
Maybe it won't please eveiyone, but this is
the fanzine I've been waiting neatly four
years to see. It's the special FAREWELL TO
CANBERRA FOREVER! issue of
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published by thirty former Labor Members 
of Parliament and John Bangsund, the latter 
still to be found via PO Box 357, Kingston, 
ACT 2604, Australia.
Between 8 and 13 January I may be found 
by anyone who wants me urgently at Afton 
Private Hotel, 260 South Terrace, Adelaide, 
but by that time I should also have a PO 
box somewhere in that gracious city. The 
Kingston address will be okay until about 
June, except for parcels.

And to set the mood for this issue, here's a 
despondent little piece I wrote on the eve 
of the election:

THE LAST DAYS OF KEATS & CHAPMAN

IN the classifying of scleractinia, said Keats, 
especially with regard to the families 
Thamnasterildae and Astrocoeniidae, should 
one prefer genotypical to phenotypical 
criteria? Further, Is it the done thing to 
use indiscriminately ecological and morpho- 
taxonomic nomenclature?
Were you addressing me? Chapman asked 
politely.
I was, said Keats.
Ah. Would you mind repeating the 
question?
I couldn't possibly, Keats sighed. Some of 
those words only bear pronouncing once In 
a normal lifetime.
May I ask what you are reading?
It is a slim scholarly volume by Jeremy 
Benthos, said Keats.
Author of the famous CORAL SYMPHONY? 
asked Chapman.
You are surely thinking of Beethoven.

I am not, said Chapman. Benthos is as 
fond of the felicitous homophone (not to 
mention the infelicitous) as that nasty 
Bangsund fellow who persists in writing 
apocryphal anecdotes about us. But 
Benthos writes apocryphal anecdotes 
about life on the ocean floor.
Which Bangsund's friend Foyster refers to 
as polyp fiction, said Keats.
Yes, said Chapman testily. He's another 
one.
Homonomous bosh, murmured Keats. 
That's precisely the kind of thing I mean! 
Chapman said angrily. Irrelevant, out of 
character, and utterly absurd!
We certainly used to get a better class of 
pun when that nice Irish chap Myles was 
writing about us, said Keats dreamily. Do 
you recall how we used to make little 
quips in Latin? - even Greek sometimes. 
Ah yes, said Chapman. 'The dacent 



obscurity of a lamed tongue' Myles used to 
call it. But this Bangsund! - why, he 
wouldn't know an ipse dixit from a dog's 
breakfasti
You said it, said Keats.
Things have never been quite the same since 
we were transported to Australia. It's the 
climate, I believe. Not so much the heat 
as the humidity. Rots the brain.
'Blazing Hyperion on his orbed fire...' mused 
Keats.
Pardon?
I was thinking of those far-off happy days, 
said Keats, when we were writers ourselves, 
and not mere characters in another’s imagi
nings.
Chapman looked thoughtfully at his friend. 
Why, he said, why don't we write ourselves 
out of Australia? - indeed, out of Bangsund's 
reach altogether!
Could we?
Of course! Why not!
It is most tempting, said Keats. But it seems 
a little unkind to leave the man with no one 
to write about.
He could always go back to writing about 
himself, said Chapman. Then a wicked 
gleam came into his eyes. I sayt I know 
what we'll do! Knowing the honid Bang
sund's penchant for writing cruel fictions 
about literary folk, why should we not 
present him with two quite impossible people 
to replace us!
It sounds naughty, giggled Keats. Have you 
anyone in mind?
I have indeed, said Chapman triumphantly. 
Homer and Noddy!
Oh, bravo! cried Keats. And I'm so glad 
you didn't suggest Virgil.
I think I can guess why. Chapman chuckled. 
So he can't possibly write a story about 
Aeneld Blyton! roared Keats.
The friends embraced and fell about in 
helpless laughter.
After a while, gaily, arm in arm, Keats and 
Chapman tripped off into the sunset.

• • • •

An old blind man in robe and sandals 
appeared In the twilight, and with him a 
small person - a dwarf perhaps, or a boy.

Is this the place? said the old one.
It is, said Noddy. The place that launched 
a thousand quips, and bent the hapless 
powers of idiom.
They sat then, under a gum tree, and wept.

18 December: I wish they hadn't done that.
I don't think I could ever 

write an apoctyphal anecdote of Homer and 
Noddy. I could steal other people's stories, 
of course, and attribute them to H&N, but 
it doesn't seem right.

I say, said Homer, did you hear about the 
architect who had bis house made back to 
front so he could watch television at the 
same time?
No, said Noddy, defiantly.

See what I mean? I'll do my best, but I 
shall miss that rascally poet and bis scholarly 
friend. Much have I travelled in the realms 
off Gold Street, St Kilda, but never have I 
met such amenable characters as Keats and 
Chapman - nor such intractable characters 
as Homer and Noddy! (Homer and Noddy!! 
Lord save us...)

Now I'm trying not to write about that 
election, but it’s hard, it's hard.

Oh, the hell with it!

AUSTRALIAN ELECTIONS 1975:
KRUGER SWEEPS THE BOARD!

Kruger? Kruger is a young German short
haired pointer who lives with our friends 
Cathy and Robert up the road. He comes 
to our place to see his little friends Dylan 
and Donovan, and Dylan and Donovan go 
to his place to see him, and they lick each 
other all over and claw each other a bit, 
and it's all rather touching actually, if a 
little obscene at times. I don't think cats 
and dogs were meant to be friends like that, 
but they're young yet, all of them.



On election night, about 9, Kruger and Cathy 
and Robert came to our place to watch the 
death of democracy, live, on television. 
Cathy had made a pavlova, and I had found 
an interesting sauternes to go with it, but 
basically we didn’t feel much like eating, 
so it was a bit of a waste.

The first figures to go up on the board were 
horn Casey, the outer-suburban seat held by 
Race Mathews (foundation member of the 
Melbourne SF Club - him, yes: the long- 
winded young chap who officially launched 
the 1975 World Science Fiction Convention, 
remember?), and Robert and I looked at 
those figures and groaned. Early figures 
invariably favour Labor, and Race was way 
behind. We opened another bottle or three. 
By 9.30 it was pretty obvious that Labor was 
in real trouble, and Robert and I were 
groaning so much that Kruger started 
whining in sympathy. About then Cathy and 
Sally got sick of us and politics, and started 
playing scrabble. They set up the board on 
the floor, and got down there and flung four- 
letter words at each other and talked lady 
talk and so on, while we men kept watching 
the board at the tally room and groaning and 
opening more bottles. About 10.30, when 
Robert and I had decided to emigrate to 
South Africa (since they don't even pretend 
to fair elections there), Kruger became 
restless and wagged his tall a bit and yarned. 
His tail neatly wiped all the pieces from the 
scrabble board.

Shall I set up another game? said Cathy, 
without enthusiasm. No, said Sally. After 
a few more drinks we all parted company, 
Kruger still yawning and scratching his 
private appendages. I stayed up to the bitter 
end, watching Australia's finest hour expire, 
live, on television.

The last elected Liberal Prime Minister, John 
Gorton, was Interviewed. The 'overwhelming 
response of the public* was mentioned. Said 
John Grey Gorton, independent candidate for 
the Senate: 'The overwhelming response of 
the public was wrong!'
Jim Cairns, former Deputy Prime Minister, 

was interviewed. 'No Government can 
remain in office that displeases the media' 
he said. And 'We must be more radical.'

Noel Norton, one of the ABC's political 
experts engaged for the occasion, laid the 
wreath on International Women’s Year. 
‘It is a sad thing' he said 'that no women 
were contesting marginal seats.' And it is. 
There will be even fewer women in the 
next Australian Parliament than in the last - 
and there were only four in the last. Four, 
out of 189 members and senators. Now there 
are two (I think - maybe three - Labor lost 
two and gained one, so maybe it's three).

Now, children, I want you to pay attention 
while I tell you what democracy is all about.

On the latest figures for the House of 
Representatives, the Liberal Party has 69 
seats, the Labor Party 33 seats, and the 
National Country Party 22 seats. Three 
seats are still undecided, but likely to go 
to the Liberals. An overwhelming victory 
for the Liberal/NCP coalition, yes. No 
doubt of that. Probably 94 seats to Labor's 
33: an undisputed victory. And yet...

Labor got 43% of the votes; the Liberals got 
42%; the NCP 11%.

You do the arithmetic, and when you've 
done it, please tell me why Australia is 
called a democratic country, and why the 
election result is called a landslide victory 
for the coalition. Remember, please, that 
in Australia voting is compulsory.

When all is said, the important thing to 
remember about this election is that it was 
unnecessary. Any Australian Government 
is most unpopular half-way through its three 
years in office; this is a fact of political 
life. Labor's loss was inevitable. Australia's 
loss is incalculable. However contrived, the 
sacking of a Prime Minister by a Governor
General In this country has set us back 75 
years. We are still a colony, after all this 
time. That might suit the media proprietors, 
but to me the whole business is tragic.
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