MOVIN®, MOVIN®, MOVIN®, KEEP THOSE MUMBLERS MOVIN*

Yet again, Mumblings from Munchkinland comes to you from a new
location. Since the last i1ssue crept your way, a number of major
changes have taken place in the life of your correspondent, not the
least of which has been a trans-continental move from the glorious,
sunshine-soaked shores of Perth to ... well, Melbourne.

How to describe Melbourne? A number of superlatives occur to me;
most of them, unfortunately, are unprintable. Many commentators
remark first upon the city"s cold, dreary weather. In all of my
previous short visits to Melbourne -- such as for Aussiecon Two in
1985 -- the weather has, indeed, been awful. I had assumed that
this explained why the fan population here is the largest in Oz.
My mental image of Melbourne fandom was of a huge mass of people
all huddled together in a vain attempt to maintain their collective
body temperature. Happily, I*ve discovered that the sun does shine
here, 1f not as often or for as long as iIn Perth. This may be a
case of the sun always shining brighter on the other side of the
country, but 1 don"t think so.

Melbourne 1s generally recognized as the most conservative of the
capital cities iIn Australia, a place where people are concerned
more with what family you come from, or what school tie you wore,
than what you can do. 1t i1s the financial centre of Australia and
thus has an i1nordinate number of bank workers, accountants and
stock brokers. It also has a higher concentration of R-rated
bookstores than anywhere 1°ve ever seen. Every second newsagent or
bookstore has a "Restricted Zone'™ in the back room. Whether there
is a causal connection to these facts, | leave for you to decide.

My attitude to Melbourne is ambivalent, really, in large part due
to the circumstances by which 1 find myself here. The immediate
reason is simple -- Megan found permanent work before 1 did. She
returned to teaching at a high school after a few months at a TAFE
college; 1 spent the same months on contract in a mining company 1in

Perth. Much as 1 would have loved to have returned to Murdoch
University Library, there were no vacancies there -- or anywhere
else in Perth. We figured we might as well be together while 1

looked for work, so I flew into Melbourne on Boxing Day, 1992.

Within a fortnight, we left the city. Megan’s teaching duties were
due to recommence at the end of January so we decided to visit
Sydney while we could. My family lived in Sydney for 18 months
when we first arrived In Australia in 1972 and | hadn®"t been back
since, so | was keen to see the place again. We also had some
Afghan friends there we wanted to visit. So we drove up, wincing
at the sound of our poor little four-gear Mazda trying to get into
fifth gear all the way. The distance can be covered in a day, but
we don"t recommend 1t. We were so exhausted when we reached Sydney
that we failed to recognize our friends®™ apartment block as we
drove right past i1t. We put up Iin a motel for the night, bought a
street directory in the morning and then had a good laugh at how
close we were to them.

[Continued on p.15]



LIFE, LOCs and the NEW PHYSICS
by Marc Ortlieb

I have decided that buses are quantum wave functions. The wave
functions can be collapsed into particles with very short half-

lifes -- usually five seconds shorter than the time required to
reach the open bus door -- but there

is something strange about the math- { oBLIVION )
ematics describing the collapse of Bus ROUTE

these wave functions. Bus wave Gbb?

functions normally only collapse in + 42 NowwERe
pairs. Rarely, 1f ever, will one

wave collapse into a bus particle at
any given time. On those very rare
occasions when a single bus wave |S$™auaRy

function does collapse, 1t does so ELSEWHERE
into a bus that states 'Depot" or (sonma
"Express between stops n-1 and n+I" BAYS ONLY) )

where "n" i1s the number of the stop
occupied by the observer. Modern physics has given me many such
insights iInto the nature of mundane reality, which might otherwise
have remained a total mystery to me.

Naturally, many of these insights appear to contradict everyday
‘commonsense''. I have long since realized, for Instance, that
aging has nothing to do with metabolic processes. It has more to
do with velocity. The older you get, the faster you travel. There
is an observable time dilation effect to this. | sit down to write
a LoC that takes ten minutes time subjectively, when my four year
old son, who appears to move at a velocity approaching that of
light (relatively speaking) screams out "Daddy, you said you®"d get
me an icy pole hours ago!"™ The effect also explains why it Is so
difficult for me to keep up with said son. What i1s, for me, but a
minute, Is at least five minutes for him and he has thus moved five
times as far as he should have, according to my subjective time.
I even suspect that the high frequency of his voice Is produced by
the Doppler Effect, his voice being blue-shifted due to the speed
of his approach.

To add to my problems, I1"ve come to
believe that 1 exist on the wrong
fork of one of Hugh Everett"s alter-
nate universes. Everett framed a
hypothesis to overcome the paradoxes
inherent 1In the Schroedinger®s Cat
experiment. Since the cat was both
dead and alive, according to the
quantum physicists, until 1ts wave
function was collapsed by opening
the box, Everett concluded that
there must be two universes created
by the act of putting a cat iIn a
dark box with some cyanide. (1
think 1 prefer the universe in which
Schrodedinger gets put In a box by a playfully experimental kitten!)
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I appear to exist on a fork
where all the wave functions
have collapsed i1In such a way
that not only did 1 fail to
become Emperor of the Known
Universe but 1 can®"t even seem
to put a half-decent letter of
comment together now-a-days.
I"m convinced that there i1s an
alternate universe iIn which 1
went on from the halcyon days
of the early 80s to win several
Hugos for my fan writing. I
sometimes 1magine that alter-
nate Marc Ortlieb, sitting iIn a
roomful of silver rocketships.
I hope he chokes on the bloody
things!

Another concept of modern physics which is useful for understanding
the universe is that of virtual particles. Here | must pass the
electron to Paul Davies, who writes:

In the microworld, a sudden energy surge can cause the
fleeting appearance of, say, an electron-positron pair. Its
temporary existence i1s financed by the Heisenberg Loan. It
never lasts more than a thousand-billion-billionth of a
second, but the cumulative effect of countless such "ghost™
particles endows empty space with a sort of shifting texture,
albeit a nebulous and i1nsubstantial one"

(God and the New Physics, p.162)

I wonder if Davies knew how well he was describing my letter
hacking in that paragraph! The arrival of a fanzine creates In me
that energy surge and, iIn that instant, my mind composes all the
LoCs and antiLoCs that 1 could write about the fanzine. Those who
say I°ve gafiated need only look at this seething mass of probable
LoCs to see how active a fan 1 am. Sadly, In most cases the LoCs
and antiLoCs experience mutual annihilation, creating a strange
anti-energy that wipes out any trace of the initial energy surge.
Only now and then is parity not conserved and a LoC created.

With the creation of the LoC, one would have thought that the
process would soon reach a satisfactory conclusion, 1.e. that the
fanzine editor would receive my pearls of wisdom and the net
entropy of my fannish existence would decrease. Unfortunately the
combination of the Second Law of Thermodynamics and Heisenberg®s
Uncertainty Principle will not permit that to happen. Inevitably
Heisenberg has the last laugh because no one has mastered the
implications of his work better than the world"s postal services.

Heisenberg states, roughly speaking, that 1f you know where a
particle 1s, you can"t know how fast it i1s travelling and i1f you
know how fast i1t i1s travelling, you can have no idea of where it
is. This sums up the postal service rather nicely. 1 have known
fanzines, posted surface from Adelaide, to arrive In the USA within

-4 -



three days. Unless one posits hydroplaning freighters, the only
possible explanation for this must lie iIn the Uncertainty Prin-
ciple. Similarly, fanzines have reached their destination after
eighteen months, with stickers stating "Found 1In bin presumed
empty" affixed to them. How did they find their way into an empty
bin? Uncertainty provides the only answer. (And, more to the
point, when the bin was opened, was the cat dead or alive?)

So what are we to make of all this? Add to it Chaos Theory and the
very i1dea of a LoC being created, surviving for long enough to be
posted and reaching i1ts destination becomes a very tenuous set of
possibilities. Chaos Theory has to do with non-linear equations
and of the effects that minor changes in initial conditions can
have on final outcomes.

Take, for instance, the possibility that the handler of a container
in which my LoC is smugly resting has experienced a minor change in
his Initial conditions. Just suppose he has come home to find his
cat dead from cyanide poisoning caused by the chance decay of a
particular uranium atom. His mind can"t be expected to be fully on
his work. One would not be in the least surprised to discover that
the container found its way onto a ship bound for Vladivostok, say,
rather than on one bound for Los Angeles. Quantum effects and
Chaos Theory can thus combine very effectively to destroy any
chance of my LoC reaching its destination. |If a butterfly flapping
its wings 1In China can cause atmospheric instability In Paris, what
chance has any vessel of surviving the effects of a fan-editor
passing wind In Minneapolis?

Sad to say, modern physics holds little comfort for the writer of

LoCs. Well might we say, with Shakespeare®s Macbeth: "Throw
physics to the dogs, 1°11 none of i1t."

\K)J

FROM PROSE TO VERSE

How likely am I to come across two references to Schrédinger®s Cat
Experiment in one week? 1 happened upon the poem overleaf whilst
cataloguing The Oxford Book of Australian Light Verse, selected by
R.F. Brissenden and Philip Grundy (Oxford University Press, 1991)
just after receiving Marc®s article. This seemed to be a sign from
above (or maybe an alternate universe); | couldn®t resist including
the poem here for your further enjoyment.

The rest of the volume, incidentally, also makes good reading.
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SCHRODINGER"S CAT PREACHES TO THE MICE
by Gwen Harwood

(to A.D. Hope)

Silk-whispering of knife on stone,
due sacrifice, and my meat came.
Caressing whispers, then my own

choice among laps by leaping flame.

What shape i1s space? Space will put on
the shape of any cat. Know this:
my servant Schrodinger is gone
before me to prepare a place.

So worship me, the Chosen One
in the great thought-experiment.
As in a grave 1 will lie down
and wait for the Divine Event.

The I1id will close. I will retire
from sight, curl up and say Amen
to geiger counter, amplifier,
and a cylinder of HCN.

When will the geiger counter feel
decay, i1ts pulse be amplified
to a current that removes the seal
from the cylinder of cyanide?

Dead or alive? The case defies
all questions. Let the lid be locked.
Truth, from your little beady eyes,
is hidden. 1 will not be mocked.

Quantum mechanics has no place
for what"s there without observation.
Classical physics cannot trace
spontaneous disintegration.

IT the box holds a living cat
no scientist on earth can tell.
But 1711 be waiting, sleek and fat.
Verily, all will not be well

if, to the peril of your souls,
you think me gone. Know that this house
is mine, that kittens by mouse-holes
wait, who have never seen a mouse.



THE READER SQUEAKS

Bill Good, Passaic, N.J. 12 September 1992

I got caught [when 1 sent you those books]. A post office worker
saw me putting the letter in with the books and informed me that a
letter 1s a letter and a package i1s a package and ne“er the twain
shall meet; or, at least, travel together. In such manner doth the
U.S. Snail manage, 1t"s blunders to perform.

Are you happier to be returned to Oz or would you prefer to still
be 1n the exotic climes? And with regards to Oz, did you ever hear
how L. Frank Baum arrived at that name? It seems that he started
telling his children these wondrous tales, word of the stories
spread and soon the den would be crowded with local kids when a new

installment was due. He was eventually persuaded to write them
down, but during one of the early sessions he was asked for the
name of this enchanted land. As he glanced around the den for

inspiration his eyes landed on his two-drawer fTiling cabinet. The
top drawer was A-N. ..

I hope the unknowns before you do not result in a situation akin to
another Eric Frank Russell story, for which I am enclosing a copy
of the cover of a recent re-issue.

[Namely, the Mandarin reprint of Dreadful Sanctuary. The
cover is appropriately dreadful 1n more ways than one. 1 do,
at times, feel like the poor chap whose brain i1s being sucked
out of his head by the evil scientists. Most days, though,
I*m happy to be back in 0z. Thanks for the books, Bill.]

Harry Pol, Nieuwegein, The Netherlands 13 September 1992

Mumblings #8 arrived a few days ago, an enjoyable mix of sf and
travel as usual. My own trip starts on the first day of December
and will end almost eight months later. Most of that time will be
spent In Nepal and India, followed by the classic overland route
back to Europe. | am happy to say the Royal Chitwan National Park
is on our itinerary and your description makes me look forward to
seeing it. 1 did see rhinos In Tanzania but they weren®t much more
than dark shapes in high grass. To think that there are now only
2000 of these animals left in the whole of Africa -- because people
in Taiwan and Korea believe the horn is good for their virility. ..

[Those dark shapes do get around, don*t they? The "classic
overland route”™ used to cut straight across Afghanistan and
was very popular in the 60s and 70s. For some reason, most
travellers tend to circumvent Afghanistan these days. Might
have something to do with all those mujahideen still shooting
it out over bits of the country. What a pity they don"t use
some of that ammunition to shoot the rhino poachers instead.
I look forward to hearing about your travels.]
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Marc Ortlieb, Forest Hill, Vic. 2 October 1992

My brother has an interest in Nepal & Kashmir, having done walking
treks i1n both places. He reached Everest base camp on one walk.
His fondest souvenir is a badge he had made for him, featuring Mt
Everest and the caption "Get stoned at 60,000 feet -- You"ve never
been higher™.

I met Kirpal Singh while he was at Adelaide University -- a nice
bloke, but 1"m afraid 1 offended him in an article on sf 1 wrote.
My English tutor at Melbourne teachers®™ college had set me the task
of dissecting a critical article and I picked on one of Kirpal~s.

My fanac has been slim to non-existant of late, but has received a
couple of prods, one of them being a recent local convention, and
another being a natter with Craig Hilton while he was here. 1 even
called up the work I1*"d started on Q36L yonks ago -- August last
year to be precise. Who knows, | might put out another issue but
don"t hold your breath. Cath is due to produce our next issue 1iIn
early December and fanac was tough enough in terms of time and
money with only one child.

[And a beautiful, bouncing issue i1t is, too. Thanks for the
letter and article, Marc. 1 was beginning to think that only
people named Harry or Bill still wrote to me. Children and
fanzines also seem to have similar gestation periods -- 1It"s
been 9 months since the last issue of this rag!]

Harry Pol, Kathmandu 5 December 1992

Made 1t to Kathmandu and what a lively place i1t is! It"s fun to
just wander around or to sit and watch people go by. I noticed
quite a lot of second-hand bookstores too -- with sf!

Harry Warner, Jr, Hagerstown, Maryland 11 February 1993
I1"ve been going through grocery sacks filled with fanzines...

[What a wonderfully nonchalant way to open a letter. Imagine
receiving so many fanzines that you have to throw them into
grocery bags just to keep from tripping over them! Ah, the
tribulations of a professional letter hack!]

...l came across an issue of Mumblings from Munchkinland [#8] which
I apparently never locced.

I don"t know if Harry Andruschak or Art Widner is on your mailing
list. IT either of them should see this issue, he would suffer
severely, since this pair have the reputation of being the boldest
travelers in fandom.
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In fact, you visited such remote places that the names don"t even
waken old memories from stamp collecting years, the way it usually
happens when I read a fan®s travelog of his journey iInto various
parts of Africa or South America. If Siam were still Siam 1 would
have recognized that nation because i1t was in my stamp album and 1
may have had a few stamps from Siam, never guessing | would possess
my name much longer than an entire nation would cling to its.

But you did stir up the memory cells when you spoke of the Singa-
pore publication, Tessaract. A fanzine with that same name was the
very TFTirst fanzine I ever saw, if those cells can be trusted. A
copy reached me after I had a letter published in the Astounding
letter sction in 1936 and I regret to say that 1 failed to find i1t
interesting. It was a sercon publication issued by a now long
forgotten fan with the resounding name of C. Hamilton Bloomer.

[Bloomer blew it, eh?]

Your uncertainties about the giant turtles reminded me of the
character in a Stendhal novel who doesn®t realize that he is in the
Battle of Waterloo. Maybe the giant turtles never existed and the
local authorities dreamed up the reports of them as a tourist
attraction, confident that tricks of vision would cause people to
think they saw something moving iIn the darkness. Remember the
fable of the emperor and his new clothing.

Ah, Sinister Barrier, what a stir it made in fandom when i1t first
appeared and how completely i1t"s forgotten today except by a few
superior intellects like you and me. For that matter, | never had
enough spare cash to buy any of the books that small press pub-
lishers were issuing iIn such profusion around the middle years of
the century. |If 1 could have afforded to buy them, my retirement
would be much easier because 1 could afford to travel, although I
dream only of resuming my occasional visits to nearby big cities.

[Alas, our travelling days are over -- for a while, at least.
I believe another Aussie fan made it to a convention in the
former Soviet Union not so long ago. 1°d always wanted to go

to Czechoslavakia, but 1°ve missed my chance now. As you say,
some of these places just can®"t stick to one name.]

Bob Nelson, Mt Pleasant, WA 4 April 1993

Enclosed the long awaited (!') issue 5 of The Golden Spike, brimming
with exciting news. And how Is the next i1ssue of Mumblings coming?

[Should be along about the time you read this.]

WAHF: Harry Andruschak (Intermediate Vector Bosons), Graham Stone
(Science Fiction News), Dick and Nickr Lynch (Mimosa), Roger Dard.
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[continued from p.2]

After visiting with them for a while we moved on to King"s Cross to
find a cheap place to stay. Not surprisingly, 1 recognized very
little of Sydney. We did the normal touristy things like visit the
Opera House and Powerhouse Museum, walk across the Harbour Bridge,
take a ride on the monorail. I called Jack Herman, who sounded
rather dispirited, tried to ring Graham Stone (without success),
and tried to get Pauline Dickinson and her colleagues at Sydney
University to show me the Ron Graham st collection (also without
success -- they were short-staffed that day). And if all this
makes our time iIn Sydney sound rather hectic, then I"ve captured
the right spirit. We were only in the city for four days. Our
apartment back in Melbourne was calling to us.

Megan had done a tremendous job finding a flat near both the beach
and public transport, only 15 minutes from Melbourne®s centre by
tram. It was unfurnished, though, so one reason to cut our trip
short was to look for furniture. Another was that 1 needed to look
for a job.

For a while, the latter objective seemed doomed. In fact, the one
job we had between us seemed iIn danger of being lost because of the
cost-cutting exercises of the state government led by Jeff Kennett.
His mob have iInherited an enormous debt from the previous lot, and
intend making 1t good by targetting public transport, education and
health services i1n particular (i.e. by closing schools, hospitals
and train, tram & bus services.) They"re also trying to renege on
superannuation payouts, revoke Freedom of Information legislation,
and make all public servants sign individual work contracts (to
side-step the unions). The unions, In turn, have organised massive
street protests and are attempting to gain access to federal awards
for their members. More than any of these actions, Victorians seem
to be annoyed with the Kennett Government because of i1ts arrogant,
confrontational manner. The man himself i1s something of a buffoon;
he added another first to his achievements recently when he became
the fTirst serving Premier to be charged with a criminal offence --
selling liquor without a licence! He will almost certainly be
rolled by one of his deputies before the next state election.

In any case, | did eventually find paid employment. After a few
months of voluntary work at the State Library, | was offered a job
at a TAFE college in Footscray. More about that next time.

Twas not all mine, this, #9. Marc Ortlieb"s essay was illustrated
by lan Gunn; 1 thank both of them for their contributions. Front
cover this issue is from Ozma of Oz; the back cover is, believe it
or not, a Norman Lindsay sketch from his book Halfway to Anywhere
(1947). The dinosaurs on pages 7-9 are from my filler file -- I"ve
no record of their original sources. Keep those letters rolling
in, Bill and Harry, but note the new address:

Chris Nelson, 10/82 Patterson Street, Middle Park, Vic. 3206
- AUSTRALIA -
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