shortage of suggestions for the title of this
i?;:izclﬁ;al:jor a while [ seriously considered Jindivik,
of flight Uanlfl(l)(: Auslral.lan sound and a connolaqon

- unately it was the name of a flying
“jv":s"‘:)l‘]’f"";nb)’ the rflililary for target practice, so that
lnvisiblc; Wh'm)f wilder moments I toyed with The

istling Bunyip, If you have read Edmund
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