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To write this trip report, Iôve set myself a challenge of writing 2,000 words a day, with a minimum of 

1,000; Iôll then take the 60,000 word document, edit it down and add more humour. Iôve got to do 

something like that, otherwise Iôll never get it written. Iôm also taking lots of photos, with my natty 

little Nokia 6230 camera phone, which I shall stick in at appropriate places. And Iôll write about 

everything and anything that pops into my head, lots of which will  be pure rubbish. 

ðfrom Patôs trip notes, demonstrating that it is better to travel hopefullyé 

 

 

By  way  of  introduction  

 
Pat McMurray won GUFF in 2004, with the 
original intention of travelling to both the New 
Zealand and Australian Natcons, to be held 
respectively over the Easter and ANZAC Day 
weekends in April. This got complicated; as he 
explains, Pat was studying for an MBA and the 
eventual schedule for his last exams didnôt fit 
too well with his travelling plans. So he arranged 
to defer the trip by a couple of months, and 
consequently planned an itinerary that took him 
from London via Singapore to Sydney, Adelaide, 
back to Sydney, Canberra, Eumundi, Brisbane, 
Sydney for a third time, Melbourne for the 
Continuum convention, Perth, Rottnest Island, 
and inevitably Sydney again on the way home. 

The complications with Patôs trip report went 
beyond those usually prayed in aid by those fan 
fund delegates who return home elated but 
exhausted and, after getting back to normal, find 
that their notes are a little less comprehensive 
and make rather less sense than they had 
confidently anticipated at the time. Pat was 
accompanied for part of his trip by his first wife, 
Rona (some of their travels were planned 
specifically around visiting members of Ronaôs 
family who live in Australia), but they split up 
relatively soon after the trip. Apart from the 
personal impacts of this, Pat felt that it made 
parts of the trip report virtually impossible to 
write; it would be unfair and inaccurate to edit 
out Ronaôs part in it all, and also difficult to 
relate some of the events that occurred on the 
trip and the implications for Pat later. 

Time has passed, in that way it does. Pat is 
now happily remarried, to Julie, and the distance 
from his GUFF trip makes it simpler to explain 
the circumstances than it seemed back in 2004. 
There are still some things that arenôt going to 
be written about here; Pat doesnôt intend to 
dwell on some of them and has probably 
forgotten some others ï and if you happen to be 
one of the people who remember, youôll also 
understand why they donôt make it in. But 
virtually all of Patôs own text in this report dates 
from the time of the trip itself or later that year, 
and should be read in that context. (And all 
Patôs own words appear in Times New Roman, 
whereas mine look like this.) 

Something else we should make clear is that 
Iôm just Patôs amanuensis and editor here. 
Although Iôve ended up sharing parts of a couple 
of other friendsô GUFF trips in the past decade 
when I happened to be visiting Australia, I 
wasnôt there for any of Patôs adventures Down 
Under. And I have never been, nor am ever 
likely to be, married to Pat myself.  

Indeed, as often happens with fan funds, at the 
time I was supporting the other guy ï although 
my partner, Mark Plummer, had agreed to 
nominate Pat instead. But Iôm pleased to have 
the chance now to help reconstruct at least this 
overview of Patôs trip, drawing on what he wrote 
at the time and began to stitch together 
afterwards and also his photo archive, which 
acts as a really useful prompt about who he 
met, what he saw, and which exotic Australian 
wildlife he ate while he was there.  

ðClaire, April 2009 
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Places featured in this trip report  
(can you spot them all?) 

 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

 

Another introduction  
 

Itôs a clich® to say that a fan fund trip will 

change your life. But it is still true. There seems 

to be nothing else in fandom (with the possible 

exception of Worldcons) more creative of new 

relationships or more destructive of old ones. 

Everything you think is settled and fixed in your 

life, everything you think you know or care 

about, is up for grabs. 

And the changes donôt stop when the trip is 

over, when you get home. Home isnôt where you 

left it any more. Itôs been quite difficult for me 

to get to a place where I feel I can start writing 

this report, but Iôm just about there. 

I suppose this is my long-winded way of 

saying that my GUFF trip impacted on me and 

my life and my future in ways I never expected. 

I donôt really want to talk about the changes, 

some of which were very good and some of 

which were very bad. I only want to warn you, 

never take on a fan fund trip lightly ï it will 

impact on you in ways you can hardly believe. 

Iôm glad I did my trip; Iôm happy with the 

ways in which my life has changed. But if I had 

had perfect foreknowledge of the difficult and 

challenging and sometimes painful road down 

which my venture into fanfundery would take 

me, I might just have turned aside. I feel like I 

have lived The Enchanted Duplicator, not just 

read ité 

ðPat, September 2004 

 

Thanks and credits  
 

Iôd like to dedicate this report to Julie for her 

encouragement, to Australia for being there, to 

flat white for making every coffee shop in the 

rest of the world a lesser place, to the dangerous 

but surprisingly edible Australian wildlife, and 

to the letter Q and the number 6. 

And Iôd like to thank Claire for finally helping 

me discharge a long overdue debt to the 

wonderful people I met on my trip. 

ðPat, April 2009 
 
Most of the photos featured in this report were 
taken by Pat himself. But thanks are due to 
Kylie Ding, Yvonne Rousseau and Damien 
Warman who provided some of the photos 
(credited in the relevant places) that help to fill in 
the gaps, and to Alison Barton, David Cake, 
Roman Orszanski and Damien again who 
identified some of the subjects.  
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Running  fo r  GUFF  
 

I won one of the tightest fan fund races in 

history, by two votes. Iôm glad my opponent 

Doug Bell lost by so little, but Iôm obviously 

also glad to have won. The race closed the 

Monday after Novacon 33 in the West Midlands, 

and Doug and I had spent the weekend doing 

some friendly and semi-competitive 

campaigning. I managed to stay up all Saturday 

night (and then went to a Worldcon committee 

meeting but thatôs another story), and was thus 

semi-incoherent on Sunday ï Iôm afraid those 

who know me will  claim that I am frequently 

thus, or even fully incoherent. On Sunday night 

after Doug and everyone else involved with 

GUFF had gone home, four people still wanted 

to vote, so I accepted the money and Eve Harvey 

took the votes home and phoned them to Paul 

Kincaid, the administrator. 

Now hereôs the ironic thing: I know for a fact 

that at least one of those people voted against 

me. Chris OôShea said afterwards heôd voted 

against me because he wanted me to stay and 

work on his Eastercon. 

And then I failed an exam. An MBA exam. I 

was doing a part-time MBA with the Open 

University ï great institution, and like all 

institutionsé It was my penultimate exam. I had 

always planned to do the Australian trip with my 

MBA books and then come back and do my final 

exam the week after I got back, but there was no 

way I could both do my final exam and repeat an 

exam in the week after my return. So the trip had 

to be postponed and then rearranged. The 

original plan had been to do both the Aussie and 

New Zealand Natcons, but in the end we built 

the trip around Continuum in Melbourne instead, 

and I felt I had to leave NZ for a future trip. 

So, I ended up going to a convention in 

Melbourne, instead of the two Natcons as 

originally planned. The Continuum crew were 

very welcoming and stuck me straight on 

programme; then I got an email from Sue Ann 

Barber with the draft programme, with me listed 

on two items as óthe Guff guyô and óthe Guff 

blokeô. On balance Iôd rather be a guy than a 

bloke, so GUFF guy I became. 

And then, having not expected to be there at 

all, I spent my Easter guarding a door in 

Blackpool. It was an important door, mind, the 

door to the dealersô room in the conference 

centre.  It  was  not  without  its  challenges; there 

 

 

were other events on in the centre at the same 

time, and I had to work hard to turn people away 

politely. It was very boring, though, spending 

four days doing that ï as Mark Plummer would 

and did say, óBrain the size of a door and theyôve 

got you guarding the planet.ô Not much thanks 

either, apart from Chris OôShea who was almost 

effusive, but it did have its good points; I got to 

see almost everyone at the con, and it was more 

fun than sitting behind a con desk. 

 

The MBA was a funny thing, in context. I started 

doing it when I was the Sales and Marketing 

Manager for a small IT company, and thought it 

would come in handy. It was interesting how it 

coincided with my most fractured period of 

employment ï I was made redundant twice, 

worked as a freelance for six months, started my 

own business, all in the course of three years. 

The Open University is a distance learning 

organisation, established in the 1970s in the UK, 

and responsible for a lot of the global growth in 

distance and adult education since then.  

I talked about convention running and 

Worldcons for a couple of assignments, and you 

may even have seen one of those assignments ï 

when I didnôt have time to write anything else 

(and Iôm not exaggerating; I really didnôt have 

time) I gave one of the assignments to Paul 

Kincaid for an issue of GUFFaw. I think itôs 

interesting, and Iôm sure Mark Plummer did as 

well.  

 

 
Alternate  history  

 
As Pat explained, once he won GUFF he hadnôt 
been planning on attending the British national 
convention at Easter in Blackpool; he was 
meant to be in New Zealand at the time. The 
official explanation, all that stuff about his MBA, 
seemed far less likely than a properly science 
fictional explanation: the existence of a 
previously unknown identical twin brother (or 
was it a clone?) who came along to the 
Eastercon instead. And so it was that we met 
Colm McMurray, generally agreed to be slimmer 
and better-looking than Paté Colm got involved 
in his first con, conscientiously guarding a door 
for what seemed like the whole weekend, and 
also helpfully contributed some news of his 
GUFF-tripping brother: 
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The Wandering Fan 

 

For those of you whoôve wondered where my 

twin is this weekend, hereôs the short version. 

Pat is en route to New Zealand and Australia 

on his GUFF trip, but transport is being a 

challenge. He left three days ago, and I thought 

he was at ConText in New Zealand by now, until 

I got this email from him. 

ðColm 

 

Hey you, having some fun here. Plane got 

diverted into Napoli with engine troubles. 

They hired a replacement 320 from 

somewhere but the captain must have been 

off his head; we strayed into Libyan 

airspace and got forced down into Tripoli. 

Good thing weôre allies now, though they 

arrested the crew on general principles. 

The airline hired a couple of buses to take 

us to Cairo. It was nice to see the pyramids 

and the Nile and what have you, but they 

didnôt offload the luggage in Tripoli ï had 

no idea where my bag had gone.  

Then, another plane: a 737 in what I 

think are Nigerian colours. I was a bit 

worried we were going to end up in 

Nigeria, but I neednôt have worried ï 

apparently they thought we were supposed 

to go to the Maldives. Sounds good 

doesnôt it, a couple of days of sea and 

sunshine? No such luck, they burst a tyre 

on landing so we canôt take off again, but 

of course the Maldivians (sp) wonôt let us 

in the country. Thereôs a halfway decent 

hotel theyôve put us up in ï but after days 

without luggage weôre all a bité The good 

news is that the guy running the fuel farm 

is someone I know from Mumbai, so I had 

a really interesting tour of the airport ï 

thatôs always been an ambition of mine. 

And finally, I know where my luggage is 

ï itôs arrived at the convention in NZ. 

Theyôve been using it to substitute for me: 

itôs been in their opening ceremony, and a 

panel on óInternational fandomô. Iôve been 

emailed that my luggage is gaining quite a 

reputation for wit and bonhomie, and went 

to its first room party last night. 

Anyway, thereôs a plane going back to 

Dubai this evening theyôve managed to get 

us places on, so hopefully weôll be on our 

way at last. 

Later on Colm also reported the receipt of an 
email purporting to be from Patôs luggage. Colm 
described Patôs luggage as óbig, blue and 
battered ï quite similar to Pat really.ô This 
running joke may be one case in which you can 
be relieved that Pat didnôt end up writing his 
whole trip report in the way heôd intendedé 

 

The Luggage Goes East 

 

Hey there. 

In the absence of my lord and master, the 

GUFF delegate, theyôre using me to 

substitute. Count yourself lucky, theyôve 

seen the episode of Have I Got News For 

You with the lard. Does anybody know 

where he is, by the way? There was a 

phone call on a bad line from Tajidkistan 

late yesterday, but we couldnôt hear 

properly. 

So, small convention in Rotorua, with 

some extremely friendly New Zealanders 

and hardly any sheep. New Zealand is as 

beautiful as youôve heard, and the con is a 

lot of fun ï Pat will be really sorry to have 

missed this. 

So far, Iôve had a tour of the town ï think 

Buxton in a wedding dress ï been 

introduced in the opening ceremony, but 

left out the shower allusions; been on an 

international fandom panel with two 

Australians; been sold for personal service 

in an auction, but the bidder donated me 

back ï later, much later; and hung out in 

the odd party, where I chatted up a cute 

handbag. When they found out I was 

happy to work on the con, they put me on 

badge-checking duty on the dealersô room, 

where I watch the scenery and stuffé 

The plan is theyôre putting me on a plane 

to Melbourne tomorrow, where Iôm going 

to catch up with Stephen and Bruce, visit 

that Malaysian restaurant where Pat 

shocked the waitress in 1999 with the 

amount of food he ate, go look at the 

penguins and generally enjoy the 

wonderful metropolis. 

Anyway, no oneôs missing you, or him. 

So give my regards to your own luggage 

and Iôll see you when I get back. 

Ciao, baby. 
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Filking  

 

OK, I donôt do filk ï and this is all Judith Proctorôs fault anyway. Because I spent four days at 

Eastercon guarding a door. Now, it was a busy door: basically a mixture of badge checking and 

information desk, on the hoof. But there were also quiet times. I spent a lot of time humming óMusic 

to Watch Girls Byô and when I mentioned this to Steve Rogerson, who was personning the desk 

nearest my position, he told Judith who said I should filk it.  

The strange thing is, the version we produced together over a beer in the bar, is much, um, raunchier 

than what I would have done on my own. So sheôs to blame for this. Although I have sung it a couple 

of times, when slightly drunké 

ðPat (or was it Colm?)

 

Music to watch girls by 

The stewardôs song 

by Judith Proctor and Colm McMurray 

 

The boys watch the girls while the girls watch the boys who watch the girls go by 

On the door I watch the girls while the girls show their badges to the boys who watch the girls go by 
 

Eye to eye, they solemnly convene to make the scene 

Iôm just a Catholic guy, but the girls convene to make the scene 
 

Which is the name of the game: watch a guy word a dame on any street in town 

When I see a girlôs hips sway, it simply makes my day, at any con around 
 

Up and down, and over and across romance is boss 

Heel and toe, I love a high heeled shoe and a pretty leg 
 

Guys talk, girls talk, it happens everywhere: eyes watch girls walk with tender loving care 

Guys talk, radios talk, it happens everywhere, while I watch girls with tender loving care 
 

Itôs keeping track of the pack, watching them watching back, that makes the world go round 

Itôs keeping track of the pack, keeping mundanes out the back, that makes the con go round 
 

Whatôs that sound? Each time you hear a loud collective sigh 

Whatôs that sound? Itôs Ops complaining that the beerôs run dry 
 

Theyôre making music to watch girls by 

Distracting me from watching girls go by 
 

Eyes watch girls walk with tender loving care 

Eyes watch girls walk with tender loving care 
 

Itôs keeping track of the pack, watching them watching back, that makes the world go round 

Itôs keeping track of the pack, watching them not watching back, that makes the con go round 
 

Whatôs that sound? Each time you hear a loud collective sigh 

Whatôs that sound? óOps to tech, we need a cable tieô 
 

Theyôre making music to watch girls by 

But Iôm humming music to watch girls by 
 

Theyôre making music to watch girls by, theyôre making music to watch girls by 

Iôd rather watch a girl than a handsome guy ï Iôd have twice the fun if only I was bi 
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Planning  the  trip  
 

If you ever find yourself planning a trip to 

Australia, the best first thing you could do is 

consult with either Janice Gelb, former DUFF 

delegate, or Claire Brialey, perennial visitor to 

Australia, and originator of the phrase óHave I 

mentioned Iôve been to Australia?ô Between 

them, they seem to know every fan in Australia.  

Claire lives in Croydon, which is about five 

miles from where I live. Along with Mark 

Plummer, Mike Scott (aka Dr Plokta) and 

occasional others, weôre in the habit of dining 

regularly at a really good Indian restaurant 

halfway between Bromley and Croydon, Planet 

Spice. Those of you whoôve been lucky enough 

to eat there will know how good it is; those who 

havenôt should look forward to it. Itôs one of 

those modern Indian restaurants ï cooking 

Indian food, not Anglo-Indian, and with no flock 

wallpaper! In her spare time Claire (along with 

Alison Scott) appears to run the country. 

So we got together again at Planet Spice, and 

Claire enthused about Australia at us. Now my 

only former trip to Australia was for the 

Worldcon in 1999, when I spent just over a week 

in Melbourne, and apart from just a little book 

shopping saw very little of the city itself. In fact, 

I spent my Aussiecon Three working on the 

programme rescue team, as did Janice Gelb, Tim 

Illingworth and Ben Yalow ï amazing isnôt it, 

we travel all over the world to hang out with 

people we know. So I saw very little of 

Melbourne, and not an awful lot of the 

Worldcon. I did have fun though, and bought a 

few books. Well, OK, I posted back about 100 

kg of books. 

 

In her enthusiasm, Claire ordered me ï Iôm 

barely exaggerating here, she ordered me ï to go 

to Adelaide. So Adelaide was in the trip; 

Canberra was on the list as well (in the original 

version of the trip the Natcon would have been 

there, and Claire said Canberra was a very 

interesting city); Melbourne, of course; Sydney 

where the flight was arriving and we were 

meeting Ronaôs brother; and Eumundi, just north 

of Brisbane, where Ronaôs brother lives. The big 

decision was deciding that Rona was coming as 

well, so the trip had to be built around her 

interests as well. Now, Ronaôs not a fan, and 

sheôs also quite shy: doesnôt mind strangers in 

small  groups,  but  canôt  manage  large  groups  of  

 

 

people she doesnôt know. This puts conventions 

and the like out of the question. Her birthday 

was midway through the trip, so we needed to 

find something sheôd like to do then. And so this 

was not quite the classic GUFF trip; we were 

also arranging a holiday in and around parts of 

it. 

So the plan evolved for Rona and I to spend a 

couple of days together in Singapore and 

Sydney, to gradually get into the right time-zone. 

Then both of us were going to go to Adelaide 

and then back to Sydney. In Sydney weôd 

diverge ï me going to Canberra for a few days, 

her driving up to Eumundi with her brother and 

sister-in-law (la cuñada, as they say in Spanish, 

and Iôll come back to that). After Canberra Iôd 

join them at the Eumundi ranch ï he says itôs a 

tiny place with only seven acres! A few days 

there, then back to Sydney for Ronaôs last night, 

then Iôd fly South to Melbourne for the con, and 

to Perth for a few days and finally back to 

Sydney. Itôs bizarre, Iôm staying in Sydney on 

four occasions during my trip: for two days 

when we arrive, when weôll do recovery; for a 

couple of days later on with Ronaôs family; on 

her last night when weôre going to see Dance at 

the Sydney Opera House and on my last night in 

Australia, but itôs only on that last trip I think Iôll  

get to meet Sydney fandom.  

Oh, and Ronaôs birthday? Well, sheôs keen on 

ballet (hence the Dance in Sydney, which is 

Graeme Murphyôs Shades of Grey ï probably a 

bit modern, but an excuse to see the Sydney 

Opera House as well). On her actual birthday, 

weôll be in Adelaide, and the Australian Ballet is 

also there doing La Fille Mal Gardée, one of 

Ronaôs favourites, so that couldnôt have worked 

out better. 

As for the Spanish comment above: well, I 

sometimes feel like the eternal student, but Iôve 

always wanted to learn Spanish, so when the 

Open University started doing Spanish as a 

distance learning course I decided to risk it. Iôm 

halfway through the first year, and it seems to be 

going OK so far. Iôve got my Powerbook with 

me, to write this trip report of course, but Iôve 

also got PDFs of my course material, a grammar 

book, the CDs burned to iTunes and a few bits of 

vocabulary software on it as well. So if I started 

mumbling at you in Spanish during my trip, 

there was a reason. 
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The  last  weekend  

 
What does a fan fund delegate do on his last few 

days at home? Well, thereôs the packing, and the 

last minute planning, and the last minute 

arrangements. I work well with deadlines so I 

treated this trip as a deadline for everything ï 

worked hard to get everything I could cleared 

before I left.  

 

On Fridays, most Fridays anyway, I go to the 

pub with my mates. These particular mates are 

technically the remnants of the City Illiterates 

pub group ï down now to the last four or five. 

Back in the day, there was a famous adult 

education course in science fiction (with 

teachers including luminaries such as John Clute 

and Lisa Tuttle) which continued to run for 

years. And then everyone went down the pub 

afterwards.  

Theoretically we were the remnants of that ï 

although I joined fandom long afterwards. Those 

who met regularly at that stage were me, Brian 

Ameringen, Marcus Rowland, John Birchby and 

Roger Robinson. 

Others occasionally called in and we did the 

usual fannish things: drink beer, shoot the 

breeze, gossip, put the world to rights, talk about 

books, do the postal quiz. If you happen to find 

yourself in London on a Friday night weôre still 

meeting at the Windmill in Mill Street, off 

Maddox Street, off Regent Streeté 

 

 
Brian Ameringen and Roger Robinson tolerating 

Pat and his new toy down the pub ï at least itôs 

better than banging on about WORLDCONSé 

 

My parents were coming to stay from Galway 

for half the time I was away, so before we went 

there was the hoovering, the cleaning, the 

tidying. But weôd probably have hoovered 

before the trip anyway, so we didnôt come back 

to too much dirt. I also wrote a manual for the 

house ï how to deal with rubbish, the care and 

feeding of the two elderly cats, how to work the 

shower and TVé 

Somehow I also seemed to find myself 

spending some of the weekend gardening: 

distributing blue bark chips over everything that 

stayed still long enough. The really bizarre thing 

was that the cats were very fond of the chips, 

and seemed to like lying around on them. 

And there was packing ï though I did most of 

my packing the previous week. Iôve got a lot of 

experience of long distance travel (my longest 

trip on business was six weeks, at one point ï a 

round the world trip taking in Dubai, Singapore, 

Taiwan and the US. A very long and tough tour. 

Two and three week tours were quite common as 

well). Rona, though, hadnôt been away from 

home since she was a youngster, so we needed 

to compare notes. My approach is to take one 

decent-sized suitcase or bag, with wheels; fill it 

with 7-10 daysô worth of clothing, a full set of 

toiletries and the bare minimum of electronics 

and power supplies. Donôt take any books, youôll 

pick them up as you go and they weigh a lot. 

Sabine Furlong is a German-born fan who 

taught me an interesting new trick, though, 

which apparently everyone in Germany does: 

when any piece of clothing is reaching the end of 

its life ï maybe one or two more washes will kill 

it off ï you put it in your suitcase and put the 

suitcase aside for your annual holiday. You then 

go on holiday, and throw away the clothing 

youôve worn at the end, to make room for 

essential souvenirs (Mexican hats, penguins, 

Star Trek communicators...) So if you think 

Germans always dress a bit strangely on holiday, 

now you know why. I went through my 

wardrobe, thinking Iôd just put a few pieces in, 

and managed to fill the whole suitcase with 

throwaway clothes. 

 

The fannish thing I spent my weekend doing was 

a little unusual. We were planning to run the 

Worldcon in Glasgow in 2005 and at the time I 

was the WSFS and Exhibits Division Head ï 

two separate divisions, not one combined one, 

you note. WSFS is the division that does the 

boring but necessary things, like site selection 

and the business meeting; Exhibits is the 

division that does the Dealersô Room, Art Show 

and fan space.  
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The new staff website had been put into place, 

based around some exciting content management 

technology (no, really): Zope / Plone. Basically, 

we could upload anything we needed to into the 

content management system. I decided getting 

everything relevant from my computer and paper 

records up there before I vanished was a good 

plan, so I spent a couple of days scanning stuff 

in, uploading it, arranging it, and telling people 

about it. 

 

We also went to see Troy and have Nandoôs 

chicken. If you live in a country or town with 

Nandoôs chicken and you havenôt tried it yet, let 

me recommend it. They donôt do much of 

anything except barbecued chicken but the 

shtick is that they use peri-peri, a kind of a 

Portuguese chili, to flavour the chicken ï itôs 

like good fast food.   

Now Troy, I liked. It had an interesting 

commonality with Lord of the Rings, especially 

The Return of the King and the battle scenes. 

The other thing it had in common was that it 

wasnôt a straight repeat of The Iliad, but a 

retelling of the story in a different medium. The 

big difference from The Iliad was that there was 

no fantastical stuff ï no gods, no miracles, no 

signs or prophecies ï or at least while these 

things were there in the background, to explain 

how the Greeks and Trojans thought, there were 

no magical effects. But they hadnôt gone for 

complete realism either: there really were 1,000 

ships, for example. I enjoyed it, but donôt expect 

a purist retelling of the story; it was a good film, 

with some decent acting, though it got too 

bloody for me on occasion. 

And then we were ready to be off. Although, 

because of planning the packing, we didnôt need 

1,000 ships. 

 

 

 

 
 

Singapore waterfront 

On  the  way  ï Singapore  
 

Tuesday 18 May, 22:05: QF10 London-

Singapore ï arrive Wednesday 19 May, 17:55 

 
All the packing, arranging, persuading people 

was finally over, and we were on our way. The 

journey to Singapore could not have been 

smoother: easy journey to Heathrow by taxi, 

very quick check-in, hanging out in an airport 

lounge ï we were flying economy, but Iôve done 

enough travel in the past to recognise the virtues 

of airport lounges. Iôve also done enough 

travelling that Iôm good at finding decent places 

to hang out at airports even without getting in 

the lounge: an out of the way coffee shop, the 

lounge in a transit hotel, flight or airport viewing 

room. Most architects who design airports think 

everyone should be interested in looking at 

planes, so they always put in somewhere where 

you can just watch them. However, for most 

travellers, the romance of flight is right up there 

with the romance of bus stations, so the airport 

viewing lounge is almost always deserted. 

Weôd a nice flight: we got a row of three seats 

to the two of us, and I think Qantas had 

expanded leg room in economy. The last time I 

flew Qantas was in 1999, and I remember that as 

very squashed and miserable. I read a bit, wrote 

a bit and slept for about four hours, and Rona 

managed to sleep for most of the trip. 

 

I promise weôll get back to the fans soon since 

this is starting to read like a travel book; but it is 

my trip after all, and I want to talk about it. 

 

I like Singapore. I had a job once where I 

travelled an incredible amount, spending more 

than half my time travelling around the world ï 

especially three-week trips to the Far East and 

Middle East. The challenge was always to find 

someplace nice to spend the weekend, where 

you could relax, have a beer, and recharge the 

batteries a little. For me, that was always either 

Dubai or Singapore; even now, years later, 

Singapore feels just a tiny bit like home. I know 

where to have coffee, buy a book, get a beer or a 

meal. Itôs also safe and clean ï probably a lot 

safer and cleaner than London. I donôt think I 

could stand to live there ï itôs a bit light on 

culture and a little oppressive ï but itôs a nice 

place to visit. 
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But when I was here before, I was either on my 

own or with business colleagues, and there were 

things we just didnôt do, because they were too 

touristy ï itôs that image thing, you know? We 

were serious business men, out to change the 

world of aviation refuelling management 

systems for ever! (My MD was such a po-face 

that when he realised that acronymed out as 

ARMS, and we were thus ARMS dealers, he 

made everyone drop the óreô in refuelling.) It 

was all BS of course.  

But it meant that this time I was determined we 

should do just the touristy things: eat in a hawker 

market, have a Singapore Sling in Raffles, go 

shopping on Orchard Road. So thatôs more or 

less what we did. 
Singapore was hot, about 30ęC (over 85ęF). We 

went on our first night to the Newton Circus 

Hawker Market. Singaporeôs really hot on 

hygiene, so you can eat anywhere without risk, 

even at the side of the road; again, itôs probably 

safer than London. They have food courts and 

restaurants, of course, but what I like are the 

open air food markets where you order what you 

like from any stall, and they bring it to your table 

ï we had chicken satay, mackerel omah, hot 

black bean squid (which was too hot for me) and 

some absolutely gorgeous sweet and sour 

chicken; and too much beer, and weôre sitting 

there in the open air in the middle of the night 

surrounded by light and life. 

 

 
 

Pat at breakfast,  
after a night surrounded by light and life 

 
In the morning, we did a little shopping: 

Borders, Sunny Books, Kinokuniyaé The last is 

a Japanese bookstore chain ï an amazing 

bookstore and basically huge. One of the nice 

things about Singapore is that they get both UK 

and US editions in the bookstores, so the 

selection is great. I wanted to buy a Spanish 

grammar book and there were more than 20 to 

choose from ï in fact there were hundreds of 

Teach Yourself Spanish, Spanish verbsé 

Kinokuniya also had lots of Japanese books, of 

course, and a Japanese-style stationery store, 

which is something the Japanese have got down 

to a fine art.  

Sunny Books was a second hand book shop, in 

the Far East plaza on Scott Road. The range was 

very good; prices were OK, in the 10-15 

Singapore dollar range (which was £3-£5 at the 

time). I bought a couple of Stephen Saylors for 

the plane; Stephen Saylor does Republican 

Rome mysteries, similar to Lindsey Davis, and 

they had a couple I hadnôt read. I didnôt get in 

the other second-hand bookstore in my guide 

book, though. 

I should warn you that there may be much 

discussion of book shops on my travels. I donôt 

propose to buy many books but Iôm not going to 

pass them up too often ï certainly the odd book 

accident, or even disaster, is to be expected. So, 

my summary of book shops in Singapore: 

¶ Kinokuniya has the best book selection, 

especially non-fiction, both English and 

Japanese. 

¶ Borders has the best magazine selection, and 

I thought their fiction selection was 

somewhat better. 

¶ Sunny Books was fun and cheap, and Iôve 

nothing bad to say about it really. 

¶ All three book shops are around the junction 

of Orchard Road and Scott Road ï nearest 

metro stop is Orchard Road, and theyôre all 

within a couple of minutes walk of there. 

 

 
 

Orchard Road 

 

We went to Raffles; we didnôt have Singapore 

slings, but we did take a look around, especially 

the museum. Raffles museum in Singapore is 

highly recommended ï the war years donôt really 

seem to exist, but apart from that itôs a very 

interesting and informative museum, in a low 

key sort of way. And then we went over the road 

and had a great lunch very cheaply. I approve of 

cheap, great food ï thereôs far too little in the 

UK. And when I say cheap, I mean it: £20 was 

an expensive meal for two. 
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Raffles 

 
Finally, do you remember those touring cows 

they had? Where a bunch of cows were painted / 

decorated by various artists and then sent on 

tour? We had a bunch of them in London at one 

time. Well, theyôd done something similar with 

lions in Singapore ï not merlions, which are the 

national symbol, but actual lions. There are some 

interesting beasts around: 

 

 
 
So after two nights in Singapore, we were almost 

over jetlag and ready for Australia. We were 

even ready for our 6 AM  start the next day. 

 

From Patôs LiveJournal 
 

The Englishness of Australians 

 

We stopped for two days in Singapore on the 

way down. Now Singapore for me is not a very 

exotic place: itôs an Asian city, yes, but itôs a 

well-planned, well-controlled, very quiet Asian 

city. Compared to Bangkok or Jakarta itôs very 

organised, compared to Tokyo or Mumbai itôs 

very low key. When I was working in the Far 

East a lot, Singapore was where Iôd go for a 

holiday and a little taste of home ï hygienic 

food, movies in English, Borders and 

Kinokuniya, second-hand bookshops, Starbucks 

and M&S ï so I never thought for a second what 

it would be like for Rona, whose only previous 

trip outside Europe was a week in LA. 

It just blew her away: the lights, the colour, the 

exotic food, the plants, the houses. It took me 

most of the following week to realise the impact 

it had had on her. Iôd gone to Singapore and to 

me it was just a pleasant place to catch up for a 

couple of days; to her it was Asia released and 

raw in the flesh, not just in the safe confines of a 

Chinatown or Thai restaurant somewhere. 

ð2 June 2004 
 

Sydney  ( for  the  first  time )  
 

Friday 21 May, 09:45: QF32 Singapore-Sydney 

ï arrive 19:00  

 
I didnôt know what we were going to do in 

Sydney; we were due to arrive at about 7 PM on 

Friday and around Sunday lunch we were fly ing 

to Adelaide. No fannish arrangements had been 

made until we got to Adelaide, since we wanted 

a couple days to relax on arrival in Australia 

itself. So we had Saturday to ourselves in 

Sydney. Rona definitely wanted to do a boat 

cruise of the harbour, but apart from that weôd 

decided to see how we felt and what was 

available and local when we got there. 

 

Australia is really huge. I know people say this 

all the time, but itôs, like, really huge. If you live 

in London would you say Warsawôs a long way 

away? Well it is, but itôs still only about a two-

and-a-half hour flight. Whereas we crossed the 

Australian coast at Broome, with almost four 

hours of flying still to go. Trackless deserts, 

thick clouds, mountains. 

Finally, though, there we were in Sydney. 

Another airport in another country ï they all 

start to look alike after a while. This one at least 

was fairly quick, although they were very 

thorough, especially with their quarantine stuff. 

You canôt take any foodstuffs into the country, 

and their customs thing includes spaces where 

you can declare muddy clothes or shoes. 

Weôd booked the Quality Hotel in Kings Cross 

in advance to have a place to stay for a couple of 

nights. It was just going to be a place to sleep; in 

the UK Quality Hotels are on the budget side, 

and we didnôt have high expectations. 

They still managed to be worse than Iôd 

expected. You know that way hotels get when 

theyôre behind on their maintenance cycle: 

everythingôs just a little scuffed? We were told 

to start with that they didnôt have a double, so 
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would we mind a twin just for tonight? OK, we 

said ï not really wanting to fuss, just off a plane. 

The twin room they put us in was one of the 

scruffiest Iôd ever seen. I inspected the dirty bath 

and the not very clean sheets, picked up the 

phone and told reception this would not do at all, 

under any circumstances. 

First there was no other room in the hotel, then 

there was a slightly better triple, then there was 

óif we move you tonight we canôt move you to a 

double tomorrowô. I did my more-in-sorrow-

than-in-anger thing, and óby the way, itôs 2 PM in 

London; shall I call the travel agents there?ô. We 

worked our way up the hotel management chain 

and óHave I mentioned Iôm in the conference 

organising business?ô and we ended up in a very 

nice recently refurbished double theyôd had all 

along, which they had obviously been saving for 

someone who hadnôt paid in advance. 

So here is a lesson to you all: a hotel can 

always find you a better room. It has just to be 

clear that you really are willing to get in a taxi, 

go somewhere else, and then follow up on your 

complaint in the morning. And mentioning you 

organise conferences helps no end as well. It was 

blindingly obvious all along that they were 

bullshitting me. 

We needed a drink. So we set out for a walk. 

Never been in Sydney, no idea where weôre 

going, wandered more or less at random. Ended 

up in Darling Harbour, in a noisy, trendy bar, 

drinking Australian beer ï maybe your idea of 

hell, but we loved it. Darling Harbour is a real 

nightspot sort of place, bars and clubs and 

restaurants overlooking the water. Generally I 

prefer quieter bars where you can converse, but 

sometimes noisy ones are great for de-stressing.  

And Australians make really great beer ï no, 

honestly. Fosters and XXXX and most of the 

export beers are undrinkable, but in Australia 

itself you can get Hahn, and Tooheys, and other 

very drinkable beers. So Rona and I sat, chatted, 

drank too much beer, watched the world go by 

and texted everyone we knew, just to be 

superior. Fell out of there falling down drunk, 

had a McOz burger and McNuggets in, yes, a 

McDonalds ï told you we were drunk. I used to 

work in a McDonalds, many years ago when I 

first arrived in London; they actually werenôt the 

worst place to work. Iôve still no idea what a 

McOz burger is; when I work that out Iôll let you 

know. 

Pat wasnôt too drunk to take more photos in 
Sydney, although strangely all the ones of 
Darling Harbour and the bar are rather blurry. 
 

 
 
They have those decorated cows in Sydney, too 

 

 

The  Adelaide  schedule  
 
Our Adelaide schedule looked pretty good:  

¶ Sunday 23 May ï 3.10 PM, met at airport by 

Damien Warman ï after which there will be 

a fannish gathering at Damienôs and 

Julietteôs house in Dulwich 

¶ Monday 24 May ï 2.00 PM, tour of Haighôs 

chocolate factory (arranged by Roman 

Orszanski) 

¶ Tuesday 25 May ï Ronaôs birthday ï 7.30 

PM, McMurray visit to the Festival Theatre 

for La Fille Mal Gardée 

¶ Wednesday 26 May ï dusk walk at 

Warrawong, with dinner there afterwards 

¶ Thursday 27 May ï tentative plan ï fannish 

gathering at Jerusalem Inn 

¶ Friday 28 May ï tour of wineries, probably 

in the Barossa Valley 

¶ Saturday 29 May ï 9.10 AM  ï off to Sydney 

again. 

 

 
 

Autumn in Adelaide 
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Adelaide  ï told mostly in  photos  
 

Sunday 23 May, 13:30: DJ412 Sydney-Adelaide 

ï arrive 15:10  
 
Pat and Rona were staying in Adelaide with the 
enduringly wonderful Yvonne Rousseau, who a 
few months later sent us a small packet of what 
she described as ónostalgia-inducing photos of 
Warrawong and wineries and Victoria Squareô. 
And they were; weôd also been to those places, 
with many of those people ï and on at least two 
occasions with other incoming GUFF delegates.  

This is not in any way to accuse South 
Australia of containing too little of interest for 
overseas visitors, or South Australian fans of 
lacking imagination. Far from it; as Pat 
describes, Iôm a great enthusiast for Adelaide 
and this is at least partly because itôs the first 
place in Australia I ever visited and it set the 
scene for everything I like about the country. I 
was overwhelmed by the hospitality of the local 
fans, as well as the many attractive features of 
the city itself and its surroundings. But Adelaide 
has in fact become the first stop on the fannish 
itinerary for GUFF trips in the past decade, and 
those same local fans take their responsibilities 
seriously; they know what visiting fannish 
Europeans want, and wine and wildlife both 
come high on the list.  

 

 
 

Damien Warman,   
looking uncharacteristically grim, at the airport 

 
(Patôs notes comment that a flight from Perth 
was arriving at the same time and Adelaide 
airport was very busy ï which I donôt think Iôve 
ever seen but which may explain Damienôs 
expression. It canôt have been a problem with 
the passengers or luggage, since he also notes 
that Damien had a larger car than on our own 
first trip there in 1999, and that in any case he 
and Rona were travelling rather light compared 
to me and Marké)  

 
 

Hostess Yvonne offers breakfast 
 
Patôs trip notes record the following early 
impressions of Adelaide and its local fans and, it 
seems, particularly the food: 
 

¶ Explained that both Janice and Claire had 

almost ordered me to include Adelaide on 

the trip: Claire is clever at telling you what 

you should do without telling you what you 

should do.  

¶ Roman explained that the parkland is a 

cannon shot wide. He was checking out high 

schools for his son, so we went around the 

block in circles. 

¶ Dinner at Damian and Julietteôs ï wasnôt 

meant to be a veggie meal, but lamb took too 

long to cook. Like every meal in Australia it 

was lovely and really impressive: olive 

bread, pumpkin, tomato relish (which had 

been intended as lamb sauce). 

¶ Juliette commented that attending dinner 

parties as a 17-year-old after her arrival in 

Australia weaned her off her old meat-and-

potatoes diet. 

¶ Discovered McOz burger has beetroot in it. 

¶ Lemon cake made by Juliette ï Damianôs 

mother owns lemon trees which produce 

huge lemons ten months of the year. The 

lemon sponge she made with them was 

stunning: more lemon than sponge. 
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Juliette Woods knows where the camera is 

 

¶ Monday ï shown around Adelaide by 

Roman (who looks separated at birth from 

British fan Sparks). Saw his straw bale house 

and roof garden, and communal memorial 

garden. The sundial is guaranteed to lose 

three minutes in 500 years ï difficult to see 

how we can collect on it. 

¶ Three book shops and nice lunch with Sarah, 

the librarian from NCVER (National Centre 

for Vocational Education Research). This is 

something new that people donôt know much 

about ï Australia has always had a wider 

range of emergencies to deal with so are 

more advanced, already have an óNVQô 

equivalent qualification.  

¶ Learned about culling cats to protect 

indigenous animals. Also koala population 

crashing on Kangaroo Island, due to running 

out of eucalyptus to eat ï planning on cull. 

Koalas were introduced to the island by 

Europeans, who found no koalas there when 

we arrived; and now we know why. 

 

 
 

Roman Orszanski, in a pose Pat captioned 
óVery Australianô. All readers but especially 

Australians are encouraged to suggest their own 
interpretation of quite what he meant by thaté 

More Adelaide fans 
 

 
 

Jeff Harris 
 

 
 

Brian Edwards 
 

 
 

Adam Jenkins 
 

 
 

Nick Falkner and Roman 
 

 
 

Michael Anderson, Alex Hanysz,  
Yvonne and Rona 
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First impressions of Adelaide? Low rise 

buildings, not many over two storeys high, 

obviously designed originally as a sort of fantasy 

England which never really existed, think of a 

mixture of Guildford and Tunbridge Wells. Have 

already been told they never had convicts here; 

they had to grow their own. In some funny way, 

seems a little like fandom to me ï many of the 

fans I know live in the wrong place and with the 

wrong skills to make a decent living, before the 

advent of computing. All those mathematicians 

at the party last night: working in environmental 

sciences, special effects, at the University.  

ðfrom Patôs trip notes 
 
 

Wine 
 

 
 

Juliette, Damien and Roman prepare 
for the serious business of the day 

 
Photographic evidence indicates that the GUFF 
winery expeditionary party visited the splendid 
Adelaide Central Market (possibly for some 
sustaining breakfast before the rigours of the 
day, unless it was later on, for a little snack to 
keep them going between lunch and dinner), 
dallied for a while in Lyndoch (including photos 
of the bakery, which may indicate they wanted 
to be quite sure theyôd appropriately lined their 
stomachs) and also stopped for too much 
choice about quite a lot of lunch in Tanunda: 
 

 
 

Apparently they also managed to visit some 
wineries including Bethany, Charles Melton, 
Turkey Flat andé 
 

 
 
The photo record additionally suggests that 
there were some fun and games wrestling the 
car seats into an appropriate configuration for 
the whole party and that some of those who 
werenôt driving had a little snooze during later 
parts of the trip. Notwithstanding that, at least 
some of them also had time for a little light 
supper at T-chow: 
 

 
 

 
Wildlife 

 
But it wasnôt all about drink and food. Some of it 
was about wildlife conservation. And drink and 
food. Patôs photos from Warrawong Wildlife 
Sanctuary seem to dwell on the menu, but 
Yvonne took a few more. As she reported to us:  
 

This visit to Warrawong was utterly 
anomalous: we had not one but several 
sightings of Platypus. (Our guide was ever 
so surprised.) 
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Patôs account of this visit is included in the 
LiveJournal post on pages 18-19. There are 
very few people who have a practical need to 
know the correct plural of platypus, and he isnôt 
even taking the opportunity to use it. I would say 
that I am not bitter that Pat saw a platypus and 
another platypus (grammar), but that would be a 
dreadful lie. You can find out more about 
Warrawong at http://www.warrawong.com/ 
where you will note that it starts right off rubbing 
salt in the wound by claiming boldly, 
óWarrawong is still the best place to see the 
elusive platypus!ô Especially, it seems, if youôre 
GUFF-winning Pat McMurray. 
 

 
 

Kangaroos at Warrawong 
(photo by Yvonne Rousseau) 

 

 
 

Dinner at Warrawong:  
Pat, Rona, Juliette, Brian Forte and Roman 

(photo by Yvonne Rousseau) 

 
 

 
 

The menu at Warrawong 
 

 
 

Not personally on the menu 
 

 
 

Not taken at Warrawong 
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Pat did manage to take a photo of some non-
native local wildlife in a winery, which wouldnôt 
have gone down at all well at Warrawong: 
 

 
 
 
Meanwhile, this is one of the other animal 
photos that has to be taken in Adelaide: 
 

 
 

Pigsé iné Rundle Mall, actually.  
(Modelled by Roman) 

 

 
 

More metal pigs on the loose 
 

Having already met the three little pigs, no visit 
to Adelaide is complete without seeing Romanôs 
house of straw. (This doesnôt just apply to fans, I 
presume, since close observation indicates that 
Roman knows everyone and Iôd be unsurprised 
to learn that every visitor to Adelaide turns out to 
be someone heôs met before.) 
 

 
 
Romanôs house is made from straw bales 

 

 
 

Yvonneôs house is noté 
 

 
 

ébut does have an annexe 
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Also, as Pat already warned you, it was 
inevitable that he would visit more book shops. 
This time he had the excuse that he was just 
supporting local fannish businesses: 
 

 
 

Jacq Felis at work in her shop 
 
 

 
 

Zoran Bekric, surrounded by books 
 
 

 
 

Another view of the shop,  
with Roman browsing 

From Patôs LiveJournal 
 

Aussie animals 

 

óSo, what do you call those birds that look like 

pigeons with tufts or crests?ô I asked. 

óClaire asked the same question,ô Damien 

replied in a slow and careful manner, óand as I 

told her, we call those crested pigeons.ô 

And later, at Jacobôs Creek: óAnd those birds 

that look like magpies?ô  

óOh,ô slowly and carefully again, óthose would 

be the magpies.ô 

Damien likes to make sure people donôt miss 

his jokes. 

 

We have seen many Australian animals, without 

actually visiting a zoo. At home, in our London 

suburb, we have cats, dogs, the occasional fox 

that attacks the bins, rats and the odd mouse, 

pigeons, and the odd thrush or two. 

Here, weôre staying in a North Sydney 

townhouse, where possums come to feed on the 

terrace at night, and then race up and down the 

trees all night screeching. We went out to West 

Head to see the views yesterday, and there was a 

rock wallaby, just sitting there at the side of the 

path, inspecting the humans. 

 

In Adelaide, we went to the Warrawong wildlife 

experience, a nature reserve in the Adelaide 

hills, with local fans. There we saw too many 

small Australian creatures to remember them all 

ï some of them distinctly rat-like. There were 

the rufous bettongs who were definitely critters 

with attitude ï I could almost hear the óSEE 

YOU, JIMMYô ï woilies, bandicoots, black 

swans, potoroos (potoroos potter, and bettongs 

bounce), and more small Australian creatures. 

There were also three types of kangaroos. As 

the guide explained to us, kangaroos werenôt 

native to the Adelaide hills, so they didnôt keep 

them in the reserve. But every now and then, 

they were given abandoned kangaroos, which 

they kept as pets. As she said, óCastrated and 

with two meals a day, what more could they 

want?ô To which my thought was: óCastrate me 

and feed me twice a day and I wouldnôt be very 

happy...ô 

The highlight of this dusk walk was the playtpi. 

We were taken to a big lake and told that they 

hardly ever saw platypuses, but maybe if we 

were very quiet and lucky, we might just spot 
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one. So we all stood around, not making a sound 

apart from the guide, then suddenly there were 

bubbles, and a small 20 CM platypus floated to 

the surface. Five seconds later and it was gone, 

and the guide was in paroxysms of delight. And 

then it came up again, and again. We saw that 

first one five times. 

So we walked round the lake some more, and 

watched the ducks splash elegantly into the dark 

lake, in the silence interrupted only by the guide. 

And suddenly, more bubbles, and another 

platypus surfaced. The guide was shocked into 

silence... 

And everywhere we go in Australia, we meet 

people who have never seen a platypus in their 

entire lives, and we saw two platypods in one 

wonderful dusk walk in Warrawong.  

Then we went to the reserveôs restaurant, and 

ate of Australiaôs bounty, including kangaroo. 

 

In Sydney, we wandered through the botanical 

gardens, and admired the fruit bats. There are 

hundreds of them in a colony in the park. Mostly 

they were asleep, but every now and then one 

would get bored and fly to another perch. When 

he arrived, heôd shake the tree on landing, and 

everyone would shuffle up one, amidst indignant 

squawking and squabbling. You could almost 

see the Disneyfied speech bubbles ï weôre trying 

to sleep over here, get your own bloody branch, 

you should lose a little weight... 

ð30 May 2004 

 

Back in Sydney  again  
 

Saturday 29 May, 09:10: DJ403 Adelaide-

Sydney ï arrive 11:30  
 
This interlude in Sydney was another tourist and 
family-focused one rather than a fannish part of 
the trip, during which Pat and Rona did their 
best to complete their I-Spy Book of Sydney 
Tourist Venues. 
 

 
 

The Anzac Memorial 

From Patôs LiveJournal 
 

Sunday in Sydney 

 

What a beautiful sunny day yesterday was. Rona 

and I had a day all to ourselves in Sydney. Being 

pretty exhausted from Adelaide, we slept in until 

10 when Sue, my sister-in-law, decided we 

really should get up and have our breakfasts. We 

werenôt supposed to be staying here, but weôve 

ended up in North Sydney with Eric and Wendy. 

Eric is a very old friend of Ronaôs; when he was 

a teenager, he and Ronaôs oldest brother were 

best mates, and Wendy is his partner ï English 

by way of South Africa. Not fannish at all, 

though heôs involved in techie oil stuff and she 

used to do ballet when she was younger, so Rona 

and I have quite a lot in common with them. 

Scrambled eggs, coffee, toast, cereal, 

croissants: a really pleasant Sunday brunch, and 

then they dropped us down to the foot of Sydney 

Harbour Bridge. Now, the reason why you 

always see Sydney Harbour Bridge in pictures of 

Sydney is because itôs pretty damn hard not to 

have it in there. Everywhere you go in Sydney 

you see the bridge ï night and day, near at hand 

or in the distance, it dominates the city in a way 

thatôs hard to imagine until youôve seen it.  

 

 
 

And if you want you can climb the bridge. 

They charge A$130 for a three hour bridge 

climb ï you have to change into dungarees, you 

canôt take so much as a tissue or a camera with 

you, they rope you together and you climb to the 

very top of the bridge, where the Australian and 

Aboriginal flag flap in the breeze. I really want 

to do that some day, but that would not be 

Ronaôs cup of tea. So instead we walked across 

the bridge. The bridge is single-level, carrying a 
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walkway, a train track and many lanes of traffic. 

Halfway across we heard a shouted óRooonaaaô 

and there was Wendy being driven by, grinning 

and waving like a lunatic.  

 

 
 

The view from the bridge is fantastic. You look 

down and watch boats going under the bridge ï 

on a sunny day like yesterday there were so 

many yachts it looked like a regatta ï you see 

Sydney itself, and the Opera House. The 

Harbour is not like Londonôs Thames ï ignored 

except on special occasions ï but the living heart 

of the city.  

 

 
 

The Rocks is the heart of the original city ï more 

or less carved out of the rocks, right underneath 

the bridge pylons. Itôs very close to Circular 

Harbour and Sydney Opera House, maybe a mile 

or a couple of klicks around the bay from each 

other. Today the Rocks, along with the whole 

area, seems largely a tourist destination. There 

was a market with the usual mixture of 

interesting stuff, tourist tat and the like; and the 

day we were there they were doing Art on the 

Rocks, and there were artists everywhere.  

 
 

The nearest analogy to this area I can think of 

is Covent Garden in London ï a mixture of 

tourist destination, culture, art, and money-

raising displays ï so think Covent Garden, but 

put it on the Thames, and turn the temperature 

up 5 to 10 degrees. Well, if thatôs what flooding 

and global warming will give us in a couple of 

decades, maybe itôs not all bad. 

 

 
 

Circular Harbour in Sydney is amazing. That's 

where the cruise ships and the ferries that go all 

over the harbour leave from; they have a ferry 

system like London has an Underground, seven 

different lines running at 10-30 minute intervals 

to 30 different destinations. At Circular Harbour, 

especially on a sunny Sunday like yesterday, 

there are the ferries, the ticket offices, the shops 

for both tourists and residents (the ferries are 

used by tourists and commuters), but thereôs also 

some history exhibition stuff, artists painting 

Sydney Harbour and portraits, music, Irish dance 

(they were raising money to go to the world 

championships in Belfast), performance art of all 

sorts ï a place where you could both enjoy and 

participate or relax and chill out. 
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We then strolled up to the botanical gardens ï 

neither of us are that interested in plants, but 

weôd been told there was a good tropical 

greenhouse, and it was en route to the Art 

Gallery of NSW.  

 

 
 

This is the tropical pyramid in the  
Botanical Gardens, not the art galleryé 

 

This was where we saw the fruit bats/flying 

foxes Iôve talked about in another posting. The 

strangest thing about those fascinating beasts 

was that most of the people going by ignored 

them, but in a very ostentatious manner! Let me 

give you a comparison: in London, even in a 

railway station where pigeons are a pest, or in an 

underground station where the mice are just 

vermin, you will see people watching the 

pigeons or mice, even feeding them. And youôll 

know theyôre not tourists, because theyôre not 

dressed like tourists ï theyôre wearing working 

clothes. But the one place where Londoners 

studiously ignore pigeons is in Trafalgar Square, 

ôcause we know only tourists pay attention to 

pigeons there. That was how the people going by 

were behaving: óWe live here, weôre not tourists, 

oh, itôs the bloody bats again.ô 

 

 
 

Solely tourist information 

In the centre of the park is a display where they 

tell the history of Sydney from the Aboriginal 

perspective. 

Lunch in Art Gallery of NSW... 

Ferry to McMahons Point, under the bridge, 

perfect starry night, end of a beautiful day... 

ð30 May 2004 
 

 
 

McMahons Point 
 
While in Sydney Pat also didnôt shirk the other 
obligation of the European abroad, which was to 
continue to be fascinated by Australian animals. 
In addition to the fruit bats, this is what he 
captioned óthe suspicious possumô: 
 

 
 
Didnôt quite catch that? Here it is again: 
 

 
 
And when you realise that he dubbed its friend 
óthe special needs possumô, I bet you wish he 
was writing more of his own trip report nearly as 
much as I do: 
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From Patôs LiveJournal 
 

Shopping in Australia 

 

Rona says that David Jones is John Lewis, 

Myers is Allders, and Harris Scarfe is an 

expensive and naffer Littlewoods. Naff in this 

context, for any foreigners amongst us, is not a 

good word. 

Sheôs done a little shopping, but seems to have 

bought very little: a hooded sweater of some 

sort, a couple of tops. Weôve bought T-shirts in 

Manly for Irish nephews and niece, and a couple 

of small souvenirs. Iôve also bought some cheap 

tat I hope to sell for an enormous profit at a fan 

fund auction. Itôs quite challenging to find cheap 

stuff that might appeal to fans ï is it disgusting, 

immoral and unusual enough to tempt jaded 

fannish palettes? 

We also bought three bottles of wine on our 

winery trip to the Barossa valley near Adelaide: 

a ros® for Rona that weôve already drunk, a red 

for her brother, and an interesting fortified wine 

for me to drink later, probably in Eumundi. 

 

 
 

The McMurray luggage mountain, in Adelaide 

 

There has also been some book shopping. On my 

arrival in Adelaide, the first thing Damian 

presented me with was a guide to the local book 

shops, so I felt obliged to do a little shopping. I 

was pleased to be able to present him with the 

first parcel to be posted back, when they came to 

pick us up for the winery tour... 

Adelaideôs bookshops were in fact a little 

disappointing; maybe some fans had been 

through them before I arrived? Itôs difficult as 

well for a book to pass the several layers of 

filtering before Iôll buy it and post it home: is it 

new, is it interesting, could I easily buy it at 

home, is it cheap enough to make sense shipping 

it home, is it a first edition, will I read it? I donôt 

think of myself as a real book collector; I donôt 

buy books just to collect them and I always read 

the books I buy. 

Adelaide had about a dozen second-hand 

bookshops, of which the two most interesting 

were Known Space Books run by Jacq Felis, a 

fan, and the Oxfam bookstore. There were 

others, but none of them really grabbed me. 

KSB is an interesting mixture of new and 

second-hand, magazines, comics, US, UK and 

Australian, up a flight of stairs down an 

Adelaide side street with interesting opening 

hours. Some members of local fandom gather 

there late on Friday nights to hang out, chat, and 

very occasionally buy books; I bought a few. It 

was the only place in Adelaide that appeared to 

make the effort to stock Australian small press 

SF. 

Oxfam was really interesting; open Tuesdays, 

when I first went in but couldnôt stay long 

because we had something else to do, Fridays 

when we went to the winery, and Saturday when 

we got up early to fly to Sydney. Slightly 

frustrating, huge numbers of interesting shelves 

completely unexamined ï I shall have to return 

to Adelaide at some point in the future, to check 

out the Oxfam bookshop, and the chocolate 

factory we never got to visit ï and hang out with 

Adelaideans. 

Itôs worth mentioning on LJ that I have found 

an interesting chain bookstore. Itôs called 

Kinokuniya, a Japanese chain thatôs obviously 

started expanding into local parts. They had 

stores in both Singapore and Sydney. Big shops, 

lots of books, lots of stocking. In Singapore, 

where I had the chance to compare them and a 

Borders, Borders was better for papers and 

magazines, they were largely equal in fiction, 

but Kinokuniya kicked ass on non-fiction, 

stationery and manga/comics. The Singapore 

Borders was pretty similar to any Iôve seen 

elsewhere. 

ð30 May 2004 
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Canberra  ï making  up  for  missing  

Conflux  
 
Monday 31 May: Train from Sydney to 

Canberra ï arrive 11:30 (meanwhile Rona goes 

to Eumundi with her brother)  
 

Sydneyôs definitely the big city. I couldnôt sleep 

this morning so I left the hotel at about 8 to walk 

down to the nearby Central Station and book my 

train ticket to Canberra next week. Iôd always 

wanted to do at least one journey by rail, and at 

four hours long, this was my shortest journey 

and the one that seemed most sensible. So itôs 8 

AM  on Sunday, and of course I expected the 

main railway station to be quite busy even at that 

hour. But what surprised me was how busy the 

streets and traffic were ï it wasnôt rush hour but 

it wasnôt deserted. 

So, Iôm travelling from Sydney to Canberra, a 

four hour journey. Iôm doing it in first class, just 

for the hell of it. Iôve booked a week in advance, 

and that has cost me the grand sum of A$41.80 

(Ã18.50). Thatôs an amazingly cheap fare. The 

cheapest equivalent fare at home, say a first class 

in advance single from London to Birmingham, 

is three or four times as much. 

Iôm looking forward to the train trip; I shall tell 

you of my adventures later. 

ðfrom Patôs trip notes 
 
 
When Paul Kincaid went on his GUFF trip in 
1999 he was rather surprised that Australian 
fans kept trying to show him trains and 
assuming that he had a strong interest in trains. 
Somewhere along the line, as it were, this piece 
of misinformation about Paul had lodged in 
someoneôs mind and then been disseminated 
within Australian fandom. I donôt know whether 
anyone had issued a similar instruction as 
regards Pat, but photographs from the early 
stages of his trip seem to include several shots 
of stations for no immediately discernible 
reason. However, by the time he actually 
needed to get on a train himself, the archive 
contains a lot of photos from the train but few 
actually of them. Given that Pat did not go on to 
describe his journey, or indeed much of what he 
did when he got to Canberra afterwards, some 
fans would like to see the train photos to make 
up for it. Instead I have decided that youôre 
getting the sights and fans of Canberra instead. 
And maybe, later, just one train. Which wonôt be 
Patôs fault. 

Patôs photos from Canberra continue to tell a 
story of the themes emerging from his trip: fans, 
sight-seeing, food and drink, amusing animals, 
and a little light book shopping. Over the next 
three or four days, Pat evidently managed to do 
all of these things: 
 

Meet local fans 
 

 
 

Donna Hanson 
 

 
 

Mark Loney 
 

See the sights 
 
The first day of Patôs Canberra photo archive is 
headed óTouring Canberra on footô, and the 
inclusion of this photo makes the events of that 
day a little clearer: 
 

 
 

Kim Huett, one of fandomôs best tour guides 
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Early in 2003, bushfires had caused severe 
damage to the territory around Canberra; after 
burning for about a week the fires entered the 
city suburbs in mid-January. Nearly a year and a 
half later, despite considerable reconstruction 
efforts, the bush still looked like this: 
 

 
 
Canberra is a planned city, constructed around 
land and water axes, and much of the built 
environment ï attractive in its own right ï is best 
seen in the context of its location in the city as a 
whole. But hereôs some specific elements: 
 

 
 

Old Parliament House 
 

 
 

New Parliament House 

 
 

New Parliament House, from the inside 
 

 
 

The National Archives 
 

 
 
The National Gallery of Australia (with UFO) 
 

 
 

Museum of Australia, featuring Mars rover 
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Tidbinbilla ï they know where Mars rovers go 
 

Sample some more food and drink 
 
In Canberra there is a British pub: 
 

 
 
Obviously it should be terrible. But it stocks 
some good beer, and brews some of its own, 
and gets the ambience about right. This is, of 
course, something that all visiting European 
fans should continue to monitor over a period of 
several hours, just to be sure. 
 

 
 

Pat carefully tests the authenticity of the beer 
 
Evidence indicates that Pat also took the 
opportunity to conduct an empirical comparison 
of Canberra restaurants which may have ranged 
all the way from Ayutthuya to Zest.  

Find some entertaining animals 
 
Although, having spent a very entertaining day 
myself at the Canberra Zoo, I was surprised to 
discover that in Patôs case this seemed most 
likely to be sheep. Maybe they should have an 
exchange visit with the Adelaide pigs. 

 

 
 

Kim heroically leaves himself  
open to future photo captioning 

 

 
 
 

Indulge in a little more light book shopping 
 
Only one book shop appears in Patôs photos 
from Canberra: 
 

 
 
But the story told by some of the other shots 
suggests that one may, in some cases, be more 
than enough: 
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This photo was described by Pat as  
óBook accident at the bus stopô 

 

 
 
And this is said to be óKim shocked by accidentô 
 

From Patôs LiveJournal 
 

The first Australian parcel  
 

The first Australian parcel arrived today. 

Brought back a few memories Iôd like to share 

with you. 

I sent back four, maybe five, parcels from 

Australia ï not sure how many. They mostly had 

books in them, but there was some other stuff. 

This parcel was posted in Belconnen, ACT, so it 

was while I was staying in Canberra. It consists 

of books from both Adelaide and Canberra. 

Looking at them I think I posted this parcel the 

day before the book accident when Kim Huett 

and I went book shoppingé 

 

 
 

Since I promised: one train (not full of books) 

The  Big  Pineapple  
 

Friday 4 June, 09:15: DJ403 Canberra-

Melbourne ï arrive 10:20 and connect to 11:20 

DJ593 Melbourne-Sunshine Coast ï arrive 

13:30 

 
An edited, and thus rather shorter, version of 
this piece appeared in issue 32 of the British 
fanzine Plokta (edited by Steve Davies, Alison 
Scott and Mike Scott) in November 2004. 

 

 

óYou want to see what when you come to 

Queensland?ô said my sister-in-law Sue. óYou 

come all the way to Australia and you want to 

see the Big Pineapple. Why on earth do you 

want to see that?ô 

 

Sueôs Australian, really Australian: a 

Sydneysider who married Ronaôs brother, David, 

after he and his first Australian wife got 

divorced. Sheôs very sensible and down to earth, 

runs a furniture design/interior decoration 

business, with David who dresses like a 

Queensland farmer, potters around his seven 

acre garden/ranch somewhere near Eumundi and 

occasionally provides moral support. 

Sheôs quite fond of her strange Anglo-Irish in-

laws, but sheôs also very Australian. And now 

she wants to know why Iôve chosen the Big 

Pineapple out of all the delights of Queensland 

as the one place I would like to see. She really 

wants to know ï this is obviously one of those 

crucial relationship moments. 

So with my usual aplomb and cool I stammer, 

óUh, itôs in my guide book, and it looked 

interesting.ô  

óUh-huh,ô she says, clearly unconvinced, óThe 

Big Pineapple; weôll see what we can do.ô  

Sheôs obviously willing to forgive, but never to 

forget. She likes Queensland, but appears to 

have what appears to be a fairly common low 

opinion of the locals thatôs shared by many of 

the people who have moved here from the big 

Southern cities ï theyôre all a bit slow around 

here, would be the nicest way of putting it. 

Think New Yorker moving to Alabama, or 

Londoner moving to Somerset. 

But still, wanting to see the Big Pineapple 

sounds a little too much like dissing her adopted 

state, new home and beloved country.  
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What I should have said was that Iôm just 

enthralled by Australia, and for me the first stage 

of fascination is the visual: the architecture of 

the houses, the sculpted groups of animals 

everywhere ï sheep in Canberra, pigs in 

Adelaide, kangaroos in Perth ï the magnificence 

of the public architecture ï the Sydney Harbour 

Bridge, New Parliament House in Canberra, the 

DNA tower ï and, well, this fantastic obsession 

with the BIG. 

Australians do BIG things ï fruit, animals, 

other things ï theyôre advertising, tourist 

destinations, just plain fun. There was a display 

in the National Museum of Australia in Canberra 

which was one of the most fascinating things I 

saw on my trip, but we had to go on and be 

somewhere else with someone else. 

 

 
 

Scottyôs Big Bagpiper 
(photo by Damien Warman) 

 

I think the first Australian Big Thing I actually 

saw was the Big Bagpiper on Scottyôs Hotel in 

Adelaide, and I saw a Big Pelican in Noosa.  

 

 

As well as these, the ones Iôve found on the 

internet ï by Googling on Australiaôs Big Things 

ï include the Big Banana (the original), the Big 

Barramundi, the Big Bull, the Big Ned Kelly, the 

Big Cassowary, the Giant Murray Cod, the Big 

Guitar, the Big Winch, the Big Lobster, the Big 

Woolbales, the Big Rocking Horse, the Big 

Penguin, the Big Apple, the Big Chook, the Big 

Gumboot, the Big Stockwhip, the Big Cheese 

and the Big Boxing Crocodile.  

None of these are made up. Honestly. 

So Sue says, óWell, if you want to see the Big 

Pineapple, weôll have to make sure we see the 

Big Pineapple.ô It was probably at this point I 

should have started to worryé 

 

David and Sue had driven Rona up from Sydney 

to Eumundi while I was hanging out in the cold, 

cold fleshpots of fannish Canberra. And then I 

flew up to meet them at Maroochydore Airport, 

which has also named itself the Sunshine Coast 

Airport just to make life more interesting. As an 

aside, airports should really only have one name 

ï if they have to change their names for 

marketing purposes they should just change their 

names ï mind you, Iôm hardly in a position to 

criticise. 

óSo,ô says Sue, óhow was your trip?ô  

I relaxed, felt the unaccustomed warmth and 

said, óOoh, this is warm; isnôt it nice?ô  

óThis isnôt warm,ô she cried, óitôs barely in the 

20s; you want warm you should come here in the 

summer.ô  

óWinter in Canberra,ô I said. óBloody cold, no 

central heating, bloody cold. Blood slowly 

defrosting.ô 

óSo, what would you like to do while youôre 

here?ô óHang out, get warm, I have to go to 

Brisbane for the day on Sunday for some stuff 

with friends, Iôd like to go see the Big Pineapple 

ï apart from that, no worries.ô Sue looks at me: 

óAgain with the Big Pineapple, huh? OK, weôll 

sort that out.ô Even Mr Sensitivity here thinks, 

óScary Australian Women ï donôt push your 

luck on the Big Pineapple issue.ô 

Itôs worth reiterating that Rona is definitely not 

fannish (letôs refrain from the M-word here) and 

her family are so non-fannish that even 

explaining why Iôm in the country, what a fan 

fund is, and what Iôm actually doing on all these 

travels around the country has proved impossible 

to explain. Still theyôre glad to see her ï and me 

too, of course.  
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óRight,ô says Sue, óweôll show you some of 

Noosa.ô Noosa, itôs difficult to describe. Itôs a 

little like Puerto Pollensa on Mallorca ï which is 

very helpful to the one or two of you who have 

seen Puerto Pollensa on Mallorca. And for the 

rest of you, use your imaginations; and those of 

you without imaginations, just Google. 

So Noosa, itôs warm ï have I mentioned itôs 

warm? Really warm, in the 20s in the first week 

of a southern winteré On this first day we 

didnôt actually get to see much of Noosa, just got 

driven around a bit and shown things, which Iôm 

finding is a good way to start in a new place on a 

fan fund trip: sit back, let someone else do the 

driving and stare out the window at the 

interesting world going by.  

Noosa: green, pleasant, people dressed in 

shorts, cafés, shops, usual stuff. There may be 

more on Noosa later, but basically itôs a 

pleasant, up-market resort anywhere in the world 

ï think latte and art galleries, rather than beer 

and souvenir shops. 

 

David and Sue actually live in Eumundi, on what 

Iôd call a seven acre ranch and they think is just 

a little home; they have a river, a forest and a 

great view of a mountain. We had barbecue on a 

couple of occasions, once for lunch and once for 

breakfast. Ate out on the terrace, overlooking the 

river, the mountain, and the swimming pool. 

When we did the óso how much is this place 

worth anywayô thing ï well, Iôm not going to 

depress my London friends too much, but you 

could sell a two-bed terraced house in London 

and buy a very large chunk of land in Eumundi. 

So, anyway, we get up the following day, a 

Saturday, and weôre discussing what to do that 

day. Sue looks at me and says, óMaybe we could 

do the Big Pineapple today?ô and then she looks 

at Rona, and says, óOn the other hand, itôs 

Eumundi market today?ô  

óOK,ô says Rona, óletôs do the market ï we can 

do the Big Pineapple later on.ô 

Eumundi market is quite a famous market, 

supposed to be one of the biggest in Australia. 

We got dropped off while David and Sue went to 

do real shopping, so we wandered around for a 

couple of hours, checking out stuff. It was an 

arts and craft market, with some interesting stuff, 

and fairly light on tourist tat. We had coffee, we 

bought some presents for people, we hung out a 

bit. There were no books, but apart from that it 

was an interesting market.  

 
 

And then we went to the Imperial Hotel for a 

drink. Australian pubs were a bit weird, 

generally. Firstly, they were mostly called 

hotels, but some of the hotels were hotels, and 

there were also some bars and some pubs and I 

never got this all straight. And some of them 

were very good, and some of them were very 

bad, and it was tough for me to tell which it was 

going to be, ôcause the usual good pub/bad pub 

instincts didnôt work. I eventually worked out 

that the presence of pokies (AKA  fruit machines) 

in large numbers was a bad sign. The sort of 

pub/bar/hotel I often like ï noisy, busy, friendly, 

lots going on, no one paying much attention to 

anyone else ï seemed to be the hardest type to 

find. The Imperial Hotel in Eumundi on a 

Saturday afternoon was pretty good, so Rona 

and I proceeded to relax and de-stress in 

traditional fashion, by getting moderately 

smashed. 

 

 
 

And then David and Sue came to rescue their 

drunken in-laws and took us for barramundi and 

chips from Noosaôs best chippie. I donôt think it 

was the drunkenness in itself, more that weôd 

been drinking beer in a hotel.  
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Ooh, and I got to see the Big Pelican. 

 

 
 

They take pelicans seriously in Noosa 

 

Sunday morning dawned bright and early, and 

Sue says, óSo youôre going to see your friends in 

Brisbane then?ô  

And I thought, well, Iôve never met any of 

these people. I know almost nothing about them; 

we just share the same weird sub-culture.  

And I said, óYes.ô  

Now, I spent that Sunday being driven up and 

down to Brisbane by Heather Gent:  

 

 

I had lunch in a sushi train restaurant with 

Erika Maria Lacey:  

 

 
 

I went for pancakes and Worldcon discussion 

somewhere else with the Fantastic Queensland 

people:  

 

 
 

And I went book shopping in Brisbane, 

including a fantastic sale in Dymmocks, and 

Archives Fine Books, although Gaslight Books 

was shut. Generally a good time was had by all, 

although my throat hurt by the time we got back.  

There was this awful performance fear, being a 

GUFF delegate, that I never really got over: my 

god, what if they donôt like me, or think Iôm 

boring or strange or something. Always felt this 

enormous pressure to be interesting and funny, 

enthusiastic and bouncy ï not from any of the 

people I met, but internally, something that made 

me want to be worthwhile. After all, I still had to 

earn my return ticket. 

Actually, considering my mild paranoia, usual 

impostor syndrome, new performance anxieties, 

and balancing family and fannish responsibil-

ities, I think the four weeks I spent on this fan 

fund trip were frankly some of the most 

challenging in my life. A lot of fun, but 

challenging. 
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Anyway, for a random mob of fannish 

strangers Iôd never met before, Brisbane fandom 

were interesting and funny and I wish Iôd been 

organised enough to spend some proper time in 

Brisbane ï another lifetime maybe. I met more 

Brisbane fans in Melbourne as well, but thatôs 

another storyé 

But this day was the day I got to see a highway 

sign saying óThe Big Pineappleô as we drove by 

it in Heatherôs mini-van. Yes, Iôve seen the 

highway sign to the Big Pineapple! 

 

Monday swung round in its usual inevitable 

fashion, and we climbed Mount Timberwah, 

went to Boreen Point, found out that the in-lawsô 

mountain is actually Mount Cooroy ï they donôt 

own it, they just live in the shadow of it ï and 

did some more tourist-type stuff. We were 

running out of time, and I thought we were not 

going to see the Big Pineapple. However, I 

decided this was keeping mouth shut time. 

We also went to the Apollonian Hotel for a 

pleasant pub lunch. Let me quote this interesting 

story to you: 

The Apollonian Hotel, first licensed in 

1868, was situated in the Apollonian Vale, 

Gympie, to provide refreshments and 

entertainment to the gold miners. 

Characteristic of these times, a variety of 

shows and contests were staged, including 

wrestling, billiards, cards and community 

balls and concerts. The hotel was, in fact, 

the hub of social life in the late 1860s. 

Around the turn of the century, it was 

owned by Richard Cox (who later became 

mayor of Gympie) whose daughter Mabel, 

a noted lyric soprano, drew crowds from 

far and wide. The concert hall, which is 

now the dining room, is dedicated to 

Mabel Cox and many of her personal 

effects are on display. The hotelôs name 

comes from Apollo, Greek god of music 

and theatre. 

Built of hoop pine and cedar, with 12ô 

verandahs and 14ô ceilings, the old hotel is 

a unique example of nineteenth century 

Queensland architecture and retains the 

concert hall with original cedar windows 

and doors. 

It was relocated and restored by its 

present owners and now stands near Lake 

Cootharaba, Boreen Point. 

This moving houses around thing seems to be 

quite common in Queensland. The waitress at a 

coffee shop we went to ï David and Sueôs local 

so to speak ï had this long and complicated story 

about how sheôd finally acquired a nice piece of 

land on which to put the house sheôd bought a 

couple of years ago and kept in storage ever 

since. 

 

 
 

Apollonian Hotel 

 

So, Tuesday, our last full day in Queensland. 

Sue and David had to go to Brisbane on 

business, so Rona and I decided to go to 

Tewantin, catch the ferry down to Noosa and 

back, and generally hang out a little. 

Tewantin Iôll always remember as the home of 

the bureaucratic postal worker. See, when you 

post parcels of books from Australia to the UK, 

thereôs a special rate ï about half the price of the 

usual rate. Now, in order to get that rate, youôre 

supposed to put the books in one or more 

parcels, then put the parcels in a mailbag 

(literally, a mailbag) and then affix a label of a 

certain size and shape. Now, Iôve sent a lot of 

boxes back from Australia, both on this trip and 

in 1999, and every other time, Iôve rocked up to 

the counter, plunked my parcel on it and said, 

óBook rate to the UK, please,ô and every other 

time, theyôve said, óNo problem, sir,ô and just 

done it with the parcel as it stands. Not in 

Tewantin. In Tewantin, she called her 

supervisor, who looked puzzled and then ï I 

knew I was in trouble ï took out his guidebook 

to postal rates, blew dust off it, literally, and 

looked up and read out the regulations which 

Iôve summarised above.  
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óNo problem, sir,ô he says. óIôm sure weôve got 

a mailbag out the back and weôll help you make 

up the label.ô  

óAre you sure thatôs necessary?ô  

óSorry, sir, regulations.ô  

I gave up and sent it standard rate, because 

almost all the saving would be eaten up by the 

extra cost of paying for the extra weight of the 

mailbag. 

 

Apart from that Tewantin had a couple of shops 

and a nice café, where we hung out and awaited 

the next ferry. The ferry is a river ferry, which 

goes a few kilometres along the river down to 

Noosa. You get some guided tour stuff, but not 

so much as to be annoying, and the pilot on the 

way down had his pet parrot, who sat on his 

shoulder. 

I liked the story about Goat Island, Cow Island 

and Sheep Island. They were so called because 

they were used to quarantine goats, cattle and 

sheep in the nineteenth century. Or rather Cow 

and Sheep Islands were. Whoever surveyed Goat 

Island did it at high tide, and it took the goats 

about six months to figure out the water was 

shallow enough to walk through at low tide. And 

once one knew, they all knew, and thousands of 

goats escaped into the wild. And despite best 

efforts only a tiny fraction were recovered. So 

donôt survey your quarantine island at high tide 

and then expect to keep clever critters like goats 

there. 

Noosa was where I nearly got attacked by a 

kookaburra. Rona and I were sitting in a park 

having an ice cream. óLook, thereôs some sort of 

bird over there,ô she said. It was a kookaburra, 

so I decided to see if I could get a good picture 

without frightening it off. So I took out my 

mobile phone/camera and started inching closer 

to the bird, trying not to frighten it. My mobile 

phone is a good camera, but you have to be quite 

close to get a detailed photo. I got closer and 

closer, and Iôm thinking that if I can just not 

startle this bird, Iôll get a damn good photo.  

And then I looked into the kookaburraôs eyes.  

The kookaburra wasnôt feeling frightened. 

He was looking at me with the light of battle in 

his eyes. 

If I got six inches closer this tiny little bird was 

going to attack. Me. 

I took my photo and backed away carefully and 

quietly. 

 

 
 

Killer kookaburra 

 

This was not the first time Iôd been threatened 

by Australian wildlife and it wouldnôt be the last, 

but this incident really brought home the 

Pratchett truism that the only safe animals in 

Australia were some of the sheepé 

 

Noosa also had good coffee, a Peter Lik gallery, 

and a beach on which people were swimming 

and surfing, so I paddled off one end of 

Australia! The other end was to follow a couple 

of weeks later on Rottnest Island. 

 

 
 

Noosa beach in winter 

 

Wednesday was the day we were flying away, 

but it was also Davidôs birthday, so we went out 

for dinner to a restaurant on Tuesday night. As 

we walked out the door, Sue said to me, óWeôll 

pass the Big Pineapple on this trip, wonôt have 

time to stop, but at least youôll see itéô She 

wasnôt being actually untruthful. 

So we drove down the motorway, took an exit 

and drove for miles over the mountains. Weôd 
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managed to take completely the wrong exit to 

wherever it was we were going. I sat in the back 

and kept my mouth shut, while everyone else 

pulled Sueôs leg about taking the wrong exit. I 

watched the sun go down and silently gave up on 

any hope of seeing the Big Pineapple. 

We had a nice dinner, somewhere in 

Queensland, and then we all piled back in the 

car, in a merry mood. And Sue said, óNow, Pat, 

at last you get to see the Big Pineapple ï itôs 

only a couple of kilometres back to the highway 

and the Big Pineapple is between here and there 

ï havenôt got time to stop though.ô 

So, we kind of bounced along in a very merry 

and jolly way: óYouôll see it in a minute.ô óWeôre 

nearly there.ô óRound the next corner.ô óKeep an 

eye out on your left.ô óLook, there it is!ô 

And there it was. A black blob in the darkness, 

unilluminated, unclear, impossible to see ï it 

could have been the Big Echidna or the Big 

Office Block for all I could see of it ï but the 

promise had been kept; I had seen the Big 

Pineapple, at night, from a distance. And 

provided hours of entertainment in the process 

for my in-laws, my wife and various random 

Queenslanders. 

 

And that was Queensland. After this we were 

going to Sydney for Ronaôs last night in 

Australia, a night at the Sydney Opera House, 

and then I was going on to Melbourne for the 

only convention I was attending in Australia, 

and Perth for the last of my fan fund trip ï but 

thatôs at least two more chaptersé. 

I liked Queensland; it was warm, and the pace 

of life seemed slower than in the bigger cities of 

the South. Probably too laid back in the longer 

term for me, but I was glad to visit, and look 

forward to returning some day, in this life or 

another. I also regretted not having seen more of 

the fans, and Brisbane. 

Fare thee well, Queensland. I look forward to 

returning some day, and seeing that damn Big 

Pineapple by daylight. 

 

 

Just  canôt keep  away  from  Sydney  
 

Wednesday 9 June, 13:00: DJ476 Sunshine 

Coast-Sydney ï arrive 14:35  
 
As Pat described at the end of his thwarted Big 
Pineapple episode, he and Rona would only be 
staying in Sydney for one further night ï during 
which they went to the ballet at Sydney Opera 
House. Pat still had his camera phone: 
 

 
 

Fountain in Hyde Park (Sydney) 
 

 
 

More animal statuary:  
Il Porcellino, Sydney Hospitalôs wild boar 

 

 
 
Poster for Shades of Grey by Graeme Murphy 

 

 
 

Farewell to Sydney 
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In  which  Pat  finally  gets  to  go to a  

convention   
 

Thursday 10 June, 17:45: DJ846 Sydney-

Melbourne ï arrive 19:15  
 
Itôs often the case on fan fund trips that, 
however carefully the delegate has been making 
notes or even writing their trip report along the 
way, the point at which it all goes wrong is when 
they reach the convention that was intended to 
be the focal point of their trip. Basically, at a 
convention youôre often having too good a time 
anyway to record exactly what it is youôre doing 
ï and as a fan fund delegate you might find that 
you have a particularly good time. 

Pat stayed for his first night in Melbourne with 
Stephen Boucher; a little light smoffing may 
have been involved, but the focus on this photo 
suggests that one or both of them were already 
having quite a good time: 

 

 
 

Boucher in natural habitat 
(no, itôs not your eyes) 

 
Then Pat went to the convention. There are 
many, many photos of the convention and 
doubtless too many stories to accompany them. 
We can at least start with the one Pat wrote in 
advance. 
 

 

Pat McMurray, GUFF Guy  

 

OK, so Iôm the GUFF candidate. What is GUFF 

and who am I that I won it? Fandom has existed 

since the 1920s and had an international flavour 

from its very earliest years: fans communicated 

by letter, fanzine and APA, in an era long before 

easy and cheap international jets. But they still 

wanted to meet their heroes from time to time, 

so fan funds were created to allow fans to club 

together, vote for their candidate and raise funds 

to send them away. Over the years there has 

been TAFF (Trans-Atlantic Fan Fund: North 

America to Europe), DUFF (Down Under Fan 

Fund: Australia/NZ to North America), GUFF 

(Going Under/Get-Up and Over Fan Fund: 

Europe to Australia/NZ) and a couple of others. 

Fan funds exist even in the modern era because 

they provide a fan with the chance to visit more 

widely and get to know fellow fans better. In my 

case, Iôm visiting seven Australian cities, staying 

with fans and friends throughout. Track me 

down, talk to me, and thereôs a good chance 

youôll end up in my trip report (which I have 

already started writing on my laptop as I go). 

Me, Iôve been a fan of SF all my life ï the first 

books I remember reading (after óJanet and 

Johnô) were Heinlein and Asimov. I only joined 

organised fandom in my 30s, went to my first 

convention in 1993, and got seriously involved 

in running conventions thereafter ï I was on the 

committee of the 1996 Eastercon (the big UK 

convention) and several after that. I also go to 

Worldcons; my other trip to Australia was in 

1999 ï a real experience, though I spent most of 

my Aussiecon Three trapped in a room with 

Janice Gelb, Ben Yalow, Tim Illingworth and 

David Arblaster creating a programme database 

from scratch. Iôm on the committee of the 2005 

Worldcon in Glasgow, Interaction. Itôs worth 

mentioning that the next GUFF race, the one just 

launched, is from Australia/NZ to Europe, with 

Interaction being the key convention of that trip. 

(Iôm also involved in Australia in 2010, and yes 

it is true ï itôs all his fault.) 

I also do fanzines, though not so much ï Iôve 

been a famous fictional character at least three 

times, in two different genders. But I have 

pubbed my ish ï three single page one-shots at 

Attitude, a convention we held a few years ago 

now. My trip report will be my most serious 

piece of fanzine work, apart from the odd article 

or review. 
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Outside fandom, well, Mark Plummer and 

Claire Brialey describe me as someone who gets 

enthusiastic about the amazingly boring jobs 

Iôve had ï export manager, salesman, consultant, 

oil and gas, social services, factory worker, 

airports, refuelling software ï but I promise only 

to be enthusiastic if called upon to discuss my 

work environment. My latest trick is freelance 

consulting: workforce development and training 

needs analysis for social services organisations if 

you really need to know. Iôll  consider anything 

reasonably legal or decent though... Rona will be 

with me for most of the trip ï she used to claim 

not to be a fan, but since she became treasurer of 

the London Ballet Circle that claim looks a bit 

tenuous. Iôm afraid sheôll have gone home 

before Continuum, though; she isnôt keen on 

large groups of people. 

So: conventions, some fanzines, enthusiasm 

about boring jobs, desire to travel and see the 

world, ability to tell a story ï if I was a Winnie 

the Pooh character, Iôd be Tigger. If you want to 

know more, track me down and have a beer, or 

two, or three. 

Oh yeah, Iôm mad keen on barbie ï Iôm the 

lunatic that thinks the Australia in 2010 

Worldcon bid should do a barbecue for all the 

(5,000) attendees of a Worldcon, just for the hell 

of it. Real barbie, cooked by mass hordes of 

volunteers ï ten bucks (US) for beer/soda and all 

the meat you can eat. Iôve even worked out the 

logistics and costings ï volunteers, anybody? 

ðPatôs introductory contribution to the 

Continuum 2 publications 
 
With the exception of one LiveJournal post, 
which is self-contained and almost self-
explanatory, Pat didnôt write anything about 
Continuum; but, as I said, there are a lot of 
photos so weôre doing our best with those. Letôs 
start with the people Pat identified as the hero 
committee and staff: 
 

 
 

Alison Barton 

 
 

Andrew Macrae and Aaron Jacks 
 

 
 

Danik Bancilhon  
(with Roman in the background) 

 

 
 

Danny Oz (con chair) 
 

 
 

Ian Mond and Kirstyn McDermott 
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Jon Swabey 
 

 
 

Sarah Marland and Kelvin Welbourne 
 

 
 

Sue Ann Barber and Sharon Moseley  
 

 
 

Trevor Clark 

And then, of course, there were the conventionôs 
guests: 
 

 
 

Max Barry 
 

 
 

Eddie Campbell 
 

 
 

Trudi Canavan 
 

 
 

Derek Screen (fan guest) 
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And assorted luminaries of Australian fandom: 
 

 
 

Beverley Hope 
 

 
 

Bill Wright 
 

 
 

Bruce Gillespie 
 

 
 

Dave Cake 

 
 

Erika Lacey, Sarah Parker and Donald Shaw 
 

 
 

John Parker and Kylie Ding 
 

 
 

Justin Ackroyd 
 

 
 

Liluri and Sarah 
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Lucy Sussex and Julian Warner 
 

 
 

Mike Tennant 
 

 
 

Paul Ewins 
 

 
 

Perry Middlemiss 

 
 

Robin Johnson 
 

 
 

Robyn Middlemiss 
 

 
 

Rose Mitchell 
 

 
 

Stephen Boucher (now less blurry than some) 
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Terry Frost 
 

 
 

Tony Crivelli and Donna Hanson  
 

 
 

Yvonne Rousseau and Roman Orszanski 
(freshly imported from Adelaide) 

 

 
 

Zara Baxter 

As for what actually went on at the convention ï 
as if the occasional blurriness of either Patôs 
photos or the people in them does not provide 
enough of a clue ï well, it was a convention. So 
there was a registration desk to keep everything 
organised: 
 

 
 
There was a programme: 
 

 
 
(with Helena and Mervin Binns in the front row 

here and Simon Oxwell behind them) 
 
Including a fan fund panel: 
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And a fan fund auction: 
 

 
 

They seem to have sold everything.  
No wonder theyôre smiling like thaté 

 
There was a fanzine room: 
 

 
 
And, despite its emptiness, some fanzines: 
 

 
 
There was a video room: 
 

 

A dealersô room: 
 

 
 
Havenôt sold everything yet. But still smiling 

(óGive us all your moneyéô) 

 
And there were one or two parties, including 
those serving tea: 
 

 
 
And those that werenôt: 
 

 
 

Always in the kitchen at partiesé 
 

 


