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Introduction

David Langford

GUFF was created in 1979. Known as the Get Up-and-over Fan
Fund or the Going Under Fan Fund, depending on which
direction it’s running, GUFF exists to provide funds to enable
well-known fans from Oceania (Australasia, Melanesia,
Micronesia and Polynesia) and Europe to visit each other’s
national (or other) conventions and get to know each other’s
fandoms better. GUFF, like other fan funds, exists solely through
the support of fandom. The candidates for each trip are voted on
by interested fans, and each vote is accompanied by a monetary
donation. These votes, and the continuing generosity of fandom
through auctions and other donations, are what make GUFF
possible.

Thus the current wording of the GUFF ballot form. Very much more
information on GUFF and its long history can be found at taff.org.uk, from
which this and other free ebooks may be downloaded, and at the
Australian Fan Funds page.

As with its prototype TAFF, a long-standing tradition of GUFF is that
returned winners administer the fund until replaced by their successor from
the same hemisphere and if possible write a substantial trip report, both for
sale in aid of the fund and for the entertainment and edification of fandom.
This tradition goes back to before TAFF itself began. A special fund was
organized to bring Walt Willis from Ireland to the USA and the World SF
Convention in 1952 (an initiative which led directly to the founding of
TAFF), and his report The Harp Stateside is regarded as a classic of fan
writing.

Many GUFF winners since 1979 have likewise published full-length
trip reports. Some were waylaid by the horrors of real life and failed even
to begin a report; some published instalments in fanzines but didn’t finish.
Joseph Nicholas drafted a very long report whose MS was lost in a house
move. Irwin Hirsh has published ten instalments, enough to be called a
completed report, but wants to add more and is represented here by two
chapters about the UK Worldcon he attended. Otherwise, this ebook
collects what remains of reports that have been abandoned, or are so brief
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that they couldn’t plausibly be published as a standalone fanzine in the
tradition of The Harp Stateside. There’s a lot of fine fan writing here.

Below is the list of GUFF winners by year, marked (S) or (N) for
southbound (Europe to Oceania) or northbound (Oceania to Europe) trips,
with a note on any resulting report. Paragraph signs ¶ mark completed trip
reports available as a free ebook or PDF download from taff.org.uk and/or
the Australian Fan Funds site.

1979: John Foyster (N) – Stranger in Stranger Lands (1996) ¶
1981: Joseph Nicholas (S) – in this ebook.
1984: Justin Ackroyd (N) – in this ebook.
1985: Eve Harvey (S) – A Brighton Belle Meets Skippy (1999 with
John Harvey) ¶
1987: Irwin Hirsh (N) – ten chapters at the Australian Fan Funds site;
two of them plus an overall trip summary appear in this ebook.
1989: Roelof Goudriaan (S)
1990: Roman Orszanski (N) – in this ebook.
1992: Eva Hauser (S) – in this ebook.
1995: Ian Gunn and Karen Pender-Gunn – Oh to be in England, In
the summertime, With my love (1999) ¶
1999: Paul Kincaid (S) – in this ebook.
2001: Eric Lindsay and Jean Weber (N) – Jean and Eric ’Avalook at
the UK (2022) ¶
2004: Pat McMurray (S) – GUFF Guy (2009) ¶
2005: Damien Warman and Juliette Woods (N) – in this ebook.
2007: Ang Rosin (S) – in this ebook.
2009: Sue Ann Barber and Trevor Clark (N)
2010: James Shields (S) – A Rough Guide to GUFF (2015) ¶
2012: Kylie Ding (N)
2013: Mihaela Marija Perković (S)
2014: Gillian Polack (N) – Gillian’s Book of Lists (2016) ¶
2016: Jukka Halme (S)
2017: Donna Maree Hanson (N) – GUFF Trip Report 2017 (2018) ¶
2018: Marcin Kłak (S) – The Giant Leap to Never Never (2019) ¶
2019: Simon Litten (N) – Visiting Nearly Kiwiland (2024) ¶
2020: Alison Scott (S) – see below. (Physical trip delayed by Covid
pandemic until 2023.)
2024: Kat Clay (S) – see below.

Regarding those “see below” notes: we try to be merciful, and the most

6

https://taff.org.uk/ebooks.php
http://ozfanfunds.com/?page_id=6
http://ozfanfunds.com/?page_id=6


recent GUFF winners obviously deserve a breathing space to start or finish
working on their trip reports.

Now read on....

David Langford
January 2025
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1981: Joseph Nicholas
Joseph Nicholas attended Advention ’81 (the Australian NatCon) in
Adelaide, June 1981. The rival candidate was Malcolm Edwards.

Platform

Now pushing 27, Joseph Nicholas entered fandom in late 1974 and has
since become something of a fixture on the modern British scene (most
noticeably at late-night room-parties, where his tendency to fall asleep at
crucial moments allows people to draw on him with felt pens – but he’ll be
charging for this service in future, so watch it). Supposedly renowned for
the incredibly long letters he writes to every fanzine he receives, he has in
fact now largely abandoned this practice in favour of (hopefully) more
enduring articles about SF and fandom, and his own fanzine, Napalm in
the Morning. A founder-member of the influential Surrey Limpwrists and
currently Reviews Editor of the BSFA’s sercon-zine Vector, he has
achieved a certain notoriety for his “K Is For Knife” fanzine reviews in Ian
Maule’s Nabu and was (along with almost everyone else in British
fandom) recently denounced by D. West – but continues to enjoy talking,
drinking, movies and rock music regardless.

Nominators: Leigh Edmonds, Dave Langford, Marc Ortlieb, Chris Priest
and Bob Shaw.
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The Dreamtime

Condensed Report

Joseph Nicholas

You read it in the tourist brochures, and you think it’s such a cliché that it
can’t possibly be true; but Australians really are friendly and outgoing and
willing to show you around, the fact that you’re a Pom notwithstanding;
and I was met with unfailing kindness wherever I went during my three
(short, too short) week GUFF trip Down Under to attend Advention 81 in
Adelaide over the weekend of 6-8 June. And I had a bloody marvellous
time, and given a choice I’d rather still be there than back here.

My GUFF report should (assuming nothing goes wrong) be published
within the next couple of months, and if nothing else the effort of writing it
should impose some coherency on my jumbled memories. I can remember
being struck by the relative smallness of Advention, with about 250
attending members and thus the size of a British Eastercon of the early
70s, and in consequence much more accessible and congenial than today’s
hugecons. And I was struck, too, by the relatively high prices charged at
hotel bars, which means that Australian fans tend to reserve their drinking
for the evenings, when room parties come into their own and they can
walk round to the local bottle shop to pick up 4-litre casks of excellent
wine for around 4-5 bucks. And, speaking of wine, I remember the trip up
the Barossa Valley before the convention, to sample (for free!) the vintage
at selected wineries, where GoH Frank Herbert – who looks and sounds as
jovial as your childhood image of Santa Claus, and to whom I took an
instant liking – proved astonishingly knowledgeable about wine, praising
some of it to the skies on one of his radio interviews the next day and thus
surprising the interviewer, who obviously expected him to be a typically
parochial American whereas he was in fact a pragmatic and widely-
travelled cosmopolitan. And although the Barossa Valley may not have
much in the way of scenery, there’s the 3000-foot high Mt Lofty range
behind Adelaide, from where you can see that wonderfully clean and
spacious city spread out along the coast; and also the Blue Mountains
inland from Sydney, through which I rode on a train that crawled slowly
along the side of some of the sheerest gorges I’ve ever seen on my way to
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visit Eric Lindsay and ride on the Katoomba scenic railway, the steepest
(70 degrees) elevated line in the world, where I hung on for grim death as
it plunged over the lip of the cliff and down into the valley below. And, in
complete contrast, there was the 12-hour drive to Melbourne on the day
after the convention, across some of the flattest country in the world, with
the road just going on and on ahead of us and the parched grasslands
stretching out to the horizon on either side: a journey which really brought
home to me the sheer size of the country – a size which, with its
population of only 15 million, accounts for the identifiably distinct
regional fan groups centred on the major cities (although, given the
distance between them, fanzines are strangely not as important as you
might expect; according to Leigh Edmonds, fanzines are in severe decline
as the orientation of Australian fandom at large shifts more towards
conventions). The cities have characters, too; in addition to Adelaide,
there’s Melbourne with its quiet parks and clanking old electric trams, and
Sydney with its bridge and opera house and harbour ferries (and where it
may now be winter, but temperatures are currently higher than they are
here); and the pace of life seems easier, less fraught with the angst and
paranoia so common to the Ballardian urbania we inhabit, and in
comparison with which any other city must seem terminally
claustrophobic.

And I remember, of course, all the fans I met: Keith Curtis, with
whom I stayed for the first few days of my trip and who greeted me with
the words “Welcome to Australia – have you got a cigarette?”; Perry
Middlemiss, in charge of the publicity for Advention, who (despite darker
hair) bore a striking resemblance to Roy Kettle; John McPharlin,
Advention treasurer, with his magnificently insulting off-the-cuff sense of
humour; Terry Dowling, author of a recent thesis on Ballard, who knows
more rude songs about sheep than you’d think possible; Sally Underwood,
Pom expatriate who forgave me for not recognizing her because she was
(she said) only a fringefan back in 1977; Rob McGough, who conscripted
me into the Goon-based “Dune Show” because (he said) I had just the
right cultured accent to play Baron Grytepyppe Harkonnen; John Foyster
(new shorter-haired model), Advention’s Fan GoH, recovering from the
recent flooding of his house but as droll and witty as ever; Valma Brown,
who told me that we couldn’t have GUFF any more if we were going to
keep sending out such lovely people as Chris Priest and myself (!); John
Bangsund, seemingly embarrassed at being almost a legend in his own
lifetime; Bruce Gillespie, struggling away at a freelance career as a full-
time director of Norstrilia Press; Marc Ortlieb, apparently typecast as a
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genial clown but actually more serious than even I’m sometimes wont to
be; Leanne Frahm, who can be ruder about First Fandom and Huge Name
SF Authors than I; and Judith Hanna, diminutive redhead, in whose lap I
fell asleep during the committee room party and who, primed by Dave
Langford’s piece about me in the Advention Programme Book, promptly
decorated the end of my nose with a red felt pen. And more, more... I had a
great time, all right, and I fully intend to return as soon as I can, because
not to sample what Australia and Australian fandom have to offer is to
miss out on some of the finer things of life.

Ansible #19, July 1981
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Fear of Flying

Joseph Nicholas

When you grow up as the son of a man who’s spent his entire adult life
working with airplanes in some way or another – an uncalled-up member
of the RAF Reserve during the Second World War, instructor with the
Empire Test Pilot School in the early fifties, section head at Boscombe
Down Experimental Establishment, and so on – you can’t help but develop
a sort of fascination for them yourself. It’s a tremendous thing for an open-
mouthed kid of nine or ten, for example, to see a Lightning pulling full
afterburner as it comes off the end of the runway and going straight up into
a clear summer sky like a rocket from a launch-pad, or to lie back on the
grass at a Battle of Britain air display and watch the last few remaining
Spitfires and Hurricanes snarling through a series of loops and rolls
overhead, or even to wander around an air museum gazing in dumb awe at
the fragile contraptions of canvas and string to which the early pioneers
entrusted their lives, or – but I dare say that you get the general idea. And
since there was little chance (later corrected to “no chance” when it was
discovered that my eyesight wasn’t good enough) of my being able to fly
such aircraft for myself, I had instead to fly in my dreams, via a collection
of plastic models: a hobby to which I devoted myself for a large part of my
later childhood, all my adolescence and a considerable number of my
teenage years. For some reason that never became entirely clear – although
it probably had a great deal to do with what I then imagined (but certainly
don’t now) as the romance and excitement of aerial combat – I
concentrated solely on piston-engined pre-1945 types (with a later
excursion into helicopters, as those of you who’ve read Napalm in the
Morning 1 will know), eventually amassing several shelves’ worth of
completed kits before other interests at last intervened.

From which you’ll surmise that I no longer build plastic models, and
that my fascination with airplanes has ebbed more than somewhat... but
not totally, because I still read the occasional lightweight historical tome
(full of anecdotes about and interviews with those who survived) about,
say, the air war in the Pacific, or the activities of the CIA’s secret air force,
or the American daylight bombing raids on Europe. And, of course, I
enjoy flying, even though the only flying I’ve ever done has been in
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civilian airliners: like an airborne coach, and just as exciting. What can
you do, after all, but read your book or watch the movie or stare out of the
window at the cloud formations? Slumped in your padded armchair at
35,000 feet, what is there to worry about but the problem of staving off
boredom? There are no Focke-Wulfs and Bf 109s closing in for the kill as
your defensive box of B-17s begins to fall apart, no panic stricken civilians
trying to scramble aboard your overloaded Huey UH-1D as you lift off
from the embassy compound during the last desperate hours of the fall of
Saigon, no deadweight of the torpedo slung under the belly of your shell-
torn Marauder as you bore through the flak towards the Japanese carriers
at Midway; it’s all so safe and undemanding that you might as well be
drugged to the eyeballs for all the difference it would make.

Except when something goes wrong.
Statistically, as you probably know, flying is actually the safest form

of transport known to man. Air crashes are certainly more spectacular than
car crashes, and make bigger headlines; but, given the complications of the
technology and the sheer distances covered every year, the number of
accidents is really quite small (and fully half of them turn out to happen to
inadequately maintained private planes). Some airlines, in fact, have never
had an accident in their entire operational history – and one of those
airlines is the Australian national carrier, Qantas.

I flew Qantas both ways on my GUFF trip to Australia, said journey
being the longest I’ve yet made (but then I can’t imagine many that could
be longer!). The flight out was quite uneventful, and receives some passing
mention in my forthcoming trip report, Once Upon a Time in Australia;
but the flight back....

It was a brave-seeming farewell at Sydney Airport, with those who’d
come to see me off (Vera Lonergan and her husband Peter, with whom I’d
been staying, and Judith Hanna, who’d spent the night there after my
goodbye party the evening before) smiling warmly and wishing me a
pleasant journey and such, and myself being engulfed by alternate waves
of dizzying happiness (I was going home, like) and terrible despondency (I
didn’t want to go home at all), with the despondency prevailing. I kept
telling myself that I would one day return, and for a longer period: indeed,
I’d already set my sights on two months towards the end of 1983, but until
then all I had to look forward to was the continuous dull routine of my
boring civil service job, poot poot poot.

But eventually I wandered off out to the aircraft, to discover that
despite having asked for a window seat aft of the wing on the port side, I
had in fact been placed right next to the main emergency overwing exit
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(and, coincidentally, one of the toilets) – which meant that I had no view
out at all, and was faced instead with a piece of pale beige plastic panelling
decorated with the names of various outback towns. Shit, I thought, what
am I supposed to do all the way home – read? (And sleep, and watch the
movies, and replay the memories of my trip, and wish that it wasn’t
over....) I might, by way of compensation, have lots of legroom – on a 747,
two rows of seats are omitted to allow maximum access to the emergency
door – but it was pretty minor compensation. And the book I’d chosen
wasn’t much good, either: it was Alexei and Cory Panshin’s SF in
Dimension, a work of purported criticism whose naivete is equalled only
by its superficiality and whose relentless single-mindedness is such as to
make it of interest only to those already converted to its theme – that SF is
a literature of metaphysical transcendence and should therefore eschew
entirely the fears and frustrations of the real world in favour of optimistic
preaching of the evolutionary awakening to come... but I digress.

Many hours later, therefore, after a brief stopover in Singapore and a
refreshing sleep on the second leg of the journey from there to Bahrain, I
was still wishing that I was back in Australia as we rolled onto the head of
the runway preparatory to commencing the next stage of our journey, to
Damascus. Two of the stewards strapped themselves into the folding seats
in front of us, the engine note built up to a roar, the brakes were released
and off we shot. I couldn’t see the runway lights shooting past us, of
course, but I could certainly feel what happened next: a terrible juddering
from beneath my seat, followed by a thud, a second or two of normal
wheel noises, then more juddering and another, louder thud that I swear I
could feel through the soles of my feet. Then the pilot got the stick back
and we lofted up into the sky – with me feeling not relief that whatever
we’d hit had been safely overridden but a slow-burning fear that
something had gone desperately wrong: that we had suffered major
damage and would be unable to land again. “Rough runway,” commented
the chap in the seat next to me, sounding for all the world that what we’d
just experienced was completely unexceptional; but I hardly heard him,
because my eyes were fixed on the two stewards in front of me, one of
whom was just grinning inanely back while the other was engaged in a
whispered but frantic-seeming conversation with someone on the other end
of the interphone... and damn me if I didn’t hear him ask, “Will we have to
return to Bahrain?” Oh God.... “Runway?” I said at last to the guy next to
me, “I think we just blew a tyre.” He shook his head. “No, the runway
probably buckled in the heat. It happens often in hot countries – I felt it
once in Rio. It’s nothing to worry about.”

14



A possible explanation, and one that came from someone obviously
well-versed in such matters – but I wasn’t convinced, and my suspicions
were heightened when, returning from the toilet a few minutes later, I saw
one of the stewards (the one who had given me the inane grin) checking
the liferafts stored behind the panels in the cabin ceiling by the emergency
overwing door. “What went wrong on take-off?” I asked him, striving to
keep my voice as level as possible. “Nothing,” he said, his grin growing
larger and even more inane, “Nothing at all!” And, before I could press
him further, he went rushing back to the galley to start serving the drinks. I
resumed my seat, feeling strangely numb – it was bad, all right, because if
they were checking the liferafts then it could only mean that we had
suffered so much damage to the undercarriage that it was now worse than
useless and we would have to ditch in the sea instead. And everyone
knows that aircraft don’t float, the reassuring pictures on the safety cards
to the contrary – I’d get out, because I was sitting right next to an exit, but
I’m a poor swimmer even at the best of times, and without a lifejacket
(assuming that I could even grab one: in the economy class, there’s only
one for every three seats) I wouldn’t survive for very long at all....

The (free) pre-dinner drinks were served, and as I laid into mine I
kept my ears open for any announcement from the flight deck; but
announcement there was not, which served only to increase my fears.
Didn’t these people know that by not making one they increased rather
than decreased their passengers’ anxiety? Perhaps – but the meal was
served as though nothing was amiss, and I took the opportunity to score
another drink from the cabin crew. Still no announcement. I felt vaguely
surprised at myself for being able to eat under such circumstances – not
that I was in any sense paralysed with fear, being too drained of feeling by
the length of the flight to experience anything to any great extent, but my
tongue had a tendency to stick to the roof of my mouth and my hands to
shake slightly.... And at last, almost two hours after take-off, at about the
time when we should have been commencing our descent into Damascus,
the captain came on to the PA and stated, in tones too laconic to credit,
that those passengers who “might” have felt something “odd” on take-off
should know that we had suffered some minor damage to the port
undercarriage and would therefore be skipping Damascus in favour of
flying straight on to London.

So at last we knew, and I began to breathe a little more easily – only
to be brought up short as the implications of the captain’s statement sank
in. London might have better repair facilities than Damascus, for sure, but
the reason for skipping the latter was clearly twofold: by the time we
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reached London the sun would have caught up with us and we would
therefore make our landing in daylight; and we would also have used up a
hell of a lot more fuel, thus making the eventual landing (however it was
to be accomplished) considerably less dangerous. My God, I thought, they
must be idiots if they think we’re going to swallow that.... “Interesting,”
said the chap next to me, “I wonder if we’ll have to make a belly-
landing?” Realising instinctively that he knew more than he was letting on,
I asked him if he’d ever done it before, and if so, what I should expect.
“Not in a civil airliner, no – but in Lancaster bombers during the war...” I
suddenly lost interest again; this was hardly the time or the place for war
stories, but I let him rattle on while pretending to pay attention – and while
through my mind flickered images gleaned from my childhood fancies and
the lightweight historical tomes I mentioned earlier, images of circling
fighters and flaming bombers and prowling gunships, of extraordinary
courage and self-sacrifice, and I was at last brought to full emotional
realisation of what I had previously been aware of only in a distant
intellectual fashion: that there was nothing noble about death, that all this
apparent heroism and idealism was nothing more than a species of
determined madness, organised around the principle that since you were
going to die anyway you might as well keep going until you finally bought
it. In a few brief seconds, the exploits of Chennault’s Flying Tigers and the
Battle of Britain’s Few that I had so admired back in my uncomplicated
youth were stripped of their last remaining patches of glass, exposed as the
fraudulent nonsense it always was; and I was left struggling to reconcile
this imagined loss with the knowledge that I was now caught up in a
situation similar to that I would once have relished: lone pilot doggedly
guiding his crippled airplane through the unfriendly sky towards possible
haven and probably nemesis... Well, not quite, because our pilot would
have been suddenly burdened with the knowledge that not only was his
ship no longer in the best of condition but also that he now had a vastly
increased responsibility for our lives – although whether the helplessness
and inability to control whatever happened next for the passengers was
worse was a moot point, and one upon which I didn’t care to speculate
further.

I unstrapped myself from my seat and went back to the galley to con,
as I put it, “a large and therapeutic scotch” (phrase copyright Dave
Langford 1977) from the chief steward. Impressed by my grasp of the
English language (he clearly had not read any Dave Langford fanzines), he
unbent sufficiently to flesh out for me what the captain had just told us.
Apparently a tyre had stripped on take-off, one chunk flying out into the
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darkness at about 200 knots and demolishing half a dozen of the runway
lights and the other slamming up into the wheelwell to crack open the
main hydraulic line for the port gear assembly; and the delay in making the
announcement had not been for fear of unduly alarming the passengers but
because the people at Bahrain had first to locate the bits of tyre before they
could tell the pilot what had gone wrong, and then relay the news to the
Qantas offices in Sydney and London so that they could run various
optional flight plans through their computers to determine which was the
best course of action for us to take. But it was all nothing to worry about,
he said; it happened, on average, about once a year, and we could make a
proper landing by virtue of the back-up hydraulic system, which would
allow them to wind the gear down by hand – not to mention the fact that
we’d lost only one wheel out of the fourteen on the port side and were
pretty lightly loaded anyway, with only about 120 passengers and half a
load of cargo. And by the time we reached London, he added, the fuel
weight would have been reduced to a mere sixty tonnes... mention of
which served to instantly confirm one of my earlier suspicions of the
reasons for our flying straight to London. “Come and look out of the
window,” he said, leading me to a conveniently empty row of seats and
pointing to the upper surface of the wing, “See those brown stains on the
flap? That’s the leaking hydraulic fluid.” Hardly a reassuring sight, and
certainly not when brought to my attention in so cheerful a manner, but
now that I had the full story I was beginning to feel a little better – as
would anyone, since only the fullest possible knowledge of your
predicament can allow you to cope with it. “All you have to do is relax,”
he said, “We’ll get you down safely. And if you want another drink, just
call.”

Who could refuse such an offer – and all around me, as we cruised on
towards London and the first rays of sunrise began to percolate into the
cabin, I noticed a great many other people similarly laying into the free
booze. Drowning their latent fears, perhaps, and fears which the casual
behaviour of the cabin crew (it might well be something they experienced
as a matter of course, but it was a complete novelty to the rest of us) did
little or nothing to allay; but it was one way of passing time. (Provided we
didn’t get so paralytic that, if something did go wrong on landing, we
couldn’t evacuate the aircraft fast enough.) I even managed another
chapter or two of SF in Dimension: as ignorant of art, humanity and insight
as it was, it was preferable to the movie, Robert Altman’s Popeye, that
they then screened.

And then it was time to begin our descent into London.
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After the hours of seeming unconcern, the cabin crew became
suddenly serious. “We’ll have to move you from here,” said the chief
steward, “You’re right above the wheelwell, and there’s a small danger of
fire...” “Where to?” asked the chap next to me, and was told that it didn’t
matter whether we moved forward or back, “but since we’re landing into
the wind I know where I’d rather be!” Too forced to be black, too silly to
be funny; but forward we moved, and I at last had a window to look out of.
“On your right,” said the pilot, “Is Buckingham Palace” – but I was still on
the left, and could see only the Thames glittering gently in the hazy
morning sunshine.

Around came the cabin crew again, sounding more serious than ever.
“If you have to get out in a hurry,” they said, “Forget your luggage.” I felt
as though I should have been again gripped by fear, but instead felt
strangely at peace with myself and with the world: not so much a resolve
to die with dignity (for death is not dignified) as calm acceptance of the
fact that the next few minutes would decide matters one way or the other
and there was nothing that I could do to influence the result. I continued to
gaze out of the window, watching the ground coming gradually closer; and
as we turned into our approach I could see the firetrucks and crashwagons
lined up along the edges of the runway, already beginning to move to keep
pace with us... then the runway markers slid beneath us and the concrete
spread itself to welcome us and despite myself I swallowed hard; and then
the wheels thumped gently down and as the engines roared into reverse
thrust I realised that this was in fact the smoothest damn landing I’d ever
experienced.

We stopped short of the terminal, out on some holding apron, and had
to wait a few minutes while the fire marshal’s car pulled in beneath the
wing to enable him to check on the tyre. And as they disembarked us into
the convoy of waiting buses, I looked back to where the Qantas mechanics
were already at work on the object that had given us so much trouble, and
it looked pretty damn awful: the tyre seemed no more than a deflated,
shapeless balloon, hanging like a limp rag from the hub of a wheel whose
rim was so bent out of shape that it was a miracle it hadn’t scraped along
the ground and started a fire on landing. But it was not until I was waiting
in line at the immigration desks that the full implications of the whole
thing sunk in, and made me grow cold at the thought: the tyre had been
stripped, after all, just past our V1 point, the moment at which the pilot has
to commit himself to a take-off because the weight of the airplane is
beginning to come off the wheels onto the wings, and we therefore had
enough airspeed to keep going regardless. If it had stripped any earlier,
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before the V1 point, with the weight of the airplane still solidly on the
wheels, we would have gone careening off the runway to total destruction.
Melodramatic as I know this sounds, I and everybody else aboard had, in
other words, escaped certain death by mere seconds.

There is of course nothing that anyone can say to mitigate this, and
the thought of it still leaves me cold from time to time, much though I
might have poked fun at myself in the body of this piece and much though
I might wish to laugh about it now (because humour, after all, has always
been the best way of denying, or at least downgrading, a potential threat to
oneself). But at the same time I have to admit that the memory is fading,
albeit gradually, and I daresay that in a year or two I’ll view the whole
experience in a perfectly equable light, as nothing more than a mildly
diverting “adventure” that, by the law of averages, is unlikely to be
repeated. (Or so I’ll maintain, because don’t we always strive to convince
ourselves that it can never happen to us?) And the real truth is that it has
had very little effect on my attitudes to flying: I will continue to travel by
air in the future, and I daresay that – the loss of the last remnants of my
boyhood adulation notwithstanding – I will continue to read lightweight
historical tomes about the air war in the Pacific and the activities of the
CIA’s secret air force and the American daylight raids on Europe. Old
habits die hard, after all, and although I no longer build plastic models or
revel in the sight of warplanes being put through their paces, and am now
more aware than ever before of the risks attendant upon flying, I am still in
some sense fascinated by its “mystique”, by its perhaps inexpressible and
sometimes perversely life-enhancing thrills.

Ornithopter #10, October 1982
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Once a Jolly GUFFman

Judith Hanna

Naturally, we Aussie fans voted for the bad guy. Joseph Nicholas’s GUFF
platform promised verbal assassinations, napalm in the morning,
paperback infernos, KTF reviews. As it turned out, he rode into Sydney
town wearing not a black hat but a modish black velvet jacket. Medium
height and mid brown hair did not seem quite as advertised – should have
been tall, dark, mean and moody – but at least he could be described as
lean. The sideburns and smoking were bad taste, but everyone was
wearing flares in those days. He seemed a bit quiet, but that might have
been jet-lag. The first public showing of this first ever GUFF winner
Down Under was at Jack Herman’s and Cath McDonnell’s flat in Bondi
where, like any fan should, he meandered his way along the bookcases
lining it. The potted put-downs he laid upon such big name standards as
Asimov, Heinlein, Barry B Bongyear and Arthur C Klutz seemed to live
up to the platform billing: they were dismissed as has-beens, deeply uncool
purveyors of cardboard characters to the undiscerning. Asking what he did
like unleashed a eulogy to the Ballardian vision of drained swimming
pools, crashed B52s and abandoned Cadillacs... He was looking forward to
seeing bleak, desiccated Australian landscape.

So I offered to show the visiting Pom around Taronga Zoo next day.
After all, I was happily on the dole, planning to be a writer. “Catch the
9:35 ferry, take the bus to the top entrance, then wait outside and I’ll take
you in on my zoo pass,” I told him. Taronga is hardly bleak, however, but
sprawls lushly and steeply down the side of Bradley’s Head, with superb
views over Sydney Harbour. Besides offering conveniently packaged
kangaroos, koalas and other marsupials for the tourist to see, getting there
means a ferry trip out past the Opera House and the rock island known as
Pinchgut, once used as a convict gaol. But the bus which should have left
the GUFF-man came and went, leaving no obediently waiting Pommie
visitor. I returned to my book, expecting him to be on the following bus;
again, no GUFF winner. So I wandered in to check whether he might have
arrived early.

Talk to the Animals
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Sure enough, I found him outside the nocturnal house, which was not yet
open, and firmly led him off to see the snakes. They should, I thought,
appeal to such a hardened cynic. Besides, I like them. Once you find their
curves against their camouflaging background litter, they show a
spectacular variety of mosaic-like scale patterns. They are, I pointed out to
him, almost velvet-like to handle, not cold but chauffrée, room
temperature like a good red wine. He was quiet, nodding occasionally
when I pointed out a particular beauty. I was rather disappointed that he
had so little to say, but was prepared to make allowances for the effects of
living somewhere like London where wildlife must be scarce. At that
stage, I had no inkling of the sheer horror which the very notion of snakes
and spiders causes the average Pom, who assumes that these alien
creatures are all deadly poisonous and ferocious; Joseph later confessed he
was speechless because twitching with horror at being surrounded by
reptiles.

Outside zoos, when humans and snakes meet, both are usually keen to
speed away from each other, rather than taking the chance to contemplate
each other at leisure. Even my own family tended to go for a rifle when
tiger snakes or dugites were spotted around the shearing shed or heading
for the house, though we always rather wanted to adopt a live carpet snake
to keep the rats and mice down among the sacks of livestock feed. Carpet
snakes, besides having wonderfully patterned skins, are a type of python,
nonpoisonous but just squeezing their dinners to death; tiger snakes and
dugites are poisonous.

Once we’d finished with the reptile house, which also held lizards and
terrapins, the nocturnal house had opened so we could go in to be greeted
by the orange and white cuscus, a sort of Niuginian possum, who patrolled
the barrier rails (intended to keep inconsiderate visitors from pressing up
against the open enclosures) as if he owned the whole house and were
graciously welcoming you to it. There were wombats, flying foxes, and
cages claiming to hold various types of marsupial mice which were clearly
very good at staying hidden. Platypodes had a house of their own, where
you could watch them swimming underwater, their fur silver with trapped
air bubbles. The glass of their tank also looked into the cut-away edge of
their burrow, so you could see them shake themselves dry, crawl along
their tunnel and curl up in their nest. I had been surprised how small they
are, just little grebe size.

The way to do Taronga Zoo is to zig-zag along the hillside, turning
downhill at the end of each zig and zag. Of course, the paths aren’t laid out
in a boringly straightforward manner to make this easy, but in clusters and
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curves and culs-de-sac. Since sponsoring an aurora finch for $30 a year,
which gained me a year’s free entry for up to two adults and two children
any time the zoo was open, I had been able to work out just how the zoo
fitted together, and no longer got lost and exhausted by having to
backtrack uphill. So I was able to plot a tour confidently from the
kangaroo and emu paddock near the entrance, where all the tourist cameras
click-click-clicked away at these doe-eyed, long-lashed symbols of our
land, to feeding time at the koala tree. Indeed, I felt quite a sense of
possessive pride in my local zoo, and my little finch, and enjoyed showing
it off to friends, visitors and neighbours with kids – and indeed, giving
helpful directions to other visitors looking lost or puzzled....

Next was koala feeding time: grey bundles of fluff blink while
keepers lash bunches of (reputedly) hallucinogenic gum leaves to the
branches where they sit. Certainly, the koalas always look bombed out of
their tiny minds, as if any vocabulary they might have would be limited to
mumbling “Unreal, maa-aan. Like, far-out,” and “Pass a leaf, ma-an.”
However, once you have seen a koala piss, you understand why the
keepers go in there thoroughly waterproofed, from sou’westers to wellies.
For all that koalas never drink, but survive on what moisture they can
absorb from the leaves they eat – and gum leaves are tough rather than
juicy – when they empty their bladders it comes down like upending
bucketsful.

When we stopped at the café to share cups of fizzy drink with the
European wasps then invading the Sydney area, the GUFF winner
explained that his favourite writers, besides Ballard and Chris Priest (who
had been out to a Melbourne convention a couple of years before and had
helped set up GUFF) were Jane Austen, Thomas Hardy, John Fowles,
Beryl Bainbridge, and Joseph Conrad. Austen I could agree with happily,
Hardy had been a bit of a drag to get through at school, Fowles I reckoned
was a wanker, hadn’t heard of Bainbridge, and hadn’t got beyond Chapter
1 of Lord Jim, so I found it easier to tell him everything he’d never wanted
to know about animals and the Australian ecosystem than to engage in
literary discourse.

Onward through random wandering ibis to where I’d previously taken
a wonderful photo showing notably tall and sun-bleached Melbourne fan
Andrew Brown looking down at a giraffe, both batting their remarkably
long-lashed eyes endearingly. Onward to the Tasmanian devil enclosure,
where one sunset I’d seen the male devil atop one of the rocks which
furnished their enclosure, nose stretched up to sniff the air, bouncing his
tight round bollocks up and down beneath his belly. Possibly to cool them?
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But this time, as usual, not a devil was in sight.
Further down to a rock carving, then just completed, the first of a

planned series of artworks to enhance the zoo. It was an Aboriginal man’s
head, with flowing beard and hair, with the shapes of animals emerging
from among their golden sandstone curls. Not bad, I reckoned. And so
down through the aquarium with its sharks and piranha – the latter from
Customs seizures of this prohibited import – and out the lower entrance
just by the ferry wharf.

Having put the by then footsore Pommie onto his boat, I caught the
uphill bus home to nearby Balmoral Beach, where I was living with my
grandfather in his flat in an ugly red-brick block which had been built into
a natural rock amphitheatre where, during the 1930s, the Star of the East
sect had waited for Jesus Christ to come walking in between Sydney
Heads. By the time the faithful expecting to be first to shake his hand
realised he wasn’t going to put in an appearance as predicted, those who’d
been selling off tickets to seats in the amphitheatre had vanished with the
money. It was a wonderful place to live: you could spit out from the flat’s
huge picture windows onto the sand a hundred feet or so below.

Conventionally

Advention in Adelaide was the 1981 Australian national Easter
convention, where this first GUFF visitor was to be on show, along with
DUFF winners Joyce Scrivner and Denny Lien from Minneapolis. It was
held at a large, ugly modern hotel (as seems nearly obligatory for cons) in
North Adelaide.

The first evening’s dinner outing, to a favourite local Chinese eatery,
featured Baltimore fan Lee Smoire embarrassing the company by loudly
telling the waiter just how she wanted the sauce made up to dip her spring
rolls into. Lee, of course, at the 1985 Aussiecon II worldcon, advertised for
an Australian to marry her so she could stay in the country, and managed
to match up and then split up with a Perth fan. She’s become, I gather, a
valued figure in the Perth folk scene, both for her singing voice and
because conrunner enthusiasts prepared to work on organising the annual
Toodyay Folk Festival are hard to find. Lee was at that stage a kind of
girlfriend of Australia’s worldcon boffin, Carey Handfield – who was later
dubbed “the real official Carey Handfield” by his fan club, for his
diplomacy in smoothing over the splits and feuds that sprang up during the
run-up to and in the aftermath of Aussiecon II. That, of course, was
Melbourne stuff, which is a different world from Sydney.
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Sydney fandom was primarily hedonistic. For an eighteen month
stretch, around the time of Advention, every week had one or more parties.
We were all students, or just-past-students, not particularly flush with
money but not letting any shortage of it cramp our style. Getting to
conventions meant whoever was driving took a car-full of others, while
paying out for a whole hotel room just wasn’t on the cards. Sleeping was
done on floors of someone else’s place, either in the hotel or a local fan.
Money was for eating, at the plenitude of cheap “bring your own bottle”
ethnic eateries which are such a feature of Australian city life and the new
ethos of multi-culturalism which sprang up after the abandonment in the
early 70s of the bigoted “White Australia” policy.

By contrast, Melbourne fandom seemed kind of literary and
intellectual, and a few years older than the Sydney crowd. Melbourne fans
like Leigh Edmonds and John Foyster, and Don, Derrick and Christine
Ashby, murmured learnedly on panels, and Melbourne ran most of the
conventions. They also produced things called fanzines, and had run the
Aussiecon I worldcon in 1975, which had put people like Sydney’s Jack
Herman and Jon Noble in touch with the worldwide fandom and the global
fanzine community, so that sometimes at parties they would wave around
bits of coloured paper faintly printed, some of which were sort of
interesting and some of which were apparently connected with a thing
called ANZAPA. Adelaide fandom seemed a suburb of Melbourne
fandom, with people like Marc Ortlieb, Perry Middlemiss and Helen Swift,
and Roman Orzsanski carrying on the same interest in books and fanzines.
The newly born Perth fandom, on the other hand, took to the socio-
hedonistic Sydney model. I put it down to climate – the colder the weather,
the more people tended to be serious-minded and inclined to sit huddled
over a book. Warmer climes made them more likely to strip off, dance,
dress up frivolously, and just loll about gossiping. By that rule, of course,
it seemed that British fandom should take itself and its activities even more
seriously than the Melbourne Adelaide axis did theirs; this indeed, I
discovered, seemed the case. Sydney fandom had started up a monthly apa
called Applesauce, in rivalry to ANZAPA, and which was joined by some
enthusiasts from the other cities. Marc Ortlieb, in his Q36 genzines, wrote
about Special Agent Beiltro of TWAGA (Those Who Aren’t Getting Any)
in his quest to hunt down the immorality of a Toluzzi figure, an identity
Peter immediately adopted for himself, dubbing himself an agent of
TWIGI (Those Who Is Getting It).

Back then, at Easter 1981, most of Sydney fandom was sharing a
room at the Advention hotel: seven of us, or maybe it was nine, so that
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each morning the floor was a rumpled mass of sleeping bags.

Sin City

In those days, the twin foci of Sydney fandom were the Sydney University
Tolkien Society, and Dungeons & Dragons and its spawn of fantasy role-
playing games. Dungeons & Dragons was played on Saturdays, from about
noon until near dawn, in a room with brown carpeted floor and walls at the
University of New South Wales, also dubbed “Kenso Kinder” (for
kindergarten). Most of the Australian capital cities, it seems, have an old
university – Sydney University, Adelaide University, Melbourne
University, the University of Western Australia – with dignified sandstone
buildings forming arcaded cloisters around elegant green lawns. And they
have a “new” university – Kenso Kinder, Flinders, Monash – whose
brutalist modern 60s blocks are set in windswept concrete. The new
universities were strong on engineering and sociology, and bred radical
unrest.

Tolkien Society, on the other hand, was very much Sydney University
centred – a happy little elitist clique which was fairly open to anyone who
shared its peculiar set of interests, or could fill a part in the annual
Tolkienfest performance in the University’s Great Hall. Juliette Bentley
would write a script for dramatising one of Tolkien’s works, and
illuminate a poster advertising it, and about fifty friends, relatives and a
few strangers would buy tickets to watch the two nights of performances.
That is, until we did The Hobbit during a year it was on the school
examination syllabus, and to our astonishment sold out both nights.
Staging was medieval style minimalist, with modern stage lighting, which
still seems the best treatment for the material. But only the first dozen rows
could really see and hear the performance.

Jack Herman was always the chief dwarf, whether Gimli or Thorin
Strongarm. He was a career student politician, a debating society stalwart,
a film buff with such command of trivia that he nearly landed himself a
TV programme presenting late night old films for cognoscenti when that
species of programme became the thing to show. As noted above, he was
one of TolSoc’s two main links to sf fandom, and its strange fanzine habit,
and became Sydney’s con-runner par excellence. Juliette Bentley, with
knee-length platinum blonde hair and a singing voice, was our regular
Galadriel and calligrapher. Mild-mannered William Good, another student
politico, and lean bearded archaeologist Stephen Hart, when he wasn’t
digging up Jordan and Bahrain, alternated with each other as Gandalf and

25



any king going: “Fly, you fools, fly!” was their catchphrase, to be
answered: “And was gone... Thud!” Dragged down by the Balrog in the
Mines of Moria, of course.

Champion swimmer Gregor Whiley looked effortlessly elfish – that
is, a typical lean, sun-blonde surfer. Those who recall his Hugo winner
predictions in one of Peter Toluzzi’s three issues of The Peter Principle, or
who read his Leninist commentary on The Lord of the Rings in Jack
Herman’s relatively recent revival of the Tolkien Society’s The Eye
newsletter, will agree he could have been one of the great humorous fan-
writers if only he weren’t such a lazy bugger. Tony Green, given to
babbling Anglo-Saxon and hitting his head with a zucchini when drunk or
under influences, made a taller but more substantially built elf with added
cynicism if he was not working lights and sound effects. The Whiley-
Green Shrunken Dwarf Blues was one of those inventions impossible to
recall sober, except the line about “What’s that stuff between your toes –
Oh, no, it’s the squashed dwarf blues, yeah....” Tony had broken up with
me to move in with Brenda Beeby, later long-time SCA Herald in
Adelaide. Brenda and I had played dwarf twins Fili and Kili in The Hobbit,
and it seemed generally felt that Tony’s move rather undermined our
protestations that we were really not at all alike.

Gollum was certainly TolSoc’s dramatically outstanding performer,
crawling and spitting, creeping and begging – “What hasss it got in itsss
pocketsesss... Give it to me, my preciouss!” – his costume mainly green
paint and straggling matted hair. Of course, Smeagol would have to be an
anarchist, and so our Gollum was. Blowed if I can remember his real
name.

By that stage, TolSoc had lost Jon Noble, its other fanzine pioneer –
he’d been banished by the Education Department to teach at Broken Hill, a
mining city in the desert interior of New South Wales, which seemed as
much like Mordor as you could get in real life. Returning for occasional
parties, Jon said he actually liked the place. But TolSoc had gained Jill
Seaborn as Frodo, recruited from my Middle Welsh class, and the
development of a real-life romance between her and her Sam gave an
interesting twist to the close and faithful relationship Tolkien had
described.

Between Tolkienfests, TolSoc played Dungeons and Dragons, so
others in the D&D crowd had become part of its social world. Thus Grot
(Dave Ramsbottom) and others were recruited as trolls having breakfast –
Troll 1: “Have some porridge!” Troll 2: “What’s in it?” Troll 1: “The cat
liked it!” Troll 3: “The cat’s in it!” – to be “stoned” by the rising sun so
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thief Bilbo can sneak off with their treasure.
Peter Toluzzi, who won DUFF in 1982, was part of the D&D

connection. When he lived with his parents up on the northern beaches he
would be my lift home from the Kenso Kinder D&D nights. There was a
wild surf’n’drugs culture up the northern beaches, where property values
were for the seriously rich. Toluzzi was an amiable chap, wanted to be a
science writer, often put his foot in it trying to oblige or impress others.
Meron Clarke and Bob Kuhn, the other local Jewish fans who knew all the
most sophisticated Jewish jokes, pointed out that the word ‘klutz” could be
defined by pointing to Tolutz. It was sad, but no real surprise, to hear of
him getting seriously into messy orgies and messy drugs after he had
moved to America.

At this time, too, TolSoc was organising the next Unicon – Tolkon, a
3-day festival of the fantastic, which was to feature highlights from the
Tolkienfests and live medieval jousts from Sydney’s newly set-up society
of the Current Middle Ages (later, in a defeat of the Herman-TolSoc
tendency, absorbed by the US-based Society for Creative Anachronism
bureaucracy, which seems determinedly anti-creative). Nonetheless, I
gather the Small Giant-Class Liberation Army, and the Guild of Peasants
and Nose-Pickers managed to continue. And a jolly good con it turned out
to be.

Back to the Con

On Advention panels, Joseph retailed an elaborately developed, wholly
novel and alien mythology of Britfandom, featuring the mighty barbarian
Rob Holdstock and his huge... faux pas, a bean-powered Rob Hansen,
some Ratfan Pickersgill vomiting in people’s shoes, a leaning D. West
armed with Astral Pole, a Boy’s Own Science Fiction Society publishing
Matron, Victor and possibly Tampax and run by one Anal Dorey and some
Harveys, and humorist purveyor of gossip Deaf Langford whose Ansible
scandal sheet chronicled all this. Clearly, this world which called itself
“Britfandom” was using its “Britfanzines” to package up and polish key
figures and incidents into instant notoriety for an instant posterity. Taking
fandom so seriously sounded rather fun.

Joseph’s “skiffy” lit-crit also drew on a more sophisticated world of
discourse than I was used to. The Australian scene still is kind of short of
published authors, let alone of real publishers, such as GUFF-loser
Malcolm Edwards then just starting a career with Gollancz, and now in
1995 something directorial in the global Murdoch publishing empire.

27



Leave aside the casual familiarities about sharing drinks at “cons” with
Brian Aldiss; Brunner – apparently a bit of a bore though Stand on
Zanzibar commanded respect; radical firebrand Ian Watson, and young
Turks like Priest and Holdstock – what impressed was Nicholas’s fluency
in a whole shorthand lingo of “skiffy” which had clearly evolved into a
self-referential world of its own. There seemed little barrier between the
young Turk writers then making their mark, and the partying fans. Indeed,
it was plain that the young Turks had just the other day been merely fans
themselves. The Jackie Lichtenberg Appreciation Society, apparently
linked to enfants terrible Priest and Platt, and running like wildfire through
a whole British worldcon, more than equalled anything TolSoc had
managed. And Priest, visiting Melbourne’s Monaclave convention as an
overseas writer guest of honour, had seemed so terribly grown up and
serious.

It also seemed a social world which took itself far more seriously than
the Australian milieu. Australians weren’t talking about ourselves as
“fandom”, let alone distinguishing among fanzine fans, con fans, media
fans and other specialities. We had “SF mobs” in the different cities, with
the traditional rivalry between Melbourne and Sydney. Within cities there
was some distinction between, in Sydney, the TolSoc crowd and Tony
Howe’s Sydney University Doctor Who Appreciation Society. This was
reflected in who gathered into the various dinner groups heading off from
the weekly Thursday evening gathering at Galaxy bookshop, which was
then run by Shayne MacCormack with Ron Serdiuk as sidekick.

But a large national convention was a couple of hundred people. We
had loose agglomerations of people interested enough in stories set on
other, future or fantasy, worlds to get together for weekly or monthly
informal meetings and dining together, for partying together and role-
playing games, and for running or attending the occasional convention, or
producing a newsletter or similar. There weren’t quite enough of us to start
splitting off into distant and hostile sub-tribes.

Have a Drink

Leafing through one of Ortlieb’s Q36 zines from back then, I find a
reference to Advention being a “heavily programmed convention”. One
thing Australian and British conventions already had in common was a
strong tradition of not bothering to go to panels unless you or your friends
were on them, but to sit about outside gossiping. Of course, in the smaller
Australian SF community, that meant you still had to go to a much higher
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percentage of the programming.
The big difference in the social ambience outside the programme was

that in Britain there exists a tradition of an all-day bar, so Britfans expect
to lurch about downing beer from breakfast until past midnight. In
Australia, booze is usually consumed evenings only, and mainly at room
parties. In British hotels, all alcohol is supposed to be bought from the
hotel bar. Australian hotels are relaxed about supplies for room parties
being brought in from an outside bottle shop (Brit: “off-licence”) where 4
litre wine boxes sell for less than the price of a 75cl wine bottle in Britain,
whereas Australian hotel bars sell booze at the same sort of inflated mark-
up as in restaurants.

The result is that booze plays a pivotal part in the British convention
experience, which is why throwing up in each other’s shoes and leaning
over are so prominent in the Britfan mythos. In Australia, getting sloshed
is something boring ockers and football louts do.

The Nicholas adaptation, fusing the two traditions, was to wander the
con all day carrying one of the great Australian wineboxes, gently glazing
over and growing perceptibly more atilt as the day wore on and the box
emptied. His appreciative wonder at the cheap abundance of Aussie wine,
let alone it being such good stuff, was immensely endearing – particularly
since one of the main uses of an overseas (or even interstate) visitor to
Adelaide is to give the locals an excuse for a winery tour of the Barossa
valley. And sure enough, after the convention, Perry Middlemiss organised
a coach to take us around such selected wineries as Wolf Blass, where an
ecstatic Justin Ackroyd bought a couple of cases to take home with him.

Naturally, Jack Herman, Roman Orszanski and I organised a Tea-Con
room-party, featuring Earl Grey, Lapsang Souchong and so on. We did so
at most cons in those days. Quite how the custom started I don’t recall –
presumably in a connoisseurial conversation about fine teas several
conventions previously. Besides, Roman was and remains a dead ringer for
Carroll’s March Hare, while Jack, from his habit of generally wearing
some form of sporty tweedy cap, was naturally enough known as “Mad
Hatter”. Meanwhile, my tendency to doze off in the midst of parties made
me fair game for being dubbed “Dormouse”.

This Convention, when it came to discussing what masquerade entry
we should put together to follow up our triumph as Vegemite Junkies at
the Perth Eastercon the previous year, we decided it was time to go for the
obvious: the Mad Hatter’s Tea-Party. Jack put all his hats on, plus a few
extras he borrowed for the evening. Roman needed no costume, simply
went as himself. I curled up in a sleeping bag as teacosy with closed eyes,
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and held on tight in it as the others dragged it along while they discussed
blotting paper, best butter, treacle, watches, wells, and oh my ears and
whiskers....

Naturally, we won a prize. Joyce Scrivner hinted later that the GUFF
judge had seemed not entirely impartial in his judgement, but I put that
down to sozzlement.

One of the other main spectacles of the Advention social programme
was watching Marc Ortlieb and Melburnian Cath Circosta gently leaning
together. It was no surprise that Marc soon moved to Melbourne, married
Cath and ceased to produce fanzines. Three kids and job demands have
something to do with it, of course. But Marc produced one of the classic
insights into the human condition when he wrote: “My fanzine production
runs in inverse proportion to the state of my life. A good year for making
fanzines means it’s been a bad year for me.” And vice versa.

The other talking point was Mike McGann kicking through the door
of a room party, trying to get at and beat up Leigh Edmonds and Valma
Brown. Quite why he wanted to beat them up I’ve forgotten, and it may
not have been entirely clear at the time. Mike was a prolific Sydney artist
and t-shirt producer, whose figures of orcs and so on made up in vigour
what they lacked in proportion. Mike seemed to start going off the rails
after his romance with Linda Smith broke up, at a previous Adelaide
convention, and she took refuge with the gentler Peter Toluzzi. They
eventually had to get a police injunction barring McGann from the street
where they took a flat, after several attempts by him to attack them. And of
course, McGann had to be dropped from the Sydney party round, since
you can’t invite someone who will attack other guests.

And After

Convention over, Vera Lonergan and I took the GUFF winner up to the
recreation of Old Sydney Town north of the city – a collection of shacks
on sand, their arrangement and dimensions faithful to early maps and
descriptions of the colony, and populated by actors given roles to play up
to for the tourists. Then we showed him around The Rocks area, which
was what that first settlement had become in 1981, with the old Customs
Bond Stores which remain from the early days given over to tourist
boutiques and quaint eateries like Pancakes on the Rocks and The Old
Spaghetti Factory. Compared to European cities, Sydney as a city offers
little enough by way of sights. Its strong points are the scenery of its
harbour and coastline, too much of which are obscured by buildings. Like
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most of Australia, you need to be visiting friends who will give you the
local insight into what the natives think of what purport to be the sights, so
the company makes up for the thinness of what is visible.

Vera threw a farewell party for him, from which I failed to get away
until next morning, and then we took him off to the airport. After nine
months of long letters, during which I got myself a full-time job to finance
the trip, in March 1982 I flew off on the Australian coming-of-age ritual
“piss off overseas” visit to the old world, to see the background to all those
BBC shows on TV, and to the novels we were dragged through at school,
and to movies and history. After all, I could start off staying with him in
London until I found my feet, and could see what this “Britfandom” lark,
with its Ratfans and Surrey Limpwrists and Silicons, actually amounted to.
While tidying up for my arrival, he claims, the massive and inspired
quarter-million-word first draft of his trip report went missing, and it has
never been seen since.

That was thirteen years ago, and somehow I’ve never quite escaped
back to my native ecosystem. As you know, reader, I married him.

Fuck the Tories #17, April 1995
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1984: Justin Ackroyd
Justin Ackroyd attended Seacon ’84 – a combined Eastercon and Eurocon
– in Brighton, Easter 1984. Rival candidates were Shayne McCormack,
Jean Weber and Roger Weddall.

Platform

Poor but honest bookseller seeks further fannish education. Some fans
claim I am one of Australia’s cuddliest fans and my resemblance to a six
foot teddybear is quite striking. Since entering fandom in 1976 I have
chaired a national convention and been involved in others, usually as an
auction convenor. I have had a brief stay in ANZAPA and am an assistant
for Australian SF News. Present addictions include books, fanzines,
auctions, conventions, hockey and sport spectating, Wales, whales, bears,
castles and mountains, food, Irish Mist and J.M.W. Turner. Anyone who
has survived six years working at Space Age Books can certainly use a
break.

Nominators: Jack Herman, Perry Middlemiss & Helen Swift, Marc
Ortlieb, Pete Presford and Bob Shaw.
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The Adventures of Justin
Ackroyd in Britain

The Story So Far (Pre-Con Trip
Report)

Justin Ackroyd

I arrived safely in New York just before midnight 31st March. Plane to
Minneapolis the next day. 2-3rd April travelled around Minnesota with
Joyce. 4th: Caught up with Denny and bought my first books of the trip.
5th: Went to a half birthday party in the evening. Flew to New York 6th
and went to a gathering that night. Subway travel at 2 am is quite good
fun. 7th: went to a play and saw the Academy Award Shorts for 1984.
Joined up with some local fans for dinner and went to Andy Peter’s place
later. Spent 8th touristing and saw Greystoke. 9th: went to Staten Island
and flew to U.K. that night; met by Joseph at Heathrow. I’ve done plenty
of looking around and met a few fans and have become an official Surrey
Limpwrist.

Seacon Comments and News:

Once everyone got past the barbed wire, Gestapo guards and radio-wallies,
it wasn’t such a bad convention – if you did your own thing.

Complaints about the organisation of Seacon were heard from all
sides. The bookroom where most stalls had been set up by ten o’clock
Friday morning was not allowed to open until 1:00 pm. As a result, of this,
the general auction which started at 3:30 pm had a small attendance and
very little was raised for GUFF and the Shaw Fund.

The committee did not appear to have informed all the programme
participants of when they were to give their talks, especially for the second
and lesser strand items.

From the Seacon programme sheets: “The Fan Room in itself is much
more than just a venue for programme items. It’ll be a meeting place, a
place to escape from the rest of the convention, and to this end we’ll be
providing its own bar, a number of comfy chairs, tables and general flop
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space, together with fanzine displays, fanzine sales desk, the British SF
Association Desk, numerous displays and information about local groups
and that added extra ingredient, yourselves! Who knows what impromptu
items might get started.”

From my point of view, the Fan Room was the biggest failure of
Seacon. As a meeting place, it was a disaster. It was a room up a fairly
well hidden flight of stairs. There was no activity in the Fan Room until
about 9:00 pm Friday when Ian Sorensen’s Rock Opera Elmer T. Hack
was presented, and the seldom open bar was opened for the first time. The
comfy chairs were non-existent, the fanzine displays I couldn’t find, the
the fanzine sales desk was minute and the information desks were
elsewhere. The Fan Room had all the charm of a mausoleum.

As part of the Fan Programme I was interviewed by Judith Hanna in
the Fan Room. It had been brought forward two hours and this change,
unadvertised, resulted in the audience fitting around one table. At least I
got to draw on the table-cloth.

Elmer T. Hack and the Britain in ’87 party were the only successful
events in the Fan Room. The Main Programme (what little I saw of it) had
Dave Langford tearing Battlefield Earth and other great “sci-fi” to literary
shreds, Bob Shaw giving a “serious scientific talk” and Chris Priest not
complaining about being poor were its highlights.

The alternate strands of programming went by unsighted except for
the Trivia Bowl where I competed on the Surrey Limpwrists team. We
were beaten in the semi-final by a pair of leaden underpants.

It was the people who made the convention – D. West wandering
around selling his collected works for £4 or “double or quits” (Martin
Tudor paid £8); Dave Langford, one hand to ear and the other holding a
pint, always ready to memorise some new scandal; Roelof Goudriaan and
Anne Marie van Ewyck, two of the nicest people you would want to meet.
There were too many others to list here; suffice it to say that all the fans I
met left a lasting impression.

The GUFF/Aussiecon Two party held on Saturday night was well
attended and successful. The crowd was constantly changing, but for a few
ever-presents – Brian Aldiss, Joe and Gay Haldeman, who send their best
wishes to all Australian Fans, Dave Hartwell, whose rendition of Teen
Angel will long be remembered, Fran Skene and Lee Smoire, two of a
fairly considerable American contingent. The beer and wine flowed at a
considerable rate until 4:00 am when most trundled to bed. (I wandered
down to the foyer and discovered the bar was just closing.)

Thyme #36, June 1984
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GUFF Report – Chapter One

Justin Ackroyd

After six and a half years I was finally free. It was 7:00 p.m., Friday,
March 30 1984. I stepped out of Space Age Books for the last time as a
shop assistant and became an unemployed traveller at large. My sister,
Ruth, picked me up and drove me back to the house on Mt Alexander
Road which I had been sharing with Marc Ortlieb for the past two and a
half months. We arrived there at 7:30 p.m., which gave me about half an
hour to myself before the guests began to arrive. You see, it was my last
night in Australia before I departed on my Pan Am flight to Minneapolis
via Auckland, Los Angeles and a night in New York, and it was time for
the “throw Justin out of the country” Party. I had moved most of my
furniture to various households around Melbourne, and my books down to
my parents place in Geelong over the previous weekend, so there was a
distinct lack of seating for the party, not that it really mattered.

The guests arrived randomly from 8:10 on. There were a variety of
fans, hockey players and general friends in attendance, making sure that I
really was going to leave the country – I’m sure some of them were hoping
that it would be permanent.

I have little memory of events of the evening as I was already very
tired. I remember seeing Cath Circosta (now Cath Ortlieb) and Christine
Ashby arriving by taxi. Both were on crutches; Christine as usual and Cath
as a result of an accident while goalkeeping at hockey which resulted in
torn knee ligaments. This injury was greatly admired by some of my
hockey team mates. I opened a bottle of Wolf Blass cabernet sauvignon
which I had been saving for the day that I left Space Age Books. It went
down very well and was probably an omen of the months to come. The
crowds said their farewells and dispersed at around midnight so that I
could get my beauty sleep. Before going to bed, Marc struck me a fatal
blow to my sentimental side – he presented me with the first invitation for
his and Cath’s wedding which was being held while I was away. They
really wanted me to be there but could not blame me for refusing as the
GUFF trip was more important to all three of us. Mind you, I was a little
misty eyed at the thought of missing the wedding.

I had finally said goodbye to everyone. I still felt a little unreal as I
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went to bed that night. The continual adrenaline surges and the mild
apprehension I was feeling towards the trip kept me awake for most of the
night, but I managed to get up fairly bright eyed and bushy-tailed the next
morning. My father and sister took me out to Tullamarine and saw me off.
The first brief stopover was in Auckland. This airport was surrounded by
the greenest countryside I had come across and I decided on the spot that I
had to return and look around at some later date. I arrived in Los Angeles
earlier than scheduled after what was a pretty uneventful flight. I had
watched Gorky Park for the third time – great film, although the book is
even better, and Trading Places for the second time (both were edited for
family viewing), and read Symbiote’s Crown by Scott Baker which was
disappointing after a strong beginning. I hung around Los Angeles for two
and a half hours while waiting for my connecting flight to New York and
actually managed to get half an hour’s sleep.

I got into JFK just short of 10:00 pm and got to my overnight hotel at
midnight. I had to walk about ten blocks from where the airport bus
dropped me and made my first mistake as a reverse pedestrian – I crossed
the road looking the wrong way and was nearly collected on the front
bumper of a New York Yellow Cab. Luckily I avoided the onrushing cab.

I managed to catch a little sleep before arising the next morning and
having a light breakfast at the hotel. I had some time to kill before my
flight to Minneapolis, so I contacted Moshe Feder and Lise Eisenberg and
organised some of my future crash space. They also gave me the address
of some nearby bookshops that I could browse through for the couple of
remaining hours that I had. I went forth on 5th to Broadway and arrived at
Forbidden Planet (New York style) and the Strand Bookshop. With
unusual restraint I managed to walk out of both without buying anything.

I checked out of the hotel and caught the bus to JFK. There were only
short delays before the plane took off and arrived at Minneapolis only an
hour late. I was met at the airport by Joyce Scrivner, who promptly took
me on a short tour of Minneapolis/St Paul before we stopped for a meal at
an Italian restaurant. We caught up on gossip and discussed life in general.

Linda Lounsbury had crashed by the time we got back to their place
(Joyce and Linda’s) so Joyce and I sat around sipping Irish Mist for a little
while before retiring for some much needed sleep.

Joyce had decided to take a couple of days off work so that we could
go for a drive through the north of Minnesota. We passed through some
barren countryside – the spring thaw was just beginning – on our way to
Duluth, an industrial city on the south west edge of Lake Superior. We
proceeded up the western edge of frozen Lake Superior, which was quite
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spectacular though a little chilly with the wind coming directly across the
ice, to Split Rock Lighthouse, and on through Superior State Forest, Castle
Danger, Beaver Bay, Silver Bay, Illger City, Little Marais, Finland,
Finland State Forest, Murphy City, Isabella and finally to Ely where we
checked into the West Gate Motel, which was situated on a very quiet
Main Street. We wandered down to a restaurant (diner) where we had
dinner. We watched some television – I forced Joyce to sit through an
atrocious courtroom drama – before sleeping.

The next day dawned bright and sunny, and we headed off quite
early. We passed through Robinson, Tower, where we stopped for
breakfast, Wahlsten, Aurora, Biwabik, Gilbert and arrived at the
destination I had picked out for the morning, Eveleth, home of the United
States Hockey Hall of Fame. Even though it was a shrine to ice hockey, I
felt compelled to look through it as the sport is a derivative of the game of
field hockey, which I have been playing for the past fifteen years. It was
quite interesting, even though there was a bias towards players who were
born in Minnesota. Back in the car and it was onwards through Central
Lakes, Cotton Canyon, Independence, Four Corners, Duluth again, across
the bridge and into Superior, Wisconsin. Joyce got picked up for a very
dubious speeding ticket in the early afternoon as we headed back to
Minneapolis. We went via Mickersea, Duquette, Kerrick, Bruno, Askov,
Sandstone, North Branch, Almelund, Palmdale, Taylor’s Falls; into
Wisconsin again and St Croix Falls, Copas, Stillwater, where we stopped
for a Mexican diner and a margharita, and finally Minneapolis, where I
met Linda just before she went to bed. We had been on the road for two
days and covered over five hundred miles of Minnesota in that time. Joyce
was tired after this as she was the only driver. I sat in the passenger seat
the whole time acting as navigator. Thanks to Joyce I saw parts of the US I
would never expect to see.

The next day was rather quiet and the pace settled down. In the
morning I posted all the packages and letters I had been entrusted with and
read my first US newspaper. It was not very good. I tried ringing Denny
Lien but there was no answer, so I started the walk to Uncle Hugo’s and
Uncle Edgar’s to do some heavy browsing. Half way there I saw a
gentleman in front of me that I thought I recognized. I sped up and to my
surprise I had found Denny. I told him where I was heading and he joined
me. I must admit that Denny was very patient while I browsed and finally
purchased my first bundle of books for the trip. Denny and I went back to
his place for lunch and there I met Terry Garey. We spent the afternoon
talking and reading, and Denny gave me a tour of his library, which was
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rather impressive. I also played with their new cat. I spent a pleasant
evening chatting with Joyce, Linda, Denny, Terry and Mark Richards.

I spent Thursday doing some washing, reading, and wrote a few
postcards. In the late afternoon, Linda took me on her famous ten cent tour
of Minneapolis. She took me through the city to warehouses renovated, by
yuppies, into vast shopping complexes. She introduced me to the
Minnesota souvenir shop, and a marvellous fudge shop where I tried
macadamia chocolate fudge. It was delicious. We ate a light dinner from
one of the gourmet delicatessens.

We had not kept track of the time very well. We had been due back at
7:00 pm to pick up Joyce and go to a birthday party for one of the local
fans. Joyce was not in a party mood when we arrived, so Linda and I
headed off to the party by ourselves. I was introduced to numerous people
whose names I promptly forgot, but I chatted away merrily with anyone
who came my way, listened to some filking, and watched, briefly, a game
of Trivial Pursuit. As I was getting a fairly early plane to New York the
next day I joined Linda as she left at about 11:00.

Joyce dropped me at the airport the next day, and after we were
loaded onto the plane we were kept there for a few minutes until a runway
was clear for takeoff. We stopped in Detroit for what was meant to be just
a refuelling stop. We were delayed for another twenty minutes as JFK had
a traffic problem. We got to New York and had to go into a holding pattern
for another twenty minutes. We finally landed but we had to wait for yet
another twenty minutes while they found an empty gate for us. I got to the
baggage claim area where I waited for another thirty minutes until my
baggage arrived. I caught the airport bus to Central Station and walked to
Washington Square, thirty blocks, to where I was to be staying. Lise
Eisenberg had left a key with the doorman, so I finally put down my
baggage seven hours after leaving Minneapolis.

I went in search of food in Greenwich Village and finally settled for
some cheap Vietnamese. On returning to the apartment I received a phone
call from Lise informing me of a party at the home of Larry Carmody and
Maryanne Mueller. I was given instructions on how to get there and
promptly took the wrong train so I had to walk an extra mile to the party.
More introductions and more forgotten names. I tried some Budweiser and
gave it a rating of one – drinkable if there is nothing else going. I chatted
briefly with Phil Foglio before he headed off to hog the video game, and
then at length with Larry Carmody, who I discovered was a man after my
own heart – a sports writer – so we sat around and talked about sport for
quite a while. Later I noticed Phil sitting in a corner scribbling away and
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ten minutes later he presented me with a caricature of myself. Mind you it
was not a very flattering portrait – he had drawn me so that I was the
spitting image of Bob Hope. Maryanne dropped me at the subway station
at about 2:00 a.m., and I got back to Washington Square at about three.

I slept for about five hours before getting up and going for another
bookshop browse through the Strand, Forbidden Planet and the Science
Fiction Shop. I returned to Washington Square at noon and Lise Eisenberg
soon arrived. We headed off to the Public Theatre where they were
showing the Academy Award nominees for animation. Moshe joined us
soon after, but he was too late to pick up a ticket for the animation. Lise
was planning on seeing Cinders, a Polish black comedy, after the films,
and on the spur of the moment I decided to join her. Meanwhile Moshe
headed off to see Patrick and Teresa Nielsen Hayden and arranged for a
group of us to meet at the World Trade Centre later on. It was an excellent,
though very depressing play, and it took me a few minutes to get my
bearings back afterwards. The walk to the Trade Centre helped.

We met up with Stu Shiffman, Patrick and Teresa, Moshe, and Andy
Porter. We did not go up to the observation deck as it was too windy, so
Moshe gave us a walking tour of Lower Manhattan. We finished up in
Chinatown where we had dinner and I was introduced to hot and sour
soup. Moshe was horrified when I did not order a beer with my meal. He
thought that all Australians drank copious amounts of the stuff. From
Chinatown we trekked off to Andy’s place and proceeded to become very
bored, with Andy insisting that everyone should pitch in on a one-shot. We
left reasonably early.

After a good night’s sleep, I spent the day wandering the streets of
New York. I wandered down 5th to Broadway and on to 7th until 50th
Street. I stopped and looked around a great variety of shops and tourist
traps whenever the mood took me. Finally my feet took me back to Times
Square where I had a junk food lunch – Roy Rogers, if you must know –
and went to see Greystoke. In the evening I strolled around Greenwich
Village, watching the buskers and street theatre that was taking place on
Washington Square. I settled for Chinese again and went back to the
apartment to write some letters.

I was up early the next day as I was going to Staten Island to see
F&SF Book Company. I took the Staten Island Ferry across the bay,
passing the green and scaffolding-enshrouded Statue of Liberty on the
way. I walked the three plus miles to the warehouse as it was a mild, sunny
day. I picked out a bundle of books which I put on my account, and
walked back to the ferry. Back on the ferry I realised that I had got
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sunburnt on my arms and face, and it was only in the high fifties. Back to
Manhattan I packed my bags and then went in search of some food. I
settled upon what turned out to be a very good Mexican restaurant.
Afterwards I picked up my bags from the apartment, gave the key to the
doorman, and took the subway to JFK. I checked in and sat around until
the plane left. It took off only fifty-five minutes late. It was a sparsely
populated flight so, as soon as the seat belt sign went off, I walked to the
back of the plane, found a row of four vacant seats, and promptly slept
until half an hour before the plane was due to land at Heathrow.

It was now Tuesday 10 April. I had arrived at my true destination.

Rataplan #31, August 1985
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Random Days: An Irregular Trip
Report

Justin Ackroyd

Continuing the adventures of an antipodean during his journey in northern
climes.

July 18th 1984. I spend the entire day on either trains or a ferry. Having
left Florence at 5:00 pm the previous day, I took the overnight train to
Paris. Luckily I slept through most of the ride having perfected the art of
sleeping on trains. I arrived in Paris in the early morning and transferred to
the correct station for the train to Calais with the minimum of fuss. The
Paris Metro is magnificent and efficient. Yet another smooth ride to Calais
where we were met with a two hour delay for the ferry. This was due to
another of Maggie’s brainstorms, though other than the fact that it had
something to do with the privatisation of ferries I can’t remember the exact
details. The ferry got to Dover across a very calm channel in pretty quick
time. Somehow I managed to be first through customs and for some reason
they refrained from searching my bags. Maybe I look too respectable, what
with a dirty back pack on my shoulders, and duty free bag in my hands.
The train made good time on its run to London and finally reached
Victoria Station and Joseph Nicholas and Judith Hanna’s place just after
7:30. They have been a little concerned about me but I soon explained the
delays and they forgave me. I had dinner then read through all the mail
that was waiting. I spent the night back on the couch which some fans
claim is the most uncomfortable in all fandom. I usually slept like a log on
it and this night was no exception.

July 19th. I spent the day doing what all long-term travellers need to
do on occasion; washing my clothes, writing letters and postcards, and
visiting Australia House and reading as many newspapers as I could get
my hands on. Joseph had told me that Lucy Huntzinger was still in town so
I got in touch with her. She joined Joseph, Judith and me after dinner at a
nearby pub. Lucy confessed that she wasn’t really looking forward to
returning to the States. Can’t say that I blame her – both of us had fallen in
love with the fannish way of U.K. life.

July 20th. Back on the trains again. This time the destination was
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Glasgow and Albacon where through the kindness of their hearts (or were
they just desperate?) they had made me fan guest-of-honour. It was a fun
trip up as there were a number of fans on the train. I spent half my time
reading K.W. Jeter’s Dr. Adder, and the other half chatting with Bridget
Wilkinson, Brian Ameringen and Caroline Mullan. And Roger Robinson
whose booked seat didn’t exist and who had to suffer by being seated in
first class. I rolled up at the Station Hotel registration desk and checked in,
then went to the Albacon registration table. The con committee had no
idea what I looked like so, when I approached the table, I was asked “Have
you paid your membership?” Being my usual cynical self I replied “No.
But I’m a member.” I then introduced myself and was handed a bright pink
name badge which designated that I was a special guest. I soon found
myself in the convention bar of the hotel, an extremely stuffy and humid
room, where the windows could not be opened. Since it’s usually fairly
cool in Glasgow, they let the people produce their own heat, which can
lead to a mild sense of suffocation, especially in summer. Also, the Station
Hotel is part of the Glasgow Central Station complex and the bar’s
windows faced out over the platforms. I suppose the mild suffering was
better than continually breathing station fumes.

I was introduced to Norman Spinrad, the last-minute replacement for
Harlan Ellison, by Bob Jewett, the chair of the convention. Also on hand
were Jim Barker and Julian Headlong. It soon became apparent that we
were all in need of food, so went looking for some. We settled on what
turned out to be pretty ordinary Chinese fare, but the company was jovial.
We returned to the hotel for the opening ceremony which produced the
second no-show for the convention. The city provost, who had agreed to
open the convention, did not turn up, so the ceremony was reduced to a
“hello, and I hope everyone has a good time” speech which lasted all of
two minutes.

From there it was off to the fan room where there was a game of blow
football about to start. This version of the game involved a light large
plastic ball, a vacuum cleaner, and the coupled contestants, one riding “the
other horse style”, trying to score goals by blowing the ball, with the
vacuum in reverse-cycle, between some chairs at either end of the room. I
got roped in and teamed up with Frances-Jane Nelson against Caroline
Mullan and Brian Ameringen. The only product of this exercise was a pair
of carpet-burnt knees where I went sliding across the floor chasing the
ball. There was more drinking at the bar after this, and some good
conversation and, sometime in the morning, some sleep.

July 21st. I got up in time for breakfast and went on to the first round
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of the University Challenge where I was teaming up with Jim Barker,
Julian Headlong and Colin Fine. After surveying the opposition and the
ritual torture that we had to go through, we determined that cheating was
the only answer. The fiends in charge had devised an obstacle course
which each member of the team had to go through individually. Since we
decided to cheat, we also decided that we would be the last team to go. As
soon as we were given the order, we promptly tied our legs together, all
four of us that is, and proceeded under the table as one unit, doing all the
silly things prescribed, until finally we had to get into a boiler suit. From
vague memory, Jim and I were the arms, and Colin and Julian were the
legs. Of course they let us through to the next round. After all, we had the
fastest time.

The rest of the day was spent either at the bar, in the fan room or at a
Chinese restaurant with the Beccon committee – a group of people (which
included Brian, Caroline, Roger and Brigid amongst others) who have
been putting on regional cons for a couple of years – and a couple of
hangers-on. I was asked (coerced) to judge a bad taste tie competition.
There were some remarkable ties, especially the gent whose tie had a small
tassel on the end of it. He waved it under my nose and temptation got the
better of me. I bit it off. It didn’t taste very good.

Hours later, I remember standing in one of the passageways, after the
bar had closed and I had pilfered a bucket of ice, drinking some beautiful
12-year-old single malt scotch that Dave Ellis had supplied, chatting with
Paul Vincent, Owen Whiteoak, Dave and others that I don’t remember
through the drunken haze. When Dave’s scotch had run out, Owen
produced a bottle of old rough-and-ready – a five-year-old blended scotch
which went down like methylated spirits after the smoothness of the single
malt. At 5:20 a.m. I had enough sense to realise it was time to get to my
room. I got there in one piece and promptly lost part of myself to the
porcelain. Ten minutes later I passed out on the bed. I did enjoy that
evening but...

July 22nd was another matter. I came to at about 10:15, and decided
that a bath would do me the world of good and maybe reduce the
throbbing in my head. I had been in the bath for about ten minutes when
there was a knock at my door. I dripped my way to the door and opened it.
It was Jacquie Robertson, one of the concom, wanting to get into the
computer room which was next to mine and whose door was jammed.
Since I was met with such a radiant smile I gave her a dripping wet hug.
She thanked me and told me that the con had been given permission to
kick down the computer room door. There I was, standing in the corridor
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in just a towel, so what did I do? I did the only thing a self-respecting
Australian fan in those circumstances would do – I tried to kick the door
down.

To.... be.... continu.... ed....

FRANK’S APA, 1985
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1987: Irwin Hirsh
Irwin Hirsh – travelling with his wife Wendy – attended Conspiracy ’87,
the 1987 Worldcon in Brighton, England. Rival candidates were Valma
Brown and Jean Weber.

He has published ten chapters of his trip report, all of which can be
read online at the Australian Fan Funds site which he maintains, and still
hopes to write more. The extract in this anthology comprises his two
chapters about Conspiracy ’87 itself.

Platform

Unbearded, and hatless at conventions, Irwin nevertheless possesses all the
qualities to be a worthy fan fund winner and a fine administrator. In 9
years he has published 100+ fanzines, including Sikander, Thyme (with
Andrew Brown), and for 6 apas and has been a member of 3 convention
committees, including the running of a Worldcon film programme. His
other interests include films, music, fine art, sports, fine food, and making
good use of metropolitan transit systems as a way of discovering cities. A
freelance assistant film editor, Irwin would like to be Australia’s Steven
Spielberg when he grows up.

Nominators: John Foyster, Carey Handfield, Dave Langford, Marc Ortlieb
and Arthur Thomson.
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Trip Summary

Irwin Hirsh

Accompanied by my wife Wendy I travelled to London on the 21st of
August, 1987, went to Conspiracy ’87, and then spent three-and-a-half
months travelling throughout a fair bit of Western Europe, before returning
home on the 18th of December. In all we visited 12 countries, crossed 36
national borders and had a damn fine time. We wish we could go back.

For about 75% of our time away we met, stayed with and enjoyed the
company of fans. The other 25% is a reflection of the fact that we were
unable to make connections with local fans of the places we visited (didn’t
meet any Vatican City residents at Conspiracy, for instance) or just a
desire on our part to have some time to ourselves.

Conspiracy was something I enjoyed, except that its size was a big
drain on my convention-going energies. Aside from Conspiracy, we
attended the regular pub meetings of the fans in London, Bristol, Leeds
and Edinburgh. We also went to a Kent TruFandom meeting (thanks Vin
¢.) One of the major impressions I got is that Britain is a Big Place, at least
in fannish terms. “Come down and stay with us for a few days,” Maureen
Porter and Paul Kincaid asked a couple of times. “We’d love to have you
stay and Folkestone is a lovely place.” People confirmed the latter for us,
and we had no doubt about the sincerity of the former but we had to beg
off adding another line to our itinerary. For our travel around Britain we
hired a car for 25 days, going as far north as Edinburgh and Glasgow, as
far west as Harlech. During those three-and-a-half weeks we visited 9
cities, for an average stay of 3 days. We had to strike a balance between
going to as many places as we could and not feeling as if all the places
were running into each other, and in the end something had to give.
Folkestone was one of those places. The same goes for Vienna and
Barcelona; we arrived on the Continent with the idea of going to those two
places, but reconsidered it soon after.

So, what else do you want to know? How about... Roelof Goudriaan
tells the worst puns we heard, and Simon Ounsley can’t pout. Martin
Tudor has the best accent, while there is something magical about the look
on Pascal Thomas’s face when the cheese plate is placed on the dinner
table. With the help of a batch of onions Dave Langford does a mean
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version of being attacked by tribbles, while you mention the word
“Skippy” in the company of Jim Barker at your own peril. In some ways
Peter-Fred Thompson is the best cook we met on our travels, and Maria
Madar’s goulash and Gary and Uschi Klupfel’s dumplings are the best I’ve
ever tasted. We were consistently amused at the British habit of pouring
the beer from half-pint glasses into pint glasses, and we were passed a
counterfeit French 50 franc note. We bumped into one of Wendy’s old
tutors in the streets of York and Edinburgh, and bumped into one of my
old lecturers on London’s underground. We met Walt Willis and saw John
Paul II, went through many churches (my favourites: Albi Cathedral, St,
Peter’s Basilica and Chester Cathedral) and saw many beaut sights (my
favourites: the Saar River as it bends towards Orscholz, and the view along
the Petrusse Valley from the Pont Adolphe in Luxembourg, the
magnificence of both coming, in part, because they were so unexpected).
And for all our trouble I was interviewed for an article in a German
newspaper and Wendy appeared on British TV.

And we have quite a long list of people we’d like to thank for the use
of their spare room: Eve & John Harvey, Dave & Hazel Langford,
Christina Lake & Peter-Fred Thompson, Simon Ounsley, Sue Thomason
and Liz Sourbut, Andrew & Heather Rose, Martin Tudor, Pam Wells,
Lynne Ann Morse & Roelof Goudriaan, Cobi van Henmem, Cherry
Wilder & Horst Grimm, Hans-Jurgen, Maria & Ruben Madar, Gary &
Uschi Klupfel, Andre-Francois Ruaud, Charles Moreau, Pascal &
Christina Thomas, and Ellen Herzfeld & Dominique Martel. Thank you,
one and all. In addition Linda & Greg Pickersgill, Waldemar Kumming,
Roland Wagner & Cathy Caraqua, Pierre Cuzon, Jean-Marc Leger and Jim
Barker were very helpful in doing things like meeting us at train stations,
having us over for dinner, giving us lifts, etc. Thank you too.

GUFFawe #4, February 1988
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Down in Brighton

Irwin Hirsh

If I learnt anything at Conspiracy ’87 it is that not even fannish fandom
can strut its stuff without the okay from a TV camera crew.

The production assistant marked the shot with the clapper-board,
“Shot 99, Take 1”.

“Take 1?” Jeanne Gomoll said to me as we waited for the director’s
okay. “Does that mean that if we don’t get this right we have to do it
again?”

We were there as part of The Early Greg Pickersgill Show, essentially
the official opening of the fan programme. Jeanne was on stage as the
TAFF winner, me as the GUFF winner. And for days after people would
ask me if I’ve recovered from the experience. We didn’t get it right but we
didn’t have to do it again.

“Action.”
Greg had come to the panel without allowing himself time to relax

and plan the Show. One moment he’s deeply involved in setting up and
running the Fan Room, the next moment he was fronting the panel
designed to set the tone for the whole fan programme. And as Greg put it a
month later: “The fan programme had a lot of interesting stuff on it, but all
the TV crew got was 15 minutes of me ranting and raving.”

He used those 15 minutes to work out the frustrations which had built
up over the previous days. As he paced around the stage he resembled a
boxer getting ready for a fight, only here he was trying to unwind. It was
Greg fitting into his mythic image. He was at his best and at his worst.

For a quarter of an hour he tried to get a thread going through the
panel. Occasionally some good, Ratfannish lines would creep in. Stopping
mid-sentence he advised us to “never support a bid at this hotel. Even if
the opposition is L.A.” Some sharp comments about a number of the
protagonists in the TAFF Wars caused a laugh in the audience, but Greg
wouldn’t let his mates off that easily. “We had to work hard to rig it so you
won,” he told Patrick and Teresa Nielsen Hayden, while Mike Glicksohn
received a description of what was required to ensure he finished a
respectable second. We all recoiled a bit from this, relieved that some
other TAFF Wars protagonists weren’t in the room.
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But when he started on me.... In the previous five days whenever
someone would ask about what panels I’d be appearing on the words
“interview with Greg Pickersgill” would prompt all sorts of anecdotes of
horror. Sitting up there I’d like to think I was prepared for anything.
Whether I survived the experience is another matter. Not being quick on
my feet didn’t help; being vague probably gave Greg the impetus to keep
at me. Ted White was invited onto the stage and he just took the baton
from Greg, rather than taking the panel down a different lane. With an evil
glint in his eye Ted began by asking me to justify Australian fandom to
him. It’s one of those questions which can’t or shouldn’t be answered. Or
perhaps the question is answered by being asked. But I wasn’t thinking
straight and at that point more-or-less gave up.

It would’ve been an unreal way of starting Conspiracy, except that by
then we’d been in Brighton for more than a day and had already found
some sort of footing. The previous afternoon John Harvey chauffeured
Wendy and I, the luggage of five Aussies, and boxes of GUFF auction
material down to Brighton. Upon hitting the town we found some
Doppelganger Worldcon was also going on, with Royal Automobile Club
signs pointing us to the “World S.F. Comm 87”. But John knew enough
about Brighton not to be misguided by the signs; “Eve and I got married
just over there,” he told us at some point along the main road into the
town.

After unloading the car, checking into the hotel, getting an idea of the
convention facilities and the surrounding streets, we became part of the
crowd which inaugurated the Fan Room. While a section of the who’s who
of British fandom did their bit to get the room into shape a group of
Aussies, North Americans and a lesser section of that British who’s who
had a good time enjoying ourselves. Later on I discovered that the Fan
Room wasn’t meant to be open to JoePhan Public, but the Metropole Hotel
management had opened the room’s bar, which somewhat stymied the Fan
Room staff’s aim of having the room solely for setup.

Among the people I met that evening was Maureen Porter, who told
me she would like to spend time in Queensland and gave me the first of
the many fanzines I would receive over the long weekend. She was in a
bright, cheery mood, happily “working the room”, leaving behind hands
holding stapled bits of blue paper wherever she went. Lucy Sussex and
Jenny Blackford came over to introduce someone to me. But no
introduction was necessary; between staying with him when I visited
Detroit in 1980 and his DUFF-loser’s report appearing in the just-
published issue of Sikander I didn’t require a memory prompt to recognise
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Cy Chauvin. Because Wendy had never heard of Cy until the day his
DUFF-loser’s report arrived in our mailbox she told him about my habit of
ringing home to find out what is in the day’s mail. Unfortunately she was
pointing her anecdote in the wrong direction. “If my cat could talk I’d be
doing the same thing,” Cy told her. Then the BSFA-boss Paul Kincaid
came over to introduce himself to the BSFA US agent, and soon we were
talking about the oft-forgotten line between “lit” and “media” fandoms:
whether it is better to read the book before seeing the film adaption or
vice-versa. I still reckon the answer is that it doesn’t matter which you do
first, but that it is preferable to keep some distance between the two
activities.

I knew the Fan Room and fan programme would be the centre of my
convention but at that stage I didn’t know the degree to which it would
form that core. The first and last programme items I attended was the
convention’s opening ceremony and a suite of plays based on some of
GoH Alfred Bester’s short stories, but everything else I saw were items on
the fan programme. The first time I entered the Bedford Hotel was to
attend the Dead Dog Party. I went through the dealers’ rooms only a
handful of times and wandered down to the Brighton Conference Center
only twice (to register and attend the opening ceremony, both of which I’d
completed by 3 o’clock on the first day). I only had a brief look through
the art show, long enough to be impressed with Fearful Symmetries (the
showcase portion of the show) and put off by many of the generic images
in the wider show, but not long enough to make any analysis of what took
my eye.

The Fan Activities Area was a great place in which to hang out, meet
people and get fannish. And because fans don’t have celebrity status it also
provided a bit of a buffer from the invasion of the L. Ron Hubbard
acolytes. But we weren’t immune from the Metropole Hotel’s manager.
The latter had chosen that week in which to redecorate some of the
function rooms, which included the room to be used for the Fan
Programme. During the convention a wall outside the Fan Room became
the place where people would pin up their hotel manager jokes. (At the end
of the con these jokes were auctioned off to benefit some fannish charity.
While the auction was proceeding down one end of the room, the hotel’s
bar staff were having a great time listening to what we had to say about
their beloved boss.)

The group which worked in the Fan Activities section did a beaut job
with the Fan Room. A large fanzine sales table at one end, a bar at the
other (which never seemed to be open at the time I most wanted a drink –
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mid-afternoon – damn stupid licensing laws the English are inflicted with),
displays of photos and fanzine covers and so forth on the walls (which
were thoughtfully put together, being informative, amusing and made good
use of the space). And there was lots of space in which to sit and chat.
During the early part of the convention one of the Fan Room spectacles
was Owen Whiteoak putting together his entry into the competition for
best display. After years of collecting newspaper headlines which mention
the namesakes of fans this was the place where he was putting his
collection to use. He spent hours, or more likely days, poring over the
headlines, arranging and re-arranging them, trying for the best comic
effect.

Meeting British fans I was often offered some Aussie connection, of
which Maureen Porter’s interest in Queensland is an example. Jimmy
Robertson told me he used to work at Australia House. I went to say “As a
cleaner?” but thought that would be a bit too smart.

“Oh yeah,” I offered dumbly.
“Yes, I worked as a cleaner.”
Nick Shears and Dave Piper told me that they feel a stronger affinity

with Australian fandom than with their own, British, fandom. The former
because he got into fandom when living in his native South Africa. That
was the time when fandom was most important to him. Being a member of
ANZAPA was part of his activity back then, and he’s been dropping in and
out of ANZAPA ever since. With Dave it is because so much of his fan
activity has been through the mail, where someone is as likely to connect
with a person half way around the globe as with someone from their own
city. And two of the people he “knocked about with” were John Bangsund
and Bruce Gillespie.

I asked Nick about his feelings on the then political situation in South
Africa, and he told me that apartheid will come down. He just wasn’t sure
when. When he emigrated from the country he thought the change would
be in 5-10 years. When he visited his family some years later he left saying
that change will occur in 5-10 years. “The next time I went there I again
had that period in mind. Then I realised that my 5-10 years were getting no
closer, only that things were going to happen. The signs are there.” We
joked that maybe because he has stopped trying to perceive a time for
change maybe his expectations for change within 5-10 years would
eventuate.

If just about every first conversation with a Brit took in some Aussie
connection, almost every first conversation with a North American
included a comparison of our travel itineraries. Everyone agreed that to
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travel over for just Conspiracy didn’t make sense and they’d incorporated
the convention into a larger holiday, with a minimum of about two weeks.
We met Marty and Robbie Cantor and the usual first conversation ensued.
“We arrived in Gatwick just two hours ago,” Robbie told us, “and after the
con I’ll be travelling around for four weeks.”

“I’m flying home on Monday,” Marty added, “I have to start work on
Tuesday morning.”

I did a quick calculation and figured out that at the moment Marty
goes back to work I’ll still be in Brighton and the convention’s dead dog
party won’t have started. I couldn’t understand this; why travel all that
way for not even the full convention. Speaking somewhat on behalf of all
those other North Americans I’d been chatting to I asked Marty why he
bothered, and was told that he couldn’t get any more time off. “I would’ve
just saved up my holidays for a later, longer trip,” I said. Marty was happy
with his choice and I promised to think of him when having my first drink
at the dead dog’s.

Back in the 1980s Carey Handfield was Australian fandom’s face at
Worldcons. A good example of this occurred when heading off down
Kings Rd to get some lunch. Suddenly there was a loud greeting “Carey!”

“Oh. Hello!” went the cheery reply, and the two joined in an embrace.
While we all stood around twiddling our thumbs, Carey and his friend,
hand on the other’s hips, caught up with each other. “How have you
been?”

After a bit Carey nodded in our direction and said he had to go.
“So, who was that?” we asked, eyebrows raised.
“Just a Texan who was at Aussiecon. I don’t really know her.”
“And he gets a hug and all.”
During Conspiracy Carey was given many fanzines. Due to his

aversion to supplying The Usual this struck me as odd, for it wasn’t like
the various faneds were going to receive much out of the transaction.
Lilian Edwards and Christina Lake had a purpose in handing out copies of
This Never Happens to Aussies which extended beyond The Usual: they
were intending to stand for GUFF and wanted to gather some Antipodal
support. It was a useful idea which came to nothing when they later
realised that the next GUFF trip was to a convention held over the same
weekend as the Eastercon for which they were running the Fan Room. In
any case, there they were in the Conspiracy Fan Room handing out copies
of their fanzine. “Should we give Carey a copy?” one asked the other.

“Yes” said a gleeful Handfield. “No, don’t,” I advised, and began
flicking back through the pages of my notebook. “Look, it says ‘People
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keep on giving Carey fanzines. I don’t know why.’” I showed these words
to Lilian, but it was all too late; Carey had got a copy and there was no
way he was letting it out of his clutches.

As I made notes of this incident Lilian told me that if she was to
appear in my trip report I had to remember that her name doesn’t have a
double L. This was a bit rich, since she’d earlier been telling me my
surname should have a C in it. “Let’s see,” I pondered over notebook, “E-
D-L-W-A-R-D-S?”

“That’s right. Yep.”
At the programme participants registration desk I met my first

Continental European fan. While I waited for my registration package to
be dug up a rather North-Central European looking chap came up and in a
deep English-isn’t-my-language accent said he’d like to register and
announced his name. The woman behind the desk politely asked if he
could spell his name and as he did so I discovered that I knew this fan. “G-
O-U-D-R-I-A-A-N.”

“Roelof,” I said as I stuck out my hand in greeting, “Irwin Hirsh.”
“Hello,” he replied and so we went down the introductory chit-chat

route.
Mid-conversation I realised that he wasn’t speaking with anything

like that initial deep accent. “How do you pronounce your name?” I asked,
“I didn’t recognise it when you said it just before.”

“Oh, that’s just me having fun with my Dutch accent” and he
pronounced his name again. This time he got it right.

While I’d been looking forward to meeting Roelof it was with a very
different anticipation I had to meeting others. Through our trading we’d
had a reasonable level of contact but Roelof injected only a minimal
editorial voice into his fanzines and I hadn’t been able to build up a broad
image of what he is like. Chatting with him for just a few minutes in the
registration area proved to be a great help in filling in the gaps. He told
some horrible puns, which together with the exchange with the registration
desk staff, indicated a love of language and accents that I previously
hadn’t been aware of.

I also had a trip-related reason for wanting to meet Roelof: he and
Lynne-Ann Morse had been terrific in providing on-paper introductions to
Continental fans. “We must buy you an expensive meal for all your help.”
But Roelof would have none of that. “Oh well,” I said, “how about a
number of cheap meals?”

The next day I meet Pascal Thomas, another person who had helped
me with some on-paper introductions. John and Eve Harvey had told us
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that he is very hyper and talks very fast. He didn’t disappoint. “Come-and-
stay-with-us-in-Toulouse-we-are-renting-a-four-bedroom-house-we-
haven’t-got-any-mattresses-but-we’ll-get-some.”

Since I’d be encountering the fandoms of many countries while on
my GUFF trip I felt it would be a good idea to get a view of what lay
ahead by attending the provocatively titled “What’s Wrong With ‘Foreign’
Fans” panel. Roelof was moderating Steve Green, John-Henri Holmberg,
Lucy Huntzinger, and Perry Middlemiss in a panel which didn’t really help
me. I guess my objectives were too precise for the panel’s brief.

In any case about halfway through the hour I had a different sort of
encounter with foreign fans. At one stage I noticed Pascal standing in the
doorway scanning the room. It was Wendy and I who he wanted, but as
soon as we’d made eye-contact he disappeared, closing the door behind
him. Then the door opened; someone else was standing there, while a
pointing finger came in from the left of the door-frame. The door was
closed. A few seconds later the door opened again, a different someone
else was revealed and the door was shut. This happened another two times,
at which point Wendy and I took this as our cue to walk out of the panel.
Earlier I’d asked Pascal if he could make sure that we meet some of the
French fans he’d told us about. He’d responded by dragging a few away
from the bookroom (which is where French fans hang out when at British-
based cons).

Outside we discovered that the bodies which had just been modelled
to us belong to Andre Francois Ruaud, Roland Wagner, Cathy Cuzon, and
Charles Moreaux. Each in their own way look French, and as we were
introduced I tried matching each to various styles of French film. Roland
and Cathy would be in something set in the gritty music/club scene of
Paris, Charles in some sort slice-of-life drama set in some non-Parisian
city. I had trouble working out what films Andre would be in. He is tall
and thin, and the only tall, thin French film character which came
immediately to mind were those played by Jacques Tati, but Andre is no
Mr. Hulot.

At the Fan Room bar I paid for the cheapest round-for-seven ever, as
I was the only one who wanted something alcoholic. Over my beer, Andre,
Charles, Pascal and I settled into a tight chat group. Pascal sang the praises
of Avignon, where Charles lives, and straight away he had an invitation to
come to visit. Andre asked about our Continental itinerary. Since we’d
already arranged to stay with him in Lyon he had a keen interest in that
regard. I explained that we were having problems scheduling the middle
four weeks of our Continental tour because I would like to attend the
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Eurocon/French NationalCon. It was scheduled right in the middle of our
two months, and I was having trouble fitting it in without, say, travelling
from Rome to Montpellier and then back to Italy to visit further cities of
interest. Our problems were solved there and then with the advice not to
bother attending the convention. Expectations for the con were very low:
little had been heard from the organisers, non-French attendance was
going to be minimal, while the French fans were either not bothering to
attend or would be doing so out of obligation.

I went to the hastily arranged panel about SEFF, the fan fund
designed to strengthen the ties between the fandoms of Scandinavia and
the rest of Europe. At the time the fund was under the cloud of a vote-
rigging accusation, leveled by Ahrvid Engholm, that on the day before the
voting deadline Scandinavian administrator Maths Claesson informed
supporters of Anders Bellis that their man was 15-20 votes behind, and
that he accepted the telephone and proxy votes which gave Anders a 5 vote
win.

What intrigued me was not the accusations involved but that the
British were taking it all in with some bemused indifference. At first I
thought it was because they didn’t want to get involved in another
controversy so soon after the TAFF Wars, but then I noted that they don’t
regard SEFF as being theirs. TAFF and GUFF had been promoted through
the Conspiracy progress reports and convention handbook, but not SEFF.
And only six British fans had voted in the race under discussion. More
Australians had voted in each of the 1986 and 87 TAFF races, and we
don’t have the luxury of a local administrator through which to send our
votes.

The panel was intended to help clear the air. British Administrator
Jim Barker was moderator and did his best to give the panel some decorum
and keep things positive, but the panel lived down to its title “The SEFF
Shambles”. Maths agreed that he’d made mistakes but added that Ahrvid
had also made mistakes when administrator. This lead to a silly discussion
about who had made the most mistakes, with each accusing the other’s as
being the more important. Then Ahrvid began disputing the eligibility of
some of the voters, arguing that they aren’t real fans. Of the names he
listed one sent a shock-wave through the other end of the panel and they
asked Ahrvid to justify himself. She’d been going to conventions and club
meetings for years, but in Ahrvid’s eyes that wasn’t sufficient: she only
did so because her husband was a fan. With that I decided to walk out.
Also choosing that moment to exit was Joseph Nicholas. “No blood.” I
said.
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“No, just complete wallydom,” Joseph replied.
Back in the Fan Room I walked past a group of fans to whom Mike

Glicksohn was confessing that he was stupid. I asked if I can quote him on
that.

“Only if you get the context right,” he said.
“Well, I’ll just say that I was walking past Mike Glicksohn and he

was saying ‘I’m stupid. I’m really stupid.’”
I sat down at a table where John Berry and Art Widner were talking

about their experiences swimming in the Pacific Ocean. “I’ve swum in the
Pacific,” I said, “Two, maybe three, times.” As they took in what I’d said I
could see that I’d expanded the size of the Ocean beyond the boundaries of
their conversation. “Oh, yes, you could,” John said. It was nevertheless
somewhat strange. Each of us had travelled away from the Pacific to be
there in the Conspiracy Fan Room – I’d flown over a good part of three
continents, they’d flown over a different continent and the Atlantic – yet
here we were talking about the third leg of the around-the-world triangle. I
didn’t know it at the time but I was talking to the next two people who’d
travel to Australia under the auspices of the Trans Pacific Down Under
Fan Fund.

Saturday began in a frightful way. Late morning I was chatting to a
group of people in the Fan Room when from behind me LynC was yelling
out “A doctor! Can someone get a doctor!” As I turned around I saw that
someone was on the floor having a seizure. Rather quickly a lot of things
happened to me. With a couch between us all I could see of the person
having a seizure were their legs. Looking around the room I couldn’t see
my wife. That’s Wendy, I thought, stood up in order to help but then just
froze. Seemingly within seconds, but in reality probably a minute later,
Rob Jackson was in the Fan Room administering his medical expertise, by
which time I discovered that it wasn’t Wendy who was the person of
everyone’s attention.

As I reflected on the incident I wondered where I was: Wendy is
epileptic and while I’ve never seen her have a seizure of this magnitude
I’m meant to know what to do in such a situation. I wasn’t too pleased that
when the time came to apply the theory I wasn’t able to do much.

By late afternoon we’d reached a complementary situation to the
morning. Wendy and I were in dire need of a rest. The size of the
convention was getting to us, and we didn’t want the strain imploding in
us. So we got away from the con and later went out for a long, quiet meal
together. Refreshed we got back in time for me to take on a small, but
crucial, role in Ian Sorensen’s Fan Rock Opera “Live Libel”. Apart from a
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few odd bits where I was part of the chorus my main duty was miming my
way through a duet, “Seacon Nights”, (an adaption of “Summer Nights”,
from Grease) which recreated Greg and Linda Pickersgill first meeting,
“the fairy-tale romance at Seacon ’79”:

“Tell me more tell me more did you find the fan bar?”

The Opera was up (or down) to the standard I associate with the genre of
fannish plays: fun and full of the fannish puns and jokes. Its fannish
illusions were probably a bit too narrow for a Worldcon audience (even an
audience attending an item in the fan programme), but so be it.

After the play Wendy decided to get in a good nights sleep, while I
went in search of some parties. I dropped in at the Perth in ’94 party for a
while, then decided to see what was happening at Lilllian Edwards &
Christina Lake & Simon Ounsley & Peter-Fred Thompson’s party. When I
got there the silence showed signs of Hotel Intervention, so I wandered
down to the Fan Room. There I found Owen Whiteoak (who promised to
think of something quote-worthy for my trip report) and Nigel Rowe (who
asked me if I noticed in which direction water goes down the plug-hole
when flying over the equator, a question which struck me as requiring
some advance warning). At one stage we heard a brouhaha a happenin’
and looking up we saw Greg Pickersgill holding back an intent-on-
thumping-someone Martin Tudor. The scene required a double take.
Martin Tudor so high-strung he wanted to thump someone? And Greg
Pickersgill keeping the peace? “There go a couple of fandom-wide
perceptions?” Owen said. Conspiracy was taking its toll and Saturday
finished in a frightful way.

Banana Wings #9, March 1998
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What’s Up Skip?

Irwin Hirsh

Sunday afternoon saw the all important Australia versus England fannish
cricket match, continuing the tradition of a pebble-beach match which
began in 1979. The account I’d heard of that Seacon match was that
England won but that it was a declared a draw as no-one kept score. This
time we made sure someone was there to keep score.

This was beach cricket at its finest (or worst: the Brighton excuse for
a beach has to be one of the worst beach-cricket pitches in the world). The
bat and stumps were a set of plastic sand shovels, the ball had a 3D face on
it (to which Perry Middlemiss noted that the correct bowling grip required
a finger up the nose), and the umpire was an American who knew nothing
about the game. England, captained by Mike Dickinson, batted first and set
us a target of 15 to win. “I haven’t had so much exercise since the Swedish
room party!” James Styles said at the conclusion of our stint in the field.

Perry and Justin Ackroyd were our opening bats and set up our
innings with solid partnership of 6. I came in at first drop, scored a run,
and went out Shoulder Before Wicket. (This was probably to make up for
my opposing captain also being given out Leg Before Wicket, even though
he was a couple of strides down the pitch when struck by the ball.) As I
trundled off Wendy asked that I be given a second life: “I didn’t get a
photo of him batting”. Other Aussies – Cindy Evans, Clive Newall – came
and went, all the while slowly closing in on our target. Carey Handfield
arrived late, delayed by some panel duties. At the next wicket he went in to
bat but was back on the sidelines half a minute later. That’s Australia’s
superfan for you: didn’t field, and out first ball. It isn’t hard to see why
early in the year Carey was given a Herman Ditmar for “Outstanding
Contribution to Australian Fandom”. Eventually the winning run was
scored (I think by Dave Luckett) and the game was ours. Team photos
were taken and we all trooped off to the Fan Room bar for the standard
post-game drink and post-mortem. Only that we found that the bar was
closed, so we all went our separate ways.

I went to the Olde Farts panel, “The Wheels & Hubcaps of IF” – the
most eagerly anticipated, and probably the best attended, item of the fan
programme. And why not, with some of the leading lights of British ’50s
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fandom – Arthur Thomson, James White, Bob Shaw, Vin¢ Clarke, and
Chuck Harris – talking about one of fandom’s greatest eras? And with
Chuck making his debut as a convention panellist, it was also to be a
special time. It was an hour that had its moments, especially through the
bad jokes and puns Atom unleashed and when Vince talked about the Cold
War climate and the influence that had on his professional writing, but
unfortunately it didn’t meet the heights hoped for. The technology which
got ol’ deaf Chuck involved (Teresa Nielsen Hayden acting as his hearing
aid, typing the conversation onto a computer so he could read it off the
screen) should’ve been have put through a dry run or two. Not to ensure
that the computer worked (it did) but to get everyone used to it all. Avedon
Carol was the panel moderator and she often seemed to be too distracted
by the computer to follow the way the panel was going and lead it down
interesting avenues.

Back at the Fan Room bar I met Chris Priest, the man who thought up
GUFF. He handed me a flier: “Read today what you will be thinking
tomorrow”, it was headlined. “In 1981, Richard Bergeron was described in
Deadloss 3 as: ‘A boring old fart’. Look what has happened since!” With
such prompting I couldn’t not purchase a copy of Deadloss 5 or The Last
Deadloss Visions, an early edition of Chris’s almost Hugo winning book
about the most famous non-book in sf history. Chris celebrated our trading
a fanzine for £2 by buying me a beer. I looked at the flier again. There was
no mention of a free beer, but I wasn’t about to complain. (The moral of
the story: always purchase fanzines when the vendor is within arm’s length
of a bartender.)

That evening Wendy and I missed the Hugo Ceremony for a meal
with Perry, Joyce Scrivner, Elaine and Steve Stiles, Lucy Sussex, and
Andrew Brown. Walking to the restaurant Andrew showed all the signs of
someone who was on a convention high, making noises about getting
Judith Hanna to be an English correspondent for “one of my fanzines”.
Since Andrew wasn’t publishing a fanzine talk about a number of titles
struck me as being dangerous stuff.

Pondering the menu at our chosen restaurant Steve allowed that he
doesn’t like duck or lamb. “So what is it that you have against Cute
Food?” someone asked him. While Steve wondered how to come back
from that one Perry gave me a nudge (metaphorically-speaking, since he
was sitting across the table) and told me that globes of the earth are
dangling from Joyce’s earlobes. “They’re my Worldcon ear-rings,” Joyce
explained as she jigged her head back and forth. “Ah yes,” Perry said, “But
have you rigged them so that each Worldcon site gets to light up?”

59



During the post-meal wander, with an important Perry-led detour via
a pub, to the Metropole we ran into Joseph Nicholas, who filled us in with
all the Hugo news. Special emphasis was put on Ted White’s presentation
of the Best Fanzine Award. “He made a carefully worded statement about
how the award has often not gone to the best fanzines and how he hoped
those who weren’t well informed about fanzines didn’t vote in the
category. Then he opened the envelope and was shocked to find that a
fanzine he cares about had actually won.”

Just as we approached the Metropole the post-Hugo fireworks began.
It was a most impressive agreeable event, resulting in a lot of ohhs and
ahhs from the assembled masses. Joseph and I made suggestions for
further improvements: “The fireworks should spell out the winners’
names,” I said, “‘Dave Langford’... ‘L. Ron Hubbard’....” Joseph agreed,
“And the final one can be: ‘It’s Over. Finished. So Fuck Off!’”

I would’ve liked to have attended Bryan Barrett and Lucy
Huntzinger’s Hawaiian Aid party, but official duties kept me from ever
getting there. First off was joining Paul Kincaid, George Laskowski, Dave
Langford and Waldemar Kumming on a panel discussing the Fan Hugos.
When Langford arrived he deliberately put down his carry bag so that a
clash of metal reverberated around the room. “Guess what I’ve got in
here?” he asked.

The delay in getting the panel underway coincided with the length of
time required to convince Paul that he was to be our moderator. (“Look,
there is a ‘(M)’ after your name, and look down here it says ‘(M) =
Moderator.’”) Once that was over Paul did the introductions and away we
went. I used my standard lines about the biases in the award systems,
though I suspect I phrased my comments in a way which were,
unintentionally, insulting to the Hugo winners in the room. Waldemar
noted that a problem with the awards is that they go to the English
speaking community. George followed this by adding that for some time
he’s been advocating a parallel set of Hugos for non-English based fan-
activity, a proposal which emphasises rather than addresses Waldemar’s
point. And all the while Dave sounded like he’d just come into possession
of two of the rockets and has had a number of celebratory drinks. From the
floor Patrick Nielsen Hayden was saying some useful stuff about the
merits of the award. And as an aside he mentioned that the Hugo
nominations he’s received (for fan activity) were a useful addition to his
professional resume.

Following the panel was the Fan Fund auction, where I acted as a
runner. Heaps of money was raised for the Funds. More would’ve been
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raised but the bids for an Aussie-hat-with-corks didn’t even reach the
amount of money John Harvey had paid for the thing in 1985. “Instead of
donating the hat to GUFF” John whispered to me, “I would’ve been better
off just donating the money I spent on the damn thing.” “Yes,” I agreed,
“And storing money for two years would’ve taken up less space.” A copy
of the banned-in-UK Spycatcher went for £18, while attempts to get rid of
a signed hardcover Battlefield Earth came to nothing; twice it was
included as the surprise in a job lot and twice it was immediately donated
back to the Funds. A bundle of Richard Bergeron’s Wiz went for £12
(Jeanne Gomoll: “And all you Brits were throwing your copies out....”),
while Rob Hansen prefaced the auction of some Twll Ddus by displaying
his Welsh heritage (“where I’m from this is pronounced twll ddu”). Soon
John Harvey was up there also tossing around Welsh accents. But Greg
Pickersgill, probably realising that at an auction time means money, would
have none of that. He grabbed the Twll Ddus from Rob, announced “Well,
in West Wales we pronounce it black hole” and called for an opening bid.

The next morning I was surprised to receive a letter from the Prime
Minister of Australia, Robert “Bob” Hawke. On Prime Ministerial
letterhead and all. Not only that, but the thing was there in Conspiracy’s
daily newsletter for the whole convention to see! Well, truth be told, the
letter wasn’t addressed to me by name. “Dear Member” was the greeting, a
reference to me being a member of the 45th World Science Fiction
Convention, and from there Bob went on to promote Sydney as the place
for the 1991 Worldcon.

“So, why didn’t Perth in 94 get a similiar letter?” I asked John
McDouall of the Perth bid.

“Er, eh, er,” John replied.
“I’d like to see one of the US bids get one out of ol’ Ronnie Raygun.”
“Er, eh, er, yes,” John said.
It was a strange thing that, apart from bids for the 1990 Worldcon, the

biggest rivalry was between bids which weren’t competing to host the
same worldcon. As Plop!, the hoax edition of the daily newsletter, put it in
their party list: “Australia in ’91 & ’94 – fighting it out On The Beach.” Of
the two the Sydney in ’91 group had more presence at Conspiracy. But
their cause wasn’t helped by the large numbers of Aussies in Brighton,
because we’d been given no reason to support the bid. The Sydney people
had decided to promote itself exclusively to North America. It’s not that I
disagree with a Worldcon bid devoting a fair chunk of its energy to the
land where most of the voters are, but they did no promotion of the bid in
Australia.
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Carey Handfield, Justin Ackroyd and I found many people seeking
our opinion about the two bids. I didn’t know the people behind the
Sydney bid, not even by reputation, and because they didn’t promote
themselves to me I had no idea about their credentials for running a
Worldcon. While I had nothing against the bid I also had no reason to be
for the bid. I imagine Carey and Justin also did nothing to help promote
the Sydney bid. And the reason our opinion was sought was because
people knew us to have been part of the Melbourne in ’85 and Aussiecon
Two committees; our past counted for something. I wasn’t surprised when
the Sydney bid lost by close to 1,000 votes.

In mid afternoon Conspiracy’s Special Fan Guest presented the final
item of the fan programme, The Ansible Review of the Year, in which we
received the Langford view of the year and convention to date. At the
conclusion Dave gave out all the Fan Room prizes. There were awards to
the winners of the various quiz panels (which included one to a team of
which Dave was member; they won despite not getting the points to the
question “What is the title of David Langford’s first novel?”), while John
Harvey received the award for the Best Fan Room display (don’t tell Owen
Whiteoak this, but it took John all of about three minutes to put together
his prize-winner). Then out came the trophy for the winning team of the
cricket match. Suddenly I didn’t like the idea of being Australia’s captain.
The “Ashes” was just that: a jar full of the debris of any number of Fan
Room ashtrays. Dave and I did a variant of the standard award ceremony
photographic opportunity; keeping at an arms-length from the trophy. In
no time at all I’d found a new form of trophy cabinet – the closest rubbish
bin.

Tuesday the first of September was, in terms of the advertised dates,
the final day of Conspiracy. However, the day’s only official convention
activity involved the committee and their helpers in tear-down activities.
Wendy and I teamed up with Jim Barker in wandering around the streets
of old Brighton. It was good to spend time with Jim, who was a dominant
presence in the first British fanzines I received. In person he displayed the
same keen, fannish humour I‘d seen so often in his art, and we had a fine
time exploring Brighton’s famed The Lanes. In one bookshop we saw
copies of a Damien Broderick novel on the remainder table, which gives
rather a mythic quality to the theory that discounting Broderick’s writing is
a purely Australian activity.

The evening began in a Mexican restaurant where Wendy and I dined
with Nigel Rowe, Hope Kiefer and John Pomeranz. Nigel and I did our
best to explain the differences between Aussies and Kiwis to the

62



Americans. We finally agreed that the biggest defining point is that
Aussies end sentences with “but” while New Zealanders’ full-stop is an
“a”... er, but.

Following on from that Hope and I got into a heated discussion about
the NASFiC. Hope followed the pragmatic line that there are British- and
Australian- and Euro- and so forth national/continental conventions, so
why can’t North Americans have their own convention. I had no
objections to such a suggestion, but feel that if North Americans wanted
their own convention it should be constituted outside WSFA, and that the
existence of any single NASFiC shouldn’t begin with non-North
Americans successfully bidding for the Worldcon.

Walking back to the hotel there was a nice gentle fog coming in off
the sea. Combined with the light of the setting sun it gave off the illusion
that a building ahead was on fire. “Hey, wouldn’t it be ironic if the
Metropole was on fire,” said one of the more cynical members of our
crowd.

“For the hotel, maybe,” came a reply from one of the more pragmatic
among us. “But not for me. My clothes and stuff are still in there.”

The Dead Dog Party was held in the Bedford Hotel, an official
convention snub to the Metropole – we didn’t want them getting our beer
money. It was nice to see the convention workers in a relaxed mood.
During the convention every time I saw Maureen Porter she’d drop her
shoulders and let out a huge, exhausted sigh and rest her head on my
shoulder. Here at the party she was actually displaying a smile. Chatting to
her I noticed that her convention ID badge photo, taken days before the
con started, matched her standard convention expression. The
photographer certainly had a good idea of what would be appropriate.
“Two days ago,” Maureen told me, “Greg Pickersgill stopped me,
mentioned how I looked as bad as the photo, sat me down and gave me
some vitamin B and E pills.”

“That was good of him.”
“Yes, but then he promptly told me to get back to work.”

Lynne-Ann Morse: “That’s a nice colourful coat, without being loud.”
Cindy Evans: “That’s because it’s faded.”

A chief topic of conversation of the night was how Dave Langford had
spilt a beer over Fred Harris, head of Bridge Publications, the Scientologist
publishing arm. Ian Sorensen told me how he saw Dave dancing down the
street. “I’ve just got Fred Harris with a pint of beer*, and all he could reply
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with was a gin and tonic.”

* Langford wishes to note that this exchange of hurled drinks was
in fact initiated by Fred Harris. [Ed.]

Lilian Edwards had a favour to ask of me: could I take Rolf Harris
back with me when I go home. She was blaming me, as an Aussie, for
Harris, but I just laughed and explained that the fault for there being a Rolf
Harris plague was more hers, as a Brit, than mine. While Harris is an
Australian his longevity as a performer is tied up with how the British took
him to their bosom. In support of my case I pointed out that his tv shows
were made in Britain and that he barely spends any of his working time in
Australia.

From there the conversation turned to another Aussie cultural export
– Skippy – and the whole genre of animal shows such as Gentle Ben and
Flipper. The discussion turned to the main scene of each episode, the one
where Skippy Saves the Day:

“What’s up Skip?”
Ttt, ttt, ttt.
“Someone’s got Sonny! Who?”
More generic, fake kangaroo noises.
“Arab Terrorists! Where are they?”
More of that sound kangaroos should be making.
“In the north-east corner of the park! Take me to them.”

After that all hell broke loose. Wendy and Jim Barker were doing Skippy
and Flipper impersonations (im-kangaroo- and im-dolphin- ations?), Justin
Ackroyd and Roelof Goudriaan combined to become Jake-the-Peg, and we
were all hopping around saying “What’s up Skip?”. Lilian stood at the side
remarking that this was ridiculous, and when the noise went up a level in
response and people began Looking At Us Lilian asked us to stop.

“But this is all your fault,” I told her.
“Why?”
“You’re the one who brought up Rolf Harris.”

Having a party? Animal impersonations supplied. Skippy and Flipper our
speciality. Contact Wendy Hirsh and Jim Barker.

– from Counterplot, Special Wellington Edition, 3-9-87.

The following day a bunch of us (Wendy, Perry, Justin, Cindy Evans, Pam
Wells, Greg and Linda Pickersgill, Tony Berry, Martin Tudor and I) spent
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down on Palace Pier, playing pinball and shooting pool. During lunch
Perry told us how his can of talcum powder had exploded all over his
comb in one of the flights over from Australia. “So that’s why every day
you seem to be going a bit more grey,” Wendy said.

By mid-afternoon we were on a train heading for London. John
Harvey had told Perry, Wendy and I that if we get off at Croydon Station
we should ring him and he’d come and collect us. We did as he said, and
John did as he said he would, and soon we were back in Carshalton. An
hour later LynC and Clive Newall fronted up, and the Harvey Hotel For
Aussies was brought back to life.

The main topic of discussion was the convention just completed.
Perry dropped the biggest name into the conversation, “On the last evening
I was buying gin-and-tonics for William Gibson,” he told us “and someone
asked him if he enjoyed the convention. He said he’d had a great time,
except that there were these three Australians who kept on propositioning
him ‘Your room, or ours? Anytime. Just say the word.’” No names were
mentioned and with so many Aussies at Conspiracy us Harvey Hotelites
didn’t even begin to try to speculate.

Looking through LynC and Clive’s convention photos John came
across a rare sight. “Hey, look, here’s one of Irwin smiling.”

“My god, he is too,” was the general response.
“I have to say, Irwin, that you always looked ever so glum,” said Eve.
“Oh, that was just me putting on that British look of despondency,” I

replied.
And so... what did I get out of Conspiracy ’87? Sitting there in a

lounge-room south of London the main feeling I had was that the
preceding six days had been extremely tiring and stressful. I didn’t have a
bad time, but the size of the convention worked against me having a great
time. The first two days mainly consisted of making connections and
meeting lots of people, with the introductory nature making it hard to find
some sort of rhythm. On the third day things began to fit into place, but it
was also the day in which I saw a stranger have a seizure in the morning
and by the evening become aware that without careful management
Wendy would suffer the same fate.

It was about that stage of the convention that I developed a feeling
which seems more relevant now, ten years later, than it did in late August,
1987: that as a GUFF winner I was at the wrong convention. The
observation I made is that the Worldcon is not part of the regular British
convention scene. There was a feeling among the British fans that
Conspiracy was something alien. It was the North Americans who seemed
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at home, even when sitting in something so British as the Fan Room. As
Vicki Rosenzweig put it in her 1997 TAFF platform, “Now it’s time to
visit, [and] attend a British convention (Intersection doesn’t count).” And
I’m not sure that GUFF maximises its aim to foster closer ties between
Australian and European fandoms by sending people to cons which are
held in those countries once every decade or so.

The first GUFF race (in 1979) was a one-off. But by the time I had
made my trip the fund had developed a pattern of two races every three
years. Eve Harvey and Roelof Goudriaan (the two people with whom I
shared administration) and I recognised that this was a suitable
arrangement. It was frequent enough to provide continuity, while allowing
a time-span which recognised that the fund-raising base was smaller than
either DUFF’s or TAFF’s. But after Eva Hauser’s trip in 1992 this
frequency has dropped off, with four years between each of the next two
races.

And I wonder if this is caused by GUFF having a strong Worldcon
focus. The next GUFF race will coincide with the Fund’s 20th anniversary.
And in a period when only 29% of Worldcons have been held in GUFF’s
constituencies, 60% of its races will have been to send someone to a
Worldcon. On top of this GUFF doesn’t need to operate for Aussies or
Europeans to attend Worldcons on the other side of the globe. In among
the fannish mail which greeted me when I arrived back from my GUFF
trip were five Conspiracy reports written by Australians. But I doubt I’ve
read a single report by an Aussie on any of the British Eastercons held in
the decade since. Or any Novacon reports. Or anything about the
Eurocons. And so on. There was an attempt for GUFF to send someone to
the 1998 British Eastercon. Even though it would’ve been three years since
the previous race it would still have been held “out of sequence”. But in
the end it was aborted through a lack of interest. By the time we next have
someone travelling as a GUFF winner it will have been more than a
decade and a half since GUFF sent an Aussie to a British Eastercon. And I
wonder if part of the reason we couldn’t find two people interested in
attending the 1998 Eastercon is because in concentrating so much on
Worldcons GUFF hasn’t done its bit to promote the idea that an Australian
would find the British Eastercon a fun and interesting convention to attend.

And it should be noted that at the time of the 1992 and 1995 GUFF
trips Glasgow and Melbourne had not yet been selected as the sites for the
1995 and 1999 Worldcons. Throughout the 1990s GUFF’s focus on the
Worldcon has been so strong that twice the administrators have waited
until after the next Worldcon Site Selection before setting the schedule for
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further races.
On the first of January, 1987, I was not yet a GUFF-winner. On the

first of January, 1991, I was no longer its administrator. Take that same
measure of time, place it into the here-and-now and all we can do is get it
together for one trip. And as an administrator who later ran a race which
sent someone to Den Haag and the 1990 Worldcon, I wonder about my
younger self thinking about the convention I’d just attended as a GUFFer.
In just a week I’d gone from wanting to attend a Worldcon outside
Australia to, as I put it in the first issue of Martin Tudor and Steve Green’s
Critical Wave, “being the GUFF winner... wish(ing) I’d gone to an
Eastercon or a Mexicon or whatever” instead. Looking back I wonder if I
should have run with that thought and promoted the idea that GUFF should
send someone to the 1990 or 1991 British Eastercon rather than the 1990
Worldcon.

There I was on Wednesday the 2nd of September, 1987, sitting in the
Harvey living-room, gathering together my thoughts about a convention
just finished and what it had meant for me. Meanwhile my hosts were
enthusiastic about their main convention dealer room purchase – the Judge
Dredd game – and are wondering how they and their five guests are going
to play a game designed for a maximum of six. I solved the puzzle by
deciding to have an early night. After a nice long soak in the bath I hit the
sack. As I lay in bed I heard the laughter which seemed to confirm Eve and
John’s opinions of the game. But I didn’t hear too much more laughter,
because before too long I was asleep.

The next morning I was also the last one in the house to get up.
Conspiracy had made me into one tired chap.

WeberWoman’s Wrevenge #52, June 1998
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1990: Roman Orszanski
Roman Orszanski attended Confiction in The Hague, Netherlands, the
1990 Worldcon. Rival candidates were Larry Dunning and (jointly) Mark
Loney & Michelle Muijsert.

Platform

Bearded, baroque and bilingual bicyclist and broadcaster Roman has been
producing small and curious fanzines since ’75, inspired by Aussiecon.
He’s hovered around conventions since, organising his own when
necessary. Fond of talking, he’s sometimes press-ganged onto panels – but
prefers parties, eating, and drinking. He produced The Stream-driven
Flugelhorn, Australia’s first audio-fanzine, and has launched several radio
programmes (including ones on Film, SF and Media). His interests include
jazz (modern), films (old, black & white), community radio and protecting
rain-forests. An ardent greenie, he’s campaigned on many environmental
isues. His ambition: dance until dawn in the capitals of Europe.

Nominators: John Foyster, Judith Hanna, Joseph Nicholas, Marc Ortlieb
and Jean Weber.
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Notes to a Trip Report
Curious Arrivals & Wolfing

Waffles

Roman Orszanski

Somehow, arrivals in foreign parts never go quite to plan: this was brought
home to me at 10:15 pm as I watched a Bulgarian looking for his lost coin
at the Den Haag train station at Holland Spoor (HS).

I’d phoned earlier that day, to tell Roelof Goudriaan that I was
arriving at ten to nine that night. Although it was seven in the morning in
London, it was a reasonable hour later in Rijswijk. I suspect still too early
for someone who’d been up late the night before...

“Hello, Roelof? I’m in London, and expect to arrive in Den Haag
tonight at 9:49. Any chance of being met at the station? Or instructions
how to find you?”

A mumble on the other end of the phone. A pause, hellos exchanged,
then “Yes, I think we can arrange that” accompanied by that gentle rolling
“f” of the Dutch. “I’m leaving from Victoria Station this afternoon; if there
are any delays, I’ll phone to let you know.”

“Very Good.”
The trip by Jetlink (hydrofoil) across the channel was quick and

pleasant: the White Cliffs really were, and Oostende looked like a pleasant
coastal village.

I didn’t see much of it, because the train station was adjacent to the
port: in short, a transfer station for transport.

I was a little worried, since I had to pass through customs, find the
station, validate my Eurail pass, and board the appropriate train all within
half-an-hour. As I walked straight through customs into the train station, I
found that I had time to wolf down some warm waffles.

I met a couple of American tourists also validating their Eurail passes,
and was pleased to point out the correct train to them. Having sauntered
about Singapore, and mastering the tube in London as well as enjoying
Edinburgh, I was starting to feel quite the seasoned traveller: strange cities
no longer seemed to hold terrors for me.

The train was fast and comfortable, with only one change to take me
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to Den Haag. I arrived a mere three minutes late, and swept into the
station, looking around for my greeting party.

No-one to be seen.
This didn’t phase me, as I had the same problem in Singapore....

The flight from Adelaide arrived at Changi only ten minutes after it had
reopened. It was closed to clear airspace for the military, who were taking
part in a grand parade, along with almost all of the city, as part of the
celebrations for their 25th anniversary. It was a big do, with marches,
parades, music, fireworks, and an impressive display by jet fighters as they
zoomed above a huge stadium that evening.

Kong, the brother of Mei, a friend studying at the Centre for
Environmental Studies, was to meet me at the airport, and take me to stay
with her family overnight.

Forty minutes after arrival, there was still no sign of Kong. I changed
some money, and phoned Kong to find out what had happened. He was
most embarrassed: somehow, amidst all the celebrations, he’d clean forgot
he had to pick me up. He made up for it though, taking me for a guided
tour through the city later that night. There were a few anxious moments
leaving Singapore, too...

Arrival in London was curious, too: the flight arrived early at Heathrow,
and Judith Hanna and Avedon Carol were running late. A friend from
Adelaide, Ewart Shaw, was there to greet me, so we wandered over to the
bar to await the fannish contingent. Ewart was cooking for Joseph
Nicholas and Judith Hanna the night I phoned to confirm my flight, so he
knew I was coming. After greeting Judith & Avedon, and dropping
luggage at Joseph & Judith’s, we continued to Rob & Avedon’s to help
with collation of fanzines.

In Den Haag, after waiting twenty minutes, with no sign of Roelof, I
decided I’d better phone. I had this horrible thought: Perhaps they were
waiting at Den Haag Centraal, rather than Den Haag HS?

Unfortunately, all the change bureaux were closed, and there weren’t
many people about to ask for change for the phone.

I did, however, meet a distinguished fellow at a nearby phone booth.
He too was a new arrival, with only a single 25¢ piece, which he had just
lost. We tried to find it, and I left him, still looking for it, to catch a train to
Centraal.

No-one there either, but I managed to scrouge a guilder for the phone.
Lynn Ann answered the phone. “Roelof’s gone to Holland Spoor to greet a
Bulgarian fan.” Bulgarian? I wondered...
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Lynn Ann hopped the next tram, and arrived within the quarter hour
to guide me to the Morse-Goudriaan residence. There’s something very
civilised about a city with trams – particularly if there’s more than one of
them.

On arrival, a three story terrace house in a street where cars were not
allowed. Roelof was already there, and wanted to introduce me to Nicolai,
the Bulgarian fan. We looked at each other and smiled: we’d met at the
phone booth, only an hour ago, without realising we were both headed for
Roelof & Lynn Ann’s.

Also staying there Tuesday night was Erik, an (East) German fan.
At one stage in the evening’s discussion, Nicolai and Erik slipped into

Russian to clarify a point. I joined in, much to Roelof’s horror! And he
thought English was going to be the language of choice. He threatened to
call up more local fans to ensure a majority of Dutch speakers! The
following day was spent registering and sight-seeing. And, of course,
sampling some wonderful chocolates.

I confirmed my initial impressions of Den Haag as a civilised city:
clearly marked and extensive bicycle paths tempted me to hire a bicycle
for the week. All of the train stations have bicycle shops, where you can
hire bikes, leave them in secure storage, get punctures fixed etc. For a
mere DFl 28 (Dutch Florins, or Guilders) I hired a bicycle for a week. No
speeds (Holland is flat), large, sprung seat, upright handlebars and a small
chinese-style lock on the back wheel. No need for fancy, flash machines
that are likely to be stolen. My only complaint was the lack of braking
power: I just wasn’t used to back-pedalling brakes. I preferred brake
levers.

On a glorious afternoon, I cycled from Centraal back to Roelof &
Lynn Ann’s, in time for a wonderful meal of Spaghetti Bolognaise and
fannish smalltalk.

The following morning, I arrived at the con hotel in style: I cycled
there with Lynn Ann. The worldcon proper was about to begin....

doxa!, 24 August 1990
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Notes to a Trip Report
Memories of a Divided City

Roman Orszanski

These are just trip notes.
I plan to publish notes for the next few months, in the hopes

of eliciting letters and replies, and, with luck, descriptions of
events from the others there, because that’s what a GUFF Trip
really is: the chance to meet and talk to fans from the other side
of the world. And it’s not just my story, all the fans I met are part
of the story, and should have a part in the telling of the trip
(share the blame, right?). So I’m publishing snippets, and I hope
that at least some of the fans I met will share their version of
events with us. Eventually, in six months, I’ll expand and
complete my version, annotate it with comments from the
innocent (!!) bystanders, and issue a collected Trip Report.

Given the unification of Germany a scant twelve hours ago,
let me muse on my visit to Berlin....

Just crossing the plaza was extraordinarily moving: a year ago people
would have been shot for trying to stroll across Checkpoint Charlie. Now,
no-one particularly cared. I wasn’t there as a tourist, but just wandering
across the deserted area to visit Eric Simone at his publishing house. With
the restructuring forced by unification, he was the sole survivor of three sf
editors the company once had. New Capitalists had quickly seized on the
removal of the wall: near Checkpoint Charlie was a shop dedicated to
selling wall souvenirs. Posters; t-shirts, postcards and the omni-present
pieces of “the one, true wall”. They’d photographed some of the amazing
artwork/graffiti on the wall and turned it into full colour t-shirts.

Across the road was a museum dedicated to the Wall, and attempts to
cross Checkpoint Charlie.

I’d caught the U-bahn (aka Metro, Underground or Subway) to a
nearby stop, and strolled along the road. The wall doesn’t exist anymore,
not as a barrier: just a symbol. My map still showed a non-existent border
of concrete and barbed wire, but all that met my gaze were the now-
abandoned bunkers which flanked the main border gate, a couple of signs
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saying “You are now leaving the American sector”, and acres of rubble
and a cleared no-man’s land, awaiting development. On the East Berlin
side, plush apartment blocks, designed to impress the West. And
everywhere, signs of building and renewal.

I’d caught up with Erik the previous night, at the home of Karlheinz
and Angela Steinmuller, two East German sf writers/fans with whom I was
staying.

I’d left Den Haag the previous night, in the hope I might be able to
contact them once I reached Berlin. I did, and was welcomed by Karlheinz
with afternoon tea: Karlheinz is editing the letters of Einstein, in the hope
of publishing the complete correspondence. (The complete works of
Einstein currently only exist in Russian!)

We chatted about many things, particularly the question of unification
and what it means for the identity of East Germans. The unification is,
after all, more an annexation. West Germany is attempting to swallow East
Germany whole – not, I suspect, without suffering some indigestion.

Although everyone welcomes the new-found freedom, they are wary
of embracing capitalism completely. There are questions of social
provisions such as childcare, employment and abortion. East Germany has
(had!) a strong packaging law to prevent unnecessary wrapping and protect
the environment; they have recycling schemes to reuse bottles. Will the
east now be flooded with the excessive western-style packaging?

There was strong state backing for the arts in East Germany,
including heavy subsidies for publishing. What happens in “a combined
germany”? Will the arts and drama groups be “rationalised”?
Amalgamated with their western counterparts (if they exist)? Softly and
silently vanish away?

Even more subtly, will the very idea of an East German cultural
identity vanish overnight? Should they ignore the last forty years of their
history, and become West Germans? There is a strong East German
culture, different from that of the West: should it be abandoned? These
sorts of questions are currently being debated by the state-supported
“cultural clubs” in the East, as they try and work out what their role will be
in the New Germany.

The U-Bahn trains in Berlin shriek, as metal wheels scrape across the
tracks. It is, like metros elsewhere, fast, convenient and effective at
moving people.

When Berlin was divided, they sealed off the tunnels, and left the
lines to decay. When the city was opened, they repaired three of the lines,
and are working on restoring the rest. Thus, while the transport maps show
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six different lines joining Friedrich Strasse (in the West) with
AlexanderPlatz (the heart of East Berlin, with stalls, shops, markets and
buskers – including the omnipresent Ecuadorian Indians!!), in reality, they
have only restored one track, along which all of the trains run.

West Berliners have good reason to envy the East: they kept their
trams, whereas the West ripped theirs out. The opening of the city will
mean the construction of the first new tram lines for many decades: they
plan to extend the existing eastern lines to join up with U-Bahn or S-Bahn
stations in the west. Who knows, perhaps someday, trams will return to
West Berlin.

I prefer trams to the metro: you get to see where you’re going. In dark
tunnels underground, you lose all sense of direction and distance: so, you
may know the topology of the metro (that is, how it’s connected), but you
don’t get a feeling for the city layout.

So, once I realized many of the sights I wanted to see were along the
straight road which forms the spine of Berlin, I decided to devote an
afternoon to walking through the city.

I started in the west, near the Berlin Zoo, at the Tiergarten, and
strolled along June 17th Strasse (named after the date of an unsuccessful
uprising of East Berlin workers in 1953).

Either side of the strasse are gardens. When the city was divided, the
West Berliners, denied access to the gardens in the eastern part of the city,
planted and extended those in this area, which had been destroyed by the
bombing during the war, and subsequent scavenging for firewood in the
immediate post-war years.

It made for a pleasant green area for the recreation of citizens.

Near the Winged Spirit of Victory, mounted atop a column in the centre of
a roundabout, there are many alcoves in the surrounding gardens. In the
alcoves are statues, monuments to warriors, from the time of Bismarck on.
Very fond of martial heroes, are the Germans. (As, indeed, are the French,
the British, etc.) Traffic was held up just as I passed the Spirit of Victory,
while police escorted a bus, screaming along the Strasse, airport-bound. I
presumed it carried one politician or another making the most of a topical
photo-opportunity, as the vehicles were screaming along from the top of
the Strasse. (I later learnt that ex-president Reagan was visiting Berlin that
day. Had I not been delayed by an enticing strudel, I might have caused a
diplomatic incident....)

The Strasse is capped by the much-photographed Brandenburg gate.
But just before that, is a military barracks. It presents a frightening
frontage: tanks and cannon, of the soviet variety, poke out at passers-by.

74



The soldiers on duty within were quite friendly, but refused to pose
specifically for photos. One young soldier smiled, but declined to accept a
red rose offered by a trio of young women flirting with him.

The plaza before the gate was crowded with stalls, and Germans
selling souvenirs: pieces of wall, army caps, red stars, binoculars, complete
army uniforms. The Gate itself was swathed in scaffolding, as they were
cleaning it for the upcoming celebrations. They’d even removed the
chariot atop the gate.

I declined to purchase a lump of concrete (my luggage was going to
be heavy enough as it was). And, as I skirted the gate to enter East Berlin,
I saw many entrepreneurs still chipping away at the few remnants of wall.
I suppose I could have chipped my own piece, but unlike some fans, I
didn’t carry geological hammers with me.

Again, crossing the barrier, a vast swathe of open land: rubble,
undeveloped, in the centre of Berlin. Already, Mercedes Benz plans to
build a large office block on some of the land.

I hope they keep some of the land as public land; it would make a
splendid pedestrian area, with cafés, parks, walks etc. Apparently they’ve
already started a cycle path along the wall zone.

On the eastern side, more stalls, of better quality, and some offering
food. I wolfed down a crepe with Zucker und Zimt (sugar and cinnamon).
I was intrigued by the hotplate, and the t-shaped tool used to spread the
batter to make the crepe: a deft twist of the wrist, and it was done. Later, in
Paris, l would see creperies galore...

I continued, past the university, along Unter den Linden; named after
the trees planted either side of this cultural avenue. Along the avenue were
theatres, libraries, the state opera building and other interesting sites. At
the far end was a huge international bookshop. A very fannish sight: huge
neon signs adorning a building, spelling out “books” in half-a-dozen
languages.

This end, Marx-Engels Platz, also had a fannish monument. In a large
circular space, surrounded by grass, is a statue of Marx & Engels: Marx is
seated, and behind him, hand on shoulder, stands Engels. On either side,
arranged in a semi circle, are six monoliths. Not black, like the structure in
Tycho, but shining steel. Engraved onto the surface are photographs from
liberation movements around the world.

On the leftmost monolith of the group to the right of Marx, in the top
lefthand corner, is a photograph of someone running what looks
suspiciously like a Roneo...

Clearly a monument to faneds everywhere; samizdat was big in
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eastern Europe.

doxa!, 7 November 1990
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Notes to a Trip Report
Sagrada Familia, Barcelona

Roman Orszanski

There’s a knock on the door in the middle of the night. A guard enters,
with pistol drawn. You stare, blinded by a torch. He barks at you for your
papers. You’re sleepy and confused, but you’re sure that you haven’t got
any ID. He growls in a foreign tongue, gesturing menacingly with the
pistol. You’re not sure what to do. A nightmare!

Unfortunately, it happened to me on the train between Paris and
Barcelona. The first shock came when the guard, smiling, took both my
passport and Eurail Pass. It was the first time I had taken a sleeping berth
on the overnight train. (The journey to Berlin was in an ancient,
overbooked bone-rattler; those who weren’t sitting stood in the corridors.)

My companion, a Spaniard, explained that my documents would be
returned in the morning: they were taken by the conductor to ensure we
wouldn’t be woken in the wee hours as we crossed the border. Most
considerate, I thought.

Alas, the border guard decided he wanted to search our luggage.
Or, to be precise, the luggage of my companion. He wasn’t at all

interested in my bags. At 5:30 am, he woke me from a very satisfying
sleep.

At least he knocked....

Two more surprises were in store when I arrived at Barcelona Sants (the
central railway station). Changing francs left me with thousands of pesetas
– and it still wasn’t enough to get me back to Paris that night. Luckily, the
ol’ plastic money solved the transport problem. The pesetas covered the
cost of a detailed street map, and a book on Gaudi architecture.

Gaudi was, after all, the reason I had ventured a day-trip to Barcelona
– literally twelve hours from arrival to departure.

My plan was to visit as many of the Gaudi structures as possible in
the time available, making certain that I visited at least the Sagrada
Familia and Guell Park (a park overlooking the city).

So many friends had recommended the pilgrimage, both at home and
in Europe, that I had to visit Barcelona: I wasn’t disappointed, and hope to
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return to this quintessentially Catalan town for a longer stay.
First, I found the Metro, and purchased a ten-trip ticket to take me to

Guell Park. I picked the wrong stop, and had a winding uphill walk
through narrow, meandering streets to reach the Park. One of the
interesting buildings I passed was festooned with a banner “Heroina No”,
the doors marked with what appears to be an international anarchist
squatting symbol (previously sighted in Amsterdam).

There was a long escalator, designed for tourists, but I took the stairs.
I came in the back way, and found a pleasant path leading to

extraordinary stone bridges, seats, viaducts and amphitheatres. The stone
seats were surprisingly comfortable. Tourists swarmed through the park.

Locals and school groups also wandered the grounds. Set high above
the plain, it was originally a remote housing project which Gaudi was
hired to design.

They only sold two houses: the owner/developer’s and Gaudi’s.
Eventually, the land was donated to the city of Barcelona.

A guardhouse built at the entrance to house local police wasn’t
reassuring enough to lure people into the hills.

Gaudi worked at the turn of the century, moulding stone and iron to
fantastic organic forms. He predates the surrealists and dada, and also
outdates many so called “modern” or “experimental” architects. I spent the
morning marvelling at the work.

From the park, I struck out northwards, on foot, to his first
commission – a tile merchant’s house, including the interior furniture.

Working my way through a complex intersection, I stumbled across a
park hidden in the centre of a ring road. It was crowded with people! The
siesta had started. Rather than nap in hammocks, or hurrying home to their
families, many wandered to a park to read, eat, play boulle. Lovers walked
arm-in-arm through the park. What a grand idea! You can spend the best
part of the afternoon with friends or lovers, rather than staring out an office
window at the glorious sunshine. And it was glorious: warm spring day,
with a light breeze off the Mediterranean.

Crack! went the metal balls, as one caromed off another. The local
champ stood thoughtfully. He flipped his wrist; and a silver ball rose
gently into the air, followed a leisurely arc and landed with an irresistible
force to smash his opponents ball clear out of the court. With a soft sandy
surface, there was none of this genteel rolling of lawn bowls. I’m told
boulle is also popular on French beaches.

I sit on a bench and write a postcard inviting a friend to practice their
Spanish by running away to Barcelona with me... (A week after I return,
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they leave for Mexico!)
Most shops were closed, but there were a few food tastings and fairs

in city streets. I later ran across one devoted to the regional cuisine, waiters
in regional dress, done up with black lace and sashes.

Gaudi buildings stood out in the streets: they were the ones with
graceful curves and fancy wrought ironwork. Alas, I arrived at the Casa
Mila (“La Pedrera”) just after two, too late for the last tour. The glass
latticed doors and vaulted ceiling were visible from without, but I didn’t
get to see the sculpture court atop the building.

The next stop was the best known of Gaudi’s work: the still
unfinished homage to the glory of God, the Gaudi Cathedral: Sagrada
Familia. It was unfinished when he died in 1926, and they’re still building
it.

My first sight of it was of six towering spires, surmounted by a crane,
a fairytale castle in the middle of the city.

There’s a small spiral staircase within the towers, and you can climb
(or take an elevator) to the top. Tourists swarmed like ants through the
towers, one hand clutching a camera, the other clawing for a purchase on
the narrow rail. One side reveals the courtyard below, once the site for two
Gaudi church schools, the other faces out to the gargoyles and flowing
shapes of a nativity scene set in flowing stone. The spires have red caps,
with lettering: “In excelsior”, “Hosanna” and the like.

Three-quarters of the way to the top, I paused. There was a tall
woman. Her companion carried a camera, but she... I don’t know maybe it
was the gargoyles nearby, maybe the strange organic forms, maybe it was
the memory of the witches’ weighing house at Oudewater. I don’t know.

She was carrying – I swear this is true – she was carrying a full-length
straw broom.

I wasn’t game to ask if she were landing or taking off.

Four o’clock, and I was exhausted.
I strolled along the Ramblas, past tourist traps, newsagents selling

pornography and many roadside cafés.
While sitting at a café, watching the passing parade of people, sipping

a lemon granidos, thinking of ordering paella, I was startled by the sound
of thunder.

Looking up, I saw people lining one side of the Ramblas. It was a
Parade!

Giant puppets, mediaeval bands of minstrels, kings, queens, witches
and the like. And, every so often, a roll of thunder. An hour later, the
thunder was deafening: it was the equivalent of an ancient Catalan Home
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Guard, discharging their blunder-busses in rapid, noisy succession. Boom!
Boom! Boom!...

A stroll to the quayside and the Columbus memorial, then back to the
train station for the restful ride back.

Except it wasn’t. The train stopped outside of Barcelona as the police were
called to throw off an American without a ticket. The woman had been
assured that she could buy a ticket on the train, and was now arguing
hysterically, tearful, just outside my berth. Various other passengers joined
in the debate – also outside my berth. All the while, the train waited for the
police to act....

Paris again, and a chill wind whistles along the platform to remind us that
winter is near. But my heart is still in warm, sunny Barcelona.

doxa!, 28 March 1991
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1992: Eva Hauser
Eva Hauser attended Syncon ’92, the Australian NatCon held in Sydney on
17-20 April 1992. She published a prompt report as “Australský deník”
[“Australian Diary”] in the Czech fanzine Interkom (June and July 1992),
and an abridged translation in her own fanzine Wild Shaarkah #8 (Summer
1992). The latter was reprinted with some copyediting in GUFFaw #4,
edited by Paul Kincaid, and this is the version used here.

Though she wrote and published in English as Eva Hauser, her Czech
fanwriting and professional work was mostly signed Eva Hauserová. She
died in 2023.

Platform

I am a Czechoslovak fan, editor and writer. I write BIOPUNK stories
which are (according to some people) disgusting. I like to write funny
articles for fanzines. Unfortuately, I can’t write anything funny in English.
I am also very fond of discussion – about society, the future, feminism, the
environment, literature etc.

Nominators: John Foyster, Jenny Glover, Ian Mackereth, Cyril Simsa and
Bridget Wilkinson.
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My Australian Diary: SynCon ’92
– and something more

Eva Hauser

1. An Italian Interlude
There is no direct connection between Prague and Sydney: I found

out that the cheapest airline is Alitalia and it was necessary to go from
Prague to Rome one day and from Rome to Sydney the next. Staying
overnight in the transit hotel was really expensive ($70 per person per
night) and so I was very grateful that Roelof Goudriaan (an administrator
of the GUFF fund) had asked Hazu Hiroaki, a Japanese SF fan living in
Rome, to help me.

My conclusion was that Japanese hospitality is incredibly generous,
but I am afraid I would not be able to do the same for any Japanese guest
coming to Prague: at the airport. I found a secretary, a driver and a huge
limousine awaiting me. Later, Hazu’s wife prepared a lot of wonderful
meals and set the table in such a beautiful way – but only for Hazu and me,
not for herself and their three children, which made me to feel really
uneasy. And somehow it happened that there were a lot of Czechoslovak
books, souvenirs and music all around me. I think it’s a sort of courtesy to
a guest to display various artefacts from his own nation around him; but in
my house in Prague, there isn’t anything Japanese. I am afraid perhaps our
Sanyo TV set, but that doesn’t seem to be the right sort of thing,. Hazu
works as a correspondent of a Japanese newspaper called Yomiuri Shibun
and in his office he has an exciting computer which uses the Japanese
alphabet and is also able to convert Japanese signs into Chinese ones: not
an easy thing, every time it offers several possibilities for the translation. It
is really fascinating but I could never understand how it works.

Next day, my plane was due to leave at 2 p.m. so I had some time for
sightseeing in Rome. Hazu offered to accompany me, but in the end I
decided to go by myself. I walked slowly around the Trinity church, Piazza
del Poppolo and Di Trevi fountain, which is now so beautifully washed
into a shining white colour. Hazu stressed that it is really very important to
see the Colosseum, so I decided to go there even though it was already
rather late. In the end I found out that I was not able to reach Hazu’s office
(and another limousine waiting to transport me to the airport) in time. I

82



started panicking, but finally (with the help of a taxi) I was only twenty
minutes late, and I managed to get to the airport in time.

2. Fascinating Australia
For the first time in my life I travelled

by a big Boeing (I think that it was a 747).
The flight to Sydney took nineteen hours,
including a two hour break in Bangkok. So I
had time enough (finally!) to read through an
anthology of Australian SF and a guide
which I got from Roelof and Lynne Ann (it
is an exceptionally good, precise and witty
guide from Lonely Planet). Both ways with
Alitalia were very vivid, with noisy Italian
people singing, standing talking in groups in
the aisles, and collectively praying. My
neighbour on the seat was Mrs Muirden, a
retired teacher from Adelaide who breeds
small cute dogs called Patrian Pugs (if you
are interested in them, write to her address –
she has a dozen of them at present).

Suddenly we noticed a red desert below
the plane – Australia! Mrs Muirden let me sit
by the window for a while and it was really a
gorgeous impression: rocks, mountains, plains – all of them so deserted
and vast, all the same reddish colour... a wonderful view.

After the short day (eight hours shorter than normally) it was dark and
we were landing in Sydney. I was surprised by the very thorough and strict
checking of all the luggage. It is absolutely forbidden to bring any sort of
food into Australia, because they intend to protect themselves against
various sorts of pests and diseases which hadn’t yet reached their
continent. I expected that the checking would be more casual – like in
America – and I didn’t declare one box of muesli which I brought for my
breakfasts. The clerks looked really concerned with my muesli and posed a
lot of questions – Do I know English? Have I declared that I am not
bringing in any food? What else am I hiding in my luggage? Which drugs?
– but in the end they let me go and keep my muesli.

The main organiser of Syncon, Gerald Smith, awaited me at the
airport. He drove with me to the suburban house where he lives with his
wife Womble and two cats. It was raining, the air was very humid and
warm. At first glance the suburbs of Sydney reminded me of the suburbs
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of Los Angeles or another Californian city. Gerald and Womble seemed to
me rather tired from the preparations for the convention. In their house I
drank Australian wine for the first time, which is wonderful: aromatic,
naturally sweet – perhaps the best wine I have ever tasted. During my visit
I used every opportunity to drink this wonderful wine.

3. Friday – The First Day of the Convention
I woke at 2 a.m. and I was absolutely fresh. No wonder: my

biological clock was telling me that it is afternoon now. So I read the
programme book and prepared my contributions to the panels... but at 7
a.m., when Gerald and Womble got up, I was extremely sleepy and dull...
so I drank several cups of coffee and went with my hosts to the Shore
Motor Inn hotel to prepare the convention.

I tried to help a little with preparing the badges and then I went
around to see what the place looks like. It was so beautiful: the restaurant
with the glass walls, palms, shiningly blue swimming pool outside, a
wonderful view to the sea coast, lots of flowers and exotic trees... and this
humid, warm air bringing the smell of the ocean. It seemed to me like
something almost unreal.

Before noon, more people came and I met Roger Weddall from
Melbourne, an Australian fan who wrote me several letters before my visit
and also commented on my personal fanzine with my trip report from
America. Roger is an extremely friendly, helpful and entertaining person,
and if I had been in distress from the unknown environment and new
people, he would certainly have helped me. But in fact, in Australia I never
felt lonely or sad or in a bad mood, because everybody was so very
friendly, warm and nice. People kept talking to me and asking questions
such as: “Are people hungry in Czechoslovakia?” “No.” “Do you have
enough paper for publishing books and magazines?” “Yes, but publishing
is expensive.” “Will the Slovaks separate their country from the Czechs,
and will you fight in a Yugoslavian way?” “Maybe they will separate, but
we definitely will not fight. We Czechs are very peaceful, even apathetic
people.” “How do you feel about the downfall of the communist regimes?”
“I am extremely happy. What a wonderful freedom! But some people can’t
cope with it. They are so used to be manipulated, to be told all the time
what to do and what to think.”

And so on.
Then we went out for lunch and I decided to try sandwiches with

vegemite. The Australians looked doubtful about my ability to withstand
this experience. I actually ate two sandwiches, but I decided that it was
enough to try them just once. It’s too salty and strong for my taste.
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In the afternoon there was a very nice popular-science lecture, dealing
mainly with the problem of cats falling from high buildings: when they fall
from the seventh floor, they can kill themselves, but when they fall from
higher floors, they survive it quite well! People were thrilled by this
phenomenon and tried to find out what the cat thinks during the fall and
how does it react.

The whole programme of the convention was focused on art, so there
were a lot of slide shows and a big art show of pictures by Michael
Whelan and Nick Stathopoulos (the Guests of Honour) and by other local
artists. I brought with me some works by Czechoslovak artists and some of
them were quite successful (especially Martin Zhouf who is the main co-
worker of Ikarie magazine). I expect that every reader of this fanzine
knows Michael Whelan, an American who does the covers of Anne
McCaffrey’s Dragon series, and many other books. Nick Stathopoulos is
an Australian artist who made hundreds of book covers, some animated
films, masquerade creations and many other fancy things. The dealer’s
room had many reproductions of Whelan’s pictures available and also
some ceramics by local artists. Both Michael and Nick were extremely
busy during the convention: panels, talks, shows, and also guided tours
around the art show, which I considered a very good idea.

My problem was that I was absolutely fresh at 2 or 3 a.m., so that I
stayed at all the parties to their ends, which I can never manage when I am
in Europe. On the contrary, the mornings were awful! I couldn’t get up
though the Australian birds tried to wake me very energetically (they have
very strange voices – like car horns or very loud cats). Before lunch I
usually went jogging and it helped me a little, so from 1 p.m. I was able to
listen to the programmes.
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Nick Stathopoulos at one of the
parties

4. Saturday and the other days of Syncon
There were also two Australian writers present: Terry Dowling and

Sean McMullen. A Book Launching Party was scheduled for one of the
evenings, and I wondered what it would be like. There were some
speeches, champagne, signing of books and photographs, and of course it
was an opportunity for people to meet each other. I decided to imitate it
later in Prague, because my first collection of stories was due to appear in
May. And I really did it, with champagne and speeches and signings of my
book, though it was not so serious, rather a sort of parody, because my
editor Richard Podaný gave a gorgeously funny speech there! The other
evening there was a cocktail party, which was very informal, with lots of
funny quiz questions and good answers rewarded by candies.

There was also a masquerade and I had to act as one of the judges,
which was not so easy because the theme was “my favourite book cover”
and I didn’t know the original covers. I admired how Nick Stathopoulos
moderated the masquerade: he made ninety percent of the fun himself in a
really professional way.

I also took part in a few panels, dealing with fanzines, with fandom in
various countries and with vampires. Both fanzines and SF clubs used to
be more serious and informative in our country than in the West because
of the lack of information. What we had needed most of all was the
information and the access to Western SF. But now this is going to be
changed and I suppose that we shall produce fan zines and do conventions
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mainly for socialising and for fun. Sean McMullen sounded very
competent about the vampires and their scientific background. I thought a
little about them because I am translating The Vampire Tapestry by Suzy
McKee Charnas, but I haven’t read more books of the “vampire wave”.

I saw also Justin Ackroyd’s auction of fanzines, books and other stuff
for the fan funds. He does it in a lively, humorous way, and it was very
instructive to see it. Now I shall be an administrator of GUFF and so I
should also organise some auctions.

During various conversations I found out that Australians are not very
pleased if you tell them that they remind you of Americans. On the
contrary, they seem to be very much pleased if you assure them that they
are in some way very British. That sounds very flattering to them.

The last evening there was the awarding of prizes: the Ditmar is a
fannish prize for the best book, story, artist and fannish writer: and the
Hujo is a funny prize reminiscent of the American Hugo: it is a silver
rocket made from white chocolate and tinfoil and its shape is curved. It is
awarded for the best fannish gossip and other similar reasons.

On the Monday afternoon, there was a closing ceremony with more
fun and throwing of candies – and then the con was over.

5. Sydney
I was very lucky as Sarah Murray, a Sydney fan who lives in the

centre of the city, offered to let me to stay at her place. So I went with her
and her friend Diana to the city. Finally I saw the famous Harbour Bridge!
It was already dark and the bridge was beautifully lit by white and yellow
lights. It is very huge and fascinating with a peculiar, constructivistic sort
of beauty. And I saw, for a few seconds also, the Opera House, its
beautiful white shells shining in the darkness.

The famous Harbour Bridge
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Sarah is a very nice woman and she is interested in a lot of topics –
philosophy, belly dance, feminism.... Her flat is a lovely place, in one of
the oldest houses of Sydney, facing the backyard with lots of exotic trees. I
have never saw a bigger cat than Sarah’s tomcat – it weighs eight
kilograms and behaves like a very distinguished and self-respecting
person.

Diana came to Syncon from Canberra and she offered to take me
along with her for one day, so that I shall also see the capital of Australia.
We planned that from Canberra I should go to Melbourne, because most
Australian SF editors and fans live in Melbourne and some of them didn’t
come to Syncon.

Sarah and Diana assured me that after a couple of days 1 shall be just
overfed by the Harbour Bridge and the Opera House, but on the contrary. I
liked Sydney’s harbour more and more. The next day we went sightseeing
with a group of fans (with another lady from Perth, which is a city with a
very active SF fandom, with Rex Thompson from New Zealand, who also
won a fannish fund, FFANZ, and with another guy from Sydney). Usually
I prefer to go sightseeing alone, because I am more free and it is so
thrilling to discover things by myself, but I saw that it is much more fun in
a group, and the local people can show you the places which you would
otherwise pass and not notice at all.

Sydney is extremely beautiful. I am fond of the sea, and in Sydney
the sea runs out into the land in lots of narrow bays, and the harbour is so
spectacular. We went by ferry to the beaches of Manly, and it was just
incredibly beautiful. Clean water, yellow sandy beaches, surfers on the
waves. Sarah told me that the beaches are overcrowded, but they were
almost empty. I was absolutely fascinated by the view from the ferry, but
Sarah sat inside the boat and read a book. This beautiful view was already
boring for her!

We ate in several oriental restaurants and I tried to use chopsticks. I
almost got a spasm in my fingers but I quite improved my skill in a few
days. I also started to understand why the travel reports of western people
deal so much with eating places and experiences. It can be really thrilling!
Each restaurant is so different, with new cuisines and meals, which are so
delicious!

After my return from Australia I had to diet for a few days, as I ate
too much there. Gerald and Womble gave a party on the Monday evening.
People spoke about Syncon and its positive and negative aspects (there
was quite a lot of fun, but fewer participants than the organisers had
expected).
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I also found out that people from Sydney are very proud of their
Victorian shopping malls. They are beautiful but quite familiar to me. If
you want to see some architecture in the Art Nouveau style, come to
Prague and look at its building from the end of the last century!

On the Tuesday evening, an Adelaide fan (Ian) joined our group and
we went around the harbour pubs. We started in a barbecue restaurant
where you were allowed to make your steak yourselves. It was so
delicious! Then we went around the pubs and each of them was different:
there was a rock singer in one of them, people singing themselves in
another, and we played eight balls in the last one. Diana wrote the names
of the pubs down for me: Philips Foot, The Orient Hotel, The Fortune of
War Hotel, The Harbour View Hotel, The Mercantile Hotel. At midnight
we considered a visit to King’s Cross, an area of night entertainment
places. Rex Thompson couldn’t decide whether to visit King’s Cross or
not, so all of us went there, but only for a very short time. The street was
really very lively and some places looked wonderfully suspicious. At the
end we went to a respectable café for a cake and tea.

6. Canberra
On Wednesday we drove with Diana to Canberra, which took four

hours. We made a short stop in a motorest called Big Merino – a concrete
sheep covering a two storey building. The sheep had yellow shining eyes
and looked very American. It was quite cold in Canberra and also the dry
air and the vegetation reminded me of Europe: the kinds of broad-leaved
trees which lose their leaves during the winter turned now in April
(equivalent of October in Europe) yellow and red, which was quite
beautiful but very European. On the yellowish meadows there were horses,
cows and sheep grazing – a peaceful and nice country.

My guide explained that the white colonisers thought that “Canberra”
means “meeting place” in an Aboriginal language. Diana likes the
Australian Parliament a lot and so we spent about two hours visiting it. It
is full of symbols of Australian nature, artwork, and the architecture is
really inventive. I was impressed by it as it looks rather modest from
outside (it is even partially covered by grass) but inside there is a lot of
light and it is so spacey. There is a beautiful view from the top all around
to the mountains and the city itself. There are no sky scrapers in Canberra
and the whole city was planned in a model way. The buildings and streets
are all hidden in the trees, so that you can see mainly the trees from
upstairs.

We went to the halls of both Houses, and I especially liked that they
have not only a gallery for journalists but also a gallery for children,
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insulated by glass, so that children can observe the Parliament at work and
don’t disturb it. I told Diana how much I liked the Parliament and she
seemed quite pleased. Then she asked me what our Parliament is like –
well, it is just horrible, you should see it! I never really wanted to go
inside: it is a plain concrete building cramped besides the highway, so that
our MPs are suffocating from the smog.

In the evening we went to a bookstore to meet local SF fans and Terry
Pratchett who was doing a tour around Australia. I spoke with him a little
about the possibilities of publishing his books in Czechoslovakia. Then we
went with a group of fans to the centre of the city to have a dinner in a
Lebanese restaurant. Canberra is such a model city that people don’t even
go to the pubs in the evening – at least it seemed so to me, as the main
street and the restaurants were almost empty.

We spoke a little about publishing SF in Australia: they don’t have
any big publishing house focused on SF. The only one is Aphelion which
used to publish the SF magazine Aurealis (editor Dirk Strasser) and now
publishes books. Australian writers used to publish their books in various
American and British publishing houses, which is both advantageous and
disadvantageous – they have a bigger market but it is more difficult to
succeed there, and the American and English books completely overflow
the Australian market. It is very different from countries with their own
languages.

7. Melbourne
After one day in Canberra I flew to Melbourne. At the airport I met

Roger and Donna and we went to lunch with some famous SF editors and
writers which Roger had invited: I met George Turner who is probably the
best Australian SF writer of the older generation and is a very nice, clever
man with a British dry humour. As far as I’ve read his stories (only two of
them) I liked them very much, they are intelligent and I should say
prognostic. Then there was Damien Broderick, whose texts are very
artistic and that makes them a bit difficult for me to understand – but I
have already found some more understandable stories by him. He told us
that at present he earns his living by writing books about archaeology. And
last came Bruce Gillespie, an extremely nice and friendly person who gave
me several kilograms of books and magazines. He produces two fanzines
which look great but appear only once or twice a year: Metaphysical
Review and SF Commentary.

Then we went through Melbourne and it reminded me a little of
London (the pseudo-gothic churches, the architecture of some buildings).
Roger thought that was not very flattering, because he remembered from
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my travel report that I didn’t like London very much, but in fact I quite
liked London and I just thought that it is too busy and noisy and
overcrowded in the centre, while Melbourne is not at all like that. It is a
very calm city, with a lot of green parks, palm trees and beautiful old-
fashioned trams. The Melbournians told me that I must go by tram, but in
fact I go by tram almost every day in Prague. Generally I found that
Melbourne is much more European (or normal-looking for me) than
Sydney; it is not situated in such a fancy way around the harbour, and so I
am rather a Sydney fan, though I think that Melbourne is quite a pleasant
place to live.

Roger is unemployed at present which perhaps accounts for his ability
to write long letters and to be in touch with such a lot of people. He lives
with Geoff, a painter earning his money by selling copies of Australian
historical art before the gallery. Geoff is a very nice, rather quiet person,
who says that to live with Roger is something like being a wife of a
president – such a lot of new people, parties, socialising activities....

Later in the afternoon we went to a printhouse where I got for free a
pile of Aurealis magazines, and then we went to a secondhand book store
where one of the Melbourne SF fans, Danny, works as an assistant. In the
evening we went to hear Terry Pratchett give a lecture in a congregation
hall. So I met Terry for the second time there. His lecture was almost
completely incomprehensible to me: a few days before I was pleased that I
had started to understand spoken English quite well, but Terry again
discouraged me. But after the lecture, people told me that half of them
hadn’t understood it either, although they laughed from time to time –
something like when the interpreter says into the headphone:
“Untranslatable joke, laugh, please!”

We stayed in the hall after the lecture for a coffee, and I met Lucy
Sussex, who is one of the best authors of the younger generation. She
comes from New Zealand and seemed to me very British.

Next morning. Geoff went to sell his art and Roger still slept. I was
quite hungry so I decided to find something to eat in their kitchen. I found
a box of cereals, but there were not flakes inside: it was a sort of biscuit.
So I decided to spread something on them. I searched for some marmalade
and I was very pleased when I found a jar of chutney – it was made from
peaches and mango and it wasn’t too sweet or spicy, just very tasty. So I
spread the chutney on the cereal biscuit. I couldn’t find any plate so I ate it
above a bowl – the biscuit disintegrated while I ate it. And at this moment
Roger came to the kitchen and he couldn’t stop laughing: this funny person
eats cereals with chutney, and moreover in such a funny way, bending over
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the bowl like a prisoner!
Then Geoff returned from his work and we started to make plans for

the day. They asked me what I would like to see in Melbourne, and I kept
repeating childishly: “I MUST see a live koala and platypus and echidna
and kangaroos....”

So we decided to go to Healesville Sanctuary, which was an
absolutely optimal choice. It is about one hour’s drive from Melbourne,
situated in a typical Australian landscape, so that you can see the animals
in their natural environments. You can go inside to the kangaroo pens and
into the aviaries with parrots or flying foxes. I could stroke a small wallaby
which was so very cute!

Koalas are usually very passive animals but I was lucky – one koala
was performing quite a lot. She ran on the ground, then crawled on a tree
and fed herself. Very cute!

Most of all I was fascinated by platypus – when I saw it in some films
or books I had never realised how very strange this animal actually is.

Everywhere there were a lot of black and white ibises who waited for
people to start eating then asked them for food rather aggressively. So we
found a remote, ibis-free place for picnicking. As soon as we started to eat
our chicken, a wasp approached us. It seemed very normal to me but my
Australian friends seemed to be appalled: “A EUROPEAN WASP!” said
Roger and looked at me accusingly. They explained that the wasp is a
newcomer to Australia and is still not very common there. We placed a
tiny piece of meat on the distant end of the table and the wasp fed itself
and stopped endangering us.

Back in Melbourne we went straight into a café where there are
regular Thursday meetings of SF fans. It is located in a big shopping mall,
the waitresses seem to know everybody, people come and leave, sip some
juice or coffee and talk. It is similar to the SF meetings in pubs in England,
but the Melbourne meeting is scheduled for an earlier hour (6 or 7 p.m.)
and going there doesn’t mean spending the whole evening in the pub.

In this café I finally met Roman Orszanski, who wasn’t present at
Syncon as he took part in some important environmentalist meeting. He is
a nice person, speaking about things rather in jokes than in a “seriously
constructive” way, which is good, and he looks like a typical nature
protectionist (you know these people in torn jeans and green anoraks).

Then we went to a Thai restaurant for a banquet. There were many
interesting people. Lucy Sussex, Bruce Gillespie and also Rosaleen Love. I
hadn’t known her stories before, but she gave me a collection of them. (All
the writers were so very kind and gave me their books, which I absolutely
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hadn’t expected.)
At midnight we went to Bruce’s and his wife Elaine’s house. They

have got seven cats, ten or fifteen thousand books not only SF but also
philosophy, theory of literature and others), computers which they use in
their publishing... a real paradise of every publisher or writer!

8. Anzac Day
Next day at noon I had to fly back from Melbourne to Sydney. I

planned to visit the Melbourne gallery in the morning and Geoff drove
with me there. But we found out that the gallery is closed for Anzac day
morning! Everywhere in the streets there were people dressed up in their
uniforms or costumes, wearing medals, in a solemn mood. Soldiers, guards
and scouts exercised themselves. I observed the airplanes, historical cars,
the premier of the State of Victoria walking with the generals along the
main street... everybody looked to enjoy it so sincerely: it was quite
uncommon to me as nobody had enjoyed such parades under the
communists in our country, and at present we don’t have anything like
that.

I walked for one or two hours around the city centre: the shops were
closed, the air was cold and fresh, everybody seemed to watch the parade.
The city was clean and quiet, without any traffic but the nice old trams
going along the streets.

And then it was time to go to the airport and to fly back to Sydney.
It was much warmer in Sydney; the streets were crowded by

exhilarated people who drank beer in front of the pubs. I told Sarah (who
was waiting for me at the airport and went with me to the city) that it is
amazing how people do identify themselves with this feast, and she told
me that they just use every opportunity for drinking beer.

We went to Paddington Market and enjoyed all these beautiful things,
hats, small pieces of artwork etc. Then we went for a supper and were
discussing feminist issues, like whether women can save this planet and
how they could create an alternative society....

The last day in Sydney we spent with Sarah and Ian going around the
galleries (I was especially interested in seeing some Aboriginal artefacts).
In the evening we went for the last time through the harbour and I
nostalgically enjoyed the fabulous view for the last time. How much I
wished to return here once more!

In the evening we went to the airport – and I was told by Alitalia
clerks that I can’t fly because I haven’t confirmed the reservation of my
ticket! It was quite a bad shock for me, but after I made a hysterical scene I
managed to be accepted and fly. I really don’t know if this duty to confirm
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the reservation is worldwide – I have never heard of it before!! Of course
at Rome airport I immediately rushed to the Alitalia office and confirmed
my reservation for the next morning to Prague!

This Australian trip was very pleasant for me – and it is difficult to
say why. There are actually many reasons why it was so agreeable: lot of
fun, nice, incredibly friendly people, understandable English (at least
sometimes...), enough money from the fannish fund, wonderful weather,
fabulous sights, delicious food... but I think that I shall remember all these
helpful, entertaining, charming SF fans most of all. And I hope that they
will come to Europe soon!

GUFFaw #4, May 2000
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1999: Paul Kincaid
Paul Kincaid attended Aussiecon 3, the 1999 Worldcon held in Melbourne,
Australia. Rival candidates were Steve Davies and Julian Headlong.

Platform

After nearly 25 years in fandom – producing and reviewing fanzines,
working with the BSFA and on conventions, writing criticism and the odd
story – I want to extend my horizons. Everyone who has been to Australia
has raved about it, and I am keen to find out what all the fuss is about.
What’s more, with the close co-operation that is developing between
TAFF and DUFF, I see this as an opportunity to complete the circle and
get all the fan funds working together.

Nominators: Terry Frost, Bruce Gillespie, Eve Harvey, Julian Headlong
and Dave Langford.
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The Coriolis Effect 1
Horror Stories

Paul Kincaid

Dave the plasterer arrives first, bang on 8:30. “Morning. Packed yet?”
Then Clive the carpenter. “Lovely day. Done your packing?” A little later
Peter the painter turns up. “All packed, are you?” Terry, the labourer,
doesn’t say much. He doesn’t need to.

Yes, of course we’ve done the packing. Last night. Most of it,
anyway. There’s still a mass of stuff cluttering the bed, with no
immediately obvious way of getting it all into the bags available. But
that’s the least of our problems. There’s the trip to Sainsbury’s, for a start,
to buy 66 cans of cat food, enough to keep the brutes fed for three weeks.
Then Richard turns up. He’s the building contractor, so he’s nominally in
charge of all the work that’s going on, the work that’s going to keep going
on while we’re away, isn’t it, Richard? Of course it is, he promises, he’s
not going to take any of the men off this job just because we’re not around.
“Captain Laptop”. That’s what his men call him behind his back, because
he’d rather disappear into his office and play with his computer than come
out on site and pretend he really knows what he’s talking about. He’s also
afraid of Maureen because she knows what things like soffits and facias
are (her father was in the trade), only she’s a girlie so she’s not supposed
to know stuff like that. Our conversation, therefore, has a peculiarly
triangular shape. Richard talks to me. I look to Maureen, because all of this
is like a foreign language as far as I’m concerned. Maureen answers.
Richard addresses his next remark to me. In among everything else, there
are three big, disruptive, messy jobs that we want doing while we’re away:
the skylight at the top of the stairs needs to be replaced, a new skylight
needs to be fitted in Maureen’s study, and taking down the unsupported
chimney and fireplace. Now these will be done before we get back? Of
course. We try to feel confident. Anyway, assuming he’ll be true to his
word, all of this means in turn that we must hurriedly load all our
philosophy books, nut books, comedy books, travel books, maps, etc into a
seemingly endless supply of banana boxes and heave them up to another
room out of the way. Then I need to go into town to get cash for the taxi.
And Maureen has umpteen Novacon letters to write, and an apa
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contribution, and lord knows what else. And I need to disinter a stack of
addresses for postcards and stuff and feed them into my PalmPilot. And
help, there’s still this pile of stuff waiting on the bed and needing to be
squeezed into cases that look smaller every time we go back to them. We
shove things into every stray corner of every bag, then we unpack it all
again to start over. How on earth am I going to fit any copies of my
fanzines into the bag? And we’ve lost the hotel confirmation. And
somehow it all gets done and ten minutes before the taxi’s due we’ve got
bags lined up and coats on.

In the few minutes it takes to drive through the back streets of
Folkestone to get to the motorway our taxi driver has discovered that we
are on our way to Australia, and has told us in turn all about his time in the
army (or was it the airforce) and how he nearly went on to serve in the
Australian army (or air force). As we come up to the motorway junction
we notice that someone, apparently overnight, has either cut or painted a
white horse onto one of the hillsides overlooking the town. That changes
the subject for a moment, then he’s off again: how the Witnesses prove the
truth of the Bible through exhibits in the British Museum, how he used to
enjoy The Eagle and Dan Dare when he was a kid, Morgan cars. It all
seems connected at the time. By the time we pull into Heathrow we’re
promising to find out for him exactly how the Australians regard
Indonesia.

We’re early. No, that doesn’t quite do it justice. We have time to
return home, unpack, repack, travel all the way to Heathrow once more,
and still make the flight with time to spare. The flight is at 10:30. We have
arranged to meet Claire, Dave and Mark sometime between 7 and 7:30. It
is now 5:30. When we flew out to America for Maureen’s TAFF trip we
left on the busiest weekend of the year and the computers had just gone
down, so there were long queues outside the terminal. Now the building
seems virtually empty, a great long barn of a place with chrome railings set
in little maze-like patterns here and there to control non-existent queues. A
TV screen tells us which check-in desks we’ll need, so we trundle our
luggage off in search of the right place. That doesn’t take long. We find a
little row of seats more or less opposite where we’ll need to be and
colonise them. Then we take it in turns to explore. Terminal Four at
Heathrow is long and narrow, so exploring consists of walking in one
direction as far as you can go (passing an exciting array of money
exchange, W.H. Smith, lifts, café) then turning round and walking back.
Feeling daring, I go on past where Maureen is sitting to see what lies in the
other direction. There is a booth for taking passport photos (seems a bit
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late to me) and an area roped off for first class passengers. Returning to
Maureen, she sets off to find out if I missed anything. I sit and stare at the
usual to and fro of an airport for while, then Maureen comes back and I set
off once more. Well, I could have missed something. But I hadn’t. I
browse for a while among the books at W.H. Smith, and buy myself a
Coke. Then Maureen goes off. And so the hours pass. At last I hit on an
infallible method of conjuring up our travelling companions: I start making
notes for my trip report. As if by magic, Dave Langford appears.

This at least gives us an opportunity to natter for a while, until Claire
Brialey and Mark Plummer show up, bang on 7:30. Ah, now we can start
making moves towards Australia. We descend en masse on the check in.
The poor girl on the desk seems to be new to the job and having some
difficulty with her computer, which appears to be running extra slow.
Nevertheless we get our bags weighed (mine barely scrapes in under the
weight limit – bloody fanzines) and fortunately they accept that the small
fido (which, believe me, seems to weigh as much as all our other cases put
together) really is cabin baggage, honest guv, and we collect our boarding
passes and we’re away.

Going through to the departure lounge, the first thing you hit,
inevitably, is the duty free shop. Claire and Mark emerge with a bottle of
whisky, I emerge with some films for my camera. Then it’s time to find
out what else is on offer, which isn’t much until we happen upon a
Wetherspoons pub. It seems a reasonable idea to squander the last of our
English money on a meal and a pint or two. As we eat, and listen to the
usual run of airport announcements – “Will Mr So-and-so please report to
Gate 8 where your flight is waiting to depart” – Dave confesses his terrible
secret. He is endeavouring to smuggle quince jam into Australia. We sit
back in alarm, look anxiously around lest anyone might have heard. This is
a heinous crime indeed. We have all heard the stories of the ruthless
efficiency of the Australian customs. I have even had to get my doctor to
give me a note saying I really do need to take these anti-inflammatories to
help my bad knee get better, because otherwise they are liable to rip my
bags apart in order to confiscate such horrible drugs. It takes another pint
to calm our nerves after this dreadful revelation. Fortunately, by the time
we’ve finished they are calling us to our Gate, though it goes without
saying that we then have to sit and wait for ages before they finally get
around to letting anyone onto the plane.

The plane! It’s a Boeing 747, a big bugger to say the least, and it’s
going to be our home for near-enough 24 hours, our cosy den. So why
does it feel so cramped? Maybe when the usual scrum of people shoving
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things into overhead lockers and squeezing past each other and failing to
find seats and all the rest of it has died down, maybe then it will feel a little
better? Well the scrum does finally settle down. The pilot announces we
are all set, except for some final bits of freight which should be loaded in
the next minute or two. He tells us this several times. Half an hour late or
so, a little after 11pm, the plane starts to move (accompanied by an
unmistakable and very worrying reek of kerosene) and my knees are still
jammed against the seat in front of me, and it is still impossible to bend
down and reach anything on the floor. At one point I consider taking my
trainers off for the flight, but if I did I’d never be able to get them on
again. We are further encumbered with pillow and blanket and pack
containing blindfold and oversocks and toothbrush, toothpaste, comb. It’s
all meant to make us more comfortable, but it just takes away a little more
of our all too little space. The first announcement the cabin crew makes is
to tell us that sleeping in the aisles is forbidden. That does not seem
especially reassuring.

Our little gang is in line abreast: Mark, Claire, Maureen and myself in
the four seats in the middle of the aeroplane, Dave across the aisle from
me, so we don’t even have a window to peer out of. The screen is on a
bulkhead only about half a dozen rows in front of us, but a quick survey of
the magazine tucked into my seat pocket reveals that neither of the two
films on offer is one I want to see, nor do I particularly want to listen to
any of the 12 radio channels. Dinner follows. Meals are a big production
on a long-haul flight like this, I suppose because they help to fill in the
time, but I still couldn’t tell you what it was we ate. A film is shown which
I don’t watch, instead I try to read, though without any great success. At
last I give up and go to sleep. Or try to. The seat is too narrow, too close to
the one in front, doesn’t recline very far. I twist and turn. I pull the blanket
over me because my shoulders feel cold, then push it away because I am
too hot. I put the blindfold on, but it makes me sweat so I take it off again.
Even in a quiet plane there is noise, the susurrus of the engine (even now
building pressure in my ears), coughs, a child crying, conversation soft and
far away and all the more infuriating for that. I keep my eyes resolutely
closed, but after two hours I am still wide awake. So is Maureen. We talk
for a while, try to cuddle but discover that whether we raise it or lower it
the seat arm is always in the way. At last, though, I get to doze, lightly and
for no more than a couple of hours. By 5:30, UK time, I’m awake again.
There is a slab of pain or tiredness or both squeezed behind my eyes, no
chance of getting back to sleep. I’m not the only one, I sense movement,
hear conversation, all around me, and outside, wherever it is we are flying
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over, it is broad daylight. Yet for more than an hour we sit in sullen
darkness, anxious for the daylight outside but forbidden to raise the blinds,
our eye drawn hungrily to the only light in the cabin, the little glowing
TOILET sign. Every so often someone will raise a blind and we lean
towards it as if towards a magnet, but quickly the light must be
extinguished leaving nothing but a vague impression of formless white. At
long last, at 7:00 UK time, Qantas in their wisdom decree that the day may
begin. Abruptly, shockingly, the cabin lights flicker on, the blinds are now
raised. Another meal is served.

As we begin our descent into Singapore the screen at the front of the
cabin displays land speed, altitude and outside temperature. “The time to
worry,” I tell Claire, “is when the altitude shows minus figures.” There is a
tremendous judder, the plane touches down, and immediately the screen
shows an altitude of -8 feet. Howls of laughter from the middle of the
plane.

As we taxi to a stop the captain instructs: “Crew to disarm doors.”
They apparently do this by speaking into a telephone handset. I try to
imagine them murmuring sweet nothings: “You really are a very nice
door.”

We have an hour or so to kill in the Departure Lounge at Singapore’s
Changi Airport; not, I must confess, a prospect that fills me with delight. I
imagine identikit duty free shops in the style of Heathrow. Initially, there
is nothing to disabuse me of the notion. Our Gate is at the end of a long,
featureless corridor, glassed-in seating areas to one side, the usual posters
for the usual transnational companies to the other, and between them a
succession of moving walkways. This could be anywhere. At a window I
press my forehead against the glass to be able to peer out at the gathering
dusk. It is raining, I see an empty road, a short stretch of pavement, a little
area of grass. It hardly seems tropical, exotic, foreign. When we reach the
end of the corridor we find an array of shops, just as expected, but one that
is well laid-out, one that has a spacious, quite comfortable feel about it.
Inevitably we descend, like locusts, upon the bookshop, though the stock is
curiously familiar. Rather more interesting, I find, is the computer
software shop right next to it, and both Maureen and I spot things we plan
to pick up on our homeward stopover. Then we decide to explore a little
more (and, perhaps more importantly, to stretch our legs after so long
cooped up on the plane), so we move on past the broad open stairway that
curves up towards a balcony above us, past a waterfall like a silver curtain,
past what appears to be a row of security desks, past what appears to be
another row of security desks, past a waterfall like a silver curtain, to the
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foot of a broad open stairway curving up towards a balcony above us. I’m
looking around for Alice and the Red Queen before we work out that the
airport really is arranged in wings that mirror each other precisely. We
decide to head back towards our Gate before we lose track of where we
are. Then someone notices the sign that says Cactus Garden. We follow it
and find ourselves stepping out onto a roof, out of the sterile, cool,
conditioned air and into something so hot and damp and clinging that I
hardly recognise it as air at all. All across the rain-sodden roof there are
cactuses, huge beasts, phallic beasts, creatures of obscene sinuosity and
disturbing colours. It is remarkable and vivid and exciting, and seems
totally out of place. Cacti flourish in dry deserts, a notice informs us as
rain dribbles down our necks.

And then it is back onto the plane, and more meals, and another film I
don’t want to watch, but at least this time Maureen and I both manage to
catch a little sleep.

There was a suggestion that representatives of Melbourne fandom
might be there to greet us as we passed through en route to Adelaide. So it
is really cheering, after passing through immigration and customs, to find
the smiling face of Dave Langford there to meet us. Or, to put it another
way, my case is about the last thing to emerge on the baggage carousel. As
we stand there waiting for it, and I contemplate the prospect of three weeks
in Australia without a change of clothes or indeed my fanzines, Dave has a
fit of nerves about his quince jam smuggling plans. He decides, instead, to
go through the red channel and confess all. So there he is to greet us when
we finally emerge from the customs hall ourselves. Nobody had been
interested in his quince jam. Nobody had demanded to see the doctor’s
note that explained my drug dependency either. And they hadn’t even
sprayed us before we got off the plane. After all we’d heard about the
ferocity of Australian customs, it seems a bit tame. I’m rather miffed:
where are all the colourful anecdotes I was going to use to flesh out my
GUFF report?

Secretly, this was the part of the journey that worried all of us the
most. We had less than two hours to disembark from one plane, pass
through all the immigration procedures, and catch another plane from a
different part of the airport. Would we find the right way? Would there be
any hold ups? What were the chances we’d arrive just in time to see our
next plane disappear into the dawn? We needn’t have worried, the whole
transfer goes remarkably smoothly, we are through immigration, baggage
claim and customs in less than half an hour, so we’re in plenty of time for
our onward flight to Adelaide. We even have time to stop for a coffee.
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This is reassuring. When I went to the bank to get some Australian money
I was handed a little stack of brightly coloured paper with clear plastic bits
inset into it. Now, I’ll be honest, I still have lingering doubts that, due to
some appalling clerical error, I was given notes from a peculiar Australian
version of Monopoly. But no, a café latte and an orange juice comes to
A$5.60 and the woman happily takes my Monopoly money and gives me
real genuine coins in exchange. Then we’re free to sit down, relax, and
marvel that an airport café is actually open at six in the morning.

While we marvel at the universality of airport announcements – “Mr
so-and-so, please go at once to gate 11 where your flight and your fellow
passengers are ready to depart” – we exchange horror stories about the
flight. Mark told us about a young woman who was sitting just across the
aisle and a row or two behind him on the flight to Singapore, and who
spent the night alternately throwing herself upon, then fending off an older
man she was sitting beside and apparently hadn’t met before the flight.
Every so often she would get up to adjust her clothing. The next night, on
the flight from Singapore to Melbourne, Mark was kept awake once more
by a different woman sitting across the aisle from him who talked non-stop
in a penetrating Liverpudlian accent, mostly complaining about the antics
of a woman the night before though occasionally spicing up the
monologue by discussing her separation from her husband and also her
daughter, Maureen. Dave, meanwhile, had been sitting beside a gnome of
a man who seemed to be escorting a vast extended family to Australia and
clearly felt the only way to do this was to patrol the entire length of the
plane every 5 minutes.

Onto another plane and I’ve realised that the thing I really don’t like
in all this flying business is taking off. Maureen loves it, can’t get enough
of it, sits there with her nose glued to the window and a big grin plastered
across her face, then she starts to get guilty because she’s not supposed to
enjoy it as much as she does. Me, I sit back in my seat, grip something
hard, close my eyes, and wonder when it’s all over. And I’m undergoing
my third take off in less than two days. The one in London was
accompanied by a pervasive and very worrying stench of kerosene, this
one is accompanied by a banshee screeching like a coven of demented
sirens. I am not reassured. And for the first time this trip Maureen has a
window seat. She turns to me and with incredible satisfaction pronounces:
“I have ground!”

There is more food, of course, and I actually manage to read a little,
and all the while Maureen is joined in unholy union with the window. “Oh
look,” she exclaims every so often, pointing out sea and river and
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mountain and plain and habitation and green and brown and all sorts of
shades in between. Only a short flight, thankfully, less than an hour indeed
and then we’re descending and I’m trying to see something, anything, over
Maureen’s shoulder. This is Australia, I’m trying to get a picture of the
place. But the view from the air really gives you no clue about the real
place. And we land, join the chaos of disembarkation. My case is,
naturally, the last thing on the baggage carousel, so Claire and Dave and
Mark are already there when we emerge from baggage reclaim, and there
are three people with them. John Foyster we’ve met before, and we’re
introduced to Damien Warman and Juliette Woods.

Australia begins to seem real.

GUFFaw #3, November 1999
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The Coriolis Effect 2
Kangaroo Kincaid

Paul Kincaid

John Foyster is big and shaggy and dishevelled and in constant motion. He
barely has time to say “Hello. Welcome to Australia,” before he’s off,
marching determinedly across the arrivals lounge with a bemused Dave
Langford trailing in his wake. We turn to examine Damien Warman and
Juliette Woods, and I suspect one of us is on the point of saying something
to the other when John hoves into sight once more. “No luck!” he
proclaims, then mutters something abusive but otherwise
incomprehensible about the Australian telephone system. Dave puffs up
behind him and manages to explain that he wanted to phone Hazel to let
her know he’d arrived safely and so he was looking for a phone that took
credit cards. “Ah ha!” John declares at this point – honestly, if you were
going to feature him in a film he would have to be played by someone
larger than life like Robert Newton – and heads off boldly in another
direction. Dave winces slightly and follows more slowly.

We consider Damien and Juliette once more. “Hello,” one of us says
to the other. “Hello,” the other says back. They seem somehow
insubstantial in comparison, but I suppose it’s a relief to know that not
every Australian is like John. Damien has the look of a startled rabbit
about him, but that’s only to be expected. In the run-up to this trip he came
up with the wonderful idea of holding a Relaxacon in Adelaide for the
foreign visitors to the Worldcon. Then he found he had to organise the
thing. Now he is contemplating the actual, honest-to-god Brits he’s
supposed to entertain. It must be a shock to the system.

John returns. Still no luck. When he finally catches up, Dave shrugs.
“Oh well....”

All of a sudden we realise we’re standing around an airport with
mountains of baggage spilling around our feet, and it’s time to move on.
Smoothly, we split into two groups. Damien and Juliette will be taking
Claire Brialey and Mark Plummer to their hotel, while John escorts Dave
and Maureen and I home. We lumber our bags outside and find a taxi. We
were spoiled by our visit to America, clearly not all foreign cars are that
big. One thing is obvious, our excess of luggage is not going to fit into this
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minuscule saloon, not and allow room for the four of us plus the driver.
The driver is unfazed, he produces as if by magic a tangled web of bungee
straps, crams the bags into the boot with supreme insouciance, then swiftly
weaves the straps so that somehow they manage to hold the bags in place
and keep the lid of the boot almost closed. As Dave and Maureen and I
squeeze into the back seat I wonder if he has more bungee straps to keep
us in place.

John climbs into the front and proceeds to give detailed directions.
Thereupon the driver gets out the Adelaide equivalent of the A-Z. It turns
out that this is standard operating procedure for every Australian taxi
driver we are to encounter, but right now it is a little disturbing. At length
he starts the engine, and as he drives away John leans back, spreads an arm
expansively across the back of the seat, and proceeds to regale us with his
patented tourist spiel. I think I learn more about what is wrong with
Australia, how Adelaide is falling to bits in comparison to the rest of South
Australia, how South Australia is falling to bits in comparison to the rest of
Australia, in the half-hour or so of that taxi journey than in all of what
remains of my GUFF trip. Meanwhile, through slightly bleary eyes, I stare
out of the window and try to get some impression of this place I’ve come
to. Not so many minutes ago we had been in a plane turning around the
city, peering down on a grid of streets that seemed to have been tucked
into every nook and cranny between a ring of brown hills. It looks like
America, had been our first thought. Now, on the ground, it’s not so clear
cut. There are features that look almost like America, but not quite;
features that look almost like Europe, but not quite. It’s this “not quite”
that is disconcerting. I’m tired, I’m not taking it all in. What was John
saying about the concrete telephone posts with the iron frames? Something
to do with the way drivers kept smashing into them? And there – an airily
imprecise wave of the arm – was the synagogue they found for Janice Gelb
while she was staying with them. Looks more like a rather dubious bar to
me, or am I looking in the wrong direction?

At last we are turning into a side street, then another, then we’re
pulling up beside a tangled, unkempt hedge that bears a curious
resemblance to John’s beard. And there is Yvonne, with an incredibly big,
wide grin. And the bungee straps have miraculously worked. And our bags
are now somehow on the pavement. And we’re manoeuvring them across
the uneven stepping stones that are placed in the unfeasibly red earth. And
we’re inside. And the journey is over.

Now every private house in Australia is long and narrow and all on
one floor (except for Perry Middlemiss’s, which is longer and narrow and
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not all on one floor, but that comes later) but that doesn’t necessarily mean
they have a straightforward floor plan. Not a bit of it. I suspect the
architect of Yvonne and John’s house got his plans twisted at some point,
because the place seems to fold in ways that don’t quite make sense. Two
seconds after entering I think I am lost. Let’s see, the corridor goes straight
for a pace or two with the lounge on the left, then it turns sharp right and
runs into a dead end except that’s where our rooms are – Yvonne has
pinned labels on the doors, “Auld Lang Fund” on one, “GUFF and TAFF”
on the other – only before you actually gets to the dead end it shoots off at
another right angle, and down there’s the bathroom and the kitchen, and
through the kitchen you come back to the lounge, but somehow there’s
another couple of rooms tucked away in there. Well, there’ll be time to get
it all sorted out later, I confidently predict, and we trundle our bags into
“GUFF and TAFF” and contemplate unpacking. We decide against it.
Instead we make our way – more by luck than good judgement – to the
kitchen, where Dave hands over the fruits of his smuggling operation, and
Yvonne prepares tea. Endless cups of tea, which at last have the effect of
restoring some semblance of humanity.

At which point I decide it’s time to fall over. Maureen has her own
theories about jet-lag which basically consist of ignoring it. It’s all in the
mind, she’ll declare; behave as if your body’s always existed in this time
zone, and the jet-lag just won’t happen. I can see the intellectual attraction
of this stance, but I have yet to convince the rest of me. I put down a half-
finished cup of tea and announce that I can’t stay awake any longer.
Somehow I do, but only long enough to get back to the room.

A moment later, Maureen wakes me. Do I want to come out for
lunch?

By brute force I manage to open my eyes while I try to make sense of
this question. I have been asleep, it appears, for a couple of hours – but it’s
still only morning. Damned tricky things, these time zones. Now someone
has suggested going out for lunch. Intellectually, this seems like a good
idea, so I nod. I still haven’t quite managed to get my eyes open, but I’m
sure that will come in due course.

I have a shower, or rather, I attempt a shower. I am blasted fully
awake by a jet of ice-cold water before I work out how to get warm water
(turn the controls, stupid!), but at least it has served its purpose. At some
point I remember to check the water going down the plughole, but I don’t
honestly notice any difference. I’m awake now, at least, and changing into
clean clothes after all that time on the plane makes me feel better. I join
Maureen, Yvonne and John in the kitchen where I discover that by staying
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awake Maureen has managed to get completely up to date with every
imaginable scrap of Australian gossip, and since no-one is about to repeat
it all just for me, I’ll just have to try to pick it up as we go along. Dave,
meanwhile, has decided that he too must sleep (he did, after all, spend the
flight reading Peter Hamilton’s The Naked God, not the most lightweight
choice for a journey) so it’s just the four of us who set out.

There’s a line on the most recent album by New Zealand group The
Mutton Birds: “The trees are all tangled up, and they’re the wrong shade of
green”. Now, as we stand at the bus stop and look out across the parkland
that weaves away towards the city, we realise that the trees really are the
wrong shade of green. And the magpies are still black and white, but the
proportions of black to white are all wrong. Their size isn’t quite the same,
either. It is this, far more than water going the wrong way down the plug,
that really brings it home that we’re on the other side of the world.

Yvonne solemnly hands us our bus tickets. These come in handy little
paper wallets and have curious slogans or quotations printed on the back,
like a sort of travelling fortune cookie. Mine tells me: “Speech is the gift
of all, but the thought of few”, “Those who talk much, say nothing” and
“Responsibility walks hand in hand with capacity and power”; Maureen
gets: “Behind every good woman... is herself” and “Some people exist but
never really live”. We wonder what the Adelaide public transport system is
trying to tell us. The bus route seems to skirt the edge of Adelaide, so we
don’t actually get to see the city, but we become yet more aware of
differences. The propensity for brush fences, for instance, which look
impressive and rural until you notice how many of them are sagging,
revealing the concrete behind. At the same time, the fact that everything is
on the one level, including shops and manufactories, gives the streets a
vaguely American air, as if we are caught midway between two cultures.

At our stop I wake Maureen, who has fallen asleep on my shoulder.
We are in the heart of what was once, probably, a little township in its own
right before it was swallowed by the city: a busy main road with a mixture
of domestic and commercial streets leading off it. John, typically, ignores
the traffic and walks straight across the road. We realise he has spotted a
little rack of books outside one of the shops and is even now examining
them while Maureen and I, a bit more nervous, dither interminably on the
wrong side of the road. When we finally make it across, John has
dismissed the books and we start down one of the side streets. A zig-zag
route brings us to a bijou little shopping mall full of clothing boutiques,
up-market food shops and a café that advertises “doorstops”. These turn
out to be open sandwiches in which a variety of fillings are piled upon
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slices of bread at least one inch thick. Is this a typical introduction to
Australian culture – or even an introduction to typical Australian culture?
Who knows, but it certainly sets us up for the next item on the agenda: the
inevitable secondhand bookshop.

This, we are told, is one of John and Yvonne’s favourite places, and I
can understand why. It is a long room with shelves running floor to ceiling
down either side, and a clutter of free-standing shelves and tables along the
middle of the room all piled with books. The visit goes as all such visits
invariably do, lots of exclamations and “You must read this” and “Christ,
is this a Thomas McMahon novel we’ve never heard of? Oh, damn, no, it’s
just a retitling of his first book” and “Hey, look what they’ve got” and
“What have you found?” and “You’re not getting all those, are you?” and
“How exactly are we supposed to get this lot home?” and we probably
miss loads of bargains, but that’s the way of things and the bulging bag
with which we emerge from the shop is eminently satisfactory. Then it’s
back on the bus, and Maureen falls asleep again, and back at John and
Yvonne’s we give in to the inevitable and snooze away the afternoon.

That evening we get into the centre of Adelaide, though it’s hard to
get our bearings after dark and the thing we really notice is how empty the
city feels. John forges ahead as usual, Dave and Maureen and I struggle to
keep up and trust that either John or Yvonne or both of them actually
knows where we’re going. This turns out to be slightly over-confident,
they have a rough idea where the restaurant is, but no more. And since we
seem to be passing roughly half the world’s entire collection of restaurants,
some of which appear to be offering cuisines I’ve never even heard of, it’s
not surprising that it’s hard to remember the precise location of just one of
them. I’m starting to get hungry, and having slept so much I’m a little
fuzzy about exactly what is supposed to be happening, so I’m gazing in at
warmly lit windows and tempting menus and wondering why we can’t just
stop here, or here, or here, when Yvonne says, “There it is,” as if she’s
known all along. We pass under a sign proclaiming “Volga”, up some
stairs, and into a large dark room that seems at first to be entirely deserted.
Then, clustering forlornly at one end of a long table in the middle of the
room, we spot Mark, Claire, and Eileen Costello, who would appear to be
staying in the same guest house as them. The waiters greet John like a
long-lost friend and we settle down to the serious business of drooling over
the menu. Damien and Juliette turn up fashionably late, and to judge from
the comments and Damien’s sheepish grin I gather that his time-keeping is
legendary. A little later still, former GUFF winner Roman Orszanski
arrives; small, sharp-featured with a manic grin that rarely seems to fade. I
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keep feeling that I should know him, but rack my memory as I might I
can’t recall ever running into him on his GUFF trip.

The Volga is a Russian restaurant, which is a first for me, and I
wouldn’t attempt to name, spell or pronounce any of the dishes we
sampled that night. I remember spicy kebab-thingies, and lovely pastry
whatsits, and a delicious pancake dessert, oh and rather a lot of excellent
Australian wine and such good conversation. I laugh a lot and drink a
silent toast of welcome to Australia, and at some point we start talking
about tomorrow’s visit to the botanical gardens. “It’s easy to find your way
around Adelaide,” Damien explains without the trace of a smile.
“Everything’s in a big square bounded by four streets: North Terrace, East
Terrace, South Terrace... and King William Street.” By this time of the
evening, even this peculiarity of Adelaide’s geography is hilarious.

Maureen falls asleep on the bus back home.
I again fail to spot the water going the wrong way down the plughole,

but at least this time I get the temperature of my shower right.
In the kitchen, John is splendidly accoutred in an apron and wielding

a particularly vicious-looking frying pan. “I can do you an egg with crisp
white flecked with black bits and a raw yolk.” “Can I have a leathery yolk
with uncooked white,” I specify. John obliges. I master the kettle and the
toaster, and there is an orange fresh from the tree in their garden. This is
supposed to be winter, I have to remind myself, looking out at the
cloudless blue sky. Hmm, I suppose I could force myself to get used to this
life, if I had to.

John has to stay home today, but Yvonne comes with us to the
botanical gardens. This time we travel by the O-bahn, an odd hybrid which
uses the streets just like any other bus in the city centre, but out here
travels at high speed along narrow concrete strips like rails. The city centre
is a very different experience from last night, brighter, brasher, busier.
There is excitement when we encounter the light-controlled pedestrian
crossings for the first time. With the light on red there is a slow, patient,
“bop... bop... bop...”, but as the light changes it becomes frenetic:
“Weeeahhh,” it cries, then, “dakadakadaka”, like Noel Collyer imitating a
warplane on a strafing run. But you are barely half way across the
carriageway when the spitfire climbs away into the sun and you get that
worrying “bop... bop... bop...” Adelaide’s pedestrian crossings, it seems,
are not designed for pedestrians.

The approach to the gardens along North Terrace takes us past a
succession of impressive stately buildings, the Royal Society of Arts,
Library, Museum, Art Gallery, University – “Damien’s stamping ground,”
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Yvonne informs us – and hospital. Just as we arrive at the black, wrought
iron gates of the gardens we see Claire, Eileen and Mark coming from
across the road. Damien is supposed to meet us here. We mill around
telling each other all the things that have happened since we saw each
other last night. That doesn’t take long. We admire the hotel across the
road, one of those archetypally Australian buildings with a roofed terrace
running around the first floor, decorated with elaborately curved iron
railings and posts. Still no sign of Damien. Yvonne takes our photograph,
then, for good measure, takes it again. The entrance to the botanical
gardens is at the point where North Terrace turns into Botanic Road, with
East Terrace directly opposite. We take turns gazing off in each of the
three possible directions in the hope that we might thus conjure Damien
into existence. Still no sign. At length, Dave waves his hands in the air and
lo a pad of post-it notes appears from nowhere. “Damien,” he writes,
“driven mad by boredom from waiting we have wandered away into the
gardens. Your mission, should you choose to accept it, is to seek us out
one by one.” Somehow we manage to get the post-it note to stick to the
plaque that gives the garden opening times, then we enter. For a short
distance the path leads straight between lush, high, sub-tropical trees, then
it reaches a little circle where three roads come together. At this point
Damien puffs up one of the other roads. We wonder, briefly, who is going
to find Dave’s note, and Damien hares off towards the main gate to
retrieve his Dave Langford original.

This is winter. Remember that as we sling jackets over shoulders and
wander among lush sub-tropical plants, though perhaps the planting is
somewhat sparser than it might otherwise be. It’s still pretty impressive –
and then we come to the conservatory. This proudly claims to be the
“largest and most spectacular glasshouse in the southern hemisphere”,
which seems to undersell it rather. From the outside it is an immense glass
fan, but like the Tardis it is bigger on the inside with a raised boardwalk
swooping in elegant curves through steamy air and deep green leaves the
size of houses. The place is still quite new, but already vines as thick as
my wrist have curled themselves inextricably around the supports of the
boardwalk. There is a constant noise of squawks and chirps and mysterious
rustlings, though only rarely do you catch a glimpse of one of the birds
living here, usually as it flutters high into the spine of the fan. There’s a
tropical pool, and vividly coloured flowers, and a sense of being closed in
by the foliage even when up on the boardwalk and above most of it. We
keep disappearing along the different walkways then coming together
unexpectedly, like explorers happening upon each other in limitless
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jungles – “Dr Livingstone, I presume?” – and we spend a lot longer in
there than I think any of us expected. The next part of the garden reminds
us that it really is winter, beds of turned earth and plants cut hard back to
their woody spines, but suddenly there is a harsh cry and something
brightly-coloured flickers above my head. It takes me a moment to realise
it was a parrot. It takes me another moment to realise that I’m seeing a
parrot in the wild. It takes yet another moment for it to sink in that this is
really very strange. Then I look up and see that the trees are full of vividly
coloured green and yellow birds all squawking away happily to
themselves. We’re not in Kansas any more, Toto.

Yvonne suggests that we have lunch just along the street at the Art
Gallery. Claire, who has clearly spent far too long at the Department of the
Environment, has obviously decided that the hole in the ozone layer has
settled directly overhead as a deliberate and malicious attack upon her
personally. She clings to every scrap of shade, like a soldier scurrying
from shelter to shelter under enemy fire, and looks askance when I insist
on walking out in the open and enjoying the light and warmth. I think she
is secretly disappointed when I do not suffer any immediate and obvious
sign of heaven’s displeasure. The gallery is light and airy and I think we’re
all a little sorry that we don’t have time to explore it, but head down into
its bowels to discover the café. This turns out to be a sterile little domain
of glass and metal with a would-be impressive menu, though my sugar
steamed chicken with herbs and mango turns out to consist mostly of
carrot.

We scour the gallery’s shop for a while, then it’s into a taxi. Cleland
Wildlife Park is in the hills to the south-east of Adelaide, on the slopes of
Mount Lofty. This is to be our introduction to the delights of Australia’s
native wildlife, and it couldn’t have been better chosen. The park is
dedicated to allowing the visitor to touch and feed the animals – Dave
buys a large bag of kangaroo food at the entrance. Just inside the entrance
is a pen labelled “wombats”, but there are none to be seen so the first thing
we do is queue up to take each other’s photographs stroking a koala – “it’s
like stroking a deep pile carpet,” Claire says, which is about the best
description I know – which stoically chews on its eucalyptus leaves and
turns its head away from the camera. After that, we seem to miss the
goannas and the dingoes, but as we arrive at the lake a black swan finds us.
“Thus I refute Aristotle!” I proclaim as I take a photograph of it examining
Dave’s shoes, then I have to spend ages explaining that when I studied
philosophy the classic example of an Aristotelian syllogism always began:
“all swans are white”. The 18th century discovery of Australia and its
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weird animals certainly threw a spanner into the workings of traditional
philosophy.

Then we meet the kangaroos. Since Dave is the one with the
kangaroo food, he is the first one dispatched to make friends. He doesn’t
seem too pleased at the prospect: holding a small palmful of kangaroo food
as far away from the rest of him as it is possible to get, he edges warily
across the grass. The big grey kangaroo sunning itself watches the
approach without any great show of interest. When Dave gets close
enough it deigns to lift its muzzle to Dave’s palm, without otherwise
bestirring itself. Dave seems quite relieved to retreat. Maureen is sent next,
though if anything she is even more reluctant than Dave. “Kangaroos can
kick,” she protests, though the ones stretched out on the grass seem too
indolent to even blink. Her approach is remarkable for its circuitousness
and its hesitation, though she does eventually get to where she can just
about reach out her arm to an outstretched kangaroo, which slowly turns to
look at her, look at the food in her hand, then goes back to its sunbathing.
It’s my turn next. I walk straight up to the kangaroo so it can watch me all
the way, which seems like the most sensible option to me. The kangaroo
half rises so it can nibble at the food in my hand, its soft lips brushing
against my palm is a wonderful sensation. But it doesn’t eat much. One
particularly large grey heaves itself to its feet and hops slowly away to
avoid being fed any more. It’s already late afternoon, the shadows are long
across the field, and we reckon a day’s worth of visitors have already fed
them more than enough and they can’t face another morsel.

Our rather haphazard route now takes us back to visit a small aviary
of exotic (and often invisible) birds, peer through a fence at emus, and spot
some other kangaroos, then someone says there are Tasmanian devils in a
small pen on a low rise. By now my bad knee is getting tired and I can’t
move so readily over uneven ground, and by the time I lean over the stone
wall there’s nothing to be seen. Everyone else, of course, swears they’ve
seen one. We’re starting to get tired by now, but on a whim decide to
follow one last trail. This turns out to lead into one of the less visited
corners of the park, because all of a sudden we are mugged by Kangaroo
Island kangaroos. I seem to be the focus of their attention, one terminally
cute little creature hooking both its paws over my hand to pull it down to a
level where it can more comfortably dine on what I hold. When it has
finished what I have to offer, I grab another handful and it does the same
trick over again. Mark takes to calling me “Kangaroo Kincaid”.

Back at the entrance, the wombats have emerged. I have a picture of
Mark not quite daring to push his fingers through the wire where one of
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the little tanks on legs is nuzzling. Somehow, “Wombat Plummer” doesn’t
seem to have the same ring to it; besides, I have it on good authority that
wombats are no longer deemed funny animals.

Yvonne calls for a ten-seater taxi, and we disport ourselves
gracelessly over a mound of stones in the woodland just outside the
entrance to the park. It is still light, but the afternoon is wearing on and it
is starting to get chilly. After a while a similarly large group of German
tourists appears, and from their conversation we realise they are also
waiting for a ten-seater taxi. It seems a long time before the taxi does
appear, chugging slowly up the steep mountain roads. We climb aboard
and set off for a spectacular late afternoon drive along narrow roads
through dark mountain forests. Talking to the driver, we discover there is
only this one ten-seater taxi, so it seems the Germans we left behind are
going to have a very long wait indeed.

Our final destination for the day is Warrawong Sanctuary, which
occupies another exposed mountain slope in what are euphemistically
called the Adelaide Hills. This is one of a number of sanctuaries operated
by an outfit called the Earth Sanctuaries Project which has a way of
financing their work that instinctively feels wrong – as if it were a
commercial venture, including stock market flotation – but which
nevertheless seems to be working. They are devoted to preserving native
Australian wildlife, and use methods that have been controversial,
including a complex of fencing that completely encloses the project not to
keep any animals in but to keep non-native species out. They have pursued
this policy so vigorously that one of the proud displays on the wall of their
visitors centre is an animal skin which turns out to be a domestic cat shot
by the founder when it tried to get into Warrawong. Such activities,
coupled with doubts about their funding methods, left me with doubts
about the whole Earth Sanctuaries venture which resurfaced some time
after our return from Australia when we saw a television documentary
about them. Yet at the time, there on the ground, when you see all they are
trying to do and, more to the point, all they are achieving, it is easy to be
won over to the positive side of what they are doing. Certainly, having
been there, I recognise that I am far more pro the Project than I might have
been had I only heard about it.

For now, we are here for a sunset tour followed by dinner, so we have
a little while to wait until the sun actually goes down. Time to contemplate
the skin of the cat, wander round the wood-panelled restaurant-cum-
visitors centre (I assume that this highly polished yellowish wood that
forms the floor and walls is a native, but it looks like pine to me), and
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enjoy the menu. If the actual food is only half as good as the thoughts this
menu inspires, dinner is going to be delicious. As shadows gather into the
short Australian dusk we drift out onto the deck. The restaurant is built at
the highest point of the sanctuary, and from the deck there are stupendous
views across woodlands to the misty lines of hills beyond. Here I start to
realise I have made a great mistake. It is already cold and going to get
colder, and the light jacket I’m wearing is doing nothing to keep me warm.
Somewhere back in Adelaide there is a jumper that would have been
nothing but an inconvenience during the day, but right now I need it. All
right, I know, we came out from the British summer into the Australian
winter, so what did we expect? But this is the most May-like winter I’ve
ever known, and anyway our luggage was already so overstuffed that I
didn’t have room for anything heavier. None of which alters the fact that I
am cold. No, let me get this right, I am freezing, I can feel every last bit of
warmth being leeched out of me. I pull my jacket as close around me as it
will go, I thrust my hands deep into my pockets, I hunch my shoulders,
and it makes not one scrap of difference.

At least the tour distracts me from how Arctic it has become. We
begin just below the deck in the last remaining shreds of light as our guide
feeds the kangaroos. I see Mark and Claire looking at me strangely at this
point, but I stoutly resist the temptation to go and help the guide, stroke the
kangaroos, and find out how easy it would be to slip one into the pocket of
my jacket. On second thoughts, a kangaroo stuffed under my shirt might
help keep me warm. But no, I don’t give in, and moments later we are
heading down to the lake. By now the last of the light has fled the day, and
as we stand around the water in pitch black we wonder how much colder it
could possibly get. We’re here quite some time as the guide plays his
powerful flashlight across the dark and secretive waters, all the while
insisting there is a platypus in there somewhere and we’ll probably see it.
Eventually, a dark square shape moves across the dark water, and he
insists that is it. Claire suggests that we should get Dave to leave a note for
it: “Driven mad by cold we have wandered away into the grounds. Your
mission, should you choose to accept it...” And we do wander away into
the grounds, where the rest of the tour is much more successful. The onset
of dark is when most of Australia’s small and improbably named creatures
emerge, and as we roam up slope and down, in and out of the woodland,
the guide’s darting light will suddenly arrest whole secretive clusters of
possum and potoroo, bandicoot and bettong and bilbee. Each group seems
larger than the last, and as the light hits them they freeze for a moment
then realise it is only another bunch of tourists and go on with what they
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are doing. They are astonishing creatures, like kangaroos that have been
abruptly shrunk to the size of rats or rabbits or squirrels. At last our
convoluted route debouches us back at the restaurant, and we hurry inside
to defrost and have dinner.

There’s a big open fire, and a long table where a bunch of other
Adelaide fans whose names I never do catch have appeared, and the food
is every bit as good as the menu promised, and the wine is even better, and
the evening draws to its lingering end in a wonderfully convivial glow. My
own choice of main course is something fairly conventional like lamb, but
Maureen has been daring and has chosen kangaroo. I have a chance to try
some and it is delicious, a rich and gamey meat rather like venison. I
ponder for a moment the ethics of eating the animals I’d so enjoyed
meeting and feeding during the course of the day. Then I have another
bite.

Later, much later, we pile into a taxi which negotiates the dark
precipitous roads back down to the city, while Maureen lays her head on
my shoulder and falls asleep.

GUFFaw #4, May 2000
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The Coriolis Effect 3
Our Cellar Days

Paul Kincaid

The bus picks us up at 9:20 in the morning. It’s a real, honest-to-goodness
coach, all comfy seats and big windows, not what I was expecting. Not
that I doubt Damien’s organisational abilities, you understand; it’s just that
somehow I was anticipating the sort of mini-van where everyone has to get
rather too intimate in order to squeeze onto the plastic benches. This seems
rather luxurious for your average fannish outing.

Yvonne, Dave, Maureen and I clamber aboard. Contemplating the
rows of plush seats receding into the middle distance I wonder aloud:
“Gosh, how many people are coming on this trip?” No one seems quite
sure of the answer. We start a circular tour of the outskirts of Adelaide,
following so confusing a route that I’ll swear we double back on ourselves
at least twice. Along the way we pick up Damien and Juliette, looking
slightly bemused by the huge bus that has drawn up outside their home;
then Roman, clutching a bag of bagels which he immediately starts to
share with the rest of us; then Medge and Bean. Medge is tall and thin,
with an explosion of black hair and a quizzical, beatific expression; Bean
is tall and thin, with an explosion of red hair and a quizzical, beatific
expression. In time I learn that this leather-clad pair have ordinary,
everyday names as well, but these seem to have been discarded somewhere
along the way. By now everyone is munching away and murmuring hellos
and how are yous and odd inconsequential remarks around mouthfuls of
bagel. A final stop, about as close to the centre of Adelaide as we’ve
managed to get without actually giving away a coherent picture of the
layout of the city, allows on board Mark and Claire and Eileen, and we
head for the hills.

We pull into a gravel car park, troop off the bus and into a modern
wooden building something in the style of a barn. There is a counter on the
longest side and large picture windows overlooking beautiful green
country at one end, with dotted here and there in the rest of the room a
décor of low tables and barrels and bottles. And on the counter, in ranks
like an army awaiting the onslaught, there are more bottles. Here, in this
first winery, we’re nervous, not exactly sure of the routine. There are
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sheets of paper gathered in piles and dispensers everywhere which
describe the dozen or so wines made here, and we foreigners anxiously
grab these and scan them urgently while, out of the corner of the eye, we
watch blasé Australians lean on the counter and point to bottles. At last,
gathering our nerves, we try the same. The Cabernet sounds nice. Oh you
must try this white. The Grenache is a little thin on the tongue, don’t you
think? Are we starting to get a little too confident now? I think I sampled
maybe four wines at that first stop, remembering to take sips of water in
between. At last one or two people bought one or two bottles, and we
trooped back out to the coach.

And so it went. Three wineries during the morning, four more after
lunch, and though we remain oddly undrunk throughout the experience
they quickly blur. One is set amid lush, carefully tended gardens. (I think
this was the one which offered a botrytis wine, which thrilled Maureen but
which sounds and tastes too much like a disease for me.) Another seemed
to consist of an old trestle set up in a shabby garage, with a huge floppy
dog filling up most of the available floor space. (This one, I believe, had a
small but exceptionally good selection but it was already late and we
didn’t buy anything – Roman, however, marked the place down for further
exploration.) One, the penultimate stop at the end of the day, was a shop
and as blandly antiseptic and uninspiring as that might suggest. In contrast,
our very last visit was to a massive old farm with windmills creaking in
their high, rickety wooden towers, and a huge barn crowded to the ceiling
with immense barrels that seemed older than the entire history of wine
making in Australia, and a tasting room that was all highly polished tables
and hushed atmosphere. Here the driver, estimable man, suddenly
produced tea and home-made chocolates, and we spent most of our time
kicking around on the manicured lawns outside as the long shadows of
evening formed intricate webs across the grass, and Maureen romped
through beds of nasturtiums. These are snapshots, not following any
particular chronology, but the pattern was the same: off the bus, into the
“Cellar Door”. I muse aloud about calling this chapter: “Our Cellar Doors
When We Were Young”. Nobody seems very struck by this cleverness.
And in between the bus scoots up and down narrow country lanes that
clearly were not designed for the purpose. They often seem to be the same
country lanes: two or three times we pass a sign announcing PERRY’S
FRUIT AND NUT NURSERY, and someone inevitably announces that
this must be a training school for Worldcon organisers.

Around midday we pull in under the trees in what is a determinedly
rural setting. It is dark and shady here, the ground littered by scrubby
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bushes, dead leaves, broken twigs and branches. Naturally this is where
Roman decides to expound upon the delights of Australian wildlife,
particularly the oft-noted fact that the country is home to seven of the ten
deadliest snakes in the world. I look around at what seems a perfect spot
for snakes to take their ease. Then Yvonne describes the propensity of
Australian gum trees to shed their branches at will. Beset from above and
below, I am secretly rather relieved to head up the steps and into what is
actually a rather posh cellar door. It was a place of dark wood, glass
display cases along the wall, glass-topped counter, discreet lighting, fine
wines and high prices. It was also the place where – I discover after we
tumble out of the cellar door, back down the first flight of steps and then
up another flight – we are to have lunch. It’s a large, echoing, glass-walled
room, and we arrange ourselves around a long table. As we eat, our
Australian hosts fill us in on the minutiae of Australian fandom, which
seems to consist of the fact that everything is Marc Ortlieb’s fault. Unless
it’s Carey Handfield’s fault. But then, Carey will always say that it was
Marc who made him do it. With all the good conversation I don’t really
remember what we ate, though there is the odd moment when tea seems to
come in coffee pots, until Roman disappears to sort things out. And I
distinctly recall enjoying the dessert. It turns out that lunch is included in
the tour, but dessert is extra, so I pull from my wallet a couple of the toy
notes that pass for money in Australia to cover mine. There is a dismayed
wail from Maureen, and I hurriedly pull out another note to pay for her’s
as well, while she loudly complains to everyone how I keep her in poverty.
“It’s all Marc Ortlieb’s fault,” I declare, and am immediately welcomed as
a fully fledged member of Australian fandom.

And from here we head for the Hugo Winery, which elicits more cries
of glee than the bus driver can quite get his head around. We pause for the
inevitable photo call: our Hugo nominees, Maureen and Dave, looking
distinctly sheepish in front of the big sign at the entrance. Perhaps not
surprisingly, Hugo does good business with us, though it is worth it, the
wine is very good. This is a modern, spacious, airy building set in a vast
expanse of open land, and there is a cool porch that runs around the
building and which, in the heat of what is still a winter afternoon, is a
place we all end up gravitating.

“Look,” Claire exclaims suddenly, “tortoises.” She pauses for a
moment, gives the matter a little further thought, then adds: “On stilts!”

We are all eager to see this phenomenon, and peer in the direction she
is pointing to watch a troop of camels saunter ponderously across the brow
of a distant hill.
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Briefly we ponder the idea of taking a winery tour by camel, but all
that swaying doesn’t really seem conducive to enjoying the wine. Then
Roman announces that he often tours the wineries by bike. I consider the
rough and hilly roads we have been travelling up and down all day and
decide he is welcome to it. Then I consider having a choice of wineries
within bicycle reach, and decide I am envious after all.

And through it all we remain resolutely and surprisingly sober.
It’s about now that Damien casually mentions that we are going to be

calling at a shop devoted to almonds. “You’ll like this,” he says to me,
pointedly. I nod and smile, politely. I mean, I like almonds but they’re not
what you might call one of the passions of my life. I wonder if this is some
peculiarly Australian thing: almonds as an antipodean totem?

Not long after, Yvonne backs up this curious impression. “Oh we’re
going to the almond shop? Oh yes, you’ll like that.” What has given
Australian fandom this strange belief that I love almonds? Then things
start getting weirder. “It’s in an old railway carriage,” she adds, her voice
heavy with meaning.

“Er, yeah, great,” I say, my grin becoming fixed. Maybe everyone’s
getting drunk after all. Or we’ve fallen among lunatics?

Even Medge gets in on the act: “Hey, the old railway carriage. You’ll
like that.”

Why?
“We know how much you’re into trains,” Roman says, which is an

explanation, of sorts.
No I’m not.
“Yes you are,” Yvonne insists.
No I’m not.
“But that’s practically the first thing we heard about you after you’d

won GUFF.”
Most of the rest of the afternoon is spent trying to track down the

source of this wildly improbable rumour. I try blaming Marc Ortlieb, but it
seems the real source is Bruce Gillespie. I make a note to question him
about this when we meet, but somehow I never do get round to it. For now,
though, I am blessed with the image of being a trainspotter.

The almond shop, by the way, is a very nice break in the tour. The old
carriage, so high that we have to climb steep steps to get inside, is
interesting as an antique: flaking, green-painted wood and an attention to
elaborate detail you wouldn’t find in more modern trains. And the
selection of sugared, iced and chocolate-coated almonds is truly mind-
blowing (and very tasty).
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And, with plastic bags chinking, we climb aboard the coach one last
time and start along the winding roads down from the vine-clad hills back
into Adelaide. Maureen falls asleep on my shoulder.

This time most of us disembark at the quiet, suburban streetcorner
where Damien and Juliette live. There is a distinctly unsteady-looking
wooden fence, and I have a distinct memory of us making our way through
a break in the fence rather than any gate. Beyond is a scrubby garden and a
huge white house which is furnished in as Spartan and incongruous a
fashion as any student accommodation anywhere, but which is about ten
times bigger than any UK student could even dream about. Here, while
Damien scuttles hither and thither preparing food, we sit around on white-
sheeted chairs in a white painted room slowly decompressing from the
day’s touring and talking about anything that comes to mind. And our
minds must have been in a pretty sorry state given some of the things we
discussed, though I was rather pleased to use my new-found reputation to
interrupt a deep conversation about Teletubbies to beg, “Couldn’t we
please talk about trains?” At one point Mark unearths a pile of old SF
Commentaries, and as we start reading them in that period of quiet before
the first guests arrive I find myself entertaining the assembled company by
reading aloud Chris Priest’s thoughts on Spider Robinson.

This party is going to be our opportunity to meet all of Adelaide
fandom and also, so it is rumoured, the first Americans to arrive for the
Worldcon. This is a bunch who are whistlestopping around Australia on
one of those curiously American, if-this-is-Friday-it-must-be-the-
Southern-hemisphere tours, and they have reputedly just blown in to
Adelaide today. For now, though, the first people to trickle in are all
locals. I’m sitting and chatting with a guy named Jeff for a while when
suddenly he dashes out of the room and reappears moments later clutching
a copy of my chapbook, A Very British Genre, which he asks me to sign. I
am rather taken aback by this, not only because I hadn’t realised that any
copies of the booklet had made it this far, but also because the only signed
copies existing in the UK were ones I had insisted on signing much against
the better judgement of the poor saps who had bought the thing. I wasn’t
used to people actively seeking out my autograph, but it was a harbinger of
something we would find very attractive about Australian fandom when
we got to the Worldcon.

Feeling distinctly flattered, I float into the kitchen where the party is
now beginning in earnest and most people are clustering around the food
and drink. What follows is much like any other party; you cannot seriously
expect anyone who attends a party to be able to write accurately about it
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afterwards, can you? I remember at one point talking to a group of people
about what I do for a living, working for Reader’s Digest, and we realise
that the Reader’s Digest database is the perfect tool for world domination.
At which point someone chips in: “You, yes you, Mr X, have been
conquered. To claim your once in a lifetime offer of complete subjugation,
simply...” Another time, I mention Andrew Butler’s theory that the abrupt
silences that fall at parties tend to occur at twenty-to and twenty-past the
hour. This inevitably brings the conversation to a halt and we all
instinctively look up at the clock: it is ten-to. We laugh and start talking
about something else. When the next silence falls, we look up again: it is
ten-past. “Aha!” I proclaim, “it’s the coriolis effect.”

By this time the American invasion has occurred, which turns out to
consist of only one person, Perianne Lurie, since all the others on the tour
had been too tired to make it to the party. A pity as, we discover later, we
have a number of friends on the tour it would have been nice to meet up
with. But as it is, we’re beginning to run out of steam by now and we head
on back to Yvonne and John’s.

“Hang on,” Karen Pender-Gunn calls out to me, “I can’t let go of this
fishing line.”

There is silence at the other end of the telephone line, and I am left
staring at the receiver and trying not to imagine whatever fetishistic rituals
I might have interrupted. After a while she comes back on the line, slightly
breathless, and explains she is fixing up some of Ian’s pictures for the art
show. I pretend to believe her, and get through details of when we’re going
to arrive at the Worldcon and where we’re going to meet for me to pick up
some spending money as quickly as possible.

By the time I put the phone down the others are bustling around,
gathering up bags and coats and wandering from room to room in the usual
fruitless quest for what had probably not been forgotten in the first place. I
make sure of the essentials – camera, jacket, money, in that order – and we
head out. Already, this walk along the street is becoming familiar. This is
the furthest I’ve ever travelled, probably the furthest I could travel and still
stay on the same planet, and I expect it to seem strange for longer, but I’m
already becoming used to the different colour of trees and the flower-
choked gardens which don’t seem to be quite the flowers I’m used to
seeing. We cross the road, cut over a grassy bank, across a road bridge,
and then down a steep flight of steps to the O-bahn. No, I suppose I’m not
yet used to this peculiar arrangement of concrete rails, but the buses are
fast and regular and if you don’t sit too near the front you’re not going to
convince yourself that a careless lurch on the steering wheel is going to
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throw us off the little strips of roadway that seem far too narrow for any
bus at this speed.

I will not attempt to explain the two pink sheep we see wandering
through the centre of Adelaide, except that they seem to be connected in
some way with the truck drivers’ strike that is going on today, and nothing
at all to do with the party last night. Honest.

At the train station, where we meet up with Claire and Eileen and
Mark, I am surprised to learn that our bus ticket is also valid on the
suburban trains. I don’t know why, my season ticket is valid on trains,
tubes and buses in London, but here the arrangement seems extraordinary.
The rattling suburban trains at least seem like suburban trains anywhere in
the world, bare and with no great thought to comfort, and the succession of
little stations we pass through includes Croydon and West Croydon, which
delights Mark and Claire. Port Adelaide station is dark and dingy and
deserted, like one of those places you occasionally pass through on an
American elevated railway in the poorer and hence more threatening parts
of cities. And, just like that, we’re high above the street. We clatter down
seemingly endless flights of open ironwork stairs that leave us apparently
in the middle of nowhere. If this is Port Adelaide, where is the sea? We
cross the urban wasteland to a broad freeway that will, we guess, take us to
the town centre. It’s a long way, Port Adelaide station seems to have been
deliberately sited as far as humanly possible from any reason why anyone
might actually want to go to Port Adelaide. But gradually the secondhand
car dealerships and funeral parlours and low-rent churches that line the
street begin to give way to cheap cafés and occasional shops and even a
bar or two. I find myself being reminded, of all places, of Coney Island
without the funfair.

Eventually, near an unexpectedly busy crossroads, we stop at a blue-
walled fish restaurant that looks reassuringly like every fish restaurant in
every seaside town in the world. Which at least suggests the sea might be
out there somewhere. It’s a cavernous place with a long counter behind
which are round, steamed, jovial people clad in overalls that might once
have been white and speaking something that may once have been Greek.
We make our way through to the back and arrange ourselves along a long,
bare table where Roman soon joins us with his wife and child. The food,
when it arrives, comes in huge servings, and we’re just contemplating this
when Maureen grabs my arm and gesticulates towards the door. I look, but
there’s nothing to see. After a moment or two, a man in white passes in the
street outside. By now Maureen has managed to swallow enough of her
chip to splutter, “There. See. A Morris dancer.”
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“Yes, dear.”
But another man in white walks by, then two more, and even I am

beginning to doubt my reason. Then one of them comes into the restaurant,
or rather jingles into the restaurant. There are bells tied around his knees.
And brightly coloured ribbons criss-crossing his chest, and braided around
his hat. He’s a Morris dancer, unless Australian fashion has taken a
farcical turn in the last few hours.

By the time we finish lunch and wander a few yards further along the
street to where it opens out into a big waterfront square, the dancers are
already lining up, sticks at the ready. An accordion strikes up, and they
begin ritually beating hell out of each other.

“Morris dancing? In Australia?” I wonder aloud.
“You see,” Roman explains, “Morris dancing was introduced during

the dock strikes of the 1920s. It gave the strikers a legitimate reason to
carry cudgels past the police lines.” He keeps an admirably straight face
throughout.

By now the dance has changed for what Maureen informs me is a
Cotswold Morris, in which the dancers wave handkerchiefs at each other.
“And this,” I announce, “was introduced during the great linen workers
strike of the 1950s. It gave the strikers an excuse to carry handkerchiefs.”

Maureen has now completed her critical analysis of the dance – good
enough, if you allow for the fact that they’re not dressed in the same
tradition they’re dancing, and they’re on the wrong side of the world
anyway – and we head for the great indoor market that is the reason we’re
in Port Adelaide. This building looks big enough from the outside, but as
we go through the door I have to stop to try and take it all in. It is vast, a
huge hall too long and wide for me to be able to see the far side, so
jammed with stalls of every kind that finding your way around the narrow
alleyways probably requires some kind of satellite positioning system. And
there’s another floor on top of this. And a surprising proportion of the
stalls are selling secondhand books.

The party fragments within seconds. Occasionally lost souls would
bump up against each other briefly, coming from unexpected directions.
“Ho, have you seen...? Did you find...? Where’s...?” And then disappear
once more, swallowed up by some other unexpected alley. At one stall
Maureen and I discover an ancient crap horror novel by J. Michael
Straczynski, one of the Guests at the forthcoming convention. We briefly
contemplate buying it and getting him to sign the thing. Then we think
better of it.

Eventually, by some arcane mystery, the maze of alleyways leads us

123



to an exit and we stagger out, amazed to discover we’re not only in the
same town, but it’s still the same day. Dave and Yvonne have already
found a table at a little outdoor café and we join them. Maureen discovers
that the catering wagon is offering iced coffee, only to realise, when it is
presented to her, that in Australia “iced coffee” apparently refers to coffee-
flavoured milk shake. Over the next half hour or so, the market disgorges
the rest of our party, in ones and twos, all staggering slightly and looking
shell-shocked as they emerge.

At the other corner of the square we find a Coke Museum, stuffed
with more different versions of Coke bottles and Coke machines and Coke
advertising than I had ever imagined possible. The sad thing is that the
place is closing down, and we briefly discuss buying the place and
shipping it to Moshe Feder. But when we examine our loose change we
realise we don’t quite have enough, so we abandon the idea.

Around the corner there is a Maritime Museum which is primarily
devoted to the immigrant experience. Here, in a series of brilliant tableaux
and recreated rooms they give a superb picture of the experience of
incomers to Australia, from the earliest convicts in dim, cramped holds to
the menus offered to first class passengers on the liners of the 1950s. You
get to try out the narrow, hard, wooden shelf where convicts would have
slept, and search computer databases for your relatives. The whole place is
stunningly well put together, and we all happily lose ourselves in here for a
couple of hours as the afternoon draws on. When, eventually, we do
emerge we cross the road to sit outside at a little café and sip glasses of
chilled white wine, while gazing up at the deep blue of the cloudless sky
and realising that this is still, officially winter.

The walk to the station seems even longer than the walk from the
station that morning, though it is enlivened when we spot the Port
Adelaide Masonic Centre. I can only assume that this building was hiding
somewhere during the morning, and has just now leapt out with a “ta-dah”
as a final grace note to our day. After all, I cannot believe that we had
missed this great white monster, plastered with fake Egyptian columns and
festooned with gaudy hieroglyphs.

On the train back to the city, while Yvonne takes a photo of Claire
taking a photo of Croydon station, Roman suggests that we stop off for
gelato. I note that gelato, rather than ice cream, though I don’t comment on
it. He knows a place close to Adelaide station, but when we get there it is
closed and the owner is on his way out. When he sees us, however, he
immediately re-opens and ushers us in. It’s worth it. I think we would all
stay here a lot longer and eat a lot more gelato if we could. But from here
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Roman leads us on a twisting course through the heart of the city that
eventually fetches up at a crowded noodle restaurant where, miraculously,
amid all the crowds that are already starting to spill out onto the dark
streets, we find a table that can accommodate all nine of us. It is a fine
ending to a wonderful day.

GUFFaw #6, November 2001
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The Coriolis Effect 4
Alone Again Or

Paul Kincaid

This morning Dave leaves for Melbourne. He is heading off, along with
Mark and Claire, for a couple of days visiting Melbourne fandom before
the Worldcon starts. Maureen and I have planned our time in Melbourne
for after the convention. So now we have, as it feels, Adelaide to
ourselves. For the first time we’re really here, ready to experience
Australia for ourselves rather than filtered through the eyes of other Brits.
And yet.... We are curiously reluctant to get out there and take the city by
storm. Instead, Maureen spends the morning catching up with some
washing, while I attempt to get my notes into some sort of order. I fail.

It is already late morning when we finally head out for the bus. The
houses here feel different because they are all on one level – bungalows, as
we would call them at home – but bigger by far than any bungalow I have
ever seen. But I have still not quite worked out why the city centre – built-
up, concrete and glass, urban – also feels different. Then we come round a
wide corner on a broad street and at the end of the row is an old hotel with
wrought-iron balconies around two sides, and suddenly I know why
Australia feels different. Maybe this being alone in the city really is going
to work as a way of seeing the place.

Two minutes after getting off the bus, we run into Eileen.
To be honest, we don’t do much of anything today. We wander,

pretty aimlessly, through the city. There are rambling, cluttered
secondhand bookshops to visit, places that look and feel and smell like
rambling, cluttered secondhand bookshops anywhere in the world, and we
make no real discoveries (though in one Maureen pounces with glee upon
The Sirens Wake, a volume of idiosyncratic autobiography by Lord
Dunsany). We explore Adelaide’s meagre scattering of CD shops, but
without any success whatsoever. (I am seeking the first two albums by The
Mutton Birds, a New Zealand group though at the time I am labouring
under the misapprehension that they are Australian and that, therefore, I
should find these rare gems with ease. The fact that I don’t find them, that
I am looking in the wrong place and probably at the wrong time, doubtless
contributes to my considered opinion that Australian CD shops are crap.
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Though this could also owe something to the fact that I am seeing exactly
the same albums I’ve already seen in British shops.) Our greatest success
on this desultory shopping expedition turns out to be buying a box big
enough to ship home our ill-gotten gains, and a bunch of postcards.

By four o’clock we’re tired, footsore and hungry, and it slowly dawns
on us that we haven’t actually had lunch yet. We’re neither of us at our
best when we don’t eat regularly, we get crabby and irritable. We find
somewhere for a very belated lunch (a good meal, we ate well all the time
we were in Australia), but it was too late, I was starting to feel the weight
of GUFF upon my shoulders. Woe, thrice woe, I cried: in a couple of days
I’m supposed to represent British fandom at the Worldcon; am I up to it?
I’m supposed to be raising funds, pressing the flesh, being a shiny happy
star! I’m supposed to talk to people, for heaven’s sake. I don’t do small
talk: what the hell am I expected to say? Oh this was all a dreadful
mistake, I conclude at my miserablist best. I have distinct memories of
performing this self-pitying soliloquy as we walk through a perfect winter
antipodean evening, which means it is warm enough to carry a jacket slung
over my shoulder while the sky darkens to an enamelled blue and the trees
become weird shapes. Maureen lets me maunder on and says the same
thing happens to all fan fund delegates at some point. It will pass. And it
does. By the time we identify our bus stop in the darkness, and wait there
with our box and our postcards and our divers purchases, I’m feeling
pretty well okay again. But the approaching Worldcon does still loom on
the horizon like a gathering storm. I don’t really like Worldcons, too big,
too frantic, too crowded; but it’s the reason I’m here and that’s where I’m
supposed to shine. The bus arrives. We climb aboard feeling like we’ve
wasted the day.

Which is why, when we get back to John and Yvonne’s, we opt for a
quiet evening in, and end up spending the night watching television. It
starts with an old black and white sketch staring Freddie Frinton that I
remember seeing back in the 1960s. Frinton specialised in playing comic
drunks, and in this sketch, “Dinner for One”, he plays the butler of a gaga
old lady who attempts to relive her youth by holding a dinner party for all
her old beaux, none of whom exist any more. So Frinton doesn’t just serve
the meal, he has to move around the table impersonating the various
generals and ambassadors she used to know, and, of course, drinking a
toast at each place. It’s old and creaky, but it’s still funny, and dreadfully
familiar even though it must be well over 30 years since I’ve seen it. Then
Yvonne informs us that this particular sketch is big in Germany, where it is
shown ritually every Christmas, as unavoidable a part of the whole
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shenanigans as Morecambe and Wise or Wallace and Gromit. And I know
this, I’ve been told it before. This eerie sense of déjà vu isn’t helped by the
succession of hysterically awful TV programmes we now watch. I know
I’ve seen none of them before, but they all seem familiar. Maybe in some
parallel world we had a rehearsal before doing this evening for real? We
have a couple of beers and I feel, psychologically, like Freddie Frinton
when I totter off to bed.

At breakfast the next morning – “Who wants the egg?” “We’ve a
grapefruit fresh from the tree in the garden, do you want it?” – John is
pacing the kitchen muttering about Samuel R. Delany. We exchange a few
comments, what we like, what we don’t like, and eventually I realise that
John is preparing to give a paper on Delany at the Worldcon. And this is
the sum of his preparation, he’s not even making notes. Tucked into a
pocket in our suitcase in the other room is a carefully worked out paper on
language in science fiction that I’ve agreed to give on the academic
programme at the con. It is the result of a lot of careful drafting and
redrafting, not to mention a terrible panic when I realised that my first
draft was exactly half of what I actually needed. In the light of all that,
John’s last minute insouciance is awe-inspiring.

Leaving John to his muttering, Yvonne, Maureen and I head out for
the day. First stop is the post office to divest ourselves of our first box. It is
strange: we seem to have spent hardly any time in bookshops, but the box
is curiously heavy. Mind you, I fall in love with the Australian postal
service, not only is the post office equipped with every sort of packing
imaginable (there were two or three different ways of posting wine bottles
– damn, we should have remembered that later when Lucy Sussex and
Julian Warner led us astray), but the guy at the counter takes time out to
put extra tape on the box just to be sure it all arrives safely.

From there we walked away from the centre. My instinct says we are
walking south, but here every sense of direction is turned around and I
really couldn’t swear to which direction we’re heading. I recall walking
along a wide road that feels like one of the main arteries into the city,
except that it’s deserted compared to similar roads in Britain or America.
Maybe it’s just that all roads are this broad in Australia. Like America,
however, streets seem to be able to pass from posh to derelict within the
space of a block. Then we turn a corner and a broad grassy expanse opens
before us. Tall palm trees stand like exclamation marks in the midst of
other trees dusted with white blossom like snow. Vicious, knotted
branches display savage thorns and blood-red flowers with equal abandon.

In the midst of this – an oasis within an oasis – was the Himaji
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Garden, a Japanese garden. I knew of Japanese gardens as minimalist
arrangements of raked gravel, and there was one such here, grey rocks
scattered like craggy islands in a sandy sea. There was a bench in a rustic
arbor that was just in the right position to contemplate the garden, which
we dutifully did. Though to be honest I preferred the rest of the garden, a
very careful arrangement of pools and rocks and shaped trees designed to
present an artful impression of nature.

After a pleasant lunch in a nearby Italian restaurant we wandered
back up into the city centre, a route that miraculously seemed to take in a
rambling market with secondhand book stalls. Then Yvonne took us in to
the University Library so Maureen could do some research on William
Buckley. Buckley, the central character in Alan Garner’s novel
Strandloper, was a Cheshire man who was deported to Australia but
escaped. He set off to walk home, but in fact walked in circles before he
was taken in by an aborigine tribe where he lived for many years before
finally walking out of the wilderness and back into civilisation. Buckley
was one of the themes of our Australian trip.

After which there’s not really much left to do except return home, get
my notes finally up to date, and then pack for the morning.

I am sorry to be leaving Adelaide. It’s a great place, I’ve had a
wonderful time, and I’m particularly upset not to have a chance to say
goodbye to all the Adelaide fans I’ve met over the last few days. So I’m
particularly surprised and delighted when we get to the airport to find
Roman sitting there, then Medge and Bean appear, and Eileen’s there...
and finally the penny drops. This isn’t a fond farewell; there are several
flights leaving for Melbourne within a few minutes of each other, and
Adelaide fandom is spreading itself across them all. So we get into
convention mood sitting there in the departure lounge, go our separate
ways for the flight, then get together again at Melbourne waiting for our
luggage to turn up. Then we split up once more as we each seek out
separate taxis.

Maureen and I end up sharing a taxi with John, Yvonne and Eileen. It
seems like an awful long way to the city centre, but eventually we see the
impressive city skyline, tall buildings reflected in clear waters, and then
we’re turning onto a ramp which winds its way steadily upwards, and
finally we’re climbing out of the taxi and stumbling into the hotel.

I decided, long before I even started on this trip, that I would have to
make careful notes particularly of the convention, because otherwise there
would be no chance of me remembering it. And since Aussiecon 3 began,
like all conventions do, with a swirl of greeting old friends and meeting
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new people, I began with a detailed record of everyone we met in the first
hour or two after we arrived. It reads: “met Dave Lockett & Sally Beazley
from Perth, Eric Lindsay & Jean Weber, Terry Frost & Beverley Hope,
Alyson Abramowitz, Freddie Baer & Doug Faunt, Karen Schaffer,
Michael J Ward, Tom Becker, Jack Heneghan, Tom Whitmore, Marc
Ortlieb, Michael Jordan”. And that is where my notes for the entire
convention stop....

GUFFaw #7, September 2003
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2005: Damien Warman
and Juliette Woods

Damien and Juliette attended Interaction, the Glasgow Worldcon, in
August 2005. Rival candidates were Sue Ann Barber, Alison Barton and
David Cake.

Platform

GUFF is a good thing: let’s make it annual. If we’re elected, we’ll aim to
raise GUFF’s profile across Australasia. We’ll publish a timely trip report
featuring some of the byways as well as the highways of European
fandom. During our fifteen years of fanac, we’ve met many wonderful
people, some of whom have slept on our spare bed or braved our tiny car
or put up with our recalcitrant barbecue. We run very small conventions
and pub our ish. We’ve played softball in Wisconsin – what about French
cricket in Glasgow?

Nominators: Justin Ackroyd, Bruce Gillespie, Mark Plummer, Yvonne
Rousseau and Alison Scott.
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GUFF 2005 LiveJournal

Damien Warman and Juliette Woods

Who, what
[Saturday 30 April 2005, 10:22 p.m.]

Juliette and Damien will, barring acts of God, be attending Interaction
as Australasia’s GUFF delegates. They will be using this journal in
documenting their experience.

Current mood: enthralled

Recording thanks
[Saturday 30 April 2005, 10:30 p.m.]

There’s already a number of people we want to thank, and we haven’t
left the loungeroom yet!

We’d like to thank our fellow candidates, without whose participation
GUFF would be the poorer. We feel privileged to have been selected from
such a strong group.

Thanks to our nominators for their kindness in suggesting us as
candidates. We stand on jiant shoulders.

Thanks to the administrators for their hard work and prompt
attentions. Truly they have made GUFF strong.

Especial thanks to the Fishlifters [Claire Brialey and Mark Plummer],
without whose support and encouragement we would never have had the
chutzpah to stand, and without whose efforts to get the vote out we are
sure we would not have been elected.

And most of all thanks to all who voted and supported this and indeed
all the fan funds.

Current mood: thankful

picture the scene
[Monday 2 May 2005, 1:32 p.m.]

It’s a Worldcon. It’s a fanlounge. It’s not quite late at night, not for us
(this means you). A woman, a tower of energy and exuberance five and a
bit feet tall, is busy selling you things, things that in the cold light of day,
as you contemplate your mushrooms, will seem... tatty. As she sells you
things, another woman draws rapid cartoons on large sheets of paper of the
first woman selling other improbable things to even less probable people.
Or things. A strange, ostensibly Australian man, wearing an American kilt
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and English boots, is leaping about the room, conveying tat and dosh in all
directions. You are laughing, and someone else is getting some more
drinks in. It is a fan fund auction.

The question: what startling piece of Australasian tat do you
vigorously bid for and even actually in the end buy? A coin purse made
from some sort of part of some sort of marsupial? A plush toy allegedly in
the shape of a marsupial, made of wool? A... let us call it a swizzle stick,
although I won’t be drinking anything mixed with it. (It is also made from
a part of a marsupial, and more or less comes with the purse.) A complete
run of The Space Wastrel? Just the illustrations? What can’t you resist?

[Juliette added]
Some possibilities:

Art postcards from Australian galleries
Those Canberra Space Centre postcards I picked up
Convention T-shirts
Aussie sweets
Cat-related things from Australia
Jewellery
Australian children’s books
BBQ apron?
Hard to get DVDs, e.g. cult comedy shows like Double the Fist
Ugg boots are probably too passe and bulky
Fanzines (natch)
Seeds of local plants for those keen fannish gardeners
Some kitsch items too
Signed copies of Sean Williams books?
A copy of the first ever print run of Sean’s first published story (heh,
Nemesis)
Sciencey-type tat from the SA Museum

Damien suggested winery T-shirts and paraphernalia
Current mood: curious

First steps taken
[Monday 2 May 2005, 11:36 pm – Juliette]

Requested leave from work today. I should have two and a half
weeks’ holiday time saved up by then, but I’m negotiating to double this
by going on half-pay for a while. My bosses are pretty good about this sort
of thing, so I think we’re looking at a three to five week trip.
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Current mood: anticipatory

sites
[Tuesday 3 May 2005, 11:22 p.m.]

A. Someone who is, essentially, a stranger, is visiting you for a day.
What two things do you take them to see before you take them to a pub or
a café or a restaurant or home for lunch or tea or dinner? What do you eat
in the company of not-quite strangers?

B. What have you never visited but wish you could? Would it be ok
to go in a group, or better alone?

Current mood: curious

trains, planes
[Friday 13 May 2005, 12:27 p.m.]

We are curious as to the relevant merits of train travel versus
aeroplanes, for the purposes of getting around the UK, Ireland, and
possible Other Parts (e.g. Sweden, Germany, Croatia...)

Any advice about good websites for local flights would be
appreciated. Also, remarks about usual total costs and total travel time and
security hassles eagerly solicited.

If anyone has comments about the various railpass options, we’d also
be interested.

Current mood: curious

sketch plan
[Thursday 19 May 2005, 1:01 a.m.]

This is very much a draft plan. We have not confirmed any of these
travel times or destinations. Your comments are solicited. Advice and/or
contacts, particularly outside of the UK, are especially welcome.

Friday July 15 – Depart Adelaide for Melbourne. Attend Continuum
Three.
Monday July 18 – Depart Melbourne for London, probably via
Singapore. Load up on duty free gin and camera memory.
Weekend July 30-31 – Parties in London.
Monday Aug 1 – Pub meet at Walker’s of Holborn, London.
Thurs Aug 4-Tues Aug 9 – Attend Interthingy, Glasgow.
Wed Aug 10 – Depart Glasgow for NI and then Ireland.
Thurs Aug 11 – Pub meet, Belfast.
Weekend 13-14 Aug – Dublin??
Sunday 14 Aug – Depart for Wales (Bangor).
Wed 17 Aug – Depart e.g. Manchester for Stockholm.
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Fri 19 Aug – Train from Stockholm to Copenhagen, then Berlin.
Weekend 20-21 Aug – Berlin.
Thursday 25 Aug – The Netherlands, e.g. Amsterdam, Den Haag.
Saturday 27 Aug – London: probable final fan gathering
Wed 31 Aug – Juliette, but possibly not Damien, LHR–ADL

Between arriving in London on or about July 19 and being in London for
the weekend up to 1 August, we have vague intentions of day/overnight
trips to, e.g. Cambridge, Reading, Oxford, Portsmouth...

August 2, 3 will probably be spent in Scotland, depending on what
we’ve managed so far.

Between 22 and 25 August we have vague intentions of visiting
people in, e.g., France or Croatia or the Czech Republic or like that.

We’ll probably take a day off every three or four days, to ensure that
there are no untoward spork-related incidents. It’s deliberately not
hardcore: we’re not as young and tuough as travelling jiant Pat McMurray.

We won’t be hiring a car: travel will be at the kindness of strangers
and the mercy of trains and planes. Probably not canal barge or steam-
driven zeppelin, alas.

As intimated above, all is subject to revision, except probably the
Glasgow bit.

Current mood: planny

Main flights booked
[Friday 10 June 2007, 8:09 p.m.]

Fri 15 July: Arrive Melbourne for Continuum.
Mon 18 July: Depart Melbourne in the wee hours.
Arrive London Heathrow.
Tue 30 Aug: Juliette departs Frankfurt.
Thu 1 Sep: Juliette arrives in Adelaide.
Sat 17 Sep: Damien leaves Paris.
Sun 18 Sep: Damien arrives Melbourne.
Juliette leaves via Frankfurt because it seems to be an easy city to get
to, regardless of where we go on our travels. Damien is staying on to
attend a conference after GUFF.

The UK and Ireland parts of the trip are much as previously outlined. We
will be at the Tun (i.e. London pub meet) on Monday 1 August. We’re
staying at Glasgow’s Campanile during Interaction. Our movements on the
continent depend on whoever wishes to have us pop by; so far the
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Scandinavians seem keen.
We’ll email details to Claire and Mark, Pat, and Alison [Scott].
More posted here as we know it, etc., etc.
Our thanks to Lisa Lagergren for the paid time. Ta!

Itinerary updates
[Monday 4 July 2005, 10:31 p.m.]

Overview:
Where countries are named, we plan on being in at least two cities;

otherwise just the city is listed. We may be able to be flexible with some
dates and places, but the trips Dublin–Stansted–Riga and Berlin–
Ljubljana–Berlin are fixed.

Fri 15 July – Sun 17 July: Melbourne
Mon 18 July – Mon 1 Aug: England (see below)
Tues 2 Aug – Tues 9 Aug: Scotland (see below)
Wed 10 Aug – Thurs 11 Aug: North Wales?
Fri 12 Aug – Sun 14 Aug: Dublin
Mon 15 Aug: Riga
Tue 16 Aug: Tallinn
Wed 17 Aug: Helsinki/Turku?
Fri 19 Aug – Sun 21 Aug: Sweden
Mon 22 Aug: Copenhagen
Wed 24 Aug: Berlin
Thurs 25 Aug – Sat 27 Aug: Ljubljana
Sun 28 Aug – Tue 20 Aug: Berlin/Frankfurt

At the moment we don’t have fannish contacts in Ljubljana, Berlin, Riga,
or Tallinn. Any help here appreciated!

The GUFF trip will formally end on Tuesday 30 Aug, when Juliette
flies from Frankfurt to Singapore and then to Adelaide. Damien will be
staying on for two weeks in France, to do some maths, but he’ll also
endeavour to meet French fans.

England:
We will have a London Plus rail pass, which covers a rough rectangle

from Bournemouth in the lower left to, um, Harwich or something in the
upper right. Anyway, it’s mostly the south-east of England. We will
bounce around in this area ad lib, but there are some constraints and likely
rough guesses.

Many thanks to Del Cotter for the list of pub meets in July.
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We arrive on Monday 18th July. We will be establishing Base Camp
Fishlifter. Unless we completely collapse, we will be at the
AnonymousClaire pubmeet that night. The rest of that week is rather up in
the air (Portsmouth? Folkestone?), although we are keen to spend some
time (maybe that weekend?) in places like Peterborough and Cambridge.

We plan to be in the Greater Reading area from around Monday 25th
July (Reading SF group at The Corn Stores?) (The Plough, Wolvercote,
Oxford, Thurs 28 July?) until Friday.

We’ll spend the last weekend of July in London again; on Monday 1
Aug we’ll be at Walkers of Holborn for the London Circle meet.

Scotland:
We take a train on Tuesday 2 August from London to Edinburgh.

We’ll head to Interthingy to the Campanile on Wednesday the 3rd. We
need to be in Dublin by the Saturday after the convention, possibly via
Leeds and Sheffield and Bangor or possibly not. We may need some
collapsing time around then. We are on various panels and things in
Glasgow, including a kaffeeklatsch with Suzle [Suzanne Tompkins was
the 2005 TAFF delegate from North America, also travelling to the
Worldcon in Glasgow]. I seem to have left the detailed schedule in my
other trousers.

phones
[Wednesday 13 July 2005, 10:10 p.m.]

Any advice about mobile phones in Europe?
We have an unlocked Sony Ericsson Z600 that we’ll bring, and I

guess we’ll just wander into Tesco’s or something and buy a prepaid sim
to stick in it.

But, it’d be handy to be able to post photos directly from the phone,
even if they’re a bit crappy, so any help on that is good too, e.g. I think it
works by email, but I don’t really understand WAP and MMS and GPRS
and things like that.

right
[Friday 15 July 2005, 2:18 a.m.]

Packed. Nearly everything done. Melbourne tomorrow for
Continuum. See some of you Monday at AnonC pubmeet, yeah?

Current mood: sleepy

Untitled post
[Thursday 21 July 2005, 8:35 a.m.]

Hello from Croydon. Here follows a brief summary to date.
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Friday to Sunday: Fly to Melbourne for Continuum convention.
Catch up with many, many Australian fans. Meet a few more.
Sunday night to Monday: Fly to London via Singapore. Claire and
Mark pick us up at Heathrow and then undertake the perilous
navigational feat of returning to Croydon as the London rush hour
approaches. Drop off luggage, have a shower, head off to an
AnonymousClaire pub meet. Alison has posted a thankfully blurry
photograph of our jetlagged selves. Beers sampled: Samuel Smith’s
Old Brewery and Extra Stout. No complaints.
Tuesday: A deliberately quiet post-flight recovery day. Our most
adventurous moment is when we walk a hundred metres to the local
Tesco’s. Giant bumblebees startle us as we hang out the washing.
Wednesday: Trip to Folkestone to see Maureen Kincaid Speller, as
mentioned in her journal. Paul Kincaid regrettably overseas, but met
the notorious cats and toured the sunny seaside. Beer sampled: Abbot
Ale, which reminds Juliette of Sierra Nevada.

Today we’re off to Hampshire. Tomorrow we briefly split up to cover
more territory. Juliette heads to Cambridge while Damien stays on in
London an extra day. We’re aiming for Reading and Oxford next week
and have some phonecalls to make in that regard.

text post test
[Friday 22 July 2005, 3:38 p.m.]

Been tramping over the south downs. Also drinking local ale and
eating sossiges.

Untitled post
[Sunday 24 July 2005, 11:04 p.m.]

Thursday and Friday: Hampshire. Gorgeous scenery and excellent
company. The occasional steep hill.
Saturday: Damien in London at fannish party. Juliette already in
Cambridge.
Sunday: Pink champagne over breakfast with old friends. Australian
riesling over an enormously large lunch with Cambridge fans.
Upcoming: Reading pub meet on Monday. Possibly BSFA on
Wednesday. Oxford pub meet on Thursday. Weekend back in
London.

Untitled post
[Thursday 28 July 2005, 8:19 a.m.]
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For a couple of reasons, we’ve decided to delay our trip to Oxford by
a day. This means that we won’t be at the Oxford pub meet tonight.
Instead we’ll go up tomorrow and perhaps pop into Caption, an alternative
comics convention that a number of fans are going to. We should be back
in London by Saturday night. We’ll be at the London pub meet on Monday
and then we’ll head up to Edinburgh on Tuesday. We’re in Glasgow by
Wednesday.

This week we got back from Cambridge and then went up to Reading
for a couple of days before returning to London. Blurry (and less blurry)
snapshots posted by Damien are of Avebury and of the British Science
Fiction Association meeting in Belgravia, where the guest was Gary
Wolfe.

Our thanks to our fine hosts.

Untitled post
[Monday 1 August 2005, 8:45 a.m.]

Today’s our last day in London. Over the weekend we visited Oxford,
saw part of Caption, got lost en route to a party at Rob and Avedon’s (our
thanks to the rescue team), and spent an afternoon and evening with
Croydon fans.

Tomorrow we’re off to Edinburgh on the “party train” and will be in
Glasgow by Wednesday. Then the Worldcon begins....

Untitled post
[Friday 5 August 2005, 11:58 a.m.]

Made it to Worldcon. Oh no! Email time is up! Off to see Paul
[Kincaid] and others now.

Untitled post
[Tuesday 9 August 2005, 7:01 p.m.]

We had a great time over the past week at the Glasgow Worldcon.
We’ve just arrived in north Wales, where we are staying with kriste*. On
Friday we catch the ferry to Dublin.

* Unidentified LiveJournal handle. [Ed.]

Unfortunately, Easyjet have cancelled some of the flights we’d
booked, which means we’re having to rejig our itinerary after Dublin.
We’ll pop the revised details here in the next couple of days and will also
email the people we’re planning to meet.

We’d like to thank all the former fund winners who have counselled
us to keep writing notes for the report. We have persevered and are almost
up to date (lagging behind by 31 hours at present).
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revised travel plans: august
[Friday 12 August 2005, 11:13 a.m.]

Various cancellations and other things have forced us to make some
changes to our preliminary itinerary. Currently the next several days looks
like this:

Friday 12 August: 14:50 ferry from Holyhead to Dublin, arrives
16:40. Head to James Shields’s place.

Monday 15 August: 9:05–10:15. Fly Dublin–Stansted. 17:20–22:10.
Fly Stansted–Tampere. Both flights with Ryanair. Maybe we could have
coffee in the airport with someone?

We currently plan to book a ferry to travel on Thursday 18 August
from Turku to Stockholm, to arrive in Stockholm on Friday 19 August. We
then plan on Monday 22 August to take a train to Copenhagen, and then on
Wednesday August 24 to take a train to Berlin. After that we will at the
least go to Frankfurt, and Damien will then go eventually to Paris.

Current mood: sleepy

Untitled post
[Wednesday 17 August 2005, 1:29 a.m.]

Spent the weekend in Ireland. We were still a bit tired after Worldcon
but perked up at a Dublin pub meet for fans.

Spent much of Monday in Stansted airport, where a special squad
from Cambridge flew in to provide excellent company. Arrived safe in
Tampere, Finland last night. Spent the morning looking around Tampere,
which has an endless number of small museums devoted to such topics as
Moomins, spies, Lenin and shoes. Took train to Helsinki, past lakes and
birch forests, and spent the evening with some of the Helsinki (fan) Mafia.

Tomorrow we go to Turku. We reach Stockholm on Friday morning
and Copenhagen on Monday. We’re having a blast.

Untitled post
[Friday 19 August 2005, 11:25 a.m.]

Had a fantastic time in Finland thanks to the folks in Helsinki and
Turku. Tero Ykspetäjä has a good photo here
[http://partialrecall.blogspot.com/2005/08/guff-trip-visits-turku.html].
We’re now in Stockholm and will shortly head off to meet the local fans.
Monday we travel to Copenhagen and Wednesday to Berlin.

The tar schnapps at Restaurant Viking Harald’s was much better than
one might have supposed.

Untitled post
[Thursday 25 August 2005, 12:04 p.m.]
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Spent Friday in Stockholm with local fans, who showed us around
town and gave us many tasty kinds of beer. We spent the weekend with the
friendly fans of Uppsala. Then on Monday we travelled to Denmark,
where the Fantastik club and the SF Circle gave us a warm welcome. On
Tuesday we got to see Viking boats and mummified bodies – what more
could one ask for?

Wednesday was spent on the train to Berlin, so here we are. We’re no
longer going to Ljubljana because of EasyJet flight changes and (more
importantly) because we haven’t made contact with any fans there. So
we’re here until Tuesday, when we fly home from Frankfurt.

Untitled post
[Saturday 27 August 2005, 10:26 a.m.]

Went to one of the local Berlin pub meetings for SF fans last night. It
was a good evening, even if we forgot to have dinner. Today we’re off to
Potsdam, where we’ll catch up with some other visiting fans.

Untitled post
[Tuesday 30 August 2005, 10:55 a.m.]

Starting our journey home now, catching the train to Frankfurt where
we’ll fly out to Singapore and then back to Adelaide. See you Thursday

Finland
[Monday 26 February 2007, 10:02 p.m.]

We have finished our first section of the GUFF trip report, the chapter
about our travels in Finland.

Claire Brialey and Mark Plummer have kindly distributed it as a
separate document with their mailout of Banana Wings in Europe and
North America.

A version of the report will also appear in Spin, the magazine of the
Turku Science Fiction Society. Our thanks to Johanna Ahonen.

We will post copies to fans in Australia within the next couple of
weeks once we have finished compiling our mailing list.

We’ll post here whenever further chapters are ready.

More Finland
[Sunday 4 March 2007, 8:44 p.m.]

The Finland chapter (and other chapters later) will be distributed
within Sweden via the SFF APA mailing list, thanks to Johan and Linnéa
Anglemark and Anna Davour.

In Turku, it will be published in Tero Ykspetäjä’s perzine, Turu
Mafia Zine.
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Reading chapter
[Sunday 3 June 2007, 3:16 p.m.]

A report on our trip to Reading is included in the latest issue of
Banana Wings. In Finland, it will be published in Tero Ykspetäjä’s
perzine, Turu Mafia Zine. It is likely to be distributed within Sweden via
the SFF APA mailing list, thanks to Johan and Linnéa Anglemark and
Anna Davour.

The southbound GUFF delegate, Ang Rosin, is currently touring
Australia and New Zealand. Her exploits are chronicled in the guff_grrrl
LiveJournal.

LiveJournal, April 2005 to June 2007
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Reading

Juliette Woods

There’s an entry in Clute and Grant’s Encyclopaedia of Fantasy for “Time
Abyss”, a moment of awed perception of the gap between the present and
some point deep in the past. Now, I work with geologists, who often
pretend to be blasé about such things, but from time to time I’ve stood on
some hilltop or other while a hardened field geologist has pointed out the
contours of some ancient sea, now hundreds of kilometres inland, and their
voice will catch, just a little.

I’ve come to expect these moments on my field trips to deepest
Australia. I was less prepared for it on our trip to Reading.

I suppose it began with Clapham Junction railway station in London,
which is an odd sort of place altogether. I’m still unsure as to whether the
Junction is anyone’s local station or whether it exists purely as a place of
transit. I recall it as a series of high white corridors punctured at regular
intervals with arches through to down escalators, as if it were the “Wood
Between the Worlds” as rewritten by Neil Gaiman.

We chose the Reading portal and stepped through.

Guests of the Cabal
We’re running late, as usual, as we step off the train – this time it’s

due to a misunderstanding with a Croydon washing machine. Giulia De
Cesare is already at the station; she’s leaning against a wall, reading a
novel by Diana Wynne Jones. (The book is perhaps our first clue as to the
transformative nature of Reading and its surrounds. Except for its name
perhaps, Reading; Reading is how most of us become part of fandom.)

Giulia has pinned-up brown hair and wide glasses. Her voice is a
sound from home, for she’s Tasmanian. She’s a member of the Plokta
Cabal, a group so well known within UK (and international) fandom that
I’m hesitant to describe them. They’re con-runners, fan-writers, fan-artists
and fan-eds; their fanzine Plokta (Press Lots Of Keys To Abort) is one of
the contenders for the Best Fanzine Hugo at the upcoming Worldcon.
Cabal members are known for their insistence on fannish fun and their
love of “superfluous technology”. They’re so close-knit that you either
have to marry into them or become their cat.

Reading looks ordinary from Giulia’s car: modern, urban, and multi-
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storey. But Giulia points out a few places as we drive past, her speech
rapid. There’s Reading Gaol, where Oscar Wilde spent most of his
imprisonment. Here’s the banks of the Thames. The road to Pangbourne,
where Kenneth Grahame wrote The Wind in the Willows, isn’t much
further on. Giulia even points out landmarks which aren’t there any more,
such as the site of a recently-demolished fourteenth century pub. In this
way, bits of the past still poke through Reading’s overlay of glass and
concrete.

Giulia’s home, however, is comfortably early twenty-first century.
It’s spacious and sunlit, with cream-coloured walls, skylights, and wi-fi.
The framed prints are of fantasy themes, or are illustrated puns, such as
“Poultry in Motion”. Upstairs are rooms devoted to computing, beadwork
and guests. On fanzine-production weekends, the entire Cabal turns up
here, at Plokta Reading.

Giulia’s husband, Steve Davies, is another member of the Cabal.
While he finishes up work for the day in his home office, Giulia shows us
around the garden. She’s justifiably proud of it, as she’s been working on
it for some months while on a career break. There are gooseberry bushes,
apple trees, lawn, and summer flowers. She’d thought she’d be bored
without work, but instead she’s discovered a capacity for domestickry that
has quite taken her by surprise.

Historic pubs
We’ve arrived on a Monday because of Del Cotter. Del helped us

plan this part of our trip by providing us with a list of SF Pub Meets of
Britain. The Pub Meet of Reading is held on Mondays at the Corn Stores.

The Corn Stores pub is part of the enormous Fuller’s chain, but this
one has its own personality. It has the standard dimly-lit wood panelling,
but also hookahs hung from the walls and a very palatable menu of Italian
food. We sit round low tables as Giulia and Steve explain that the owners
also run the restaurant next door.

There’s a bit of confusion about an unusually early starting time, but
Mark Eddy is already there. He turns out to be a friendly, bearded fellow
who works in computing. Soon Del C arrives, so we get to thank him in
person for his help. He, too, is a friendly, bearded fellow who works in
computing. Tonight he’s keen to show us pictures of kittens on his pda, but
I am, alas, one of the few people in fandom immune to the cuteness of
cats. So conversation turns instead to the local council – especially those
swine who permitted the demolition of that fourteenth century pub. After
visiting Maureen in Folkestone and Peasant in Hampshire [1], I’m starting
to wonder if complaining about the local council is a national past-time.
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[1] See our forthcoming trip reports on Folkestone and
Hampshire.

More fans settle in beside us to join our chat. As we’re introduced to
each arriving fan, it’s hard not to notice a pattern. Eventually I ask Giulia
if there are any fans in Reading, apart from herself, who aren’t friendly,
bearded men who work in computing.

The answer turns out to be “Yes, but they don’t often come to the
pub.” Noted Eurofan Bridget Wilkinson lives nearby and there’s a woman
named Tricia who sometimes turns up. Giulia herself doesn’t usually go to
these pub meetings, as they clash with her beading class.

It feels a bit of a timewarp, sitting there among quite so many beards,
even if we are all nattering away about such modern topics as the
numberless crimes of sub-par internet providers. It reminds me of when I
first encountered fandom, back in my late teens, when all of my interests –
in the sciences, in mathematics, in science fiction, comics and role-playing
games – seemed to be labelled “Boy Things”. Back then I would have
found such a meeting daunting. But since then I’ve moved through life,
I’ve found the places where I fit, and these days I sometimes forget that I
was ever an odd one out.

Stepping stones
Giulia puts rocks on the breakfast table the next morning. I’m quite

keen on rocks really – it’s an occupational hazard. Rocks tell you the
prehistory of a place, and they shape its geography, vegetation and
economy. If I were backpacking around the world, I’d probably pick up
rocks too, and damn the weight.

We’re drinking tea in the kitchen together, while Steve is at work and
Damien is still asleep. Giulia’s telling me how she came to be in Reading.

Giulia once led a blameless life on the other side of the world, in
distant Tasmania. By the time she was in her late twenties, she had a
degree, a career and her own home. When her long service leave came up,
she decided to go travelling. She travelled through the US, the
Mediterranean, Scandinavia and the UK. She picked up mementos to take
home: a cobblestone from Gothenburg and a sandstone arch from Egypt.

But then, while in England, she saw a poster for an sf convention.
Intrigued, she went along – and met both fandom and Steve. Thus ended
her life in Tasmania. She stayed in England, became part of Plokta, built a
new career, and married Steve.

(I think about this, much later: Giulia and Juliette discussing their
lives over tea. Giulia left Australia and moved to the UK, discovering
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fandom and Steve on the same day. I left the UK to move to Australia,
meeting Damien at the first fannish event I ever attended.)

By the time Damien comes downstairs, we have moved onto maps
and have a road atlas or two spread over the table (a fondness for maps is
another occupational hazard). Damien’s been reading the Net in bed: he
reports with some irritation that Bruce Gillespie doubts my ability to keep
up my note-taking for the full duration of our trip. “I look forward to
proving him wrong,” I say [2].

[2] And I do. I never get more than thirty-six hours behind, even
during Interaction. I work my way through three notebooks and more
than two hundred pages. Eventually, in the later stages of the trip,
keeping notes becomes the only way for me to stay sane.

We plan out our day. We’ll continue as we began, with rocks.

Where sheep may safely graze
I’ve heard of Avebury, of course – some prehistoric, megalithic,

mystic site – but it’s not one I could pick out of a line-up. When Giulia
suggests we visit, I imagine it to be like pictures I’ve seen of Stonehenge,
an isolated and eerie group of monuments out on a plain. The wind
whistles over it and the soundtrack is the one used in 2001 for the monolith
found on the Moon.

I don’t ask Giulia or Damien what Avebury looks like; it’s more fun
that way. Giulia takes visitors there quite often, it seems. Damien will
already know all about Avebury because Damien’s badly-hidden
superpower is to be remarkably well-informed about everything (I blame
his reading speed and his leisure hours).

Avebury’s not a long drive from Reading, especially if Giulia’s
driving. We hurtle down the motorway, past fields and power stations,
nattering away.

“I miss the horizons,” Giulia says, of her move from Tasmania. “In
the towns here everything is boxed in.” She enjoys taking people for drives
where she can see a wide sky. As we arrive, the sky is a light grey,
overcast but with no hint of rain.

There are quite a number of cars in the Avebury carpark, and we join
a stream of tourists past an ice cream truck, a cricket pitch and a long
privet hedge. National Trust signs lead us in the direction of cottages and
thatched houses. We turn into a sheep paddock: and, suddenly, we are
there.

The stones stand close to the village, almost within it, spreading out
in wide, wide circles across the fields. Sheep mill about, munching the
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grass and scratching their backs on the stones. It looks, for all the world, as
if the farmers are raising pet rocks.

The stones themselves are irregularly-shaped lumps of worn
sandstone. They’re two to three metres high and most are not obviously
carved or shaped. Each one is an individual, some wide, some slender,
some with one “foot” in the air. They look if as they have been caught
dancing, trolls caught out in the sun.

There’s not a trace of wind, and the soundtrack is of sheep bleats and
of tourists deciding where to have lunch.

We tour the stone circles. Some of the stones were long ago broken
up for use as building material, or were buried in a pious attempt to
destroy them as pagan symbols. Concrete markers indicate where the
missing stones once stood. There are substantial earthworks as well, dating
from four and a half thousand years ago, when the circles were also built.

We end up on a slight ridge, viewing the monument. In a more distant
field behind us, some wag has sculpted a crop circle, perhaps to suggest
that aliens come and visit this too.

Back near the carpark, both the tourist shop and the lunch room are
packed. Giulia suggests we eat elsewhere, so we detour past Silbury Hill
(it’s taller than it looks in photos) and head on to Marlborough.

Interlude: Kate Bush lives nearby
Marlborough is a pretty village. Unfortunately, everyone else seems

to think so too, judging by the traffic and the difficulties we have parking
on the very wide main street.

We opt for a pub; we are still clinging to our resolution to try out
bangers and mash in as many places as we can stand. Marlborough’s
version is generously-sized but swims in a plate of glistening gravy that is
not quite as appetising as it might be. Damien and I are forced to conclude
that we may already have experienced the acme of bangers and mash back
in Hampshire.

There’s a Telegraph on the outdoor table where we sit. Giulia looks
through it, pointing out an article on Bulgarian archaeology, while Damien
sits under a single perfect climbing rose. I carefully note “Ramsbury Gold”
and “Wadsworth 6X” as our latest British beers.

We take a moment to look about Marlborough’s main street, which is
lined with the sort of shops and restaurants that suggest its main income is
derived more from visitors than from residents. There’s an Italian goods
store, a shop specialising in nauseatingly fairy-themed items, and a place
selling miscellaneous knick-knacks. In an Indian import store, Giulia looks
through the clothing while I examine some jewellery. I explain to Giulia
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that I forgot the necklace I planned to wear to the Hugo Awards, so I’m
looking for a replacement.

I seem to have momentarily forgotten that she is a beader, because
I’m surprised when she offers to lend me one of her own creations; I
happily accept.

For a while after that I think we’ve lost Damien, but he’s easily
located: staring in the window of a kitchenware store, sighing over a
Kitchenaid. It probably wouldn’t fit in our suitcase, he admits. (And it’s
probably even heavier than Giulia’s Gothenburg cobblestone.)

We have one more destination for the day, after a wrong turn in
Hungerford and a stop to see a garden shop that’s selling a resin statue of
Kate Bush.

At first, our route looks routine.

On a White Horse
We can certainly see the sky now, huge and wide and grey above.

We’re speeding down a narrow sheep-track bordered by shoulder-high
grasses which ripple in the wind. In the road atlas, it looks like a perfectly
ordinary road between villages, but it soon becomes clear that Lambourne
and Upper Lambourne are merely a polite fiction maintained by
cartographers to make this area look inhabited.

Suddenly we are disgorged onto a proper road, of the sort which
comes with road signs. Some of them point to our next destination, the
Uffington White Horse.

It looks a bit like Avebury, at first: another National Trust car park,
another ice cream van. This time Giulia and I buy a 99 cone each. There
are spits and spots of rain and there seem to be few other tourists. There’s
not a building in sight.

Up a hill we go, following a path worn into the grass. We can see the
White Horse further up, a stylised figure. Grass and soil has been cut away
from the hillside to expose the white chalk underneath. It doesn’t look
designed by someone who couldn’t draw a horse accurately: it looks as if
it has been sculpted by an artist to convey a sense of grace, of speed, of
power. There are many chalk figures in England, but the White Horse of
Uffington is surely the most beautiful.

It’s windy on the hill; we can hear few voices other than our own and
our conversation slows. We rise above the level of the car park trees, and
with each step we take we see further out over Oxfordshire, its patchwork
of fields stitched together with lines of trees.

The White Horse is not alone here. As we climb, Dragon Hill
becomes visible, a sculpted-looking hummock with steep sides and a flat
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top, covered in short green grass as if it were felt: George’s Dragon is
supposed to have been slain there. The long barrow of Wayland’s Smithy
is out of sight, to the west, and Uffington Castle is not far off. But it’s The
Ridgeway which gives me my Time Abyss moment.

Five thousand years ago, the plains of Oxfordshire were not fields but
forest and swamp, difficult to pass through. Travellers opted instead to
follow the line of the hills, on the dry open ground of the raised chalk. The
Ridgeway became a highway and a trading route. Three thousand years
ago, an artist first cut into the sod to make the White Horse just below the
path. For three millennia its outline has been maintained, tended and kept
sharp. In the time since then, forests gave way to fields, and traders gave
way to hikers, but you can still stand there, on The Ridgeway, admiring the
sleek lines of the Horse.

Up at the very top, the individual pieces of the Horse are smaller than
you might think, jumbled, and hard to piece together into a whole. A child
jumps over some of them as we watch.

If I can’t hear the music from 2001, it’s because sometimes silence is
better.

Back to the present
We drive back, back to wi-fi, back to the twenty-first century, back to

Steve. We eat a modern dinner of schnitzel baked in tomato and
mozzarella, and for dessert eat biscotti soaked in Kahlua served with ice
cream of Madagascan vanilla. Giulia’s an excellent cook.

Steve has a map of the geology of Britain. I spread the map over the
living room floor, enthused: a map about rocks! I trace the structure of
south-east Britain into my notebook with such care that Steve gives me the
map as a gift.

Then, after dinner, Giulia takes me through her collection of
jewellery, her beading. We sit on the floor surrounded by small boxes and
by copies of beading magazines. What she shows me is intricate and often
beautiful, a vernacular art of stone, wood, glass and plastic. Her most
striking piece is a necklace of blue, purple and green that forms a three-
dimensional sculpture of seaweed and jetsam, which I’ve seen and
admired before, at conventions. I am honoured when I’m allowed to put it
on. For the Hugo Awards night, she finds me a necklace of white,
translucent material and a black and white stole.

The next day we take the train back to Clapham Junction. This time
we choose the Croydon portal. After some laundry-wrangling, we’ll head
off to the heart of London sercon fandom: the BSFA meeting in Belgravia.
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Edinburgh

Juliette Woods

By the time we got to Edinburgh, I was starting to want a night off. It was
early August by then, and we’d been travelling for two and a half weeks.
We’d already visited Melbourne, Singapore, London, Folkestone,
Hampshire, Cambridge, Reading, and Oxford. I’d frankly lost count of the
number of hands shaken, pubs visited, beers drunk, and trains taken. All
marvellous, of course, but very tiring.

I don’t think it’s oxymoronic to describe myself as a gregarious
introvert. I like people, I really do, but I find it draining to be in the
company of others for too long. Even when I’m having dinner with my
dearest friends, I’ll often want to sneak away for a while so that I don’t
have to think of any further conversation. I’ll go and admire the garden,
perhaps, or I’ll spend some time drying the dishes. If my friends are
particularly tolerant, I’ll nap on the sofa or go for a walk.

Damien and I nominated ourselves for GUFF knowing that we would
be spending all of our trip time socialising with friends, reacquainting
ourselves with acquaintances, and meeting new people. Fandom is full of
gregarious introverts and we thought we could pace ourselves. But it’s
difficult; you don’t want to spend any GUFF-funded time doing things that
aren’t specifically GUFF-related, even if it does count as “keeping the
delegates sane”.

At the time, I thought I would cope less well with all the socialising
than Damien would, or perhaps Damien was just a tad more conscientious.
I’d already taken a day off from GUFF in Cambridge while Damien had
stayed on in London for Farah and Edward’s party. For our single night in
Edinburgh, we again decided to split up. Damien would spend the evening
in the company of some of the world’s greatest fan-eds: Edinburgh’s own
Lilian Edwards, Seattle’s Randy Byers, and the Queensland-based Sharee
Carton. I, meanwhile, would go out for dinner with old friends.

Because, you see, I had another reason for not being entirely focused
on GUFF whilst in Edinburgh: I was born there.

A Sort of Homecoming
I don’t know exactly when our train will cross the border into

Scotland, but I have taken this train before. I know it will follow a path
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along the coast, and that we’ll have views of grassy hills, small towns and
of the sea. I know it will stop at Edinburgh Haymarket and then at
Waverley Station.

So a part of me thrums as I recognise the Lowlands landscapes and
the Edinburgh skyline: the Castle, the cathedral, the hills, the crags. When
I step out into Waverley Station, it looks just as I think all railway stations
should, with a vaulted Victorian ceiling of metal and glass arching over a
wide concourse.

Lilian’s standing out on that concourse, waiting for us, as we wave
goodbye to Claire, Mark, Spike and Tom, who are going on ahead of us to
Glasgow. Lilian is short, exuberant, expansive, and faintly nervous. This
time she’s blonde. We’ve met her before, at the Helicon II Eastercon on
Jersey, where she marched us up and down Gorey Castle and then
marched us down again to a long, boozy lunch that lasted almost all
afternoon. I’ve been looking forward to seeing her again.

She takes us to her small blue car, and drives us up away from the
city centre. She’s talking nineteen to the dozen as I stare out of the window
at the familiar streets and the familiar scattered-cloud sky. The cobbled
streets, the buildings stained dark by the Industrial Revolution, the many
churches, the hills, the Firth of Forth....

“Ljubljana?” Lilian says when Damien mentions that we’re trying to
locate fans in Slovenia. “Party town!”

We’ve left behind the medieval centre and the Georgian terraces and
crescents, and are now driving through the Victorian-era suburbs towards
Bruntsfield. We pass RS McColl newsagents, Boots the chemists, Royal
Mails, and a hundred other stores that are as familiar to me as my parents’
photo albums. In all honesty, it makes me feel a little claustrophobic, as if
I am back in the confines of my childhood self.

Lilian lives in a first-floor flat in one of the sturdy grey Victorian
terraces of Bruntsfield. As we pull up in the car, we can easily tell which
flat is hers, for Sharee is leaning out of a bay window, smoking a cigarette.
She and Randy are also staying with Lilian before they head over to
Glasgow for Interaction.

We climb up the usual dim stairwell to the flat, which has a surprising
number of rooms. One of them is devoted to her computer and to posters
of Spike (the vampire one on Buffy). There are cats underfoot. Bottles of
cider and wine are already out on the living room table, as a long, boozy
afternoon followed by a long, boozy dinner is planned. There are photos
from last night’s Tun. Oh God, was that only yesterday?

Sharee continues to look like a movie star (of the more independent,
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art-house kind of film). Randy is his usual amiable and moustachioed self.
Lilian buzzes around, fetching us glasses as afternoon sunlight slants
through the windows.

I have to apologise and say that I won’t be staying long. I have an
appointment with my past tonight. I kiss Damien, borrow a bus map from
Lilian, and bid them a temporary goodbye.

Outside, I catch a maroon, double-decker bus, just as I used to every
schoolday. It’s almost the exact reverse of the trip I just took with Damien
and Lilian, as I’m heading back to Princes Street in the city centre.

Edinburgh is a city of rock and stone lying between the Pentland Hills
and the waters of the Firth of Forth. At its centre is the Castle, perched
above on the black basalt plug of the Castle Rock. The Rock is steep on
three sides but slopes more gently to the east, which is where the Old
Town tenements and churches were built in the fifteenth to seventeenth
centuries. During the Enlightenment, the city expanded north into the
gracious Georgian-era rows and crescents of the New Town. A swamp at
the foot of the Castle was drained and turned into gardens.

Princes Street is part of the New Town. It faces the gardens and the
Castle, and is the city’s main shopping street. I used to shop for undies in
the Marks and Spencer here, looking out at the Castle across the road. I’m
still slightly disappointed when the shopping streets of other cities turn out
to be castle-free.

I lean on the garden’s railings, taking photos of thistles taller than I
am, wondering what’s changed since I was last here. The weather’s
changeable as ever, shifting moment by moment from sunny to showery
and back again. The street behind is choked with buses and the pavements
are full of people here for the Festival. I can hear traffic, the chimes of an
ice cream van, and voices speaking half-a-dozen languages.

Edinburgh, where I began.

Jekyll and Hyde
I could write at length about the school I went to here: it’s called the

Royal High. It claims to have started in the eleventh century as a school
for Holyrood Abbey. Its alumni include some of Edinburgh’s most
famous, such as Walter Scott, Alexander Graham Bell, and, ah, Ronnie
Corbett.

Robert Louis Stevenson did not attend, but his father and grandfather
did, and two of Stevenson’s most famous stories were inspired by the
school’s more notorious alumni. Dr Knox, the medical lecturer who
bought suspiciously-fresh corpses from the murderous Burke and Hare, is
part of the background to The Bodysnatchers. And rumour has it that Dr
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Jekyll and Mr Hyde was inspired by the story of one Deacon Brodie, who
was head of the Locksmith’s Guild by day and a burglar by night; he is
said to have been hanged on a gibbet of his own design.

Despite this connection, I don’t think my schoolfriends have picked
the Jekyll and Hyde pub as our meeting place because of Stevenson. I
think they’ve picked it because of the decor and our shared macabre sense
of humour.

The pub is hardly difficult to find, being close to Princes Street,
painted black, and fronted with gas-lit torches. The interior is dim and full
of quasi-medical curios in cabinets. Once my eyes have adjusted to the
dimness, I spot my friends at a table near the back, where they’re looking
over a menu that offers cocktails named after the Seven Deadly Sins.

I settle for a beer.

For Auld Lang Syne
So here we are: Roslyn, Pamela, Vickie and Juliette. We were sixteen

when we were all last at school together, and we’re thirty-two now. What
has happened to each of us since then? How have we changed? Who have
we become? Do we still have anything in common at all?

The Jekyll and Hyde does not serve food, so we dash through a
sudden shower to a nearby Italian restaurant, the sort with photos of opera
singers on the walls and red-and-white checked tablecloths. We talk over
middlingly-good pasta and wine.

One of us still lives in the house she grew up in; one of us lives in her
own Edinburgh flat. One has moved cities to Glasgow; one has moved
continents to Australia. One of us is single and claims to be turning into a
mad cat lady; one has a fiancé, one a long-term partner, and one is freshly
divorced and is living with someone new. We have degrees in
mathematics, music, design and accounting. We work in computing, the
public service, for a finance house, and in the sciences.

We gossip about the people we know, friends and family and exes. I
have a bad memory for names and faces, so I don’t take much of this in,
except for one alarming story: someone I knew in the wind band has been
missing for months, his vehicle abandoned in the car park of Ben Nevis
[3].

[3] Scotland’s highest peak.

And then Vickie, who used to greet me in Vulcan, asks about
Interaction, and tells me about the sf she’s been reading. Roslyn, who once
wrote the lyrics of a Hitchhiker’s musical, explains that she’s got her own
international following as a writer of Star Wars fanfic. Pamela, a stalwart
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subscriber to The Fortean Times, talks about the committee of a club that
she’s been running, the sf group Area 42.

And so, as we spoon out tiramisu, I realise that this isn’t a night off
from GUFF at all. While Damien’s swanning about with fannish imports
(even Lilian’s originally from Glasgow), I’m sitting here with Edinburgh’s
home-grown fans.

Busman’s holiday
I should have mentioned before that the four of us are accompanied

by the fiancé and the new partner. While we take photos of each other (16
years on!), the fiancé gets a call on his mobile phone. The other committee
members of Area 42 are down the pub and want to know if he and Pamela
will join them. Pamela reckons we should all go – Area 42 must learn of
GUFF!

The pub’s on Rose Street, a short walk away through drizzling night
streets. It’s a bit of a hole really, with wooden floors, bare walls, and a
minimalist decor of steel barrels and uncomfortable bar stools. The
barkeep’s a loud Glaswegian bruiser who looks as likely to throw you out
as serve you a beer.

Area 42 sits at the bar, pissed as newts. They don’t know that the
Worldcon is only an hour’s drive away and they don’t want to know about
GUFF. Conversation is terse and slurred and after a while I give up. I feel
like some interplanetary emissary who arrives on a world to say, “No,
you’re not alone in the universe,” only to find a people too dispirited and
uninterested to care.

The club’s dead. They started out as a Star Trek club but broadened to
include all sf. They put ads in SFX and held regular meetings. But nobody
came and no one from Greater Fandom said hello. So they folded. I
wonder how many other clubs like them go the same way.

A braw, bricht, moonlicht nicht
I stay out latest with Vickie and Hugh. We have trouble finding a

place to go after the pub shuts, as Edinburgh doesn’t seem to have
developed a late-night café scene. An over-priced bar (with a cover
charge!) is the only obvious option. On black leather ottomans we sit
discussing our lives, the past few years and our future plans. I get to know
Hugh a bit better and am pleased to find that I like him a great deal.

Vickie and Hugh live in Glasgow, not too far from the convention
site, so we arrange to meet in a few days’ time at one of the con hotels. I
almost persuade Vickie to come to the con itself, but she and Hugh are
about to move house so she has to spend the weekend packing.
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They drop me off outside Lilian’s sometime after 2 a.m. (they still
have the hour’s drive to Glasgow ahead of them and a workday in the
morning). Damien’s listening out for me and opens the flat’s front door,
but the others have already gone to bed. Ha! I think, I have out-partied
even Lilian! And then I fall instantly asleep.

Coda
Edinburgh built me. It built me as a person and it built me as a fan. It

was in the Morningside Library that I would sit, as a small child, on tiny
red chairs that they have there still, reading about Wombles and Moomins.
As an eight-year-old at Comiston Primary School I started my first sf fan
club. When I was older, I’d sit out on a lounge chair in the weak summer
sunshine, reading Arthur Conan Doyle and Arthur C. Clarke. My brother
and I bought our Doctor Who magazines at the RS McColl, and learnt to
play role-playing games with other Scottish schoolkids. I bashed out my
first incomplete sf novel on a typewriter there, during the school holidays.
The Waxworks Museum (now sadly defunct) filled my imagination with
tableaux of witch trials, cannibals and resurrectionists, while the Natural
History Museum (still going strong) gave me narratives of progress and
the wonders of technology. I loved visiting the giant steam engine, the
geological exhibits, the stuffed animals, and even just the goldfish in pools
in the main hall. When my family and I went walking, we would go past
Roman ruins, past a house that inspired Stevenson, and on along the coast
to the great steel railway bridge over the Firth of Forth. Old Town and
New Town, suburb and dockside, sandstone and basalt, caiystanes and
ZX81s.

I left Edinburgh when I was sixteen. I don’t think of it as home any
more and I don’t think I ever will again. These days Adelaide’s the place I
look forward to going back to. But Edinburgh built me.

The next day we leave for Glasgow. It will be the Worldcon the day
after that.

Banana Wings #39, August 2009
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Don’t Ask, Won’t Tell

Damien Warman

There’s a guy. He’s from a place. It’s a place Juliette and I don’t know
much if anything about, but it’s a place we’re planning to go to. It’s 2005.
We’re in Glasgow.

This is one of those stories that fan fund travellers have, that they
don’t write down. They tell them, late at night; as cautionary tales; to make
people laugh. They aren’t really true, except that they happened; they
aren’t really fair, but they’re what you know and what you thought, and
maybe hearing them tells you about the teller, but maybe writing them
helps you tell the story of yourself to yourself.

So there’s a guy. He’s tall, he has flowing grey locks, he’s chain
smoking. He’s wearing a hat, and a jacket. Slacks. Sharee has found him.
She’s found him amongst a group of younger compatriots of his. Sharee
meets people. She does it easily. It’s easy to meet people, new people. You
look at them, you talk. You listen; especially, you listen.

The youth are too busy drinking to be able to speak English, and we
don’t speak anything like the language of that place, but the guy speaks
English. He speaks it to pick up women. He wants to pick up Sharee,
which is fair. He has no hope, no chance, but he doesn’t know it.

Sharee introduces me: Guy from that place, this is Damien. Damien,
this is a guy from that place. He has a flat. You can crash with him, then
get the train.

Our plan, Juliette’s and mine, is to get a plane and then a train. We
don’t know anything, but we think it will work out. Juliette is somewhere
else. I look at the guy, and I think I won’t go to his place. He isn’t
interested, he won’t make eye contact. He wants Sharee. He smokes. He
cups his cigarillo in the palm of his hand, the cherry end past his pinched
thumb and finger. He blows smoke sideways, with a long exhalation. He’s
a considerate guy. Sharee is in a tanktop. Her snake bones are showing.
This is not unusual, of course. The guy is interested; maybe he’s an
osteologist.

I make a joke, a small one; I get ready to leave. We’ll make a new
plan. Sharee stops me, looks sharply at me, speaks in a fast colloquial
Australian. I’m not to go. The guy doesn’t understand what she’s said, but
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he understands I’m not going. He takes in smoke. I’ve never cock-blocked
a guy before, not deliberately, never an older guy, a guy with an image. He
might be a nice guy; he’s offering to let “us” stay in his flat. I think he
thinks “us” is me and Sharee, and that I’ll be in a bath of ice pretty quick,
and Sharee will be... somewhere else. She’s strong, Sharee. She’s had
troubles; I guess sometimes she’s made them for herself, and some of her
old friends are wary. But she’s strong, and she’s not easily daunted. The
guy daunts her. I’m not to leave.

We are conspirators, Sharee and I. We know that I’m not really
needed; more than that, we know that we’ve got a story. Sharee knows
fanzines, knows about the trip. You go. You meet people. You make up
stories, and you don’t write them down. The story is funny, because I only
tell it to people who know Sharee.

I don’t understand how vulnerable Sharee is, not until later, not until I
write. Not until I write this.

I’m a bit in love with Sharee.

Beam #4, December 2011
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Finland

Juliette Woods and Damien Warman

“Writers come here,” said Jukka, “and then they write about Finland
afterwards. Stephenson and Sterling both did so. But then they always get
some basic fact wrong. Stephenson, for example, put Finland west of
Sweden.” We were standing near the coast at Suomenlinna, an island
fortress in Helsinki Harbour. A photo shows us looking rather windswept,
with showery grey cloud hovering above. Jukka is stout, bespectacled, and
sports a goatee. With his hands in his pockets, he looks off into the
distance as if contemplating his nation’s unfortunate fate. It would be quite
a good photo, except that my eyes are closed. “I” throughout is Juliette;

Damien is making marginal remarks....*

* Here indented and italicised. [Ed.]

Along with the photographs, I have twenty-odd pages of notes and
some paraphernalia: brochures, fanzines, tickets, three Moomin postcards
and a packet of mints. Damien and I were in Finland for not quite three
days, spending less than twenty-four hours apiece in Tampere, Helsinki
and Turku. Reading through my notes, I find I remember more than I
noted and I noted more than I remember. I have no idea how much I might
get wrong: I’m presuming Jukka will tell me.

So here I am, misremembering Finland.

Voyage into the unknown
Due to a late change of plan, we are taking an evening flight to a town

that I’ve never heard of, Tampere, in central southern Finland. This will be
the first part of our GUFF trip to be in a country where we don’t expect
many people to know English. It’s a little daunting, especially as our
contacts in Finland haven’t found anyone to greet us. We’ll be arriving late
at night at a city where we don’t know anyone, where we haven’t booked
anywhere to stay, and which has a name we don’t know how to pronounce.
Sitting with Damien, Bug and Kari in Stanstead Airport, I wait in vain for
an announcement so I can hear “Tampere” spoken aloud.

Bug and Kari, hearing that we would be in Stanstead for several
hours between flights from Ireland and to Finland, have
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travelled down from Cambridge for the day to amuse us. This is
really nice of them; we’ve met a couple of times, but time spent
like this really gives us a sense that these people are our friends.

Lonely Planet tells us that Tampere is the “Manchester of Finland”. Also,
in Finnish the word kiitos is used for both “please” and “thank you”. We
don’t know how to pronounce kiitos either.

So it is with a little trepidation that we board the plane. But then
comes my first view of Finland from the air. In my notebook I write: “A
complicated landscape of lake, land and sea. Islands, maybe a harbour. [...]
Lights out as we descend: a twilight view of dark turquoise lakes of
irregular shape amid forest. Every lake bigger than the last one, many
islands, gorgeous. There’s still a last hint of daylight in the sky as we
land.”

We arrive at 10:20 pm. There are signs up at the airport in at least
four languages – Finnish, English, German and French – three of which
I’m at least slightly acquainted with. Loudspeaker announcements are
made twice, once in Finnish and once in clear if accented English. The
city’s name is pronounced TAM-peh-reh. At the airport’s information
centre, a young woman speaking perfect English books us bus tickets into
town and a hotel room. I pick up a thick leaflet on tourist things to do in
Tampere. “KEE-toss,” we say, having listened to others, “KEE-toss.”

If I recall correctly, Finnish is part of the Finno-Ugric language
family, and is not an Indo-European language. Its closest
relatives are Estonian (looks very similar written down) and
Hungarian (looks really strange). I dare say Wikipedia knows
more.

On the bus journey into town I flick through the tourist leaflet. The
Manchester of Finland promises us lakes, boating, steam age industrial
architecture, saunas, markets, art, and a staggering number of quirky
museums. There are museums devoted to Lenin, Moomins, spies, shoes,
wicker, steam engines, dolls and costumes, hockey, boxing, minerals,
workers’ housing and a few dozen other topics.

Our bus passes a large Orthodox church, its onion domes brightly-
coloured and brilliantly-lit against the night sky. I’m resisting the urge to
press my face against the glass. I start waving the tourist leaflet a little too
enthusiastically at poor, tired Damien.

They are waiting for us at Hotelli Victoria; reception would normally
be closed by now but they know we are coming. Reception is a tall,
shaven-headed guy with a small gold earring and gracious manners. He too
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speaks perfect English. Our hotel room window looks out towards the
Orthodox church.

It’s 11:30 pm and the odds of finding food nearby are not good, so we
eat the last of the potato scones Anna gave us two countries and three days
ago in Llanfairfechan.

Anna Croft is an expat Australian living in Wales, an old friend
of ours, and a dedicated anime fan. Anna went to Interthingy,
and then we went back to her place; see the “Wales” report.

The next day it pours with rain. But the room’s shower is hot, the breakfast
is good, and we find a comfortable, blue-cushioned café where we can
wait out the worst of the weather. When the rain eases up, we walk along
wide cobbled streets past public sculptures. We pass through a soggy-
looking fruit and vegetable market overlooking a large lake, and go up to
the old factory area, a postindustrial landscape of red-bricked chimneys,
weirs and bridges, now softened by lawns and borders of scarlet flowers.
We pop into the Tampereen taidemuseon Muumilaakso to buy Moomin-tat
and into the Vakoilumuseo to buy spy-related knick-knacks.

I like visiting cafés. Walk in, greet the people at the counter
(“Hei”). Ask for coffee (“Espresso, kiitos”). Point at cake,
respond affirmatively to interrogative (“Something in Finnish?”,
“Joo”). Glance at cash register to see what the damage is, hand
over euros. Having just come from Ireland, we have no problem
with currency. Hurrah! for euros. When leaving, copy other
patrons: wave and say goodbye (“Moi-moi”). Heck, for all I
know I’ve been copying really close friends of the café owners,
and no Finn would behave like this, but it feels nice, and it’s
almost like being able to speak Finnish.

I phoneblog a snap of the spy museum entrance sign: Tero
Ykspetäjä sees this and becomes the first Finnish fan to know
where we are.

We’re only in Tampere through happenstance, because the flight there is
the cheapest way to get to Finland. It’s a way-station for us, a place to
spend a few hours before we hop onto an afternoon train to Helsinki. The
late summer weather is only marginally better than a winter’s day back
home. But everything is comfortable and easy (and often within walking
distance) and yet the differences are enough to inspire enthusiastic
investigation. Already I’m wondering, why are we not staying here longer?
Why do we not have time for the Lenin-Museo or for a trip to Viikinsaari
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Island? Why did I not intuit how much I would feel at home here?
All too soon we have to return to the hotel to pick up our luggage for

the trip to Helsinki. But already I am hooked. I am ready to love Finland.

Architecture in Helsinki
Jukka Halme is waiting for us at Helsinki Station. “Do you like small

animals?” Jukka asks us.
“What kind of small animal?” we hedge.
“A dog.”
“Ah,” we say, “that makes a change. Everywhere else it’s been cats.”
Jukka nods sagely. “Oh, I am terribly allergic to cats.”

I first meet Jukka walking down the concourse at Interaction.
He’d somehow recognised me and approached, declaring me in
his baritone to be the GUFFare, and told me that we would be
staying with him and his wife in Helsinki. This is good to know.
We arrange to meet later at the Finnish room party; we bump
into each other a few more times around the con, I think. The
room party is good, too good: it’s impossible to speak, we just
grab cranberry juice and vodka and run.

Jukka’s voice is accented and quite deep; a bad head cold is adding a
gravelly rasp. I am not yet sure whether his air of mournfulness is
deadpan. We have met only once before, when Damien and I waded
through the throngs attending the Finnish room party at Interaction. He and
Tero poured us drinks and gave us showbags containing plastic
snowflakes, vodka, a packet of mints, and a brochure entitled 23 delicious
things in Helsinki.

We look out of the bus windows as we head to his home. Helsinki
seems to largely consist of modern blocks of flats. It’s a distinct contrast
with the landscape we saw from the afternoon train down from Tampere:
that had rolling vistas of birch forest, blue lake, and colourfully-painted,
steep-roofed houses.

birch!

Jukka lives in one of those modern apartment blocks, within a five-storey
complex that’s built around a central courtyard with a children’s
playground and some struggling gardens. He and his wife, Sari Polvinen,
have a ground-floor flat which would be quite spacious were not for its
vast quantities of books. The walls are lined with them and the living room
is divided into two by bookcases. We’ll be sleeping among the books on
an inflatable mattress, to be sniffed and snuffed at by their small white
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dog, Myy (“Mew”), who’s named after a Moomintroll character. Myy
turns out to be one of the cutest dogs on Earth.

Sniffed and Snufkinned at?

Sari is very welcoming. She’s a PhD student in British history and much of
the time her accent could be mistaken for English. She can’t roll her R’s
properly, she says, which is a speech impediment in Finnish and no
problem at all in English. She shares with us her views on the city’s
architecture: she loathes the “Jugend” Art Deco buildings downtown. Most
of Helsinki is surprisingly new, for a European city, built in the last couple
of centuries.

We freshen up before our trip out to meet other local fans. “Did you
know there’s a sauna behind your bathroom?” we ask Jukka.

“Actually,” says Jukka, “I did know that, yes. All modern Finnish
apartments have them.”

The Mafia of Saint Urho
The Helsinki Mafia meet every Thursday at Saint Urho’s pub [1]. On

a good night fifty fans will show up. Our single evening in Helsinki is on a
Tuesday, so an extraordinary meeting is being held. A hardcore dozen or
so fans will eventually join us around dark red tablecloths.

[1] In early 2007, I email Tero to ask about St. Urho. He writes:
“Finland is a Lutheran country, so we don’t have saints. The place
used to be a favorite of president Urho Kekkonen, and was later
named after him (a little bit tongue-in-cheek, hence the ‘St. Urho’).
On an unrelated note, ‘Urho’ as a noun means ‘a brave’ or ‘a
warrior’.”

We did intend to learn some Finnish before we left Australia: we
bought a computer CD with the ambitious title of Eureka’s Languages of
the World Volume 7: Let’s Learn Spanish, European Portuguese, Swedish,
Finnish, Catalan, Brazilian Portuguese, Tswana, Guarani, Quechua and
Yoruba. We didn’t get very far. But now we do ask our hosts how to order
beer in the local language. We learn to ask for Karhu (bear) and Kukko
(rooster) beer.

I determinedly approach the bar. I open my mouth to speak.
“Fancy a Coopers?” asks the barman. By way of explanation, he adds,

“They told me some Australians were coming.”
Resolutely, we order Finnish beer. We also order the most Finnish-

looking food on the menu. Here we are thwarted: they are inexplicably out
of herring. We have to order the chicken instead.
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“Finnish fandom,” I am told, “has a reputation for being Goth.” Ninni
Aalto is telling me this: she’s the young President of the Helsinki
University SF Club. A Finncon fan artist, she’s also just had her first book
published, a children’s picture book about a bunny miller. Ninni is not
Goth at all, but auburn-haired and bespectacled. Her boyfriend is blond
and bespectacled; he’s the Club’s Treasurer, Pasi Vihnen. They remind me
all too strongly of the years when Damien and I helped run the Adelaide
University SF Association together, except that surely we were never this
youthful.

It’s in talking to Hannu Blommila that I first encounter a subtheme in
Fenno-Scandi-Germano-fandom: informed interest in Australian sf.
Question number one was (and probably still is) “when will Greg Egan
write another story? A story collection? A novel?” Follow-up questions
(apart from “What do you mean, you don’t like Greg Egan’s work? You
know someone who went to school with him? Are you sure you don’t like
it?”) include “Tell us more about Terry Dowling. Is it true that there will
be more ‘Blue Tyson’ stories?” and “What of Sean McMullen? Is he still
wasting time writing fantasy?”. Generally speaking, fantasy was left to the
fantasy fans: these slightly older sf fans were interested in the stuff.

Ninni’s statement somehow summons Toni Jerrman. Toni could
single-handedly be responsible for Finnish fandom’s Goth reputation,
although his take is decidedly punk too. He wears a sleeveless black T-
shirt that shows off his tatts and his hair is glam-rock frizzy. A pair of
rectangular wire-framed glasses add a geek touch. Toni’s the editor of the
semi-prozine Tähtivaeltaja, a full-colour marvel of glossy articles we
shamefully can’t read, although I do recognise Jukka in a photo with M.
John Harrison.

Arriving with Toni is one of Tähtivaeltaja’s writers, Kimmo
Lehtonen. Kimmo is the sort of man who wears a hat indoors. He sees our
copy of Lonely Planet: Scandinavian Europe and is unimpressed. “They
get their facts wrong,” he complains. He points out where words are
misspelt.

Toni buys me a pint of sahti. I am unsure what sahti is, but I drink it.

Sahti is made from birch trees. Somehow. Birch!

Over our dinner, we’re told about Finnish fandom. Over four thousand
people attended the last Finncon, an astounding number for a country of
five million, even when you consider that the convention was free. We tell
them that Australian natcons are lucky to get four hundred, despite our
population of twenty million. Part of the difference may be that in Finland
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little distinction is made between sf, anime and gaming fandoms. Another
is that attendance is free. The longer travel distances within Australia may
also lower numbers back home.

Jukka has already told us that there’s not much in the way of fanzine
culture in Finland, apart from the impressive semi-prozines. The fan funds
are different here too – Kimmo describes them as pub whip-arounds to get
Jukka on a ferry.

Kimmo is referring to NoFF, the Nordic Fan Fund, which sends
fans between Finland and Sweden; its closest cognate for me is
probably FFANZ. Jukka was the NoFFare in 2002. Our Turku
host Johanna Ahonen was the first NoFFare, in 2001. Check out
http://www.enhorningen.net/noff/ (in Swedish and Finnish).

Transplanted Irish fan Fionna O’Sullivan has a few other things to say
about Finnish fandom. “They don’t do rounds!” she says, still astonished
after five months in Helsinki. She looks affrontedly at my beer glass. “Is
that still your second pint?”

“It’s sahti.”
“I’ll buy you a real beer. And then we’ll teach them to buy rounds.”
Down at the other end of the table, Damien is talking with the latest

arrival, a man named Hannu Blommila. Hannu’s an sf author and hosts a
world music show that’s very well-known in Finland.

Kimmo wants to know how to select the best Australian wine. Sari
and I discuss feminisms with Ninni. Fionna fills me in on the things Finns
don’t know about themselves, such as their fondness for olives and
dancing the tango. Wind cupboards are explained and a few aspects of
Finnish history are outlined. At some point I finish my sahti, which is what
the locals brewed in secret during their Prohibition. I’m teased for not
having a third pint of something.

Juliette is definitely drinking more slowly than the rest of us. It’s
probably because her drink is made of birch.

By the end of the evening, someone is drunk enough to claim that one can
read while having sex: “In fact, I prefer reading to sex.”

Fionna speaks for us all: “Then you’re doing it wrong.”

Finns from outer space
In the morning, the insanity of our schedule begins to come clear. We

have, what, twenty-two hours in Helsinki? What madwoman pencilled that
in? Eight hours have been spent on sleep and another two are sacrificed to
our logistics. We eat breakfast with Jukka, a meal of rye bread, cheese and
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sliced meat, as we respond to email from Wales, text ahead to Turku, and
book our ferry to Stockholm. By the time we’ve repacked and have petted
Myy goodbye, we have a few scant hours left before our train.

Over breakfast, Jukka and I compare scars: we have matching lines
from where our subdermal portals/catheters were placed. It turns out that
we had both received chemotherapy (although for different cancers) at
about the same time. We agree that chemo tastes bad.

But Jukka does his best, saying we still have time for a couple of
fannish highlights of Helsinki. The first of these is a shop, run by local fan
Jussi Tukkanen, situated in a rather unprepossessing little shopping mall.
Jussi calls it a games shop, “My cave”, but it also stocks comics and
novels. It’s here that I start to have an inkling as to why so many Finns
have perfect English. On the shelves are a few blockbuster fantasy novels
which have been translated into Finnish, but the majority of volumes are in
English. Knowing only your native language here means that you very
soon run out of books.

My notes seem to declare that Jussi is a “bootseller”, but he has
corrected it to “games-seller”.

Our final destination is Suomenlinna. En route we pass Helsinki Cathedral,
a white block of neoclassical architecture with green copper cupolas on
top. It stands over Senate Square, beyond which are the covered stalls of
the fishmarket and the expanse of Helsinki Harbour.

The start of Helsinki Harbour doesn’t actually mark the end of
Helsinki. Some of the city’s suburbs are out on the islands, and commuters
travel over bridges or catch ferries to the mainland. One of the city’s
suburbs is Suomenlinna itself.

The fortress was built by the Swedes in the eighteenth century, back
when Finland was part of their empire. The Russians were in an
expansionist phase, so the Swedes linked and fortified some of the islands
in the Harbour and called the resulting fortress Sveaborg. The
fortifications didn’t help in the long run: by 1809 the Russians had wrested
Finland out of Swedish hands. Sveaborg stayed with the Russians until
1918, when Finland declared independence. The place was then renamed
Suomenlinna, or “Castle of Finland”.

The spot to catch the ferry is out near the fishmarket. I recommend
standing near the back of the ferry so you can watch mainland Helsinki as
it recedes. You can see Helsinki Cathedral, numerous office blocks, and
perhaps the red-bricked Lutheran Cathedral. As we cruise out, we pass the
international ferries that ply the Gulf of Finland and the Baltic Sea: they’re

166



bloody huge, floating towns, orders of magnitude larger than our little
commuter ferry. There are seagulls about and little spits of rain. Jukka is
trying to explain to us something about pickled herring.

Ferries ply between Helsinki and ports spread over the Baltic.
It’s probably only a couple of hours to Estonia, which for some
workers is a tolerable commute. Apparently Finns go to buy
cigarettes for resale.

Suomenlinna consists of worn, low lumps of metamorphic rock, covered
with trees, grasses, souvenir stalls, and private houses. Everywhere are
massively-built walls and odd little fortifications. There are cannons, an
abandoned submarine, and some camouflaged small buildings which are
built into the ground like Hobbit holes. Jukka tells us that a theatrical
version of Lord of the Rings was indeed performed here, using different
sites on Suomenlinna for different scenes.

The place is also a popular picnic spot for locals. Finnish fans hold
their annual picnic here during the summer. One suspects that the island
would be a fearsome place to visit in winter.

Suomenlinna has a final fannish claim to fame, as the home of many
location shoots in Helsinki’s small oeuvre of fan films. Jukka seems to
have been in all of them, usually playing a professor. One is a Western,
Prince of the Rockies, a forty minute melodrama that “feels much longer”.
But the pinnacle of achievement may be Warlords of Saturn, a film that
purports to be a 1950s prediction of Finnish life in the 1980s. Its
conclusion? That all Finns come from Saturn.

No wonder so many attend sf conventions.

Train sailing
I don’t think I’ve mentioned yet how much I loved the trains in

Finland. Truly, they were enough to restore my faith in Western
Civilisation. They were spacious, well-appointed, punctual and clean. Each
time we boarded, we would find ourselves an empty six-seater cabin and
sit by the window. Each seat had a remarkably stable pull-up desk, so I’d
sit there writing my notes, glancing up and out of the window from time to
time, looking out at the birches, the pines and the lakes. Damien would
find a powerpoint and then pull out his laptop, backing up and sorting
through the day’s photos.

I have a large collection of photos of Juliette looking tired in
airports and on trains.

We’d bought a Eurail ticket for the trip, to minimise costs, and if you’re
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too old to count as a Youth then the ticket’s first class. But to this day I
don’t know if Finnish trains even have a first class, because these elegant,
uncrowded cabins were standard. I struggle to imagine what Finnish first
class must be like: free wi-fi and reclining seats? Maybe those cabins come
with sauna.

The secret of their success
Turku is the reason why we are visiting northern Europe at all. When

planning our trip, we were determined to visit fans outside the UK, and
were hampered only by the fact that we didn’t personally know any non-
Brits in Europe at all. We addressed this in two ways: by trawling the Net
and by asking around. Early on, Damien found a few English-language
blogs based in Turku, chatty discussions of books and films that had
sounded like, well, us. Damien made contact, and once Claire and Mark
knew we were heading north, they put us in touch with Johan Anglemark
in Uppsala, who gave us information on fans throughout Scandinavia.

Probably the easiest way to start finding out about Finnish
fandom is via the web. Start with
http://partialrecall.blogspot.com/ and then hit up
http://del.icio.us/tag/ findom-blogs. These folks blog relentlessly.

With Turku in mind, I started to research inexpensive routes across
Europe, and for a time we planned to fly Ryanair from Dublin to Riga or
Tallinn, with the aim of meeting Baltic fans before catching a ferry to
Helsinki en route to Turku. Our Baltic plans fell through – Lithuania
seems to be the happening fannish nation of the Baltic, not Latvia or
Estonia – but our draft itinerary did prompt an email from some guy called
Jukka in Helsinki, asking how we could contemplate passing through his
city without meeting the local fans. So our discovery of a few Turku blogs
and LiveJournals eventually cascaded into a Fenno-Scandi-German
odyssey from Tampere to Helsinki, Turku to Stockholm, Uppsala,
Copenhagen and Berlin.

Turku is also called Åbo, a legacy of Swedish rule. The first
university in Finland was established here, so naturally we are keen to
visit. Plus the Uni SF club (whose name this margin is too small to
accommodate) sounded awesome compared to the ones we’d been
involved with. Oh yes, å has a little circle above it so that you know to
pronounce it like an “oh”.

Turku also has a formidable reputation as the home of the 2003
Eurocon-Finncon, where four thousand people met in one of the largest
conventions ever held outside the US. Some Anglosphere con-runners
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attributed the Finnish success mainly to government sponsorship, but that
led to the question as to why Finnish conventions attract government
support in the first place. Damien and I will have a good chance to find out
during our visit to Turku, as we’ll be staying with the Chair of the 2003
Finncon, Johanna Ahonen.

Johanna is, I think, in her late twenties. She’s tall and attractive, with
long auburn hair and glasses. With her is Tero Ykspetäjä. I’m still thinking
of him as “Tero Unpronounceable” but Damien is confidently pronouncing
his surname as “EWKS-pet-EYE-ah”.

It’s important not to say “EWKS-pet-TAI-yah”. Completely
different word, clearly.

Tero’s a slim black monolith among the summer crowds of the railway
station. When he texted us earlier, he described himself: “guy with long
dark hair in a long black coat, easy to spot”. Up close, he has an easy
smile, very pale blue eyes, and a scatter of freckles across his nose. He’s
pretty enough that Damien and I both mistook his LiveJournal photo for
that of a woman. I think it’s fair to say, in fact, that the fans of Turku are
the best-looking of any group we will meet anywhere, with the possible
exception of Uppsala.

Sorry Jumbo!

Tero has to move baby toys out of the back seat of his car before he drives
us to Johanna’s (his wife, Kaisa, is also a fan and was on the 2003 Finncon
committee with Johanna). Damien comes up with a brilliant way to start
conversation: he asks for a Finnish tongue-twister. It will turn out that
there are few topics Nordic fans are keener on than linguistics.

Johanna’s place is up three flights in a tiny lift. It’s a comfortable sort
of place, decorated with movie posters from Lord of the Rings. We drop
off the luggage and set off for dinner at Viking Harald’s.

It’s just barely possible that Johanna’s easy professional
demeanour and sober mien disguise a certain tendency to squee
over beautiful men.

There’s a certain amount of postmodern irony in choosing Viking Harald’s
as our meeting place. The Finns were never Vikings, and the Vikings
never settled here. It’s a tourist trap sort of place, and also the kind of
restaurant where the less serious sort of Tolkien fan can party on special
occasions. The decor is a kitschy combination of faux-log panelling,
taxidermy, and blood-red runes daubed on white-washed walls. Staff in
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comedy-theatre Viking outfits hand out menus in Finnish and English. The
menus include astonishingly tedious stories about Viking Harald, his long-
suffering wife, and the raison d’étre of each dish. But the dishes
themselves actually sound rather good. We choose a platter – a Viking
“shield” – of Arctic char, venison, black trumpet mushrooms and sundry
other northern delicacies.

Char turns out to be a kind of fish. Not burnt birch.

Tero orders us all some tar schnapps. “Tar schnapps?” we ask, hoping this
is a mistranslation, but it seems doubtful that someone capable of making
sophisticated puns in colloquial English would get his monosyllables
wrong. “Like the stuff you put on roofs,” Tero says. I choose to interpret
the gleam in his eye as well-meaning.

Tar schnapps smells of tar. It’s dark-coloured. It’s far more pleasant
to drink than we had any right to expect. Unlike sahti, I would not only
willingly drink it again, but I would seek it out. Tar schnapps is good.

For dessert, we have tar icecream.

Joining us over dinner is Tomi Junnila. He is blond, bearded and
bespectacled and has the sort of toothy smile you can bask in. Tomi’s just
finished building his own home and is feeling good about that, so we have
a lot to bask in during the evening.

We are also met by Pasi Karppanen, a very serious-looking young
man with a proto-Jukka beard. He presses fanzines into our hands.
Arriving with him is a handsome dark-haired woman, Juvi Allénn, who
has a gorgeously contralto voice. Once Maarit Lamminen, the President of
the Turku University SF Club, arrives our party is complete.

Damien and I aren’t often the oldest fans at an sf gathering, but this is
one of those occasions. Many of Turku’s fans are away at their summer
homes at this time of year, but it also seems clear that Turku fandom is
centred on the University Club and its alumni. At one point Damien has to
explain the electrostenciller to these Net-era fans.

Ozone! Lightning! Worm gears!

So is youthful vigour the secret of Finnish fandom? Johanna and Tero
attribute it more to the willingness of various fannish groups to cooperate.
Anime fans, they admit, may be a much larger segment of Finndom than sf
fans. Tolkien enthusiasts are also part of the mix.

Cosplay and Tolkienism generally seem quite important to
Nordic fandoms.
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Then there are the benefits of plain old hard work. In particular, they are
now very skilled at writing grant applications. The government support
that Anglophone con-runners envy is actually a patchwork of small grants
sewed together, some from publishers as well as the government. The SF
Club managed to negotiate a free venue in the University of Turku and
newspaper articles were supportive.

In a nearby pub built inside a former bank, we sit on low leather
chairs and drink international beer (I have a Sierra Nevada, in memory of
our Austin years). We draw our nth scrappy map of Australia and tell them
about fandom back home. We want to tempt them to someday come over.

Say, by standing for GUFF.

Tero thinks we should return for the Finnish winter to properly experience
sauna-and-snow; I think we should teach him and Johanna to surf.

Eight curiosities of Turku
1. The pig-duck. A freakish-looking sculpture readily visible from

both the train and the motorway. A pallid mutant chimera, an Uncanny
Valley version of a rubber duck. Huge and guilelessly menacing, its name
in Finnish is Possanka: google it if you dare.

2. The main shopping street. Heated from underground, it never ices
over.

3. Finnish snack stalls. These are usually marked grilli. These may
also include Hesburger, the local version of MacDonald’s.

4. Photos of teenagers in sailor hats. For some reason, Finns wear
sailor outfits when they graduate from high school. The windows of
professional photographer offices are covered with such photos.

5. UFF. A ubiquitous Finnish chain of second-hand stores, noticeable
for its bright yellow signs. Profits and donations go to African and Indian
charities.

6. Graffiti walls. Building site fences covered with government-
permitted graffiti, canvases of urban art.

7. The old rope factory. It’s very, very long.
8. Isostasy. Much of Finland’s land surface is still rising after being

squashed for thousands of years under glacial ice. Turku Castle, for
example, was built on the edge of the town harbour. It’s now two hundred
metres inland.

Holiday mood
The next day, Johanna takes us to see a few places in Turku, starting

with the SF Club and the market. It’s a gorgeous summer’s day, warm and
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sunny, good weather for a walk into town. There are butterflies out and
about.

Johanna lives in one of the modern parts of the city, in an area with
wide streets and low apartment blocks. It’s on “the other side” of the River
Aura, she explains, for the old mediaeval centre is always referred to as
being on “the side”. On the side of the river lie the cathedral, castle,
market and harbour.

But before we reach the river, Johanna leads us into the campus of the
University of Turku (Turun yliopisto), where multistorey glass buildings
reflect back the blue of the sky. We go up some stairs and along a corridor
to the locked door of Turku’s SF Club.

Inside is a good-sized room filled with books, DVDs and elderly
brown sofas. A TV and hi-fi are set up for viewing, and the posters on the
walls are for sf films, anime and past Finncons. Johanna’s modest about
the set-up, but this place has provided the club with a stable base for years.
Their semi-prozine Spin has been going since 1977: fandom’s not new in
Turku.

My former Uni fanac self just about dies with belated envy.

It’s the early afternoon now and Turku’s city centre is in a holiday mood.
Preparations are underway for the Night of the Arts: an open-air concert’s
to be held on the banks of the river, with seating arranged near the Forum
Marinum maritime museum. Beethoven’s Battle Symphony, requiring two
orchestras and a brace of cannon, will be performed next to a nineteenth-
century three-masted barque and a 1902 full-rigger. Grilli and stalls selling
original artwork are setting up shop along the Aura.

It’s busy in the market square. Red-and-white-striped stalls are selling
vegetables and flowers. We pause to look at pretty little green and yellow
squash while Johanna winces at the price of cloudberries. We should have
bought her a litre on the spot.

One stall sells hand-carved wooden tools and knick-knacks: Lapland
cups, cheese-making boxes, butter knives and sculptures. There’s a pile of
toys amongst them, some “busy bears”. You turn the handle and the bear
works industriously at some task, chopping wood or hoeing. But one of the
busy bears was after our own hearts, seated before a computer with its bear
paws tapping away in blogging frenzy. We should have bought that too.

Blogging bear says “Grr, kommenttispämmiä”

Then I get a text message on my phone: the other Australians are here.

Snapshots
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Western Australian fans Karen McKenna and Dave Cake are standing
outside the railway station. They happen to have just flown to Finland, as
they’re visiting Tampere for a wedding. For all we know, this may be the
largest ever gathering of Australian fans on Finnish soil.

Dave and Karen are keen to visit Turku’s castle so we catch a bus to
the harbour, where we meet Tero, who’s just finished work. From the
landward side, Turunlinna looks deceptively delicate and compact,
especially after our visit – only the day before – to the sprawling
Suomenlinna. From the back, it’s only a few stories high, its walls covered
with white plaster and pierced by square windows. It’s only when we walk
around to the seaward side that the castle’s full height and massive
construction of grey rock becomes clear. In one photo I stand near the
front gate, a tiny figure, while the main tower yawns upwards to a blue and
cloudless sky.

Both Tero and Damien take versions of that photo. We have five
cameras between six of us, plus one laptop computer and a variety of other
electronic equipment.

Not including cameras built into our phones.

In our photogenic surroundings, we take photos of each other taking
photos. “It’s meta,” Tero says.

So here’s a final snapshot from our day in Turku, taken some hours
before Damien and I have to head off to our ferry: Johanna, Damien,
Karen, Dave and myself sit in a sunlit, cobblestoned courtyard around a
wooden table. Dave’s all beard and glasses, Karen has a huge smile, and
the table’s covered with cameras, coffee cups, chocolates and cake. A
splendid afternoon spent in good company.

Dave has heard every possible joke about his surname already,
I’m sure. But why not try to think one up anyway?

Dream archipelago
Look at a map of Europe. Find Finland and Sweden, noting that

Finland is definitely to the east. Peer at the space between Turku and
Stockholm and you’ll see an island or two marked in. Then find, if you
can, a map at a more detailed scale – now there are many more islands. In
fact, the more detailed the map, the more islands can be seen, right down
to a scale where the cartographer just can’t be bothered any more and
gives up. Tens of thousands of islands stretch between Turku and
Stockholm: tonight we’ll be passing through the Archipelago Sea.

We take escalator after escalator upwards through the ferry terminal
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building, as the foot passenger entrance is high up on the massive vessel.
We find the right floor, pay for our cabin, and wait in a hall without
enough chairs. When the doors open for boarding, there’s a pointless,
violent scrum as the crowd surges forward, and then we find ourselves
amid faded red velvet and chipped gilt trim, aboard the floating budget
palace of Viking Lines’ Isabella.

Inside, on the lower decks, we search for our cabin along narrow
corridors, jostled by fellow passengers speaking Finnish, Swedish,
German, Russian and English. Then we follow signs and staircases
upwards to decks which smell of fried food and which sound of slot
machines and Musak. In the cafeterias, families with small children are
buying fish and mashed potatoes by weight while the late evening
seascape glides beyond picture windows. A vast duty-free shop is thronged
with trolleys that people fill with chocolate, DVDs, ferry-themed gifts,
Moomins, alcohol and cigarettes. There’s a casino, a sauna, a
hairdresser’s, a pub and a cinema. Tonight’s film is Mr and Mrs Smith.

Outside is a view that’s ever more dreamlike. At first, the castle is
very near and the cathedral is in the distance; the rival Silja Line ferry
seems to dwarf them both. The harbour waters are calm, reflecting a still-
blue evening sky. Then the ferry begins to pick up speed, our wake grows
long, and the city’s skyline dwindles behind us. Islands have closed in on
either side, multitudes of them. Most are thickly wooded, and the larger
ones have brightly-coloured summerhouses sprouting between the trees.
Wharves and boats dot their coastlines. The smaller ones are treeless, mere
hummocks of rock protruding from the sea. We wonder how it’s possible
to navigate our vast ferry through such shoals, but then we see the flashing
lights of guide buoys in the water, marking out the safe route. As the sun
sets to starboard and the full moon rises to port, the islands become dark
shapes swimming next to us, silhouetted against a fiery sky. They are
varied, they are numerous, and they are never-ending.

Back down in our little cabin, we turn off the light. Through our small
window, we can make out the moon and, as our eyes adjust, we realise that
the moonlight is bright enough to illuminate the waves on the sea. We can
still see those islands, for as long as we can stay awake, bands of black on
the horizon between the deep star-pricked navy of the sky and the darker
blue of the sea. It’s so beautiful, so numinous, that we struggle to keep our
eyes open. It seems wrong not to try and greet each and every skerry of the
moonlit archipelago.

But we fall asleep anyway. When we wake we’ll get to be surprised
twice over by Sweden.
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This is a fragment of a GUFF report, produced by Juliette Woods and
Damien Warman for Corflu Quire and a few others. Portions of this report
will appear in Spin. Copyright 2007 Juliette Woods and Damien Warman.
Contact jwoods@pobox.com or dmw@pobox.com. ¶ Thanks to Jukka
Halme, Sari Polvinen, Johanna Ahonen, Tomi Junnila, and Tero and Kaisa
Ykspetäjä for their help, good food, friendship and accommodation.
Thanks to Dave Cake and Karen McKenna for congenial extra-
Australianness. ¶ Thanks to Claire Brialey and Mark Plummer, without
whom you would not be reading this. ¶ Thanks to Tero Ykspetäjä for some
fact-checking and for information on Saint Urho. ¶ Thanks to all of
Finnish fandom for making us feel so welcome.

Finland, February 2007
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2007: Ang Rosin
Ang Rosin attended the Australian National Convention in Melbourne:
Convergence 2, 8-11 June 2007. Rival candidates were Johan Anglemark,
Steve Davies and Anna Davour.

Platform

I wandered into fandom via the alt.tv.red-dwarf Usenet group in the mid-
90s. It was here I first encountered Australasian fans and decided these
were cool people I wanted to learn more about. Since my first con – Aliens
Stole My Handbag in 2001 – I’ve been increasingly involved with fandom
and I was young adult programme stream (YAFA) staff at the 2005
Worldcon. I’m an active fan – light reading, infrequent fanzine publishing
and some heavy lifting. Friends have told me I’m friendly, cheerful and,
with a steady supply of potato products, cause little trouble.

Nominators: Claire Brialey, James Bacon, Max, David Cake and Alison
“Alsion” Campbell.
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The guff_grrrl LiveJournal

Ang Rosin

And the first proper post
[20 April 2007, 11:54 a.m.]

Hello! I had friend notification set and was quite amused to see how
many people were reading LJ at 9 a.m. :)

After the shock came the pleasure, then after the pleasure came the
panic. My wonderful nominators bore the panic-stricken posts with
patience and forbearance. I can’t express my gratitude to the Fishlifters
[Claire Brialey and Mark Plummer] enough – the fanzine was wonderful –
and Max [Harden], James Bacon, and David Cake who did brilliant work
drumming up votes for me. Even poor Alsion [Alison Campbell], who
found herself in Egypt for the bulk of the campaign, remembered to push
the fund on LJ when she got back! I was also stunned by other fans who,
independently, took up the baton on my behalf. Particular thanks to Fran
Dowd and all at the Sheffield SF Group for the “lots of fandoms have a
North” support, Chris Tregenza for pushing me on the Year of the Teledu
LJ and DougS [Douglas Spencer] for subtle and amusing reminders to vote
on his LJ. I don’t want to get extra gushy but I do know that it was the
physical votes that count so thanks, again, to everyone in fandom who
voted for me. I went into the campaign thinking I’d be happy to get 10 first
place votes, over 20 would have been seriously pleasing. The actual
number of votes nearly knocked me off my feet.

So, then, onto business. Having finished flapping around in stress I’ve
now sat down and thought about what I’m going to do. I’ve sorted the cat
[1], I haven’t asked Caroline but I’m sure she’ll look after the Brownies
for a few weeks and Dad is happy to water the allotment. The next thing to
do was to look up flights.

[1] When I told Dad that I was going to Australia he thought I
was joking. I think he believes that I believe I’m going now but
doesn’t expect it to happen. Ho ho ho.

By Gum! Australia and New Zealand is a huge geographical area,
and, predictably, somewhat complicated to get to from the North West. I
think my favourite route to Wellington so far took me via four different
countries (sadly I didn’t bookmark it, and now I can’t find it again). One
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suggestion is that I travel to Heathrow by car/train and then fly direct from
there but getting to Manchester is a doddle (or, in fact, a “Dad’ll”) and
doesn’t change things too much so I’m going to stick with that.

I’ve also started to think about prezzies for Aussies. Sadly
international laws about invasive pests means I can’t bring any allotment
produce with me so I’m thinking about Beatles stuff. Which is a bit
predictable but it’s that or LFC keyrings and I don’t want to remind too
many people of the UK’s current sporting performances...

Flights...
[30 April 2007, 6:34 p.m.]

I am now flying with Emirates from Manchester to Perth and back
again. This is at the relative bargain price of £660, and I’ll remind myself
of that when I’m sitting in Perth airport waiting for a connecting flight to
Adelaide.

Then, today, someone asked me if I had a visa. “A visa?” I said, “I
need a visa for Australia?”

That’s tomorrow’s job.

I have an itinerary! (almost)
[11 May 2007, 9:11 p.m.]

Despite my ineptitude causing my credit card account to be
suspended due to suspected fraud, not realising I’d need some sort of visa
for Australia and what I will refer to as the “New Zealand Wobble” I have
an almost complete itinerary for my GUFF trip.

Saturday 26th May – EMIRATES Leave Manchester at 20:50. Arrive
Dubai 07:00, local time, Sunday 27th May.
Sunday 27th May – Depart Dubai at 10:05 after browsing consumer
electronics. Arrive Perth 0:55, local time, Monday 28th May.
Monday 28th May – QANTAS Depart Perth at 06:20 after 5 hours of
lying on a bench, probably. Arrive Adelaide at 10:40, local time,
where Damien Warman and Juliette Woods have promised not to
make me walk around a lake in order to see off the effects of jetlag.
I’ll also have the Fishlifters there to help me acclimatise to Australian
life. Remain in Adelaide until...
Friday 1st June – AIR NEW ZEALAND Leave Adelaide at 11:30 and
arrive in Wellington at 21:00, local time. I change planes in Auckland
and I’m considering buying something in every airport so I can have
the 2007 GUFF trip memorial carrier bag collection. In Wellington
I’ll be attending Conspiracy 2 [the NZ Natcon] and meeting with NZ
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fans including Norman Cates, aka “superb bloke”.
Tuesday 5th June – AIR NEW ZEALAND Leave Wellington 12:15
and arrive in Melbourne at 17:25, hopefully into the caring arms of
Alison. Her and Annette will look after me until...
Friday 8th June – Convergence 2 [Australian Natcon]. The
convention the trip is all about. I’m there until the day after the con...
Tuesday 12th June – I should be flying to Perth but this is the part of
the trip I haven’t actually sorted yet. I still need to contact Dave Cake
and find out where he’ll be and when he’ll be travelling. [Dave had
won FFANZ and would also be travelling to the NZ Natcon.]
Friday 15th June – EMIRATES Depart Perth 22:55, arrive Dubai
05:45, local time, Saturday 16th June.
Saturday 16th June – Depart Dubai at 07:55 and arrive Manchester
12:25, local time, hopefully greeted by my dad who’ll take me home
and pour me into bed!

Things still to do:

Sort out Perth.
Travel insurance. I’m waiting until Tuesday to do this because I go
back to the hospital on Monday and I’m hoping they discharge me. It
could probably save me some money.
Contact Pat for the cash. It’s great putting all the flights on one credit
card but at some point I’ll have to pay it off.
Buy an MP3 player. This is the “I can’t afford a laptop” consolation
prize. To be honest I need one for when I’m on the allotment because
my mobile phone isn’t designed for what is, effectively, sport use. A
radio receiver is a must and I’m hankering for DAB – a pity as my
preferred model only has an FM receiver. sigh <gadget love>
Send a call for postcard addresses for those who voted in GUFF.
They’ll have to state their preferred originating point.
Pack.
Get spending money off my parents [1]
Pack travel bag.

[1] Ready cash provided through the generosity of my parents.

Anyone able to think of anything else?
I can’t believe it’s only two weeks away now. I’ve been so busy this

week, both in work and with going out, that today is the first time I’ve
been able to sit down and sort things out in my head. I’ve actually not
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much on in the next couple of weeks so I can work through what has
happened so far and write my pre-trip part of my report.

Looking at the travel plan as it’s written it looks fairly insane. I hope I
get through it without causing too much damage to myself and my hosts.

If it’s breakfast in Adelaide it must be May in England
[29 May 2007, 11:05 a.m.]

I thought it might be polite to let you all know that I’ve arrived in
Australia safely and am now officially touring.

The trip over was fairly uneventful. I managed to record faithfully my
destination and contact details so breezed through customs. The huge
HAVE YOU ANY FOOD? AT ALL! notices panicked me into revealing
my mints — yes, I shook my Tictacs at an Australian customs official.
Dave Cake met me in Perth, fed me tea, and made sure that I got from the
International terminal at Perth airport to the Domestic gates: it appears that
they share a runway but very little else and five hours may not have been
sufficient time to get from one end of the airport to the other. I am very
grateful that he came and collected me, made me tea and got me to the
right place in good time.

Since I arrived in Adelaide Damien and Juliette have cared for me
admirably. I’ve had two lovely meals, met Yvonne [Rousseau] and other
local fans and had a full night’s sleep for the first time in days. Last night
was the first time I fell asleep and woke up and hadn’t changed timezone –
we are travelling out today and I’m worried that at some point I’ll have to
reset my watch again. Plans for the rest of the week include marsupials,
wine, markets, second-hand bookstores and, if I have anything to do with
it, penguins. To the side of me Claire has just shouted “alpaca” and is
highlighting the cheesy delights of the Adelaide Hills. That’s cheesy as in
the comestible, not as in disco balls and Cinzano.

I’m having fun and I’m looking forward to a whole day without
sleeping.

Eating indigenous wildlife...
[30 May 2007, 10:25 p.m.]

I’ve just enjoyed a slab of Roo with garlic mashed potatoes. If they
keep feeding me so well it’s unlikely I’m coming back home.

Koalas – heavy, fluffy and smell of eucalyptus.

!!! (at Conspiracy 2, the NZ Natcon)
[2 June 2007, 9:47 a.m.]

Tobes, you’d better sit down.
They closed the bar at 11:20 last night.
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The dealer’s room appears to open at 8 a.m.
Programming begins at 9!
Even I’m finding it a bit too early.

Untitled post
[3 June 2007, 9:34 a.m.]

Dave and I are convinced that there is a really good room party going
on somewhere and we just have to find it. It’s the only explanation.

Well, here I am...
[7 June 2007, 2:14 p.m.]

...in a Mary Martin bookstore in Melbourne, enjoying the relatively
cheap internet access. I’ve spent the past couple of days in the company of
Melbourne Red Dwarf fandom. At least two of them I’d already met when
they visited the UK but it was good to finally meet Essjay and Myf. Alison
and Dean looked after me really well and Alison really excelled herself by
playing netball half way through dinner last night.

I’m just over the road from the Natcon hotel and will be wandering
over soon to check in properly.

Con... gone
[11 June 2007, 3:59 p.m.]

So that’s the Natcon over. I’ve had a really good time and met loads
of lovely people but I appear to have broken my voice, quite badly.
Tomorrow I’m off to Perth for the last leg of the trip.

When I write my “great airport internet terminals of the world” this
will not feature in the top ten
[12 June 2007, 12:01 p.m.]

The terminal is right opposite a large window and I have to position
my body and the text box so as to be able to see my typing.

Aussies – on the way through security my rucksack and I had a wand
waved in/over us (the wand was IN the rucksack, and OVER me) and then
some paper was analysed. Nobody explained to me what it was. What was
it? [1]

I’m having weird “my holiday is over” feelings even though I know
I’ve three more days in Perth... it’s very strange.

[1] Cripes! I’ve just looked it up on google and it’s explosives
detection. This is getting worse – there’s only one screening procedure
I’ve yet to experience and that’s fairly invasive. <gulp>

LiveJournal, April-June 2007
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We’re Jammin’

Ang Rosin

An epic tale of a woman, her preserve, and her battle to transport it across
international borders.

Introduction: this tale will eventually feature in a full trip report but it was
told as part of the GUFF panel at Convergence 2 and I felt it would be
nice to share it with a wider readership. Damien and Juliette are Damien
Warman and Juliette Woods, previous GUFF winners and my hosts for the
first part of my trip. Claire and Mark are Claire Brialey (one of my
nominators) and Mark Plummer, Secret Masters of Fandom and on
holiday in Australia at the same time as my trip. Yvonne is Yvonne
Rousseau, heroic photographer and keeper of scrupulous records. On my
third day in Australia we visited the Adelaide Hills and passed through the
town of Hahndorf...

As if I wasn’t obsessed enough with food already, Damien and Juliette
decided we should stop at Beerenberg Farm, purveyor of “Fine Australian
jams, marmalades and condiments”. Here you could see industrial mustard
production in action but I found myself more interested in the wide range
of preserves and it was Juliette, I think, who pointed out that they had a
quince jelly on the shelves.

We all know about my potato obsession, many people are aware of
my “banana a day” compulsion, after three weeks travelling around
Australia my cheese “problem” is out of the closet [1] but quince is a quiet
little fixation I developed after a holiday in Barcelona. The thing is, quince
jam is not on sale at my local Sainsbury’s, or in any local supermarket as
far as I can tell. I have a pot of jelly picked up in Devon that I’ve been
rationing since last July, and I’m looking for a local nursery that has a
quince tree for sale [2], but until then my quince supply is dependent on
serendipity.

[1] The eating of cheese will provide the narrative momentum for
my trip report.

[2] Quince is a pear-like hard fruit that thrives in a climate
somewhat warmer than we are used to in the North of England. I’m
looking for a tree that has been raised locally so that I know when I
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plant it it will bear fruit.

It was a golden opportunity but I’d already been through Australian
Immigration once and had developed a healthy paranoia about transporting
anything across their borders. At this point, in fact, I was concerned about
moving fruit more than a couple of blocks in any direction. My hosts were
convinced that there was no problem in transporting preserves, and Claire
and Mark reassured me with tales of happily transporting jam to the UK
previously, so I took a chance and picked up a pot of jelly. Which I
promptly packed and forgot about...

...Until I reached New Zealand customs on 1 June and they discovered the
jar when they x-rayed my baggage. Y’see, I’d completed the no-food-to-
declare section of the immigration documents and had breezed through in
a carefree manner. At the end of the conveyor belt I was met with a rather
dour officer.

“What’s in the jar, madam?”
Horror! Panic! Alarm! I’d forgotten about my jelly.
“It’s a pot of jam, officer.”
“What sort of jam?”
More horror! More panic! More alarm! I couldn’t remember the name

of the fruit. I stood there, like a rabbit in headlights, trying to remember
what I’d bought.

“Erm... um... it’s a type of fruit...You can’t really grow it in the UK...
it’s like a pear... um... er... Quince! It’s quince!”

“Right,” he said, and waved me on. I was later told by NZ fandom
that I was lucky to escape without being fined. I think my level of hysteria
had managed to convince them that I was merely an idiot who was
suffering from jet-lag rather than an international bio-terrorist.

Having comprehensively learnt my lesson I was careful to declare the jam
on my form on my way back into Australia. What I didn’t realise was that
the short stay in NZ, combined with me being female, travelling alone and,
probably, the UK/scouse accent, would flag me for questioning upon
arrival in Melbourne (I suspect they thought I was transporting illegal
drugs). I was staying for the first couple of nights with Alison Campbell
but hadn’t her home address with me, so I put down the Rydges hotel
address – but had also ticked on the form I was staying with friends (it
seemed easier to do this on the way into Australia as I was travelling
around a bit). So I was questioned quite closely about why I was staying in
a hotel. In the course of the conversation I confessed that I was there for a
science fiction conference, at which point I was asked why I’d gone to
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New Zealand:
“Well, for another sf conference, actually.”
“Haven’t you already seen everything then?”
“I suppose if you put it like that it does seem rather silly....”
But the mention of the science fiction obviously proved that my odd

appearance and rucksack were because I was odd, rather than a drugs
mule, and he let me go on to the next stage.

At this point I’d pretty much reached gibbering wreck stage again. Little
did I know that a further trial by jam awaited me:

“You’ve brought jam in with you.”
“Yes... but it’s Australian jam! I took it to NZ with me and I haven’t

even opened it.”
“Can we see the jam, madam?”
So I have to dig into the rucksack and find the jam, which is wrapped

in a pair of jeans.
“Why did you buy jam and take it to NZ if you knew you were

coming back?”
“It’s from Adelaide; we went to the jam factory there. I thought it

would be OK.”

I’m just not ready for his next question.
“And what’s wrong with Melbourne jam?”
“...Nothing... um...” I’m speechless.
The customs officer grins: “OK, you can go.”

Banana Wings #31, August 2007
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The Unreliable Narrator – Post-
Trip Mopping Up

Ang Rosin

The following article is based on the final part of my trip report (which is
beautifully formatted graphically but so far lacking in paragraphs).

Homesick, teary post-film, and feeling rather tired I arrived back in the
UK. The trip through customs was blissfully simple and Dad was ready to
collect me at the gate. He had my niece with him which was good as I had
to keep myself composed and not dissolve into an emotional lump. It then
took a few days to get back on to an emotional even keel. Then, ready to
get on with reality, I came to a decision: after 15 years time had come to
quit as a Brownie Leader. I was sad to give up but my GUFF trip had put
into focus how much stress it caused me on a weekly basis.

My first duty as the returned GUFF delegate was to fulfil an election
promise, namely to deliver my trip report through the medium of
interpretive dance at Year of The Teledu. This was a fantastic and fun con
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that took place over a weekend in July in 2007. The programme was
developed interactively on a wiki and my trip report took place during the
Saturday Cabaret.

Of course, it’s difficult to dance interpretively while reading a script, so
Liz gamely stepped in as a stunt Ang and while various characters stepped
up to act out parts of the report (Lisa Lagergren as a wallaby, Tobes Valois
as a koala, Mark as himself) I ran around the stage fuelled by most of a
bottle of wine and sheer terror. It went down quite well and the sight of the
massed ranks of fandom singing “Cuddly Koalas” will live with me for a
long time.

186



First fannish job done, it was on to the nitty gritty of fan fund
administration: a) raise funds, b) administer the next two races, and c)
write a report.

Raising funds in the UK is eased along by the magnificent efforts of
the League of Fan Funds. Claire, Flick and Alison now have me pretty
much at their disposal at conventions and I will be there when a table
needs manning, an auction needs a runner, or a potato needs a name. It’s a
job I particularly enjoy which is lucky as I can see it being a lifelong duty.

The next race was great fun. In April 2009 I had Sue Ann and Trevor
to stay but, obviously, I can’t say too much about it because that belongs in
their trip report. I don’t think I terrified them too much with my random
approach to direction and my satnav’s seeming need to send us on the
scenic route to most places. In my defence I’d only just returned to work
full time after surgery [1] AND they removed a whole roundabout from
Bradford [2]. I’M JUST SAYING.

[1] I’d originally put a joke in here about it not being compulsory
for GUFF candidates to have had surgery and then, while I was
writing this, James Shields managed to fall over running for a train
and fracture his wrist. While I admire his dedication to the cause it
simply wasn’t necessary. And don’t get me started on Doug Spencer
and his habit of falling down stairs.

[2] Proving, if there was any doubt, that roundabouts really do
hate me.

My final job is to write the trip report which, I have to say, hasn’t
been easy. Despite the best of intentions it sat as a named file, stalled for
the best part of two years. GUFF winners have not got a good record for
completing reports but as the past few UK delegates have managed to
publish something I’d hate to let the side down, particularly as the report is
the only thing fans ask for, really, as a product of your trip. Without the
report what, really, is the point of the fanfunds?

Well, when I stood for and won GUFF there was no way that I would
have taken such a trip independently. My non-fannish friends and family
have no interest in travelling to Oz and I would be looking at spending the
bulk of my time alone. Although I could be fairly confident that old friends
like Alsion would welcome me into their homes I would have been
financially restricted to maybe travelling to one or two places and would
have been mindful of the imposition I would place. I could only have
travelled for a couple of weeks at most and even if I had decided to travel
over for a convention there would be no guarantee that any fans I knew
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would be there. It could have been a lonely and expensive mistake.
Travelling under the auspices of the fund does two things. It gives

you an automatic introduction to fans in the destination country, many of
whom will not have heard of you but will have heard of the fund. If not,
they will have heard of one or two of your nominators. It gives you a
degree of commonality in a field that has encompassed a wide variety of
interests.

Secondly you get to represent and strengthen the bonds between the
different fannish communities. You do this by travelling overseas and also
by meeting different fans who invite you into their home. Suddenly you
join this community of fan fund winners and friends of the fund. Before
the fund I’d have thought twice before inviting a winner to stay in my
home as I’m slightly out of the way of the big fan groups and I would
worry that it wouldn’t be exciting enough. Now I’d happily offer anyone
room to stay [3]. I’m also making every effort to attend the upcoming
Worldcon in Australia which, if my experience of Australian fandom is
anything to go by, is going to be a fantastic, exciting, warm, welcoming
and relaxing experience.

[3] Although not right at this moment. About 15 months ago,
surgery looming, I dumped a whole load of old bedroom furniture as
the first step in household renovations. Since then there have been
desultory attempts at removing the cruft that filled the furniture and
now we are finally at the point that the spare bedroom is being
redecorated. Unfortunately this means that not only do I have no spare
bed, still, but that all the books, magazines, old chargers, shed cat
hairs and craft supplies are now cluttering up my bedroom and my
dining room. Which in a two up, two down means there’s very little
space left for me. Who knows where I’ll be able to put the seed
nursery this year....

Yes, having never imagined that I would ever travel to Australia, I’m
planning to travel for Worldcon and I spent time there at Christmas this
year for a friend’s wedding. I was warned before my trip that travel to
Australia could become a habit and it seems to be the case.

More Balls #5, March 2010
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this ebook. For chronological order by year of GUFF trip, see Contents or
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This free ebook is exclusive to the unofficial TAFF website at
taff.org.uk. If you enjoy it, a donation to GUFF is a fine way to
express your appreciation.
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