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David Grigg:
MEGATHERIUMS FOR
BREAKFAST No. 2

It must be years since I did mailing 
comments for ANZAPA. Sorry. It 
used to be high among a long list 
of priorities. These days my list of 
achievable priorities is small. Mail
ing Comments drop off the bottom 
of the list. Since this is a member
ship-saving issue, the easy course 
of action would be to reprint two 
articles that are sitting on disk
ette ...

those pesky 20 kg and my hair lose 
all that grey, I'd be twenty-six 
again. Greetings to you, Sue, Katie, 
Eccles and assorted chickens.

When I tell people that I have 
about three jobs piled up on the 
table waiting to be done for Mac
millan, they do a double take. 
'Most people', they say, as if I'm 
committing treason, 'don't know 
where their next job is coming 
from.'

Not that my 'position' with 
Macmillan (as a freelance who 
gives preference to their work) is 
in any way secure. But it's been 
insecure in exactly the same way 
for the last eight years.

Let's be ancient for a moment. 
In Oakleigh during the 1950s, ice, 
bread and milk were still delivered 
by horse-drawn vans. We didn't 
own a refrigerator until 1959, 
when my parents sold the house in 
Oakleigh and made a slight profit 
when they bought the house in 
Syndal. Before then, the ice chest 
still kept things cool, but it could 
not preserve ice cream. So ice 
cream, like cold soft drink, was a 
luxury. Which might explain why 
I am still an ice cream and Coca 
Cola addict. (Diet Coke, these 
days.) We didn't eat out, but some
times bought fish and chips on Fri
day night. So well-cooked fish and 
chips is still a luxury dish to me.

This business about writing fic
tion is a problem to me as well. I 
consider you a fine fiction writer, 
David, and you've made approv
ing noises about some of my sto
ries. Yet I haven't been able to read 
my own old stories without throw
ing up. The other day I looked at 
one of the old pieces, and thought: 
there's something good going on 
there; should I? But I find no fiction 
ideas pushing themselves into the

middleof my head. Every nowand 
again I think of something that 
might make a story, but I cannot 
see the entire shape of it.

The real reason why I want to 
write fiction is that it's a way of 
earning money rather than spend
ing it. The non-fiction pieces I write 
are for non-paying markets (Tirra 
Lirra, The Melbourne Report), and 
publishing fanzines costs me vast 
amounts of money. But the only 
exciting ideas I get are all for fanz
ine articles. Which is why I agree 
with you that 'I've earned the right 
to do what I please, and what I 
enjoy*. Unfortunately that does not 
give me the right to give up what I 
despise and dislike — the second
ary textbook editing I do for Mac
millan.

But I'm sure we were saying the 
same thing to each other the last 
time we met in ANZAPA.

(Digression: The Macmillan 
Company of Australia is owned by 
Macmillan of Britain, not Macmil
lan, Inc. of the USA, which was 
owned by Robert Maxwell, until 
Mr Maxwell gave up owning any
thing. The British Macmillan Com
pany seems to be the last 
family-owned Great Publisher, 
but one can never guess how this 
situation will remain.)

The Wurlitzer organ at the Res
ervoir Cinema must be either the 
old one from the Regent Theatre in 
the city, or the one from the Dendy, 
Brighton. But I always thought the 
Dendy Wurlitzer was the old Re
gent organ. I can't remember any 
other city cinema having one, but 
the old State Theatre might have 
had one once. I must make the trip 
out to Reservoir sometime.

Yes, that's what I need — a 
turbo button for my brain. It 
doesn't work too well these days,

... but if David Grigg can return to 
ANZAPA, I can return to Mailing 
Comments. Even if I feel out of 
practice, and with little to say.

Welcome, David. Your return 
to ANZAPA gives me some hope 
that the old bus will chug along for 
more years. Losing Ian Gunn a few 
mailings ago was a blow. You 
would have enjoyed Ian's material 
— he has much your type of hum
our.

You didn't persuade John 
Bangsund to rejoin ANZAPA. 
He's still a member of FAPA. 
You'd enjoy FAPA, David.

The continued value of AN
ZAPA is as a link with overseas 
fandom. We always seem to have 
some interesting people from New 
Zealand, USA, Britain, etc. Austra
lian dropouts tend to be people 
like Jack Herman who travel in
stead of publishing fanzines.

ANZAPA is more for people 
like me who avoid travel.

Forty? I didn't realize you were 
so much younger than me. Forty- 
five in a few days' time; that's me. 
Unbelievable. If I could only lose
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Jeanne Mealy, 
LAND OF 10,000 LOONS

twelve months, she would say it 
was buying the block of land next 
door. This was the block whose 
house was the residence of the 
noisy neighbours. The new own
ers bought the office building on 
the corner of Keele a nd Wellington 
Streets and the house next door, 
pulled down the house next door, 
and made the block into a car park. 
Both the corner building and the 
block came on the market. Elaine 
didn't have the money demanded 
for the office building. She has 
bought the empty block, but can
not build on it. The non-conform
ing rights lapsed when the house 
came down. The area is 'Light 
Industrial', not 'Residential'. The 
Council has told us that if we con
solidate the titles, we would be 
able to fill the rest of ourblock with 
the house (in other words, build on 
one or two more rooms) if the new 
block is our garden.

Elaine has already started con
verting the block. On Thursday a 
bobcat (plus driver) removed the 
concrete from the back of the block, 
and did some other necessary 
work. The previous front fence 
came down. Soon we hope to have 
a new fence, and prepare the soil 
for gardening. The cats find this 
process very interesting, espe
cially all the new loose dirt for dig- 
8>n8-

I won't go into what I've been 
reading and listening to, because 
that's the sort of thing I run in my 
other fanzines. Perhaps if I have 
room at the end of the mailing 
comments, I'll run my recent Fa
vourites lists.

I can't say that I'm all that fond 
of boy sopranos — female adult 
sopranos sing so much better. Pur
cell is well before my preferred pe
riod of music; some of Handel I 
like a lot. A few pre-eighteenth 
century composers evade all my 
prejudices against early music: 
Monteverdi and Rameau come to 
mind.

A lot of people, especially opera 
promoters, must be grateful for 
Doug Aiton's musical tastes. Most 
of the arias he plays don't come 
from operas I like, but some do — 
all those bits from The Magic Flute 
and Cost fan Tutte, for example. 
Apart from Mozart, the most tune
ful opera/oratorio composer is 
Berlioz, but Aiton doesn't seem to 
have discovered him yet.

I haven't learned Word for

Windows yet, although John Foys- 
ter stuck it on our machine. John 
Bangsund just put WordPerfects.! 
on as well, and of that I am also 
quite ignorant. I still use good old 
Wordstar, since that was what I 
was forced to learn when I began 
using the IBM at Macmillan. I put 
in the tag codes useful to Ventura, 
which picks up the Wordstar file 
and dumps it down in the manner 
you see before you. I'm told that I 
could get the same effect with 
WordPerfect, but I might be much 
older before I find out how.

Elaine likes playing computer 
games (current favourite is Lem
mings). I shudder and mourn the 
useful hours spent in such trivial 
pursuits. More interesting are the 
vast amounts of Mandelbrot sets 
and fractals that Elaine discovered 
and printed for me.

I bought Possession, but haven't 
read it yet. Ditto for Chaos. Re
cently I took a month to read a 
novel that I bought in 1979. Why 
do I still buy books? I don't know. 
Book Collectors Anonymous, find 
me.

I'm waiting for the article about 
Wilkie Collins. Sounds just right 
for the next issue of Metaphysical 
Review, which doesn't have a 
theme or main article yet.

My comments to David Grigg 
(above) will have to cover most of 
my natterings for this issue. I keep 
trying to thinkof things in our lives 
that could be called events.

For the first time in some years, 
we have a New Year's Eve celebra
tion. We won't travel on New 
Year's Eve, but Roger (Weddall, 
yes the real ANZAPA-type Roger 
Weddall) and Geoff Roderick, 
Lucy Sussex and Julian Warner, 
and the fabulously laid-back Mark 
Loney appeared on the doorstep 
about 8 p.m. and stayed until after 
midnight. A good time, although 
the evil Mr Warner brought over a 
new computer game, Lemmings, 
and installed it on our computer. I 
haven't thought of a reprisal yet.

I've watched far too much tele
vision. This is because most regu
lar programs disappear for the 
summer (end of December and all

especially when faced by a new 
and mighty program such as Ven
tura.

The Giant Yellow Metaphysical 
Review was worth all the expense 
and effort if it encouraged you 
back to fanzine publishing, David. 
I wonder what it would take to get 
the same reaction from John 
Bangsund and Leigh Edmonds?

If you go ahead and tell me 
what you've been doing, David 
Grigg, I will have to give some 
account of my own doings. And 
that's hard to do. The last few years 
have seemed to last a month each. 
Christmas; a bit of work; Christ
mas; a disaster or two; damned 
Christmas again. You know how it 
is.

Each year seems to be divided 
into two parts: the equivalent of 
about ten months of the year spent 
grinding through Macmillan pro
jects; and loosely scattered among 
those ten months, the equivalent of 
about eight weeks devoted to fanz
ine publishing and non-fiction 
writing. This works out to an SF 
Commentary and a Metaphysical Re
view each year, enough apazines to 
retain my ANZAPA and FAPA 
memberships, and the pieces I 
write for Tirra Lirra and The Meta
physical Review. And about a day 
each month spent editing and set
ting the newsletter for the local 
Neighbourhood Watch commit
tee. Any social event, such as (in
creasingly) a death in the family or 
entertaining guests, disrupts the 
fun part of this schedule. Nothing 
can be allowed to disrupt the Mac
millan part.

Why do I need to earn a great 
deal too much money from Mac
millan? Because of my vile CD 
habit. CD Addicts Anonymous, 
where are you? In 19871 came near 
to bankruptcy because of this 
habit, and I overspent my CD 
'budget' by several thousand dol
lars last year. It's just that the 
world is full of wonderful CDs 
waiting for me to buy them.

I should explain that Elaine and 
I keep our finances separate. This 
is to prevent Elaine going broke as 
well as me. In fact, her father's es
tate yielded quite a tidy amount of 
money, which is the reason why I 
could afford this new computer 
(and a Hewlett Packard PostScript 
laser printer) (and Ventura).

If you asked Elaine what is the 
most important event of the last
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something else. I haven't had a 
heavy cold for more than a year.

Letter-writing seems to have 
dropped right off my priorities list. 
I haven't written a letter for about 
four months.

Cath Ortlieb:
YOU REALLY KNOW 
YOU’RE HOME WHEN 
YOU FIND A WOMBAT IN 
YOUR BED No. 18

Lyn McConchie: 
FANATIC No. 25

Mike O’Brien: 
MODULE No. 92

Lin Wolfe: 
LONE WOLF

Thanks for the trip report. If the 
cause of all this was your writing 
career, maybe I should get stuck 
into the fiction writing after all.

You didn't offer a concrete idea of 
what needs improving in the Jon
athan Carroll talk. Not that I need 
advice, since I know the problem 
with it: that I don't talk about the 
other novels at the length I devote 
to The Land of Laughs. Much more 
work needed.

I don't think I would feel great 
if suddenly I became unemployed, 
since I would have to work out 
how to fund my expensive hob
bies. I mean, there are certain CDs 
and books every year that one must 
have.

I love doing nothing, but I al
ways feel guilty about it. The only 
time I can drop everything without 
feeling conscience-stricken is 
when I have a heavy cold. Then I 
can read for hour after hour with
out feeling that I should be doing

of January) and channel executives 
occasionally relent and put on 
good programs. There were two 
two-and-a-half-hour episodes of 
the Scottish police series Taggart, a 
luvverly British serial called 
Chelworth, an 'Inspector Morse' 
film, a brilliant British reconstruc
tion of a murder called The Man 
from the Pru, and even a black-and- 
white movie at a time I could 
watch it (George Cukor's Edward 
My Son, 1947, with Spencer Tracy 
and Deborah Kerr). Last night (1 
February) was a bonanza: The 
Mysterious Affair at Styles with 
David Suchet as Poirot, and the 
second of the films based on the 
British Sweeney series, starring 
John Thaw and Dennis Waterman. 
All the above are British, I notice. 
Come the new TV season, and 
such goodies will disappear, since 
the commercial stations assert that 
British productions are ratings di
sasters (and therefore ensure that 
they are).

Some of my comments on Only 
Begotten Daughter are in the next SF 
Commentary, which is so near to 
being completed that its produc
tion was halted so that I could save 
my ANZAPA membership. 
(Okay, don't believe me. You'll 
see.) I should do a proper long re
view, but haven't had the time yet. 
John Clute in the January Interzone 
didn't like it because the characters 
are too nice!

But if you have 'mixed feelings' 
about the book, why don't you 
write me a review? Surely James 
Morrow wants his readers to have

At least one other member of this 
ANZAPA objected strongly when 
I published your long letter in the 
mid-1970s, Michael. It took many 
years before I could guess why that 
might have been so. I felt it was a 
great privilege that any person 
should send me such a letter, espe
cially without a 'DNQ' sticker.

It just seems a pity that you've 
found certain problems insoluble. 
They were exactly the sort of prob
lems I felt I had to solve at that 
time. Somehow I got where I 
wanted to go by doing some quite 
loony things. I wouldn't have the 
courage to do any of them now, but 
desperation can transform a cow
ardly lion into a drunken tomcat. 
You've just got to break out some
time, Michael, just to see what's on 
the other side of the wall. Nothing 
will be a guaranteed 'solution'. 
A nything you might do, such as an 
overseas trip (perhaps to a Corflu 
or major American regional con
vention rather than a Worldcon), 
could provide occasions for seren
dipity. And it's only little bits of 
serendipity that give flavour to 
life.

If you don't want to do any
thing dangerous or disturbing, 
take a holiday in the mountains, 
walk till you drop, and feel all the 
anxieties slip off your back. You've 
still got some great national parks 
in Tasmania, before your new gov
ernment destroys them.

I once suffered 'reader's block' 
when I was madly in love, but I got 
over it.

Surely Keith Curtis, your local 
book supplier, can find you the 
Jonathan Carroll titles. Otherwise 
try Justin Ackroyd in Melbourne. 
The Land of Laughs is the one to read 
first, even if I did give away its 
surprises.

Thanks very much for this fanzine, 
Lin. At last I know something 
about you. You appeared on the 
scene accompanying the dreaded 
Terry Frost, and I never found an 
opportunity (because I am an In
credibly Shy Person) to ask you all 
the questions you answer in Lone 
Wolf. Nice to see someone doing all 
the necessary political things I'm 
too lazy to do. I might sympathize 
with certain causes, some of which 
might be considered radical, but I 
am so frightened of interacting 
with people that I would never 
participate. The only exception is 
Neighbourhood Watch, which 
many would consider a conserva
tive set-up. But through it I have 
managed to meet a few of the peo
ple of the immediate Collingwood 
area. I can think of no other way I 
might have done that. Also the 
monthly 'meeting' is a jolly meal at 
the best of the local pubs; without 
that stimulus I probably would 
have dropped out a couple of years 
ago. Elaine has joined the Fitzroy 
branch of Community Aid 
Abroad. I'm tempted to join her, 
but they sound a bit earnest for me. 
Now if Elaine could persuade 
them to eat once a month at the 
Robbie Burns ...
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(First published in Tirra Lirra, De
cember 1991.)

Terry Frost: 
INCENSE AND 
PEPPERMINT No. 1 
THE ROAD TO BALWYN 
No. 1 
BALWYN CALLING

You might not believe this, Terry, 
but I once did crazy, beautiful, id
iotic things like this, and I wrote 
about them in fanzines, but no
body now would believe it (*sigh*) 
except people who were there at 
the time, such as Roger Weddall, 
Elaine Cochrane and Damien 
Broderick. The trouble is that you 
don't seem particularly good at

a week.)
At first the serials impressed 

me more than any other aspect of 
the program. I was lucky because 
my parents had always read aloud 
to me, but dramatized serials with 
sound effects made much better 
stories. Some time in 1953 I heard 
a serial called The Moon Flower by 
G. K. Saunders. This was not just 
an adventure story. The characters 
in this story took off in a space ship 
to visit the moon. While in space, 
they experienced 'free fall'. They 
explained carefully what free fall 
was. When they reached the 
Moon, they explained that its sur
face had no air. Hence the sense of 
wonder they felt when they found 
one tiny flower in a deep cave. And 
then there was the excitement of 
their dangerous trip home.

I did not know about a literary 
genre called 'science fiction'. I just 
knew that I had to find more of this 
'space stuff' based on real science. I 
read all the astronomy sections in 
Arthur Mee's Children's Encyclope
dia. I was determined to be the first 
man to set foot on the moon. The 
Argus's children's section in
formed me that no space ship 
could possibly reach the moon be
fore the year 2000, when I would 
be 53, so I gave up that idea.

The members of 'the team', as 
they called themselves, insisted

Session, the other program we lis
tened to. Our two favourite pro
grams were on at the same time. 
Jean Lawson compered 3DB's 
Children's Session. With few re
sources, she broadcast for 25 min
utes every week day. She was most 
famous for writing and producing 
'The Fakermagangees', an infi
nitely long serial about a group of 
children whose adventures be
came so wide-ranging that eventu- 
ally they travelled backward 
through time.

At 5.25 p.m. each day we 
switched over to the ABC's pro
gram, missing most of the business 
section of the Argonauts' Club, 
whose exact nature remained a 
mystery for some years. A serial 
for eight-to-ten year olds was fol
lowed by a different talk segment 
for each day of the week. On Mon
days, we heard Tom the Naturalist 
(natural history); Tuesdays, 
Phidias (visual arts); Wednesdays, 
Argus, and later Icarus (on writing 
and literature); and Thursdays, Mr 
Melody Man (music). A serial for 
'older children' ended each night's 
program. (My vague memory is 
that the format on Fridays was 
quite different, with a readers' con
tribution section called the 
Argosy, and a segment in which 
the 'personalities' were abruptly 
foolish and funny for ten minutes

Do you remember the Argonauts? 
Mac and Jimmy and Gina? Or Eliz
abeth and Joe and Nan? Which Ar
gonauts? Do you remember your 
ship name and number? Is it really 
only 1972 since the dream ended?

In 1952 we still had overnight 
frosts in Oakleigh. Wecould tramp 
along the lawn, scattering frost 
and soaking our shoes. On a clear 
night we could still look up and see 
thousands of stars. And we began 
listening to the ABC's Children's 
Session. We enjoyed the serials, 
and listened politely to the other 
sections.

In 1953 I started school and 
learned to read. I remember one of 
the great discoveries of my life — 
the letters 'ing* really mean some
thing when placed together in a 
word. The English language, it 
seemed, was illogical but know
able. Another great day, perhaps 
the greatest of my life, was discov
ering Peter Piper Books in Regent 
Place. An entire bookshop full of 
children's books! Not for the first 
time, I wished for infinite wealth 
so I could buy the lot.

Peter Piper Books was a part of 
the premises of Tim the Toyman. 
And Tim the Toyman was one of 
the advertisers on 3DB's Children's

surviving the waning of First Care
less Rapturous Love. Eventually 
you'll just have to get used to Or
dinary Love as well.

I don't envy you having to get 
to know a 'hyperactive ten-year- 
old' as well as a new lover. If you 
can survive the kid, you're proba
bly punting along okay.

I wouldn't dare to show myself 
at a nude beach unless it was a 
certified Fat Persons' Nude Beach. 
I even feel self conscious clumping 
around the pool side in nothing 
but bathers. BRG the aesthetic 
health risk.

If you'll give me a tape in ex
change, I'll tape for you, from CD, 
the perfect double: Sinatra and 
Strings and The Concert Sinatra.

turbulent feelings about Only Be
gotten Daughter.

Geez, and I thought CD buyers 
were barmy. $632 for a cracked 
headlight! Spare us forever from 
car ownership.

I don't have a phobia about 
water, and I love swimming, but 
it's all I can do to do one 25-metre 
lane at a time (one lane's swim; 
puff puff puff; another lane's 
swim; etc.). Since I did 
bellywhackers when I was twelve 
years old, I've never attempted to 
dive. Your own efforts give me the 
courage to have another go some
time — preferably when nobody 
else is in the pool.



4

5

L

the weekday segments talked 
about artists and writers and mu
sicians I had never heard of. Who 
was this Charles Dickens? 
Sounded pretty boring to me. Why 
didn't Icarus (in real life John 
Gunn) ever mention Enid Blyton, 
my favourite writer? When 
Phidias (in real life the artist Jeffrey 
Smart, later more famous for his 
painting Cahill Expressway) talked 
about other Argonauts' paintings, 
they did not sound at all the sort of 
thing I could do. Swirls of paint? 
Letting yourself go? What about 
real drawing? What about comic 
strips (which I was trying to imit
ate at the time)?

Every year, the members of the 
Children's Hour team visited every 
Royal Show in the country. They 
would pre- record weeks of pro
grams, and present a special pro
gram for the audience at the show. 
'Mac' was just as I had imagined 
him — round and middle-aged 
and fatherly. He was the only per
son left from the Argonauts' 
Club's first 'team' (Mac, Elizabeth, 
Joe and Nan). He was presented as 
a benevolent spirit keeping the 
mischievous younger people from 
tearing things apart. 'Chris' 
seemed more dour than he 
sounded on the radio. As junior 
male, he was the butt of the jokes 
of the two beautiful lady pre
senters, Gina and Barbara. At the 
Royal Show, here they were: my 
personal gods descended. In 1954, 
I went up to 'Chris' after the special 
program had finished and gained 
his autograph. I wish I had kept it. 
Little did I know that I now had the 
autograph of Leonard Teale, who 
later became much more famous.

In the middle 1950s, 'Chris' was 
replaced by 'Jimmy7, the true hero 
of this tale. Jimmy' was already 
well known as John Ewart, a Syd
ney actor heard on almost any of 
the commercial radio serials as 
well as other ABC programs. Be
cause of his great versatility and 
clear singing voice, he became the 
main workhorse of the Children's 
Hour, the Muddle-headed Wom
bat in the Ruth Park serial of the 
same name, the naughty boy in Mr 
Mulligatawny's Academy, the 
unctuous sidekick of Mac during 
the Argosy, the silly bloke with the 
old car that kept breaking down.

None of the female members of 
the team could ever achieve the 
same status, because of the strict

Public Service rule that a woman 
must resign upon marriage. It was 
this rule that in 1950 had cut short 
the career of Elizabeth Osbourne, 
one of the architects of the pro
gram. Year after year, just as listen
ers had begun to enjoy the style of 
any woman Argonaut, she would 
disappear. (For this reason, the 
voice of Mouse in The Muddle- 
headed Wombat also changed every 
year or so.)

In 1971,1 had not listened to the 
ABC's children's program for 
many years. I knew that in 1969 it 
had been cut to half an hour, and 
given the 4.30 p.m. time slot. This 
had separated it from a large part 
of its audience, country children 
who did not reach home from 
school until five o'clock. In 1971,1 
was shocked beyond reason to 
hear pop music being played on 
the program. What had happened 
to all those introductions to the 
Great Composers? What had hap
pened to the Writers' Program? 
The Argonauts' Club seemed to 
have disappeared. Contributors' 
actual names were being read out. 
There was only one announcer left: 
Jimmy. He still sounded cheerful. 
He still sounded as if everything 
was normal. I felt like sending him 
a card of condolence.

Soon after, the program was de
stroyed over one weekend. With
out warning, a slick concoction for 
teenagers was substituted for the 
ABC Children's Session. Inter
viewed at the time, John Ewart was 
justifiably bitter. I wish I had a 
copy of that interview. He knew 
how much work had gone into the 
program since 1939. He knew 
what it stood for. Unfortunately, 
the ABC had conducted a survey, 
finding that more than half of the 
program's listeners were by then 
over 40. That was the excuse given 
by the ABC powers-that-be when 
withdrawing funds from the pro
gram. The real truth is that they 
were beginning to push the ABC 
down the long chute that ended up 
with today's purveyor of medioc
rity.

Was I a good little Argonaut? 
Not really. As happens so often in 
my life, the Argonauts' ideal was 
something that has guided my 
adult life rather than stirred me to 
great effort when it was needed. I 
tended to contribute to only two 
sections of the Club: Topic of the 
Week' and 'Saturday Charade'.

that their club was for 'children 
from seven to seventeen'. Too bad 
that the concept of the teenager 
was being invented in the 1950s. I 
joined the Argonauts' Club when I 
was nine, and drifted out of it 
when I was about fourteen. This 
pattern of participation was prob
ably typical. Despite the dropout 
rate among adolescents, by the 
early 1950s the Argonauts' Club 
boasted 150,000 members 
throughout Australia.

The idea of the Argonauts' Club 
was not clear to me when I was 
seven. Who were all these strange 
characters with unAustralian 
names? Why were children never 
called their actual names, but in
stead given a 'ship name' and 
number? Why was Mac, the leader 
of the presenters, also sometimes 
known as 'Jason'? What were these 
lists of marks that were read out 
from time to time? What was a 
Dragon's Tooth? A Golden Fleece? 
A Golden Fleece and Bar? And 
how could I get one?

Occasionally the 'team' ex
plained bits of the puzzle. Every 
year or so, they would tell the story 
of Jason, the ship Argo and the Ar
gonauts. In the story there were 
fifty Argonauts, and they voyaged 
for years, seeking the Golden 
Fleece. The story did not make 
much sense. It was, after all, a 
'Greek myth'. However, the story 
of the Argonauts set me off in 
search of other Ancient myths, and 
I discovered lovely tales fascinat
ing for their capriciousness and 
lack of Biblical browbeating sense 
of manifest destiny.

The idea of the Argonauts' Club 
was that each child should partici
pate, but that each should remain 
anonymous: an early blow against 
sexism and competitiveness. Each 
active member of the club built up 
a record of achievement, but rarely 
competed against another Argo
naut. Each Argonaut joined a 
'ship'. Since there could be only 50 
'rowers' on the Argo itself, the Club 
raided all Greek mythology and 
history for names of new50-mem- 
ber ships. By the time I began lis
tening, they had appropriated a 
fair number of Roman and Egyp
tian names as well.

At first I was diffident about 
contributing. Why would they 
think anything I did was worth
while? What was I good at? Not 
much, I felt. And the presenters of
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put off our

From an early age, I found I was 
better at spouting my opinion on 
any nominated subject than I was 
at inventing original fiction. I 
earned most of my Blue Certifi
cates from 'Topic of the Week'. For 
'Saturday Charade' I could often 
suggest acting scenarios to illustr
ate each of three syllables that 
would be acted out. I don't why I 
was good at this, and I've never 
followed it up.

By the age of twelve, I had 
earned my Dragon's Tooth (150 
marks), but I became distracted by 
Stan Rofe's Platter Parade before 
reaching the Golden Reece (400 
marks). The Blue Certificates were 
the real prizes. When I achieved six 
(or the equivalent in Double Blues 
or Purple Certificates) I could 
write off for a book prize. Imagine 
any organization today being able 
to afford book prizes! In this way I 
obtained Jack London's White Fang 
and Emily Bronte's Wuthering 
Heights, among others.

If I had grown up in the 1940s, 
I might have stayed with the Argo
nauts until I was seventeen. Some 
did. The most famous Argonaut of 
them all was Golden Fleece and 
Bar Calon 1. This person kept win
ning Double Blue and Purple Cer
tificates in every aspect of the 
Club's activities. When she or he 
gained the Golden Fleece and Bar,

more or less at the same time, 'Let's 
fry that place down the road. It 
might be good.'

Some nights in one's life are 
merely memorable; others are all- 
important. That night we walked 
very tentatively into Two Up. We 
had made no booking. We did not 
yet know whether it was the sort of 
place where one made a booking. 
We were met by a genial, slight, 
young man in a cook's apron. He 
showed us to our seats. The place 
was a genuine candlelit restaurant. 
In mid-1978, candlelit restaurants 
were passd. We loved it. The small 
space, low lights, candles and air- 
conditioning allowed us to forget 
manic, noisy Johnston Street that 
was burbling away outside.

Collingwood, so we 
quest for a while.

Often I went past a little shop 
front on Johnston Street while 
walking from our place to Hoddle 
Street. The sign outside said 'Two 
Up'. Curtains and a fish tank in the 
window hid the interior. No menu 
was visible. It was impossible to 
tell what kind of a restaurant it 
was. To judge from its surround
ings, it might have been no more 
than a primitive chop house.

Elaine and I were still looking 
for the place to eat. Or even a place 
to eat. Our favourite Chinese 
restaurant, King Wah in Lonsdale 
Street, Melbourne, had closed 
down for two years. One night 
Elaine and I said to each other,

this Argonaut was still a long way 
short of seventeen, but kept going 
anyway. The code of anonymity 
remained absolute.

Whatever became of Calon 1? 
And the many other Argonauts 
who surely became famous in later 
life? Ida Elizabeth Jenkins (for
merly Elizabeth Osbourne) lists 
quite a few of them in her 1982 
reminiscence Good Rowing! (ABC 
Books). They include Charles 
(later Sir Charles) Mackerras. In 
her book Out of the Bakelite Box 
(ABC Books, 1990), Jacqueline 
Kent lists some others, including 
the prominent Sydney musician 
Winsome Evans — perhaps she 
was Calon 1.

However, in 1984, when the 
Council of Adult Education tried 
to put together a dinner for ex-Ar
gonauts, not enough people ap
plied to make the venture 
worthwhile.

Perhaps people cannot stand 
too much nostalgia. Even Eliza
beth Osbourne gives an oddly sour 
impression at the end of her book 
Good Rowing! After providing an 
admirably clear picture of the ori
gins and development of the 
Argonauts' Club during the 1940s, 
she dismisses all those who came 
after her, including the people 
who guided the Club through the 
highly successful 1950s. These

were the years of the Children's 
Hour Annuals, the Commonwealth 
Children's Literary, Art and Music 
Awards, and the projects that en
abled Argonauts to write and 
illustrate their own published 
books. These were my years. The 
ABC showed that great broadcast- 
ing is possible when management 
places its confidence and financial 
resources in the hands of enthusi
astic and capable people. The 
eventual failure of nerve came 
from the top, not from the Argo
nauts themselves.

For me, the Argonauts' Ideal re
mains not just a piece of nostalgia, 
but a code to live by. This is the 
ideal of non-competitive achieve
ment for the sake of doing some
thing well. This is an ideal that has 
become heresy in the 1990s world 
of competition, self-advancement 
and mediocrity. It's the ideal ex
pressed in the Argonauts' Pledge: 
'To stand faithfully by all that is 
brave and beautiful; To seek ad
venture, and having discovered 
aught of wonder, or delight; of 
merriment or loveliness, to share it 
freely with my comrades, the Band 
of Happy Rowers.'

Maybe all we need is a new 
boat.

If you ever become the owner of a 
restaurant in Melbourne, and you 
serve the greatest food in the city, 
and you want your enterprise to 
succeed, don't tell Elaine and me 
about it. We might get to love the 
place, and turn up every Tuesday 
night. You might as well file the 
bankruptcy papers now.

When Elaine and I got together 
in 1978, we decided that gobbling 
down a plate of chops and veg was 
not the most romantic way to 
spend a relaxed evening. We had 
little money, but were willing to 
try a few promising restaurants. In 
those days we couldn't find any in
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brilliant beloved. But that pre
supposed that Rob was something 
other than his own worst enemy. It 
turned out that Rob had a violent 
aversion to Greeks, but was trying 
to run a restaurant in Colling
wood. (He was Latvian.) I don't 
think he even asked himself why 
the mediocre Chinese restaurant 
two doors down did a roaring 
trade while his customers disap
peared. I suspect that he had found 
ways of alienating the local people 
who could have kept the place 
going. He retained a dream of at
tracting flocks of rich folks from 
Kew and Doncaster, and for a 
while people did come long dis
tances to enjoy the food.

We were annoyed by one exam
ple of Rob and Galinda's ability to 
kill the perfect restaurant. It was 
approaching the time of our wed
ding (the beginning of March 
1979), and we wanted to hold it at 
Two Up. Elaine's parents were 
doubtful about the idea, but we 
knew that anybody who attended 
would by won over by the quality 
of the food. Late in January, we 
walked into the place to find Rob 
and Galinda looking more than 
usually distraught. 'We have to 
close,' they said, and did —at least, 
for long enough for us to be forced 
to find another place for the wed
ding reception. A few weeks later 
they gained a loan to keep them 
going for another year.

No matter what they did, 
things went downhill for them 
during 1979. We kept telling 
people about the wondrous food 
of the place; the quality never de
clined. Our friends would go 
along, become annoyed by some 
idiocy or other, and never go 
again. Rob had one weird period 
when he was trying to train a 
helper — with the result that the 
main meal would arrive at 11 p.m. 
and dessert at 1 a.m. This actually 
happened on two occasions I 
know of. Some friends of ours 
were not amused by the experi
ence.

The inevitable came in January 
1980. Two Up did not re-open after 
the Christmas break. We tried to 
find out where Rob and Galinda 
were moving to, but they did not 
tell us. Despite the fact that the 
disorganization of their lives an
noyed us at the time, we miss that 
restaurant still. We have never 
found a place that matches it for

In 1978 we did not know a lot 
about food. Elaine was (and is) a 
good cook, but at that time she had 
hardly glimpsed the possibilities 
of international cuisine. During 
my Carlton bachelorhood I had 
spent much time in the cheaper 
Italian restaurants of Lygon Street. 
In 19751 had eaten the hottest meal 
of my life at the old Jamaica Inn, 
when Monty owned it. With Elaine 
I had just discovered Chinese 
cooking. But many culinary possi
bilities remained untasted, includ
ing the whole range of seafood.

At Two Up, items on the menu 
were written in badly spelt French. 
The place had pretensions to qual
ity. But why, we kept asking our
selves, was it located here, in a 
particularly seedy-looking part of 
Collingwood?

We played safe. We both had 
onion soup and carpetbag steak. 
When the food arrived, we became 
addicts of Two Up restaurant. The 
soup had a creamy yet complex 
flavour. There was much in here 
beside onions, include some ingre
dients I had never tasted before. 
Fourteen years later, we've never 
found soups quite as tasty as Two 
Up's.

When the carpetbag steak ar
rived, I realized that I had not 
known exactly what type of dish 
that was. It proved to be very rare 
eye fillet stuffed full of oysters. Me 
eat oysters? I had never tried them 
before. A few mouthsful. Yes, for 
me. Yes, for Elaine. The strawberry 
pancakes for dessert were remark
able. We've never since tasted bet
ter than them either.

For the next year and a half, 
Two Up was our food education 
centre. Before we found the place, 
I was sure I did not like seafood. 
Two Up turned me into an addict 
of garlic prawns. Two Up set a 
standard for cooking steak that 
we've rarely found again. Before 
we began visiting Two Up, we did 
not realize how refined and tasty a 
pafe might be. New addictions all.

We remember the first night at 
Two Up as one of the perfect nights 
of our lives. Even in 1992, it's often 
the restaurant we wish we could 
visit when we feel that itch to go 
out at night.

But that evening was not quite 
perfect. The amplified music was 
dreadful. Soon after we arrived 
(and we were the only people 
there, as on many other nights at

Two Up), the chef/waiter turned 
up some particularly loud and ob
noxious disco music. After only a 
few minutes, I begged him to turn 
it down, which he did. But he 
never played tapes of music, Mo
zart perhaps, or Mantovani at 
worst, that fitted the atmosphere 
he wanted to create for his restau
rant.

Oddnesses kept thrusting 
themselves to our attention. When 
we started going to Two Up, the 
place had a thriving luncheon 
trade. That disappeared. Soon the 
place was closed at lunchtime. The 
quality of the service was variable. 
The chef/waiter was our favour
ite. When he was there, he not only 
provided prompt meals but told a 
good yam as well. On the other 
nights there was a capable wait
ress who told us she was Rob's 
sister. But 'Rob' wasn't Rob at all. 
The restaurant's calling card said 
that he was 'Alex Doubov'. About 
the end of 1978 Rob's sister disap
peared. Rob was again both chef 
and waiter. We could hardly help 
noticing that the restaurant was 
not doing great business. If we 
went on Tuesday night, we were 
usually theonly people there. Con
versations with Rob brought florid 
accounts of the decline in the res
taurant trade in general; how too 
many places were openingall over 
Melbourne. (That was true 
enough. That was the height of the 
Melbourne restaurant boom, 
when The Age was challenging and 
encouraging diners and traders 
with its waspish 'Epicure' restau
rant critiques.)

We almost parted company 
with Two Up when another wait
ress began to work on busy nights. 
She wasn't very good. Once she 
offered to keep a bottle of cabernet 
sauvignon in the fridge until we 
needed it. But on nights when no
body else was around, and the 
long conversations went on, we 
discovered that this was Galinda, 
Rob's girlfriend. Members of Rob's 
own family no longer visited the 
place. Galinda was good at one 
thing—telling us in graphic detail 
how badly the restaurant was 
doing.

Galinda and Rob formed their 
own private disaster area. Even the 
fish in the tank kept dying. At first 
we thought Galinda must be one of 
those girlfriends who hang like a 
millstone around the neck of the
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quality of food. We have never 
found another place where the 
ddcor and atmosphere so suit our 
hide-away-from-it-all tempera
ments. There were nights when 
Elaine and I were left to stare at 
each other or at the fish in the tank: 
quite enjoyable, provided the wine 
was good; we could forget every
thing that was difficult in our lives 
and concentrate on each other and 
the sips and munches.

We might have regarded the dis
appearance of Two Up as merely a 
bit of very bad luck if we had not 
started making a habit of it. 
Wiping out restaurants, that is.

Mermaid was a very good sea
food restaurant in Smith Street, 
Collingwood. Its specialty was a 
dessert called hot cheese cake, a 
cold icecream-covered cheesecake 
taken out of the refrigerator and 
placed in the oven for a few min
utes. One could skimp on the rest 
of the meal in order to get to des
sert. The atmosphere was relaxing, 
despite the size of the place. (I've 
found out only recently that it was 
renovated out of the shell of the 
original Cole's Store in Smith 
Street.) The skilful use of carpet 
and split levels removed the ech
oes from the giant open area so that 
the restaurant was nearly as quiet 
as Two Up.

The only waiter at Mermaid 
was an affable Greek. We were 
puzzled one night when two char
acters stalked into the restaurant 
and thudded out to the kitchen. 
They did not look as if they were 
there for a nice night's feed. Even
tually they stalked out again. 
There had been much rapid talk
ing and gesticulation from the 
back, and no food had arrived at 
all. When the waiter finally 
brought the next course, he did not 
look too happy.

We did not say anything at the 
time, but Elaine and I both had the 
same thought — how long before 
the Mermaid burned down? At 
that time, fires were happening 
regularly in Collingwood. Big fur
niture stores. Small stores in blocks 
that developers wanted to turn 
into a supermarket. Insurance

fires? A protection racket? Or was 
there a gambling-debt recovery 
scheme being conducted along 
Smith Street? That waiter looked 
as if he had been leant on.

Mermaid did burn down even
tually. Not for some time after, and 
not before a temporary change of 
name. One morning, as Elaine was 
going past in the tram, she saw the 
blackened wreck. And the news of 
the fire was not even on the radio 
news or in the paper.

At about this time, our friends 
stopped recommending their fa
vourite restaurants to us. Our 
seeming vendetta went on. El Cid, 
a wonderful Spanish-food restau
rant in Johnston Street, closed 
down in 1980. It had been praised 
in The Age and The Melbourne 
Tinies. It was full of people on the 
last night we went there. But it 
failed to reopen after the 1980/81 
Christmas break.

Want to buy a pizza in Colling
wood? Every time we have discov
ered a great pizza place within 
walking distance, it has closed 
down.

Our most heartbreaking loss 
was Enri's; our most surprising de
struction was Two Faces. In their 
different price ranges, both were 
popular in the early 1980s.

We only went to Two Faces 
once—during the only time in our 
married lives when we felt rich. 
The waiter was snooty, the por
tions minuscule and unremark
able in quality, and the price $100 
for four (1979's equivalent of 
today's $400 or more). The only 
highlight of the evening was the 
winelist; we shared three delicious 
and otherwise unobtainable 
wines. Two Faces was overrated, 
we decided, but the fact that we 
enjoyed the evening seemed to 
condemn the place. The owners re
located to the Mornington Penin
sula.

Enri's was run by Enri as if he 
were an MC at a comedy cafe. Enri 
is a German who arrived in Aus
tralia after many years living in 
Argentina. He served what he 
called 'Argentinian food'. Surely 
no Argentinian ever slept in garlic. 
The perfectly cooked steak arrived

on a bed of garlic. Grilled fish was 
covered with garlic top and bot
tom, then stuffed with it as well. 
Nobody minded except your 
workmates next day. Garlic and 
perfect food inspired much drink
ing of big Victorian red wines. 
When Enri himself was drunk 
enough, he came out armed with a 
soda siphon which he called his 
'choo choo'. This was filled with an 
unholy mixture of liqueurs. No
body could avoid having this 
squeezed down her or his throat. 
We left late in the night feel much 
too merry.

It was all too much for Enri. He 
sold the restaurant to people who 
kept up its traditions, but they 
could not fake the atmosphere or 
the food. A few years ago, Enri had 
a brief fling at another restaurant, 
but this lasted only a few months. 
Perhaps if we hadn't discovered 
his second restaurant, it might 
have lasted.

How potent is the Gillespie- 
Cochrane Curse? As you can 
guess, it must have abated, or there 
wouldn't be a restaurant left open 
throughout Melbourne. Many of 
our 1982 favourite restaurants 
stayed open and prosperous 
throughout the 1980s. We found 
we had to book tables at them in
stead of checking whether or not 
they were still open. We could 
praise restaurants to our friends 
without anticipating the shadow 
of the wrecker's ball. During the 
last year, the dreaded Recession 
has been doing far more harm to 
restauranteurs than we ever could 
have done.

But never again did we dis
cover the Perfect Restaurant. Two 
Up was it, and our nights there 
were our happiest. Not only did 
we discover perfectly cooked 
foods we've never tasted since, but 
in those days we could buy a 1974 
St Hubert's Shiraz at $2.95 a bottle 
or a 1972 Brown Brothers' Shiraz 
Mondeuse Cabernet for $5 a bottle. 
We drank them all, instead of 
keeping them, and happy hazy 
memories are all that remain.


