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Back there, right now, with any luck at all, Wally the Maori Wrasse still cruises the Great Barrier Reef é 

the little tame dingo ï a real dingo, you can tell by his white paws and tip of his tail ï still accepts 

friendly scratches at the camel farm, and his Emu buddy still meanders the parking lot é the blackbird 

with the golden eyes still circles the sacred rocks and caves of Uluru é the little hens with the crested 

heads still skitter along the stream at the base of Kingôs Canyon é and strong wild horses still run and 

prance and leap among the bush of the outback.  With any luck at all.   

 

But forget luck!  Letôs have faith that it is so, that Australia is still as it was when we went there in 

September, 2010 ï and letôs throw in the homely camels who ogled us over farmersô fences, and the 

bumbling quokkas we met on Rottnest Island seven years before.  Letôs have faith that they abide, as well, 

that all these critters are still as they were, and that the Australian people, too, are as they were ï friendly, 

generous, open souls, the finest folks Iôve ever known ï as sure as Uluru still glows red in the sunset, as 

the Reef still gleams with its rainbow hues of living coral, as the Cairns rainforests still yearn to the sky 

(cleft by the skyrail), as the Southern Cross still shines upon that great and good land downunder.   

Follow us into the Dreamtime.   

 
 



A DEDICATION 
 

Iôd planned our trip to Australia for months, mostly on a yellow legal pad I crammed with notes, dates, 

reservation numbers and cross-outs.  True to my status as the worldôs worst airplane-o-phobe, I began 

worrying about the flights about a month before we were to leave.  Andy Porterôs e-mails about the 

storms and floods ravishing Victoria, home to Melbourne, home to the world science fiction convention, 

filled my inbox and my anxieties.  ñIôm Going THERE?ò he squawked ... and I worried.  To counteract 

my nerves ï and silence my begging ï my doctor shot me a scrip: alprazolem é Xanax.  Itôs potent stuff; 

he meant business.  Meaning her own business, and determined to keep our load light, Rosy bought new 

luggage, a small rolling suitcase plus a carry-on for each of us.  Which we packed.  All this was in 

progress throughout August, 2010. 

 

But the emotional beginning of our long, demanding, expensive journey, the moment when I knew we 

were on our way, when I understood why, came late on the night before we were to leave, when I invaded 

the most scared of feminine sanctums, the hair salon.   

 

I only intruded because theyôd been at it since 5PM and it was now past 10, and I was tired of sitting 

around the house with no one but our beloved dogs and cats.  So I sought and found the little house where 

the Fireflies Salon did its thing.   The ladies welcomed me, and as the stylist made her skillful diagonal 

cuts at my ladyôs pate, I watched la belle sit beneath the cloak, facing the mirror, solemnly studying her 

evolving haircut.  In some strange way the moment made it clear not only that we were going on a long 

trip, but why. 

 

On our DUFF trip in 2003, weôd seen much and enjoyed it all ï but Rosy had been disappointed.  In 

Perth, in Melbourne, even in Sydney, sheôd expressed a wish to see Australiaôs famous outback, the vast 

Red Centre desert at the core of the continent.  Couldnôt we take an afternoon, she asked, and explore it a 

little?  With regret, Iôd explained that a journey to the outback was the equivalent of a trip to Kansas City 

ï a thousand miles if not more.  An afternoonôs drive just wouldnôt cut it. 

 

And so weôd done without.  But not this time; this trip, I swore, would correct the oversight from 2003.  

Much of my yellow pad was covered with notes on the train trip on the Ghan and tours to Uluru ï Ayers 

Rock ï the great red symbol of the Red Centre.  The worldcon and its Hugo nomination for my genzine, 

Challenger, gave us an excuse for going.  The spot Rosy won on the academic program promised us a tax 

deduction to blunt the expense.   But the reason we were going was to let my wife see what sheôd missed.  

As I watched la belle make herself pretty for our journey, I realized ï with satisfaction ï that I doing it all 

for her.  So airplanes?  Expense?  Worth it all.   

 

The next day, Friday, August 27, I went to work, and when I came home, Karen, the former student Rosy 

had found to house-sit, was already there.  She was capable (and pretty) and the pooches ï Pepper, 

Ginger, and their goofy daughter Paprika ï loved her, so there was no reason to worry, but as our woobie 

dawgs watched us leave, I could hardly stand it. 

 
IN OUR ELEMENT 

 

To fly out of a backwater like Shreveport imposes an extra cost of about $200, each, on any journey.  So 

we elected to leave from Dallas, and the first leg of our trip was a late-night drive there.  Rosy had found 

a hotel which would allow us to dump our car in its lot throughout our three weeks absence.   The hotel 

was called the Element, and indeed, it introduced us to a new element in our vacationing lives: luxury.   



Rosy compared the hyper-modern décor ï LED lighting, etc. ï to 2001.  Yes, here it was, a mere 9 years 

late ï beautiful, comfortable, aesthetic.   

 

Ensconced in our room, I took half an alprazolem to help me sleep, and dreamed.  Wild polka-dot horses 

stampeded over thick ice.  Freud, in Glory, looked on in puzzlement.    

 

The day, when it came, was bright blue and perfect.  Yet I was terrified.  How come, I wonder, I look up 

at such magnificent skies when I drive beneath them and say, I wouldnôt mind flying in this, and when I 

do fly on such days, Iôm still a quivering wreck?   I popped an alprazolem.  The plane, a distressingly 

small 737, launched itself for the west. 

 

And it was glorious.  Advice for flight-o-phobes: take window seats.  Youôll feel better if you can see 

whatôs outside ï and if whatôs outside is the magnificent brown expanse of the great American southwest, 

all the better.  Also, take morning flights, before the sun has a chance to churn up turbulence.  You get the 

added aesthetic benefit of sharp, jagged shadows delineating the strong, rough-hewn mountains, the 

sinuous river canyons, the flat-topped buttes ï and closing in on the Coast, the serene, featureless Mojave.  

By the time we punched through the thin cloud cover over Los Angeles, my neck ached from gawping at 

the splendid spectacle below.  Weôd had nary a tremble of turbulence.  And it was barely noon.  

 

Barely noon é and our overseas flight wouldnôt take off until 10:20.  What to do with the long 

afternoon?  How about re-establish family ties?  Seven years it had been since weôd driven into the high 

desert northwest of L.A., the Antelope Valley, to the little desert town of Rosamond where my 

grandparents lived for most of my life and where most of my cousins still abided.  A misunderstanding 

with a cousin had kept us away ï but Iôd had enough of it.  Though I didnôt have the nads to confront the 

problem person straight on, I could e-mail his brother Roger, and the sweet, generous fellow had the heart 

to beckon us to his home.  We grabbed an el cheapo rental and drove there. 

 

Roger and I are the oldest of our generation and have always had a bond.  Heôs a warm, big-hearted guy, 

and as we sat around his comfy house with his wife Sue (a frequent attendee of the San Diego ComiCon), 

his sister Janice and various members of their broods, I felt years ï and tensions ï fall away.  Buoyed by 

Rogerôs example, not to mention his kindness, I was rediscovering Family.  My brother, sister-in-law and 

nevvies live in upstate New York, and we seldom get up there.  The California side of the clan had, like I 

said, felt closed to me for years.  Iôve never been much of a Family Guy, but how I envied Roger the 

constant flow of loved ones through his home.  That afternoon, I felt I was part of it ï and as best I could, 

that I was correcting a fundamental eff-up in my life.  It was grand. 

 

We visited the Lancaster graveyard where lie our grandparents and my aunts and uncles (except for two 

who still hang in there), went to dinner and talked a lot and laughed some and it was a healthier and much 

relieved GHLIII who drove his wife back to LAX as evening ï and Australia ï came on.    

 

OVER THE SEA, LET½S GO MEN ³ 

 

Because of their low fares relative to Qantas, Iôd booked our trans-Pacific flights on V Australia.  It 

seemed like a good idea.  Though they didnôt fly 747s, they offered the comparatively huge Boeing 777, 

and gave us Rosyôs preferred seats ï window and aisle.  While ceding the space between us to a stranger 

may seem crazy, there was method in la belleôs madness.   Who would choose a middle seat if a choice 

was to be had?  The tactic worked and we were blessed with extra legroom.  Rosyôs determination to 

travel light also paid off.  We were able to load our entire luggage into the overheads and avoid check-in 

fees.     

 



 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

  

 

 HOSTS 

Right é Cuz Roger 

and yhos share a 

giggle in California.  

Below left, Craig 

and Julia Hilton in 

Melbourne.  

Below, Lezli Robyn 

with our constant 

companion and 

chaperone, Mib the 

Panda.   



I popped another pill while waiting with the throngs for take-off.  It too worked.  Aloft, Rosy had to wake 

me up to scarf the spicy chicken dinner.  How revolutionary for me to fall asleep on an airplane!  I 

scribbled a quick diary entry for August 29 ï a day that, since we were crossing the International Date 

Line, would last all of 6 hours ï and returned to the land of Nod.  I awoke to bumpiness, normally a cue 

for me to freak out and start clawing at the portholes ï but the alprazolem kept on working.  I simply 

ignored the ruts in the road and went back to sleep.  And since all mortal nights end, eventually ... 

 

Eventually there were lights in the dimming darkness before us, and then, far below, surf bursting onto a 

rocky shore.  Maybe it was relief after the tedious flight.  Maybe it was our happy memory of 2003.  

Maybe it was the overwhelming good vibe from the land downunder down under us.  Whatever, I felt a 

rush of joy: Australia. 

 

We landed ï but my relief was short.  With barely enough time for a happy breath, we had to hustle onto a 

bus and groan through gummy left-laned traffic to another terminal, where our next flight awaited us ï 

Sydney to Melbourne.  As in Melbourne, Victoria, where storms and floods had been the norm of late, 

and unknowable terrors awaited us in the skies.  But I actually felt rested and sane, so didnôt pop another 

pill ï simply clutched one, at the ready.  Security, yôsee.   This takeoff corkscrewed us steeply into the 

clouds ï not scary, just é interesting.  And then we were in the clear, all weather ï and comforting 

country ïfar below.  I wondered at one point, Are we passing over Hanging Rock?  

 

We landed after a perfect flight.  I was proud of myself; I hadnôt taken my pill.  In fact, it had dissolved to 

naught more than a smear on my fingertips.  And we were there, in Melbourne ... the city of the 2010 

worldcon.   

 

DuKKAH-rat  SPRINKLE 
 

Australians are the nicest people in the world.  No fewer than three locals helped us find our hotel ï the 

Batmanôs Hill on Collins, which sounded like the secret lair of a crimefighter but was actually an 

attractive renovated building just across from the train station.  Downunder kindness continued as we 

checked in ï the hotel upgraded us gratis to a king bed.  The room was small ï especially with a king! ï

but clean, comfy and modern.  We were introduced to one standard aspect of hotel life we donôt see in the 

States ï to turn on the lights, you must insert your keycard into a slot by the door.  Good idea: a keyless 

intruder would have to bumble around in the dark, and you always know where your key is!   

 

Still zoned from the flight, we crashed for about 3 hours.  Awake again, we turned on the tube.  The news 

was dominated by complicated parliamentary politics (no party won a majority in the recent elections) 

and Victoriaôs floods (the downside of the very welcome rains; seems a drought had afflicted the area for 

months).  But Melbourne itself, tonight, was dry.  Australiaôs version of Deal or No Deal was a 

disappointment: no babes. 

 

Our eveningôs plans required a jaunt aboard a tram we caught right outside.  Remembering how the trams 

baffled us in 2003, I worried about negotiating this one, but again, a native leant us succor.  We clanged 

our way down to St. Kilda, looking for the landmark pizzeria, and once there, easily found the right cross 

street.  Down which we walked é too far.  Another citizen helped us, this time with loan of a cellphone.   

Imagine asking a stranger for loan of a phone on an American street!  Weôdôve been maced!  Alerted by 

our call, our host came out to meet us: Dr. Craig Hilton.  

 

I first met Craig and Julia in the late ó80ôs, when they visited New Orleans.  Craig interviewed me for 

Australian radio and shared, with me, some of his rat-themed fan art.  During our DUFF trip, Julia picked 

us up at the Melbourne airport, dropped us off at the train depot, and in between, drove us to the 



Healdsville Zoo and into the wonderful mountains 

above Melbourne.  Craig, with Alan Stewart, had 

taken me to a ñfootyògame.  Since 2003, Craig, as 

ñJennerò, has taken his cartooning to a professional 

level.  Doc Rat is a furry fanôs delight, on line and in 

collections (which we loaded up on at the con).   

 

When Julia found that we were coming to Aussiecon, 

an invitation had gone forth, and we were there for 

dinner.  Inside the Hiltonsô nifty pad (much Ian Gunn 

artwork on the walls) we met Carey and Joanna 

Handfield, and enjoyed a full, several course feast.  

You can find the menu elsewhere, complete with an 

original sketch by Jenner.   Our talk was enthused and 

challenging and the chow was sublime.  Whatever 

ñdukkah sprinkleò was, it was delicious.  A warm, 

delectable welcome to Australia!   

 

TO WOODEND ³ AND BEYOND 
 

I woke at 5AM on August 31
st
 to call my bank in 

Shreveport, and make sure that our debit cards had 

been approved for use downunder.  At 7 I ran down 

to retrieve my camera from Carey Handfield ï Iôd left 

it in his car.  With Rosy I strolled down Collins Street to exchange our American money for Australiaôs 

pretty multi-colored cash.   It was my second trip to the bank ï for God knows what ridiculous reason, to 

exchange my American money for Australian required a look at my passport ï but we enjoyed the walk.  

A gorgeous old hotel graced the avenue, the crossing signals made happily familiar clickety-click sounds, 

and it was nifty to see Melbournites doing something as prosaic as go to work.  We made the trade. 

Gabrielle the teller had friends in New England, and was fascinated with American currency.    

 

We were having lunch across the street from the hotel when, like blue sky on that blustery day, our 

lovely, brilliant buddy Lezli Robyn appeared.  The Campbell nominee for Best New Writer apologized 

for being delayed, but blamed her terrible luck.  Sheôd recently scorched the inside of her mouth with hot 

chocolate and had seen her train blocked by a tram accident on the way here.  But here she was ï and here 

also on the street corner were Steve and Sue Francis and Pat and Roger Sims.  It always rattles my wits 

for a moment to spot familiar faces on foreign streets.  But such is the way of the worldcon.  I wrote in 

my notebook, ñCON BEGINSò. 

 

But not immediately.  Our meeting with Lezli was not coincidental.  We had a side journey, pre-

worldcon, in mind, one we had long planned.  To Woodend é and beyond: to Hanging Rock. 

 

Readers of my DUFF report, The Antipodal Route, will recall our first trek up the famous mamelon 

(volcanic upthrust) in 2003, and all civilized creatures should be familiar with the novel and movie that 

sent us there, Picnic at Hanging Rock.  It had always been understood twixt la belle and myself that going 

back to Australia meant going back to the Rock.  When it became clear that it was going to happen, weôd 

invited Lezli along.  After a stop by the local Apple Computer outlet to have Rosyôs new IPad activated 

(or whatever) ï spotting a tempting Tim Burton exhibit across the street ï we made for the trains.  Of 

course there was a delay (ñLezliôs fault!ò), but soon we were off for the rurals, northeast of Melbourne.  

Specifically, Woodend. 



 



Much more modern train than weôd taken with Bill Wright in 2003 é but it was the same old station and 

the same old stationmaster we found at our destination.  Alas, alas, Sue the mad cabbie, who had 

delighted us in 2003 with her exuberance and shouts of ñYEHHHHHHH!ò had sold her business.  

Brushing away disappointment, we walked into the town, passing two hotels Iôd scouted out on line.  

Hmmph!  Dumps ï I was glad Lezli had found us a place to stay.   

 

But before we went there, we had to eat ï at a place crowded with tables called ñBitesò ï and the ladies 

had to shop.  The storms feared by Andy Porter manifested themselves over Woodend as on/off-again 

showers, and Rosy and I were receiving a lesson in Australiaôs seasons.  August 31
st
 is not the height of 

summer for the denizens of Oz.   Itôs winter.  Itôs cold.  Rosy needed a coat. 

 

So the ladies toured the townôs myriad shops, seeking something suitable.  (I tagged along, finding a pb of 

two James Herbert novels ï pretty good! ï and shipping home newspapers stolen from Bites for Rosyôs 

journalism class.  Horrendous cost.)  Their quest paid off.  At a hippy-styled shoppe called Color Me 

Cooper (apparently a saying of some sort) Rosy found a handsome gray sweater/jacket with a cute pixie 

cap.  She looked divine. 

 

The ladiesô search had eaten the entire afternoon, and with night approaching, we had a choice: eat 

something, ourselves, or grab a cab for our crashpad.  We chose the latter, so hiked back to the rail station 

to fetch our bags and obtain a cab ï not Sueôs, alas.  The taxi took us to Hanging Rock Cottage é right 

beneath the looming stone fortress of Hanging Rock itself. 

 

¼ROO THE DAY 
 

A pair of coneys ï short-eared rabbits, right? ï leapt across the wide lawn, on which a golden-flowered 

wattle tree lay fallen.  White cockatoos flew above.  Behind the house a huge hollow tree stood before a 

wide expanse of turf.  Within the Cottage ï a handsome, clean little place ï the spooky menu music for 

the Picnic at Hanging Rock DVD played over and over and over.  I should have felt at peace ï but when 

Lezli announced that she couldnôt raise a cell signal, my mild anxiety over the nasty weather morphed 

into outright paranoia.   

 

No cell service, no land line, no lights in the house adjacent, no way to leave.  The only sign of nearby 

human habitation was the monotonous beat of a recorded drum.  We were alone.  I flashed on Blair Witch 

Project and on Shirley Jacksonôs ñThe Summer Peopleò, in which an elderly couple who have stayed on 

too long in their vacation cottage wait for the townsfolk to come kill them.  All the time, the beautiful, 

supernaturally evocative ñPipes of Panò played from the DVD, reminding me again and again and again 

of where we were é  What visitors, supernatural or not, would burst in upon us that cold and rainy and 

darker than dark night, and we with no way to call for help, or flee?  

 

Rosy and Lezli, of course, thought I was crazy.  Using some of the free foodies provided by the unseen 

Cottage owners (and none of the goodies they left out ï for sale) they put together a pancake dinner and 

relaxed, chatting about Facebook stalkers Lezli had known.  Afterwards, we punched the ñplayò button on 

the DVD and watched Picnic at till  the magnificent moment when the British boy leaves the scrap of 

calico in his Aussie friendôs palm.  Then to bed ï Lezli to her cot in the living room, graciously ceding the 

net-covered bed to us.   Frazzled by jetlag and monsters from the id, I slept some, if  not enough, and 

whatever went bump in the Aussie night, I certainly imagined worse.  

 

There is an answer to terror which we Americans have forgotten.  It is faith in human decency.  Our toxic 

politics and skewed values have blinded us to this perspective ï but Australians have not forgotten it.  Iôll 

get to that revelation, learned again that September 1
st
 morning, directly. 



 

I awoke to the distant calls of unknowable birds.  I held my digital 

recorder to the window to try to capture their melodic trills.  

Invading the kitchen area, I peeked out the blinds at the sprawling 

field behind us ï and knew for sure that this was no dream: we were 

in Australia.  Kangaroo. 

 

She (for it was a doe) stood a hundred yards away or so, nose to the 

grass or upright.  I swear she was staring at the Cottage.  In moments 

Lezli was awake and minutes later, I fetched Rosy, who said later 

that she wished sheôd photographed Lezli and me, peering out at our 

visitor through the blinds.  My worries evaporated ï this taste of wild 

Australia was what weôd crossed the ocean for.  Finally, with tiny hops, the óroo wandered to the treeline 

and disappeared.  Sheôd done her duty, though, evaporating my nuttiness from the night before.  I was 

thoroughly jazzed for the day. 

 

However, our problem remained: we had no car and no phone to summon one.  I went outside.  Mist hung 

low, smothering the heights of the Rock.  The small house to our right had a new auto parked in front, but 

weôd seen no lights there the night before.  Mindful of leg-ripping dogs and/or a shotgun welcome, I 

clambered over a wire fence and knocked on our neighborôs door.  But neither dogs nor shotguns met my 

inquiry; instead, a very pleasant fella of about my own age greeted me with a delighted smile.  His name 

was Damien ï residue of last nightôs paranoia still with me, I flashed on The Omen ï and sure, he said, 

heôd be glad to give us a lift to the Rockôs visitorsô center.   Again, color me gassed by Aussie kindness. 

 

And so down one road and around another and up a third, and Damien dropped us off at the familiar 

collections of buildings at the foot of Hanging Rock.  Damien had all our luggage in his ñbootò ï thatôs 

ñtrunkò to Americans ï and I wondered about that, but there was another quality Australians remember 

that we have forgotten: trust.  Besides, said Lezli, we know where he lives.  Damien agreed to pick us up 

in three hours, and we were left to face the Rock.  It began to sprinkle.   

 

CUE ºPIPES OF PAN» 

 

You approach Hanging Rock on a ramp that starts out as a gentle slope and becomes more challenging as 

you get closer to the stone.  The woods are lovely and thick.  The towering rocks are huge, and even down 

here, close to the bottom, your imagination sees faces in them ï Easter Island as carved by Picasso.  As 

you ascend, however, the jagged orifices assert themselves more and more ï until you canôt look on the 

immense solvsbergite boulders and think ñlava pocketsò or ñeroded rockò, but ñrock godsò and ñdeities of 

the Earth.ò  Though Iôve heard of no aboriginal influence on the story of the mamelon, itôs still true: 

Hanging Rock forces you into the Dreamtime.  It is a passageway into the reality that is not so.   

 

Up, up the ramp, up the crude stairs cut into the living stone, up in the rain.  Behind me, Rosy and Lezli 

strolled easily, talking.  A black wallaby reared up to our right, and bounded off between the boulders.  

Up, up, up.  Rosy wondered if we could find the pit Iôd climbed into after Bill Wrightôs luncheon gear.  I 

didnôt seek it: there are few places on this planet I want to see less than that hole in the ground. 

 

The rocks roared their disapproval in the rain.  I heard a young, feminine voice.  ñMiranda?ò I called ï 

you remember the slender, angelic blonde who vanished during the Picnic.  The owner of the voice 

appeared -- slender, angelic, blonde.  Not Miranda, though, but a fraulein, clambering with another sylph 

amid the rocks.   

 



Rivulets ran down the sides of slanted stones along gutters cut by centuries of rains.  From my rain-

slickened hand my wedding ring fell and rolled.  I rescued it in the wet.  A threesome of Indian tourists 

appeared, grinning above their soaking saris.  At the summit we looked out to Mount Macedon and the 

Camelôs Hump, just visible through the clouds.  Yesterday, a worker said, you could see 45 kilometres to 

the horizon.  The rocks stared at the motion about them.  You could feel their thoughts: what is this life 

that tramps among us?  Rosy and I were exhilarated in the rain.  Who gets to do this in their lives?  Who 

gets to do it twice? 

 

We descended.  We bought souvenirs and lunch at the tourist centre.  A group of old locals sang ñHappy 

birthday!ò to one of their own.  Lezli beamed.  It was her birthday too.   

 

We met Damien down by the gate.  Our stuff in his care was safe; I was utterly abashed, but didnôt let on.  

Instead we treated this excellent fellow to a late lunch at Bites and, while we talked politics and culture, 

listened to his fascinating life tale.  Heôd lived all over Europe, worked all over the world, and now that 

heôd chosen to retire, had the little house his father had built in the lee of the majestic mystery of Hanging 

Rock.  After we got home, I sent him a Challenger.  Hope he LOCs. 

 

By THE wot wot -ers of the YARRA 

 

Back in Melbourne, we made for Lezliôs hotel, the Crowne Plaza.  She was letting us crash there 

overnight.  Beneath her window the great Yarra River flowed.  Beyond its expanse stretched the 

enormous Convention Centre and, across the street, the Crown Casino complex which is the pride of 

Melbourne.  When dinnertime came we ran downstream, across from its lights and energy, again getting 

wet from the rains.   We ate at a yuppie café called the Time Out ï I had fish (barramundi) and chips ï 

and returned to watch the flame geysers erupt hourly from their stanchions by the casino.  

 

I was up in time to hear the final foosh of the night ï at 6AM.   At 8 on that bright morning, the constant 

coverage of sports, sports, sports on Aussie TV (ñThe Roosters vs. the Seagulls!ò) gave way at last é to 

the cleverest and most winning kidsô show Iôd seen in 

decades.  A pink and blue pair of alien siblings explore 

Terran zoology from their steam-powered spaceship.  The 

Smurfs meet steampunk!  Great!  Iôm never far from 

childhood, and The WotWots made it easy to go back. 

 

The WotWots is a creation of New Zealandôs WETA 

Workshop, so tôwas more than appropriate that when we 

made it downstairs, and attacked the breakfast buffet (eggs 

benedict! Not bad!) the first familiar face we saw belonged 

to Norman Cates.  The Kiwi DUFFer has worked for WETA 

for years ï weôve made a game of finding his name in movie 

credits ï and presented us with buttons for his next big 

project: NEW ZEALAND IN 2020.  We pledged support 

and attendance.  What the hell, Iôll only be 71.   

 

We were ready for worldcon. 

 

It was a long walk ï across a bridge, up the Yarra, past a drydocked sailing ship reminiscent of Old 

Ironsides.  Rosy and I pulled our luggage, since our destination lay beyond the convention center.ðthe 

Hilton Hotel.  But we didnôt make it right away.  First, we had to stop at registration, for the worldcon 

was upon us.   



 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

HANGING 
ROCK 

The great mamelon near 

Woodend, Victoria ï a 

volcanic upcropping six 

million years old ï once 

hosted a magnificent Picnic 

and forever boasts the 

presence of the rock gods 

of the Earth.  Below, an 

image I call ñThe Kissò.   



 

 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

Above, rain flows through a rivulet 

cut into the stone over the centuries.   

Left, Lezli and I express 

the mutual respect which 

makes dribble out of 

oceans.   

HANGING 
ROCK 



AUSSIECON 4: the BUSY first day  

 

It was upon us in the forms of Greg Benford, Craig Hilton (worried about my camera), Andy Porter (no 

longer concerned about the weather) ï and the great Robin Johnson.  Lucky the  people who encounter 

Robin, but he keeps a low profile; I had to alert the reg people to his presence.  Robin was actually 

standing in line to pick up his packet, an egoless act which horrified the concom.  After all, Robin was 

Fan Guest of Honor at Aussiecon 4 ï and you donôt let your Guests wait in queue!  Rescued and 

registered, Robin introduced us to the legendary Aussie fan Ken Ozanne and once again, to his wife 

Alyssia.   Weôd see each other often over the next few.  While we donned our con badges, up walked the 

great George R.R. Martin, from whom I scored one of his patented ñHugo Loserò badge-tags.  What the 

hey, I thought ï might as well beat the crush.   

 

We hauled our goods to the Hilton, adjacent to the convention center.  Our home for the next four days 

possessed even more elegance than the Element  ï and for what it cost, it should have.  Rosy was 

impressed by the firm king bed and the luxurious bathroom; I liked the blind that, when descended, 

blocked almost all extraneous light.  Most important was its WiFi access, which la belle secured with a 

purchase below.  She had a paper to finish and classes to prepare ï and had had damned little time to date 

to work on any.  Lack of a converter transformer thingamabob had stymied her use of her IPad.   Weôd 

spend a lot of time those first days of worldcon dealing with these crises. 

 

One thing about the room we didnôt like, the cash bar ï $4 cokes indeed!  Exploring, we found a 

convenient, uhh, convenience store around the corner from the hotel entrance, and did our snack- and 

soft-drink buying there.    

 

Back to the con ï which was poised to become the worldcon in actuality.  

More familiar names were glimpsed outside of the still-closed huckstersô 

room or on the escalators: Timmy Bolgeo, Vince Docherty, the great fan 

writer James Bacon, Bob Eggleston, Melbourne local Alan Stewart.  We 

would never lack for familiar faces at Aussiecon 4.  Finding seats in one 

of the dark, cool auditoria (sic), we found ourselves right behind Robin 

and the Pro Guest of Honor ï the marvelous Kim Stanley Robinson.  

Author of the pivotal Mars trilogy ï each of which won a major SF 

award ï and a shelf of other literate, compelling works, he was a worthy 

GoH, whose words would brighten the con every time he offered them.  

Hmm, I mulled é it was a convention of Robins.  Lezli, Johnson, Stan 

Robinson.  Surely that was significant. 

 

Con chairs Perry Middlemiss and Rose Mitchell, whom Rosy thinks of fondly, came to the dais, opening 

matters with an extremely clever collage-film ï Perry told me later it was the work of the 2014 

committee.  A Dr. Lee Evans gave a talk, the notables were introduced, and I was delighted to see beanie-

topped DUFF winner John Hertz appear, albeit a little late.   When we talked later, he said he hadnôt 

heard a thing from the concom about a possible DUFF reception, and indeed there was none.   

 

After the ceremonies Rosy found Eve Ackerman at the Green Room ï a great place to loaf, sponge 

foodies, and watch the Yarra flow ï and signed up to help.  With more panel appearances than me, her 

academic spiel (on which she still had loots to do), and this, she had a busy con on deck.  Outside of the 

Room I chatted with Howard Rosenbaum, Eveôs husband, real lawyer, and golfer par (haha) excellance.  

I wonder if he hit the links while in Australia.  We spotted Toni Weisskopf at a crowded panel for first-

time conventioneers.  I always get a kick out of seeing Toni in her editorial guise; I remember her from 



Southern cons of yore as a 17-year-old neo, in jeans a cowboy would burn.  How proud weôs be of her!  

And Christ I miss her ñold man,ò Hank Reinhardt.   

 

Lezli had her reading shortly thereafter, sharing the time with a clever young writer named George 

Ivanoff, who read several short-shorts.  Lezliôs offering was longer, a parody from a collection called 

Classics Mutilated ï ñAndroid of Green Gablesò.  Reading from oversized text ï remember, Lezli has 

terrible eyesight ï she captured the spirit and style of the saint of Avonlea to perfection.  I wished again 

she could have come with us to Prince Edward Island last year and seen Green Gables for herself. 

 

Thence to Robin Johnsonôs Fan Guest of Honor speech, again in a (literally) cool auditorium.  The 

attendees included Hertz, Porter and Bruce Gillespie, Australiaôs premiere fan-ed; his Steam Engine Time 

is quite possibly the best sercon journal in the world.  Robinôs spiel wandered charmingly hither to yon, 

touching on the genesis of 1975ôs Aussiecon (I first met him at the ô74 DSC, during his promotional tour) 

and various American conventions (he loves Chattacon) and his fellow Aussie fans.  Lovely man! 

 

Following him, the Pro GoH was on, in a panel on ñglobal destruction.ò  My sparse notes mention that 

Robinson claimed the influence in his own work of John Brunnerôs ecological tetralogy.  I know the last 

three ï The Jagged Orbit, Stand on Zanzibar, and The Sheep Look Up ï but what was first?  Ah!  Of 

course!  The Atlantic Abomination.  (Brunner came to the ô79 DSC ï terrific guy.)  Weôd hear more from 

Stan Robinson later on. 

 

Enough speeches and panels.  The hucksters room was now open and we strode in there.  Despite the 

dearth of used paperbacks ï at least, American ones ï I found the goods impressive: lots of Aussie 

publishers and a good mix of stuff.  There we ran into our friend Greg Benford (brother Jim was on hand, 

too) and one of our 2003 hosts, Julian Warner, who reported grim news about the Crowne Plaza ï the 

party hotel.  Seems new management had come in since the conventionôs handshake agreement with the 

hotel had been made, and now parties were restricted to no more than 3 people to a room, with a deadline 

of 11!  Phooey, Rosy and I decided: this is a work night. 

 

But first, dinner.  We collected Lezli, and Lezli brought along a friend.  Enter the great Figgy, 23, and like 

Lezli, a very pretty dark brunette Melbournite.  Though not a fan before Aussiecon 4, she seemed to dig 

on the event.  Why not?  She devastated the thing.  What a lucky lad I, to escort three lovely ladies down 

to the Crown Casino to sample its fare!   

 

Inside the colossal edifice, which runs for several blocks, I noted another subtle difference between 

America and its cousin downunder: the slot machines in the casino were quiet ï we werenôt accosted by 

constant whistles, buzzers, bells, and sirens, all designed to give the impression of winning, winning, 

winning.  Immune to gamblingôs allure, we chose an Italian café near the entrance, and though the menu 

didnôt feature lasagna ï a sacrilege! ï the seafood pizza was more than adequate.  During dinner, Lezli 

read a horoscope.  Hers said that she would attend a social event that day ï but wouldnôt feel like 

speaking.  To her, that confirmed a suspicion that her reading had gone badly.  (I argued to the contrary.)   

 

Back at the Hilton, we talked with Toni Weisskopf and Julie Wall on their way to a place I wanted to visit 

but never got to: the Haunted Bookstore.  Hoping to get in some classwork, Rosy got a power converter 

from the concierge ï but in the room, fatigue conquered all.  I lowered the magic blind over the fabulous, 

light-gloried vista outside our window and we collapsed.  I dreamed that Carl Barksô Magica de Spell ï 

another brunette, though a duck ï lied about something to Kermit the Frog, only to be blasted into 

oblivion by a good sorcerer.  Freud, in Eternity, looked on and gnashed his teeth. 

 

 



AUSSIECON 4: the INTRIGUING SECOND day 
 

I didnôt sleep too well.  Who could, assailed by such dreams? 

 

Aboard the elevator the star of the day, Bob Silverberg, entered.  Notice I donôt say Mister Bob 

Silverberg, because Bob took me to task for calling him that.  ñAfter so many years,ò he said, ñcouldnôt 

you call me óBobô?ò   Well, I said, Iôll try ï itôs just that heôs Bob Silverberg and Iôm some schmuck.  

Schmuck or not, I talked with this loyal supporter of worldcon ï many other pros opted for Dragon*Con, 

which pays their way, this year ï about our great mutual friend Julie Schwartz and Harlan (of course) and 

the fictionmags.com listserv we share.   

 

We walked with Bob ï whom I still called ñsirò; canôt help it, itôs my upbringing ï to the Green Room, 

where Rosy began a shift and I chatted with con chairman Perry Middlemiss.  He gave the word on last 

nightôs Crowne Plaza party bollix: ñsome martinet up the lineò in hotel management had curtailed the fun.  

Negotiations were underway to save tonight.  Wandering to the hucksters room, I paused by the table 

whereupon Hugos from various years were displayed, so we could admire the bases.  Some of the best, or 

at least most striking, were missing ï Montrealôs elegant masterpiece, for instance, which had won its 

sculptor a Hugo nomination for Fan Artist.  Lurking at the same table was a tall, cheery-looking guy who 

admitted that he, too, was on the Hugo shortlist for this year, and like me had no expectations of winning.  

What did he write?  ñShort story,ò he said.  ñôBridesicleô.ò  Tôwas Will McCarthy.  I was standing with 

the great Aussie fan-ed Irwin Hirsch at the time, and both of us avowed to Will that he shouldnôt be so 

certain of defeat: after all, we had both voted for his excellent, moving story.  For what that was worth.   

 

Next up was a unique panel, Robert Silverberg and Kim Stanley Robinson, one on one.  Theyôd never 

appeared  together before.  By far, it was the best panel of the convention, and for several reasons.  First 

of all, there is no smoother talker with no more mellifluous voice than Bob Silverberg, and as he proved 

time and again during Aussiecon 4, there are few SFers more articulate than Stan Robinson.  They share a 

mutual admiration and many shared interests ï archeology, for one ï have had very different careers, and 

are diametrically opposed in the American political spectrum.  It was grand to listen to them spiel about 

various ñglacier guysò ï Stone Age hunters frozen in glacial ice ï and the changes in Bobôs style during 

the New Wave, but when the talk turned to politics the panel became a privilege for the listener.  ñThis 

planet is simply our body.ò Robinson.  ñTaking care of it is just taking care of ourselves.ò  ñModesty of 

action is needed ï slow-paced ï a scaffolding needs to be erected.  Goodness is achieved gradually.ò  That 

was Silverberg.  Both averred that the other was after the same thing as he: the greatest good for the 

greatest number.  With a final note contrasting the dystopia of National Socialism with the anti-Utopia of 

Soviet Communism, they scored big in my eyes.  How rare ï how precious ï in the toxic environment of 

todayôs American politics, to hear two intelligent gentlemen have a civilized discussion of the public 

sector.   Wow. 

 

My own panel was up next, a DUFF reminiscence with Ang Rosin, Gina Goddard, and John Hertz.  I was 

late coming in and was immediately asked for a ñbriefò fannish autobiography.  I didnôt shut up for ten 

minutes.  Hey, gimme a break: itôs been quite a trip.  The others, when they spoke, betrayed great 

Irish/Aussie/Pommie accents.  In the audience, welcome faces: Craig Hilton, Irwin Hirsch, James Bacon, 

the magnificent Tobes, like Bacon one of the stars of British fanzine fandom.  To my absolute delight, 

after the panel Claire Brialey and Mark Plummer came up, presenting me with a copy of the new Banana 

Wings, the consistent Hugo nominee which coulda/woulda/shoulda won this year.   

 

Receiving the zine from them inspired me with instant shame: I had the masters for Challenger #32 in our 

room.  I immediately resolved to print up a slew and hand-distribute my poor effort.  Imagine my disgust 

when I found that Iôd left four pages at home!  I imagine that I could have browbeaten one of my stateside 



correspondents to órox, scan and e-mail the appropriate pages, but, that being a nightmarish load of work,  

I just resigned myself to mail the damned things to my overseas trades.  Seven bucks plus, each Chall.   

Served me right. 

 

Rosy had her own agenda for the afternoon.  Sick of being without a phone la belle hustled us over to the 

shopping center part of the Crown Casino ï yeah, there was a lot to that place ï and the Vodaphone outlet 

there.  After waiting half an hour for the extremely beautiful Japanese salesgirl to finish flirting with a 

male customer, Rosy learned that to get a cellphone, weôd need our passports ï just as weôd needed them 

to exchange American currency for Australian.  Her hapless husband in tow, she stormed back to the 

convention for another panel. 

 

This one featured The Lord of the Rings, and Rosyôs fellow panelists included Laurie Mann, author Helen 

Love, and Alison Groggin, all genuine Tolkien fans and experts.  Rosy was very articulate and the 

enthusiasm in the room gave it a glow.  Likewise glimmered the DUFF auction, which followed, our old 

friend Justin Ackroyd acting as auctioneer.  (Norman Cates wore a kilt.)  I was pleased to see brisk, high 

bidding ï the national economy had obviously picked up since 2003, when the auction was dreary.   

 

Back we went to Vodaphone, passports in hand.  Rosy was again phoned-up.  (What would happen now if 

someone dialed 0451 969 667?  Someone try it.)  For a while we wandered the upscale mall, grooving on 

its moneyed energy.  Lots of Oriental folk, lots of scurrying youth, lots of babies in arms.  Australia, 

judging from that snapshot, seemed hale, its future hearty. 

 

Evening had come on, and with it, party time.  The convention had secured a compromise with the 

martinet in charge at the Crowne Plaza.  Still no room parties, but the hotel had opened up the executive 

level and there, things were in at least partial swing.  We dined on sandwiches and one of us, anyway, 

sampled James Baconôs excellent hooch.  Very crowded, though ï no place to sit.  Drat the hotel. 

 

Friday was looking like another early evening.  We trundled back through the Convention centre towards 

the Hilton.  In progress, a masked ñnightmare ballò, but no other action ï and it was a pay affair.  Lezli 

and Figgy went ï along with Lezliôs twin sister ï and reported a fun time, but we old fogeys made for 

bed. 

 

AUSSIECON 4: the SHAKY THIRD day 

 

What was shaky about September 4
th
 was New Zealand.  We awoke to news of a 7.1 earthquake in 

Christchurch and vicinity.  The TV showed major damage ï cracked streets, collapsed walls, damaged 

buildings of historic fame.   The news also reported more sloppy weather in Victoria, which made a 

decision Iôd been contemplating a lot easier.  My first plans for the days after worldcon had included a 

drive along the Great Ocean Road, southwest of Melbourne, to Adelaide.  Iôd even decided to rent a car 

and risk life and wife driving on the left.  Well, I decided, nuts to that.  The Twelve (Seven, nowadays) 

Apostles could continue catching waves without me. I asked the concierge to arrange two seats on the 

Overland, the train to Adelaide, and cancelled my reservation with Hertz ï the car company, not the 

DUFF delegate. 

 

We worked on Rosyôs academic paper in the business office ï learning from Karen via e-mail that our 

yorkies were doing famously and our cats had yet to come out of hiding ï until noonish.  La belle then 

had another stint in the Green Room to cover, and I sought out the Fan-Edsô Feast.   



 

 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

CONFOLK  

Greg Benford chats while 

Norman Cates buttons up 

for New Zealand in 2020.  

Weôll be there; Iôll only be 

71.  Right, Mib enjoys the 

company of the great 

Figgy.    



 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Above, Robin Johnson and Ken 

Ozanne talk things over.  Donna 

Hanson charms the world to right.  

Below, at the Fan-Edsô Feast, 

Murray Moore and wife Mary 

Ellen sample the fare at the Fan-

Edsô Feast.   We didnôt get a good 

shot of GoH Kim Stanley 

Robinson. 



Recall that Joe Major and I have been hosting these gatherings at the worldcon for several years.  This 

year, on his generous request, Murray Moore volunteered to organize the soiree, and, armed with an 

umbrella and a sign, Murray gathered his troops in the convention centre.  If I had any worries that this  

burgeoning tradition of worldcon and fanzine fandom might suffer due to the distant venue, they were 

immediately dispelled.  Murray led quite a cadre on our quest for chow: Andy Porter, Bruce Gillespie, 

Bill Wright, Irwin Hirsch, Roman Orszanski, Tom Becker, me é and Figgy, who happened to be passing 

by and was spontaneously invited to lunch.  We hit the Crown Casino again, but its food court seemed 

inexhaustible in its variety, and we dinosaurs who remain devoted to fannish communication via the 

written word emerged sated ï and satisfied in our camaraderie.   

 

After a jaunt by the hucksters room, where I bought two books by Australian writer Lucy Sussex and a 

collection for Stan Robinson to autograph, Rosy and I made for an unmissable item on the program: 

Robinsonôs Guest of Honor speech.  Lezli and Figgy joined us, along with a neo friend.  We were early 

and secured seats in the front row.  Chair Middlemiss, noting that morningôs quake, pledged the conôs 

assistance to Kiwi fans who needed info about their homes ï obviously, a classy thing to do. 

 

Robinson took the dais for a clever speech ï Dr. Kim Robinson, Ph.D., interviewing Stan Robinson, SFer.  

He regaled us with his wild autobiography.  ñAll kids should be brought up within five miles of the 

beach,ò he opined, telling of how his boyhood in Orange County had primed his interest in 

environmentalism.  ñCalifornia is a science fiction story.ò  Me heôs telling!  He described his love for 

sports ï baseball, body surfing (where you feel like God), fencing during his college days (I wonder if he 

knows Heinlein and Bester were on their university fencing teams).  He even praised Frisbee and golf, but 

somewhat surprisingly said he was not a mountaineer.  (One of his stories dealt with such athletes 

tackling Olympus Mons.)  He credited Ursula K. LeGuin with encouraging his ñdrive toward weirdness,ò 

and expressed a fundamental optimism about the human condition: ñPeople will get a grip,ò he nodded, 

ñWeôre gonna make it in óThe Long Nowô.ò  

 

I was impressed with that phrase ï later I asked him to record it as part of his autograph, along with ñJohn 

Boone lives!ò after the inspirational hero of the Martian trilogy.  We agreed on the excellence of Paolo 

Bacigalupiôs The Windup Girl, my choice for Sunday nightôs Hugo.   

 

The events of the day began to tumble one over tôother.  I met happy David Levine but alas, was not 

handed an issue of his diminutive-but-delightful fanzine Bento; hand-to-hand delivery at worldcon is the 

distribution system preferred by David and Kate Yule, the editors.  David invited me to an extended 

version of his account of a faux Mars expedition (heôd given such a talk at this yearôs Nebula banquet), 

but alas, I missed it.  I watched another of Rosyôs panels, dealing with on-line criticism (huh?), and noted 

that she looked beautiful.   

 

Afterwards, we watched a film of Ursula LeGuinôs Guest of Honor speech from 1975 ï wonderful, even 

if the tape cut LeGuin off in mid-word ï and finally, relaxed ï joining Robin (Johnson, not Lezli) and his 

wife in the Hiltonôs Executive Dining Room Suite.  Those lovely people had invited us thither, and after 

Robin talked us in, the time was simply ideal.  We gazed out the many windows at the glowing skyline 

and nibbled tasty finger food, while chatting with Johnson about great cities heôd known ï Adelaide, 

Seattle.  What a civilized fellow he is. 

 

It had been a busy, even shaky day, and now it was time for its last act.  Time was when the worldcon 

masquerade was an extravaganza, a celebration of an art, where Drew and Kathy Sanders wowed us 

annually with phenomenal costumes and people still talked about ñThe Bat and the Bittenò and the whole 

stage was filled with creativity and color.  Not anymore; that excellent era ended long ago.  Of course, we 

were also downunder, an ocean away from the great costumers and their craft, so no one expected the A4 

masquerade to be great. 



 

Nor was it, frankly.  The eight or ten entrants were hall costumes, and only one or two appeared to have 

taken real craft and effort to put together.  Still, the event had spirit, entirely thanks to the hosts: Nick 

Stathopoulos and Danny Heap, old friends from 2003.  They interviewed the contestants and joked 

around with such jollitude that nobody cared that the masque itself was lame.   

 

AUSSIECON 4: the CLIMACTIC FOURTH day 

 

We hit the ground running.  Not only was it Hugo Day at the worldcon, it was Presentation Day ï Rosy 

had her academic paper to read, which meant that first, she had her academic paper to finish.  It was 

important that this come off ï not only was it a feather in la belleôs figurative cap to give a paper at a 

foreign conference, doing so would enable us to take her half of the trip off our income taxes, at least to 

date.  Obamaôs tax break for first time house buyers had brought us this far; the refund in 2011 would 

compensate us for the rest.  We busied ourselves tweaking the text and finding illos for the accompanying 

slide show: movie stills and posters.  Rosy had decided to base her presentation on the SF Film course 

sheôd taught the previous fall, which was perhaps less lofty, intellectually speaking, than papers on 

Counter-Marxian Influences in Robert Silverbergôs Post-Stochastic Man Oeuvre as Revealed by Post-

Kierkegaardian Analysis, but was certainly more visual.  Especially when we showed a slide of Anne 

Francis in Forbidden Planet. 

 

But beforehand, we had a quick chowdown with our dear pal, Donna Hanson, at the breakfast nook off 

the Hilton lobby.  It was our only chance to see her all convention, and she looked grand, writing, 

publishing, off soon to the U.K.  She promised us a copy of her non-

fiction book about the Australian SF scene, and most importantly, 

reported that Bello Camiillo intrepid sheepdog belonging to Donnaôs 

former s.o. and yhosô romping and goat-chasing partner in 2003, was 

prospering.  Delightful lady and great friend. 

 

Thence to face the academics and their thirsty intellects.  The room, 

to my surprise, was crowded, and pretty friendly.  Rosy handled the 

reading, I handled the power point.  The point of the paper?  Just how 

SF film has reflected and provided fantasy solutions for real-world 

concerns ï Melies to Metropolis to Things to Come to Destination 

Moon and so on.  If anyone was disappointed at the accessibility of 

the paper, they didnôt let on.  Lots of people snapped photos of the 

slides ï again, especially when Anne Francis came up.  What was she 

then, 17?  (Actually, she was 25.  They ought to film a Forbidden 

Planet sequel while she and Leslie Nielsen ï and Robby ï are still 

around.)  Anyway, we finished, were applauded, and staggered forth, 

relieved and happy and with blessedly nothing to do. 

 

Wandering in fresh relaxation, we checked out the Art Show for the first time ï Artist GoH Shaun Tanôs 

work was indeed, skillful and witty ï and bought Doc Rat books from Craig Hilton.  His table-mate, Krin 

Pender-Gunn, sold tiny models of various Aussie critters, and I loaded up, thinking of gift bags for my 

officeôs ladies.  (I bought a homemade alien fridge magnet for myself.)   Guys in excellent Star Wars 

stormtrooper gear meandered in and out.  We spoke with Steve Francis, nursing a nosebleed, and Janice 

Gelb, taking a moment from her crushing Con Ops duties to discuss the printing of her SFPAzine.  With 

over a quarter-century of continuous membership, and a long tenure on the waitlist before that, Janice is 

SFPAôs senior female member, and either 4
th
 or 5

th
 of all time.  Of course, I promised assistance.  In the 

Green Room, where a new cappuccino machine was an enormous hit, we heard glorious news: Chicago 



having won rights to the 2012 worldcon, they had announced their Guests of Honor ï and they were tight, 

close friends.  Mike Resnick, Pro GoH é Peggy Rae Pavlat, Fan Guest.  Huzzah!   

 

The good feeling thus engendered was deep, and lasts yet.  However, it received a severe blunting once I 

turned on the TV back in our room. 

 

It was a news/features show, something like Today here in the States, based locally, or at least in 

Australia.  The story I watched dealt with a great science fiction convention filled with wild and crazy 

people ï editors, writers, artists, actors, fans, costumers ï forty thousand of them.  Of course, they were 

talking about Dragon*Con.  Half the world away.  Nary a word about our contemptible little gathering of 

dried-up sticks in Melbourne é 

 

Thus glummified ï like ñrefudiate,ò if that isnôt a word, it should be ï we stumbled down to the hucksters 

room, where I enjoyed wonderful Amy Thomsonôs soft and pliant ñtwo-boob hug.ò Being male, and 

adoring Amy for decades, that cheered me significantly.  Then off to Hugo rehearsal, the usual run-

through Iôll  never need.  Sometime I ought to time the speech Iôve been writing in my head for ten years, 

see if it fits in under the 60-second deadline.  Highlight of the moment was getting a close look at Nick 

Stathopoulosô design for the Hugo base, which reminded me of Tim Kirkôs revolutionary 1976 design.  

More about it later.  

 

Rosy was off at a panel on elves, but I made for Norman Catesô presentation for 

WETA, his employers.  Projected behind him on the screen, a giant ant.  Tôwas 

terrific material Norman showed, preliminary doodles to finished products, 

commercials, movie scenes (including Avatar, District 9 and The Lovely Bones), 

even é WotWots!  By guessing where some of their zoo scenes were filmed I 

won a Spotty Wot comfy toy, tossed to me by Norman from the stage!  (Spotty 

Wot now sits in a place of honor by Mib atop my dresser.)  Like all of Normanôs 

presentations, this one was superb.  Miracles are made at WETA! 

 

Okay ï enough with the preliminaries.   

 

AUSSIECON 4: HUGO TIME! 
 
I felt underdressed.  Rosyôs determination that we would pack light had kept me from bringing either 

ñhard shoesò (dress shoes, in other words) or a suit coat, so I came tieless in slacks and sweater.  Rosy, by 

contrast, looked wonderful, part of a colorful mix of pretty ladies in attendance.  Among these was Eve 

Ackerman, who told us that she and Howard would be leaving for home ï Florida ï early the next 

morning, so as to be there before Rosh Hashanah.  Many fellows in attendance were also well spiffed.  

Greg Benford wore a bright tie.  John Hertz shamed us all in his top hat.  Roger Sims was in mufti, as was 

I; together we looked like hobos wandered in off the street. 

 

The krewe milled around for a bit, scarfing canapés and using our free drink tickets until Hugo 

Administrator Vince Docherty called everyoneôs attention to the front.  There he introduced Nick 

Stathopoulos and his Hugo base.  Nick talked about the design job ï ña difficult gig,ò he said. The abse 

had to be light yet able to support the chrome rocket, portable, uniquely Australian.  He chose an art 

nouveau style reminiscent of William Ricketts, incorporating the Rainbow Serpent myth and an 

aboriginal face.  Cast in golden metal, the base was gorgeous, and since I had no illusions that Iôd be 

taking one home, I photographed it unmercifully. 

 



Into the auditorium we were called.  Greg called us to sit with him in the second row, right behind 

Campbell nominee Lezli and her family, right in front of Silverberg and R.R. Martin.  The girl sent forth 

to introduce the master of ceremonies got things off beautifully: ñWelcome to the two-hundred-and-ten é 

*blush* é twenty-ten Hugo awards!ò  She introduced M.C. Garth Nix and vanished forever. 

 

Nix was very funny, if a trifle accent-y.  We noted that he paid homage to the aborigines, ñthe traditional 

owners of the land.ò  A terrific little film about the 2009 nominees followed, but it was typical of the film 

fare broadcast at this convention.  Kevin Standlee had praised the technical set-up at the Convention 

Centre, and the movies showed on it were simply excellent.  If theyôre ever collected on a DVD, Iôll buy 

one. 

 

On to the awards.  No Seiuns.  Theyôve been banished to an earlier ceremony.  But some preliminaries 

remained: Pat Sims and Robin Johnson joined forces at the podium to award Australian Merv Binns the 

Big Heart Award, which he accepted with gracious gratitude.  I was glad of that; Iôd seen Binns earlier 

and he didnôt seem particularly cheerful.  The John W. Campbell Award followed, and though the 

traditional tiara went to an Aussie lady, it went to the wrong one.  Poor Lezli spent much of the nomineesô 

reception trying to figure out if sheôd placed second or worse. 

 

Fan awards first, as ever.  Brad Foster won his 7
th
 Fan Artist Hugo.  Much as I love Bradôs work and 

admire the guy, I couldnôt help but think of the artists who have gone without any such honor.  Poor Steve 

Stiles.  Poor Taral Wayne.  And é poor me.  As expected, StarShipSofa ï a radio podcast ï won the 

fanzine award.  The fellow accepting the honor ï that should have gone to Claire Brialey and Banana 

Wings ï made no bones about the fact that SSS is no fanzine.  He called it ñthe show,ò which said it all.  I 

would and will have much more to say on this topic.  Then and there I just repeated my lament from last 

year: ñI wish Iôd lost to a fanzine!ò 

 

The abasement continued.  Again as expected, and again, ridiculously, true fanac was thwarted.  Fred 

Pohl, who has been writing, selling, editing, publishing, and critiquing science fiction on an honored 

professional basis for a decade longer than Iôve been living was acclaimed the yearôs Best Fan Writer.  

Huh?!   Even Silverberg, who retrieved the Hugo fror Pohl, seemed to acknowledge the absurdity of the 

award, calling his Fredôs ñoddest.ò  What happened to the idea of fan honors going to amateurs? 

 

Fortunately, the Hugos left the fan awards behind.   Clarkesworld won the Semiprozine award, a nice 

surprise, Ellen Datlow was given the short form editorial award, Patrick Nielsen Hayden the second long 

form editor Hugo.  Noting that heôd also won the first, he removed himself from consideration next year. 

a move I applauded and complimented him on, later.   

 

I was disappointed in the short drama award: ñWaters of Marsò didnôt strike me as a particularly creative 

Doctor Who.  Moon, on the other hand, was a grand surprise; although I would have preferred District 9, I 

feared that, as usual, the big ticket item would win this Hugo, but Avatar came in dead last.  Moon was a 

terrific example of story priming FX ï even though Iôm still annoyed that it showed a clone being created 

with his primaryôs tattoo.   

 

Possibly my favorite Hugo of the night was that for Short Story which, despite the authorôs caution, went 

to ñBridesicleò.   I had the delight later of yelling ñI told you so!ò at Will McCarthy, who beamed his 

delight.  Great story, too ï very moving and effective.  I havenôt read Charles Strossô ñPalimpsestò and 

ñThe Islandò, by Peter Watts, but the latter caused some amusement by slouching to the stage (the fella 

was well over six feet four) in jeans and a tee shirt.  I forget what it read. 

 

The Best Novel category is The Big One ï you recall all those horrid jokes.  ñJohn Brunner has a Big 

One!ò  ñConnie Willis has two Big Ones!ò  ñWell, Heinlein had four Big Ones!  How weird is that?ò  



Horrid.  But Best Novel is the award everyone 

remembers.  The winner goes on a shelf with 

A Cantacle for Leibowitz and Stranger in a 

Strange Land and Lord of Light and The 

Demolished Man and The Left Hand of 

Darkness and Theyôd Rather Be Right.   Itôs 

earned the right to be considered a classic.  

My vote had gone to the Nebula winner this 

year, Paolo Bacigalupiôs epic yet intimate The 

Windup Girl.  But  China Mieville was here, 

in Melbourne, which surely meant heôd been 

tipped off that his The City & the City was 

going to win.  It too had won significant 

precursor awards.  ñTheyôll tie,ò Benford 

whispered to Rosy.  Remind me to call Greg 

before next yearôs Kentucky Derby.   

 

Stan Robinson opened the envelope and began 

a long discourse on the nature of statistics.  

God, Stan!  Just read the results!  Of course, 

Benford was right.  For the third time in Hugo 

history and for only the sixth time in any 

category, two candidates for Best Novel had 

tied.   Both Bacigalupi and Mieville won 

Hugos.  When revealed, the voting stats 

showed a nose-to-nose competition all the way 

through, not only in first place votes but all the 

way through the Australian ballot.  What the 

hey ï thereôs no disgrace in it.  As I said to 

Mieville, Dune won its Hugo in a tie, too.   

 

After the usual orgy of photography ï the guy 

from StarShipSofa cooperated with my annual gag picture, kudos for his sportsmanship ï we were 

bundled off to the Hugo Nomineesô party, this time inside a real suite at the Crowne Plaza.   We were 

given small, engraved cocktail shakers as a gift ï pretty nice, actually ï and detailed stats of the voting 

printed too small for any but a Kryptonian to read.  Using (I think) a magnifying glass, Lezli kept poring 

over her totals.  Bottom line for mine: Challenger led in nominations, came in third in first place votes, 

chewed choad in the later voting.  It was a nice soiree, but I soon tired of hearing ñCommiserations!ò and 

the assurance that, when I break Arthur Hlavatyôs fan record next year for most consecutive nominations 

without a win, ñignominy is fame.ò  Swell.   

 

AUSSIECON 4: the FIFTH AND FINAL day 
  

ñYouôve got your knickers in a twist,ò laughed the Plokta guy.  Well, damn straight!  We were on a panel, 

and Iôd been addressing the elephant in the room ï the podcast takeover of the fanzine Hugo category.  

Which did indeed hack me off.  Fanzines got f- é porked this year by block voting for an outsider.  A 

radio show is a dramatic presentation, I protested.  Fanzines are to be read.  So it was, so it is, so it shall 

ï or should ï forever be.   
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HU GOS  

Nick Stathopoulos seems 

depressed by his 2010 Hugo 

base, but along with everyone 

else, I thought it magnificent.  

ñBridesicleòôs Will McCarthy 

certainly likes his, and Bob 

Silverberg enjoys the ñoddò Fan 

Writer award he picked up for 

Fred Pohl. 
 



 

 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Thatôs supposed to be 

bafflement on my face 

regarding StarShipSofaôs 

ridiculous Hugo win.  Nice guy, 

but I wish Iôd lost to a fanzine.   

China Mievilleôs The City and 

the City was a tie winner for 

Best Novel with Paolo 

Bacigalpuiôs The Windup Girl, 

but thereôs no such thing as half 

a Hugo.  Love the earring, Lex. 

Mark Plummer and Claire 

Brialey of Banana Wings 

traveled even further than 

Mib and I did to attend 

the Hugos.  We posed 

with the fella from 

StarShipSofa at the 

nomineesô reception. 



 

What to do about it?  The two guys from the Plokta cabal had no suggestions; what the hey, they already 

have two rockets and were getting out of the paper fanzine biz, anyway.  Bruce Gillespie reminded us that 

fanzines have their own awards, the FAAns.  It was mentioned that Chris Barkley was in charge of 

ñtweakingò the Hugo rules and presumably tightening the loose fanzine definition, but no one has heard 

from his committee yet.   

 

Everyone agreed that vox populi should rule, but my argument was that it should not come at the expense 

of Hugo tradition.  Thus Nolaconôs decision to create a special catch-all Hugo category when Watchmen 

was all the furor and people were threatening to nominate it for Best Novella.  An Aussie in the audience 

suggested that the Hugos mimic the Ditmars and Canadôs Auroras and adopt a ñFan Achievementò 

category for indefinable fanac which didnôt fit in the three usual listings.  Frankly, I like that suggestion.  

It opens up the Hugos just as those who allowed a podcast into our category wanted.  It preserves the 

respect traditionally shown written communication in fandom.  I may work on a proposal for the Reno 

business meeting myself.  Mark Plummer, unless I violently misread him, put the whole question in a fine 

metaphor, comparing the situation to ñhand-thrown pots competing against Tupperware.ò  Nothing wrong 

with Tupperware, but it ainôt pottery.  Nothing wrong with podcasts é but they ainôt fanzines! 

 

Rosy and I had checked out of the Hilton ï with some regret; it was a gorgeous room ï and after the 

panel, made for the cabstand.  We had a box of books, art, newspapers, tee shirts, and a Wot-Wot to ship 

back to America.  The Pack & Ship was on Flinders Street, and after cutting off an arm and a leg to pay 

the cost, we sent the box on its way.  The guy said it would take 3 weeks, and indeed, it arrived home 

shortly after we did.   

 

A free tram ï #35, I believe ï ran down Flinders, and we jumped on it for our next adventure.  A 

recording guided us to the stop we needed: Federation Square, right across from our first hotel of this trip 

and the railway station.  The place was jumpinô ï schoolkids in blue jackets abounded.  Many were bound 

for our destination.  None, though, made the preliminary stop we did ï the Beer Garden next door, for 

lunch. It was not the best meal we had on our trip (that had already happened, at the Hiltonsô) but it was 

certainly the most é unique.  We shared a ñSocial Plateò, ñOcean Madeò.  Served on flat platters, the 

foodies included whole baby squid (altogether now: ñYAGGGHH!ò), fried tapas, shrimp, a little of 

everything.  Rosy photographed the dishes but ate only the shrimp.  I think the baby squid ï chewy little 

critters ï creeped her out.  The sunlight from the windows threw a pretty prism 

over her sublime self.   

 

Finishing the expensive ï and none too filling ï meal, which Rosy said was 

ñVery Tim Burton-y,ò we headed for the exhibition named for the gothic 

director, and his universe.   

 

BURTON BONANZA 
 

The Batmobile from Burtonôs Batman sat in the foyer.  Itôs too bad the 

franchise ran into Joel Schumacher, the atrocious director who put nipples on 

the Bat-suit and ruined Burtonôs vision.  Too bad, too, that now that Bats is 

back in capable hands (cf. The Dark Knight) no one remembers Burtonôs 

vision.  From the great black war wagon we descended to the exhibit itself.   

 

So much!  Weird homemade films by the boy genius.  The Giant Zlig.  

Brilliant creepy cartoons scribbled when bored by his job at Disney, the 

influences obvious: Edward Gorey, Charles Addams, Ralph Stedman.  Better 



and better he grew ï his caricatures wicked, his characters é beyond that.  In the corridor lit by ultra-

violet light the stitching on our clothes glows.  Another inspiration listed: Fritz Lang. 

 

Cool stuff: the silly angora sweater from Ed Wood.  The severed heads from Mars Attacks.  The 

scarecrow from Sleepy Hollow.  Edward Scissorhandsô é scissorhands.  Costumes from the recent Alice 

in Wonderland.  Maquettes by Rick Heinrich from any of a zillion drawings, drawings, drawings, each 

utterly itself but completely distinctive, a mad, humane imagination never, ever resting é 

 

Wild.  Too much?  I felt something like I felt when leaving the all-Picasso exhibit at the MoMA a 

thousand years ago (in 1982).  Overwhelmed ï but enraptured.   

 

AUSSIECON 4: GOOD-BYE 

 

 

We returned to the Convention Centre, just in time for Closing Ceremonies.  We positioned ourselves 

near the back doors of the auditorium, the better to catch Lezli.  Again weôd be crashing with her. 

 

Tobes é Scott and Jane Dennis é someone slapped my shoulder é Nick Stathopoulos é the great Art 

Widner é Ben Ozanne é James Bacon, best fan writer in the world é Marc Ortleib é a woman, half-

recognized é Bruce Gillespie é John Hertz with Cheryl Morgan and Perry Middlemiss, his public 

duties done é Benford with Binns é Irwin Kirsch é Andy Porter chatting with divine, distant Lucy 

Sussex (who had autographed her book ñTo the cat-sittersò) é and Lezli.  No Figgy, alas, she had to 

work.  The world science fiction convention, 2010, a good one, small, low-key, but rich in camaraderie, 

and well-enjoyed.   

 

Lezli ï irritated at having a signed Shaun Tan print apparently purloined at her last panel ï gave us her 

room key and we went, once again, to the Crown for dinner.  I forget why we didnôt go back for the dead 

dog party in the Convention Centre ï possibly because we had an early morning pending ï but instead we 

made for the Crowne Plaza.  From Lezliôs room we overlooked the dark Yarra and the bridge leading 

over it and past the Grand Casino.  The damp surface of the Melbourne streets glowed gently reflecting its 

garish lights.  Tomorrow we would leave this city.  When, if ever, would we be back? 

 

Lezli, who did attend the dead dog, came in at about 12:20.  She had to knock and wake us; her key didnôt 

work.  Groggy and stupid, I was actually surprised to find her standing there.  ñOh yeah,ò I said.  ñItôs 

your room!ò 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
To be continued. 



 


