./4udfra/ian &ience gcﬁon lgeuiew l;“pailg?e‘i; :

19 Gladstd % Avenue, Northcote, N.16, Melbourne, Australia

Y | | om here do prockaiom, b Hho )
Ay, Hem was days, - 4y

! ( Ossemoled. —&w\ REL Roh-

5°X§{(/ Hem v v TAE WhLLS Aaegd DOWN/

‘Lue’ge FREC/ '

Y

AL
\‘\I‘ =l
; -

a

AUSTRAUIAN  AMERICAN  UNIDENTIFIED
FAN FAN FAN




2

o

I8\

i

[N

N

{

)

.

et Sy
. l'u“ él'(‘\,‘ *\‘_\ \\

(3

YO
7.8 f(\‘/-ll"o .

i
'
ERYIA 1]

LT

the hat qoes home

M R ] i

! HlNHHMIMlHHlHHll"lHlllIHHHUI1HlHlllllﬂllﬂllﬂmlllllg

BN

1 i S g e i ]



{m}{‘v}{w}{“}{w}{°°}{w}{w}{w}{m}{w}{m}{w}{w}{w}{w}{w}{w}{°°}{°°}{w}{w}{m}{w}{w}{w}{w}{w}

S THE HAT GOES B 2

] | (e
(eHehdimHoHoHabimHoHaH o m e oo e (o} o b oo o HoH o o) o)

subtitled IN THE LAND OF THE ROUGH RED is a report on his 1975 trip to Australia and
the 33rd World Science Fiction Convention by Mike Glicksohn, 141 High Park Avenue,
Toronto Ontario M6P 2S3, Canada in an edition of 165 copies. It is available for
one dollar, all proceeds for DUFF, the Down Under Fan Fund. Sincere thanks freely
given to Victoria Vayne for the use of her typewriter and electrostenciller and to
all the artists whose work embellishes these meager words, both for their art and
for the patience with which they've awaited its publication.

SSScotch Press #48 August 1976

ART CREDITS: FRONT COYTR by John Bangsund, a montage of impressions of Aussiecon.
Possibly the first Bangsund art in a non-Bangsund, non-
Australian fanzine in years. .Or maybe ever.

BACK COVER by Peter Forbes, attending his very first convention in
Melbourne, and submitting his first piece of art there.

Harry Bell: 13,21 Sheryl Birkhead: 3,26 Derek Carter: 35 Phil Foglio: 1
Jackie Pranke: 8,9,22 Jack Gaughan: 20,29 Cathy Hill: 32 Tim Kirk: 28 Sam
Long: 11,23,37,38 Taral Wayne MacDonald: 10,31 Barry Kent MacKay: fp,7,15,25,
27,30 Bill Rotsler: 14,18,36 James Shull: 5,6,17

The author hereby apologizes to lovers of the English language for the numerous
embarrassing changes in tense that crept in as this report wrote itself.

ﬂw \Im" ‘




{eHoHoH{oHoH{o} {o{o}{o}{o} {o{oHoHo} {oHao{o} {o{HoHoHHoH{o} {o}{o}{x}{o}{o}e}

{oo} {“’}
{=} It'll be a very subjective, impressionistic sort of report. I don't {=}
{=} like to read travelogues -- we did this and then we saw that, and {}
{=} then we met so-and-so --and I hate to write reports that way. {=}
{=} {=}
{=} ---Don Thompson {=}
{} {=}
{=} Besides, do you care where I ate on August 16? {=}
{=} {=}
{=} ---Susan Wood {=}
{=} {=}

{eH{eoHoHoH{oHoH{oHo {oH{o{ o {oHo {oHo oo {o} {o o} {o} {o o} {o}{o} {o]}{x}{=}

The above two quotations come from two of last year's five Hugo nominees for Best
Fan Writer. As people who have demonstrably impressed fandom with the nature and
quality of their writing, it behooves us to pay attention to their thoughts. Both
have already written original and creative reports on their trips to Aussiecon so
they aren't just spouting theory. However, much as I admire both of them and envi-
ous though I may be of their writing skills, the only type of report I can write is
exactly the travelogue they disparage. So it goes.

Russiecon has been possibly the best reported Vorldcon in many years. In addition
to Susan and Don, fine reports have been written by Denny Lien and Bob Tucker, and
all of them appeared within a reasonable time after the end of the con. Fandom
really doesn't need another lengthy trip report, I grant, but this one will have a
few things that the others lacked. Instead of superb writing, it will feature mag-
nificent illustrations. And in lieu of originality you'll get something no other
worldcon report has ever offered: several souvenirs of a foreign country. It cer-
tainly is a moderately interesting thing.

This then, nearly a year later, is what I can still remember of my Aussiecon and the
trip that surrounded it. When 'The Hat' went home. To the land of the rough red.

You can stop reading now, Don.
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BEFORE THE BEGINNING I suppose it all goes back to a day more than three years

ago when Susan and I sat in our Maynard Street apartment
and stared in stunned disbelief at a letter from Bruce Gillespie on behalf of the
Aussiecon committee asking us to be co-Fan-Guests-of-Honour. I doubt that either of
us has ever received a more unexpected piece of mail but although we could readily
think of many other fans more deserving of possibly the highest honour fandom can
bestow, we happily accepted. I even celebrated with a drink from my bottle of Royal
Salute which has only been opened five times in the last five years.

At Torcon, Susan and I took a few minutes off from our con-related duties and spent
one of the few times at the con we actually had together in the back of the hall as
the "Australia in 75" bid was overwhelmingly voted in, and our Guest of Honourship
was announced from the podium. It was a much-appreciated mellow moment in the middle
of a sea of confusion.

Susan and I separated after Torcon but we continued to correspond with the Aussiecon
committee and soon received a second piece of highly unexpected information, this
not quite as pleasant as the first one. Such were the financial straits of the Aus-
tralian worldcon they didn't think they'd be able to help us out in the traditional
way. Whoops. For a while it looked as if fandom was about to see its first non-
appearing Fan GoHs!

However, it wasn't as bad as we'd feared. Under the practiced hand of Don and Grace
Lundry a reasonably-priced group flight gradually took shape and after a little mix-
up in communications between us, the Lundrys and the committee, some financial aid
was indeed provided. So some two months before the departure date, at the poolside
at Midwestcon, with a trembling hand I wrote Grace a check for over eleven hundred
dollars and a two year dream was on the way to becoming a reality.

THE BEGINNING OF THE BEGINNING The group flight left from Los Angeles, which

meant tacking on a transcontinental flight to
the already considerable expense so it seemed reasonable to at least spend an extra
day or so in Los Angeles, renewing contacts with fannish friends there before actual-
taking off for Australia. LASFS had arranged a party for the sixty people on the
flight for the Friday night before our Saturday evening departure; Thursday I took a
morning flight from Toronto with vague plans for meeting up with Bob Tucker and
Rusty Hevelin whose train was supposed to have arrived there by then from Chicago.

My phonecalls from the airport failed to unearth either of these worthies but I'was
not complaining. I located instead Walt Liebscher, one of the kindest most loving

Motice the Glicksohn
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men I know and he was delighted to give me directions on getting from the airport to
a bus terminal where he'd pick me up. I hadn't seen Walt in two years and not since
his stroke: it wasgreat to meet him again and find him able to get around once more,
with the aid of a cane and a special modification for his car.

When I went to LACon in 72, Walt took me to a Thai restaurant and I'd raved about it
to Susan for months afterwards. Since Susan and Walt happen to think that the other
is one of the best damn people around, it seemed like a good idea to set up an expe~
dition to make amends for Susan not having been along on the first trip. As a fan,
of course, I have broad mental horizons so it didn't take long to find out that Su-
san was staying with Alicia Austin and it only took five or six frantic phonecalls

to make the necessary arrangements. Alicia would love to go too, so she'd bring in
Susan and also John Berry who was travelling with us to Australia. Oh, and Will
Straw. WILL STRAW::! What was he doing in Los Angeles? Well, it seems he hitchhiked
in from the North West Territories for this party tomorrow night...

It was good to meet old friends again and the restaurant lived up to its reputation
and Susan finally got to enjoy fresh coconut icecream so the scales were rebalanced
after being out of synch for three years. Afterwards we gazed in awe at Walt's col-
lection of original art and his first editions and sat around drinking beer and talk-
ing fan stuff. "Are you in Minneapa?" asked Alicia. "No," said Will Straw, "I got
out about a year ago." "You make it sound like Leavenworth,” said Alicia, and the
beginning of the beginning had begun.

The next day, Friday, the day of the LASFS party, we rendezvoused with Tucker and
Rusty and the four of us shared the patio at Mary Beth Colvin's house, sipping strong
drinks and awaiting the arrival home from work of that legendary lady. It was a very
quiet, peaceful time: three old farts talking about the fandom of thirty years ago
and one young fart loving every second of it. As the calm before the storm it stays
in my mind as one of the most mellow times of the whole trip.

Tucker killed half a bottle of Beam and I magically made half a bottle of tequila
disappear and then Hary Beth arrived. And she was everything her many friends had
told me she would be: a warm, friendly, attractive silver-haired pixie with the face
of a cherub, a constant smile and a twinkle of mischief ever in her eyes. If there
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exists such a thing as a generation gap no-one has ever told Mary Beth about it, as
her adopted "granddaughters® in Iowa will readily attest to.

After dinner and a bottle of wine later to take the blame for The Highly Embarrassing
Top Secret Bob Tucker Story, we headed off to the airport hotel, site of the LASFS
party and also home for that evening for the sixty of us on the group flight. 1If
anyone was expecting to be treated as a little odd ("You're going where for a what?")
he or she was destined to be disappointed. After the world record underwater Mono-
poly team safely ensconced on the bottom of the hotel pool we must have seemed very
ordinary indeed.

A fan party is a fan party, even in Los Angeles, even on the eve of a flight to Aus-
tralia, and I don't have any notes about this one so I can't say much about it. As
I'd already met most of the people on the trip that I'd be spending most of my time
with, it was mainly a matter of peering covertly at the others and wondering who the
hell they were. But it was good to meet Don Thompson once again, and Cathy Hill and
several of the LA fans who were there to see us off.

Undoubtedly, though, the low point of the evening was finally meeting Dave Locke, ed-
itor of AWRY and one of the top humourists in fandom. When Dave was introduced to
me I refused to believe he was actually who he claimed to be; surely this rotund
short little fellow couldn't be the legendary jiant of LA fandom? I'd been expect-
ing a figure of heroic proportion, a man whose physical stature would match his
creative abilities. Not a smiling chubby dwarf. But local fen I knew and trusted
substantiated his claim, and so Dave and I finally met and the encounter has graced
the lettercolumn of several fanzines since then. We shared a drink or several, as I
recall, and talked of fanzines as faneds are wont to do occasionally. Dave told me
of asking Ed Cagle, his co-editor on SHAMBLES, "Is there any particular reason you
wanted Bruce Townley on the mailing list?" to which Ed replied, "Yes! He promised
he wouldn't send us any art!" BAh, where is Brad Parks when you really need him?

And the beginning of the beginning frittered slowly down to its end.

THE BEGINNING began rather slowly. We sat around the poolside, occasionally
stroking over to the pool bar for the novelty of ordering a drink
while treading water, peering over the shoulders of the submerged would-be tycoons,
watching Chairman Don making up nifty metal buttons with the names of people we
still wouldn't know when we got back three weeks later. We gathered in little rooms
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filled with luggage and dozens of identical green Air New Zealand flight bags and the
weaker among us passed out as Jan Howard Finder uncapped his aftershave lotion. The
rest of us discussed Australia and read from assorted tourist literature, including
the bit about the ten foot earthworms who keep local residents awake at night with
the noise of their "moaning, groaning and sucking." "At least those people will be
prepared for fan parties," I remarked, before leaving for some fresh air.

I picked up Sheryl Birkhead at the airport as she and I were travelling together and
eventually we all assembled in the appropriate departure lounge. I'd talked Rusty
into buying me some duty~free scotch, and Bruce Pelz had likewise offered his ser-
vices. With the bottles Sheryl and I bought that weighed me down with four quarts
of scotch but it was a burden I happily accepted. If nothing else it would serve to
identify me easily to the fans meeting us in Sydney.

After the traditional delays, we board our Air New Zealand jet. Tucker has never
flown before and has mentioned on numerous occasions a certain trepidation about the
whole thing. Considering his experiences with trains, I'm not surprised airplanes
make him nervous! However, as I climbed the stairs behind Bob I was pleased to see
that he didn't hesitate at all, merely stopping momentarily at the top to take in
the full grandeur of the scene.

On board we are treated to the first of what will be interminable cups of indeter-
minate fruit juice. Not even the combined intellects of sixty assembled fans can
deduce what it is meant to be so we listen half-heartedly to the first of dozens of
sets of instructions on what to do if you suddenly can't breathe and how to act when
the plane crashes into the ocean. And eventually we take off, with dozens of wor-
ried eyes on Tucker making sure our patriarch is okay. A few seconds into the air

he smiles broadly, raises his hand and does the first of a thousand "Smoooocooth”s and
the whole cabin laughs delightedly. Welcome to the jet age, Bob.

We are served excellent meals seemingly every couple of hours, the drinks are ridicu-
lously cheap, and soon things have settled into a pleasant routine. Cameras abound,
one shot stencils are typed, and quiet conversation is the order of the day. Just be-
fore we land in Hawaii, stewards march down the aisles spraying disinfectant into the
air. This too will become a familiar ritual, but this first time prompts me to cry
out, "My god, it's worse than Finder's aftershave!" as we touch down in Honolulu.

An almost deserted airport offers little in the way of attractions. One of Hawaii's
few fans has come to meet some o0ld friends at this ungodly early hour and a traffic
sign is all that Bob Tucker finds of interest. Soon we are back on board to play
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"Name That Juice" once again and settle in for the long flight across the Pacific to
Auckland, New Zealand our slumber disturbed only by several additional meals.

In New Zealand my shorts and tie-dyed t-shirt caused a few startled glances and the
radiant heaters spread throughout the cold wooden walkways were a reminder that we
had crossed the equator and Here There Be Winter'! While fans with odd priorities
descended on the souvenir and postcard shops and on the post office, I took Tucker
and Rusty and Sheryl to the bar where we celebrated being in a foreign country in an
appropriately fannish manner.

On the way back to the plane, Bob played Good Samaritan to a rather unhappy Philip-

pino student being sent out of the country. Big Hearted Bob picked up her heavy bag
and marched it straight past the customs booth waving his transit card as he went.

I later pointed out to him that he'd probably smuggled three pounds of heroin out of
the country which was something that hadn't occurred to him at the time.

The safety lecture on this leg of the trip is on tape, without even a pretty steward-
ess to demonstrate, but the inevitable juice is still there. With every meal there
comes an orchid, but botanists among us are disappointed when requlations forbid us
taking them into Australia. And this leg of the trip is enhanced by a purser with a
sense of humour and a stewardess nicknamed "Masher" who delights us all and is amused
in return by several of our stranger members. Someone prompts her to ask for one of
Tucker's cards (the ones that read "By appointment, Wilson Tucker, natural semina-
tions") but unfortunately Bob is out of them and none of the young ladies who've re-
ceived them from him will give one up. Bob seems much more disappointed by this turn
of events than Masher herself.

As we approach Sydney a glorious sunrise fills the sky with colour and soon we are
all peering through the windows trying to find the famous Sydney Opera House. It
isn‘t until later we discover that we've flown over Botany Bay, not Sydney Harbour,
so our search is doomed to failure. This does not stop the Opera House from being
positively identified at least a half a dozen times, of course.

And finally we are in Australia! A cheer goes up upon touchdown, possibly for the
smoothness of its execution, possibly to release the excitement of having arrived.
But the usual airport formalities must first be done away with, of course. By some
quirk of fate I am the first to clear customs and encounter the strange Australian
entrance procedures. My backpack is completely ignored, but the souls of my running
shoes are carefully inspected because I've been on a farm in the last six weeks.
Aussies, it seems, don't care
if you bring in all sorts of
good shit with you, as long
2s you don't bring in any
real shit.

But they decide I'm clean and
allow me through the doors to
be greeted by a large delega-
tion of Australian fans. The
first North American to burst
upon them is a short, hairy
chap in a funny hat, shorts
and a coloured t-shirt: I won-
der if they had a glimpse of
Things To Come?
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Soon the whole room is a mob
scene as old friends greet
each other and acquaintances
on paper become friendships



in person. It is good to see such globe-trotting Australian friends as Eric Lindsay,
Shayne McCormack and Robin Johnson once again, and to finally meet Ron and Sue Clarke
and many other famous names in Australian fandom.

There is a bus to take us to the hotel in the heart of Sydney (just where in the
heart of Sydney we don't discover until later that night when the local working
force comes out to ply its trade on the streets) but Sheryl and I opt for a drive
with Eric and Shayne. I pity the people on the bus: they probably never did get a
tour of the local oil refineries like the one Shayne inadvertently gave us.

The Sydney Hyatt hotel is a very modern, very expensive essentially American hotel
in the Kings Cross area of Sydney. Much to the delight of Don Thompson this turns
out to be the red-light district, with porno shops abounding, hookers in the windows
and movie theatres all around. The hotel itself has minor antipodean refinements:
there is a coffee pot and a small fridge in each room, for example, the tv is black
and white, and even on the top floors there are no screens on the open windows. The
building itself is in two towers connected only at ground level: sort of a Chase
Park Plaza with class.

Everything is going with typical group tour efficiency. I check into my room to
find it occupied by two other travellers, who eventually are sent off by the desk...
to a room already occupied by twc people. Since I now have my room I lose interest
in the bumping procedure at this point. Don Lundry calls a meeting in the lobby to
tell us that he has nothing to tell us. And so it goes.

Eventually our first expedition gets planned and underway, a ferry through the har-
bour across to Manley Point. Various locals point out the sights to a variety of
foreigners and the Opera House instantly becomes the most photographed place in Aus-
tralia for most of us. As a cool wind whips in off the Pacific to wreck havoc with
our hair, we start to understand that, yes, by god, this is Australia!! 2and if
there could be any doubt the native snacks that Eric treats John and Susan and Rusty
and Shayne and Sheryl and I to quickly dispel it. A cheko roll by any other name is
only Australian!

After a hydrofoil ride back and a double decker bus ride to the hotel (another indi-
cation that this isn't Kansas, Toto) for dinner -~ where Bob encounters the first of
numerous indications that "Tucker is recommended" throughout Australia and John
Berry proves he can finish everyone's leftovers just as well Down Under as he can at
home -- there is a quiet party on the 31lst floor. We admire the view of Kings Cross
and the harbour, collect some empty beer cans to mail back to Donn Brazier for his
son's collection, and meet Bertram Chandler. But fatigue if not jet lag takes its
toll, and most of us crash out fairly early. But in Australia, by god!!!

(Aside: after leaving LA I
~ - started to keep incredibly

detailed notes of each day's

‘ activities, in case I did a

trip report. I could tell
o~ . you who I ate with, and what
TG . — they had, and the small, hu-
TR SR morous and human things that
: distinguish one trip from
e T \ another, but of course I
' won't. If only to save my-
self the work of running off
a hundred and fifty page trip
report. For those interested
in such details, however,
amusing anecdotes, snappy di-
alog and personal minutia
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are available in copious quantities at ridiculously low prices from the editor of
this journal. Bob Tucker trivia slightly higher in price. Offer void where prohib-
ited by law or a sense of common decency. End of aside.)

The observant among you will have already noted that Bob Tucker features prominently
in this journal. This is because Bob Tucker was a prominent feature of the trip
through Australia, just as he was a dominant personality at Aussiecon itself. By
choice and a strong sense of self preservation, Sheryl and I and Rusty and Bob spent
quite a bit of time together, a circumstance which greatly enhanced at least my en-
joyment of the trip. Most of the people reading this will already know a few of the
continuing schticks that Bob carried through Australia with him: they will know, for
instance, that on the train to LA Bob started calling Rusty "Dad" thus developing a
routine that was picked up and enhanced by most of us travelling with them. They
may have heard of the highly (?) successful rumour started by Bob on the plane to
Honolulu about the nine inches of snow in Sydney. Or his explanation to the travel-
ling non-fans on the plane with us that "Smooooooth" was an Australian custom they
had better learn if they didn't want to look like tourists, an explanation suffici-
ently convincing that several of them were joining in the group Smooooth that fol-
lowed the inevitable glasses of juice after take-off. Keep your eyes on this man
and his world of make believe. He may appear again...

Because we had crossed the International Dateline between Hawaii and New Zealand

(as well as the equator, of course, to the accompaniment of printed certificates
from the airline) our first day in Sydney was Monday. Our Tuesday night accomoda-
tion was not included in the package and at A$27 for a double the Hyatt Kingsgate
was a mite steep so Sheryl and I were up early to check out a cheaper hotel across
the street. Returning for our bags we spotted Bob and Rusty sharing breakfast with
John and Susan in the fancy hotel coffee shop, so naturally we mugged at them
through the window, miming our indigence and hunger. Bob broke up two nearby tables
of Japanese tourists by turning to Rusty and saying, "If that's what this city is
like, Dad, we'd better get out of here!"

Sheryl and I spend the day with Rusty and Bob, wandering through the cold wet Sydney
streets, looking at opals and souvenirs as Tucker ogles the girls in the offices we
pass. In a coffee bar we stop at to warm up after a damp but enthusiastic school
concert in the park, Tucker uses the headband I am wearing to convince a group of
Australian businessmen that I'm a visiting Apache indian. I am suitably impassive
and as we leave they are talking
excitedly about Indians. The sil-
ver tongued devil has struck again!

The next morning, after the seem-
ingly mandatory milling around in
mass confusion,a bus gathers us up
and takes us to the airport for the
flight to Melbourne. Apart from
those who've already taken the
night train, of course. Something
is burning gloriously on another
runway as we head for the plane.
It's a good thing Bob is among
those already headed for Melbourne
via the safer ground route!

AND THAT, OF COURSE,
/S WHERE THAT YANK
TUCKER /5 STAVING...

But everything goes smoothly and a
bus has been laid on for the long
ride from the airport to the South- | |
ern Cross Hotel. As we drive 3
through the suburbs of Melbourne

we are treated to our first sights
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of the beautiful ornate ironwork that typifies the distinctive architecture of this
city.

At the hotel itself, the lobby fills up with excited fans who are greeted by the
ubiquitous Robin Johnson and Eric Lindsay. And here too, a shaggier, mellower Bruce
Gillespie whom I haven't seen for almost two years, who will surprise us all in a few
days by getting tipsy at a room party.

The start of a con must be the same all over the world. The hasty settling into the
room, the eagerness to register and meet people, the new friends, the old friends,
some unexpected. I briefly meet Ken Ford and Christine McGowan amidst the pandemon-
ium of registration and naturally they don't know what a Fan Guest of Honour looks
like. Sic gloria, et al. The Bovas arrive and we all seem happy to encounter a
familiar face, and Don Fitch shows up completely unexpectedly, having made his own
separate arrangements to get there.

THE CONVENTION nas pegun:

Soon an expedition to Degraves is announced, and naturally I'm eager to go. There
are a couple of fannish dreams I've had since getting involved with fanzines from
other fandoms. I long faunched to attend a meeting of the London fans at their fam-
ous pub 'The Globe' and I wanted to see the infamous Degraves that featured so pro-
minently in tales of Australian fandom. London fandom moved to 'The One Tun' but I
got to see both places and in the company of fans too when I was there two years ago.
And now Degraves:

Sheryl and I place ourselves in the hands of Eric and Shayne and with an amazing
sense of deja vu Shayne manages to get us temporarily lost. But the delay is minor
and we don't care: this area of Melbourne is a veritable honeycomb of lanes, arcades
and alleyways, all lined with fascinating little specialty shops promising hours of
happy browsing to come. And soon Shayne guides us to the right lane and to Degraves.

You'd have to know it was there. One narrow doorway at street level, with a narrow
staircase leading down into the restaurant which is filled with long cafeteria style
tables pushed together to seat forty or more as a group. The ceiling is low, and it
traps the noise being generated by two tables filled with primarily Australian fans.
I feel a warm glow at having achieved another fannish ambition as we are swept into
the activities. Someone points out John Alderson, a short solidly built man with
flowing grayish hair and the strong and weathered features of someone who has spent
a difficult life outdoors: we wave at eacn other across the room. John Foyster
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comes up to introduce himself, a shy
shaggy bear of a man with an immense
flowing beard, and then he too is off
to the other end of the table. I'm
sure I'm sitting there grinning like
an idiot at the fannishness of it
all.

Degraves is hardly your typical North
American restaurant. You order from
a menu, but line up to tell the cooks
what you want and to pick up your
plonk, or local cheap wine. You get
a ticket, and you pay, and then you
sit and enjoy the plonk and the con-
versation. A few minutes later an ama-

zing stentorian voice bellows out an

incomprehensible string of syllables from behind the counter and the locals tell you
what has just been served up. If it matches your order and no-one else takes it be-
fore you get there, you get to eat. Otherwise...well, there's lots of plonkf

In the middle of the plonk and the conversation Leigh Edmonds and Valma Brown arrive
with a large contingent of American (and a Canadian) fans. Valma is a vivacious,
auburn-headed attractive and freckled young lady with a highly distinctive laugh and
even more distinctive driving habits while Leigh is wvery tall, rather quiet, with a
permanent grin, more-than-shoulder-length straight brown hair and a famous knitted
cap that has been surgically grafted to the top of his head. Both came over to say
hello before taking a table across the room, and I was struck by the irony behind
the fact that in that brief exchange I probably said more to both of them that I did
all through Discon the year before when they were over on Leigh's DUFF trip. That's
the way it sometimes goes at Worldcons.

The plonk flows, Tucker smoothes, and some of the best known fans on two continents
start to get to know each other. I've somehow or other gotten invited to a closed
pro cocktail party and fannish though I may be I'll take free cocktails over even
cheap plonk anyday and I know the fans will all be around for many days, so I pre-
pare to leave rather early. And as I head for the door, Susan jumps up from her
table, grabs my arm and introduces me to John Bangsund! JOHN BANGSUND::!: A legend,
a fan with a reputation of almost mythic proportions; perhaps the one Australian I
was most eager and also most nervous about meeting. So this short, rotund little
man with the flushed cheeks, the little beard and hair struggling to be long, and
the rather deepset, dark twinkling eyes looks up at me and says "You can't be Mike
Glicksohn, you're too tall" and I bow at his feet and suddenly we are friends. And
at the table a slightly tipay John Berry sits with an enormous grin and radiates
fannish bonhommie at the mere idea of sitting in Degraves drinking rough red with
John Bangsund. And now you know that Aussiecon has begun:

9 onderstand beers metric here tn Australiz.
/ Right, ccbber, fs “take meto ygour Likre " we
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I feel a little out of place at the suit-and-tie party with liveried waitefs passing
out hors d'oeuvres and drinks but I help myself and think that Gardner Dubious vould
be expected to be a little eccentric. And Tucker is there to talk to and the Silver-
bergs and Bobbiec seems as lost as I am so we talk very pleasantly to each other for
quite some time.

Eventually it opens up into a regular con party and the Degraves crowd rétufns and a
fine con party developes. Much later I remember sitting on the floor drinking beer
with Denny Lien and talking with John Alderson and Valma Brown and apart from the
people who are there to £ill me with a sense of wonder it could be any good party-at
any good con anywhere. It fills you with a warm glow about fans and fandom; and it
isn‘t just the plonk either.

The next day is Thursday, the official start of the con, but not until the early af-
ternoon. In the morning we all discover the nearby Pancake Kitchen which will rapid-
ly become a favorite eating place for the North American contingent, and wander a
bit through Melbourne. And the differences that tell you this isn't North America
become readily apparent. Australians drive on the left, of course, and hence their
traffic patterns are different from ours. Most tourists invariably look the wrong
way when crossing complicated intersections and on many occasions I found a car bear-
ing down on me from a direction I wouldn't have dreamed possible. When you add in
the fact that Melbourne drivers seem to pay not the slightest attention to lanes, it
becomes decidely hazardous to be a pedestrian and a tourist. You could easily find
yourself permanently down under!

Chairman Robin has arranged a Meet-the Press party to which Susan and I are spirited
away in our official capacities and it is here that I finally get to meet the incred-
ible Ursula LeGuin. I've never seen one woman captivate a continent before but this
small, vital elfin lady with the short dark silver touched hair and the warm and
friendly grin did just that, radiating charm wherever she went and giving as much or
more of herself than any Guest of Honour I've ever seen. Her joy and enthusiasm for
what was, to her, a brand new experience -- fandom -- was obviously real and spread
to those who were sharing the experiences with her. As I've said in print elsewhere
Ursula LeGuin is a Great Lady and meeting her was one of the highlights of the con.

After being interviewed and photographed destroying Klingons at the Star Trek compu-
ter game console and after availing myself of three glasses of the Remy Martin pro-
vided by the committee for the press and dignitaries (Robin certainly has excellent
taste!), it was time to enjoy yet another delightful committee inovation, the pre-
panel luncheon at a nearby restaurant of our choice. (Torcon provided an in-hotel
snack for panelists butAussiecon spared no expense to try and ensure that program
items would be a little better prepared than has been the case at many cons.) As
moderator, Leigh gathered John Bangsund and Rusty and I and took us to a nearby
Italian restaurant, and introduced me to an Australian practice that demonstrably
proves their greater degree of culture and sophistication! He took a favorite
bottle of good red wine with him for us to enjoy with the meal. For a small corkage
charge most restaurants will allow you to Bring Your Own Bottle, which is certainly
a civilized way of indulging the palate without ruining the pocketbook. We could
learn a lot from these people.

Much has been written about the convention itself and so I shall be brief, perhaps
trying to touch on things that haven't received that much publicity. The breath-
taking multi-media sound and light show that started off the opening proceedings
literally left us all speechless. A variation of the presentation was used to start
each major section of the con, and it never failed to be impressive, but that first
time will always stay in my mind as one of the most ecffective and dramatic moments
I've witnessed at a convention.

As we sat rather over-awed by the introduction of the con, the introductions of the
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Australian and North American fans
meet for the first time at the in-
famous Degraves in Melbourne. From
left to right, after a goodly
amoynt of rough red (aka red plonk)
are an unknown fan, Bruce Gilles~
pile, a tipsily beaming John Bang-
sund, a fannishly fulfilled John
Berry and a happy Susan Wood.

The incredible Ursula Le Guin at
the start of her serious and
brilliant Guest of Honour speech
broves that her selection as
Aussiecon GoH was a perfect
choice as she reacts with
typical enthusiasm to her in-
troduction to fannish ways.

At Sydney's Featherdale Farm a
slightly dubious Shayne McCor-
mack arouses the interest of two
Australian dingos, busily in
training to become Australia's
first astronauts,

For the first time in fannish
history all contestants in a
fan fund end up making the trip.
At LA International just prior
to departure sit, from left to
right, John "Hitchhike" Berry,
travelling jiant, Rusty "Huck-
ster"” Hevelin, contented DUFF
winner, and Jan Howard "What
the hell are you doing here?"
Finder, fandom's military man-
about-globe. John and Jan were
unsuccessful DUFF candidates
who nevertheless enjoyed a trip
to Aussiecon. Moments after this
picture was taken they tragic-
ally mistook Rusty for a
wishbone.



notables on the dais was glibly and flatteringly handled by Race Matthews, a founder
of the Melbourne sf group who lost his way and is currently languishing in some im-
portant Australian political post. It was fairly obvious that he didn't know a thing
about the people he was introducing but neither did most of the audience, so it went
over moderately well. We all gave little speeches, and I said a few hopefully light
things about why I might have been chosen (my famous hat combined with my hair and
beard made me the closest overseas fan to Aussiefan, hero of the Australia in 75
bidding films) thus ending two years of total fear and trepidation about having to
speak at the con. If for no other reason 1I'll always be grateful to the committee
for not having scheduled me for a Guest of Honour speech!!

As the first Aussiecon panel, John Bangsund, Rusty and I are the first to encounter
the difficulties of addressing the Aussiecon audience, the great majority of whom are




attending their first convention.
It isn't so much that they are
unresponsive, they just don't
know how to respond. At one
point during the opening ceremon-
ies, for example, a group con-
sisting of most of the guests and
‘notables‘ interrupted the open-
ing speech by politician Matthews
by rising to their feet and sing-
ing the first verse of a delight-
fully irreverent Australian na-
tional anthem written by John
Bangsund.
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Chairman Robin Johnson, who has a
strong sense of formality and
protocol, almost had apoplexy,
knowledgeable fans in the audi-

ence thought it hilarious and
| most of the audience stared in be-
wilderment, probably wondering to
b themselves What has this got to

do with Science Fiction?

So that first panel was faced
with a bank of blinding videotape lights, an audience almost totally shrouded in
darkness and an audience that really didn't understand what we tried to tell them
about How To Really Enjoy Yourselves At This Convention. They listened politely,
though and did their best. At one point I remarked that one of the best ways to en-
joy the con was to repeat a very famous and honoured fannish expression, namely “Hi,
you're the Fan Guest of Honour: let me buy you a drink" and after the panel was done
quite a few people did just that. But the in-jokes, the fannish references, the by-
play all went over their heads and communication was difficult. Other panelists the
first day woulcd remark on how difficult it was to talk to an audience you couldn't
see that didn't really understand how it was supposed to react, and it wasn't until
Susan and Tucker explained a lot of fannish history to them and the noisy American
and Canadian fans made it evident that at a worldcon you don't sit on your hands and
clap politely at the end that things started to pick up.

Undoubtedly the programming highlight of the entire convention occurred that first
evening with a superb speech by Guest of Honour Ursula Le Guin who read an excep-
tional prepared text extremely well. That speech, about science fiction and the
walls that have existed around it and around the people interested in it, has just
been printed in the SunCon Progress Report and I urge everyone to read it. 1In the
daily news sheet the next day, Leigh Edmonds called it "the best piece ever heard at
an Australian convention...it will be a long time before anything of a similar stan-
dard will be heard again in this country." And he's probably right.

At a party that night I became involved, as fans sometimes will, in a bet with Valma
Brown as to who had the dirtiest nametag. Now anyone who has ever seen the superb
erotic nametags that Alicia Austin once did for me will realize that there was just
no way I could lose such a bet, and I told Valma that. But she was adamant and in-
sisted that we go to our respective rooms and fetch the mnametags in question. And
to make it worthwhile she put up Leigh Edmonds' virginity as her side of the wager.
(Wwhich I suppose was an unconscious indication of her lack of faith in her badge!)
Well, the badges were brought, and Valma took one look at Alicia's miniature master-
piece and conceded with a look of awed disbelief. "That's just great," I remarked,
standing in the bathroom doorway of a party suite. "I've just won Leigh Edmonds'
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virginity. What the hell am I going to do with Leigh Edmonds' virginity?" And

without even breaking stride Barbara Silverberg, who happened to be passing at the
time,said "Send it to Jerry Jacks!" and walked on, leaving me helpless with laughter
amid the puzzled stares of my Australian friends. All the traditional aspects of a
worldcon were present at Bussiecon -- the art show, the auction, the panels and
speeches, the parties, the banquet, the masquerade, etc -~ but it's the little per-
sonal incidents that make it memoraktle. Like the bet with Valma.

Or like getting a preview of the auction items donated by Ron Graham and actually
having the chance to hold and look through <ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>