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Australian film I saw 30 years before had put me on the road to Hanging Rock. Back home, we
kept watching movies from downunder — Rabbit-Proof Fence, Heat Wave, Muriel’s Wedding,
Sirens — smiling over places we’d been, lamenting sites we’d missed.

I wished I’d toted a tape recorder, because I found I missed the sounds of Australia. Not
only natural noises like the tink of the Bell Bird in the valley below Mt. Solitude, or the coo-loo-
loo of the unknown avian outside Cathy Cupitt’s window — but human and even mechanical
sounds, the “Row-row-row” anthem of Hawthorn’s “footy” team; the rat-a-tat-tat of the walkway
signals in Perth, and again and again, the open, friendly, voices of the open, friendly, people.

Our experience was so splendid that alas, it all but hurt to return to the United States.
The grass may always be greener on the other side of the ocean, but for a long while after we
returned, the comparison between one Pacific shore and the other seemed almost ludicrous — a
garden vs. a desert, clean cities vs. slums, open, funny people vs. paranoid, aggressive ones.

Thanks to family, thanks to friends, thanks to the passage of time, balance was restored,
but for me, if not for Rosy, the immediate prospect was dicey. We left on our trip in April, 2003.
America was just invading Iraq. As profoundly as this disturbed us, we were well aware of the
fun fannish frivolity of our mission, and feared that politics would plant a divide between us and
the people we were supposed to engage. No worries, as they say. Australia’s friendliness and
generosity assured us that we were among friends, not only as fans but as Americans. So our
DUFF trip granted us not only delight, but hope. No matter what horrors may devastate and
schism the world of the present, belief in the future overcomes all. That’s the hallmark of science
fiction fandom, and the point, we found, to DUFF.

Since we’ve returned, Rosy and I have done our best to keep DUFF’s purpose and
promise before fandom’s eye — giving parties and running auctions at Torcon, Noreascon and
regional events, even preceding a Hugo presentation with a pitch for the fund. In 2004 we hosted
ANZ delegate Norman Cates in New Orleans and at the Worldcon in Boston. In 2005 we passed
the torch of DUFF delegacy to our friend, Joe Siclari. Now, we offer this zine as a small gesture
to help him rebuild the fund for the future ... and to say THANKS to a lot of people.

THANKS to our predecessors, Naomi Fisher and Pat Molloy — to our nominators, Greg Benford,
Steven Silver, Teddy Harvia & Diana Thayer, Pat & Roger Sims, Craig Hilton, Bruce Gillespie
and Alan Stewart — to John Guidry, who dropped us off and picked us up — and to all of the
DUFF voters, who sent us on our merry way.

THANKS to Alan Stewart (again), Bill Wright, Lucy Sussex, Julian Warner, Craig
Stephenson, to all the staff and attendees at Swancon, to Robin Johnson, Dave Cake, Cathy
Cupitt, Julia Hilton, Craig Hilton, Donna Hanson, Tony Civello, Pat Gibbs, Nick Stathopoulos,
Marilyn Pride, Sue Batho, to the Gillespies and Ditmar and Paula McGrath and Rose Mitchell, to
Danny Heap and Justin Ackroyd and Emilly McLeay and the rest of MSFC — THANKS for being
such tolerant and energetic and open hosts. See you all in 2010 at the next Melbourne worldcon!

THANKS also to Alan White and Steve Stiles and Charlie Williams and Randy Cleary
and Kurt Erichsen and all the other artists whose illustrative genius graces these pages. Why
hasn’t each and every one of these brilliant wits won Hugos?

And speaking for myself, THANKS to la belle Rose-Marie for making DUFF
conceivable, winnable, and wonderful.

So what’s it all about? Let’s quote what is to come:

Helloooooooo? Hellooooooooo!

YEHHHHHHHH? YEHHHHHHHH!






I considered a DUFF campaign in 1999, but bowed out in favor of Janice Gelb. Two years later,
when Pat Molloy and Naomi Fisher sought DUFF, I contributed to a special fanzine published by
Rich and Nicki Lynch in promotion of their candidacy. So now, Rosy and I were candidates. We
had secured superb nominators with surprising, to me, ease. Now for the campaign. With thirty
years in apas, editorship of a Worldcon program book and Hugo nominations for Best Fanzine in
my resume, naturally I began working up a campaign zine for us.

“No!”

With horror the commandment came down from Olympus, in the voice of a former
DUFFie.

“You can’t do your campaign zine yourself! You can’t look like you want to win! Wait
for friends to campaign for you!”

I had smacked headlong into what I came to call the Unwritten DUFF Rules — and not for
the last time. But this would be the first time I ignored them. Wair? Suicidal! The Mclnerneys
were already out there, with their own campaign zine, Quokka Quest.

I had no idea what a “quokka” was (though I learned; see “The Far Side of the Earth”,
infra), but I knew trouble when I saw it. QQ as a fanzine met all the standards of DUFF
etiquette. It was fannish to the core, featuring praiseful paragraphs about Mike and Linda by
excellent big name people: Dick Lupoff, rich brown, Bill Wright, John Straede. Furthermore, it
was entertaining, featuring righteously silly filk to the tunes of “Davy Crockett” and “Waltzing
Matilda”. Wait? My left ... ear!

So as November, 02 waned, I sat myself down before the computer screen, cracked my
knuckles, flexed my fingers, and let’er rip. Our one-sheet zine had a rather prosaic, but to-the-
point, title: Guy & Rosy for DUFF! The brilliant Vegas artist, Alan White (check out our cover)
contributed a splendid logo: a robot kangaroo (that’s it on our title page). 1had the seed of the
text ready — the 100-word paragraph of self-promotion Pat and Naomi had requested for the
DUFF ballot. Easy enough to take that kernel, bury it in the compost of my ego, and let it grow,
grow, grow, right? Notright.

It was easy to pen praise for Rose-Marie — literally a child of SF fandom, via Joe Green
and Nita Green, she was and remains sweet, beautiful, bright, and beloved. Being none of those
things, / had to tout my ridiculous fannish career. Difficult — I never realized that my past was
such a jumbled mess. My youth in the comics lettercols, the Bay Area’s Little Men, and the Big
Easy’s NOSFA flowed into a 32-year spree in the Southern Fandom Press Alliance (first among
my several apas), a three-year presidency of the Southern Fandom Confederation, the editorship
of a Worldcon program book and Hugo nominations for Challenger. Hardly a linear resume.

Somehow 1 packed it all together. I closed by admitting that neither Rosy nor myself had
been downunder before. Another one of the unwritten rules — earlier visits were considered
practically de rigueur for DUFF. I tried to turn this negative into a positive, by stressing how
fresh we’d find the experience.

And just as I’d done in the hundred-word blurb, I closed with a reference to the movie
that had first excited my desire to visit Australia. Sure, few would get the reference from Picnic
at Hanging Rock, but those that did would support a kindred spirit. Wouldn’t they? I promised
to “climb Hanging Rock, and bring you back a scrap of calico.”

Out went the one-sheet zine — to apas, to conventions, to clubs, to every zine editor on my
review list, to every fan for whom I could find an address. And the waiting began ...

Paranoid by nature, I was utterly certain we’d lose. So sure was I that the McI’s
sweetness and their impressive lineup of BNF supporters would carry them through that I
formulated plans to cushion Rose-Marie’s disappointment, once the Bad News came in, with a
trip to Carlsbad Caverns, a place I loved and which she’d never visited. So fierce was my
growing tension that I almost welcomed getting rear-ended by a truck on January 24"™ . Well, not



really — the accident wrecked my car, hurt my back and smashed up my face, Not Good Things.
But it did distract me during the last week of voting.

And then it was February 1%, 2003. We, and the rest of the world, awoke to the
fragmented contrails of Columbia, vanishing into the morning sun.

In our species-wide anguish, the suspense of the DUFF race was, of course, utterly
forgotten. Until late that evening, that is, when Naomi Fisher and Pat Molloy called. Remember
that Pat works for NASA. What a kindness that — on what must have been the worst day of his
professional life — he should think of others.

“Well, Guy,” asked Naomi, “are you ready to go to Australia?”

Huh!

Our win was substantial, 101 votes to 57. My paranoia was revealed as ridiculous. In his note of
congratulation, McInenery blew my mind. Said he, “I doubt I would have ever decided to run in
the first place if I thought that you would be the other candidates!” Color me moved, delighted
... and abashed.

Our lives shifted into overdrive.

To acquaint ourselves with our duties, we studied past DUFF reports (Gelb’s was
magnificent). To acquaint ourselves with our destination, we rented Australian movies and
studied books on Australian travel. Rosy wanted to see the Outback. 7 wanted to see the
Sydney Opera House and Hanging Rock, and made the mistake of saying so. This set up another
mini-battle with the arbiters of DUFF etiquette. Who says you can’t look at scenery — at least if
you have a local fan along to share the experience?!

We made trip arrangements with our employment. No problem for me — my boss and my
judges (I was then, as I am now, a public defender) agreed that no one should let a mere job get in
the way of a free trip to Australia — but it forced Rosy out of her reporting position at the
Thibodeaux Daily Comet. She didn’t mind — her editor had wanted us to move to that tiny south
Louisiana city, and that was patently ridiculous: people move out of Thibodeaux, not fo it.

The weekend before Mardi Gras, 2003, Pat and Naomi brought us four leaden boxes of
old fanzines to peddle, and plenty of welcome advice. They named Aussie fans we should
contact. Once Mardi Gras was past, we burned the internet with e-correspondence. We arranged
crash space in Melbourne with Julian Warner, the reigning DUFF delegate from downunder. We
talked with Bill Wright, one of the country’s senior faneds, who sent us a book of useful facts
about Australia. (Somewhat useful facts. Did you know that Foxzami won the Melbourne Cup
the year [ was born? Toparoa was the winning horse in Rosy’s year. Fascinating, but ... ) We
found Robin Johnson, onetime Worldcon chair, whom I’d met at the 1974 DeepSouthCon.
Challenger had brought me into contact with Alan Stewart, the Hugo-nominated editor of
Thyme, the Melbourne SF Club’s club- and newszine — who agreed to meet our plane. We
corresponded with the Perth fans putting on 2003’s Australian National Convention, where we’d
really be on display. With them we set up space for a convention party, and at home, bought mix
for hurricanes and cyclones (New Orleans cocktails, as if I had to tell you) for the same.

In keeping with our Mardi Gras theme, we took advantage of post-Carnival sales at
Accent Annex, the local Mardi Gras emporium, and stripped their shelves, buying decorations for
our convention party and fancy-schmancy beads to wear and give out as presents.

We had pets to worry about — two cats and Jesse, our yorkie terrier. We arranged with
the wondrous Annie Winston to visit our pad twice a week to feed the felines, and, through
Rosy’s veterinarian stepsister, found a lovely young lady across Lake Pontchartrain to doggy-sit.
Turning over her woobie dawg to a stranger was a toughie for /a belle, but once done, she was
just about ready to go.

So was L. Just about.






~ nothing complicated, just pills that would bludgeon me into a coma. He started talking about
Prozac. No way! Prozac and its generics, I learned, literally change the chemistries of your
brain, and however odd my chemistries, still they were mine. I recognized how much good drug
therapy had done many depressed and anxious people, but ... not me. The very concept reeked of
an idea I abhorred: that human life is nothing more than chemical illusion. Irefused to bea
clockwork orange. Thwarted, he prescribed a mild sedative — tiny little pills with, I feared, tiny
little effect.

So I opted for hypnosis. During my last flight, to Bucconeer, lucky chance had sat me
next to a hypnotherapist, and his soothing words were invaluable in getting me to Baltimore,
semi-sane. Why not try it again? I contacted my former shrink and asked for a reference.

I was sent to a charming lady named Dr. Marcia Beard, who sat me in an easy chair,
covered me with a leaden-heavy blanket, and relaxed me with a tape of Aztec horns and abstract
verse. She inspired me with her confidence and comforted me with her warmth. She also taught
me a new purpose in breathing.

Her point was standard psychiatric stuff: since a passenger in a jet plane is absolutely
repeat absolutely helpless once the machine rises to the sky, you have to adjust your thinking.
You can’t control the flight. You can only control how you react to the flight.

So breathe. And listen to your breath. Innnnnnnnnnn. Quuuuuuuuut. Innnnnnnnnnn.
Ouuuuuuuuut. Forget everything but those words. Innnnnnnnnnn. Ouuuuuuuuut. Made sense
to me. Cuddled in that easy chair, with that heavy quilt atop me, I felt relaxed to the point of
bonelessness. Over the course of a month of treatments, my fears made room for other feelings.
Awe, for instance. When I got off that plane, I'd be in a new world. I'd see fantastic creatures.
I"d see a new sky. 1’d see the Southern Cross.

And I could do it! At the end of the final session, Dr. Beard said I went into a genuinely
deep trance. Buried in my unconsciousness, I faced down Anxiety with Anticipation ... and
came out ready. I felt I could do anything.

Finally, though, it wasn’t hypnotherapy or contemplating the glories I'd see that overcame my
terror. It was the glories Rosy would see. Through DUFF I could correct — or come as close as 1
could to correcting — an old sin. During my first marriage, my parents lived in Rio de Janeiro,
and offered to fly my wife Beth and me down any time we wanted. We never went — basically,
due to my flight-o-phobia. My selfish fear had denied Beth an experience she would have
remembered with joy for her entire life. I've never forgiven myself for that. I was rot going to
do it again.

And so, on the evening of April 11, 2003, our old friend Joe Celko came to New Orleans, joined
us at the Symphony Book Fair (see “A Symphony of Books” in Challenger #22) and took our
fan group out to dinner. The good times rolled. The next morming, John Guidry came to fetch us
to the place I most dreaded on Earth: the airport. But nothing would deter me from getting me
and mine onto that plane.

Except homeland security, maybe. We were both wanded.




The Shortest Day of Our Lives

April 12-14, 2003

I don’t remember much of the flight to Los Angeles, which is good — that bespeaks a smooth
experience. Though I was undoubtedly terrified, I managed to scribble some artsy-fartsy notes —
“spreading fingers of arroyos” ... “Clouds milling about like fat white cows” — as I ogled the turf
below, watching the landscape change from subtropical green to desert brown. I know it was a
relief when the United pilot turned on a wing and dove us into the vast bowl] of the Los Angeles
basin, full to the brim with cottony fog.

It was la belle’s first descent into the City of Angels, and I wished ours was a night flight,
like I’d taken before Iguanacon in 1977. My terror of air travel was just as fierce then as 26 years
later, but in *77 aesthetics overwhelmed all. Lights. The vastness and variant textures of all the
wonderful light below awed me with its galactic breadth and beauty. On this Saturday, there was
only ugly fog above gorgeous, gorgeous, gorgeous solid ground.

Our Australia flight — with Qantas, and bless you, Rain Man, for the reminder that
“Qantas never crashed” — wasn’t due to skidoo until midnight, which gave us several hours to
kill. I"d imagined, en route, that we’d rent wheels and spend the time as tourists, boogying out to
see L.A. sights like the Watts Towers and Hah-lee-wood. Or perhaps we could get Ruth
Judkowitz or one of my other Angeleno comrades to come say hello. But in reality, once back on
terra firma, our sole issue became lunch.

The International Terminal at LAX has a pretty good restaurant, generous with its
portions. Rosy had a chicken pot pie bigger than some Louisiana towns. After noshing, we
bought inflatable “necklace” pillows to support our necks during the long haul ahead, and loafed
at the terminal’s terminals — computer, that is. The day took off like our aircraft. My e-mails told
me that Challenger had again been nominated for the Fanzine Hugo. I was surprised and rack
pleased. A high to carry us over the ocean!

Well, we also needed a plane to convey us downunderwards. As evening wore on, we trekked
down the terminal concourse and got our first look at it —a 747, providentially parked adjacent to
a relatively puny DC-8 — a third its size.

I am awed by enormity, and that 747 was big. What was the strange emotion dancing
rampant over my fear of flying? Excitement? Anticipation? Must have been, because I found
myself anxious to get going.

I rushed to the bank window and traded our greenbacks for Australian money. Which
was pretty! Blue — red — yellow — orange — like Trix! Elastic to the feel, like Tyvek — and how
about the transparent window in one corner? Not to mention the unfamiliar people depicted on
the bills ... It must have been pre-flight hysteria, but I stifled a giggle. Other people’s icons ...
another people’s history ... another people’s stars.

At a few minutes to midnight we were herded onto the plane. All illusion of size
vanished as we took our seats. They were literal cocoons. Mine was called a window seat, but
the only window visible was a sliver of darkness past the edge of the seat in front of me. Atoms
separated our faces from that row. Furthermore, we were just ahead of the emergency door, the
same portal that had blown open on an African flight the week before, sucking a passenger into
the blue yonder. I tried not to think about that, or that I wouldn’t be able to leave this plane for
the next fourteen and a half hours. 14 % hours! Rosy, shoehorned into the center seat, picked up
my vibes. “Do your breathing,” she reminded me.

Innnnnnnnnnn. Quuuuuuuuut. Innnnnnnnnnn. Quuuuuuyuut.

VROOM!
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We soared into the blackness above the boundless Pacific.
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April 13, 2003

Qantas supplied us with small zipped pouches containing items designed to make out trip comfy.
Slippers — a collapsible toothbrush — an eyemask. Feeling like Bennett Cerf on What'’s My Line?
— who reading this is old enough to remember What'’s My Line? — I put mine on, inflated my
pillow, and slipped Dr. Beard’s relaxation tape into my portable player. I went to sleep and
awoke in Melbourne.

Ha! 1can’t even write that with a straight face! Though I never removed the pillow from
about my neck, and rose only once from the cocoon of my seat, I didn’t sleep a wink.

When I couldn’t tolerate the itchy mask any more, I checked out the tiny screen affixed to
the back of the seat before me. It offered a cineplex’s worth of movies and a satellite map of the
Pacific, a drawing of our plane centered within it. While the flicks were distracting — I suppose, I
remember none of them — the map was nothing less than a sanity-saver. It not only showed the
position of various islands on our route — minor rocks like Tahiti and Hawaii — but weather
systems. Turbulence could be anticipated — and the blessed end of turbulence, foretold. What
makes bouncy flights horrible for aerophobes like me is the seeming endlessness of the
experience. Through the map I could gauge how long the lurches would last. That, and Dr.
Beard’s tape, and the breathing exercises, and the grip of Rose-Marie’s comforting palm — and a
couple of my other doctor’s teensy little pills -- got me through the hours and hours and hours of
flying. Somehow. Rosy told me later that my palm never stopped sweating through 14 hours of
flight.

Without fanfare, we crossed the International Date Line. April 13, 2003 had lasted no
more than six hours. I was a bit disappointed when, later, we passed over the equator. Wasn’ta
stewardess supposed to come along and paint my face blue?

April 14, 2003
Thus, the hours passed. I didn’t sleep.

Eventually, the blackness outside of my sliver of window began to lighten. Eventually,
we could see ... sea. And eventually, we could see ... land.

For the 10,000,000™ time, I consulted the map on the screen. This time it showed
something I liked.

“Rosy!” I croaked in wonder. “That’s New Zealand\”

From then on, the flight was untrammeled joy.



I remember sweeping in over a bay. It was cloudy but we could see forested hills beyond the
water. The plane descended. Our ears went pop. There came the incredible moment of
anticipation that precedes any landing, as you sense the growing proximity of Mother Earth — and
then the squeal of the great tires on Australian asphalt.

We should have been thrilled, but instead, we were rack exhausted. I hadn’t slept, and
Rosy had been squashed so fiercely in her toothpaste tube of a seat that she couldn’t relax at all.
Having a nervous Nellie of a husband next to her couldn’t have helped.

We lurched onto the concourse. “Welcome to Australia!” a loudspeaker brayed.
Grasping a microphone in both mitts, smiling around it like a bilious piranha, a chubby salesman
gesticulated hysterically in front of a display of some sort. “De step by our duty~free shop and
sample our fantastic buys!” We stumbled stupefied past him towards customs. I remember a
moment of worry when we declared the bags of cocktail mix we’d packed for our party —~ would
we have to pay duty? — but then we were bursting through a door, luggage hanging from every
appendage, and a voice was saying, with some weariness, “I’m here, Guy.”

Tall young fella with a beard. Alan Stewart.

I can’t speak for Rosy, but I was a zombie. My eyesight was blurry and my brain went zzzzprz/
and przzxxt! when I tried to think. Ididn’t notice that Alan sat on the wrong, which is to say the
right, side of the seat when he drove us away, nor did I pay attention to the wrong, which is to say
left, lane upon which he drove his car. In fact, the next thing I recall was driving down an
extremely pleasant street of extremely pleasant houses bedecked with delightful trim in the
district of Melbourne called Brunswick. From the front of one nifty home a tall white-haired gent
smiled as we passed. “Friendly fella,” I thought.

It wasn’t till we stopped that we met the man, who would be one of our greatest friends
while we stood on Australian soil: Bill Wright.

Says the man about himself:

Bill Wright joined the Melbourne Science Fiction club in 1955 at age 18, when
SF fans were an isolate minority. Books and magazines were hard to come by and the
club's library was a veritable treasure trove. It still is.

With the revival of Australian fandom in 1968 under the benevolent dictatorship
of the late, great John Foyster, Bill involvement in general fannish activities increased
culminating in his becoming secretary of the Melbourne bid for the first Aussiecon held in
Melbourne in August 1975. Accompanied by Robin Johnson (who chaired Aussiecon
1975) he attended the first of the really big worldcons, LA Con, in 1972. There, in a
poolside cabana, he ran endless re-runs of the Antifan vs Aussiefan movie produced by
John Litchen and starring just about anybody who was somebody in Melbourne fandom
at the time.

Bill is remembered as an entertaining social gadabout and panelist at many
conventions during the 1970s; but he gafiated in the 1980s resurfacing briefly in 1990 to
donate his fanzine collection to the MSFC library. It now forms the centre of what is
known as the Bill Wright Collection, a literary repository that has the rare distinction of
being recognised officially by the Australian Science Fiction Foundation.

Bill's own fanzine Interstellar Ramjet Scoop - the journal for inquisitive readers -
named, if the truth be known, for its acronym IRS in a calculated ploy to annoy
Americans - first appeared in ANZAPA (and, briefly, in FAPA) as a Roneo production for
almost the entire decade of the 1970s. It was revived as a printed zine in December
1996 when he rejoined fandom. Each bi-monthly issue has absolutely stunning computer
generated cover graphic by award-winning fan artist Ditmar whose textual interpretations
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Melbourne & Woodend, Victoria

The Hanging Rock is a spectacular volcanic uprising on the plains below Mount Macedon [in Victoria,
Australia], of special interest to geologists on account of its unique rock formations, including monoliths
and reputedly bottomless holes and caves ... It was thought at the time that the missing persons had
attempted. to climb the dangerous rock escarpments near the summit, where they presumably met their
deaths; but whether by accident, suicide or ... murder has never been established, since the bodies were

never recovered.
Picnic at Hanging Rock by Joan Lindsay

Bill stepped on a patch of wet grass and his feet went flying. He crashed onto his rear end. A
backpack containing his thermos and other expensive gear hit the slope and slid, slowly as a
turtle, towards the edge of the abyss, in the midst of Hanging Rock.

“Guy!?” Rosy cried. “Ger it!”

I stretched my hand towards the sliding pack. It felt as if I were reaching through
molasses. The pack escaped me by inches, reached the edge — and went over. I watched it skid
to a halt ten feet down, inches from yet another chasm — still deeper and even more inaccessible.
One of us, obviously, would have to go after it.

Bill Wright couldn’t, of course. He is a large man, hearty with exercise, but pushing 70
and still learning to master his diabetes. He really shouldn’t have tried this trek up Victoria’s
famous mamelon, known from Peter Weir’s masterful film Picnic at Hanging Rock, and which
absolutely had to be the first item on our DUFF trip agenda. But he was a great fanzine editor, an
enthusiastic friend of the Down Under Fan Fund, had generously appointed himself our guide,
and couldn’t be refused.

Rosy volunteered — after all, she said, she was the lightest and we could easily haul her
back to safety. As if. I didn’t risk insanity on a 14%% hour transoceanic plane ride to send my wife
over a cliff and into peril. /had to go. I had to descend into that pit — and worry about getting
back later. So over I went, following the pack, sliding on my personality into the unknown.

I reached the pack and tossed it easily back up to Rosy and Bill. Now what? Below —
where the pack had almost fallen — was an impenetrable jumble of grey stone. The only way out
was up. How? The sides of the pit were about nine feet at this edge — and shear. No hand- or
footholds.

Above, a thin white sapling grew by the edge of the rock shelf. Rosy bent it down to me.
I grasped its rubbery limbs and began to haul my heaviness up, hand over hand., my feet seeking
purchase on the featureless sides of the crevice. The roots of the tree gripped into the Rock’s thin
layer of soil. As they bore my weight an inch — two — ripped free. Itook a great interest in those
roots. If they gave way, down I’d crash, and there would be no way for Rosy and Bill to get me
out. Like Miranda in Picnic, I’d stay there.

Not to mention the fact that we were lost. Lost ... on Hanging Rock.

v 3

Our road to Hanging Rock began, of course, in the early ‘80s, when laudatory word-of-zine from
west coast fandom propelled me to see the movie. I was living in North Carolina and the other
theatergoers must have thought the title referred to the Hanging Rock there. They may have
been disappointed, but I wasn’t. | was enraptured.

Peter Weir’s poignant and subtle parable of death and nature was a new thing in so many
cinematic ways. The subtext was both spooky and insightful. The message was both serious and



heartening. The metaphor was powerful and compelling. Amidst the stones of Hanging Rock —

and the pages of Joan Lindsay’s novel — Weir found an acceptance of nature, and death, that was
neither cynical nor despairing. To compensate my sensitive first wife for making her endure the
violent insanity of Apocalypse Now, I took her to Picnic at Hanging Rock, a sane, comforting,

beautiful reconciliation with life.

Which was also Australian. Aside from its substantial value as a metaphorical movie,
Picnic also introduced me to downunder film making, then in genuine renaissance. I glommed
onto every Aussie flick that opened, from The Road Warrior and Weir’s extraordinary The
Last Wave to The Chant of Jimmy Blacksmith and My Brilliant Career. I noted as much the
landscape on which the films were set as I did the actors — although no red-blooded American
boy could pay much attention to scenery when Judy Davis was on screen. But a vague desire to
go there, to visit Australia and see Hanging Rock, began to percolate — not that I'd ever get the
chance to, of course.

There matters rested.

Until I married Rose-Marie and found there was something in life that could overcome
my fear of flying. And, propelled by /a belle’s conviction that “it would be fun,” we ran for
DUFF.

The movie was on my mind from the very start of the campaign. In our flyer,
remembering one of my favorite scenes, I promised “to climb Hanging Rock, and bring [fandom]
down a scrap of calico.” When the Down Under Fan Fund race came out in our favor, two
ambitions were foremost in my mind: tour the Sydney Opera House — and keep my promise.

So here we were.

Everyone agreed that the day was just right for the picnic in Hanging Rock — a shimmering summer
moming warm and still, with cicadas shrilling all through breakfast from the loguat trees ... and bees

murmuring above the pansies.
Picnic at Hanging Rock

This didn’t seem a propitious day for a picnic. As we trundled into downtown Melbourne to
catch our train, we eyed not only the red “rake” river sculpture and the huge FCUK sign on the
department store (French Connection United Kingdom, that is), but the sky ... which was thick
with clouds. If there’s one thing a picnic doesn’t need, it’s rain.

Bill Wright, who met us at the train station, didn’t seem deterred. Bill is one of Australia
fandom’s senior zine editors, publisher of Interstellar Ramjet Scoop, and during the DUFF race
had helped both us and our rivals distribute campaign material. He had met us the day before at
the house where we were crashing, and had hosted our first dinner downunder with Rose
Mitchell, Paula McGrath and Alan Stewart. His offer to guide us to Hanging Rock had been
gratefully accepted, and getting us onto the train to Woodend was the first step. N.B.: he carried
two thick backpacks of picnic goodies. We brought cameras — and in the pocket of my coat, a
two-inch fluff panda with one eye and a red bow tie: Mib, whose adventures have been many.

The hour’s train ride north of Melbourne was a revelation — our first look at the Victorian
countryside. The low hills and sublime greenery delighted me with memories of North Carolina,
as the sheep fled in droves from the train. But the beauty of the surroundings and the joy of travel
on a clean, spacious train (we scored a private compartment) were all but lost on me. Clouds
hovered. Rainspecks tickled the windows. Would our picnic be inundated? If so, would this be
our only chance at Hanging Rock? Wright still wasn’t worried. Mindful of the hole in the ozone
overhead, his main concern was that Rosy slop enough sunscreen onto my baldness.

When we reached Woodend Bill plowed off through the touristy town in search of
transport to the Rock. Ladies at a stationery store showed typical Aussie friendliness, allowing
Bill to call a cab and us to check our e-mail. The day remained cloudy, but sunshine still broke



through, in the form of our taxi driver. Her name was Sue. She and her mother ran the Woodend
cab company, and it must be the jolliest business in Australia. Her smile was constant, her chatter
was happy, and her word was “YEHHHHHHHHH!!!”

I rode with Sue in the front seat — grabbing instinctively for the steering wheel, which
wasn’t where I instinctively felt it belonged, on the left. I was enjoying her talk so much —
YEHHHHHHHH!!! — that Hanging Rock sneaked up on me. Suddenly there it was, to our left.

While they were talking the angle of vision had gradually altered to bring the Hanging Rock into sudden
startling view. Directly ahead, the grey volcanic mass rose up slabbed and pinnacled like a fortress from
the empty yellow plain. [They] could see the vertical lines of the rocky walls, now and then gashed with
indigo shade, patches of grey green dogwood, outcrops of boulders even at this distance immense and
formidable. At the summit, apparently bare of living vegetation, a jagged line of rock cut across the serene

blue of the sky.
Picnic at Hanging Rock

Sue dropped us off at the gate to the
Reserve, and we walked up the road
toward the rugged hill before us.
Playing in my mind, the haunting
melodic theme from Peter Weir’s
movie, “The Pipes of Pan”.

Hanging Rock is a mamelon,
an extinct volcano, some six million
years old — a whelp by geological
standards. It rises 105 meters, about
345 feet, from the forest at its base.
Its rocks loom from the Earth — as if
newly awakened from eons of sleep.
The stone, we learned, is
solvsbergite, lava rich with soda,
which accounts for the rugged
appearance of the dark grey rock.
We headed up along the path.

“Miranda!”

My shout was a joke.
Everybody calls for Miranda, one of
the girls lost in the Lindsay novel
and Weir film. She’s never
answered.

The path wound through
verdancy thick and wild. No
resemblance, here, to the trimmed
and tamed civilized landscapes
surrounding America’s parks. Up a
steep slope, and then the bottom
stand of rocks was visible. I rushed
forward — groaning at the obscenity
of a soggy tennis ball and a beer
bottle underfoot — to thrust my




hands into the mossy covering.

The immediate impact of [the] soaring peaks induced a silence so impregnated with its powerful presence
that even Edith was struck dumb. The splendid spectacle ... was brilliantly illuminated for their
inspection. On the steep south facade the play of golden light and deep violet shade revealed the intricate
construction of long vertical slabs; some smooth as giant tombstones, others grooved and fluted by
prehistoric architecture of wind and water, ice and fire. Huge boulders, originally spewed red hot from

the boiling bowels of the Earth, now come to rest, cooled and rounded in forest shade.
Picnic at Hanging Rock

The stones of Hanging Rock are enormous, but not smooth. The lava is pockmarked and uneven,
and if you’ve any imagination, those marks form faces for you; so it seems, as you ascend along
the steep path into the monoliths, that you’re climbing into a cluster off of Easter Island: half-
graven moss-swathed images of the gods of the Earth, solemn, benign, ancient, and calm; utterly
indifferent.

Wildness is endemic to Hanging Rock. There are no signs warning the traveler to
restrain his steps to the paths, nor rangers to enforce restrictions and keep you safe. The tempting
canyons and passages that open up as the rocks jumble around you are your own risk to explore.
So on the way up I clambered into puddle-floored caves and scrabbled over leaning pillars —
keeping Rosy and Bill within earshot, of course.

We found ourselves at a wide stone plaza, and Bill broke out the grub. We chowed down
on roast beef and chicken sandwiches, and even tried the Australian sandwich staple, Vegemite.
No comment. While Bill and Rosy ate, I wandered off. A couple and a few teenagers had joined
us on the rock shelf, but solitude as sure as outer space was as close as around the nearest
boulder. Behind it, out of the wind, a single strand of spiderweb stretched along the lava, and the
moss wasn’t even cold.

We were still low on the mountain. Above us the trail grew steeper, the stones crowded
in even thicker. Here and there, fresh plantings stood wrapped in wire mesh and orange fabric,
straining into the wire with the wind. They reminded me of the English boy’s notepaper flags,
from the film. The trail was marked with tamped earth and a handrail; we followed it, upwards,
towards the summit.

High on Hanging Rock the trees from the forest below surrender to the sky, and the view
is clear, and far, and spectacular. The clouds had gone on their way for a while, so we could see
far out over the green world, to Mount Macedon and the “Camel’s Hump”. Up there, with such a
view, the Rock is serene, and you think, surely this beauty is the reason you’ve climbed this far,
and you can’t help but feel that in the beauty, there is safety. As you wander through the highest
monoliths, pushing aside branches of gnarled gum saplings growing somehow in this rocky soil,
you have about you only sky, around you only loveliness, and by the time you discover that you
have squeezed through one too many narrow gaps, clambered over one too many boulders,
sneaked through one too many natural arches, crossed one too many abandoned fences, and now
have no idea of the slightest kind where the path is or how fo get down — it’s too late.

Everything if only you could see it clearly enough, is beautiful and complete — the ragged nest, Marion's
torn muslin skirts fluted like a nautilus shell, Irma’s ringlets framing her face in exquisite wiry spirals —~
even Edith, flushed and childishly vulnerable in sleep. ... The others were awake now and on their feet.
Miranda was looking at her strangely, almost as if she wasn’t seeing her. When Edith [spoke], she tumed
and began walking away up the rise, the other two following a little way behind. ... To her horror all three
girls were fast moving out of sight behind the monolith. “Miranda! Come back!” Edith took a few

unsteady steps toward the rise and saw the last of a white sleeve parting the bushes ahead.
Picnic at Hanging Rock






INTERIM WITH DITMAR

April 16, 2003

So maybe we should have stayed overnight in Woodend and made a second assault on the secrets
of Hanging Rock. Instead, we did laundry.

Or tried to do laundry. Julian and Lucy had a washer, of course, but we were still new
enough to Australian ways to feel like intruders. So off we went down Brunswick’s main drag,
Sydney Road, dirty clothes bagged and in hand, with high ambitions of washing our clothes.

Complete failure.

We stopped at a police station and received directions from a constable named — truly —
Brain. But despite his advice we found no launderettes (Americans call them laundromats),
settling instead for a rather sleazy breakfast and an internet café with dismally slow computers.
Footsore, we rode a tram back to Frederick Street, assisted by friendly locals who helped us
figure out how to pay. All part of the cheerful alienness slash alien cheerfulness of Australia,
which we were just beginning to comprehend.

The major difference was, the people were actually nice. Spontaneously, on their own,
strangers would speak to us on the street and on the train, and without ulterior motive. Waitresses
wouldn’t accept tips. Neurosis and anger weren’t at the tip of every tongue. It was an impression
that never faded: Australians were just plain nice. They made me feel like America was Bi-Polar
Central.

Eventually, we did our laundry at Lucy’s. It was a new experience for us techno-addicted
yankees: drying clothes in the sun.

The rest of the day was spent in planning, setting up cabs and trams, solidifying our
dinner date, and getting acquainted with Australian TV. I made note of a game show called Pick
Your Face — 1 would‘ve won millions when 1 was 16 — and a kiddie show called Bambaloo,
starring a cute blonde girl who wore her tee shirt high and her jean hems low. She was
delightfully typical of the young ladies of Australia. I never saw more cute tummies before in my

life!

Melbourne’s Saigon Inn, we learned, was a fannish hangout for many years, especially for the
group known as the Nova Mob. Thereto we adjourned for the evening’s festivities.

There were two fannish dinners set for the night of April 16® — practically at adjoining
tables. At one sat Bruce and Elaine Gillespie — and since no discussion of Australian fandom
would be complete without an introduction to Bruce, I’m going to ask him to do the honors ...

| entered fandom in late 1967, when | got in touch with the people who
produced ASFR. | met most of them in one weekend in December 1967, wrote for ASFR
during 1968, and joined the newly organised ANZAPA in 1968. | began SF Commentary
in early 1969, and produced the first 18 issues in two years (while | was attempting to be
a teacher in country Victoria).

At the beginning of 1970 | managed to escape from teaching into professional
publishing, and SF Commentary itself began to improve. It won Hugo nominations in
1972, 1973 and 1975. At first SFC was very serious-critical, but personal elements
began appearing, along with the long-running editorial/letter column 'l Must Be Talking to
My Friends'. | used the magazine as a sort of superior diary through the 1970s.

At the end of the 70s | couldn't face the vast new flood of SF, stopped
producing SFC for some years, and began The Metaphysical Review in 1984, to cover
all my interests, including music, movies, and fandom in general. In the end, SF
Commentary won through, and it's still the magazine that gets the best response. Steam



Engine Time (begun 2000) was an attempt at international magazine publishing longer
articies about SF; however, Maureen and Paul Speller dropped out, without explanation,
and Jan Stinson has joined the editorial team.

Main awards include lots of Ditmar Awards and William Athelings, those three
Hugo nominations, Fan Guest of Honourship at Aussiecon in 1999 in Melbourne, and
the Bring Bruce Bayside Fund trip in 2005, where | was award Immediate Past President
of the Fan Writers of America.

Elaine and | got together in 1978, and married in March 1979. As with many
fans, we have no children, but always five cats, and many books, CDs and DVDS.

Bruce and Elaine were hosting a Memorial Meal with Jenny Bryce and Yvonne Rousseau
for John Foyster, who had died short days before. Jenny and Yvonne were two of the late great’s
wives. Bruce can tell you about John Foyster if, like us, you never got to meet him:

More than any other person except Merv Binns, John Foyster is responsible for
the fact that there is any SF scene in Australia at all. When fandom almost disappeared
between 1958 and 1966, John was producing quality fanzines that he sent overseas. He
organised the 1966 Melbourne Eastercon, which revived convention fandom in Australia,
and also set up the publishing of Australian Science Fiction Review, with John Bangsund
as editor, and John Foyster and Lee Harding as main writers and production team.
ASFR in turn led to the revival of fandom in all other state capitals.

In a few years, John Foyster had much to do with the setting up of ANZAPA,
he set up the Nova Mob (Melbourne's SF discussion group, which continues), and
launched the Aussiecon | bid. We won the bid in 1973 for 1975, but John did not stay on
as Chair. John also produced (in 1969) a very remarkable small-circulation critical
magazine (known as exploding madonna or The Journal of Omphalistic Epistemology
(JOREY). and a series of areat fannish maaazines. such as Boys Own Fanzine and
Chunden

At various times, real life took him out of fandom, but he always returned. One
of his best fanzines was the electronic fanzine eFNAC (still up on efanzines.com), more
than half the issues produced after he was diagnosed with a brain tumour in 2001.

He was married to Elizabeth (untii 1'976) Jenny (until 1987), and he and
Yvonne married just before he died. He and Elizabeth have a daughter, Miranda.
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HE FAR OI0 OF THE CARTH

April 17-23, 2003

New Orleans is located at 30 degrees North latitude and 90 degrees West longitude. Its antipode -
the spot on our planet directly opposite - is at 30 degrees South latitude and 90 degrees East
longitude. It's in the Indian Ocean.

Except for two flyspeck islands to the southwest, Ile St. Paul and Ile Amsterdam, the
closest solid earth to that point of empty water lies some distance to the east: Rottnest Island, just
off Fremantle, close to Perth, on the west coast of Australia. On dry land, you can get no further
from the Big Easy.

Rosy and I have been there - as the North American delegates of the Down Under Fan
Fund - and as delegates on our own, to the far side of the Earth.

%

They call them "windcheaters" downunder - the jackets we call windbreakers up here in the
States. Both Rosy and I needed ours as we waited for our cab outside the Julian Warner/Lucy
Sussex bungalow, where we'd been ensconced for the first few days of our DUFF excursion. It
was cool in the pre-dawn, and Venus burned high in the gorgeous purple sky, the Southern Cross
having already set. As our taxi negotiated us to the airport, I kept a lookout for kangaroos.

I was feeling cheated. This was our fourth day in Australia and so far we hadn't
glimpsed any of its legendary fauna. On our jaunt to Hanging Rock we'd seen sheep and cattle
and goats and a Shetland pony and a swaybacked horse - but no 'roos, koalas, kookaburras, or
platypodes - nothing distinctly Australian. What a bummer! I was beginning to think that we
weren't in Australia at all, but some extreme suburb of L.A. where the moon looked funny.

Perhaps I was merely nervous about the flight. The four-hour loft to Los Angeles from
Nawlins, followed by 14 Y2 hours en route to Melbourne, had taught me that flying could be
endured, even by an aerophobe like me. But that lesson had only been absorbed intellectually. My
terror of the airways extended into the cellular, and there, nerves reigned.

Perhaps my search for kangaroos and their kindred was born of that fear; for sure, we'd
seen none as we pulled under the gate to the Melbourne aerodrome. The sign above the gate
should have inspired me:

LIFE IS SHORT, THE WORLD IS WIDE
- but I didn't appreciate the reminder.

The plane, I must say, was a beaut. We don't have Airbus A330s in America yet,
more's the loss; the long wings, the wide windows, the comfy seats, the fold-down movie screens
- none completely allayed my terror, but I was developing quite a faith in Qantas. Nevertheless it
was still with trepidation that I watched the shadow of the plane shrink below me.

As we headed west, we passed over Adelaide, a city Naomi Fisher had praised - and
which we weren't scheduled to visit. Already regret was beginning to grow in me for what we
could not see on this trip. I eyed the unknowable terrain past Adelaide with something like
sadness. I knew from the map that it was bush, country, wild turf we wouldn't see up close - if
Qantas kept its perfect flying record going, that is. It was territory we wanted to see, too,
emptiness having its own appeal. But it also had its purpose; its desolation gave our destination
its rarest distinction: the most isolated city in the world.



Craig Stephenson - since early on, our contact with Swancon, this year's Australian
National SF Convention - met us at the Perth airport, holding a sign reading DUFF at the gate.
Perth's isolation - further from another major metropolis than any other substantial gathering of
humanity anywhere - was something of a pride with "Stevo". He bustled us up to Kings Park,
overlooking the city and the beautiful Swan River, talking up the city’s beauty and uniqueness. I
had to say, for a burg founded in 1829, Perth looked both clean and modern, some contrast to its
contemporary, New Orleans, even before Katrina.

That was it for the touristing, at least for the moment. A con awaited. Now I get to
sound like an ingrate.

For one thing, though Swancon was glad to welcome its American guests, and comped
us memberships, it couldn't afford to pay for our room. DUFF had to. Also, the event was small -
about the size of a DeepSouthCon, i.e., a membership in the low hundreds. And that constituency
was young and inbred; everyone seemed not only to know each other, but to hang together most
weekends, not just this one. We couldn't help but feel ever so delicately out of place. How doubly
glad we were to greet Bill Wright and the great Robin Johnson, the Aussiecon chairman whom I
first met at the '74 DSC. Let’s insert a word or two about Robin ... from Robin.

Robin, an Australian brought up in Britain in an Army family, became involved in
fandom in the late fifties, and attended part of the London Worldcon in 1957. When he
moved back to Australia in the late sixties, the only people he knew were fans, and it was
not long before
he got sucked in to the bid for an Australian Worldcon.

At a time when some great fanzines were heading out from Australia to
worldwide accliaim, and thanks to great publicity and staff work by many people, both in
Australia and abroad, Aussiecon won the 1975 slot. Robin was left standing as nominal
chair of the Con when all the others dodged the moving finger.

An inspired choice of GoH, Ursula LeGuin, generously gave her time for an
inaugural writers' workshop, and thus is considered to have given a start to the current
wave of younger writers (and small press publishers) that is evident in Australia today.

Robin retired from the North Island of Australia some years ago, now lives in
Tasmania, where he occasionally gets involved in running conventions.

Excerpt for these worthies, I'm sure we were
the oldest people at the event.

But NatCon/Swancon was fun, and won us
over. The kids were friendly - loved those Turner
twins! - and the other guests were entertaining and
interesting. We enjoyed watching the talented
paleontologist Brian Choo paint dinosaurs. Danny
Heap and Justin Ackroyd were there - they handled the
small auction - and the former DUFF winner, Cathy
Cupitt, cuter than ever. Simon Oxwell and Grant
Watson, the undoubted stars of Perth fandom, put on
their "Raw Cordial" show, a live and film presentation a (\
that was the gag highlight of the con. Our hosts, Julian
Warner and Lucy Sussex, appeared; this year the
lovely Lucy came away with the A. Bertram Chandler
Award for her overall contributions to Aussie SF.
Lynn Flewelling — sketched here by Tony Shillitoe —

was the American pro GoH. Shillitoe, Australian L \} l -—
professional Guest of Honor, gave a terrific talk in




which he spoke earnestly and intelligently on the value of the fantasy genre - giving voice to
people's passion on a heroic scale. "Voices are important,” said this teacher - voices of defiance
and hope against unjust systems. Stephen Dedman was a familiar name; talked to him quite a bit
at Cupitt's house, where we crashed after the convention.

The programmers for the event — criticized later for failing to utilize their excellent
Aussie guest list — put us on two panels, and let me handle another one myself. Our mutual
panels were on being a newcomer to fandom and fan funds. Rosy shone, her natural charm
beaming forth. We really got off on a special Hound of the Baskervilles presentation - a
compilation of scenes from lots of versions, from Rathbone's (how ‘bout that last line?) to
Stewart Granger's (uniformly panned) to a dreadful animated version (which looked like Scoobie-
Doo without the Scoobie. Right ... just the doo.)

Another panel dealt with Batman.
Hey, blokes, teach your granny to suck eggs! An
audience member had the ill grace to mention
that I was a DC veteran, which I think
intimidated the panelists, especially when I
mentioned interviewing Bob Kane in his comics-
art-bedecked living room and the fact that he was
sucha ... a ... (Spanier?) Putz! Putz, yes, that's
it. The kids had never heard of the Giant Props
Era, nor knew much about the enormous changes
in the character when Julie Schwartz took over
Detective Comics or especially when Frank
Robbins re-imagined Bats as The Dark Knight,
inspiring Tim Burton and his movie,but hey, they
tried. 7 tried not to talk too much.

The pup moderating my Smallville
panel couldn’t try — he'd never even seen the
series! Expected to carry the full load, I was
crippled by a spoiler factor: Aussie television
was a full year behind ours in providing fans
their Clark Kent fix. So the audience wouldn't let
me talk about the pivotal Chris Reeve episode,
"Rosetta" — eventually nominated for a Hugo —
or anything more recent than the triple-tornado
climax of the first season. I did manage to work
in some comments about the place of character in
Smallville, a central theme I'm convinced of the whole series. A kid's gripe about Jonathan Kent's
attitude towards Lex Luthor -- the crowd was wild about Lex — sparked a long GHLIII monolog
about the purpose of parenthood, and my only political comment of the con: that Jonathan's moral
strength and obstinate myopia were symptomatic of why America invaded Iraq. Nevertheless, I
insisted, I’d rather have one such dude on my team than ten thousand Arab maniacs.

A major treat, the concom had us present the fan Ditmars - Aussie fandom's equivalent
of the Hugos. Rosy and I alternated reading the nominees and then the winner, and even if we
shallow American idiots had never heard of any of them, at least our announcements were met
with wild enthusiasm. In addition, the con was kind enough to announce Challenger's fourth
Hugo nomination, revealed by Torcon just that week.

We managed, too, to explore Perth — a little. In addition to thrice-daily excursions to
the Internet Café in the bookstore down the block, breakfast jaunts to the legendary Miss Maud’s
(the delicious pounds leapt upon me and clung), and dinner expeditions (don't ask for water in
Australia, because they'll bring you mineral water, at $5AU a pop), we wandered on Easter




Sunday into the delightful student quarter to see a movie -- the only film we'd see on our entire
trip. Sacrilegious souls that we are, it was The Magdalene Sisters, a jolly tale of the sadistic
Catholic order that imprisoned Irish girls suspected of sin. The film starred Geraldine McEwan,
the brilliant Brit actress who would later play Miss Marple on BBC TV, and championed the
courage and defiance of the inmates. Naturally, it was flercely critical of the church. I was glad
that, on the way back to the hotel, we chanced upon a religious group collecting funds for charity
work. Now that’s the idea.

Okay, the NatCon was small and its interests younger than ours. So what? We were still grateful
and delighted to be among the ken. So how could we make known our delight? Came the
convention's epic moment — our party. Rosy and I had decided weeks ago that to make a splash
at Swancon, we had to make a real splash — with hurricanes. We bought umpteen packets of
famous Pat O'Brien's cocktail mix and arranged with the concom to hold a bacchanal post-
masquerade.

They established us in an unused bar on the convention floor and very kindly provided
us with three huge buckets of ice -- gifts from the local McDonald's. (Cleaner and with quanta
more class than your local Mickey D's ... or mine.) Rosy hung decorations with a Mardi Gras
theme, carefully adorned the bar and tables with Mardi Gras beads and faux doubloons, and I
played bartender. Simple enough task, really. Fill a pitcher with cold water, mix in the powder,
fill a cup with ice, pour in the kool-aid, add half a jigger of good Australian rum, and watch the
people smile.

Costumed Australians flocked to the bar. Rosy hung beads about every neck and I
poured inebriant down every (legal) throat. They came back for more, and more. Turned out that
Mardi Gras is an almost exclusively gay holiday downunder; the natives were tickled to find out
that it's a universal bash in New Orleans. And that it came with its own signature booze.

The hurricanes and cyclones flowed - the beads rattled - the Aussies got down — and
from cute Coreynn I heard a compliment I never expected to hear: "You guys rock!”

v

Indeed we did, after the con — rocked on a train to Fremantle, and rocked on a shuttle boat to
Rottnest Island, on Australia's westernmost coast. Again Bill Wright was our guide, and Robin
Johnson came along. My fears that we'd be shepherding a couple of feeble old guys around were
quickly dispelled — active and athletic, both boys put us to shame,

Robin knew Fremantle well — he was not only a retired worldcon chairman but a retired
travel agent. He knew where to take us — the Maritime Museum, where the featured exhibit was
the wretched and fascinating story of the haunted ship, the Baravia. Horrific stuff — a shipwreck
on a desert island, a Lord of the Flies tyranny, murder by massacre, justice by rope. The
Museum had relics of every kind from the Batavia on exhibit, including the skeleton of a victim
(his skull dented from a cutlass blow) and a hunk of the keel, preserved somehow at the bottom of
the sea. Very scary, very cool.

Then we were off on a shuttle across the deep, deep blue-black Indian Ocean, the
deepest blue I’d ever seen. It blew my mind. The Indian Ocean! Never have we, or any
members of our families, been further from home. Or hotter. While Bill went swimming and
Robin took a bus tour, Rosy and I rented bicycles and pedaled hither and yon about the nearby
bays and inlets — a beautiful experience, but criminy, was it hot, and Gawd!, were we out of
shape!

Too bad, because the day was beautiful and Rottnest, despite its ugly name, was a nifty
island. The sea was exquisite, if just as cold to the toes as its Atlantic and Pacific cousins, and the
view of distant lighthouses and even more distant Perth calmed and soothed the heart, [ had a
serious case of the vacation jitters. There was so much to see, so many wonders to experience,



and the days seemed so crowded and busy and
short. I found I had trouble staying in the
moment, because the sense of things-undone-
and-left-to-do was just so intense. For instance,
after a week in Australia, | hadn't seen any
kangaroos not made out of metal - a set of
sculptures on the streets of Perth. And here on
Rottnest, despite hours of sweaty pedaling, we
had yet to see any quokkas.

Quokkas are funny critters, even in
Australia, where funny critters abound. A
marsupial, they're unique to Rottnest, never
having gained a foothold on the mainland. The
story of the quokka is a funny one, and quite
involved, so instead of regaling you with their
tale, I'll just refer you to
http://www.calm.wa.gov.au/plants_animals/ma
mmal.quokka.html]
and let it go at that. Signs at the boat dock
asked stupid American tourists neither to fear
nor to feed them. So while surreptitiously
ogling the sunbathing tourist girls, I also
scanned the scenery for quokkas, but found

none.

It was late afternoon, and the four of us were cooling off at a beachside café, when I
voiced this gripe to Robin and Bill. Robin reported seeing multitudes of the beasts on his bus trip.
I fairly seethed with frustration. Then Robin returned from the bathroom and advised me to step
into the dining room.

Lumbering patiently amidst the table legs of the café was a brown furry beast that
seemed assembled by committee. He was about the size of a beaver - larger than I'd expected -
with a rat's tail and a possum's friendly face. He reminded me a bit of Louisiana's nutria, which
are not, of course, marsupial - but I was not disappointed. This was a quokka - unique to my
experience, utterly unafraid, and cute.

"Now you've seen a quokka in his natural habitat," Robin laughed. "A tourist
restaurant!"

And now I felt like I'd been in Australia!

Night fell. While Rosy, Bill and Robin chatted, awaiting the boat back to the distant lights on the
mainland, 1 lay on my back on the cool green grass and stared up at the vivid Southern Cross,
dominant in the alien sky. I almost dreaded the approaching boat ride. I wished we'd joined Robin
for the bus trip to the end of the island, but still, it had been a glorious day - one of the best we'd
have in Australia. Never again, I knew, would we be that far from home - never again, I knew,
would we watch a quokka bumble across a lawn, as one did just then, a few feet away.

3

The next day answered almost all of our fauna needs. We accompanied Dave Cake - Perth fan,
onetime DUFF (and GUFF) candidate - into the country outside of town. Rosy was looking
forward to seeing some real outback, not realizing that the Outback to Australians is like the
Kansas wheat country is to us. We couldn't see red dirt and aborigines and Ayers Rock without a


http://www.calm.wa.gov.au/plants_animals/ma

separate plane trip - and having committed to an extra day or two in Perth, we just didn't have the
time.

So we saw the Swan Valley, instead. Wine country - too far north, David said, for the
primo stuff, but the grapes we passed still hung heavy on the vine, and they made attractive
counterpart to the white-barked gum trees. I'd hoped to see some 'roos and wombats and whatnot
cavorting in the wild, but in that I was to be disappointed - sort of.

Only “Sort of,” because Dave took us to the Caversham Wildlife Park, where
encounters with 'roos and such were guaranteed. Though the zoo - soon to move - seemed a bit
rough and unpolished, it was also approachable. That is, you could get up close and personal
with the inhabitants, and through them, with a bit of the Australian experience.

Such as the sluggish koalas - sad grey lugs who eat nothing but eucalyptus leaves,
which are poor in nutritional value and give them barely enough energy to scratch. The 'roos, in
their petting pen, also seemed a little tepid - but only because it was the height of a hot day. But
I'm not making a big enough deal about our first live encounter with Australia's signature critters.

Kangaroos remind me of deer - they have about the same temperament and are spotted
in the wild with about the same luck and frequency. In captivity, they were anxious to scarf from
our palms the pressed foodies given us by the park management. Biggest hoot: the joeys, hooves
and heads sticking out of their mamas' packed pouches, so huge and cumbersome that we
wondered why the does didn't dump the joeys onto the turf, commanding the bums, Get a job!

The critters were plentiful - dingoes, Tasmanian devils, wallabies - even camels,
brought to Australia as beasts of burden in the Red Center. I made one fast friend at Caversham, a
friendly parrot who stuck his head out of his cage and engaged me in conversation. "Helloooo?"
he said, and "Helloooo!" 1 said back. This went on for quite some time. (A photo of this
encounter appears elsewhere.) My least favorite? The flying
foxes, bats which pissed constantly and contaminated the
whole zoo with their reek. Yick

Cake escorted us to lunch at one of the wineries in
the Swan Valley, the Houghton Vineyards, and Rosy bought
a bottle of their brew as a succulent souvenir. It awaits an
appropriate moment for uncorking.

That night we joined the dead dogsters from the
Swancon at a farewell bash. The site was a downtown
eatery known as Pancakes, which served crepes, mixed
liberally with fannish pandemonium. We probably shouldn't
have given Perth two extra days, but it was still a bittersweet
moment when we said farewell. The lady who drove us
back to Cathy Cupitt's, where we were staying, pointed out a
building she said was modeled after Marilyn Monroe. Huh?
I must have been too tired, or too surfeited with crepes, to
understand. Perhaps I was simply too sad about the passage
of time. The next day, after all, we would return to
Melbourne, and begin the downhill side of our DUFF
journey.

That night Cathy's place was rich with Sfers,
"filling in the corners" of the convention with late-night
conversation. We joined in until exhaustion took its toll.
The next morning we were awoken by the contrasting
sounds of Cupitt's breadmaking machine and an unknown
Australian bird, making beautiful music outside of our
window.

Coo-loo-looooo. Uhh ... that was the bird.










beaver — but, to my surprise, not the size of a beaver. The hyperactive tiny fur flying saucers swooping
and diving through their shadowy aquatic lairs were no larger than squirrels. Just too cool. The Hiltons
noted my rapture; when we left, they gave me a tiny pewter platypus as a souvenir.

We stopped for a boomerang demonstration, and as the aboriginal weapon corkscrewed through the
ozone, learned that boomerangs come right- or lefi-handed and need grooves to fly. A way cool show of
native birds of prey brought forth a kestrel falcon, hovering — a black-breasted buzzard, beating an egg
with a rock (non-primates do use tools!) — and a huge wedgetail eagle, its wing frothing the air, catching a
dead — I hope! — mouse tossed by its keeper. The eagle’s perch was right above our heads. Add a
sensation to the Australian catalog — the wind from a wedgetail’s wings.

That was almost it for Healesville, but ... not ... quite. We did see kangaroos there, just as we had
in Perth — only ... not ... quite as we had in Perth. For one thing, these were not the tame and pettable
beasts we fed by hand at Caversham. These ‘roos were rather wilder, which is to say, less ... subdued. In
fact, one randy dude had mothers covering their children’s eyes, and virgins fleeing. I gave him an
immediate nickname: Ron Jeremy, after the flabby porn king and his trick of self- ... engulfation. Why
did he do it? Because he could. 1 dare be no clearer than that.

“YEHHHHH!” smiled a cute female zoo worker. “That’s very niiice, isn’t it?”

Up — up — up — along narrow mountain roads into the heart of the Dandenong Range. Julia was a splendid
driver, but riding in the front passenger seat, on the /eff, on what I still felt was the wrong side of the
road, made the twists and turns a bit more entertaining than usual. Our destination — gratefully reached —
was on the crest of the hill, beautiful Orlinda, a tourist town par excellence.

Colorful cockatoos flew as freely o’erhead as do pigeons and robins, stateside. We found a
gourmet restaurant called Pie in the Sky, and supped on delectabilities. Craig reports that I ate something
called “a pie floater” and Rosy had “a mild Thai curried chicken pie that was more creamy than she
expected” — I remember only leaving, with a happy tummy. Sated, we explored, photoing Craig in a
candy store (see the pic in Chall no. 18) and touring Orlinda’s many antiques shoppes. Rosy was in hog
heaven. A display of go-juss ornate Venetian carnivale masks caught my eye. They could have come
straight out of Mardi Gras. A bittersweet thought. 1 was loving Australia so much that I almost hated
being reminded of home.

&

So we’d seen kangaroos and cockatoos — a different sort of animal than we’d hung with on Friday
evening: fannus australianus.

The Melbourne Science Fiction Club had been sending me entertaining fanzines for years. From
it had issued Ethel the Aardvark, an excellent clubzines chockablock with articles by Danny Heap,
photos and caricatures of the membership, and an inspiring sense of a fun group. Tall, bearded Alan
Stewart, who had met our plane on first arrival in Australia, won a Hugo nomination at the last Aussiecon
for Thyme, the world’s strangest newszine. It was an attractive, enjoyable, and informative publication —
but its latest issues were dated more than a year in the past. Alan’s explained this practice to me more
than once, but you’ll have to ask him why. Anyway, for as long as I’d been reading those fine
publications, I’d daydreamed about attending a MSFC meeting, and the Friday afier Swancon, by God,
we did it.

Alas that we didn’t get to MSFC that Friday, because the week after Natcon is, we were told, one
of exhaustion, and nothing much happens. Ne’ertheless it was fun to see the facility and meet folks I only
knew from photos.

The facility is St. David’s Uniting Church Hall in Melbourne’s West Brunswick. Its kitchen was
staffed this p.m. by a familiar, and utterly cute, face from Ethel — Emilly McLeay. In gratitude for the
issue of Challenger I pressed upon her, she sold me a Coke and a candy bar. I seem to recall a unique
shape to the Coca-Cola can, and a special tanginess to the contents.

Alan gleefully took me up to the MSFC fanzine archives, located up a steep flight of stairs in an









men fly higher than you would think possible and
pluck the ball from the sky. Score after score after
score gets belted through. And there's one more thing
in its favour. s always been a family institution. Men,
women and children barrack side by side, in contrast
to, say, English soccer, which is very much a tradition
of crowds of testosterone-fuelled {and some may say
alcohol-fuelled) males. That doesn't make supporters
of Aussie Rules any less spirited, but there isn't the air
of hooliganism here as there is in other countries. lt's
fun, but it isn't dangerous fun.

The rules are as follows.

There is an oval playing field. There are four
long, vertical posts at each end (no cross-bars, and
literally no height limit), and in the four quarters of 25
minutes each, the goals alternate between the two
teams. Kick the ball cleanly through the centre posts
and you score a goal, worth 6 points. Kick it between
a centre and outer post on either side and you score
a 'behind', worth one point. It's also one point if the
ball hits the post as it goes through the middle, or is
knocked or punched
through or goes through from anything other than  an attacking player's boot, or is kicked through
by a defending player by accident. Therefore, scores will be of the type 10 goals 5; 65.

Think of the oval as being divided into a 5 by 3 grid. A team has
15 players for each of the positions, and 3 more without fixed
positions. That makes a team of 18 on the field and 4 on the
reserves bench — 22 in total.

You can pick the ball up, you can catch it, you can run
with it a short way, and you can kick it. You can't throw it. You
can kick it off the ground, but as it's an elongated shape and
doesn't bounce very predictably, it's best to hold it in your hands,
line up and punt. There's no limitation in the direction you can go
- right up the field in the direction of the goal if you wish. A
standard kick will get you about a quarter of the length of the
field. The 50-metre-radius mark around the goal is about the
equivalent of a good kick.

You can run with the ball for 10 metres. After that, you
have to have disposed of the ball to someone else, or bounce the
ball off the ground once and catch it again fo continue. You are
allowed to do that twice, so the most you could ever is 30 metres.

You can dispose of it either by a kick or a handpass,
which is simply a punch. While you have the ball, an opponent
may tackle you in a certain, permissible way. This is usually by
grabbing you around the waist. He doesn't have to bring you to
the ground, just hold you while you are still holding the ball to
succeed. If he tackles you and you kick or handpass away, the
game can proceed. If he tackles you and you don't have the ball,

Bad Oftens , Richmond









Now back to GHLIII ...

Visceral indeed!

When DUFF came our way, I remembered my television encounter with Aussie football — and
rejoiced. Now I could observe the mayhem up close and personal. Enter Alan Stewart. In addition to
editing Thyme and retrieving jetlagged Americans at the airport, Alan was a diehard fan of one of the
local teams, the Hawthorn Hawks. (I was told that however fervid his support, he did not “root” for the
Hawks. We “root” for teams in the U.S. The word has other meanings downunder.) Atthe MSFC
meeting, he offered to fence me an extra ticket or two. Craig volunteered to join us. A good idea. Aussie
football might be too intense for a wimpy American, accustomed to the prissy flounces and effete
gesticulations of gridiron — and a doctor might come in handy.

Rosy went off with Julia to the Queen Victoria Markets. Craig and 1 hurried along leaf-shaded
streets to the commuter trains — clean, comfortable, and crowded. Most on our train championed
Hawthorn’s rivals, the Richmond Tigers. Many sported yellow and black team scarves. Afier a short
run, we joined the throngs on foot approaching the hilltop stadium. [remember one adolescent lad
bouncing his own football. At the Melbourne Cricket Grounds I noted the sport’s symbol, proudly
displayed on a high tower, and a diner decorated with huge gaudy pics of Elvis Presley and Marilyn
Monroe! Score another one for the good American footprint!

Stewart was where he promised to be, and we headed into the stadium, passing fans having their
faces painted with team colors. Again I flashed on Mardi Gras. Then I saw the field and New Orleans
was forgotten. The oval playing field was enormous — as big as a polo field, I was told. Through a gap in
the stadium wall, Melbourne’s distant skyline glimmered in the cool afternoon. We joined Alan’s pals in
our special seats, and the place went crazy with songs sung and flags waved and incoherent cheers as the
Richmond Tigers and Hawthorn Hawks assumed the field.

To my surprise, I found had no worries — Australian phrase meaning “no problem,” remember —
following the contest. As Craig tells us, the players can kick the ball, carry it if they dribble, mark it by
catching it on the fly, punch it to a teammate, and tackle, block or otherwise clobber an opponent who has
the ball in hand. Scoring was frequent. One point was racked if the ball was kicked between the wider of
four goalposts, an event so common the crowd barely bothered to react. But if the ball was punted
between the two inner posts — well, wild the cheering, singing, and flag-waving when the umpire in his
white fedora waved his flags.

Which happened, in those first two quarters, a lot more often on our side of the stadium than on
t’other. Hawthorn scored and scored, racking up an enormous lead. (Possibly this was due to the heroic
exhortations of the gent behind us, whose gentle encouragement echoed the sweet *tink* of the bell bird.
“COME ON SAMMY!” he’d bellow, and “WOT’S THE DIFF’RENCE YA DENSE ARAB?” — this
directed to the referee, a breed no better beloved there than here, and no more Arabic.) At halftime Alan
apologized for subjecting me to a dull massacre. But they play rwo halves at a footy game ...

From website accounts of the game, many commentators have traced the result to a broken
cheekbone suffered by Peter Everitt, a star Hawk([ins], in the second quarter. Hawthorn was then leading
by 51 points. But I see an explanation further back — to 1974, and Muhammad Ali’s “Rumble in the
Jungle” victory over George Foreman. Remember the Rope-a-Dope?

The Tigers had loafed in the first half ~ saving themselves for the second, when they ran the
Hawks ragged. Winded, helpless, Hawthorn could do nothing to stop the fresh Richmond team. Time
and again the cheers and flags and bursts of song emitted from the far side of the field, while the Hawks
fans sat dumbstruck, except for two who got into fistfights near our seats and were punted out themselves.

And then it was over. Though I could scarcely appreciate it, I'd witnessed history — the greatest
comeback ever made by the Richmond Tigers in league play. What I could appreciate, and did
appreciate, and still appreciate ... the cool air, the beautiful cityscape, and the exultant anthem — which I






THROUGH TTime Anp SPAce
WrTH BELLO CAMITLLOI

Canberra & Environs — April 27-28, ‘03

We were in such a hurry to make our train the next morning that Rosy left her coat on the
Hiltons’ futon. Though Julia mailed it to her in Sydney, and she had mine to borrow for the
journey, that all but wrecked her day. It hurt us anyway to leave Melbourne, our favorite of all
the cities we visited on our trip. In my notebook, I wrote, “Melbourne is the most livable city in
the world. I want to win the lottery and return.”

Our journey was nice — outside the window. The pretty country we traversed reminded
me of America’s upper south, with its gentle hills, lovely forests, and interesting towns. Inside,
we were tired, irritated, and chilly. At Wodonga (where we spotted a Kentucky Fried Chicken
outlet — pretty common in Australia) we switched from train to bus, adding “cramped” to our
litany of complaints. Still, I preferred it to flying - roiling o’erhead were some righteous
thunderclouds.

The bus journey had qualities of its own. Not only did it enable us to gaze on some pretty
Aussie turf, it paused at a wayside café somewhere in the hills midway between Wodonga and
Canberra. Its walls were decorated with amateur art for sale, and as we munched on a grilled
cheese sandwich I let my gaze wander along the makeshift gallery. It settled on the one pen-&-
ink drawing displayed. I had to have it. $5 read the price tag — about $3 American. “How much
without the frame?” 1 asked. The salesgirl knocked off half. That illo, reproduced over yonder,
served as thie cover to my zine about the trip for the Southern Fandom Press Alliance. [ wonder
who drew it? 1 wonder what they’d think of its appearance here?

The day only really improved when, ahead, we spotted the awesome spire of the Telstra
Tower thrusting above the green crest of a mountaintop. Bedecked with communications dishes
girdling it like a belt of bells, the 640-foot/195-meter edifice was out first indication of our day’s
Jjourney’s end. Obviously a fabulous place awaited us. Nevertheless, we could see littie else of
Canberra’s wonders as our bus pulled into Australia’s capital city — just darkness, and rain, and an
angel of deliverance, Donna Hanson.

Remember that Donna had joined one of our epic breakfast expeditions to Miss Maud’s in Perth
during Swancon. Graciously she had offered us crash space, allowing us this stop in Canberra.
What truly amazed us was that she was taking the time to retrieve us nervy American interlopers
at 5:50 on the evening of her son’s birthday dinner.

We careened into the country — the “bush,” as they call it in the antipodes — and I do
mean “careen’; Donna was an exuberant driver. But she knew the route and, a roundabout or two
later, we were opening the gates to the estate she shares with Tony Civello, her significant other,
James, her preteen nephew, several goats, many vines, and the maremma, Bello Camillo.

A maremma, if you don’t know, is a sheepdog, and I immediately bonded with the big,
beautiful, blonde beast. Along with the Caversham parrot who had said “Hellooooo?”, the
Rottnest quokka who had trundled across my feet, and Marilyn Pride’s cute woofer, he was the
friendliest inhuman critter I met downunder. Rorf!

Tonight, though, Bello Camillo was left outside, and the house belonged to sumptuous
human revelry — young David Taamati’s birthday banquet. His sisters, like him half-Maori, filled
one’s sight with supernatural beauty, and his lovely fiancée, in charge of the cooking, produced a









beamed back from the Mars Orbiter into its first pictures. [ have no idea what they were doing on
April 28" °03 — besides blowing our minds, that is.

A mind-pop of another sort awaited inside the Visitors’ Centre, which featured a sparkly
moon rock from Apollo 11 and some cool computer games. 12 years old at heart, I particularly
liked the program that let you choose a star out of the firmament, then told you its name,
magnitude, and distance. Too cool! The sunny salesgirl in the gift shoppe related a funny story
about an Australian astronaut who had helped her serve drinks. Buzz Aldrin had been there, too;
she liked my story about buying him a Diet Coke at L.A.Con III. In fact, when we left, she gave
me a gift — a special photo of the big dish. Why? “I like you!” she said.

1 was stunned. People don’t say that kind of thing in America. Certainly not to me.
Australia, man.

Pat drove us back to Canberra, where we picked up Donna. We paused on the way back to her
home to fetch James at his rural school. As we left, | peered across a wide, wild meadow ... and
saw, in the distance, a troop of kangaroos, feeding. ‘Roos in the wild! At last!

Back at Donna’s vineyard home, 1 romped for a bit with Bello Camillo, joining in his innocently
sadistic pleasure as he scattered Donna’s enormous goats.

We humans were soon off again for the suburb of Morley, where we met Tony. Our aim
was chow at the Hellenic Club, a posh establishment thronging with well-dressed yuppies, and
decorated with copies of famous statues. (The Venus di Milo is a substantial lady.) While we
supped, Tony picked our minds about the best current SF (Kim Stanley Robinson’s Mars trilogy,
I opined), and /a belle presented Donna with the present we reserved for our hosts: fancy Mardi
Gras beads.

But our neckwear, no matter how appreciated, was probably not the highlight of Donna’s
evening. While we were at the Hellenic Club, her cellphone chirped. Her agent was on the line.
She’d read the sample chapters of Donna’s latest SF novel, and liked them. Could Ms. Hanson
ship her the rest of the manuscript?

Donna’s joy lit up the night.

Speaking of the night — once we returned to chez Civello/Hanson, Tony, an amateur astronomer,
took us onto the lawn to eye the heavens. The moon had set and the sky, this far into the bush,
was free of the occluding glare of the city. Though Donna lamented that the stars “aren’t so crash
hot tonight,” I was overwhelmed. The startling Centaur, familiar Orion, what I thought was the
Southern Cross, what really was the Southern Cross and both Magellenic Clouds were lost in the
glow of the Milky Way. Impossible to believe that everything was not well under such a sky, and
so nice to hold my lady close on such a night, lit by alien stars. Inside again, Tony treated usto a
DVD of Hubble images, climaxing our day (and night) of celestial wonder.

We really had to haul boogie the next morning. Our train left at noon, and Donna wanted to fit in
as much of Canberra as we hadn’t seen as she could. Before we left her place, though, I had io
grab my canine buddy by the jowls and tell him “You have a great life, Bello Camillo!” —-
because who knew if we’d ever chase goats together again.

Our mad dash took us first to the magnificent and ultra-modern National Museum on
Lake Burley Griffin. There, in addition to cool and creative exhibits and a revolving theatre, we
saw the Chief Minister of the Australian Capital Territory, John Stanhope, autographing books on
the region’s recent bushfires, conflagrations so terrible they made news in Louisiana. Then down
we zoomed along the ANZAC Parade of war memorials to the War Memorial, a stately yet
spectacular museum devoted to the country’s military heroes. We made far too quick a run
through its displays, but absorbed enough info to form an ongoing curiosity about Gallipolli, the









As we sat at his kitchen table, however, sampling tasty jams made from his backyard cumquats, Nick
himself was anything but. He listened to our tale of Hanging Rock, inquired about the Natcon we’d
attended in Perth (he’s won a shelf-ful of Ditmar Awards), and chatted about his artistic career. He
showed us the contrast between the Australian version of a book cover he’d done and the American. The
vast difference in quality was not to America’s benefit. Of course, with the Iraqi war just underway, we
also touched on the real world. Nick opened our eyes further to the vast distinction between the way
America sees W’s hideous adventure, and the world’s perspective — a world of difference indeed.

One neatness: long ago, he told us, Nick had passed his exams to become, of all horrors, an
attorney. But he was saved from the barrister’s life of despair and travail. As he descended the stairs from
signing his license, he’d been met by a friend, who asked if he wanted to paint mattes for Star Wars. He’s

never looked back.

Outside on the street as sleep overcame us, we heard cats, dogs, people ...

... children’s voices, and small planes. Daylight. Morning. We were anxious to move. Sights awaited us
in Sydney that had roiled in our dreams for many years.

When we hit the streets, Nick led us onto a bus headed for the most famous area of Sydney: The
Domain. His excitement grew as we approached the Art Museum of New South Wales. After all, he had a
painting hanging there.

Every year Australian artists compete for the Archibald Prize in portraiture. Nick’s submission
had been one of the 32 finalists. His work was undoubtedly the most popular on display - it had made the
feature page of the local newspaper and had the most avid crowds grouped before it. “Here’s Mr.
Squiggle” depicted the puppet star of an adored kids’ show — still on the air after umpteen dozen years — in
the gentle paternal embrace of his genius creator, Norman Hetherington. It’s a sweet, jolly piece; later,
Nick volunteered to autograph museum postcard reproductions to auction for DUFF.

After photographing the smiling artist in front of his charming work (much to the museum’s
displeasure), we took a quick tour of the other galleries — including a number of pieces by (note this well)
Norman Lindsay. My favorite painting: George Lambert’s “Across the Black Soil Plains”, a team of
packhorses pulling a wagon across the outback. It resounded of Australia to me, and the finest quality we
Americans share with it: the frontier. Then we were off, through squads of joggers, through the
Woolloomooloo Gate and into the Royal Botanic Gardens.

The Gardens are a wide expanse of elegant horticulture cut with manicured pathways, a
remarkable urban forest. Nick tapped me to indicate a tall pine hanging with huge, sinister fruit — bats;
flying foxes. Beneath lower branches spiders the size of a woman’s hand spun webs elaborate and deadly.
One specimen stood alone within a cylindrical cage: the rarer than rarer than rare Wollemi Pine, one of
only 38 known in the world. Safe as it was from nefarious nurseries seeking cuttings, I rather felt sorry for
the little Wollemi — trees should be touched, smelled, climbed. Or walked around — like the Wishing Tree,
just down the path: circle it three times forward and thrice backward, and you’ll get your wish. We did it.
So far, so good — Rose-Marie is still with me.

We stopped at a café to eat, talk about Batman and laugh at the ibises who leapt atop the tables to
scrounge among the dirty dishes. We figured their curved beaks had evolved to poke into take-away
(Australian for “take-out”) containers. Lunch over, we walked to the end of the Bennelong Peninsula, the
glorious harbor spreading before us. Nick pointed out a ship seized by the Australian Navy — it had been
hauling drugs for North Korea. Then we rounded a corner and there i7 stood.

I cursed the duliness of my mind. For such an experience, everv sense should be needle sharp.
There had been manv sites I had wanted to visit during DUFF. Two were essential: 1langing Rock — and
the Svdnev Opera House.
























was tasty, but so expensive we shared an entrée and a salad ... and joy, and sadness.

For this was the emotional night of an emotional day. On the morrow we would leave Australia,
and end this adventure of a lifetime. We didn’t want to leave -- we knew we couldn’t stay — we regretted
what we couldn’t do, like visit the outback and see Ayers Rock, and who we couldn’t see, fans like
Scribner and Lindsay. But we would always remember what we had done and whom we had seen. New
places, new friends, new skies, new stars ... the other kinds of men, the other lives.

The next morning we cabbed to the airport, boarded our plane, and were saluted, as we left, by a sea as
silvery and beautiful as I, at least, had ever seen.
Oz, man.

GREENER PASTURES

May 3-4, 2003

I remember little about our return flight across the Pacific. I know it got bouncy when we crossed the
Equator, and several other times during the 12-hour trip, but I don’t recall freaking out as I usually do in
turbulence. One time, Rosy got me to watch the wonderful “He Had It Comin’” number from Chicago, by
way of distraction, and on another occasion I got through the bumpy air by the simple procedure of
delirium. You can’t control the environment, so control yourself ... and go crazy. Thank you, Dr. Beard.

When we disembarked, in Los Angeles, I was not at my best. 1 strode into the terminal exhausted,
disgusted and distraught. We were re-entering the new America of 2003, symbolized by the smiling
photos of Bush and Cheney that greeted us on the concourse. After three weeks of light and freedom,
America felt downright oppressive, and the customs guy’s “Welcome home” earned a bitter and
scatological reply. (This though the pooch that sniffed at everyone’s luggage was no ravenous Rottweiler,
but a tiny, cute canine whose response to smelling something illegal in another passenger’s bag was a
simple tap with a gentle paw. The contraband so identified? A banana.)

But then we were through customs — and patiently waiting for us were my cousin and his wife,
Roger and Sue King of Rosamond, California. 1’ve known Roger ... well, forever, and consider him my
oldest friend. They drove us there, past landmarks that impressed /a belle: Sunset Boulevard —
Mulholland Drive — the giant HOLLYWOOD sign — and, a bit further along, the Vasquez Rocks, stone
formations familiar from “Arena” on Star Trek and a zillion other movies and TV shows. Not Hanging
Rock, maybe, but pretty cool.

Rosamond is a tiny little desert community located in the Antelope Valley, northeast of L.A. Once
it served as a bedroom for Edwards Air Force Base — where my grandfather and uncles worked from the
time of my birth, in nearby Mojave. All but one of my cousins still live there or nearby. It is one of the
few places on this planet that I have always called home.

Inside the Kings’ pretty and comfy house we crashed for a couple of loggy hours. When Roger
knocked on the door, I thought at first that it was the bellman back in Sydney. Wits recovered, we set out
on a meaningful errand to a cemetery in Lancaster — my grandmother’s grave, and my Uncle Bill’s, and
my Aunt Flo’s — all new since I’d last been to the Antelope Valley. That evening, Roger hosted a party in
our honor, and all my cousins but two — one living in Florida and the other mad at the family for some
reason — came by to laugh at my chubbiness, to meet Rosy, to hear about Australia, and to remind me that
however ugly and idiotic America can act sometimes, it is still Home. When I mentioned how lucky my
generation was to have the folks who came before it, and my devout and conservative uncle grasped my
hand, I knew that I was back where I belonged.

My dreams that night were of a friendly and loving world.

The next morning, Roger drove us back to LAX, and back we flew over the beautiful brown
southwest to New Orleans. John Guidry awaited us. At once, we drove across Pontchartrain to recover
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