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iOTA is the little efanzine put together by Leigh Edmonds
who can be contacted electronically, and in almost no other way,
at hhandc@hemsleypark.com.au.

This little efanzine is produced as a progress report on my
current project to research and write a history of Australian
fandom, focusing on the period between 1956 and 1975.  iOTA is
a research tool and document, containing some of the material and
thoughts that will be used in writing the history.  It is also a place
where I publish bits and pieces of the writing and art from
Australia’s fannish past to help introduce you to the rich vein of
material that previous generations of Australian fans have left us. 
If you want more details about this history project you’ll find them
in the first issue of iOTA.

iOTA is more or less available for ‘the usual’ but two things
bring its editor the greatest fannish pleasure.  One is great gobs of
egoboo and the other is a contributions to the discourse of
understanding and writing a history of Australian fandom.  If all
else fails, issues of iOTA are put up on efanzines.com fairly soon
after I’ve completed them.

Thisish’s Cover
Australian SF Review is at the center of any history of

Australian fandom.  It sits in the middle of the 1960s when change
was coming to Australia, not just in stf and its fandom but in many
other ways with, among other things, the gradual lifting of
censorship that had crippled Australian culture and the beginning
of the erosion of the ‘cultural cringe’ which told Australians that
anything created locally had to be inferior to what came from
overseas.  In ASFR Australian fans began to see that they could
make their own contribution to the global culture of stf.

Editorial - of sorts
I’ve nothing heroic to report this time, and no great

thoughts about the deep meaning of stf or fandom.  Instead, two
short points.

As I draft this the international stf community is gathering
for the 75th World SF Convention in Finland.  For my ‘friends’ on
Face book this appears to be something special and many of them
are making their way there.  Some post the occasional picture and
a comment or two, others write long commentaries of their
experiences traveling to Helsinki - one struggling with his luggage
up the staircases of Gare de Nord in Paris and another having his
luggage destroyed by an airline and then going out to an excellent
restaurant for dinner in Helsinki.

It is a delight to read these posts as they appear, made more
exciting by knowing that they are taking place on the other side of
the world almost as soon as they happen.  This is a kind of fanac
we could not have imagined in Australia when fans set out to bid
for the 1975 World SF Convention.  In some ways it is a more
engaging form of fanac, but it is also more ephemeral.  Which, it
seems to me, changes the time-binding mature of fandom.

When I decided on the material that is going to appear in
this issue I discovered that it is going to be a Foyster, Bangsund
and Harding issue.  This is not deliberate, though it is a very
happy coincidence.  As individuals, and together in the pages of 
Australian SF Review, they helped give Australian fandom its
character and energy.  They showed us how to be serious and
entertaining and how to be critical and comical, all at the same
time.  Which, ironically, leads us directly to ...
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1953 - THE SYDNEY FUTURIANS
GET DOWN TO BUSINESS

The period around 1953 was one of the high points in the
life of the Futurian Society of Sydney.  After one of its recurring
bouts of inactivity the 1953 convention has reenergized it and the
planning for next year’s event was helping to keep its attention
focused on that future goal rather than the dissension that seemed
to be the group’s other main activity.

The unfortunate thing about the Futurian Society of Sydney
is that the group is mainly remembered for its reputation for
feuding.  This was not helped by Vol Molesworth’s history which
highlights the conflict between members rather than the group’s
achievement.  Consequently, it is not easy to recall what the group
did do, including publishing almost all of Australia’s first fanzines,
building up and maintaining a significant library, establishing links
with overseas fans and holding Australia’s first sft conventions.

The other impression of the Futurians is that they seem to
have taken themselves very seriously.  It may be that their
Thursday Night gatherings were a great deal of fun, but the need
they felt to present stf seriously means that little of the more
frivolous side of fandom was recorded, so we are left only with the
impressions created by this report written by Brian Finch and
published in Etherline 13 on 17 September 1953.

FUTURIAN SOCIETY OF SYDNEY

Annual Meeting

By Brian Finch

The Futurian Society of Sydney held its Annual General

Meeting on Monday, July 27th, 1953, with an all-time record

attendance of nineteen members.  Those present included

Director Ken Martin, Vice-Director Graham Stone, Treasurer

Arthur Haddon, the Secretary, Rosemary Simmons, and

members Mrs Laura Molesworth, Vol Molesworth, Lyell Crane,

Rex Meyer, Kevin Dillon, Wally Judd, P Glick, Les Raethel, Don

Lawson, Clive Mellor, Bruce Purdey, Jack Leggett, Pat Burke,

Mike McGuiness and yours truly.

The retiring Treasurer, (Mr Haddon) reported that the

financial year ended June 30th had been very successful.  After

paying all expenses, the Society had a cash balance of more

than £35.  It was decided to repay the Thursday Night Fund the

sum of £15 which had been borrowed to help pay for the 1953

Convention.

Reporting on the Thursday Night Social meeting, of

which he is manager, Les Raethel said that the attendance

averaged 29 per week, with up to 36 in recent weeks.  The

Thursday Night group was now firmly established at the Sydney

Bridge Club, where the FSS library was available each week. 

The Thursday Night meetings had to date raised more than £60,

which was set aside in a special fund to provide furniture, etc

for an official clubroom when suitable premises would be

found.

The Library itself was in a flourishing position, he said. 

There was at present 67 borrowers, and the Library contained

180 hard cover books, and 465 magazines.  A new catalogue

was being prepared.

Mr Glick, who had been appointed to prepare Australian

representation at the next US Convention reported that a tape-
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recording would be made at the Albury Conference (? Ed).  This

would be airmailed to responsible partied for playing at the Con. 

He had received a considerable amount of cash and material

towards a gift of professional and amateur Australian science

fiction publications, but the time factor would not allow this to

be sent to this year’s Convention.  Instead, he would build up

the size of the gift, and despatch it well in advance for the 1954

Convention.

Mr Wally Judd, organizer of the 1954 Australian

Convention, said that arrangements were well in hand.  The

Social Committee, under the chairmanship of Mrs Laura

Molesworth, had conducted quite a number of raffles and

guessing competitions, and these had raised no less that £11-11-0

in just over eight weeks towards the expenses of the

Convention.  A Barbeque would be held in the near future, and

this would draw in more money.

Mr Dillon told the meeting that the Official Report on the

1953 Convention had been sub-edited, and was partly cut on

stencil.  He proposed to run off 200 copies, which would be

distributed free to those who attended the Convention, and

sold at 1/- each to other fans.

Mr Lawson reported that the new constitution of the

Society was being cut on stencil.  He would have 50 copies run

off and these would be available at the next meeting.  It was

suggested that copies be sent to fans in other states to assist in

the setting up of clubs.

In his annual address, Director Martin said the year just

past had been a turbulent one, but a great deal had been

accomplished.  Despite severe handicaps the 1953 Convention

had been a success, attracting no less than 84 fans from five

states.  During the year, we had seen the production of Doug

Nicholson’s FORERUNNER, and activities had increased in other

states.  While members might be divided as to the ultimate goal

of fan activities, there was one goal at which we could all aim

at - the location of our own permanent club room in the city,

where the library could be installed.  At present, we were

renting premises for the official club meetings and the

Thursday Night social meetings, but ultimately we would want

our own headquarters.

Elections for the Executive Council for the 53-54 period

were then held.  Vol Molesworth was elected Director of the

Society unopposed.  New fan, Peter Burke, was elected Vice

Director.  Les Raethal was elected unopposed as Treasurer. 

Don Lawson was elected the Secretary, winning a ballot against

Mike McGuiness.  Miss Simmons was elected Assistant

Secretary.

The Society has a keen and ambitious Executive Council,

which augers well for the next twelve months.  Mr Molesworth

said it was his aim to make the Futurian Society ‘a fighting force

for fandom’, and he promised a step-up in public relations

work.

The main job which lies ahead of the Futurian Society in

the next eight months is the organization of the 1954 Australian

Convention.  Plans are already well in hand, and funds are being

raised.  With the co-operation of other states, the Convention

should be even more successful than its predecessors, with the
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hundred mark achieved - if not passed.

Brian Finch

Etherline 13, 17 September 1953

1956 - Fifth Australian SF Convention
Melbourne’s first convention

After four annual conventions had been held in Sydney it
was Melbourne’s turn.  A small fan group had begun to form in the
early 1950s and the Melbourne SF Group was formally established
at a meeting in May 1952.  Very soon after that Melbourne fans
began publishing fanzines and, by 1954, the Group was thinking
about holding a convention.  Some Sydney fans wanted Melbourne
fans to host the 1955 annual convention, for reasons largely to do
with Sydney fan politics, but the Olympic Games were to be held
in Melbourne in 1956 so the fans of that city planned to hold a
convention to go with the Games.  Because of this they gave their
convention the name of ‘Olympicon’.   As it turned out, the
convention could not be held until early December 1956, several
months after the Games.

By the time the convention was held Sydney fandom had
almost completely disintegrated and fanzine publishing in
Melbourne had declined significantly with the departure of Lee
Harding and Race Mathews from the scene.  The only surviving
regular fanzine in Australia by this time was Ian Crozier and
Mervyn Binns’ Etherline and so this is the only report that I know
of about the 1956 convention.  Although it was not credited, the
report was probably written by Ian Crozier; it has his matter-of-
fact style of the previous convention reports also published in
Etherline.  As usual, it gives a summary of what happened but,
unfortunately, very little about what it was like to be there.

Etherline 80, which was probably published in early 1957,
was dedicated entirely to a report of Olympicon.  The introduction
to the issue says the organizing committee had planned to publish
a report of the convention separately but it was instead published
in Etherline for ‘reasons out of our control’.  The reasons were
probably that the convention had run at a loss and the organizers
had also run out of enthusiasm; this issue also announced there
would be a gap of three months before publication of the next
issue of Etherline.  Several years later Mervyn Binns wrote that
the convention had been severely let down by interstate and
Sydney fans who had not given it the support it needed to succeed.

The report gives the names of 147 members, 87 of them
from Victoria, 24 from the United States (none of whom attended)
and 19 from New South Wales.  The most lightly attended
sessions were Sunday morning and afternoon with 26 attendees,
83 attended the Saturday Evening and 112 the Sunday Evening
session.  In an aside in this issue Crozier advises the reader to
‘read “Saturday Afternoon” for “Sunday Afternoon” and vice
versa’ but I have left the text as it appears in the fanzine.

SATURDAY MORNING

The first session consisted of registration period,

inspection of the fine displays put together by Merv Binns and

Keith McLelland, and the first portion of the large auction.  A

fairly small attendance paid around £12 for over 200 items.

SATURDAY AFTERNOON

Organizer McCubbin introduced the Guest of Honor,

Frank Bryning, Australian author well known to readers of

FANTASTIC UNIVERSE.  His address was titled ‘Some Things We

Should Expect From Science Fiction’ and ran as follows:
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[A transcript of the talk follows, interesting but not relevant
here.]

Second speaker on the syllabus item, Science Fiction, was

Melbourne author Wynne Whiteford, whose address was as

follows:

[Also reported in full, but not relevant here.]
Final speaker of the afternoon on the subject of Science

Fiction was Harvey Blanks, Melbourne radio script writer, who

spoke of SF from a radio view.  His address was as follows:

[As above.]
SATURDAY AFTERNOON

After the Speakers, a further segment of the auction was

held.  Bidding being brisk, but low prices still holding

SATURDAY EVENING

After tea, the gathering adjourned to the Congregational

Hall, in Kent St, Richmond, a few hundred yards from the main

hall, where producer Barry Salgram gathered his actors

together to present Norma Hemming’s BALANCE OF POWER.

All of the 100 odd attendees agreed that it was well worth

seeing, and marked a milestone in amateur SF plays.  Author

Hemming and Producer Salgram are to be congratulated for

their efforts.

SUNDAY MORNING

The auction commenced at 10.00am, and bidding was

fairly low.  Over 500 American items were disposed of in this

session, as well as the art work kindly donated by Nova

Publications Ltd, of London

Prices for the latter were quite good, and the covers

especially brought good prices.

SUNDAY AFTERNOON

The second session commenced at 2:30pm, being the

business session.  Reports were received as follows:

BRISBANE SCIENCE FICTION GROUP

Delegate Frank Bryning reported that the official

representative, Charles Mustchin was unable to attend at the

last moment, so he had to fill in.

The Brisbane Group would like to extend its best wishes

to the Convention, and hopes that everyone enjoys himself to

the utmost.  The Group is fairly small in numbers, but large in

enthusiasm.  Loosely organized, I suppose we have had a turn

over of roughly 50 members in the 5 years of our existence. 

The monthly meeting would average about a dozen attendees. 

Meetings are entirely informal, with no chairman or minutes or

calling to order.

From what I’ve gathered from Bill Veney, I think the

average age of our Group is somewhat higher than those of the

other States, a thing I can’t account for.  Our main interest is

reading SF, talking about it, and we do not indulge in activities

far removed from it.  With chess players in a decided minority,

we are not interrupted during our rather lazy evenings.

We have had several well known identities at some of the

meetings, notably Arthur Clarke and Mike Wilson.  Charles

Mustchin, veteran Queensland collector, travels up from

Coolangatta every now and then, while past members have

included Harry Brook, Bill Veney, John Gregor, who is now in

Cairns.
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That is about all I can say about the BSFG, except to

mention that we are in contact with some fans in other parts of

Queensland, but distances prevent them getting along to the

meetings.  In closing, I would like to extend an invitation to any

fan who happens to find himself in Brisbane, to look us up, and

he will be assured of a warm welcome.

FUTURIAN SOCIETY OF SYDNEY

No report ...

SYDNEY BRIDGE CLUB GROUP

No report ...

FUTURIAN SOCIETY OF CANBERRA

No report ...

TASMANIAN FANDOM

Mr Frank Hasler presented a report on the activities of

several Tasmanian fans, notably Donald Tuck, Eric Rayner and

Frank himself.  He stated that there was no organized meetings,

due to the small number of fans, but occasionally they met at

each other’s homes for a pleasant evening’s chat.  Contact was

maintained with the lone Northern Taswegian, Roy Gregory,

another noted collector.

WEST AUSTRALIAN FANDOM

No report ...

SOUTH AUSTRALIAN SCIENCE FICTION SOCIETY

A message was read from Mrs J Joyce, the secretary of

the above society, wishing the Convention all the best wishes. 

No delegate was present.

MELBOURNE SCIENCE FICTION GROUP

Mr R McCubbin, leading light of the above group, gave a

brief report of the group’s activities of the past two years,

salient points of which are:

Due to the Convention organizing no extra activities were

started, life going on at its even tenor, with chess taking up the

main part of the group nights.  Difficulties are envisaged shortly

regarding a clubroom, but we are sure that these will be

overcome.

AMATEUR FANTASY PUBLICATIONS OF AUSTRALIA

AFPA has functioned satisfactorily over the past two

years, with many improvements seen in the layout of

ETHERLINE, the issue of the second, and last, issue of

BACCHANALIA, and the rapid deterioration of the editorial

staff.

Due to the latter, it has been decided that a 3 months

holiday will be enjoyed by all those connected with AFPA, so

this report issue will be the last for that period.

Many changes are envisaged with the commencement of

publication once again, not the least being a price rise.

BUSINESS SESSION

Chairman Crozier reported that, as there were no

motions or notices of discussion tabled, he would proceed to

the standing business, that of the site of the Sixth Australian

Science Fiction Convention.

Bids were invited from interested groups to hold the

Convention, and as none were received, Mr Salgram of

Melbourne, seconded by Mr Santos of Melbourne, proposed

that the next Convention be held in Melbourne at Easter, 1958. 

He explained that the reason he proposed 1958 was the
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Keith McLelland, Etherline 68, undated

closeness of 1957 of the current Convention, and the fact that

Easter was undoubtedly the best time.  The motion was carried

unanimously.

Mr Baldwin, of Sydney, expressed agreement on the site

of the next Convention, stating that in his opinion there was no

responsible organization in Sydney able to carry out the

organizing of the event.  However, he intimated that he would

like to see a ‘conference’ along the lines of that held at Canberra

last Easter, held at Easter 1957.  He said that he would sound out

those interested on his return to Sydney, and contact the

Melbourne committee.  Mr McCubbin replied that he thought

the idea a good one, and hoped that something along those

lines could be arranged.

As no more business was listed, and there were no more

motions from the floor, the Business session concluded.

SUNDAY AFTERNOON

The Auction was concluded on Sunday afternoon, with

100 hard covers among the items.  Prices were reasonable and

brisk bidding was the order of the day.

SUNDAY EVENING

On Sunday evening, the attendees were entertained by

the showing of two films, FIVE, starring William Phillips and

Susan Douglas, and the Stanley Kramer classic, THE FIVE

THOUSAND FINGERS OF DR T, starring Peter Lind Hayes and

Mary Healy.  Both films were extremely well received by the

100+ audience, all voting it the best session of the Convention.

At the conclusion of the films, the Organizer, Mr

McCubbin arose and thanked all those who attended, and those

who joined the Convention, but were unable to attend.  He

especially [thanked] the 24 American fans who joined, knowing

full well they had no hope of attending.  This, by the way, is

easily a record in the number of non-Australian registrations,

and also the highest registration to date.

The Organizing Committee trust that those of you who

attended enjoyed yourselves, and we hope to see you along at

Easter, 1958

(Etherline 80, undated but probably December

1956/January 1957)
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1970 - BACK TO SYDNEY
with John Foyster

I’m publishing this convention report immediately after the
Olympicon report to emphasize the difference that had taken place
in convention report writing in Australia in the period of 14 years. 
The 1956 report tells only about what happened during formal
sessions and next to nothing about the people who were there,
what they did and what they felt about it.  Here, in 1970, John
Foyster writes about his experience of a convention but tells us
almost nothing about the formal aspects of the event.  This had
become the main way of writing about conventions in Australia
from the late 1960s, a more personable style in which personalities
are the important element of the story, not the simple bare facts of
what happened during program items.

This report was not written for or published in a general
circulation fanzine, John wrote it as a contribution to the United
States based Fantasy Amateur Press Association.  Consequently it
tends to ramble more than an item written for wider circulation
might have.  There are also passages in which John explains things
that might have been well known and understood by Australian
fans but not necessarily so to a largely North American readership. 
(On the copy of Altjira I have used John also made some
handwritten changes which suggest that he might have retyped this
article somewhere else, but I have yet to come across it elsewhere
in a slightly modified form to the way in which it appears here.

The convention written about here, Syncon 70, was the first
stf convention to be held in Sydney since the convention organized
by the North Shore Futurians in 1955.  The only significant
connection between the two convention was the attendance of

several old Sydney Futurians including Kevin Dillon and Laura
Molesworth.  This convention was organized by members of the
recently established Sydney Science Fiction Foundation (SSFF)
which had rapidly grown in size and strength and had established
firm and friendly relations with Melbourne fans (after a few early
misunderstandings) and, in a period when interstate travel was
still unusual in Australia, almost all Melbourne fans went to
Sydney for this convention, and has a great tine too.

ALTJIRA

August   1970

Published six-monthly for the FANTASY AMATEUR PRESS

ASSOCIATION by John Foyster, 12 Glengariff Drive, Mulgrave,

Victoria 3170, Australia.  Special Convention Report Issue: you

have been warned.

SYNCON 70

The previous Stf convention held in Sydney, in 1955, was

by all accounts a ‘swinging’ affair - and here ‘swinging’ is used

with reference to the fistic art rather than to the more modern

sense. Since then all the Stf conventions have been held in

Melbourne. The first of these was held in 1956, at the same

time as the Olympics, though not, it must be admitted, on the

same scale. I only started reading Stf in March 1956 (while flat

on my back in hospital - does it always get to you in moments

of weakness?) and so I didn't attend that one.  It is symptomatic

of Australian fandom that one prominent member of

Melbourne fandom wanted it to be known as the Olympcon

(yes - oh limp con) and it was only after great efforts by his

co-workers that the label ‘Olympicon’ was applied. My own
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efforts at baptism have been less successful, when a science

fiction club was started at Monash University I tried to have it

titled the Monash University Scientifiction Association, with the

obvious acronym MUSTFAN.  But no one would agree, and

MUSFAN it became.

The next convention was in 1958 - and I attended it, as a

shrinking neo. I bought a few magazines I didn't have and was

actually befriended by a P*R*O  W*R*I*T*E*R (Nigel Jackson -

no, you won't have heard of him).

Both these conventions were Big Deals, held in the

Richmond Town Hall, or part thereof, with exciting program

items like talks on Mars and flying saucers and so on. These two

conventions received small write-ups in the local newspapers. 

The paid-up membership was around 150 each time, I think, and

many of those were from overseas.

Flash forward eight years. J Foyster is now married (for

just a month by con time). This convention is not held in the

Richmond Town Hall. It is held in the clubrooms of the

Melbourne Science Fiction Club. Let me tell you about that.

The Melbourne Science Fiction Club has been around

since, roughly, 1950. It started as a group which met in  the

homes of various members, and progressed through the stages

of meeting in cafes, hiring rooms by the hour until by the

mid-fifties a permanent room was obtained. There were three

of those, each improving in quality, over the next seven or eight

years, until about seven or eight years ago the present loft in

the center of the city was acquired. The monthly rent for this is

only slightly more than the club can afford to pay, so we stay.

Now this clubroom (or rooms) is large enough to seat

over 100 people for movies, so it is quite suitable for a small

convention. Normally it houses a table-tennis table, far too

many chairs, duplicator, screen and projector, club library and

other comforts like TV and refrigerator (and others I probably

haven’t heard of). I've not heard of anyone not being able to

slake his thirst from that refrigerator. I understand that

members occasionally doss there, and of late the clubrooms

havo been termed (in a mildly euphemistic way) a ‘travel

agency’.

So this was where the 1966 convention was held,

water-powered lift (‘elevator’) and all. Not particularly

imposing, perhaps, but it drew three journalists who produced,

between them, 8-10 thousand words of coverage, and even a

couple of pictures, I think. Even better, I got a free meal at one

of our posher hotels out of one of them.

Another convention was held in 1968: same

surroundings, save for the water-powered lift, which had

succumbed to old age, and for one session of the convention

which was held in a small hall in the Dandenong Ranges, some

25 miles from the other venue. Don't ask foolish questions. For

that matter, ‘Ranges’ is a rather extreme word to use for these

lumps of dirt, but let it pass.

Then in 1969 they done it again. The time the other venue

was a movie theater, but I didn’t visit it, so can’t report on the

quality of the spittoons (widely believed in Australian cultural

circles to indicate the relative success of the theater).

What did emerge from that convention was that no one
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in particular wanted to put on the 1970 event. No doubt this will

explain why it was that the convention held in Sydney at the

New Year was only the first of a Double:Bill (advert).

Sydney fandom, in its incarnation as the Sydney Science

Fiction Foundation (does J J Pierce realize that he was beaten by

at least six months?), has existed for almost two years. But

behind this brash newcomer lie dark evil forces, unmentionable

things, dangerous visions, and the Futurian Society of Sydney.

I understood, then, FSS meetings (held monthly) to consist in

the denigration of other organizations, but now discover this is

probably only true of the ASFS. One member of the SSFF was

warned to sever all connections with SF clubs other than the

Futurians if he wished to remain on the side of the goodies, but

fortunately no one takes Graham Stone very seriously.

Anyway, towards the end of 1969, a fairly large number of

Melbourne fans headed for Sydney. I’m not sure how many

went, or how many got back, even now. The convention was

due to start on January 1, in the afternoon, but Elizabeth and I

started moving on the morning of Tuesday, December 30.

The first step in a long series was to visit a local

dry-cleaners: as usual I had left everything too late, but as they

advertised a 24-hour service I felt that I was not asking too much

in pressing for 36. They made it too. Then we went home again

(oh, we have great memories - we never leave anything behind)

and I packed into the car what Elizabeth then considered to be

all of the luggage. Then she took car, luggage, daughter Jillian

and self off to her mother’s. Try not to jump the gun, please; we

already have enough trouble with the neighbors. There is a 

point to that little manoeuver, however. I was left to clean up

the house a little, pack the forgotten luggage and (main task)

finish writing a speech I was supposed to deliver at the Syncon.

Although I had expected to have a really peaceful convention

I did get stuck with this one chore. Well, I’d started working on

it a week before Xmas, but somehow hadn't got much more

than a third through it. Which means that the first-draft had

only got that far (same as final copy). I was just getting to the

tricky bits when a visitor arrived. Postman.  With the November

FAPA mailing. A most  inopportune time for it to arrive.  He also

had a card from Franz Rottensteiner in Austria - picture of

snowy Alps - message ‘wishing you the same’ variety. Australian

summers being what they are, my feelings were not greatly

eased by Franz's kind thought.

So I glanced through the FAPA mailing, and some time

later squeezed in a couple of thousand more words of speech.

I then headed for the city of Melbourne, weighed down by the

previously neglected luggage (details of which had been

'phoned through) - and the November FAPA mailing.

Two servings of public transport later I arrived in the city

of Melbourne proper, with only two tasks and plenty of time in

which to perform them. The first of these was to purchase a

ream of ditto paper, something I hadn't done before. I still think

$2.40 is too much to pay. My second task was to hand over to

Mervyn Binns, secretary-treasurer of the Melbourne SF Club, an

exciting ms titled ‘SF IN 1969' for the club fanzine, As the

member who had·read least SF during the year l was especially

fitted for this honor, and only had to be asked about it three or
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four times (the last time seemed more like a shout, now that I

think about it...)

I handed over this remarkable work of fiction to M Binns,

book-seller.

‘Going to Sydney, Mervyn?’ I asked. Now for the past

several weeks the answer to this question had depended on a

number of factors, but I was never able to work out the most

significant. I  think the more important ones included time of

day, day of week, sales for the day and food just consumed. 

Mervyn replied, on this occasion, in the affirmative.

‘When?’ I said tactfully.

‘Oh, we thought perhaps we’d go tomorrow morning or

perhaps Thursday morning. I'd like to be home for New Year’s

Eve. And Paul wants to go and see the midnight movie at the

drive-in.’

‘Mervyn, if you leave on Thursday morning you will miss

half the convention. May I also point out that drive-ins show

midnight movie horror specials on other nights?’

‘Yes, but you get ones then that you don’t get at other

times of the year.’

‘Hmm, What is the name of the film Paul wants to see?’

‘Oh, he doesn't know, but they're always good films.’

So I went on the five-minute bus ride to my

parents-in-law’s. Now you can understand the complexity.  We

live at the edge of Melbourne, about 18 miles from the center. 

Elizabeth's parents live about 2 miles from the center.  We were

catching an early-morning train from Melbourne main station.

Then came the final packing. I had agreed to take a SAPS

and a FAPA mailing with me for some of the Sydney fans (John

Ryan in particular). Then there were a few books as well.

‘What's this?’

‘Oh - THE GOLDEN BOWL - see, on the front it says T-H-E

G-0-‘

’But what is it doing here?’

‘I thought I’d finish it on the train, it isn't a very long...’

Thunk.

‘Take something lighter.  And what is this?’

‘That's just the FAPA mailing that arrived today.’

‘Out.’

‘Well, I’ll just take out a few of the fanzines ..... ‘

Thunk.

And so on.

Next morning we took a taxi at 7.45am. It seemed early

for an 8.45 train, but the taxi company was insistent. And it was

while I was in that taxi that I  recalled the most important item

for my travels - irretrievably forgotten. I was to be completely

unprepared, ideologically, to do battle at the convention. Not

having a separate edition of THE THREE CONSTANTLY READ

ARTICLES I had mentally settled for QUOTATIONS as being

quite portable.  Now even that had been left behind.

Nevertheless I resolved to raise high the great red banner, etc.

My mind on higher things, I shoved aside a few porters and

other flunkeys and made my way to my first-class seat.

I spent some time looking for Bruce R Gillespie (famous

editor of SF COMMENTARY) who was supposedly traveling on

the same train. I couldn’t find him but, as it turned out, this was
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because he was getting on the train further up the line.

Somehow, boarding an express, I’d felt that unlikely.

The journey from Melbourne to Sydney is 598 miles. I

know, because the little brochure I  have here states it plainly.

We were traveling on the fastest of·the three good trains that

make this journey; and  its average speed, a quick bit of mental

slide-ruling revealed, is about 47 mph. But that doesn’t tell it all,

for the train’s average speed in Victoria is about 54mph and 44

mph in NSW, top speed being in the nineties, though in practice

the trains rarely exceed 75mph.  All this makes for a slow

journey.

This little brochure is an informative document. I·made

some notes on other things, too, mostly fannish. F’rinstance,

pulling out of the station in Melbourne I noticed the following

large signs: FIRST AUTOMATIC HUMPYARD IN AUSTRALIA. I

guessed that it didn’t mean what I thought it meant, and

subsequently a Sydney fan who tries to keep up with this kind

of thing informed me that humpyards are pretty big in railways:

do you have a handy humpyard? Besides this I noticed plenty of

NSW Government Railways stock in the yards (indeed, I was

traveling in a pre-WWII example of it) and I  began to think that

John Baxter must be much preferring being guest at SF Film

Festivals to  keeping track of that damned stock. On the other

hand, John's job did seem to entail working for about 30

minutes in the morning and then taking the rest of the day off

for reading, writing letters and cutting stencils. I suppose one

has to take the short with the long.

This will have snippets of fan history in it, because I’m

assuming that many if not all of the names are vague fogs at

best to most of you. Actually it is more like fan geography at

the moment.  And you haven't seen what's coming up!

At 10.20 am we passed through Avenal (Bruce R Gillespie,

famous editor of SF COMMENTARY, was now safely aboard),

about which our guide has the following to say: ‘Notorious

Australian bushranger Ned Kelly, on one of his surprise visits to

Avenal, earned the sympathies of early settlers by saving a child

from drowning.’ Very touching. There are several other

references to Ned Kelly, but none to Mick Jagger.

2.23pm - Junee: ‘You are now almost halfway to Sydney’.

You are also passing through the town in which J Baxter grew

up. Junee delights in the ‘J W Ballard Tyre Service’.

‘How come you pranged the car?’

‘I was tyred by Ballard.’

Bowral (7.32pm) will be remembered by all cricket lovers

as the birthplace of one of Australia's greatest cricketers - Sir

Donald Bradman.  It may also be remembered as the place from

whence John Baxter ventured forth into fandom.

John Baxter and I shared an earthquake in Bowral.

9.9pm.  Strathfield. ‘Get off at Strathfield’ John Ryan had

said. He is only a comics fan so I didn’t take notice of that.

Elizabeth also suggested that we get off there. Somehow that

tipped the balance and, more than a little encumbered by

luggage (and FAPA mailings - I want you to know I had some

success in that direction), we flowed onto the platform to be

greeted not only by Ryan, but also John Brosnan (former

member of Kappa-alpha, at present located somewhere
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between Singapore (Hi, Ron Bennett) and Heidelberg, though

when you read this I hope it will be nearer the latter) and Gary

Mason (member of Kappa-alpha). I very nearly climbed back

aboard the train. But in the end I found the comics sections of

the convention the most interesting.

It was only a matter of waiting half an hour for a train to

take us back along the line to the station nearest Ryan’s (while

Mason cleared off with Gillespie and Stephen Campbell, who

was an innocent party in a small rumpus in Australian fandom

last year). As I had only feuded with Ryan by letter before this

gave us some time to get down to business in person. For some

reason John (Ryan) had not arranged to have his house near the

railway station, so that even after we arrived there was the

matter of a taxi.

Now New Year’s Eve is not a good time to try to find taxis;

we had another half hour wait.  In celebrating New Year’s Eve

many Australian citizens are known to have a few drinks, and

one of the heaviest celebrants accosted me while I was waiting

with the others. For some reason Australian fans think I am used

to talking with drunks (Hi there, Lee, Mervyn, Bob, and all) and

so I was left to support the conversation and, occasionally, my

temporary friend, alone. I report that the conversation, as much

as I could make of it, was exceptionally boring.

Eventually John managed to snare a cab: I don’t like to

think what the inducement must have been. I confess to not

having been interested in much but going to sleep that night.

After all, the big deal convention started the next day.

My notes tell me that I got up at 5.45 the next morning,

but that was only to keep my notes up to date, and so hardly

counts. Most of the fans at Ryan’s (and there were 5 or 6 of

them altogether) left for the convention site at about 10.30am,

but I waited. I was going with Bob Smith and he didn’t arrive for

another hour or so. We hadn’t met for about three years, so

there was no problem at all in filling in the fifteen mile drive to

the consite. And my notes run out, dammit, at this point, just

before the conversation begins. The remainder is therefore

even more likely to be fictional than any of the foregoing.

The site was a small hall located quite some distance

from civilization (food, water, clothing, etc) but the

concommittee had made provision on the first two matters. 

But there was one unexpected snag - the rain on the roof.  It

does not normally rain in Sydney on New Year’s Day.  The

program started at about 2 in the afternoon with a sort of

welcoming speech and what was passing for a panel on

Fandom which turned into a fanzine-huckstering session. I think

this was also the first Australian convention in some time in

which there was competitive hustling of books - at least three

sellers were in operation, though there may have been more I

didn't find out about. I was able to spend a lot of this time

talking to people I already knew and meeting a few I hadn’t. I

didn't like the look of the evening program, and since most of

the people I knew in Sydney were either involved in running the

convention or not available I went home (to Ryan’s). STAR

TREK episodes, and talks about flying saucers, lacked charm in

almost equal quantities.  At this stage about 60 people had

registered (which is much smaller than the recent Melbourne
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Convention).

There are few attractions at Australian Conventions apart

from the program, the reason being, as I’ve suggested above,

that almost all the active fans are involved in the running of the

convention.  Parties are rather rare, except for convention

sponsored ones, which tend to be oversized.

It is true that most of the Australian pros turn up to

conventions, but I knew them all, apart from a new fella named

Robert Bowden, and although I always enjoy talking  to Jack

Wodhams and Bert Chandler, I had done it quite a few times

before. Moreover, I discovered that a teensy-weensy speech on

the Saturday afternoon was not to be my lot after all. So Friday

morning I started off with a two man discussion with Bob Smith

on the Australian fandom we remembered: as it turned out we

talked more about Aussiefandom before our own time. We had

both been pretty pissed off by the emphasis on fanpubbing for

profit which had been the keynote for the previous afternoon's

panel (I once took 10¢ for one of my fanzines: but I think Bob

forgives me) and were determined to show convention

members  that there was more to it than sending out renewal

notices and accosting fans at conventions.

Next up was a panel on SF IN THE 70s, with Guess Who as

Chairman. Somehow panels at Australian conventions seem

slightly more exciting than the transcripts of the Worldcon

panels I’ve read, which indicate that panelists get up, spout their

piece, and that’s the finish. In Australia panelists are expected

to disagree (though not going so far as fisticuffs) and this first

panel was no exception.

The afternoon program started with the GoH speech

from Ron Graham, publisher of VISION OF TOMORROW and,

soon after this appears, a couple of other mags.  He outlined his

plans for the future.

Now you  will begin to understand why, by the Saturday

evening, l was almost completely hoarse. The next item was a

dual-interview, with Bert Chandler the ham in an Gillespie-

Foyster sandwich. I felt that Bruce hadn't quite grasped the

idea that people were more interested in hearing from Bert

Chandler than from Bruce Gillespie, but between us we

managed to get some interesting comments out of ABC.

Elizabeth was speaking next, and at the same time I had

an interesting chore. Elizabeth spoke about SF in Schools and

about being the wife of an SF fan.  I was looking through Laura

Molesworth's notes on the Futurian Society of Sydney, which

included some fascinating material. As the widow of one of the

leading figures in the Society, Laura was slightly biased, though

not as much as many of the other members would be.  For

about 20 years the FSS had been dominated by Graham Stone,

whom I consider to be a wart on the arsehole of Sydney

Fandom, but of whom current Sydney fans have a slightly

higher opinion.  Most of the material Laura had dated from

before this period, that is, from about ‘39 to ‘49, and there are,

I should say, some mighty important things there.  I would like

to take a copy of all she has, but this will take a lot of time. 

Besides being the oldest fan organization in Australia the FSS

is/was also one of the foundingest in the world.  I saw a copy of

Futurian Law (which prescribed the behavior of members
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which ran for over fifty semi-foolscap pages.  The main

problems the Futurian had, I think, were their obsession with

the self-importance of themselves and their group.  One

interesting note for you, Harry Warner.  There was a photo of

Russ Woodman (‘I am a Negro’ ADY p27) which seems to me to

indicate a thoroughly Caucasian racial ancestry for the said

RHW.  Edco would know.  Laura indicated that Woodman always

seemed to the Futurians a bit of an oddball (but remember what

the Futurians were like).

Anyway, Bob Smith and I pawed over this fabulous stuff,

and then Laura gave a five or ten minutes talk on the activities

of the Futurians.  Her attendance at the convention brought

Sydney fandom much closer together, and several members of

the Sydney Science Fiction Foundation are now regular

attendees at meetings of the Futurian Society of Sydney (why

do Sydney fans go for grandiose titles, I wonder?).

Following that came the Worldcon panel: it had been

decided that the best way to work the problem out was to

discuss it as publicly as possible.  The panel ran for an hour or so

and after covering most of the major points decided to

postpone a decision on the matter of Australia bidding for ‘75

until the Melbourne convention at Easter, in the mean time

discussing the matter by mail.  AUSTRALIA IN ‘75, the fanzine

produced for the purpose, ran for six issues and 120 paged by

Easter, when a committee was appointed to handle the matter

from then on.

That night a couple of films formed the official program,

but I went to a party, where I spent most of the time talking

with Ron Graham and a girl who came with Ron Smith (yes, that

Ron Smith). Ron Graham told me some things about the ‘69

British Con which I hasn’t seen in print.

Next morning was the comics program, so many fans

stayed away.  For example, there was a group of young fans

who decided on a tour of Sydney, rolled their car, and had to

leave the injured drive to suffer until they had removed the 14

oz of pot to a safe distance.  But they, and the others, really

missed something.

The panel consisted of the Australian equivalent of Al

Capp, Walt Kelly, Milton Caniff, etc, etc.  I suppose it was partly

because they had something to sell that these people, (Stanley

Pitt, John Dixon and so on), managed to interest me.  There

was stunned silence when Bert Chandler asked a question

about a Sydney comic strip to which no one knew the answer.

Dinner followed. I have not mentioned it, but most of the

meals one needed could be obtained at the convention hall,

where it was served by hardworking parents and wives of fans.

This is OK for the first 50 people, but after that.... Nevertheless

this was a service I appreciated.

Immediately after the dinner break came the flop of the

convention: the big deal prepared speech by me. On previous

occasions I’d always spoken off the cuff, but run into time

troubles. This time I read.  Then there was the subject matter -

one close to my heart, but perhaps a little too close to be

softened down for popular consumption. Indeed, I wasn’t even

quite sure how to handle ‘The Criticism of Science Fiction’,

which had sounded so good when I first thought it up for a
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convention audience, and no one I asked could help me much.

I wound up going for what I thought was a beginner’s guide, but

the comments I heard afterwards indicated I had misjudged

badly - undoubtedly the result of not having been in a classroom

for a couple of years.  The speech was nearly printed in VISION

OF TOMORROW but several factors (including the utter

boredom of it all) have prevented that.

Next came the Pros Panel, which was devoted to the

subject of publishing rather than writing. This says a lot for the

growth of Australian SF. Rons Smith and Graham represented

the publishers and Bert Chandler and Jack Wodhams the

writers: Lee Harding was Chairman. I don't recall much of that.

The auction followed, setting records of various kinds. The

prices paid for magazines and books were unremarkable, but

artwork from VISION OF TOMORROW brought excellent  prices

by Australian standards, and the comic books and fanzines went

for quite incredible prices. Bob Smith, who had donated most of

the fanzines to the con, didn't realize he had given away so

much.  Three early MADs of mine went for $2.50 each (thankew

Ron  Graham!), which was a trifle mind-boggling, since they

were given to me.

ln the middle of all this I’ve missed out on items like eating

and drinking several times with Jack·Wodhams, Bert Chandler,

sipping it lightly outside the hall where the movies were shown,

singing ‘Get me to the church on time’, but these and other are

more personal things.

That night·was con party night, at John Ryan's.  Most of

the comics panel turned up, as well as most of the fans from the

convention. Fortunately it was a warm night and everyone

spilled out of the house. The party ended soon after 4 o’clock,

by which time I was pretty tired, having averaged four or five

hours’ sleep a night for the three previous nights. I’ve improved

since then, and at the recent convention in Melbourne

managed to avoid sleeping on the Saturday night and so

conventioned steed1ly for a trifle over 40 hours.  I’m tempted

to try for 60 next year....

The convention over, many of the Melbourne fans

started for home, But some, including us, decided to stay for a

few extra days. Besides, one way and  another, I had hardly

spoken to John  Ryan, and I think he still wasn’t sure whether

everything I say or write is seriously intended or otherwise.

How about you? Anyway, we didn't spend much of Sunday,

January 4 with the Ryans, because soon after I woke there was

a phone call from an old friend to whom I had misaddressed a

telegram  She’d have liked to attend some of the convention,

so I really had made  a mess of that one.

We had a most pleasant afternoon with Roz and Bruce,

mostly talking about movies, is their hang-up. I hadn’t quite

expected to be offered a joint more or less as we walked in the

door, however.  Fairly late that night we crawled to bed.

Monday started slowly, which was just as well. 

Eventually we bundled two Ryans, two Foysters and two Ryan

children into a cab for a journey to Sydney proper and some

shopping (book-shopping - what else?) The Ryans, I should

explain, live ten or so miles to the west of Sydney, while the

convention site was some miles to tho northwest of Sydney, so
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that it had never been necessary to go right into the big smoke

for the convention.

After this book-shopping we were to meet John

Bangsund, Lee Harding and Leigh Edmonds who would take us

down to Bob Smith's (about fifteen or twenty miles south of

Sydney, so now you’ve had a grand tour) for the afternoon and

evening. All this fancy meeting stuff was achieved after some

minor difficulties, such as heaving those other fellows out of the

bookshops. Bob lives a full fifty yards from the Tasman Sea,

which explained, I suppose, why he  appeared to me much

darker than I had remembered him. All of us admired his taste

in books, records and so on before Bob and I practiced Zen In

The Art Of Table-Setting.

We all ate rather heartily (is that a common phenomenon

a few days after Worldcons?) before drifting down to the beach.

I can report seeing John Bangsund wading in the children's pool.

Leigh, Lee and John had intended to leave from Bob's place for

Melbourne, but the convention started to hit them at about this

point and eventually they more or less collapsed on the floor. 

For Elizabeth and I it was back to·the long-suffering Ryans, who

had struggled home with Fiona and Sean, early in the afternoon.

I had actually been able to speak with John Ryan during

the convention, while we were publishing the con newspaper

(two issues, three pages each). He has the best ditto machine I 

have ever seen, and can conduct quite sensible conversations

whilst duplicating. I can’t perform that trick at all, though I do

speak whilst duplicating.

Tuesday night we were going home, so we decided to

spend some of the day by ourselves wandering around Sydney.

Jan and John were going to meet us at the train, and as it

turned out Gary Mason and Peter Darling were there as well.

But we caught the train into the city, put one foot out of

the station entrance - and my arm was clasped firmly. It was

Kevin Dillon, the Iron Man of Sydney fandom, who alone has

survived from the group of Sydney fans around Mike Baldwin

and Doug Nicholson in the late fifties. Kevin is an institution at

Australian conventions, and his absence from the most recent

Melbourne convention goes a long way towards explaining its

relative failure. Kevin gave us a guided tour of the city - it has

change a lot in the four years since I’d seen it - and we finished

up in an ice cream parlor. Neither Kevin nor I can satisfactorily

manage ice cream cones.  But then it was the train and the

goodbyes and the special messages and the promises for the

future and the train moving out and the shouted but unheard

farewells and, sometimes, fandom is a way of life.

John Foyster

Altjira 2, August 1970 (last page dated 14/6/1970)

Encountering Science Fiction
with John Bangsund

Here’s another tale about how a person was turned into a
fan.  It is different from most stories, however, in which perfectly
normal young people start off reading adventure stories with a
touch of fantasy and then, one day, discover the hard stuff and
become addicted to stf.  In this story, however, the gentle reader
is lured in by one who is already addicted and who appeals to the
victim’s weakness for philosophy and theology.  After that he
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finds himself mixing with other addicts in evil dens of vice such as
the Melbourne SF Club.  It sounds like a great plot for an opera. 
We could cast John Bangsund in the role of Faust and Lee Harding
in the role Mephisto.  (Hmmm, sounds familiar, somehow.)

This article was published in Apastron 1 edited by Gary
Woodman and Doug Kewley which was published for the
Melbourne Easter Conference in 1968.  So far as I am aware this
was the only publication of this article and this was the only issue
of Apastron to see the light of day.

A WAY OF LIFE

The Confessions of an SF Addict

John Bangsund

There was a time, ages ago it now seems, when my leisure

hours were full of the delights of good literature and music. 

Quite by coincidence, this was a time when I was not yet

married.  Evenings and weekends were spent with Hazlitt and

Peacock, modern novelists, the classics, Bach and the

Romantics.  Somehow, these halcyon days passed, and I now

find myself a victim of an insidious and apparently unbreakable

habit; red-eyed, hands a-quiver, I go on and on - reading, writing,

and thinking about science fiction.

Four years ago I had never consciously read a work of

science fiction.  Certainly there were books which I now

recognize as such, but at the time I did not label them so.  The

very words carried overtones of adolescence and triviality.  I can

remember very clearly a day when I picked up a book by Hal

Clement, called NEEDLE.  I was then Librarian at the Victorian

Railways Institute, and I felt it more or less my duty to try to

understand what people were reading, and why.  But NEEDLE

was too much for me.  I read the first few pages and flung the

book down.  Oh, it looked interesting enough, but I felt I was

wasting time, valuable reading time, which I could more

profitably spend rereading Hardy or Durrell.

And now I find myself not only devoting two-thirds of my

reading time to sf, and enjoying it immensely; not only

endeavoring to write the stuff myself, but - heaven help us! - I

find myself the editor and publisher of a critical journal which

has gained an international following and a Hugo nomination in

its first year, and one of Australia’s best-known sf fans.

How did this happen?  How did a relatively sober young

man of more or less refined literary taste find himself caught up

in the crazy world of science fiction - and the crazier world of sf

fandom?

It all started with Mary Pavletich, a girl who worked the

accounting machine in the Railways Institute office.  Mary used

to come to the library to talk to me, but mainly to use my phone

to call her boyfriend on the next floor - a towering blond

Dutchman named Koos Bleeker.  One day Mary invited me to a

surprise party for Koos, and I accepted.  Somewhere, unheard

by me, there must have been at that moment a rumble of

thunder. I went to the party, accompanied by a charming young

lady named Ildiko.  When I arrived, the front room of the

Bleeker residence was packed with excited conspirators

working themselves up to give poor Koos the shock of his life. 

Amongst the crowd was a smallish, slimmish chap with glasses

and a twinkling eye, who was fussing about with a tape
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recorder.  Later in the evening, after Koos had recovered from

the splendid welcome we gave him, but before supper came on,

there was the usual mid-party lull in activity and Ilda and I found

ourselves talking to Koos’s sister, Carla, and her husband, the

character with the tape recorder - Lee Harding.

The conversation didn’t last long, but I seem to recall Lee

and I swapping observations on music in general, and Mahler in

particular.  A few months later I met Lee again, at Koos and

Mary’s wedding, and again we talked about music, though by

this time Mary had told me that Lee was a writer of - ugh -

science fiction. I didn’t hold it against him, he seemed a pleasant

enough kind of bloke.

My assistant at the library was a young lady named Muriel. 

Around August 1963 she became engaged to the Institute’s

membership clerk, David, and I had another party to attend.  It

wasn’t a bad party, actually, though I went alone and feeling

utterly rejected by the entire female population of Melbourne. 

There was some goon there playing a sort of improvised

double-bass - a tea chest and a length of rope - and another

playing hit-tunes of the forties on the piano.  The pianist, who

played entirely by ear - and sounded like it - did a strange thing:

he began, with a dazzling display of musical incompetence, to

pick out themes and bits and pieces from Mahler symphonies

and Beethoven concertos, egged on by the only other person in

the room who recognized them.  Yes, Lee and I enjoyed

ourselves that night.  We finished, Lee and Carla and I, standing

out in Warrigal Road until midnight, talking.  For over an hour

their poor little Fiat stood with engine running and one door

open while we talked on and on.  Finally, Carla got cold and we

departed - but not before I had wrung from them an invitation

to visit their place the following weekend.  ‘You can’t miss it,’

Lee said, ‘You go out through Bayswater, follow the Mountain

Highway until you come to a service station, then it’s the first

house you can’t see from the road.’

For the next month or so (for that matter, for the next

four years, off and on), I spent some part of every weekend at

the Hardings’.  I don’t remember much about conversations,

except that they were largely about music.  Lee assured me

that every time he tried to talk about sf I’d talk about Thomas

Hardy or Thomas Love Peacock.  Sometimes we got onto

philosophy, and this proved my undoing. One night he gave me

a paperback and said, ‘There: you’re pretty hot on theology (I

had, in fact, spent a couple of years in theological college) -

read that story and tell me what you think of it.’

So I took the book out onto the verandah, and read

Arthur C Clarke’s THE STAR. And the foundations of my

antipathy to sf began to crumble.  Here was as fine a dramatic

presentation of a theological difficulty as I had ever come

across, as a story, and as stimulus to thought, it was first-rate.

The next stage of my conversion was typical of my

approach to things in those days - and perhaps, to be honest,

even now.  I borrowed from Lee a copy of that most

informative book, THE SCIENCE FICTION NOVEL, containing

essays by Heinlein, Kornbluth, Bloch and Bester on sf, to see

what I was in for.  Then I read Theodore Sturgeon’s VENUS

PLUS X, and I was hooked.

iOTA 09, August 2017, page 20



The last weekend in September I started my annual leave. 

By some diabolical stratagem I had managed to borrow the

family car, and I planned to drive to Queensland in it.  Along with

tent, camping gear, food, and other optional equipment, I

loaded into the car a great swag of books to keep me going for

three weeks - Hardy, Turgenev, Durrell, Shakespeare, Euripides,

lots of others I’ve forgotten, a dictionary, and - Sturgeon’s

SOME OF YOUR BLOOD.

It was a great trip.  I drove through Gippsland, up the

south coast of NSW through Sydney, Newcastle and the north

coast to Brisbane, then over to Toowoomba, Dalby, Kingaroy,

and back down through Armidale to Sydney, and along the

Hume Highway to Melbourne.  All the way I searched bookshops

and newsagencies for good sf.  I read  Clarke, Vonnegut,

Sturgeon, Ballard, Knight, Bradbury, Leiber, Simak, Pangborn -

and Harding.  By wading through dusty piles of magazines in the

lesser Sydney and Brisbane bookshops, I came up with an

almost complete set of Lee’s stories in NEW WORLDS, SCIENCE

FANTASY, and SF ADVENTURES.  I also managed to read one

novel by Turgenev, and Durrell’s ALEXANDRIA QUARTET, but

the competition was too strong for the other worthies I’d taken

with me.

After a while my old sense of values reasserted itself.  I

normally read about four books a week, and at this time I was

averaging about five ‘real’ books to every sf novel or story

collection.  But Lee had successfully introduced me to the field,

and under his guidance I was able to read the cream of it.  The

rubbish - and for me that still included almost everything written

before 1960 - was to come later.  Meanwhile Lee also

introduced me to ‘fanzines’.

As the name suggests, a fanzine is a magazine produced

by a fan.  There are hundreds and hundreds of them.  Most fans

at some stage or another either produce or contemplate

producing a fanzine.  Fanzines come in all shapes and sizes, are

printed by all kinds of processes from carbon copies to

letterpress, and cover, literally, every subject under the sun. 

The story is that they originated from the letter columns in the

early sf magazines.  Hugo Gernsback (who died only last

August, full of years and full of honors) published the first

magazine devoted to science fiction, AMAZING STORIES, in

1926.  He also published the first sf letter column.  Over the

years the fans flooded to the magazines - and each other - with

letters.  Printing costs eventually precluded lengthy letter

columns, so the fans produced fanzines.

(Do you find the word ‘fan’ rather juvenile?  I do, too, but

it’s a time-honored word, and I can’t think of a better.  Some

people have advocated the replacement of ‘fan’ by ‘enthusiast’,

but for me ‘enthusiasm’ carried a similar historical overtone to

‘fanaticism’, both of which overtones are largely unheard by

people today.  My only regret it that the same word is used to

describe ‘wrestling fans’ and ‘pop fans’ and ‘footy fans’. 

Nonetheless, I will continue to use the word: after all, only sf

fans belong to ‘Fandom’.)

The first fanzines I ever saw were WARHOON, a

fascinating publication put out by one Richard Bergeron of New

York, and THE WILD COLONIAL BOY, produced by a young man,
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then a school teacher at Drouin in Victoria, named John Foyster. 

Lee and John and Sergeant Bob Smith, then of Bandiana, were

the first fans I met.  Early in 1964 John sent me the first issues of

his new fanzine, SATURA.  Eventually I contributed letters and

artwork to it - and my fannish career was started.

In March 1964 I went to the Adelaide Festival, and while

there made my first attempt to write a science fiction story.  I

also wrote copious letters about the Festival and other things to

Lee and Carla.  On my return Lee informed me that he planned

to produce the fanzine to end all fanzines, and asked me to

work up my letters into an article for it.  For months we worked

on this fanzine, which we eventually called CANTO; I spent

countless hours drawing illustrations and headings, most of

which Lee rejected.  (Amateur editors are even tougher than

professionals.)  Finally, in December, it appeared, and a very

nice job it was, too.  And there was not one mention of science

fiction in it, from beginning to end!  I came out of this

experience with resolutions to write more, and to produce my

own fanzine one day, in which, needless to say, I would edit hell

out of anything Harding submitted to me!

In March 1965 I drove to Sydney, and while there made

the acquaintance of John Baxter, one of the very few Australian

sf writers and a well-known fan.  He looked disconcertingly like

me: mid-twenties, overweight, receding hairline.  I outlined to

him a story I proposed to write, and his only comment was

‘What’s the point of it?’  He assured me that every story must

have some point, some purpose, and I tried to remember that.

Somewhere about this time I joined the Melbourne

Science Fiction Club.  If the clubroom, with its water-powered

lift and decadent atmosphere, was astonishing, the club

members were no less so.  I don’t quite know what I expected

- a bunch of schoolboys, perhaps.  Instead I found

schoolteachers, engineers, clerks, housewives, university

lecturers and, presiding over their activities, a city bookseller,

the redoubtable Mervyn Binns.

John Foyster, backed by the club, started to organize a

convention - the seventh to be held in Australia, and the first for

something like eight years.  For some reason I was on the

committee - something to do with publicity, I think.  (I designed

a poster, but didn’t do anything else that I recall.)  Conventions

are, like fanzines, a time-honored sf pastime.  Each year there

are dozens of them, in many countries, the most illustrious

being the World Convention, for the honor of conducting which

clubs all over the world compete.  Our seventh OzCon was

small by most standards, but we had a great time.  We watched

films, fought with discussion panels, listened to tapes from

overseas writers and editors, wasted money at auctions, and

talked, talked, talked.

In the middle of this, I got carried away and said a Foolish

Thing.  We had talked during a business session about the fun

we had had, and about how we should go about holding

conventions and, in between, somehow keeping intact the

spirit of the thing - if you like, the fellowship, the community of

shared interests.  And I suggested - I said it with my own big fat

mouth - that we should start a sort of official fanzine, devoted

to discussing sf and keeping up with fan news.  There was dead
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silence.  Then: who will do this thing?  And that is how I became

the editor, publisher, financier, handle-cranker, stamp licker,

typist, and chief-cook-and-bottle-washer of AUSTRALIAN

SCIENCE FICTION REVIEW.

Twenty months and fourteen issues later, I am still

wondering how I suddenly got so involved.  I was married a few

weeks before the convention: was my rash volunteering a

subconscious move to stop myself becoming completely

married?  I don’t know, but ASFR has certainly provided Diane

and me with some emotional crises.  But on balance it has been

a most interesting experience and, marital harmony now

restored, I contemplate the continued development of ASFR

with enthusiasm.

In the course of my work as a publisher’s representative

I met fans all over Australia - many of them not in contact with

any organization.  I correspond with fans, authors and editors

around the world.  And I have been forced, by the very position

I have come to occupy, to think hard about sf, literature and

fandom - and to read more sf.  Last Christmas I decided I would

have to read pre-1950 sf, no matter how it hurt.  I started on Van

Vogt, proceeded to Kornbluth, Kuttner, Heinlein and others, and

enjoyed every minute of it.  There remains now the final barrier:

I just can’t read the pre1940 stuff - Campbell, E E Smith, and the

rest.  But no doubt the time will come.

An accusation frequently leveled at sf is that it does not

concern itself with people.  And this is true as it once was - since

sf is primarily a literature of ideas, a vehicle of speculation. 

‘What would happen if . . .?’ is the question sf asks, and attempts

to answer.  It is also often said that science is catching up with

sf.  In many important respects science is way ahead of sf, and

sf serves to popularize scientific concepts.  And these are two

of the considerable values I find in the genre: the speculative

and (to a dumb layman like me, raised on the humanities)

educational aspects.  Because of these things, sf broadens the

mind: if it doesn’t increase wisdom, it at least stimulates the

imagination.  And, most of the time, it is thoroughly good

entertainment.

That is sf as literature.  But the other side of sf is fandom,

and it is here that the human values predominate.  It comes

initially as a shock to learn that many fans no longer read much

sf, until one realizes that fandom is something apart, something

that grows out of sf but does not necessarily stay in it.  I have

had so much enjoyment over the last few years from meeting

fans, corresponding with them, reading their publications, that

I am inclined almost to go a bit mystical and talk about fandom

as a church-substitute - for that, almost, is what it is, and

nowhere else but in the church have I found such a sense of

world-wide fraternity.  Certainly I have heard of no other

literary field in which this phenomenon occurs.  Robert Bloch,

author of the novel PSYCHO, but more esteemed by us as a

great fan and as author of a profound and moving little story

(fannish manifesto, some would say) called A WAY OF LIFE,

remarked in a recent letter to me: ‘As far as I’m concerned, sf

performs a far better job of global unification than the UN.’  I’m

inclined to agree with him.

We may argue about the relative worth of Heinlein,
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become hot under the collar at slighting remarks about Ballard,

but we have no differences about race or creed - and we have

a lot of fun.  Fandom is ‘a way of life’.  My only regret is that I did

not discover it sooner.

John Bangsund

Apastron, edited by Gary Woodman and Doug Kewley,

Easter 1968.

The Long and Winding Road
to Aussiecon

One of the highlights of Aussiecon was the visit to Australia
of Ursula LeGuin, the convention’s Guest of Honor.  She had
already had a long association with Australian fandom by being
reviewed (as U K LeGuin, as I recall) in Australian SF Review and
then becoming one of the fanzine’s correspondents.  Thus it was
that many Australian fans felt as though they already knew Ursula
long before she arrived on our shores

Our guest spent a hectic couple of weeks in Australia.  First
she was welcomed by writers and fans in Sydney, then she flew
down to Canberra to visit John and Sally Bangsund and then on to
Melbourne where she held a remarkable writers’ workshop and
then delighted us at Aussiecon.  Lee Harding, who had known
Ursula from the days of Australian SF Review went up to Sydney
to join in the welcome and wrote this report of the occasion which
was published in Fanew Sletter 34 on 5 August 1975.

1975 - Ursula LeGuin in Sydney

Lee Harding

I arrived in Sydney on Wednesday morning, a little groggy

from train lag.  I went straight to Cherry Wilder’s schloss at

Hornsby, where I was told all about Ursula’s arrival at 5.30 the

previous morning.  Cherry and husband Horst had set off in a

government car and arrived in plenty of time to welcome Ms

LeGuin.  Also present were Shayne McCormack and Eric

Lindsay, who had braved all and risen early for the same reason. 

A good time was had by all.

Cherry told me there would be a small gathering at Bert

Chandler’s apartment that evening.  Through no fault of Bert’s,

this turned out to be a near disaster.  Apparently Shayne

disturbed a rock and just about every fan known in Sydney

turned up.  Into a small room that might have accommodated

six people in reasonable comfort, more than twenty people

were crammed, hip to hip and elbow to elbow.  There wasn’t

room to reach out for a drink, let alone get to the food in the

kitchen.  The only people fortunate enough to speak to Ursula

were those sitting close to her.  She seemed to do marvelously

well, although not surprisingly, she tired very quickly and left

early, after a brief autographing session.  Present were Tony

and Inga Morphett (with whom she had lunched the same day),

some friends of Bert Chandler and... well, like I said, just about

every known Syfan you could name.  When the tumult and

shouting had died I crashed on Bert’s couch for the remainder

of the night.  In the morning we breakfasted on a delicious fried

rice Bert had prepared for the previous night’s supper, and

copious quantities of fresh brewed coffee; then I packed my

bag and toddled off into the city.

I had made arrangements with Ursula to have a quick

lunch and then take the ferry across to the Zoo, which she was
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keen to see.  However, we found a delightful bistro (The

Winkeller) with a smashing smorgasbord and excellent wines,

and spent three hours shop-talking, forgetting all about the

ferry trip.  When it got close to three o’clock, I decided it might

be best for her to return to her hotel and rest up before the

evening’s festivities.  She agreed, for already the Old Demon Jet

Lag was beginning to catch up with her.

The ‘Symposium’ that evening had been arranged by

Cherry, and was really only an excuse for professional people -

and some ubiquitous Sydney fans - to talk to her in private and

reasonably extravagant surroundings.  The gabfest was held at

the home of Joyce and Eric Williams, long-time friends of Ms

Wilder.  In striking contrast to the debacle at Bert’s, there was

enough breathing space for everybody, and the supper was

abundant and delightful.  Ursula arrived and was introduced all

around, then allowed to sit quietly in a large armchair while her

devotees discoursed with her.  Present this time were Damien

Broderick (and femme), William Shannon, book reviewer for

one of the Sydney newspapers, Tony and Inga, Ken Ozanne (and

wife), Blair Ramage, Shayne McCormack, Eric Lindsay, Keith

Curtis and maybe one or two others: my memory’s a little hazy

because I drank most joyfully that evening.  But I do remember

that Damien and Bill Shannon seemed to do most of the talking

with Ursula, probably because this was their one and only

chance to do so.  At one stage I was called upon to make some

sort of ‘official’ statement/welcome/what-have you in honor of

our Guest; this I endeavored to do as warmly and concisely as I

could.  Cherry said afterwards that I did All Right, but for the life

of me I can’t remember what I said: it’s a blank.  Anyway, Ursula

soon grew weary and we decided to call it a day.  Shayne drove

her back to the hotel, and indeed had very generously look

after Ursula’s transportation problems for the duration of her

time in Sydney.  The rest of us stayed on a little longer before

taking leave of Joyce and Eric and their very hospitable

dwelling.  The next morning Ursula emplaned to Canberra for

a brief stopover with John and Sally Bangsund... but that’s

another story.

My overall impression of our Guest of Honor - and it is a

considerable one, matched by no other author I have ever met -

is of a wise, warm and very generous lady, with a marvelous

sense of humor.  Aussiecon could hope for no finer ambassador

of stf to arrive on our shores.

Lee Harding, Fanew Sletter 34, 5 August 1975.
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Fanzine Review
Australian Science Fiction Review 2, August 1966, John

Bangsund, 19 Gladstone Avenue, Northcote, N.16, Melbourne,
Australia; 30¢.

This is the most fun I’ve had reading a fanzine in months. 
As much fun as Wastebasket 3 I reviewed a few issued ago, but
there is a significant difference between the two; one is without a
reputation and the other has an almost legendary reputation.  The
question I asked myself as I opened this issue was, ‘Does this live
up to its reputation?’ and my answer as I finished the last page
was, ‘You bet!’  No wonder Australian fandom became so much
fun.

There are several things going on with this early ASFR.
One is that it is a well produced fanzine.  There were better

looking fanzines being produced at this time but this fanzine is
neat, tidy, well laid out and well duplicated.  It has an interesting
cover but is entirely lacking in interior illustrations which is,
actually, in keeping with the written content.

The second thing, and this is perhaps the most important, its
content takes science fiction seriously, but does not worship it as
many other fanzines of this and earlier eras did.  It looks at stf with
a serious but sensitive and occasionally wry appreciation.  Unlike
later, more academic writing, this appreciation is not dispassionate,
the writers in this issue care a great deal about stf and perhaps love
it, but it is not a blind all-accepting love.  This is clear in the
reviews towards the end of the issue which, while some of them
might not be called criticism, do more than give a plot outline and
a few words about writing style and quality.  After reading these
reviews the reader should have a good feeling about whether or not

this book will be right for them.  There are also touches of high
intelligence and street smarts on the same page, often in the same
paragraph.  And I could not help but wonder if the Widdershins
review of Bill The Galactic Hero was pulling our legs a little or,
better still, written in the same style as the book it was reviewing.

The third thing is that a lot of the content of this issue is a
harbinger of change that was just starting to take form in the ‘New
Wave’.  ASFR was part of the Zeitgeist of change with a long
article by John Carnell about the state of publishing - which
includes a long quote from the then unknown Chris Priest about
the change that was coming over stf - and John Baxter’s article
about the changes taking place in science fiction movies and
fandom’s lack of acknowledgment of what was happening.  Lee
Harding’s column (I don’t know if it was called one at that stage
but it touches on a few different topics) also acknowledges and
welcomes the change that is taking place.  What an exciting time
it must have been to have a voice in the changes that were
beginning to take shape.

The fourth thing is John Bangsund’s editorship.  Rather
than try to describe it, here are the first few paragraphs of the
editorial of this issue which sets the tone for everything that
follows:

CATERWAULS DO NOT A PRISM MAKE

NOR IRON BARDS ASSUAGE ...

You know what I would like to do for a living? - I’d like to

be the bloke who researches the quotes they print on desk

calendars.  Whoo-boy, there’d be some changes: none of this

pious-patriotic-sentimental stuff for me, oho no - all over

Australia clerks, typists and businessmen would start the day
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with Nietzsche or Henry Miller ...

I didn’t mean to start like that; I meant to quote Thoreau

and go on from there, but my id ran away with my fingers and

the cow jumped over the quotation is this:

‘It is the stars as not known to science that I would know,

the stars which the lonely traveler knows.’

This is my personal attitude to sf.  I like the lonely

travelers, not the gents who write scientifically accurate yawns. 

(I meant yarns, but id didn’t.)  I think this is also the basic

attitude of most of the people who have written in the first two

issues of this magazine.  We have had some criticism on this line:

some have asked us, ‘Why doesn’t ASFR print reviews by people

who like sf?’ and others, ‘Why is ASFR so antagonistic towards

ANALOG?’.  The fact is, ASFR is a forum for all opinions and

points of view; we just haven’t had anything submitted yet by

people who prefer the more traditional kind of sf.  There are

plenty of new books available for review: capable volunteers are

welcome!

While on the subject of reviews, I’ll just pass on without

comment another aphorism - this one from a valuable little book

called THE AUSTRALIAN TRADITION by A A Phillips.  ‘Finely

responsive reading is primarily an act of surrender, only

secondarily an act of judgement.’

The fifth is that ASFR somehow manages to be sercon and
fannish at the same time.  I don’t think there were any fannish fans
who objected to well written material about stf (and many also
wrote it) and there were also many who took their stf seriously and
constructively but also enjoyed the fine company of a fannish way

of seeing the world.  For example, in his letter, Brian Aldiss 
mentions drinking with a bunch of pals including Harry Harrison,
Jim Blish, Poul Anderson and Jim Ballard.  Later in his editorial
Bangsund remarks: ‘A few people, for example, don’t like our
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employment of fan terminology.  The fact is, we don’t think using
such convenient terms as ‘sf’ ‘fan’ ‘fanzine’ and so on stops us
from being quite serious and objective about the field.’

The sixth and final thing is that this rich feast runs on
without hesitation for thirty-five pages.  Feature articles, reviews,
letters, news, commentary and the editor checking in from time to
time to entertain us with his witty elegance.  If there is a low point
in the issue it is John Foyster’s article on Dwight V Swain, but that
is only because Swain is hardly equal to the searing gaze that John
turned on him.

It is easy to look upon ASFR as an overnight success but it
was a coming together of several influences that been taking shape
in Australia from the late 1950s with fans like John Baxter, Lee
Harding, John Foyster and several more gradually finding a new
voice in contrast to the kinds of fanac that had given Australian
fandom such a dull reputation in the 1950s.  There had been a few
fanzines here, a few columns in other fanzines written there and
the Melbourne SF Club, but it was ASFR which brought this
energy to focus in one place with such excitement and heat that it
brought to life a new Australian fandom that has evolved (some
might say ‘mutated’) into the fandom of today.

I cannot recommend this fanzine too highly.  It is everything
its legend says it is.  It is truly worth firing up the time machine to
go back to 1966 to get a copy to read for yourself.  If you don’t
have a time machine, it’s time you invented one.

(On a personal note, ASFR 2 would have been the second
fanzine I ever saw.  At that time this 18 year old did not know
what to make of it because it was on a new intellectual level to
anything about stf that I had ever seen.  Much of the material in

this issue went right over my head in 1966 (some of the KUF
Widdershins writing still does) but what attracted me to this
fanzine, and to fandom, was the welcoming and intelligent way in
which it was all presented.)

Progress Report
The work progresses, a little slower than I would like but

my health is slowly improving so I am feeling a little more
energized most days.  A lot more trawling has taken place and
more little bits of information has been copied onto cards and
another 1,000 or so have been printed.

Following on from this I’ve been updating the chronology
but not doing any annotations yet.  The more I learn the more I
find out that I don’t know as much as I need to before starting
work on writing.

As an aside, it is interesting how much I’d forgotten that I’d
read and how much that I did remember I now find that I’d
remembered incorrectly.  The point that comes to mind at the
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The person in the center of the photos is obviously Robin, but who
is the person leaning against the corner with the cup in her hand?

moment is that I said, in my review of Arthur Haddon’s Telepath,
that he had printed it on Vol Molesworth’s letter press machine. 
I now read (again) that Haddon bought his own machine that was
similar to Molesworth’s, and that similarity is the reason I got it
wrong.  Another demonstration that easy assumptions lead to
simple but important mistakes.  This is the reason why I used the
laborious card system in writing history.

To Be Done
More of the same trawling work.  I’m beginning to think

about the possibility of making a trip to Sydney to look at Ron
Graham’s collection of fanzines that now reside in the Fisher
Library at Sydney University.  There are significant gaps in the
fanzines that I’ve so far found including the Baxter and Foyster
fanzines from around 1959 to 1965 and I’m hopeful that Ron
Graham may have collected them.  There is no index to his fanzine
collection so the only way to find out what is on the shelves seems
to be to go and look in person.

In one of the episodes of ‘The Historians Corner’ I
published an issue or two back I quoted a historian as saying that
he gets itchy fingers and want to start writing early in a project. 
I’m starting to get that way and wonder if I might not prepare a
draft of the chapter that will cover the period leading up to
Olympicon.  It’s a thought that I’m tinkering with - we’ll see how
much longer I can suppress the urge.

The Photo File
Robin Johnson continues to find all kinds of interesting bits

and pieces in his vast accumulation of things.  Recently he came
around with some photos taken at conventions and we discussed
when and where they might have been taken.  Robin, like the rest

of us I guess, tends to take pictures and then never quite gets
around to writing on the photograph who the people in it are and
when and where the photo was taken.  (We should all do this, and
go back and write on the backs of all our old photographs before
we completely forget their details.  A 2B pencil is best for this
task, by the way.)

Some of the photos Robin found were taken at the same
time and the same event that I have a photo of that is identified, so
we can identify them.  However, we could not guess where the
others were taken and can only guess at the names of some of the
people in them.  My best guess is that these photos were taken at
a convention in Brisbane, and this is guess is based only on the
possibility that a couple of people in a couple of the photos might
be Queenslanders.
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My guess is that the fan on the left is Dennis Stocks.  Robin, on the
right, is preoccupied by a piece of antique 1970s technology

It seems likely to me that the panelists here are, from the left,
Shayne McCormack, Robin Johnson, John Ryan and Dennis

Stocks.  I also reckon that the person standing is Frank Bryning.

Your Letters
John Tipper writes:
I came across your iOTA page and found myself

engrossed in the history of Aussie SF Fandom. I applaud your

intention to write your history but don't envy you that task. I

imagine you must be at a keyboard most of the day.

You’re right, I do.  But given my current health problem
this is not a bad thing.  It’s either do this or spend the day
watching tv - a fate worse than death.

As someone who came to the fanzine scene in 1969, then

only via THE MENTOR and a few other zines of the period, I

never experienced the Sydney-Melbourne thing. I did

correspond with Race Matthews, Graham Stone and Kevin

Dillon. I must dig out my photos of Kevin and Graham.
Your mention of the ‘Sydney-Melbourne thing’ makes me

wonder if you’ve been listening to Graham Stone too much. 
There is, of course, the traditional real-world rivalry between the
two cities but I’m pretty sure that in fandom the sentiment was
more or less one way.  Before things fell apart in Sydney from
1955 Melbourne fans looked up to the fans of Sydney as being
older and more experienced than they were and looked to Sydney
for leadership.  What they saw, however, was a bunch of
squabbling juveniles whose organization exploded in the middle
of the decade, leaving Melbourne fans to carry on by themselves. 
As I’ve already mentioned, it seems to me that thet first generation
of Sydney fans did not change with the times so, by the mid
1960s, what remained of that Sydney fandom was seen by
Melbourne fans as more or less irrelevant.  Soon after that a new
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group of fans in Sydney gathered around the Sydney Science
Fiction Foundation and Ron and The Mentor was part of that
generation.  If there was any rivalry between them and Melbourne
fans at that time it is not very visible in the historical record.  I
guess that is because there was really so few of them in either city
that they had more in common than separated them.

Kevin I recall had the thickest glasses I've ever seen. He

lived in a disused corner shop at Petersham just off Parramatta

Road. My first visit there was both sad and an eye-opener. He

had wonderful material stored in deplorable conditions, floor to

ceiling. He showed me through the place, luckily I'm thin and

was able to sidle between the piles. The rooms were themed to

a degree! One was full of computer monitors, keyboards and so

on. Apparently the UTS used him as a spare parts supplier for

their old equipment. Graham told me later of Kevin's other

storage places around Sydney.

Graham and I, following some initial problems (Science

Fiction is SF, NEVER call it SiFi !) became friends via both letters

and phone calls. His favorite reading as a boy were (or was) the

CAPTAIN JUSTICE stories in THE MODERN BOY weekly. I had

quite a number of spare issues and we did a trade, for Christmas

issues of THE STRAND magazine. Graham filled me in on the

early history of Aussie Fandom, from his somewhat (one-eyed)

point of view! Over the years I introduced Graham to friends

who helped with his childhood interests, including my pal Tony

Howson who eventually helped him to dispose of a large part of

his collection at auction not long before his death.

Thanks for your memories of these two significant Sydney

fans.  I only met Graham Stone once but Kevin on many
occasions, mostly at conventions.  I have two memories of Kevin
to mention here.  One was the first time that Paul Stevens and I
saw Kevin collecting old newspapers for no reason that we could
understand - I don’t know that ‘hoarding’ was a recognized
problem in those days.  The other was at the 1972 Syncon where
Kevin splashed around in the hotel pool with one of those plastic
inflatable ‘women’ that you’d buy up the Cross.

John, by the way, runs a business called ‘Collecting Books
and Magazines’ in the Blue Mountains.  I spent more time than I
should have looking at his web site and even though I’m not a
great collector I’m not going to visit him in person because the
temptation might be overwhelming.  And if I do visit him I’m
definitely not taking my wallet or credit card.

We Also Heard from: Greg Benford, Rob Gerrand, Bruce
Gillespie, Dick Jenssen and Robin Johnson
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1974 - ARTHUR CLARKE IN BRISBANE
Not too many big name authors had visited Australia’s

shores before Australian fans began putting on World SF
Conventions from 1975.  As a result, these visits were occasions
of great excitement and generally attracted great interest in the fan
community and, sometimes, in the wider community as well.

Names that come to mind are Heinlein, Vance, Williamson
and, of course, Arthur Clarke.  None of these writers came to
Australia to see fans or promote their books, most came as tourists
and seeing fans was extra, and perhaps a not to be encouraged
extra.

Arthur Clarke made himself freely available to fans on his
two visits to Australia, perhaps because he has been active in pre-
war British fandom.  Both his Australian visits and meetings with
fans here were recorded in fanzines.  Dennis Stocks wrote about
Clarke’s flying visit to Brisbane in 1974 for Fanew Sletter and it
was published in the 23rd issue in February 1975.

ARTHUR CLARKE IN BRISBANE, 16-17 MARCH 1974

Dennis Stocks

To start with, Clarke was a good twelve hours late when

he eventually arrived at Brisbane Airport.  The original plan

called for his arrival on Friday night but this was later changed

to Saturday morning.  The aircraft in question was, itself,

twenty-five minutes late which set the men from the media

chewing their fingernails.

Nicely settled in the TAA VIP lounge, Clarke proceeded to

field questions from the men of channels 9 and 7.  Actually, I

found these fellas had done their homework and the questions

were a cut above the usual inane nonsense.

The plans for that day called for lunch at Charlie

Mustchin’s on the Gold Coast followed by an afternoon at Jack

Evans’ Porpoise Pool.  The schedule was so far behind at this

point, that Clarke went straight to the pool.  Del and I were

fortunate in that we talked our way in for free being ‘part of the

Arthur Clarke party’.

Jack Evans made the most of his visitor and the camera

ran wild while Clarke fed the porpoises, etc. A slight cloud that

Del and I heard after the great spiel Evans gave about his visitor

being the author of ‘2001', etc, etc ... a middle aged woman in

front of us leaned to her husband and muttered ‘Who is he?’

Jack and Arthur had known each other when Clarke had

been on the Gold Coast prior to his trip to Queensland and the

Barrier Reef in the fifties (see COAST OF CORAL).

At 4:00 we all traipsed back to the Mustchins for a late

dinner/lunch.  After most of the hangers-on left, I presented

Clarke with a set of cuff links as a memento of his visit from the

BFSFA and dumped a carton of his books into his lap for

autographs.

The rest of the afternoon and evening was spend

listening to anecdotes of SF, authors, astronauts, skin diving

etc.  Needless to say I taped the whole thing.  Two interesting

things I noted were that Clarke knew nothing of Universal

filming his ‘Childhood’s End’ despite comments to this effect in

‘Films & Filming’ and that his latest book, ‘Imperial Earth’, set

in the year 2276, will be taking up all his time for the next two

years and thus won’t be at AUSSIECON this year.
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The back cover of ASFR 2.  Not very exciting, is it?

Saturated with our good fortune to share the day with

Clarke, Del and I eventually drove home.

Clarke was staying at the home of Frank Bryning and on

the Sunday morning Clarke was subject to numerous visitors,

Jan Modder who had reviewed ‘Rendevous With Rama’ and

who knew him from a previous acquaintance, three Sisters of

Mercy from All Hallows Convent, etc.  Del and I arrived to find,

among other scoffing food, Jack Wodhams.  Now Jack is a great

guy and Del and I almost forgot THE MAN in our conversation

with the Wod.  Eventually about thirty people crowded Frank

out and Channel 2 arrived making the usual noises.

After things settled down, Clarke ran through about one

hundred slides of Ceylon, NASA, various SF authors, publishers,

astronauts, lava flows in Hawaii, Apollo moon shots, space art

of John Dixon and David Hardy.  Again Del and I hung around

until the last and were treated to a private demonstration of

Clarke’s Hewlett-Packard 65 (HALjr).

Well, that was the last we actually saw of THE MAN, but

Monday he visited All Hallows Convent and was impressed by

their library and information retrieval systems.  He managed to

get out to the Queensland University and Dr Endean to discuss

the Crown of Thorns and Sea Wasp venom.  John Bragg, feature

writer for the Courier Mail/Sunday Mail cornered him at Frank’s

home later in the day and eventually Clarke staggered to the

airport to catch his Monday night flight to Hong Kong

Dennis Stocks, Fanew Sletter 23, February 1975
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