THE ABORIGINAL ROUT
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THE ABORIGINAL ROUTE

Being an account of the journey of

GUY and ROSHARIE LILLIAN through

the Magical Land of OZ, a.kK. AUSTRALIA,
August 30 through September 18, 2010,
including but not limited to

WOODENZ MELBOURNE ADELAIDE ALICE
SPRINGZ CAIRNSz SYDNEY and LOS
ANGELES COMING & GOING

Aboard the OMERLANOhe GHANand
AIRPLANES VARIOW@8d UNNAMED

Viewing en route

HANGING ROCKULURUz THE GREAT BARRIE
REER THE RAINFOREZTHE CIRCULAR QUA
Z HAHLEEWOODz THE WORLD SCIENCE
FICTION CONVENTICG#hd AUSTRALIA AND
AMERICA FRONIHE GROUND AND FROM
ABOVE

a.k.a. THE DREAMTIME

P.O. Box 163, Benton LA 710906
GHLIll@yahoo.com
GHLIII Press Publication #1078ctober 2010.
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Back thereright now,with any luck at all, Wally the Mari Wrasse still cruisesthér e a t Barrier R €
the little tame dingd areal dingo,you can tell by his white paws and tip of his tadtill accepts

friendly scratches at the camel faramdhis Emu buddy stilmeandershe parking log the blackbid

with the golden eyes still circles the sacred rocks and caves of &ltine little hens with the crested

heads stilskitteral ong t he str eam até andstrong wilsl rorsesfstill Kimand) 6s Can
pranceand leap among the bush of thelwck. With any luck at all.

But forget luck! L e t 6 sfaitthtlzawiteés sothatAustralia is still as it was when we went there in
September,2010and | et dhe homélycamelwh o ogl ed us ovwmdithef ar mer s
bumblingquokkaswe me on Rottnest Islandeven yearbefore Letds have faith th
thatall thesecritters are still as they werandthat theAustralianpeople, tooareastheywerei friendly,

generous, open souls, the finfsks| 6 v e e vieas suke asoUuru stiflowsredin the sunsetas

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 tipatigreat and good land downder.

Follow us into the Dreamtime.

0
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A DEDICATION

I 6 d gddouatnpro Australia for months, mostly on a yellow legal pacthmmedwith notes dates

reservation numbersand crasgs. Tr ue t o my st at uagplanes-phobe,degaor | dos w
worrying about the flightabout a month before we were to leaven d y P emallsalodt the

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

filled my inboxand myanxieties il 6 m RE07A oasquawked.Eand | worried. To counteract

my nerves and silence my beggirigmy doctor shot me a scriplprazolemé X a n a yotent stuft, 6 s
hemeant business. Meaning her own businasd,determined to keep our load ligRgsy bought new
luggageasmallrolling suitcase plus a cangn for each of usWhichwe packed.All this was in

progress throughout August, 2010.

But theemotionalbeginning ofour long, demandingexpensivgourney, the moment when | knew we
were on our waywhen lunderstoodvhy, came latenthe night before we were to leawehen | invaded
the most scaredf femininesanctuns, the hair salon.

lonlyintudedbecause theyo6d been at it since 5PM and it
around théhousewith no one bubur beloveddogs and catsSo | sought and found the little house where

the Fireflies Salowlid its thing The ladies welcomed me, andlas stylist madder skillful diagonal

cutsat my | dwdagctedla belledit beneath theloak,facing the mirror, solemnlgtudying her
evolvinghaircut In some strange wdite momentnade it clear not only that we were going on a long

trip, butwhy.

On our DUFF trip in 2003, i hbuteRdsy had eeendisappedittn and enj o
Pert h, i n Mel bour ne, even in Sydney, shedd expres
Red Centre desert at the core of the contin€w.ul dnoét we take an afternoon,
little? With regret] 6 d e xtipat agourneg t the outback was the equivalent of adtifansas City

T athousand miles if not morén afternoo® s dr weael goét cut it.

Andsowe 6 d d o n. 6Butnot thidhtimeittis trip, | swore, would correct the oversight from 2003

Much of my yellow pad was covered with notesioatrain trip on th&hanandtours to Ulurui Ayers

Rocki the great red symbol of the Red Centre. The worldcorntsihtilgo nomination for my genzine,

Challenger gave us an excuse for going. The spméyRwon on the academic progrgnomisedusa tax

deductiorto bluntthe expense.But thereasonwe were goingwas to let my wife see whatsl6 d mi s s e d.
As | watcheda bellemake herself pretty for our journey, | realizedith satisfactiori that | cing itall

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

The next day, Fridayhugust 27, | vent to work, and when | came home, Kardneformer studenRosy
had found to houssit, was already thereShe wasapablgand pretty) and the pooche®epper,
Ginger,andtheir goofy daughtelPaprikai loved her, so ther@as no reason to worry, bas ar woobie
dawgs watched us legvecould hardly stand it.

IN OUR ELEMENT

To fly out ofa backwater like Shreveport imposasextra cost adibout $20, eachpn any journey So
we elected to leave from Dallas, ahe first leg ofour tripwas a latenight drivethere Rosy had found
a hotel which would allow us umpour car in its lot throughout our three weelksence. The hotel
was called th&lement, and indeed, it introduced us to a e&menin our vacationing lives: luxury.



Rosy compared the hyparodern décor LED lighting, etc.i to 2001 Yes, here it was, a mere 9 years
latei beautiful, comfortable, aesthetic

Ensconced in ouoom, | took half an alprazolem to help me sleep, drehmed. Wild polkaot horses
stampeded over thick icdzreud, inGlory, looked on in puzzlement.

The day, when it came, wasight blueandperfect. Yet | was terrified. How come, | wonderldok up

at such magnificergkieswhen | drivebeneatithemand say, woul dndét miamdavhehll yi ng i r
doflyonsuctdays | 6 m st i | | dpopgpedan aprazotem. The paceksPessingly

small737, launched itself for the west

And it wasglorious Advice forflightoop hobes: take window seades. Youol
what 6si®@mud siifdewhat 6s outside is the magnificent bl

all the better. Also, take morning flightsefore the sun has a chancelaoirn upturbulence. You get the

added aesthetic benefit of sharp, jagged shadelizeatinghe strong,roughthewn mountains, the

sinuous river canyons, the fiedpped butte$ andclosing in onthe Coastthe serenefeaturelessviojave

By the time we punched through the thin cloud cover over Los Angaleseck ached from gaing at

the splendid spectacle belowWe 6d had nary a tAndetmdsbaelyodon.t ur bul ence

Bar el y nowoversasflightwobdn ot t a k@ Wadttb dowit the ldng 1 O :

afternoor? How about reestablish familytiesSeven years it had been since
desert northwest of L.A., the Antelope Vall¢g the little desert town of Rosamowtiere my

grandparents lived for most of my life and where most of my cousins still abfdedsunderstanding

with a cousirhadkeptusawayi but | 6d had enough of it. Though |
problem person straight ongdulde-mail his braherRoger, andhe sweet, generous fellow had the heart

to beckon ugo hishome. Wegrabbed an el cheapentd and drove there.

Roger and | are the oldest of our generation and have ahaaya bond He 6 s -heartedguyn, big
and as we sat arodrhis comfyhousewith his wife Sue (a frequenttendeef the San Diego ComiCon),

his sister Janice and various members of their broods, | feltiyeaus tensions fall away. Buoyed by

Roger 6s exampl e, n oltwastradiscovermgamity.nMylbroteer, gistein-hw and s |,
newvies live in upstate New York, and we seldom get up there.Californiaside oftheclan had, like |

said,felt closed to me for yeard. 0 neeer been much of a Family Guy, botnl envied Roger the

constanflow of loved ones through his hom&hat afternoon, | felt | wapart of iti and as best | could,

that | wascorrectng afundamental efupin my life. It was grand.

We visited the Lancaster graveyard whereolig grandparents and my aunts and eaéxcept fortwo
who still hang inthere),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 eveningnd Australid came on.

OVER THE SEA, LETY»S GO MEN 3

Becauseotherl ow f ares rel ati ve t-BacifigdlightsansV,Austrddialt booked o1
seemed likeagoodided. hough they didndot fly 747sBpeingfitey of fer
and gave uR o s préferred seats window and aisle. Whilcedingthe spacebetween uso a stranger

may seem crazyhere was method ila belled madness. Who would choaseniddleseat if a choice

was to be hadThe tactiovorkedandwe were blessed with extlegr 0 o m. Rosyds deter mi |
travel lightalso paid off. We were able to loadr entirduggage into the overheadad avoid checin

fees



*8=" | and yhos share a
== gigglén California.
.= Belowleft, Craig
and Julia Hilton in
Melbourne.
Below, Lezli Robyr
with our constant
companion and
chaperone, Mib the
Panda.




| popped another pill while waiting with the throngs for taite It too worked. AloftRosy had tavake
me upto scarf the spicghicken dinner.How revolutionary for me to fall asleep on an airplahe
scribbled a quick diary entry for Augu29i a day thatsince we were crossing the International Date
Line, wouldlast all of 6 hour$ and returned to the land of Nodlawoketo bumpiness, normally a cue
for me to freak out and start clawing at the portholbat the alprazolerkept on working | simply
ignored the ruts in the road anent back to sleepAnd since allmortalnights endeventually ...

Eventually there werlights in the dimming darkness before us, tuaah, far belowsurf bursting onto a
rocky shore. Maybe it was relief after thed®us flight. Maybe it was our happyemory of 2003.
Maybe it was the overwhelmirgpodvibe from the land downunder dowmder us Whatever, | felt a
rush of joy Australia

We landedi but my relief was short. With barely enough time for a happy breath, wie hadtle onto a

bus and groan through gummy Kedhed traffic to another terminal, where maxtflight awaited usi

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

and unknowable terrors awaited us in the skies.

pill T simply clutchedong at the ready Security, yobsee. This takeoff
cloudsi n ot s c a intgresting Wisdttheréwe were in the clea weatheri and comforting

countryi far below. | wondereet one pointAre we passing over Hanging Rock?

We larded after a perfectflightt was proud of mymllelhfact,ithad dssoldedod t t a k e
naught more thaa smear on my fingertips. And we wehere in Melbourne... the city of the 2010
worldcon.

DuKKAH-rat SPRINKLE

Australians ar¢he nicest people in the worldNo fewer than threlcalshelped us find our hotélthe

B at ma n én<Lollidg which sounded like the secret lair of a crimefighter but was actually an
attractiverenovateduilding just across from thérain station. Downunderkindnessontinuedas we

checked iri the hotel upgraded ggatisto a king bed.The room was smail especially with a kingi

but clean, comfy and modern. We were introduced testavedarchspect of hotel lifeve don 6t see i1
Stated to turnonthe lights, youmug insert your keycard into a slot by the do@ood idea: a keyless

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

Still zoned from the flight, we crashed falbout3 hours Awakeagain, weurned on the tube. The news
was dominated bgomplicated parliamentary politics (no party won a majority in the recent elections)
andVi ct or i @h& dowirisideoobtlites/ery welcome rains; seems a drought had afflicted the area for
monthg. But Melbourne itself, tonight, wasdrAu st r al i a Desal oMNe Dealvasa o f
disapmintment: no babes.

Our eveningodés plans required a jaunt abteearamd a tr a
baffledusin 2003, | worried aboutagotiating this one, batgain 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 cros
street . Do wn tobfarc AnotheecitizeraHelged dbis @mewith loan of a cellphone.

Imagine asking a stranger for loan of a phone on an American stkeeth d 6 v macdi Akertedby

our call ourhost came out to meet:Usr. Craig Hilton.

I first met Craig and Jul iewOricamns. CHaiginténactved méfdr0 6 s, wh
Australian radio and shared, with me, some ofdishemedfan 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 o and into the wonderful mountains

above MelbourneCraig with Alan Stewarthad

taken me t o Sincel2008, €raigg® g a me .

fi J e n n etakén,his tadosning to a professional

level. DocRati s a furry fanés delig
collections(which we loaded up on at the con).

When Julia found that we were coming to Aussiecon,
aninvitation had gone forth, and we were there for

dinner. Insidet he Hi | t o(machlamGuint y pad
artwork on the wallsjve metCarey and Joanna

Handfield, ad enjoyed a full, several course feast.

You can find the menu elsewhere, complete with an

original sketch by JennerQur talk was enthused and
challenging and the chow was sublim&hatever

Adukkah sprinkl eoAwaans, it wa:
delectable wlcome to Australia!

TO WOODENDEYONBND B

| wokeat 5AM on August 31'to call my bank in

Shreveport, and make sure that our debit cards had

www .docrat.com. au been approved for use downunder. At 7 | ran down

to retrieve my camera from Carey Handfield 6 d | e f t

it in his car With Rosy | strolled down Collinstieettoe x c hange our Ameri can mone)
pretty multicolored cash It was my second trip to the bahkor God knows what ridiculous reason, to

exchange my American money for Australian requaddok at my passpoitbutwe enjoyed thevalk.

A gorgeous old hotel graced the avenbe,drossing signals matiappilyfamiliar clicketyclick sounds,

and it was nifty to see Melbolites doing somethingsprosac as go to work.We made the trade.

Gabrielle the teller had friends in New Englandd wadascinated with American currency.

Just what the doctor ordered

We were having lunch across the street from the hotel wherpllikesky on that blustery dagur

lovely, brilliant buddylLezli Robynappeared. Th€ampbellnomineefor Best New Writerapologized

for being del ayed, but blamed her terrible | uck.
chocolate and had seen her train blocked by a tram accident on the waButdnere ke was' and here

alsoon the street cornavere Steve and Sue Francis and Pat and Roger 8ialgiays rattles my wits

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

my not €ONoBEGH NSO .

But not immediately.Our meeting with Lezli was not coincidental. We had a side journey, pre
worl dcon, i n mind, one we had |l ong planned. To W

Readers oy DUFF report,The Antipodal Routewill recall our first trek up the famous mamelo

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

sent us there&Ricnic at Hanging Rocklt had always been understood twibelleand myself that going

back to Australia meant going back to fReck When it became clear that it was going to happenfwd

invited Lezli along.Afterastopbyt he | ocal Apple Computer outlet to
(or whatever) spotting a tempting Tim Burton exhibit across the sfiree¢ made for th trains. Of
coursetherewas del ay ( f Lbetsdorivedwere bffdfar the rurajsjortheast of Melbourne.

Specifically, Woodend.



Weloome to dinner at the residence azf
Jatia and Crajy Hitton,
Melbourne, Austratla
Monday, 74&5&«‘5’&‘ 30, 2070

Men

Leek and broceol] soup with sesame croalons
Seared scallaps with dukkak sprickle

Venison pre or Sabwon and asparagus pre
Ductesse potatess
Stoamed bears

ﬁiayeﬁ carrols
Lacehin aa fmﬁ

Cherry jubitee
loe cream

Abwond bread
Co [{ap>€ -




Much more modern trainthande t aken with Bill Wright in 2003 ¢é |
the sameld stationmaster we found at our destination. Alas, alas, Sue the mad cabbie, who had

delighted us in 2003 with her exuberance and shout¥ BHHHHH H H 'had soldherbusiness.

Brushing away disappointmente walked into the towrpassingtwo hotel d s cout ed out on
Hmmph! Dumpsi | was glad Lezli hadound us a place to stay.

But before we went there, we had to'eat a plae crowded with tables a | | e di afdthetadies 0

had to shop. The storms feared by Andy Porter manifestedséives over Woodend as onv/affain
showers, and Rosy and | wer e r ece i"isnontle heghtlofe sson i
summer for the denizens of O2té&s winter. Ités cold. Rosy needed a coat.

So the | adi e smytiad shops, deeking somathmgvauitalfidagged along, finding a pb of

two James Herbert novédlgpretty goodi and shipping home newspapstslen from Bite or Rosy & s
journalism class. Horrendous cost.) Their quest paid off. At a{sitypsdshoppecalledColor Me

Cooper (apparently a saying of some sort) Rosy found a handsome gray sweater/jacket with a cute pixie
cap. She looked divine.

Thel a d searchdad eaten the entire afternoon vettunight approachingye had a choice: eat

sometling, ourselves, or grab a cab fmr crashpadWe close the latter, so hiked back to the rail station

to fetch our bags and obtain a gahot Sué ,slas Thetaxt ook us t o Hanging Rock C
beneath théoomingstonefortress of Hangindrock itself.

Y%WROO THE DAY

A pair of coney$ shorteared rabbits, right?leapt across theide lawn on which a goldefflowered

wattle treday fallen. White cockatoos flew aboveBehindthe house huge hollow tree stood before a

wide expanse of turfWithin the Cottagé a handsome, clean little placehe spooky menu music for

thePicnic at Hanging RockVD played over and oveand over. | should have felt at pe&deut when

Lezl i announced t hat s hmildanxiatybvdrthé nastyweadthenerphad cel | s
into outright paranoia.

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

human habitation was the monotonous beat of a recorded demvere alonel flashed orBlair Witch
ProjectandonS hi r | ey AJTdaek Saminer Peopl eod, in which an el d
too long in theivacationcottage wait for the townsfolk to corkél them. All the time, the beautiful,

supernaturdy evocativel Pi p e s playéd frenathed®VD, reminding me again and again and again

of wher e Whatvisi®ns, suparnatural aot, would burstin upon ughat cold and rainy and

darker than dark night, and we with no way to t@ilhelp or flee?

Rosy and Lezli, of aurse, thought | was crazyJsing some of the free foodies provided by the unseen

Cottage owners (and none of the goodies they lefi éut sale)they put together a pancake dinaed

relaxed, chatting about Facebook stalkers Lezli had knéMterwards,we punched t he fipl ay
the DVD and watcheRicnic attill the magnificent moment when the British boy leaves the scrap of
calico in his Ahesteleé Letlirtoiher notidthe liying foom, graciously ceding the
netcoveredbed to us. Frazzled by jetlag and monsters from thd gleptsomeif not enoughand

whatevement bumpn the Aussie night, | certainly imaginegbrse

There is an answer to terror which we Americans have forgotten. It is faith in human de@antyxic
politics and skewed values have blinded us to this perspédbwtAustralians haveotforgottenit.1 6 | |
get to that revelation, learned again that Septeniberotning, directly.



| awoke to the distant calls of unknowable birtibeld my digital
recorder to the window to try to capture their melodic trills.
Invading the kitchen area, | peeked out the blinds at the sprawlin
field behind ug and knew for sure thaliis was no dreamve were
in Australia. Kangaroa ‘é @
She (for it was @oe) stood a hundred yards away or so, nose to t
grass or upright. | swear she was staring at the Cottage. In mon
Lezli was awake and minutes later, | fetched Rosy, who said late

t hat she wished shedd photogr hd me,
visitor through the blinds. My worries evaporaieithis taste of wild
Australia was what \mdlydwithtmphsospesd, tthhee obécrecaon waonrd.e r e d

and disappearedshe 6d done her duty, t houhghightbefwrea pvoas at i ng m
thoroughly jazzed for the day.

However,our problem remained: we had no car and no phone to summothweat outside. Mist hung

low, smothering théeightsof the Rock. Tie small house to our rightaid a new auto parked irofit, but

wedd seen no | ights t hlegrippingdogs and/org shotgub welcame,d . Mi nd
clambered over a wire fence and knockeom e i g h b o Bul rseithdr dagsor shotguns met my

inquiry; instead, a very pleasant feithabout my own aggreeted me with a delighted smile. His name

was Damieir esi due of | ast ni ght 6 s The @eri ara suae, he said,| | wi t h
hedéd be glad to give us Agaih, colot meigassed Byussie Rmmdoeksd s v i s i

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 ofitHangsng R
Atrunko tioand mendeédalzout 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 Rdtkegan to sprinkle.

CUEI PES 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 thie&.towering rocks are huge, and even down

here, close to the bottom, yourdgination sees faces in thénkaster Island as carved by PicasAs.

you ascend, however, the jagged orifices assert themselves more aridumiiirgouc a riodkton the

i mmense solvsbergite boulders and ¢ods nkdefiecs@@ va poc
the Earth. o Though | 6ve heard of no aboriginal i
Hanging Rock forces you into the Dreamtime. It is a passageway into the reality that is not so.

Up, up the ramp, up the crudirs cut into the living stone, up in the raBehind 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 i ferweBiclolulWr ifgihntdd st hleu npc
di dndét seek it: there are few places on this pl an
The rocks roared their disapproval in the rain.

you remembertte slender, angelic blonde who vanished duringPibeic. The owner of the voice
appeared- slender, angelic, blondéNot Miranda, though, butfaaulein, clambering with another sylph
amid the rocks.



Rivulets ran dwn the sides of slanted storasng gutters cut by centuries @afims. From my rain

slickened hand gnwedding ring fell and rolled. | rescued it in the wet. A threesome of Indian tourists
appeared, grinning above their soaking satisthe summit we looked out to Mount Macedon amal t
Camel 6s Hump, just visible through the c¢clouds. Y
the horizon. The rocks stared at the motion about them. You could feel their thoughts: whtes this

that tramps among us? Rosy and | wetdlasated in the rain. Who gets to do this in their lives? Who

gets to do itwice?

We descended. We bought souvenirs and lunch at t
birthday! o to one of theirytoown. Lezl i beamed. I
We met Damien down by the gate. Our sinffiscarevas s af e; I was wutterly abe
Instead we treated this excellent fellow to a late lunch at Bites and, while we talked politics and culture,

listened to his fascinatingIf e t al e. Hedéd | ived al/l over Europe,
hedd chosen to retire, had the | ittle house his f

Rock. After we got home, | sent hinChallenger Hope he LOCs.

By THEwot wot -ers of the YARRA

Back inMelbourne we made for. e z hatebtlse Crowne Plaza. She was letting us crash there
overnight. Beneatrher window the great Yarra River flowe@eyondts expanse stretched the

enormous Convention Ceatand across the street, the Crowagiho 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 Oubad fish (barramurifland chips

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

| was up in time to hear the finfdoshof the nighti at 6AM. At 8 on that bright morninghe constant

coverage of sports, sports, sportsonfduse TV (AThe Roosters vs. the Sea
- _ the cleverest and most winning

decades A pink and blue pair of alien siblings explore

Terran zoology from their steapowered spaceshiplhe

Smurfs meet steampuniGreat! | 6 m never far fr on

childhood, and'he WotWotsnade iteasy to go back.

TheWotWots s a creation of New Zeal ¢
Wor kshop, so tdédwas more than ap
made it downstairs, and attacked the breakfast buffet (eggs

benedict! Notad!) the first familiar face we saw belonged

to Norman Cates. The Kiwi DUFFer has worked for WETA
foryearswe b6 ve made a game of findin
creditsi and presented us with buttons for his next big

project: NEW ZEALAND IN 2020. We pledgesupport

and attendance. Wh at the hell,

i -
We were ready for worldcon.

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

Ironsides Rosy and | pulled our luggage, since our destindipbeyond the convention centirthe

Hilton Hote. But we di dndét make it right away. First, we
was upon us.



HANGING
ROCK

The great mamelon near
Woodend, Victorid a
volcanic upcroppingix
million years oldi once
hosted a magnificerRicnic
and forever boasts the
presence of the rock gods
of the Earth. Belowan

i mage | call




Above, rain flows througha rivulet
cut into the stone over the centurie

HANGING
ROCK

| Left, Lezli and | express
the mutual respect which
makes dribble out of

' | oceans.




AUSSIECON 4: theBUSYfirst day

It was upon us inhe forns of Greg BenfordCraig Hilton (worried about my camer@ndy Porter(no

longer concerned about the weajlieand the great Robin Johnsdoucky the people who encounter

Robin, but he keeps a low profilehad to alert the reg people to higpence Robin was actually

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

Fan Guest of Honoat Aussiecon 4 and youd o Hebyiour Guests wait in queueleBcued and

registered, Bbin introducedis to the Igendary Aussie fan Ken Ozanne and aagain, to his wife

Alyssia. We 6 d see each ot he rWhiefvé dormedowr eon batigess up walked thef e w.
great George R.R. Martin, from whom-dgs. sMhatitheed one
hey, | thoughti might as well beat the crush.

We hauled our goods to the Hilton, adjatto the convention center. Our home for the next four days
possessed evenome elegancehan the Element and for what it cost, it should hav®osy was
impressed by the firm king bed and the luxurious bathroom; | liked the blind that, when descended,
blocked almost all extraneous lightlost important was its WiFi access, whiahbellesecured with a
purchase below. She had a paper to fiaisth classes to preparend had had damned little time to date
to work on any.Lack of aconvertettransformetthingamabob had stymied her use of her IPsde 6 d
spend a lot of time those first days of worldcon dealing with these crises.

Onethingabot t he room we di & oofesindeedk Exploringhwe foenda h b ar
convenient, uhh, convenience store around the corner from the hotel entrance, and did eangnack
softdrink buying there.

Back to the cofi which was poised to benow the worldcon in actuality.
More familiar names were glimpsed outside of the-still 0 s e d h
room or on the escalators: Timmy Bolgeo, Vilx@cherty the great fan
writer James Bacon, Bob Eggleston, Melbourne local Alan SteWeégt.
would nevelack for familiar faces at Aussiecon #inding seats in one
of the dark, cool auditoria (sic), we found ourselves right behind Rob
and the Pro Guest of Honbtthe marvelous Kim Stanley Robinson.
Author of the pivotal Mars trilogy each of which wom major SF
awardi and a shelf of other literate, compelling worke,was a worthy
GoH, whose words would brighten the con every time he offered thei
Hmm, [ mul |l ed ¢é i tRobina kezliaJolmsom Stann
Robirson Surely that was signdant.

Con chairs Perry Middlemiss and Rose Mitchell, whom Rosy thinks of fondly, came to the dais, opening
matters with an extremely clever collafijjen i Perry told me later it was the work of the 2014

committee. A Dr. Lee Evans gave a talk, the notableere introduced, and | was delighted to see beanie
topped DUFF winner John Hertz appear, albeit a little lAh en we t al ked | ater, he
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 Ra@ogreat place ttmaf, sponge

foodies, and watch thearraflow 1 and signed up to help. With more panel appearances than me, her
academic spiel (on which she still had loots to do), and this,azha busy con on deck. Outside of the

Room | chatted with Howaeadawyrng aneé golfepau(mha)excellanées hus b a
I wonder if he hit the links while iAustralia. We spotted Toni Weisskopf atcrowded panel for first

time convetioneers | always get a kick out of seeing Toni in her editorial guise; | remember her from



Southern cons of yore as al&arold neo, in jeans a cowboy would burHow proud webds be o
And Christ| miss her fAold man, 0 Hank Reinhardt.

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

Ivanoff, who read several shesth or t s . Lezlidés offering was | onger,
Classics Mutilated " Andr oi d of ReadingfronoGeasizdd eext eemember, Lezli has

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

she could have come with us to Prince Edward Island lasayelseen f2en Gbles for herself

ThencetoRbi n Johnsondés Fan Guest of Honor speech, ag:
attendees included Hertz, Porter and Bruce Gillespig, A a | i a 6 s -eg; hisSteameEngine Tiraen

i s quite possibly the bes spielsvandared charningly hithea to yon,n t h e
touching on the geffésifsret me75&ds mAardmnsotiohatoor 74 DSC
and various American conventions (he loves Chattacon) atfiellois Aussie fans Lovely man

Followinghm, t he Pro GoH was on, in a panel on figlobal
Robinson c¢cl ai med the influence in his own work of
threei The Jagged OrbhjtStand on ZanzibamndThe Sheep Loddp i but what was first? Ah! Of

course! The Atlantic Abominatian (Brunner c atemificguy.) Wehoed Oh7eQa rDShibr e f
Stan Robinson later on.

Enough speeches and panels. The hucksters room was now open and we strode in theréheDespite

dearth of used paperbadkat least, American onésl found the goods impressive: lots of Aussie

publishers and a good mix of stuffhere we ran intour friend Greg Benford (brother Jim was on hand,

too) andone of our 2003 hosts, Julian Warngho reported grim news about the Crowne Plaitee

party hotel. Seems new management had come in si
hotel had been made, and now parties were restricted to no more than 3 people to a room, with a deadline

of 11! PhooeyRosy and | decide thisis a work night.

But first, dinner.We collected Lezli, and Lezli brought along a friertehterthe great Figgy23, and like
Lezli, a very prettydark brunette MelbourniteThough not a fan before Aussiecorseseemed to dig

on the event. Why not? She devastated the thivigat a lucky lad I, to escort three lovely ladies down
to the Crown Casino to sample its fare!

Insidethe colossal edifice, which runs for several blotkmted anothesubtledifference between
America and its cousin downunder: the slot machines in the casinguwetewewer en 6t accost ed
constant whistlg, buzzers, bells, and sirens, all designed to give the impression of winning, winning,

wi nning. | mmu n e, wchoseyaa habiah café gedrdhe antrdnae,rand though the menu
di dnoét f eiasacrilegel ltha seafapd mzza was more than adequate. During dinner, Lezli
read a horoscope. Hers said that she would attend a social event thautdapoud n 6t f e el i ke

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

Back at the Hiltonwe talked with Toni Weisskopf and Julie Wall on their way to a plagmnted tovisit

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

from the conciergé but in the room, fatigue conquered all. | lowered the magic blind over the fabulous,
light-gloried vista outideourwindow and we collapse | dreamedtht Car | Bar ksi6 Magi ca
another brunettehough aducki lied about something to Kermit the Frog, only to be blasted into

oblivion by agoodsorcerer. Freud, in Eternitypoked on andjnashed his teeth.



AUSSIECON 4: theINTRIGUINGGECOND day

I didndot sl eep too well. Who coul d, assailed by

Aboard the elevatdhe star of the daygob Silverbergentered.Not i ¢ e [IMisterdobdt s ay
Silverberg, because Bob took me to tastkkauddnodcall.i
you call me 6BobodRiot 6s Wedslt, tlhataihdgdsl 6Bdb tSiyl ver be
Schmuck or not, falkedwith this loyal supporter of worldcanmany other prospted for Dragon*Con,

which pays their way, this yearabou our great mutual friendulie Schwartz and Harlan (of course) and

the fictionmags.cortistserv we share.

We walked with Boh wh o m | stil]l call ed Asi itothe@eemRoom hel p it
where Rosy began a shift and | chatted wih chairman Perry Middlemiss. He gave the word on last
ni ghtdos Crowne Pl aza party bollix: Afsome martinet

Negotiations were underway to save tonigitandering to the hucksters room, | pausedieytable

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

at least most striking, were missinddont r eal 6 s el egant masterpiece, fo
sculptor a Hugo nomination for Fan Artidturking at the same table was a tall, chdeoking 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? AShort st ory, dwdsstanding with. noBr
the great Aussiefaed | r win Hirsch at the time, and both of

certain of defeat: after all, we had both votedHisrexcellent, moving storyFor what that was worth.

Nextupwasauniqueanel , Robert Silverberg and Kim Stanley
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 Bab Silverberg, and as he proved

time and again during Aussiecon 4, there are few SFers more articulate than Stan Rdliieg@ihare a

mutual admiration and many shared interésascheology, for oné have had very different careers, and

are diameically opposed in the American political spectruthwas grand to listen to them spiel about

var i ous A § Btane Age hunteyaufrpzendin glacialicand t he changes in Bobbd
the New Wave, buwhen the talk turned to polititee mnel became privilegefor the listener.i T h i s
planet is simply our body. o Robinson. ATaking ca
action is needed slow-paced ascaffoldngn eeds t o be erected. Gmebdness
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 tbé&aidi of

Soviet Communism, they scored big in eyes. How rarg& how preciousi in the toxic environment of
todaybés American politics, to hear two intelligen
sector Wow.

My own panel was up next, a DUFF reminiscence with Ang Rosin, Gina Godaardphn Hertzl was

|l ate coming in and was i mmediately asked for a #fb
mi nut es. Hey, gi mme a break: itds been quite a t
Irish/Aussie/Pommie accentn 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 wjiki afche newBanana

Wings theconsistent Hugo nominee which coulda/woulda/shoulda won this year.

Receiving the zine from them inspired me with instant shame: | had the mastéhaflenger#32 in our
room. | immediately resolved to print up a slamd hanetlistribute my poor effortimagine my disgust
when | found t hat | ldndhgire éhatt coulddmameowpeaterome of raytstatbsmlene !



correspondent® 6 r ,gcanand email the appropriate pages, btitat beinga nightmarisHoad of work
| justresigned myself tanail the damned things to my overseas tradeseisbuckplus,eachChall.
Served meight.

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

shopping ceter part of the Crown Casirioyeah, there was a lot to that placend 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 cellphoeedwdl need dpuspaaspwedd need
to exchange American currency for Australian. Her hapless husband in tow, she stormed back to the
convention for another panel.

This one featuredhe Lord of the Rings and Rosyds f edLlawiewWapnautherlHelent s i nc
Love, and Alison ®ggn, 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 actings auctioneer(Norman Cates wore a kiltl was pleased to see brisk, high

biddingT 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 amné&hatwould happemowif
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 snapshateemed 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 Pla&iill no room parties, but the hotel had opened up the executive
level and there, thigs were in at least partial swingVe dined on sandwiches and one of us, anyway,
sampl ed James B a cVery@rewdedxtimoegh holace to sitdmatdchle hotel.

Friday was looking like another early evening. We trundled back througbotingeention centre towards

t he Hilton. I migho gnae €s b a4 tlowigandiitevads a flap affairt kedir ac
and Figgywent al ong wi t h L eandreporsed afumitinme, bsitiwve dlddageys made for

bed.

AUSSIECON 4:he SHAKY THIRD day

What was shaky about SeptembBmwés New ZealandWe awoke to news of a 7.1 earthquake in

Christchurch and vicinity. The TV showed major damiageacked streets, collapsed walls, damaged

buildings of historic fame. The news aleported more sloppy weather in Victoria, which made a
decision | 6d been contemplating a | ot easier. My
drive along the Great Ocean Road, sout hvaeat of Me
and risk life and wife driving on the left. Wellldecidednuts to that.The Twelve (Seven, nowadays)

Apostles could continue catching waves without haskedthe concierge to arrange two seats on the

Overland the train to Adelaide, and catied my reservation with Hertizthe car company, not the

DUFF delegate.

We worked on Rosyob6s acadéd mearmnng fpomKaren via-eailthdt@r busi nes
yorkies were doing famously and our cats had yet to come out of hidintj nomish. La bellethen
had another stint in the Green Room to cover,lawlight outhe FarREd s 6 Feast .
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Greg Benfordcchats while
Norman Cates buttons up
for New Zealandn 2020.
We 6l thegh & | | ©
71. Right, Mib enjoys the
companyof the great
Figgy.




Above, Robin Johnson and Ken g
Ozanne talk things over. Donna [
Hanson charms the world to righ
Below, atthe Fase d s 6 F e

Murray Moore and wiféary
Ellen sample the farat the Fan
Edso6.FeaMme did
shot of GoH Kim Stanley
Robinson.




Recall that Joe Major and | have been hosting these gatherings at the wésldeeveral 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 | had any worries that this
burgeoning tradition ofvorldcon 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, I rwin Hirsch, Roman apperradtalelpassingTom B
by and was spontaneously iradtto lunch. We hit the Crowna8ino again, but its food court seemed
inexhaustible in its variety, and we dinosaurs who remain devofadrnshcommunication via the

written word emerged satécandsatisfied in our camaraderie.

After a jaunt by the hucksters room, where | bought two books by Australian writer Lucy Sussex and a
collection for Stan Robinson to autograph, Rosy and | made for an unmissable item on the program:

Robi nsonds rGpeeck.tLezlbdnd Higgyrjomed us, along with a neo friend. We were early

and secured seats in the front quake. pl Eldgied Mihedle®
assistance to Kiwi fans who needed info about their hénebsiously, a clasy thing to do.

Robinson took the dais for a clever speed@r. Kim Robinson, Ph.D., interviewing Stan Robinson, SFer.

He regaled us with his wild autobiography. AALl I
beach, 06 he o pihséahoodtindrahge Gogntyddd primedrhis interest in
environmentalism. i Cal iMeb e B s a tHe dekcébedghtsioeerioc e f i ct i

sportsi baseball, body surfing (where you feel like God), fencing during his college dagadkr if he

knows Heinlein and Bester were on their university fencing teams). HepeisadFrisbeeand golf, but

somewhat surprisingly said he wast a mountaineer. (One of his stories dealt with such athletes

tackling Olympus Mons.) He creditedlbs ul a K. LeGuin with encouraging
and expressed a fundamental optimism about the human condlittee o pl e wi I | get a gri
AWedre gonna make it in 6The Long Nowb. o

| was impressed with thahrasd later laskedhim to reord it as part of his autograph, @ ng wi t h fAJo
B o one aftertheisspirational hero of the Martian trilogye agreed on the excellence of Paolo
Baci gaheoMndup &l my choice for Sunday nightos Hugo.

The events of the dayegan taumble oneovert abher. Imethappy David Levine but alas, wast

handed an issue of his diminutisat-delightful fanzineBentg handto-hand deliveryat worldconis the

distribution systenpreferred by David and Kate Yule, the editors. Damidted me to an extended

version of his account offauxMar s expedi ti on (hedéd given such a t:
but alas, Imisseditt wat ched another of e eriictm (hyhd),raedincted deal i
that she looketyeautiful.

Afterwards, wewatclreda f i | m of Ur sul a LeGui no siw@defd everof Hono
if the tape cut LeGuin off in migvordi and finally, relaxed joining Robin (Johnson, not Lezli) and his

wi fe in the Hi lgRoam&site Ehase lovely geapke hab invitad os thither, aftér

Robin talledus in the time was simply ideaWegazed out the many windows at the glowing skyline

andnibbled tasty fingerfogdvhi | e chatting with JolwmisAdetaideabout gr e
Seattle. What aivilizedfellow 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 extravaganzzlabration of an art, where Drew and Kathy Sanders wowed us
amually with phenomenal costumes and people stild]l
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 thatgrestumers 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 togeth&itill, the event had spi, entirely thanks to the hosts: Nick
Stathopoulos and Danny Heap, old friends from 2008y interviewed the contestants and joked

around with such jollitude thaiobody caredhat the masque itself was lame.

AUSSIECON 4: the CLIMACTIC FOURTH day

We hit the ground runningNot only was it Hugo Day at the worldcon, it was Presentationi DRgsy

had her academic paper to read, which meant that first, she had her academicfpeger tovas

important that this come offnot only was it a feaer inla belled gurative 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

dat e. Obamads tax br eak f asrthisffar; thesréfund in 28evoudlo us e buy
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
shedd taught t hwasperhaps less lofty, infelledtually speakingcthan papers on

CounterMar xi an I nfl uences iStochdtiwarQetivie@s RevealedB\est gds Post
Kierkegaardian Analysis, but was certainly more visual. Especially when we showed a siigie of A

Francis inForbidden Planet

But beforehandwe 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,
N — publishing, off soond the U.K. She promised us a copy of her-non

fiction book about the Australian SF scene, and most impoytant
fﬂﬁﬂlﬂﬂ[“ P\“\\\ reported that Bello Camiillointei d sheepdog bel ongi n¢

former s.0. ang h oreampingand goaichasingpartner in 2003, was

e 4 prospenng. Delightful lady and great friend.
1 ] Thence to face the academics and their thirsty intellects. The room,

to my surprise, was crowded, and pretty friendly. Rosy handled the
reading, | handled the power poirfthe point of the paper? Just how
SF film has reflected and provided fantasy solutions forwneald
concerng Melies toMetropolisto Things to Coméo Destination
Moonand so on If anyone was disappointed at the accessibility of
the paper, they didnoét | eftheon. Lot
slidesi again, especially when Anne Francis came up. What was she
then, 17?(Actually, she was2 They ought to film d&orbidden
Planetsequel while she and Leslie Nielseand Robbyi are still
s around) Anyway, we finished, were applaudedgdastaggered forth,
relieved and happy and with blessedly nothing to do.

Wandering in fresh relaxation, we checked out the Art Show for the firsitlne t i st GoH Shaun
work was indeedskillful and witty 7T and boughDoc Ratbooks from Craig Hilta. His tablemate, Krin
PendeiGunn,soldtiny models of various Aussie critters, and | loaded up, thinking of gift bags for my

of ficedbs | adi es. (I bought a Ghysimexeelkedtar Waisi en f r i d
stormtrooper gear meaneéerin and outWe 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 SFRitine.

over a quartecentury of continuous membership, and a long tenure on thisstagéfore that, Janice is

SFPAbds senior f e ma'loes"ofme time.e®f coursenl gronesed absistantrethe

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



having won rights to th2012 worldcon, they had announced their Guests of Hoand they werdight,
closefriends. Mi ke Resni ck, Pro GoH é HRz=ahgy Rae Pavl at, F:

The good feeling thus engendered was deep, and lasts yet. However, it received a sevey®ibbenki
turned on the TV back in our room.

It was a news/features show, something Tikelayhere in the States, based locally, or at least in
Australia. The story | watched dealt with a grezence fiction conventidiilled with wild and crazy
peopki editors, writers, artists, actors, fans, costurndmsty thousandf them. Of course, they were
talking about Dragon*Con. Half the world away. Nary a word abautontemptible little gathering of

driedup sticks in Melbourne ¢

Thus glummified | i ke fArefudi at e, 0 i fi wedtumbleddmsvntd theucastessor d, i
room, where | enjoyedowbndaedf-podéoBmfudbhavmBeindg mal
adoring Amy for decadedhat cheered me significantly. Then offHago rehearsal, the usual Fun
throlgdved need. Sometime | ought to time the spi
see if it fits in under the 68econd deadlineHighlight of the moment was getting a close look at Nick
Stathopoghosdrdeéeshe Hugo base, which reminded me o

More about it later.

Rosy was off at a panel on elves, but | made for Norman @ s 6 pr es | or
WETA, his employersProjected behind him on the screen, a giant@anb w a s W r'_n.._' "

terrific material Norman showed, preliminary doodles to finished products,

commercials, movie scenes (includifigatar, District 9andThe Lovely Bonés -

e v e nWoiVots! Byguessing where some of their zoo scenes were filmed F
won a Spotty Wot aofy toy, tossed to me by Norman from the stag8potty
Wot now sitsin a place of hondoy Mib atop my dressgrL i ke al |l o -
presentations, this one was superb. Miracles are made at WETA

Okayi enough with thgreliminaries. r €
AussiecoN 4HUGO TIME!

I felt underdressed. Rosyds determination that w

Ahard shoesd (dress shoes, telessiostatkeand sweaterd Roby, or a s

contrast looked wonderful, paxf a colorful mix of pretty ladies in attendance. Among these was Eve
Ackerman, who told us that she and Howard would be leaving for hdrtmeidai early the next
morning, so as to be there before Rosh Hashaliamy fellows in attendance were also hsgiffed.

Greg Benford wore a bright tie. John Hertz shamed us all in his tofrbger 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 frédidkets until Hugo

Admi ni strator Vince Docherty called everyoneds at
Stathopoulos and his Hugo base. Nick talked about the desigrmijégb di f f i cul t gi g, 0 he
had to be light yet able to suppthe 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 | had no fiusibnstt 6 d b e
taking one home, | 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. Martie. girl sent forth

to introduce the master of cer emoni-haxredprmdit e hn héngs
*blush* @ventyt en Hugo awards! o She introduced M. C. Gar

Nix was very funny, if a trifle acceit We noted hat he pai d homage to the ab

owners of the | and. 0 A terrific little film abou
fare broadcast at this conventiddevin Standlee had praised the technicalugeat theConvention

Centre, and the movies showed on it were simply excellefit. t heyor e ever <coll ected
one.

On to the awards. NBeiuns Theybébve been banished to an earlier
remained: Pat Sims and Robin debn joined forces at the podium to award Australian Merv Binns the

Big Heart Award, which he accepted with gracious
and he didndt seem particularl y c¢ hetaudhthd . The Jo
traditional taravent t o an Aussie | ady, it went to the wron
reception trying to figure out if shedd placed se
Fan awards first, as ever. Brad Foster won fiBah Artist HugoMuc h as | | ove Bradds v
admire the guy, | couldnodét hel p amysuthhonbriPookSteeef t he

Stiles. Poor Taral WaynéA nd ¢é p dAsaexpectiStarShipSofa a radio podcast won the
fanzine award. The llew accepting the hondrthatshouldhave gone to Claire Brialey a&nana

Wingsi made no bones aboutthefactt8&3 s no f anzi ne. He called it @A
would and will havanuchmore to say on this topicThen and therejust repeated my lament from last
year : Al wish |1d6dd |l ost to a fanzine!d

The abasement continued. Again as expected, and again, ridicutouesfignac was thwarted. Fred

Pohl, who has been writing, selling, editing, publishing, and critiquing scfiticm on an honored
professional basis for a decade |l onger than | 06ve
Huh? Even Silverberg, who retrieved the Hugo fror Pohl, seemed to acknowledge the absurdity of the
award, call ddgshi® FWedéshappened to the idea of

Fortunately, the Hugos left the fan awards behi@larkesworldwon the Semiprozine award, a nice

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

form editor Hugo. Noting that hedd al so won the
a move | applauded and complimented him on, later.

I was disappointed in the short dsrapartiauladywraative : i Wa t
Doctor Who. Moon, on the other hand, was a grand surprise; although | would have pré&iestract 9, |

feared that, as usual, the big ticket item would win this HugoAbatarcame in dead lastMoonwas a

terrific example éstory primingFXieven t hough 1 6m still annoyed that
with his primaryds tattoo.

Possibly my favorite Hugo of the nigh was that f
to ABridesicigbt | atehadftwel dehg dl old you so!
delight. Great story,tobver y movi ng and effective. I havenot
iThe 1 sl ando, by Peter Watts, buttothédstagel(thetfellaer caus
was well over six feet four) in jeans and a tee shifbrget what it read.

t
t

The Best Novel categoryis TheBigOng ou r ec al | all those horrid joke
One! o i Co ntwaBei gWidnleiss! amandiatideriBig Onedd How weird ishat? o



Horrid. But Best Novel is the award everyone
remembers The winner goes on a shelf with .

A Cantacle for LeibowitandStranger in a REHDV&I"::GH
Strange LandndLord of LightandThe
Demolished MamandThe Left Hand b
DarknessandT hey 6 d Rat.hletrd s
earned the right to be considered a classic. :
My vote had gone to the Nebula winner this You and 4 gues . ae
year, Paol o Baci gaheu corddy vited
Windup Girl But China Mieville wasere

in Melbournewhich surely mea t heodd .
tipped off that hisThe City & the Cityvas HUCQO  ceebration
going to win. It too had won significant YT
precursor awards. A e vickeiabion:
whispered to RosyRemind me to call Greg
before next yearo6s K
re-dvitie-s L:»egn :rl:i:-?'r the
Stan Robinson opened the envelapd began A :

a long discourse on the nature of statistics. MsRicor 4
God, Stan! Just read the results! Of course HUGO AW.T-J
Benford was right. For the third time in Hugc C

historyand for only the sixth time in any sl
category two candidates for Best Novel had |

tied. Both Baciglupi and Mieville won B ] R
4

Hugos. When revealed, the voting stats oo 2 i
showed a nosto-nose competition all the way of the

through, not only in first place votes but all th Lol
way through the Australian ballot¥What the Crowe Plaua :
heyit hereds no disgr a

Mieville, Dunewon its Hugo in a tie, too.

After the usual orgy of photograpliythe guy
from StarShipSofaooperated with mgnnualgag picture, kudos for his sportsmanshipe were

bundl ed off t o t h,tistine jnsde &bal suiterathe GradvnePlrzat We were
givensmall,engraved cocktail shakers as a ifiretty nice, actually and detailed stats of the voting

printed too small for any but a Kryptonian to re&dking (I think) a magnifying glas&ezli kept poring

over her tadls. Bottom line for ime: Challengeried in nominations, came in third in first place votes,

chewed choad in the later votintj.was a nice soiree, butdéen tiredofher i ng A Commi ser ati or
the assurance that, whrecordnextyearé&oankost fonsedutive noriirationsat y 6 s
withoutawinfii gnomi nySwells f ame. 0

AUSSIECON 4: the FIFTH AND FINAL day

AYoubve got your kni cPlodagsy. Weh, daan straights We vere breawpanbl,e d t h
and | 0 dredsiegehe eleplthnt in the rodrthe podcast takeover of the fanzine Hugo category.

Which did indeed hack me off. Fanzinesg&&f por ked this year byAbl ock vo
radio show is @ramatic presentatign protested. Fanzines aeberead So it was, so itis, so it shall

T or shouldi forever be.



aussiecon

HU GOS

Nick Stathopoulos seems
depressetly his 2010 Hugo
base, but along with everyone
else, | thought it magnificent.
MBridesicl eods
certanly likes his, and Bob
Silverberg enj
Writer award he picked up for
Fred Pohl.




Mark Plummer and Clairg
Brialey of Banana Wings
traveled even further thai
Mib and | did to attend
the Hugos. We posed
with the fella from
StarShipSofaat the
nomi neeso r

Chi na Mihe City bnd e
the Citywas a tie winner for
Best Novel with Paolo

Baci g ahepMndup &irl
but ther ed ashalfo
a Hugo. Love the earring, Lex.

Thatds suppos
bafflement on m face

regardingSt ar Shsi p S
ridiculous Hugo win.Nice guy,
butl wi sh | 6d I




What to do about it? The two guys from ®lektacabal had no suggestions; what the hegy taleady

havetwo rocketsand were getting out of the paper fanzine biz, anywiyice Gillespie reminded us that
fanzines have their own awards, the FAAns. It was mentioned that Chris Barkley was in charge of

it weakingo the Hugo ringthelsosedamzine gefingic,bu acdoheyhasthéagih t e n
from his committee yet.

Everyone agreed thabx populishould rule, but mgargumentvas that it should not come at the expense

of Hugo tradition. Thus No |l-al HugocatsgorgleecWakchmem t o cr
was all tke furor and people were threatening to nominate it for Best Nov&tigAussie in the audience

suggested that the Hugogmic the Ditmara n d Ca n a dandadoptudir Foarna sAc hi evement 0
category formdefinablef anac whi ch didndot fit i n ttseggedoh.r ee us u.
It opens up the Hugos just as those who allowed a podcast into our category wanted. It preserves the

respect traditionally shown writtesommunicatiorin fandom. | maywork on a proposal for the Reno

business meeting myself. Mark Plummer, unless | violently misreadhinthe whole question in a fine
metaphorcompamgt he si tuathoowhopdhandompeti ng against T
with Tupperwarebuti t ai n OoNo tphotntgerwr.ong wi tdi mpdtdcfasnsi e dlut

Rosy and | had checked out of the Hiliowith some regret; it was a gorgeous rooand after the

panel, made for the cabstand. We had a box of books, art, newspapeligtstesnsha WeiNVot to ship
back to America. The Pack & Ship was on Flinders Street, and after cutting off an arm atwdpmaleg

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

A free trami #35, | believd ran down Flinders, and we jumped on it for our reektenture. A

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

and the railway stationThe place was jumpi ® schoolkids in blue jackets abounded. Many were bound

for our destinationNone, though, made the preliminary stop weidile Beer Garden next door, for

lunch.ift was not the best meal we had on louutwast ri p (1t
certainly the most é unique. We shared a ASoci al
foodies included whol erAGGGhIND )s,q ufirdi e(da | ttaopgaest,h esrh rni ommp
everything. Rosy photographed the dishesabeionly the shrimp. | think the baby squidhewy little

crittersi creeped her out. The sunlight from the windows threw a pretty prism
over her sublime self.

Finishing the expensivieand none too filling meal,which Rosy said was

i V eTinyBurbny, we headed fothe exhibitionnamed for the gothic
director, and his universe

BURTON BONANZA

The Bat mobi | 8athansoamt B unr ttohneb sf oy er . 't 6s
franchise ran into Joel Schumacher, the atrocious director who put nipples on
theBatsuit and ruined Burtondés vision. T

back in capable hands (dthe Dark Knight no one remember s Bu
vision. From the great black war wagorewlescended to the exhibit itself.

So much! Weird homemade filmg the boy geniusThe Giant Zlig.
Brilliant creepy cartoons scribbled when bored by his job at Disney, the

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



and betterhegrewh i s cari cat ur es \béeyonktteat In thehcorsdordithyaultra ct er s €
violet light the stitching on our clothes glows. Another inspiration listed: Fritz Lang.

Cool stuff: the silly angora sweater frabd Wood The severed heads frdvtars Attacks.The

scarecrow from Sleepy HollowEdward Sissorhandé €é s ci ssor hands. Al st ume s
in Wonderland Maquettes by Rick Heinrich from any of a zillion drawings, drawings, drawings, each
utterly itself but completely distinctive, a mad,

Wild. Too much?I felt somethindike | felt when leaving the alPicasso exhibit at the MoMA a
thousand years ago (in 1982)verwhelmed but enraptured.

AUSSIECON 4: GOGBYE

We returned to the Convention Centre, just in time for Closing CeremdmMesositioned ourselves
near the back doors of the auditori um, the better

Tobes é Scott and Jane Dennis €& someone sl apped m

Wi dner é Ben OzannboesdtlJédmes wBacem in the world é
recogni zed é Bruce Gillespie €& John Hertz with Ch
duties done é Benford with Binns é Ilrwin Kirsch ¢
Susex (who had autographdderiser) HoakdiTeztihe cdNto Fi

work. The world science fiction convention, 2010, a good one, smatkdgwbut rich in camaraderie,
and weltenjoyed.

Lezli 1 irritated at having a sigd Shaun Tan print apparently purloined at her last pjageve us her

room key and we went, once again, to the Crown for dinher.f or get why we di dnét gc
dog party in the Convention Cenirgossibly because we had an early morningdpggi but instead we

made for the Crowne Plaz&r om Lezl|l i 6s room we overl ooked the de
over it and past the Grand Casino. The damp surface of the Melbourne streets glowed gently reflecting its
garish lights. Tomorrow weould leave this city. When, if ever, would we be back?

Lezli, who did attendhe dead dogcame in at about 12:20. She had to kremefwakeus her key di d
wor k. Groggy and stwupid, | was actuaslaiyd.s urfplrtidsse
your room! 0

To be continued.






