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Incantations 2 — Rob Jackson

Incantations 2
Rob Jackson

(2007)

Twenty -d ghtyears —that’s not too many, Meyer.
Whowasitfirstsaid“that’s not too many,
Meyer”? I may be gettingon a bit,but I'mnot
quiteoldenoughto haverememberedthat.)

Afanzine of my own,onceagain? For general
drculation? Notjustan apazine,a fanzinereview
column, aprogrammebook or other con
publication, or an extension of writing from e-
lists?

It just showsthe magical effect that Corflu can
have. CorfluQuire was an amazing experience.
The leadup toitandthe antidpation,including
the work andexdtementinvdvedin making sure
that Harry Bdl was able to make the tripvia the
Get Harry fund;the sheer delight of meetingdd
friends, newish e-friendsfromIntheBar becoming
real persons one can hugbyebye, andentirely new
friends madeat Corfluitself;the wonderful feeling
fromvisitingthe Bay Area afterwards, so familiar
in some waysas to give asense of déjavu;andthe
return hometo makesense ofit dl and build on
the memories by publishing atripreport...

And the title of the trip reportitsdf? Shouldbe
self explanatory. To returntoone’s fannish roots
after 28 years straying — firstintofanzine
reviewing, then conventi on organising, theninto
gafiawithwork and family cares at the top of the
priority list —then curving gradually back, viathe
Me mory Hole andIntheBar edists(and a coupl e of
articles for Plokta) — that’s the return. But why
revive Inca, an old fanzi ne name from1979?

Because it makesso much more sensein context.
The context comes from that finefannish word,
timebinding. Thereconnecti on between different
eras— the past and the present beinglinked, and
by capturingthe zeitgei st ari ght ify ou possibly
can, giving apresentto the future. (Yes,the other
sort of present —a gift.)

So wherewere we allin 1979? AsI’man inveter ate
squirrel,it hasn’tbeen at all hardto find out. A
dightly flaky carrier bag labelled “Fannish
Correspondence 1979-81” comes out of a box in the
attic.

Wondrouscontents, some quite emotional.
Strictly speaking itwasin the wrong bag,but a
card fromBob Shaw in1983 congratul atinguson
our house move tothisaddress: “I'm the one who
shouldhave aBoShamphone number... And will
ithave Chinthay curtainth?”
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Incantations 2 — Rob Jackson

Circulation — Inca 1 locs

Earlier (1980): amassivecard with Dave
Iangfords returnaddressonit,signed by an
embarrassingy hugeroster of fanni sh andstfnal
luminaries, congratulating uson Dulde’sbirth.
Probably both from the November 1980 Tun,and
fromthat Novacon —signed by Les Flood, Bob
Shaw, Chris Priest, Mal col m Edwar ds, Rog Peyton,
Rob Hol dstock etal. (DidI ever thank Dave
enough for organisingit?)

Alsoa beautiful cardfromdJim Barker showing
Coral andmyselfholdnga baby —in 2007, Coral
looksat it and says of me : “Were youreally that
dim?

“Probably not — Ithink Jim was just being
flattering,” I said. (Al ternative explanation — I
don’t really want to admit how much I'vefilledout
over theyears....)

Four FAAn awardplaques, from 1976and1977,to
go with awards whichhadsady dready started to

disintegrate by then.

Apart-written column by Coral, Coral ai ons,
mai nly consisting of aGuinness cake reci pe with
instructions onusing asyringeto increase the

poteng.

AnotelIscribbled,probably in1980: “I've just
watched the closing creditsof Saturday Superstore
(27 Nov). Apart from Status Quo, Barry Took and
other nonentities,appearanceswere credited to
Peter Roberts,Dave Rowe,and Bonnie Langford.
I've heardDave Langford describedas many
things, butbonnie?.... Why this preponderance of
fans, any way ? Perhaps it was because the
videotape editor was Ian Williams.”

Welook any wherein search of humour.

Andthen therewere the locs on Inca 1 thenselves.
Atfirst,I hadn’t intended to print them; but at
Corflu, Pete Weston and Ted White amongothers
told me how shortsightedthey thought that was.
Well,let’sl ook at the messagesfromthe past.....

Circulation

Letters of comment
(1979-1981)

Beginning with som eonew horichly deserved a
FAAn Award for Best Le tterhack durning the late
70s and early 8os, if there had been an aw and for
the category at the time...

Mike Glicksohn Justfinishedreading
Inca #1,the sixty-third
fanzine I've perused in thelast two weeks. (Jim
Barkerisn’t the only one whooccasionally feels
inundated with fanac!) It wasquite reassuringto
know tha asI hastily dashed off loc afterloc to
fanzineswhose next issues were probably already
on their wayto me through the mail Icouldbe
surethat there woul dn’t be another I'mca for
months and months.All fandom is most
appreciative of this, Rob,andwe thank you fa the
consideration this shows.

((Anybody receive 63paper fanzines in 2w eéks in
2007?? We've all gone electronic since then.
Mindyou, there is a chance you could receive that
many e-fanzines in 2w eeks from Chris Garcia
alone....))

That is truy an amazing cover andall the more
mind-croggling because it comes from the
notorious Leaning Tower of _ ((Gee, Idont
know where DW estlives:you’ll have tofillthatin
for me.)) In the past I've only assodated D.with
fannish caricatures, witty if somewhat crude
artistically. This subtleanddelicate coverisa real
eye-opener and certainly one of themore
impressivefanzine covers I've seenrecently. It
certainly should do away with D.’s reputation for
shamblingaroundandfalling downall thetime:it
took an amazingly steady handto createthat work
of artandI hope we’ll see more of this new facet of
D!stalent.

((Oh all right then. Bingley — then,anyway.))

Having once fd deda moderatdy successful
fanzine myself, I can sympathize with the reasons
you offer for the demise of Maya and the birth of
Imca. Maya will most definitelybefondy
remembered by those of uswho wrotefor it andto
itandyouhave every reason tobe proud of thejob
you did withit. It was consistently one of the top
two or three fanzines around and that’san
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Circulation —Inca1 locs

enormous accomplishment intoday’sfanzne-
swampedfandom. A sfor Inca,wdl,it may not be
asvisually impressiveasits parent butit hasanice
comfortable feel toit,] ooks good,andreads well;
I'd say the prognosiswasgood, Doctor...

Iwasalittle surprised tosee the normallyreliable
Dave Langfordreferring to a “repellent

school master.” As any person of sensitivity and
intelli gence will tell you, thereis no such thingas a
repell ent school master, only obnoxious students!

I've never been espedally nationdisticand
althoughIthink it’ s very niceto be Canadianand
tohaverootsin England Idon't really think of

my self asbelonging to any culturein ter ms of my
identity.I’'m alway s sur prisedwhen American fans
think I'vegota Canadianaccent sncel certainly
don’t know what one sounds like.Of course, while
I'm not the Dave Langford of Toronto, I don’t
exactly have a very sensitive ear.Iknow Bob Shaw
talksdifferently than Harry Bell who talks

di fferently than Dave Langford and nobody talks
like Ritchie Smithbut I'dbe hardputto associatea
new voice with aparticular area of England soit
isn’t sur prising that Thave the same trouble with
North American accents too. Oh well,itreally
doesn’t matter whether or not Dave has aW elsh
accent since he taks too fast for me tounderstand
him anyway and Icanfail to understand aW dsh
accent aseasily asI can fail tounderstandRitchie’s
Geordie tones.

It’saveryrare occurrenceindeedwhen I recognize
amusical reference ina fanzine (punkslike Rich
Coadan dGreg Pickersgill doentirefanziresin
which every section is namedafter some
supposedy popular song--or what they call a
song,anyway —and Inever evenrealize that, let
aloneidentify any of them) sol felt a small
satisfaction inrecognizng thetitle of Jim’s
column. ((Sheer Art Attack.)) It’sbeautifuly
appropriate,of course,and Jim’s musical taste
obvioudy makeshima princeamongfans.

Having survived Seacon, Ithink I'd much rather
haveattended a Silicon and had the chance to
meet a few more people and talk to them more.
That wasvery much my own fault, of course, but I
findthatIreally don't function too wdl insuch a
massive gathering.Ijust can’trelax and sincel ‘m
not the greatest of conversationalistsat the best of
times, this makesit even more difficult for meto
talk to newcomers than usual. I never didsay very
muchto Don W est, for exampl e, and we certainly
should have had alot to talk about. But I needto
get toknow someonebefore Icanrelax and chat
withthemand ata con like Seacon there doesn’t
seemto be much chance to get toknow new
people, so one tends to stick with ol d,established

friends thereby defeating the whol e purpose of an
overseas worl dcon. I wouldn’t have missedSeacon
for theworld, but when’s Silicon goingto be held

next year?

((Henty of similaropportunities in 2007, Mike.
Corflus...IntheBarget-togethers .... And they re
not theonly ones.))

Frank Denton You’ve managed to

hold on to some very good
writers. Dave langfords articleonhis Wel shness
was a puredelight. Partly ,of course,because I'm
half Wel sh. Any one who chooses Scunthorpe fa a
footbdl team to root for just because the nameis
sougly cant be allbad I like Hartlepool myself.
Partick Thistleinthe Scottish Ieague runsa close
secondbecause my weird mindtells methat it
shouldbe Patrick and the people therecan' spdl.I
was pleased tomeet Dave at Seacon (how come I
didn’t meet you?).I admirehisability to deal with
his hearingloss socal mly and effectively, both in
personandinprint. Maybeheisn’t so calmto
those whoknow him better. I admire his writing,
his ability to make me chuckleover hisexperiences
and his ways of dealingwithlife. Hangon to him;
he’s a good one.

That Philistine, Bob Shaw, does a remarkable job
oflayingitall on theline. Many of his attitudesare
ones Iagree with.Iwonder if it makes me a
Philistineas well. Now I’dlikehimto turn this
articlearound,an dusing the same topics, tell us
what helikes. Could beinteresting, andprobably
very enlightening.

I wonder whatitistha draws some peopleinto
fanni shness and othersnot. Certainly itisn’t
somethingyouarerecruited into. It just happens.
I'msure ithassomething to dowith one’s
personality and ability to hitit off withother
people. I recall a safarito dinner duringthe
Seacon. The Mear as, Skel tons,Dentons,
Bushyagers, Alvises, all trekking off to afine Greek
restaurant. It wasn’'t planned; it just happened.

This was arel ativdy unlikdy group to get together,
except forlong-standing friends, the Mearas and
Skeltons. We all had asuperb time. It was a
fannish happening. I’'mnot at all sure what I'm
tryingto say except tha some people will naturally
come to associate with others. It has nothing todo
withliking certain authorsor kindsof books, or
the seriousness with which y ou take sf.Indeed,
some of the most fannish people I know rarely
read sf any more. Yet they come toconventions,
meet their fanni sh friends, and fill their weekends
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Circulation —Inca1 locs

with goodvibrations. Maybe were bornwith a
fannish aura.

Iliked Jim Barker’s column. He has a discerning
mindand a goodknowl edge of sfart.For
Americanreaders,itwillbe useful to know whatis
being published over there sowe canarrangefor
purchasing what is good and worth having. It was
goodalsoto hear about his involvement with Cohn
Lester’s work, and what happenedto his art. Most
of all T admire himfor sayingwhat a lot of fan
artists need to say about leadtime andthe

ex pectationsof fan editors. Fan editors too often
havethedistortedidea that they are doingthe
artists a big favour by giving thema placeto be
published. Hog wash!! The artistis the one doing
the favour,andif the editors would be more
patient, more grateful,1ess demanding and self
important, they might easily get moreandbetter
art work thanthey wouldever have roomto
publish. Youve got someveryfineartistsin this
issue of Inca,andI’m sure you didn’t get their
contributionsby acting beastly towardthem.
Barker, Bell,Canfiel d andR otsler are people who
can always beexpected toproduce nice work.

Ido realize that you
British fen have a
traditionfor enjgringa touch of bloodlettingin
your writings, and that vitriodlic reviews such as
Alan Dorey’sare more the norm thanthe
exception, but it seemsto me thathe didgo ona
bit morethannecessay.To my views there are
two reasons for writing afanzne (or any other
kind)review:toinform/warna reader about a
particular work, and to possibly educae the editor
so as toimprovethe results. Alan appearsto write
mostly inorder tovent his spleen, which is fire,
but couldn’t he have donesojust as easilyin a
personalletter? Are there some sort of mystical
Status Pointstha hegains by beingrude in print?
The pradicepuzdes me,indeed.

Preaching by example has alway sseemed a wiser
course of action to me,inany event. To find the
excell ent aspectsof certain fanznes and hold them
up toview asbeing worthy of adaptation by all and
sundry woul dseem a more workable practicethan
to hold up some thingawful and decry “Unclean!
Unclean!Gothou and do not likewise!”

Jackie Causgrove

Isuppose Bob Shaw’s article will make everyone
immediatelyleap to their typewritersto confess
their gastronomical /cul tural /mental aberrations
and/or lapsesintaste. Not I, however, for my taste
is simply excellent. it’s not my fault that therest of
you neverlearnedto truly appreciate thefiner
things inlife,like Southem Comfort in a chilled
glassof sugar-free cherry cola, or a tasty

MacDonald’s Quarter pounder with Cheese,or a
nice plateful of soggy, overdone green beans.
Naturally ,one shoul d be reading thel aest
collection of Rex Reeds film reviews, or frowning
bemusedly at Bo Derek (sp?)’s picture and
wonderingwhat any one can find attradivein her,
or possiblylisteni ngtosome syrupy, senti mental
tunesas played by the My stic Moods and never
missing Muzak. I’dpoint out the error inyour
ways, but why bother ?Your 1ack makesmy
superiority stand out all the more in comparison...

Discussions on W omen’s Iiberati on make me tired
inthehead They’ve been goingonfor far toolong
hereinthe States,andI hope this doesn’t indicate
atraitinyour lettercolumn that will stick around
ye another cycle of years. 'm primarily a
humanist,andin many areas women have been
granted an unfair status because some people
viewedthem asless “human” than males. That
state of affairsis beingremedied, and asa woman,
I can do nothing less than applaudthe changesI
see about me. But reverse sexism (as if toimply
one can only be sexistin one direction!) saddens
me, whether it’s a femal e fan demanding that a
convention set aside space for use by her gender
alone,or another one d aimingher genital sbestow
amagical “superiaity”. Stuff ‘n’ nonsense.If it
were mendoing and sayingthose things, half of
fandom wouldbe downtheir throats. Some men
are superior tosome women, Some womenare
superior tosome men,andthose who are superior
aren’tsoinevery asped. WeTrethesame specie,
for ghod’s sakes, and we have to get along with
each other. Kind “Mother Nature”andour own
witlessness throw enough stumbling blocksin our
way without half of ustrying toknife the other hal f
inthename of sexism.In the main,fandomhas
been freer of the sexisttaint than the “nundane”
world,andif we continue to maintan our
callective cool, it should stay that way .

Jim Mea dows IT1 Traditional greeting,
addressingJackson by

first name,

Airy observation of transition fromoldfanzineto
new. Whimsical query as to why Jackson iskilling
old fanzineinsteadof passingit onto new faned,
ashasbeen done inpast. Ironic tie-upline.

Upbea transition,complimentingon general
appearance offanzine,quality of repro,abundance
of white space, skill of cartoonists. Desperate
attempt tobring trite complimentsto apunchline.
Lame admission of failure.
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Keith Freeman Strange feel about
Inca—-1supposebecause
the articles andlocs are all,in some way or other,
dated (I knowthearticlesare‘agd ess’,but —
perhaps in my subconscious —1I feel they e ‘old).
Afewyearsbackthere usedtoberaging
discussions as towhether duplicating or photo-
lithowasbest. Oh, no-one deniedphoto-lithogave
the best reproducti on andall oweduse of artwork
that couldn’tbe usedwith duplicaing... But, the
argument went, photo-litho was ‘cold, whereas
duplicated fmz were more human. Whether Inca
will show the difference (when comparedwith
Maya) only imeand a few more issues will tdl.
Strangely thisfirst issue has an aura of photoditho
about it —or am I imagining things?

(I was using a variable spacing typavriter,
which was rather different to the basic Cou rier
typefaces onm ost peoples typewriters.

And Keithw as writing in 1979, and felt the
articles were either ageless orold then!))

Iwasable toenjgy the
material withoutfeeling
my self contimally inawe of your producti on work-
expensetimeetc. And aboutthe mostvidous
thingin theissuewasBob Shaw’sattack on Fred
Astaire. Witha mindtoowarpedto appreciate
Fredsdancing,it's nowonder Bobis ableto write
all those strange andexcdlent sf novds.

Eric Mayer

Jeff Hecht Somebody’s loc
compl ai ned that Bob
obvioudy hadmore interesting experiences than

other people,which was what made his interesting

mor e writing —no,I meant that the other way
round, dammit. The secretisin how you tel the
story. W hen I'say that one of the downstairs
cdlings fell inandwe had to replace it,it doesn’t
sound very interesting. But when Iexplainthat
the first piecefell square on Lois’s head as she was
attempting todemonstrateto the tenants that it
was inno danger whatsoever of falling,thenit
beginsto get interesting.

((Does it??It’s stillin the way you tell em )

IAHF ArnoldAkien,Harry
Andruschak, Neville J.Angove,
Brian Earl Browvn,Avedon Caradl,Ian Covell,Jim
Darroch, Gary Deindorfer,Bernar dEarp, Ahrvid
Engholm, Chris Evans, WilliamT. Goodall,Steve
Green, Philippa Grove-Stephensen, Julian
Headlong,J oy Hibbert, Phil James, Marty Levine,
Chris Iewis, Eric lindsay,RichardLitwinczuk,
Celia Parsons,Jessi ca Aman da Sal monson , John
Shire,Peter Singleton,Mae Strelkov, Kevin Tyler,
Roger W addi ngton, Alexander Doni phan Wall ace,
and Dave Wixon, whois probably fairly used to
banglastin WAHFlists.

I havenotlisted any addressesfor contributorsof
locs asthey are al most certainly absurdy out of
date. However,I dohave three 2007-vintage
email addresses tohand, whichare— Mike
Glicksohn: mglick at interlog dot com; Keith
Freeman: keithfreemanrbas at gmail dot com; and
Eric May er: may write2at epix dot net.

One of thereally nice things about word
processingis that you can edit things &adjust
spacing soit comesto a neat end. But if you getit
just thatlittle bit wrongit’snottheendof the w
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Caper ontheElectric Stairs — Jessica Amanda Salmonson

CAPER ON THE
ELECTRIC STAIRS

visitor report

Jessica Amanda Salmonson
(1980)

I wouldlike torecount to you the reasons why riding
uptheelectric stairs causedmetocry.

Many moons ago Iinvited Rosemary and Darrdl
Pardoeto stay with me and Sherri L File (afeminist
fringefan andmy roommate for more thantwo
years)should they everventure forth from Iiverpool
toSeattle fan mecca of theuniverse). It came to
pass that precisely that trip waspl anned. By this
time, however,I lived with twoother women — a
temporary roommate, apafan Rebecca Lesses, and
my uncompr omising partner incrime, Diane
Pdlicelli. The flat had become known as W hileaway
Hideaway,anduntil Darroll,noman had ever spent
thenight therein. Ro and Darrdl arrivedviabusin
theearly afternoon, all the way fromVancouver,
B.C.,wherethey’d spent the first week of their
vacation with Dr.Susan W ood. John D. Berry and I
pickedthe dynamic duoup at the bus stop. There
wasrest and talk and munchiesandeventually
dinner (what joy that most of usarevegetarians),
and phone calls.

For thenext week,five personsshared the roomy
flat. On oneof these nights a slightly depressive
youngwoman stayed with Rebeccaenroute from
Vancow er to San Francisco, secretly fillingher
backpack withW hil eaway an foodstuffsbefare
leaving. The place wasdelightfully aowded Diane
andI gaveup our bed for the week andcamped out

onthediningroomfloor (this was quiter omantic
actually).

Wewere very soonimpressed by the fad that two

Very Nice Peopl e were spending time with us!
Perhaps Ishould havebeenless surprised, since Ro
and I had corresponded off andon for along,long
while-butI'velearnednever to expect theactual
presernce of a person tomatch up with aletter
persona. Too, my contact with Darroll had been
virtually zero,andI did, after abigotedfashion,
expecthimto be only dightly moretol erable than
“most men” (who are boring and overbearing) or
“most fans” (who are boring and stupid asa
generdity). Infact, Darrdl turned out tobeevery hit
asintdligent andkindandinteresting as Ro. I
thought them al ovely couple as a matter offact,
whichifyou’ll pardon my saying sois rare among
heterosexuals. I quickly surmisedthat I hadinno
way erredininviting these ex ceptionalindividual s
into our household Both my and Diane’s life werein
a goodp ortionenriched - an d we've adapted some
nifty briti shisms into our vocabul ary .

Iworried at times that I was beingterribly dull -
since no one comes thousands of milestositina
livingroomand blather about sundry topics.
Whileaway Hideaway doesnot have anautomabile
atits service (nor evena time machine);, so to see
Seattl e, our impervious pair were at the mercy of the
bus system(whichis actudly averyfine bus system,
veay cheapandin some areas free —really!) Inthe
evenings, whenvarious local fans werereturning
from mundanejobs, there wasmore talk and
contad. The Pardoes spent an afternoon with Suzie
TompkinsandJerry Kaufman,beforethe
“Pardoebachanalia,” whichwas al so a late
housewarmingfor Diane.
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CaperontheElectric Stairs — Jessica Amanda Salmonson

One room filledup with jabbering fans(partial list:
Kickshaw edita and gourmet Cliffad Windwho
acddentally made a desert with MEAT in it, not
knowing gd atin comesfromcows’ feet;authors
Vonda McIntyre, Hinor and F. M. Busby,Jody Scott
and her hard-core leather-jacket1esbian

stor mtroopers,and Paul DavidNovitski; Kaufman
and Tompkins,of the latelamentedSpanish
Inquisition; artist Oly Kvern;John D. Berry, Susan
Wood, Loren MacGregor, Jane Emily Hawkins,
Rebecca and her friendthethief, adinfini tum).
Another room filledup primarily with femi nist
women listening toa very goodfolk singer doing
mainlywomen’s music. I was marginally anti-social
that night,and scrunched between Chey, Amy, and
other feministsso thatI didn’t haveto deal withthe
fans dominati ng the diningroom and kitchen. The
Pardoes mingledin allrooms and between themand
Diane,it didn’t seem tobe important that Isurface
from my anti-socid state of being. Thiswasreally
only the secondlarge party to occurin the
Hideaway ;and biggroups make mea littl e weird,
thoughnooneseemedtonatice.

Susan Wood stayedin Seattl e the next day as wdl,
and took the Pardoes tothetallest mountaininthe
state (or onthecoast for all I know —it’s BIG),
followed by aneveningat John Berry and Paul
Novitski’s @lsoVirginia, Mike and Patty’s —but not
being fans,they don’t count...) Duringthistime,
DianeandlI restedfromthefirst three daysof very
busy doings,and didn’t stay long with the gathering
that night.Rebeccaout carwasingfor voters that
day -atthetime,therewasa People’s Initiaive
comingbeforethevoters designedtolimit the rights
tohousingande mpl oyment forl eshi ans and gay
men, and it stole alot of our time fightingit. But we
won!

DianeandI arevegetarian;duringher stay ,Rebecca
was vegetarian by coerdon;andthe Pardoesare
vegetarians. Thisisa moreimportant pointthanyou
may atfirst redize.It isfairly common among our
non-fan and feminist circle of friends tofind
ourselves surrounded by vegetarians, and we can
share wonderful mealsat homeor in restaurants.
Amongfans,however,thisisrarer,andit doesn’t
make the sense of community seemas strong.If we
goto a Chinese Restaurant for instance, every one
orders“family style” toshare -a shrimp plate, a
chicken plae,apork plate,a beef plate,and, oh yes,
a cabbage platefor the one-or-two non-carrion
devourersin attendance. Sowhile the cannibal s
down their offd, thereis a minority eating cabbage
andrice.Chineserestaurantsin Amerika have a
wonder ful variety of vegetable dishes, soit is many
times morerewardng to gowith a group of feminists
(amongwhomvegetariani smiscommon in Seattle
atleast) than with fans. It was, then, arareand

wonderful trea tobe able to share vegetarian meals
with fans with whom this was not considered a
peculiar way toeat.I firmly believetha eating
togetherisa really friendshi p-reaffirming endeavor,
insome ways as important as sl eepingtogether (no
jokes fromthe pruriently inclined please). Sharing
food creates astrong family feding,

By way of epil ogue to that paragraph, sincethe
Pardoes’ visit,there hasbeen ahigher consciousness
among local fans regardingvegetari anism. Vonda N.
McIntyre,though not herself vegetarian,ishaving a
pot-luckina couple weeks, andeveryoneis
supposed to bringvegetarian dishes! (Thisis partly
becauseitis Paul Novitski’s and my birthdays, and
Paul isone of the few other radical vegetariansin the
local fan community .)

Onanother evening, Diane, Ro, Darroll andI wentto
Anna Jo and Frank Denton’s for dinner. They are
famous for ther excellent dinners,andreally went
all outfor all of us.If Idescribed that meal ,and a
coupleothers during that week, it might wdl make
vegetaians out of Inca’s readers!

Therewasald of sharing between all of us. It was
frankly aremarkable experience. DianeandlI started
picking up a very few Briti shi sms. For example, it
seems to be typically British tothrow inthephrase
“abitof” hereandthere,andto usetheword “quite”
quite alot. It’seasy topick these up al most
subconsciously, the way itis easy topick upthe
Amerikan misuse of theword “real” (asin “real
good”)ifyou’re exposed toit much. Wepidkedup a
couplenewvocabu ary words altogether, such as
Twee and Thickie. Most fans are thickies. Fan dom is
a bit of twee. Everyone who stay edin Whil eaw ay
Hideaway, of course, were exceptions to these rules.

We discussed Paddington Bear,andh ow Rolost her
leginthefamous Paddington Station.Ilearneda
little about canal s,obelisques, the inhabitants of
Liverpool,therepression of womenin Ireland where
femi nist liter ature is outl awed, more thingsthan
come to mind at the moment. Iwasimpressed with
Ro's femini st knowl edge. Iwonderedifit weren't a
bit of ashock for her tofind hersel f surroundedby
women fans of kindredknowledge,after the sort of
fans dodderingabout Iiverpool —but al ater
communication from Darroll suggestedthat Ro
hadn’t thought much about it, but that he personally
was consciousof the “different” (and better) way
womenrelate when together.

I encouraged Ro’s notion of presenting more
feminist concepts in her fanzine Wark..and warned
her that though fans make great store of the “theory”
of women’s e quality, any attempt to actualize this
theory will meet with the fiendish outcries of
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narrow-mindedlittle boy-brats who don’t want to
hear about such things. But, too, I promised, the o o
very act of including overtfeminist ideol ogy in

fannish activity will attract many brilliant women e 1 S S 1 I I l O !
into her sphere of friends and fandom, not for the
sake of lecherous males but for the sake of ourselves,

our strength, our growth, our mutual joy andlove S 1 t
and sharing with one another. up p em en

Ah, forgive me as I wax supreme.

It was al so joy ous to watch Ro and Darroll
interrel ate. I know many couples (heterosexual ,and Art b
lesbian) and only on the rarest occasion does there

appear tobe such communication andlove.Tobe

sure, they exchange many a whimsical insult;but

always seemtolove each other alot,and donot H B 11
suffer the kind of power imbal ance which I observe arry e
more often between mal e/femal e couplings than
between femal e/femal e couplings.I don’t mean tobe e
political about thisthough;I mean only that they

showed a genuine love for each other —and for other e
people aswell.In fact,Ifeltlovedby them —and I

love themtoo. Contents
Then came the week’s end. I took the morning off
work to see Roand Darrdl off at the train depot, on Page  Title First published
their way to Allyn Cadogan (a dark beautiful woman
who publishes a superior genzinecalled Genre Plat) 11 Mexicanbandit Mexicon 4
in San Francisco. Later, Allyn woul d send up photos Programme Book, 1991
of all of them, andher catstoo;these will be 12top  Kamikaze Kamikaze 1,1977
cherished - Diane andI don’t have a camera, so ed. Harry Bell
these are the only pictures we have of the occasion. 12]ower Jetlag Previoudy
Werode the escal ator down to the train entrances unpublished
which run under the city, sub-way style. We sat 13 Gannetfather Gannetscrapbook 5,
around a whil e, talking, sometimes quiet. of the Month 1978,ed. Dave
Cockfield

Then we hugged and said good-bye. Darroll wasthe 14 Gannetscrapbook 2 cover,1975
most misty-eyedof usall.I was smiling ear toear, ed. Harry Bell
becauseit hadbeen such a wonderful experience for 15 Gannetscrapbook 4 cover,1978
me -wonderful tothink that I have cherishable ed. KevinWilliams
friendsin many parts of the world, in placesthelikes 16 Space windmill ~ Cynic7,1975
of Liverpod.I watchedthemboardthe train (they ed. Graham Boak
lookedback once,butthey couldn’t see where I was 17 Centurion Information
standing). wel come!

18 Wallbanger Wallbanger 9,1984
Then I1eft,up tothe streetlevel by way of an ed. John & Eve Harvey
escal ator with a red neon sign saying archaically, 19 Scotch shortage Xenium2.7,1978
“Electric Stairs.” It was a short and tearful ride. ed. Mike Glicksohn
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The Return of the Native
A trip to America, and why

Rob Jackson
2007

The nose is headed right into the settin’ sun
The throttle’s open wide toletthehorses run

I'm not precisely surenowhowitall started. Maybe
it was because of World IntheBar Day 2006, where
Uncle Johnny (John Hall tonon-baristas) and Rich
Coad hosted twinned parties on the Glorious Twelfth
of August. The galesin Wiltshirehadan ingl orious
effect on John and Audrey’s gazebo, and Harry Bell
couldn’tmakeit ashehasnt gotmuch atallin the
way of savings and can’t just get coaches and trains
across the country on a whim. But otherwise, weall
hada brilliant time, and saw our cdleagues on the
other side of the Atlantic by webcam.

Maybe that’s why peopl e Inth eBar Inth eStates got
theidea they would really like to see Harry Bell, as
thelist’smoderator and guiding hand, get to Corflu
in February 2007. The Get Harry! Fund was born, to
helphim pay for the trip.

Ivolunteered tohelpraisethe cash at the UK end,
andRich Coad did exactly the same at the US end.
Graham Charnock dida spot-on T-shirt design
featuring Harry Carter, and people wereamazingly
generaus, both buying T-shirts and sim ply donating.
I couldfeel my own creative juices going, and the
memoaries of thesheer volume of fun artwork Harry
has done triggered theidea of an anth d ogy of his
best stuff. SoBellissimo! was barn.

We inth ebar got so enthusiasticabout meeting that
theidea of being at Corflu too started to get tome.
My first con for 20 years — butas Ive been backin
touch with fandom, mainly el ectronically, for 5
years, there would bemany more friends than
strangers.

Allright, I confess, I can afford the trip... but would
Coral behappy aboutmegoing? Shewasa lat less
worried either about mespending theair fare or
about my safety than shemighthave been. Not sure
why Iwasworried — Coral is actually pretty good at
giving family members her blessing to sally forth
round the world. Our eldest daughter Dulciewent
on a7-week summer hdiday sdobackpack round
Australia,New Zealandand Fiji in 2001 and
returnedsafely, and (asyou may read elsewherein



thiszine) Hugowentto Anaheim last year — also just
before turning 21 — for a 40,000-person anime
convention.

Harry and Pat booked to go on to San Francisco on
the Monday after Corflu. My original booking was
for a whode weekin Austin, sorather than just spend
threem ore days mooching around Austin, I went for
broke and booked ancother set of separate flights
from Austin to SFOsoIcould join them. It wasnt
possible to change the return flight toa direct one, as
I'd booked a cheapo flightwhich they wouldn'tlet
me change. Solhadtoget back from SFOto Austin
in good time for a 4 pm Thursday departure for
Houston, and the only connection which worked 1eft
SFOat 6 am Thursday for Phoenix. My cheap flights
meant four take-offs an dlan dings each way.
Apologies tothosemonitaoring CO, levels — but that’s
what cheap flight bookings do!

Graham booked onto the same outbound flight as
me, so— provided wemanagedto getintoadjacent
seats — we wouldhave each other for com pany on
the flight out. The flight was at midday, so getting a
train from ourlocal station at 9.30 am on the
Thursday should be OK.... But that didnt allow for
the random British weather. It chase toget ready to
snow thevery morning I really, really needed the
trains tobe totally reliable.

Ididan emergency Google on themorning of the
day befare theflight, for “Gatwick airparthotels.”
The Gatwick White House Hotel. Wow. It scunded
impressiveandhadvacancies. I booked, and the
booking confirmation wentin the impressivefolder
of email printouts confirming flights, hotels etc. It
wasahuge wodge. Isnt the paperless society
wonderful? Trains Wednesday evening sh ould still
be OK as thesnow was only arriving overnight.

I'had most things packed well in advance, but some
things areal ways last-minute. I had had another
last-minutemadidea. The websitefor the

Doubl etree, the con hotel in Austin, said therewere
ironsin the bedrooms. Instead of doing alive
fanzine I could create Harry Bell transfer T-shirts to
order.

I cobbled together an order form for thelive T-shirt
printing on the Wedn esday evening after getting
home from wark, and as thelast few were coming off
the printer after I fed it some extra sheets of paper,
Coral was nagging me: “Come on —youll be late for
yaour train?”

I dragged my black wheelie suitcase out tothe car. It
was specially beribboned with a fluorescent green
strap on which Coral had sown a couple of narrow
purpleribbons for a totally unmistakable ID. As
90% of bags on airport carousels ook exactly like
this one, this turned out tobea brilliantmove.

Standing on a deserted station platform with a
shelter moresuited to a bus stop, with only three
teenage chav girls for com pany, was a small start toa
big journey. Boarding a quiettrain mostly full of
oddballs through theinvisibleand cd d Sussex
countryside felt quitesurreal.

Theguard on the train was hel pful to the point of
solicitousness, and as well as my ticket, gothis
machine toprint outalittle timetable giving the ETA
of the train at Gatwick station. However I'm not
surehow clueduphe thought Iwas. Not only didhe
seek me out totell me which platform I needed when
changing at Barnham, but I alsolater noticedhe’d
given mea Senior Citizen’s ticket. Hmph. I'm nine
years tooyoung for that!

Thehotel website says once you are at Gatwick you
gotothe courtesy coach stopanduse a freephone for
a coach. It took 30 minutes toarrive, then took us
screeching round all theroundabouts towhat proved
tobe a slightly smelly enlarged guesthousein
Horley, just over the Surrey border. Theminibus
driver dived behindthe Formica reception deskand
removed the noticewhich said “Please Wait 10
Minutes, Gone toAirport to Fetch Customers.”

Therestaurant was closed but off-pu tting anyway. It
was like a transpaort caff with wipe-down tables,and
crispsin the bar were not much guarantee of a
hunger-free night. They reconmended I turn left
and takea walk to a Chinese take-away. Greasy
spring rals weretheleast worst thing I couldfind
there — Ireally wanted clean carbchydrate, but plain
rice wouldn’thave done either.

However the bed was clean and firm, and the
insomnia was purely down to excitement, tinged
with anxiety about the weath er possibly disrupting
transport. It did indeedsnowat 5am,about 2
inches.

“Dear Guest, Please Must Bring Voucher With Y ou
For Full English Breakfast.” I obediently did so.
Coffee was a self-servicewater urn anda big jar of
instant coffee on an eyelevel shelf. What
sophistication.




A different minibus (thankfully with arather maore
careful driver, given the snow)gotus totheairport
OK. Graham had textedme even before Ileft the
hotel tosay he wasalready at theairport.
Impressive, given that I'd been worrying about
London trains.

Theairport was briefly cosed, but reopened after an
hour. Priority was being given tolong-haul flights,
sowe werenotall that worried —not least as
Graham and I wereat the airportthreehours befare
take-off.

However Ireceived a very cheesed-off text from
Harry that his flight from N ewcastl e to Heathrow
had been cancelled duetosnow and they were
having to queue to get alater one. He & Pat
eventually had torebook a day later, much to
everyone’s disappointment.

Meanwhil e Graham and I had plenty of time tospare
at theairport....

Graham at Gatwick, with uncharacteristic bottle of
water

Security was hassle-free; the fingerprinting andiris
scans were on entry tothe USA. Graham had his bag
given an extra once-over, which we hoped was
random,not todowith him looking atall dubious.
(Mindyou, the people at Austin gavemean extra
check with chemical wipes on my bag andshoes
when leaving for San Francisco, soI think itisa 10%
random process. Or maybe by then I waslooking
suspicious.)

Our flightin factleft pretty much on time. There was
plenty of space, but our row of seatshadnon-
functional headph ones even though they rebooted
the system specially for us. Graham,haveyou had
the chance totell Chris Priest that The Prestige
doesn’t wark all that well as a silent movie?

Graham gave me enough guidance tothe plot of The
Prestige tograspit butwithout spalingitshould I
ever beable toseeit properly. (Hugoislikely tobuy
the DVD,asheenjoyedit in the cinema.) I gather
thereare teasersand twistsin the plot that make
most sensein retrospect, like a crossword puzze, or
when you see the film a second time.

Talking of crossword puzzles, there was enough
spare time for me to bore Graham with two of my
favourite clues with pditiciansasanswers. There
was also plenty of time tonotice that Continental
Airlines’ tailets (sorry, johns)are stocked by women,
according to Bell’s Law of Toilet Rdl Positioning.
(Bell’s Law states that men prefer the paper tordl
off the top of theroll, whilewomen prefer topull it
from underneath. I don’t know if anyone has done a
controlled trial of this theory.)

There was alsotime to gotoa window and wonder if
that whitestuff off to starboard was just cloud, or
whether we could just see the southern tip of
Greenland. Probably just cloud. Ain’tlong haul air
travel fun. Graham and I tookitin turns tonod off,
in my case deliberately,hoping tobe able to stay
awake till 6 am body cl ock time, once we mixed with
lots oflong unseen fans on arrival in Austin.

We could alsowatch fellow travellers. Therewas one
toddler on the flight out who criedintermittently,
but when theseat belt signs were off, he was quite
happy totoddleupand down the aisles.

Iam enough of a geek thatfdlowing the plane’s
progress on the computerised maps provided on the
seat-back screens (on Continental 777s,atleast)
fascinatedme. The screen keptswitching from a
global view with night and dark shown by a sine-
wav e shaped terminator, to close-up maps with
evocativenames. Shannon — Reykjavik —
Qegertarsuatsiaat — Goose Bay — Chicoutimi —
Huntsville — Saginaw — Fort Wayne — N ormal —
Metropdis — Mem phis — Greenville — Al exandria.
Eventually thealtitude figuresreduced, and were
interru pted by guidanceaboutimmigration and
ensuring you have filled out your I-o4Wifyou are a
visitor. Sowe glided down into Houston...
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When wehad boarded at Gatwick, the outside
temperature was freezing. However in Houston it
was 27°C. Can’t I justleavemy thick coat
somewhere? However that was th e warm est weath er
wehad all week, either in Texas or the Bay Area.

Through the caridors to Homeland Security and
baggagereclaim. Only then doyou goon tothe
transitlounge, as the Houston to Austinhop isa US
internal oneand doesn’t processinternati onal
arrivals.

Y ou have totoe the line, literally,at the row of
Homeland Security boothsin a massivehall. Only
one person ata timeis allowed beyondtheyell ow
lineat each booth. The official who processed me
was amassive, beefy, crewcut type with an ex-Army
lookabouthim. Idid the fingerprintandiris scan
bits, then he looked again at my passport. “Doctor.
Y ouamedical practitioner?”

Itook a chance on some self-revelation. “Yes...
consultant psychiatristin fact.”

“You'd have ahell ofa caseinme — I'm beyond
Prozac.” I'd obviously passed the exam.

Graham at Houston in more normal pose

Graham and I headed on tothe baggagereclaim,and
then hada short break for a bottle of Shiner for him
andsome good ol’ USA stodge forme. Theairside

eateries there were very down-home — the most
upmarket place where we were waiting was a
Starbucks. However th e peopl e-watching was a
slight let down — there werefewer really obese
Americans than the publicity had led me tobelieve.
Most peoplelooked quitenormal.

In the transitlounge Graham letmehave a quick
skim over a single copy of a one-shotwhich hewas
hoping tohave copiedfor distribution at Corflu.
Somegood creative stuff in there. Som ehowit was
never copied, soI'm the only one tohave read it yet.
Get in touch ifyou want some of thearticles in it —
eitherhellletyou publish it, oritll prodhim into
getting the fanzine round tothe rest of us.

We checkedin and went through Security once
again. Graham hadtoreveal a tissue between his
shirtand sweatshirt, andit had tobe X-rayed.
Wonder if snotis radio-opaque.

In the departure lounge, 1ook whowe found —they
had been waiting 3hours already.....

Graham talking to Claire Brialey and Mark
Plummer at Houston; Peter Weston andI are a
mutual photography socie ty

More accurately, they foundus. Mark recognised
Graham, butas I'dhardly been toa con since Claire
and Mark becam e fans, it wasn t mu ch surprise that
I'had tointroducemyself! Peter is totally
recognisable from the70sand 80s, though. Because
of the snow, he had had totravel from

Birmingham to Mark and Qaire's placein Craydon
andget to Gatwick for a gam flight, then having to
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wait5 hours in Houston and, asit turned out, get the
same flight toAustin as Graham and myself.

Then we boarded. Peter, Qaire and Markwere five
rows ahead. We couldhave thrown bread rdls at
them, but the flight itself was tooshortfor them to
serve anything more than orange juice. However the
flight itself wasnt the time-consuming part.

On theinternal flights, people were I am sure
carrying on moreand bigger bagsthan they were
supposed to. The flightattendants spent 20
minutes playing an extensiveandvery stressful
game of musical bags, justto get everything to fit
intothe overhead lockers. They appealed a coupl e of
times for anyone with a small enough bag togo
under the seats, totake them out of thel ockers to
makemoreroom. Sothey dolet people bendthe
rulesa bit.

Then we had totake off.... There was a heavy, near-
thundery shower cloud tothe south-east of the
airport, and apparently they were restricted from
their usual three parall el take-off runways, and were
only using oneata time. We spent50 minutes
taxiing, and I counted 30 planes taking off ahead of
us. Aswe took off, I counteda further 16 planes in
the queue waiting their turn. As Houston toAustin
is only 124 miles, Graham’s question summeditup
brilliantly.

“Are we gaing to fly toAustin, or drive there?” Yes,
Graham - that’s why they call it taxiing.

But eventually th e thundercloud was behind us and
replaced by a glowing duskahead of the plane.
Eventually outintothe tall steel architecture of
Austin-Bergstrom airport. Wait for the baggage to
descend out of thesky on ahugeslanted conveyor
belt. This bored Graham as he only hadhand
luggage. Then the five of us (Graham, Peter, Claire
and Mark)headed out tofinda courtesy bus ora
taxi. There weren’t any minibus-typetaxis that
could fit all of us,sowe had a sort of taxi race
through Austin’s out-of-town freeways past en dless
drive-ins (which was aboutall we could see), and at
thelastmoment cutting sharply across 3lanes of
traffictothe entran ce to the Doubletree. (Which is
exactly what the brilliant Pat Virzi warned us all not
todoif wewere arriving by car. Local taxi drivers
obviously don't read Corflu PRs.)

Architecturally,the Doubletreeis a jewel setin a
dung-heap. Itis just offamajor freeway a few miles

from the business centre of Austin,and surrounded
a by a shapeless sprawl of drive-ins.

With the delays taking off from Houston,we arrived
about 8.15 pm local time. We registered, dum ped
stuffin rooms, gatheredin the bar, and found the
place strangely deserted of fans. Thisisnot British
fandom, we thought. Either that or they’ve all gone
outsomewhere toeat. However there was a pretty
decent bar menu as well as some beer available, so
there was only one decision.

Which table dowe sit at? We wereindecisive about
that — moving twice, choosing atable beneath a
massive carved stone fireplaceanda bitaway from
theirritating huge TV screen where westarted.
Then we moved again toone which was a better
heightand shape for food. I liked the fact that
instead of fries or baked potatoesyou could choose
tohavea bowl of fruit with your burger and salad —
pieces of fresh melon and pineapple. A few calories
less.

At firstthe only other fanswhofoundusin the bar
were Tracy Benton and Bill Bodden, whosaidhi to
Mark and Claire in particular and were introdu ced to
therest ofus. Laterin thecon Iboughta Corflu
fanzine bag from them which provedutterly
invaluable, and also someh ow finished up with two
copies of Jophan’s Guide tothe Seven Fannish Sins,
which is wonderfully accurate. Does the fact that I
finished upwith two convict me of the sin of
Collecting?

PatV, the one-person con committee, bouncing
round organising things (and people)
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Soon afterwards Bill Burnsfoundus, and in normal
pose for him was posting from hislaptopasthe rest
of us ate,as well as chatting tous. Weaskedwhere
everybody was, and only when wehad finished
eating didh eutter the magic words “Two eight six...”

Of course! Sothat’s where everybody was, in the con
suite! We should have remembered the way US cons
work. PatVirz, Ted (White, of course), Rich Coad,
Jim Caughran, Mary Burns, Randy Byers,andlater
Jerry Kaufman. Wherehave I been for thelast 20
years? Thadtobring the bad news about Harry and
Pat’s delay, but that was the only disappointment.
Even those I'd never met before were instantly
friends.

My room was in a beautiful setting, with its door
opening directly onto the open-air balcony sh own in
the photoon the previous page. The first night, the
fountain went on non-stop all night; butas the
weather cooled down thenexttwo nights, the naisy
central heating kicked in so atleastthe fountain
stopped being a bother.

The inner courtyard of the Doubletree, from
immediate ly outside my bedroom door

ﬁ“'
Hﬂum

I started Friday determined tobehealthy,and
discovered the American name for porridgeis
oatmeal. Claire, Mark and Spike joinedme,and
then Pete Weston and Spike’shusband Tom arrived
sowe moved tables. They all had full US breakfasts
such as tacos, eggs Benedictandhash browns. The
jokey waiter jdliedus all alongand madeasif togive

The way PatVirzi worked,you'd need about four
people properly toreplaceher. Ikept saying toher
"Delegate!" but she didn't want to. Her consuitewas
wonderful. Small and personal enough tofeel likea
permanent, endl essly stocked room party. And the
work that went intothe con publications,including
the stunning Ah, Sweet Laney! — of which morelater
— had tobe seen tobe believed. Also, there were
little ideas thatadded to the fun, such as the large
print of John D. Berry’s poster advertising the arm-
wrestling between Ted and Graham, and the
magnetic poetry words chosen by each con member.
I keep wondering if nextyear’s organisers can
possibly have as many good ideas.

me the bill for everyone el se, but actually gavemea
free second cup of coffee even though I was on a
different tablethan when Thad started. Great bloke.

There was a deceptively quiet period before the
consuite reopened, but when it did the socialising
startedin earnest. Now I know why Art Widner and
Jack and Ruth Speer arerevered el der statespersons.
Artisa phenomenon, still totally tuned in to
everything at 89. We had conversations about
everything from earth shoes via healthy diets tohis
views on phonetic spelling. On the Sunday evening
when he was almost the only one still there who
hadn' signed up for Geri Sullivan’s dead-dog BBQat
the County Line, Pat Virzi left the consuitekey with
him. Nowaoarries. If I can be as (a) totally
independentand clued-up and (b) fannish as Art
Widner when Iam 89, I will have done OK.

Rich, Stacy, Jerry, Peter, Randy and I headed
downtown on Friday lunchtime to find Stubbs’ BBQ.
At firstit looked closed, sowe went for awalkround
whereAustin’s nightlife evidently is (a) at night,and
(b) when theannual musicfestival SXSW is on — but
it was quietapart from uslot. At firstitlookedasif
Stubbs’was closed, sowe walked around thearea
just west of the central business district, vagu ely
looking for other eateries. However we eventually
got back to Stubbs’s, found that we had been 1ooking
at the wrong entrance,and made our way in.

Super fast food including things like pulled pork
sandwiches. Portionsnot toohuge. Randyis a
really nice guy -had some fun chats with him,
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Jerry, Peter, Randy, Stacy and Rich —outside
inaccurate ly named nightclub

including about bilingual conversations. Askhim
sometime about when he had toreply "oui,maman"
toa woman in a French cafe.

Ialsoenjoyedreadingin Randy’sfanzinethatheis a
notoariousteh merchant. Idothat all the time —
typing teh for the — soitisreassuring otfind Ima
notalone.

As well as Randy, I alsomeet Andy Hooper. I got on
well with both of them, th ough Andy Hooperisa
little moreinitially reserved and a bit “deeper” asa
personality. However Andy (a) spdke his
namesake's lines on the IntheBar Live panel (of
which moarelater), (b) promised to "Chunga-bomb"
me, and (c¢) was part of the Saturday night group that
couldn 't finish all their main courses at Threadgill's.
I1ook forward to the Chungas very much. They
haven't arrived yet — six weeks after Corflu — but I
am sure a copy of this fanzine for each of them will
dropa hintif Andy hasforgotten. (It’s awfully easy
toforget things you say at cons.)

Back tothe con. The bathtubs full ofice and fizzy
drink cans were just as reported by many previous
UKvisitars to US cons. Itendtoavoid thesweet
stuff. Neither fructose (for reasons to do with
reactivehypoglycaemia, even though Iam not
diabetic)nor artificial sweeteners (for reasonstodo
with rotten headaches) agreewith me, soit is either
water or alcohd for me.

However various good friends kept disappearing off
toTed’s room, but I didnt gowith them. Various
friends IntheBar have sincenoted thisandrespect
the fact that I am not personally into getting sercon,

nor, for myself, being around when others are. An
enlightening discussion devel oped, answering the
question “what wouldyou doif one of your offspring
wanted to marry som eone whowas deeply into
serconism ?”

All Coral’s and my children happen tobe strongly
anti; coincidentally, soon after the con, Venetia (15)
was saying thather latest boyfriend really respects
herfor being so strong against any possible use of
drugs when alot of their agegroup are
experimenting. Thatis an age when, of course,
cannabisuse can open the door to major mental
disorderifyou arevulnerable.

My own viewis that15is a very differentage from
3oor so. If our eldest daughter,now 26, had a 30
year old boyfriend whowas a stable user and coped
with controlleduse like those ItB who do serconism,
then that would be OK by me. However Coral's view
on this is much stricter than mine, and it is justas
well that our el dest daughter Dulcie's boyfriendis an
absdutely straight bldkein this respect as well as
others.Y ou may find thisa paradox, butthen I do
respect my patients, as well astheir in divi duality
andfreedom tochoose. It is the problems they
develop that I dislike. Iwouldn't call any of theuse
at Corflu misuse, as it was so evidently under
control.

That clearsthe airthen. Er,no, perhaps itmakesita
bit smoky.

The factthat I don’t doit myself but am happy to
help otherswas barne out by another little tale. Pat
V disappeared from the con for a while, butwhile
she was away Earl Kemparrived, to general delight —
tempered by the knowledgethat Pathadgonetothe
airport tocdlecthim, but they had missed each
other. Patrangin toseewhathadhappenedand
when she found ocuthehadgot tothehotel by
himself anyway, shesaid “I'm gaing to kill him I
Luckily sherefrained from actually doing so.

When Earl arrived, one of his greetings was to ask
me“Where’s Cartiledge?” I whispered: “Goneto get
sercon with Ted and Frank!” I dont think it took
him long tohead in the same direction.

In the con suite I wasable tostartselling Bellissim cs
and taking T-shirt orders. PatV had kindly ordered
a selection of black and white T-shirts from her
warehouse club, and brought these with her onthe
Friday. Brilliantidea — only we shouldhave ordered
more black ones and fewer white ones. Anybody
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wanta transfer on a white T-shirt? Istill have them.
Patalsosaidmost fanzine sales weretobe in the con
hall, where the Opening Cerem ony was to happen at
8 pm that evening. Down there werefanzines gal ore
on tables down both sides.

The timing of the Opening Cerem ony meant an early
meal. Straightacrcss the access road tothe

Dou bl etree was Pappadeaux, a fast-m oving,loud
and bright fish restaurant. Amazingly considering
how crowdeditwas, they were able tofit 9 of usin
thereatvirtually nonotice. Ted, Frank, Earl, Lenny
Bailes, Mike Dobson, Bill & Mary Burns, Graham
andmyself. (See the centre photoon the front
cover.) Seafood cheesy bake for starter,followed for
4 of us by swordfish steak with garlic, craband
shrimpsauceand dirty rice. Much debateaboutthe
texture of Mike Dobson’s mashed potato— doesit
countas starchy or floury? Good food but salty, as
well as encouraging the plundering of an
increasingly rare species. Guiltguilt guilt. Penance
in the form of 3 glasses of water once backat the con
suite.

They servedus just fast enough toget back for the
opening ceremony. Graham has published a video of
this on Y ouTube, with a link on one of the Inth eBar
posts. Ithink the shiny domein the very near
foregroundwhen Graham pans totheaudienceis
not St. Paul's Cathedral, but the back of my head.

Back in the consuite, Lilian Edwards was
interestingly chall enging about Inth eBar, seeing
private e-lists as elitist by com parison with
LiveJournal which she saw as public,notleastasshe
herself was thoroughly familiar with it. It seemed to
my perhaps jaundiced ears asifat least part of her
annoyance about IntheBar was that shehad only just
learnt it existed.

All this tim e we were still waiting for Harry and Pat,
with people anxiously h oping they had got away.
Sincearriving in the USA Thadhad texts from him
confirming they were travelling 24hourslater — ETA
10 pm Friday Austin time — and had texted him
back, sowehad toassume thatnonews today was
good news about them at leasthavingleft. As their
room was booked under my credit card, T had tdd
thehotel the previousnight they weren’t gaing tobe
there on the Thursday.

I decided toask Reception tolet them know on
arrival that Room 286 was The Place To Be, andwas
rather taken aback to find their reservation had been
cancelled! In fat, they had been classed asa “no-

show”,and after I went upstairs to get my email
print-out, thereceptionist was able to confirm the
reservation had been made, and reactivateit for the
remaining threenights at the con’s rate. Butitwas
just as well Iasked, or tofind their booking
cancelled wouldhaveadded to Harry and Pat’s
hassle and tiredness at having been delayed.

Harry and Pat’s delay prom pted Geri Sullivan to
havea brilliant and charmingidea. From
somewhere, Geri produceda 1976 vintage Harryillo
which said everything abouthow Harry and Pat
themselves would probably be feeling — the one
about jet-lag in the Bellissimo Supplement. I was
very moved toseethishad been sdd for 75¢ - by me.
The sale label on the back was in my own

han dwriting. Thismusthave been at Suncon in
1977,which is the only place I could previously have
possibly sdd something for 75¢. Geri said shehad
boughtitmore recently for $5.

She suggested we doan iron-on transfer of thisillo
ontoone of the T-shirts PatV had procured, ready
for Harrysarrival. Pathad the only printer and
computer available,and understandably didn’t want
othersmessing with herkit. Shewas sobusyit took
a while to get the transfer printed, but Iwasable to
iron it on eventually and Harry woreit thenext day.

Harry & Pat being greeted by Graham and Frank

Harry and Pat did eventually arrive about 11.30 pm
local time, and astonished me by being much more
bright-eyed and bushy-tailed than they hadany right
tobe, having hadto getup at an ungodly h our two
su ccessive days to get toN ewcastle airport. They
were greeted by avery relieved batch of friendsand
baristas, andlater retired to Ted’sroom for a little
nightcap inhalation. Ijust went tobed.
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There's nothingl eft foryou tofear

Shake yourarse come overhere, now scream

Saturday was the day with most of the programme
items,including the In the Bar Livereadings. The
sheer fun and speed of some of theverbal tennis
matches and quip exchanges IntheBar firstgaveme
thisidea back in October 2006, and I emailed Ted as
soon as I knewhe was putting the programme
together. I put together a few draft scripts, but then I
heardnothing andrather gaveup on theidea.
However, less than a week before the con itself, Ted
gaveme thegreen light for theitem. The weekend
befare Corflu was given over tolast-minute panic
and preparation of individual scripts.

Many thanks toPatV for printing the scripts offand
bringing them tothe con -having each one on
different col oured paper was brilliant, and h el ped
the readers know which script was which.

I had broughtthe scriptsalong expecting them tobe
donealm ost improm ptu, but on the Saturday
morning of the con, after having seen how the
programm e was sch eduled, and what sort of event
andaudien ce there were, I realised there was arisk
of it descending into chacs if done entirely
unrehearsed. Solensured that those baristas who
were therehada chance tore-read their own waords
of deathless prose,and for absent baristas, I asked
round and recruited th ase with the best experience
of reading or performing in public.

Solan Sorensen (whohas obviously doneloads of
musicals and other events at cons)was Ian Maule,
and did Ian’s "Dear Andy" piece about a bygone
fantasy England very well. Ian alsodid Paul
Vincent. Andy Hooper has alsodoneradio-type
scripts, and read Andy P's pieces. [ was alsotdd
that Lenny Bailes was a good reader, andhe stepped
very com petently into Bruce'sshoes. Lilian
Edwards can alsoread stuff out well, and performed
Pat C'slines. Murray Moorehad handledthe FAAn
Awards nominationsreally well,andasheis alsoa
tall thin fanzine collector,hereadfor Robert L.

There was only one briefline of Pam Wells’s, which
Joycedid. Pat M doubledupas Mary R for one line.
Earl did John Hall’slines as well ashis own, butwas
handicappeda bit by having forgotten his glasses.
Mark Plummer was Jim Linwood,and Craig Smith
was Jack Calvert. That completesthelist of
substitute barista performers!

Thanks toth ose who did their own stuff:in order of
appearanceRich C, Bill B, Earl, Graham, Harry,
Joyce,Pat M,PatV, John B, Ted,and Frank as well
as myself.

IntheBar Live : Graham, Rob J, Murray Moore, Pat
Mailer, Craig Smith, Lilian Edwards (Photo Harry
Bell)

Particular thanks to Graham Cfor im prom ptu scene-
setting explanations -his experien ce introdu cing
songs and putting them in context on stage for an
audiencereally showed.

When theitem started, I saidin my introduction that
e-lists can generate such rapid-fire exchanges that
they can belike conversations, and I had the idea of
seeing how they came over when read out or
performed. Most of the scripts I prepared started
outgroundedin reality, then went offin all sorts of
unpredictable directions -and T hoped tohelp
people see that e-ists can befun and creative. Or
words to that effect.

Iget theimpression people enjoyedit; there were
some good laughs and groans. The phrase that came
tomindwas “more fun than torture.” I wasrelieved
thatat55minutes thetiming was alm ost exactly
right, which was more by good luck than judgem ent.

Joyce was really enthusiasticfor the scripts tobe
published. Ioriginally thought of putting the scripts
in this zine, but after the con quitea few people
rightly ticked me offfor nothaving soughttheir
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permission in advance,notleastas their original
intended audien ce was purely themembers of the
IntheBargroup. Those whowereworried about
consent wereright, frankly. My excuses for this
wrong decision were twofold: one, I didn't want
people worrying about it too much in advance
(which I nowknow was completely the wrong
approach),and two, thelast-minute green light from
Ted didnt give memuch time for reflection, or to
consult with people once I thoughtit all through

properly.

Lessonslearnt:looking back I realisenowitwasa
mistake to expect todoit on a semi-improm ptu
basis,andalsotofail toget people's consent. It'sa
bit different to publishing "best of " bitsin a
collection as Graham has done, as itis being
translated toa different medium and performedin
front of a different audience. It was only during the

I haven’tgiven the deserved egoboo for therest of
the programme. The panel on What If... (fanshad
never discovered fandom) predictably evdvedin toa
series of First Contact anecdotes, butif I'd been up
there Iwouldhavehad to confess that my life would
have been massively different. Even though her
enthusiasm isnowmore in the field of textiles,
which is such a serious hobby it borders on workat
times, Coral and I first met through fandom,anditis
pretty unlikely that I would have m oved down South
withouther then career andinfluence.

The fanzineauction was also fun andinstructive.
Now I see what interest thereis for somehistoric

items, Il have a serious hunt for goodies for future
fan funds.

We hadtowait for theauction tofinish as one of the
auctioneers, Andy Hooper, was in the group of us
whowent outtoThreadgill’s,an authentic Southern
American restaurant. After [ had a brief panicwhen
no-one else was in the lobby, we all found each other
and drove off.

“We” were Harry, Pat, Graham, Frank, Rich, Stacy,
Mike Dobson, Andy Hooper, Carrie Root, and
Carrie’s sister.

Therestaurant’s websitesh ows itis genuine — there
are only two of them, both in Austin, and we went to
the original one on North Lamar Blvd. Andgot

con that I realised these weremorelikeradio scripts
than anything else. Soit couldhave done with being
more fully rehearsed with all concerned getting a
run-through, butasit happened it was all a bit last-
minute.

In future, I think with a bit more planning, reh earsal
andnotice, som ething like this could give even more
fun at cons. Those whoareused tohandling scripts
will I am surehave somegood ideas. If Ido
anything like this again Imay even seek Hugo’s
advice,ashehashugely more experience at stage
production than I do.

The scripts themselves are in the Files section of the
ITB website, for their original audience tore-read.
Thosewhohad been worried eventually gave the OK
forhowitall read.

bloated even on the starters — shared fried green
tomatoes, onion rings, corn bread,and chicken
fajitas. Everything seemed tobe fried — we were
definitely notin alow-fat zonehere:
http://www.threadgills.com /m enu.cfm. Seeus all on
thefront cover.

We washed things down with margaritas with a salt
rim — part of a classic Southern menu.

Therestaurant has an armadill o theme, and had
quitea cute one on display. Frank foundit had a
price tag,anda reasonable one: you can seehim
demonstrating it on the frontcover. Graham moved
quicker tobuyit than Idid (as a souvenir for Pat),
andit wasthelast one theyhad. Damn. Coral and
Venetiawouldhave loved it.

After the IntheBar thread on this topic had
thoroughly educated us on chicken fried steak
(basically, steak cookedin a batter similar to a
Wiener schnitzel)wehad totry that. I was so full
after the first course I only ateabout a quarter of
mine. The black-eyed peasand San Antonio squash
were good but the cream gravy was bland, likea
thick white sauce.

The conversation was brilliant, though. Stacy and
Mike Dobson were full ofinfo about thestrength of
sau ces to gowith chicken fried steak —apparently
eith er furth er west towards Mexi co, or east towards
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Alabama, the pepper or chillilevel rises, but we were
in a chilli-free zone as well as a high-chdesterd one.

And Mike Dobson is a born raconteur. There were
talesabouthis childh ood in thelast remaining "dry"
district in Alabama. Alsoabout a mayor whohad
the job on a part-tim e basis whowas alsothe local
undertaker,and who *very nearly * got way with
murder. I can't remember whohadthe bravery to
rat on this chap or howit happened, but even when
hewas caughthe was only given two years minimum
security, probably because of hislevel of influence.
Very entertaining about small-town corruption.

Mike had driven us there through the cat’s-cradle
thatis North Austin’s road system, with the help of
his satnav. This proved even moreinvaluable on the
return journey, as the signs on thefreeway were
confusing or non-existent. We eventually concluded
th e satnav was Mrs. Thatcher in an Am erican accent,
as each time hemade a wrong turn it would say
“Recalculating” in an extremely fed-up tone of voice.

Weneeded tobebacknot toolate, asat10 pm
Graham’s star turn was due. Pat Virzi had

th oughtfully madeher daughter’s guitar availabl e for
a sdorecital of the Astral Leauge’s greatesthit, and
other fun stuff. Thisincluded Starcruiser from the
Mike Moorcock and Deep Fix album, recently
remastered and rereleased on CD under the title
Rdler Coaster Holiday. Thenext day when Mike
wasat the con,heundertook to pay Mike the
requisite 40 cents or whatever royalties for a
performan ceto a highly appreciativeaudience of 30.

N ostalgia for the Astral Leauge songs was brilliant
for those ofuswhohadheard them the first time 30
years ago. Thereare still some Good Linesin them,
and they are definitely worth making available on ce
again. However thehighlight of Graham's
performance on thenight was an assertively
improvisedresponsetoa shouted comment from
Chris Garciain theaudience. Titled Make It Up
Chris, he hasredone this on Y ouTube — visit
http://www.youtube.com /watch ?v=-{7Z7BDB6Tuw .
Graham’s experiencetelling stories toan audience
really shows.

Graham had to stay in the limelight for thenext
perfarman ce — the Great Unwashedvs. Tidy Ted the
Tokin’ Terror, oth erwise known as his grudgearm -
wrestling match with Ted White. (Alsovisible on the
front cover.) Ted won the first round with his secret
weapon — a bar of soaptoscare Graham with ; then
Graham retaliated with an oversized mock jointthat

lookedmorelikea wrapped tampon. The third,
genuine, boutwaswon by Ted — but the gilt was
slightly rem oved by an extra match with Peter
Weston whowon when Ted let his el bowlift off. N ot
surehow fairitwas, as Peter was fresher.

Then back tothe con-suite to try various Texan
wines, and decide they are still learning, atleast by
comparison with a Californian one with better body
and the decidedly fannish name of 3 Blind Moose.
Why weren’t the Plokta cabal there to givea verdict?
Claire and Mark were thenearest.

Conversations fragmented thereafter under the
usual influence, but I doremember talking about
memory gaps, and asking a consultantin old age
psychiatry’s standard m em ory-checking question:
“’T'dlikeyou torepeatthisnameandaddress in five
minutes.” Only to be totally outwitted by John Berry:
“It shouldnt take thatlong!”

Sunday morning, peoplegathered in the con suite
before the Sunday brunch banquetwhich is a Corflu
tradition. Iwore atiein honour of the event,andin
thehope of living down thereputation gained
IntheBar from the appalling tie l worein a photo
taken at Tynecon in 1974.No-onenoticed the
motivation, but I did get one com pliment on thetie.

Harry, Patand I joined Graham, Pete Weston, Earl,
and Mike and Linda Moorcock whohad comein to
the con forthe day. Mike and Linda are Austin
residents, andhave keptin touch with Graham since
Deep Fix days, with Earl sincehis publishing days,
andwith Pete sincehis Speculation days.

Corflu banquettable,lto r: Peter W, Pat M (rear
view), Linda Moorcock, Earl, Mike Moorcock,
Graham.
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Before wesat down, there wasa chance tograb
freebiesleft on asideboard by delegates at
commercial conventions and meetings. Which is
why wenowhavea notepadin our kitch en which
tellsus exactly where to find a haulage com pany in
Houston, Dallas, Austin or San Antonio. Very useful.
Also, a couple of yell ow rubber ligh t-bulbs which
Linda Moorcock used to givePeter anidea:

Harry Bell on the left, sporting Corflu Quire T-shirt;

Peter W, Linda Moorcock

Two-thirds of Deep Fix have a reunion

There were reminiscences abouthow Mikeand
Lindahadmet 20 years agowhen Linda was
working for Harlan. Far from being pleasedat being
amatchmaker, Harlan was pretty angry with Mike
for stealing his secretary. Linda is Mike’s third wife,
and those whoknow him reckon shehas been very
supportive and good for him —he certainly seems to
be keeping well. Hehad tobe careful whatheate, as

heis allergic to peppers —notan easy thing to
manage with Texan cuisine.

About the same time as Mikeand Linda met, Alfred
Bester’s health was failing. I mentioned Harlan’s
helpfulness in ringing meup out of the blue when I
was on the Conspiracy committee,ata timewhen
transatlantic phone calls werenot cheap. He offered
tohelp the Conspiracy committeemakesome sort of
contact with Bester —very genuine. Harlan is known
for im pulsiveh el pfulness at some times as well as
getting up many people’snoses at others. As Bester
effectively drank him self to death, the discussion
gave the substan cemisuse specialist in mea bit of an
outing.

Later on I talked with Peter W abouth ow enjoyable
it had been having Mikeand Linda at the con, and
how Mike was getting on. He islooking as well as he
has for ages,and was pretty relaxed, even tderating
a GoH speech which wasnothis sort of event — and
later on writing a marvellous conrep which has
appearedin Earl Kemp’s e-zine, el 31. (Envy, envy,
Earl.)

After themeal came the cerem onies and GoH
speech. Ted compéred. Therewasahuge and
deserved standing ovation for Pat for her hard work
and enthusiasm putting thecon together. Murray
Moore announced the FAAn Awards, and Colin Hinz
gavehis GoH speech. Having been selected by
ballat,hehad toendure the torture of preparing his
speech during thecon, which he did by picking the
best bits of his own past fanzine reviews.

Overnight Thadlookedat Ah!/Sweet Laney. 1
thought I'd done a decent production job on
Bellissimo!, but the way PatV has put this together,
as well as the superb editing job Robert Lichtman
has done on theselection of material, leave me
breathless. Idont think I can ever remember seeing
a better produced fannish publication. The other
stunning thing aboutthe production is that the
choice of fontsandlayout transportyou straight
backtothe Fifties — a tour de force of tim ebinding
andunderstated good tasteaswell as care.

Laney is a fascinating and flawed character. I'm
afraid I have yet toread this from coverto cover, but
after reading Apd ogise, Al Ashley! and Jack Speer’s
remarkably insigh tful appreciation of Lan ey which
Robert though tfully placed at the end, and skim-
reading other parts ofit, I havea greater
appreciation of how far wehave comein Western
society since the Fiftiesin terms of social td erance.
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The psychiatristin me can’thelp wondering about
Laney. People whoare as vehem ently anti-

hom osexual as him are quite often having towark
very hardin their own psyches torepress unwelcome
urges. Which isin line with what Jack said.

In the con suite on Sunday afternoon, IThad a chance
tolook in the copy of Quandry 18 which Geri
Sullivan had bought at the fanzineauction,and
found by chance a wonderful littl e piece of doggerel
by Walt Willis, reinforcing what I was thinking about
Laney:

It is with Francis Towner Laney a
Species of mania

That th e sex life of the fan bachelor
Should benaturaler.

Alsoon Sunday I madeup the T-shirts that various
people had ordered on the Saturday, as PatV
eventually had the chance to sit down long enough to
print off the transfers on her computer.

Iactually sdd 8 T-shirts @ $20 a go (or rather sdd3
there,and came away with 5 further ordersforlarge
black T-shirts which I couldn't fulfil then and there
because of incarrect guesses as towhich shirt sizes
and cdours people would want). One of the ones I
actually made at Corflu, for Joyce,had tocome
home on the plane with meas sheleft just before I
came down tothe con suite with it. If I'd had any
sense I'd have asked Rich tokeep it and postit on to
herinternally within the US, but tobehonest I
didn't think of itas I was too distracted by other
things. I alsohavea sense of guiltabout asking
people todo extra tasks!

No-one wanted any white T-shirts. Anybody now
wanta nice Harry Bell illo on a white T-shirt? Thave
6 available....

Chris Garciais one of themost naturally generous
people I met on this trip, and I met quitea few. He
is great fun. He hasterminal logarrhoea, but of a
type I canlive with. He ordered a T-shirt with
Harry’s Cowsin Spaceillo. Infuriatingly when Idid
thisit both was a bit off vertical andlater it peeled
off even ashewas wearing it, probably as theiron in
my hotel room wasn'thot enough. Though he said
hewas OKwith it asit was and was going tore-iron
itwhenhegothome, I did ancther oneand posted it
tohim.

For the Sunday evening, Geri Sullivanlinedup a
massive, many-headed expedition towards the hilly

country tothe west, to a barbecue joint called the
County Line for a dead-dog get-together. (If anyone
wants tofindit,it’s on RR-2222whereit touches a
river called Bull Creek, part-way out towards Lake
Travis. Mr Googlehas tddme so.) Nearly everyone
left at the con headed outthere,almost the only
exception being Art Widner. He said he’d justhang
outin the con suite — and Pat said “Fine —here’s the
key. Look afterit!” Never vdunteer,that’s my
motto. Thardly ever fdlow it.

Theroads were a total mazeasfaras I'was
concerned, and Iusually feel I have a good sense of
direction. John Bgave Frank, Lenny Bailes and me
alift,when it was already getting dark. None of us
whowerein the car with him couldunderstandhow
hefound theway. Rich Coad gotseriouslylost on
the way whilehe and Stacy weregiving Harry, Pat
and Graham alift. On IntheBar afterwards John
confessed tohaving that extra brain cell —and we
got there quite alot earlier. Ithink John musthave
been crossed with a homing pigeon sometimein his
evdution. I usedtowork for a behaviourist
consultant psy chiatrist, whowouldhave called John
amaze-bright rat (as opposed toa maze-dull one).

When wearrived therewas still enough light togo
out on theveranda andlook at them ostly dry river-
bed —in February. Texashas been abnormally dry
as well as warm this winter - theriver was nearly
dried up because of the reservair upstream being
depleted. Later on, on thereturn flights in and out
of Austin on Thursday I noticedh ow brown and dry
the groundwas. (Houston wasa bitgreener.)

Ishared a table with Jack and Ruth Speer, John,
Rich and Lilian. USlicensing laws werearich topic
of conversation ; they vary from state to state and
even county tocounty — strangetothose ofusin the
UK wherelicensing has an overall national
framework. Inthe UK, magistrates havesome
influence over how many outlets therearein any
given area, which sets thetonefor how boozy your
local town centreis. But otherwise thelaws are
passednationally. (Oops, this is a fanzine,not a
treatiseaboutnational alcohd pdicy.)

John Bhadlinked tales about students hauling from
a dry town toa wet one for booze,and theaccidents
thathappened on the way back.... The conversation
alsogavea good gaing-over to crime rates, drugs and
civil liberties. We worked out that Britain’s social
security is as poor asitis because of pressure from
the right-wing tabl oids. Both the Brits present,
Lilian and myself, were l eft-of-centre pditically,
which might explain the conclusion. Though the
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The long table atthe County Line. (There were
four other smaller tables, including mine.)
Clockwise from centre front: Janice Murray (pale
silver-grey shirt), Craig Smith, Murray Moore,
Alan Rosenthal, Teresa Cochran, James Taylor,
Tracy Benton, Bill Bodden, Hank Graham, Randy
Byers, GeriSullivan, Tom Becker, Jim Caughran,
Janet Carrington (almostinvisible ), and (back to
camera, leather jacket,) Pat Virzi.

first significant conversations [hadhadwith Lilian
were at this con,and pditically weare on similar
wavelengths, shewas good fun and a stimulating
conversationalist, even when barking upwhat I
considered tobe various wrong trees (for example
herlack of awareness of the IntheBar list turning
intoan accusation it is secretive).

Iliked both Jack and Ruth Speer a great deal, even
though tostart with Jackhada bit of trouble

foll owing my English intonations and perhaps too-
rapidtalk. Ruth wasincredibly nice,not only
appreciating the production of Bellissimo! earlier in
the con, but alsobeing very hel pful in checking out
theladies' restrooms (see, this US jargon is getting
tome)atthe dead-dog barbecue dowhen Lilian
Edwards,whohadasked if she could havea lift with
John, prom ptly disappeared.

We later gatheredshe (Lilian ) was safe; presumably
she either gotalift with someone else or vanished to
meet the local friends whohad belatedly emailed
her. Johnwasalot less than impressedather
failure totell us of her change of plan. When we got
backtothehotel his comment was “Lilian who?”

The final evening in the consuite was, asyou might
expect, a slightly el egiacaffair. However Rich
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sh owed how much more of a natural salesman heis
than me, by taking som e of the Bellissim cs I'd given
him tosell in the US and hawking three to
unsuspecting punters then andthere.

One other thing I1earned on the Sunday, 30 years
late, was the Smooooth ! ritual. Y et another thing I
have tothank Geri Sullivan for, as well as Harry’s
jet-lagillo, the Quandry Willis quote, and the dead
dog party. For thosewhodon’tknow, the Smooth!
ceremony invdvesa bottle of the best Jim Beam’s
being passedround a circle of fan friends and
drinkers, each of whom takesa swig andraises their
right hand up into theair and keepsit there till
everyonehas gotsome. My memory of this is
already alittlevagueas Iam writing nearly three
months after the tutorial, butif I remember rightly
you keep themouthful in your mouth (if possible) till
everyonehas had some, then you all swall ow
together,swing your arm downwards and round in a
cirdetoaslow chorus of “Smooooth I’

Iwasacting as postman to Robert Land Marty Con
the West Coast,sohadaheap of extra fanzines to
cram intomy caseaswell as theunused white T-
shirts from the Bellissimo sales pitch. The only real
problem I had on Monday morning when I packed
washow toget my case shut. A bit of rearrangem ent
sortedit.

Overall, this Corflu was an overwhelming and
wonderful experience. I don’t think Ive ever been to
a con where there was such a spirit of togeth erness
among the whde of the con’s membership. On the
Sunday night at Geri’s dead-dog party, nearly the
whde membership still presentattended. Itisa
massive tribute that I conld have sat absdutely
anywhere on thosefive or six tables and been
guaranteed a great timein really good com pany.

The IntheBar group, and thesense of satisfaction
andspirit of friendshipthathelped support Harry
andPat’s trip, helped, butwere by nomeans the
whde story — there were justas many interesting
non-baristas, and people wh o have becom e baristas
sin ce Corflu. Other cons early in my fannish career
invoked a greater sensawunda, butnot the
togetherness. Ithasmademe tatally determined to
repeat this as many times as possible. Thatis at
least partly why you hdd this fanzinein your hand —
Ineedan excuse toattend the next one!




An Old Cat in Texas

Graham Charnock
2007

OLD CAT

I guessthe worst conceit any person can haveis that
their internal ramblings and musings are of any
interest to anybody else. Takenotice Chris Garcia,
and especially Rob Jackson. But Peter Weston is the
main prime example of this of course and Ihave
already establisheda charitable trust tohelphim in
thename of my cat whodied of a heartattack when
it heard of theattack on the Twin Trade Towers. Of
course the onemay not have been consequentupon
the other,and the whdeincident may have been
becausemy catwas pouncedupon andhad its lungs
ripped out by a passing kestrel. The cat was old after
all. Don’t anybody lose any sleep overit.

OLD FART

The delectable odour when you smell your own farts
principleabides here, of course, and seemsin fact to
apply tomuch of fannish fanwriting, especially Chris
Garcia’s and Peter Weston‘s. And of coursemy own,
which I parade befareyou herein this con report
sort of thingey, with no expectation thatyou will not
wrinkle your nosefrom the stench.

NEW STUFF

Look, Pat, I said, I've just come across this article on
pagefour of the Haringey Advertiser, after that
feature about crack dealers operating out of the local
Laundromat. It says there’s a convention (whatever
thatis),going on in Austin in Texas, sometimein
February, 2007. It’s called Corflu andit’s for Fanzine
publishers. Didnt we once publish a fanzine, Pat?
Yes we didseveral, said Pat, stroking one of the three
Dalmatians that were curledupatherfeet.You did
Phileand Vibrator and I did Wrinkl ed Shrew
without any help from you Imusthasten toadd, not
even in the cranking the duplicator handle
department.

Y ou ve always resented mefor that,haven’tyou Pat,
Isaid,andyou have often frequently useditas a
metaphor for my sexual performance.

All this is true, Pat said, you non-cranking wanker.
Now pass the other Dalmatian. The other Dalmatian
licked Pat’shandand I felta strange distinct sense of
déja vu, mingled with wistful disappointment, as if
in the past I had been invdved in some kind of
licking a ctivity, the specifics of which of course
escapedmenow. I changedinto my second best pair
of carpetslippers,hoping she wouldnt noticeand
takeit as a personal affront. God, onehas tobe so
careful. Iremember being uselesstoyou, I said. I
was upstairs all the time changing the baby’s nappies
and downing bottles of Vodka, despite hading down
several jobs and someh ow managing nat toveer off
into an alternate fandom invdving brewing your
own beer, and som ebody called Martin Easterbrook.
Why don’tyou gotothis convention thingey said
Pat.

What on my own ?

Yes,asleastit would getyou out of thehouse fora
weekend soI can entertain my self-hel p group of
roundheads and cavaliers in my own housefor once,
instead of gaing tothat expensive hotel in Newbury.
Oh, them, I said, som ewhat sulkily, because I had
never been surewhich were theroundheadsand
which were the cavaliers, and why they all invariably
woremasks andleather trousers and droveVdvos.
Just then the phonerang. It was my old friend Dr
Job Jackson, whom Thadn’tseen for several years. I
wondered whohad given him my phone number.
Haveyou heard about this convention thingey in
Austin,heasked, straight away not even bothering to
enquireaboutthe state of health of my wife, cats
children and Dalmatians. Of course, he said, I use
the word thingey in a totally non scientific sense,

sin ce Coral has always refusedto allowme touse
real scientific terms and IThave thuslost the knack.



Nothalf, I said. Doyou getthe Haringey Advertiser
as well, then,wherever you are these days?

No,it’s the Bournemouth and Christchurch Literary
Review with the m onthly medical digest, and
weaving supplement, hesaid. Look I'vehada wizard
idea. Why don't we both go. Tusedtodoa fanzine
after all,hesaid, I dont knowif you remember. It
was called Maya, andwas probably even better than
Wrinkled Shrew. We could even fly down on the
same plane. I'd quitelike someon e to natter to
inanely in between listening to Dire Straits on my
iPod.Andif you get painful cram ps in your fingers I
could always diagnoseit as painful cram ps and
perhaps comeup with some kind of treatment, but I
wouldn’t count on that, since I tend to specialize in
head-doctoring these days, as we call it technically.

Soa pactwasmade, and so it was thenight before
departure Ireceived a hysterical phone call from Dr
Rob. Haveyou heard, they are forecasting six feet of
snowy stuff throughout the kingdom for tomorrow. I
am going down tonight to stay at ahumble carner
hotel thingey run by somebody called Patel toavaid
the warst exigencies that this meteorad ogical
phenom en on might throw upon us.

Ilooked out of my window.Nonsense, Dr Rob, I
said, get back to diagn osing attention deficit
disorder amongsttheunderprivileged or whatever it

is you do. It’s a calm, mild night with a clou dless sky.

Seeyou tomarrow.

Still, Iwasnervousandarose every hour or soto
look out of my window. Atthree o’clockin the
morning therewasnosign of snowsoIlapsedintoa
deep dreaml ess sleep which can only beconsistently
brought on by large doses of vodka.

Eventually my alarm clock wokeme at five in the
morning and I pulled back the curtain tolook out
upon...housesandgardens swathed in a ten foot
drift of snow. Fortunately I had packed thenight
before soonly had toshave, shower, douse my

arm pits with laxatives (or whatever they are called)
strap on my snow-sh oes and stumble out intothe
murky dawn heading for Green Lanes and a busand
train connection toVictoria to catch the Gatwick
Express.

By somemiracl e of science possibly invdving snow
ploughs the lines to Gatwick and back were open,
although the ones back didn’t exactly concern me
right then. Little did I kn ow this wasnot tobe the
first time meteorol ogical phenomena would
influence this particular adventure.

avaduswhen wevisited San Francisco? Thisis an
aside (1). I believe I'm allowed twelve of them in any
fanzine article according toanew diktatissued by
Peter R. Weston.

By the way (2) what does theR.stand for?

Som eh ow thanks to th e miracle of som ething called
mobile phones Rob and I managedtomeetupat
Gatwick. I'was surprised athowlitlehehad
changed since Thad last met him someforty years
earlier, excepthe was not wearing the samehideous
green tie,unless it was possibly a newgreen tiehe
had just expectorated on. I remarkedupon thisand
he promptly transcribed my statementverbatim,
even asking me torepeat it sohe couldgetitword
perfect. Thesearemy notes for the conreport I
intend towrite, he said. I'm already on page forty.
Oh mine’s a bottle of beer, by the way, I'd offer to get
you one but I'm busy making notes. See what I've
just written: ‘Graham bought me a bottle of beer’.

Befare toolong, and after drinking our beers, wehad
managed to fight our way past thefat Americans, the
paraplegics in wheel-chairs and them others
clutching screaming children and managed toboard
our plane,and even more surprisingly it managed to
take off relatively safely,if that means Imanaged to
avaidvomiting down my trousers.

I used tohateflying,like any normal rational person
does, but now I mentally anaesthetize myself by
repeating endless mantras based on the principle
thatmore people die crossing thestreet than
crossing theAtlantic. But what streetis that?
Obviously not the one at the end of our road where
regularly small children getrun down by buses,so
that’s notany comfort when you re cruising at
30,000 feet with a suicidal pilot. Sothat’s what I was
doing, gibbering silently. Robmusthavenoticed my
lipsmoving becausehe offered mea spare set of
earphones soI could sharehis tastein atrocious
music on hisiPod. Imanaged to bluff my way out of
this by pulling out the Agatha Christienovel I'd
bought at theairport, under themisappreh ension
thatitwasin factan Agatha Christienovel and not a
novelisation of one of herleastregarded plays. I still
haven't figured out whodid it.

Just then my fingers started cramping. Helpme, I
pleaded with Rob. I ‘m sorry I can’thelp you,he
said, because as Thave said befare I am ahead-
doctor, nat a finger doctor.



Never mind, I said, ook Prestigeis showing as one
of the in-flight movies. We eagerly plugged ourselves
in and juggledwith every control given toustotry
andget some sound to play. Butnoluck. Laterit
transpired that we were in the only bank of three
seatsin the planewhereno sound was available. We
complained totheflight attendants but they just
laughed and didn’t even offer us free drinks, let
alone sexin the toilets. In fact drinks were charged
at $5.00 each. Fortunately Thad brought enough
spare change toallow me to getinsensibl e, whilst
remaining apparently cogent, soasnot togetme
thrown off the plane. Remind me to fly British
Airways next time. Isettled back with my Agatha
Christieand Rob with hisiPod.Ninehourslater...

Houston. A pparently some other peoplehad read of
thisso-called convention in theirlocal papers,so
approaching the Austin connect desk, we were

prom ptly leaptupon by Mark Plummer, wearing a
ridicul ous aboriginehead dress and lain clath,
claiming that he hasrecognized us from afar by
some sort of sky sense, although it wasn’t
immediately obviously he knewwhich one of uswas
which, but he managed toresolve this through a
strictregime ofinterrogation.. Did I say, Mark
Plummer, ImeantPeter Nichdls.No, I wasright the
first ime. Fortunately (aire Brial ey was adopting a
louche attitude in a nearby chair, possibly because
shehad been waiting there for sixhoursalready and
hadalready seeped into theuphdstery. Somebody
called Peter Weston also showed up, who promptly
accused me of hating him, but that didn’t stop him
getting on the same plane asme toAustin. If only he
hadknown about my hastily assem bl ed shoe bomb
constructed with justhim in mind.

When we touched down in Austin, I havetoreporta
frankly unsavoury struggle took place to determine
whoshouldgetwhat taxis tothevenue hotel. After I
hadfound out where to get the taxis, some people
(nonames nopack drill) strodeahead of me totake
over said taxis. Fortunately Rob and I gota taxi
shortly afterwards, and arrived at thehotel only
minutes behind *them*,i.e. Peter Weston.

We made it all up in thehotel lobby and agreed to
meetupin the bar after sluicing ourselves down. I
intended to do this myself, so probably did Rob, but
as towhat (aire and Mark inten ded, wh o knows.
Perform some aborigin esky ritual perhaps.

Food seem ed now imperative for many of my
associates, after landing in Austin at probably what
was midnightin our body time. Sowehitthe bar and
orderedfood.

good, I thought, tucking intomy nach os with
guacamole whilst Pete tore at a half-pound steaklike
aman possessed. Halfway through burping at each
other rather than making m eaningful conversation,
Bill Burns appeared, seeking a hotspot for his
computer.

Apparently according to Bill the convention had
already started and peopl e even now were massed in
the convention suite, doing very litlemore than
guzzling diet Pepsis and awaiting the arrival of
someone moreinteresting which just might beus.
Pete wiped thesaucefrom his jowls, belched, farted,
andsuggested we repair u pstairs ust toshow our
faces’. Why anybody would be interestedin seeing
his face escapedme, but Iwentalongwith the
general plan.

Whathorror awaitedusin thatinfamous consuite. If
Thad known I'm sure I would havegonestraight to
bed. Itwasa room full of zombies, perhaps best
typified by Lenny Bailes. Some grizzled grey haired
skeleton best pasthis resurrect date, claiming tobe
Ted White em braced me with a cry of ‘we meetat
last’. A tall imposing man claiming tobe Frank
Lunney looked at me askan ce then seemed to accept
I existed and was shorter than him. Geri huggedme,
but only after I threatened tohugher first.

We drank and mingl edlike only the truly jet-lagged
can do.

When I finally left thatroom, Peter Weston was still
hdding forth, surrounded by his sycophants, White,
Byersand the like, with theair of a man who actually
knew whathewas talking about and didn’t care what
timehe gat tobed. Hey Graham, heyelled I was only
joking about sending you a free cover soIsent it to
Patinstead. (This could count as asideNo. 3.)

Iwentuptomy room and thanks to the offices of a
whore IThadhad the foresight tohire, I managed to
get a night of fairly relaxed sleep, (if you don’t count
the dream about Earl Kemp). When I wokeup she
was shaving her legs and chipping toenails intothe
basin. I gaveher 500 dollars and she seem ed willing
toaccept thatin exchange for mewhinging about
her habits.

I awoke from a night of gratuitous and expensive sex
tothe peculiaridea that Thad stumbledacross a
convention wherethere was an always open consuite
to cater for its attendants and which alsoserved free
beer, and snacks.



IThadnever comeacross this concept before at any
convention, especially thefree snacks, although I
think this idea was oncemootedata Silicon only to
be overridden by Greg Pickersgill whoinsisted no
one should haveundue fun. I cornered Pat Virzi
about it. Is it true, I asked? Y es, it’s true, she
confirmed. But isitreally true, I asked.Yes, shesaid
it’sreally true. I loved talking to Pat, because every
conversation someh ow lasted twice aslong asit
shouldhave. And can anyone takeadvantage of its
facilities. Well, wehad to eject Lenny Bailes for
farting tooloudly the other night, but yes that’s
generally true, she said. Is that really generally true?
Iasked.Yes,shesaid. Sohowmuch of your total
budget goes on this, I asked. Oh,about 99 per cent
shereplied. By the way you are blocking my truckin
thehotel’s garage socouldyou please moveyour
vehicle, I have totake twenty people out tonight toa
restaurant which serves friedarmadillo. I don't have
avehicle, I quipped back, I thinkyou just be
mistaking me for Michael Dobson. Well, can you tell
him when you seehim, shereplied, strutting off on
her high heels. What a woman.

Theidea of having a con suite as an on gaing venue
for partying was new tome in respect of
conventions, and one which I enjoyed somuch that
all the experiencesinittendedtomeld intoone
super experience. I spent somuch time in there I
cannat chronol ogise many of them accurately, but
they just flit by asif on some eventviewer.

One night, for instance, after listening to Peter
Weston talk endlessly about som ething he called
Third Fandom, I staggeredintothe con suiteafter an
interesting couple of h ours playing tonsil badminton
with Lillian Edwards, (atleast I think that waswhat
she called it). Tedgrabbed me, but not in a sexual
sense, or even in a sense that itinterestedme.
Someonehadgiven the crazy old guy a keyboard and
hewasriffing off on it likea man possessed, but
unfortunately not of any talent. Teresa Cochran had
been given a piece of wood with stringsuponitand
was struggling tomake interesting n aises while
James Taylor (nonot that James Taylor) smiled

sh eepishly in th e background alm ost likea man who
knew hewould soon be railrcadedinto helping to
run a Corfluin Las Vegas.

Pretty soon,after talking to Frank Lunney for several
hours I feltthe time wasright for meto visit the
toilet.

Whilst I wasin the toilethaving a good time
entertaining myself with the taletrdl dispenser,
pulling it off therdl and then attem pting torewind

it, and soon, I becam e aware that Chris Garcia had
entered the stall next tome. ITheard him talking on
his cell phone tosomeone whom I can only assume
must have been his mother or else John Purcell. No,
mom,he said, I won’t be eating any rich Mexican
food, why should I dothat when I can get thatat
home? Trustme. And me and John Purcell are just
good room buddies,honestly. There’snotruth in
thatgay rumour. Look, ma, I'vegot over the fact that
Robert deNiroputme down when I'wasa kid. I can
takeanything,hell even Graham Charlock calling me
outif Thecklehim in a public perfarmance. Like
that’s ever gaing tohappen. Suremom,loveyou.
Watch outfor those reptiles, eh,and wear a snow
suit if you re thinking of crossing the border.

Buthorrorhappened when Ireturned tothe con
suite,andnoI'm nat talking about when Catherine
Crockettfell over while trying todotheAstral pde
andladderedher tights, or when Murray Moore fell
over whiletrying todothe bottlewalk, and laddered
his tights.

Whathappened was that Ted, pausing only totake a
spliff out of his m outh, casually suggested tome that
hehad putme on the program to perform musi cal
renditions of my past Astral Leaugehits. Ifithad
been anyone but Ted I wouldhavehithim andtold
him to bugger off, but one just doesn’t do that with
Ted White.

Ispentmost of the rest of the convention, at 1east
thosemom ents in my bedroom, trying torecall and
remember and rewrite songs I had given up on
several decades ago. The worst thing was I didn’t
realize I had perforce becomea filk-singer.No, the
worse thing was actually perfarming this stuffin a
sort of adlib environment, whilst pretending I
wasn't drunk out of my mind on the Texas Vodka Pat
Virzi had given me. Thankyou for laughing Teresa,
when all else fell quiet, and thank you Chris Garcia
for providing the spark thatsetit all alight,and
allowed me to dowhat I think I dobest, improvise
andriff off the top of my head. People seemed tolike
it. Even Chris Garcia.

Most of the things I remem ber with warmth and
affection about th e Corflu weekend, besides when
my whoreintroduced meto a bell-h op named
Manuel and suggested we enjoy a threesome,
invaved convivial meals, m ostlikely in un convivial
restaurants, like the outing to thevaguely Spanish
fran chiserestaurant justacross the parking lot on
the firstnight,and thetrip to Threadgills on the
second, whereif nothing else I cam eaway with an
Armadill o puppet.



Iam notgoingtogointothe horror of what
happenedwhen Harry, Pat M andme asked Rich to
driveus tothe Last Resort which was partly some
shack out on the outskirts of Austin dedicated to
slaughtering and roasting bits of meat. I am not
going torecall this because IThavealready
documentedit elsewhere. Oh, okay it wentlike this.
Rich despite being an American, I think, was frankly
baffled by thearrangements of Austin’s roadlayout,
sowhen he set out with usin the back it was frankly
on a wing and prayer. He kept complaining that
every routehe tried to take fed him into the freeway
system gaing in the wrong direction. This was
confirmed by us passing the same Chinese
restaurant several hundred times, as wetook turns
andintersections.

Despitethishappening time after time, Rich didn’t
seem tolearn,like a normal mazerat might have
done,which Thad thought was a normal process. No,
we keptgoingupand down androundand round.
Now I don’tmean to appear ungrateful. I'd asked
Rich togiveus aliftin the first place,andhe did his
best, even if it was his second best. Eventually we got
thereafter everybody else sotherewas a shortage of
tables.Rich promptly absconded toa table with Earl
Kemp,leaving therest of us totalk huckstering over
whatshouldhave been a good dinner, occasionally
looking out of thecorners of our eyes toseeif
anybody else was having morefun than we were.
Well I know I was. Looking out of the corner of my
eyes,thatis.

Apparently Lilian Edwards spent thenight with
some trucker in alay by. Solet her sueme.

On the way home the second meteorol ogi cal
phenomenon ofthis cuting hitme. I was sitting in
Austin airport waiting for the flight to Houston for a
link tothe UK, when I foundmyselfin a bar behind a
couple of punks. They moved offand I ordered a
very big beer, and then when I went tositatan
adjacent table the punks turned out tobe Johnny
Rotten andhisroad crew. I considered introdu cing
myselfasalong time fan of his, but heard him say as
an aside, ‘Thate fans, they e such a hassle.”SoI
didn’t.

Igot the737 toconnect to Houston,and boarded,
butitstuck on the tarmac because there wasa
tornado warning in Houston whorefused torelease
it. Wehad about two and a half h ours to connect
with our flight to Houston but asit sat there
grounded it was obvious it was never going to
happen.

On the plane I satnext toanicewoman called Kath,
returning home together home with her son, Simon.
She startedto getnervous about the delay and the
way this would affect our connect,and I tried to
mdlify her, without any confidencein my own
arguments.

When we finally gat off the groundin Austin and
landedin Houston it was obvious we werenot gaing
to connect with our flight. Nevertheless weran
hopefully several mil es through the sprawling
terminus tothegate, only tofind obviously our flight
hadleft.

My de factotravelling com panion was distraught
andseemed tothinkthiswas the end of theworld.
We wenttothe American Airlines service desk and
were given tickets for hotels and food and booked
ontothenext days’s flight, but Kath was gibbering by
thisstage because she had run out of money. Igave
her 20 ddlarsand took her down towait for the
shuttle toher standby hotel, which wasnt the same
as mine

Meanwhile I pickedupa shuttle tomy own hotel,
driven by a strange person who pretended to fart
vocally at thirty secondintervals. The bus filled up
quickly because quite a few planes had been delayed
because of tornado warnings. I asked thefarting
driverif theyhadhad bad weather and he just
lookedat mein a perplexed kind of way, asifhe
didn’t kn ow what I was talking about.

Next morning, after the enforced stopover, I tried
ringing Pat totell her why Iwas delayed, butnone of
the airport phoneswould accepta call on my credit
card. What’s the paint of fucking credit cardsifyou
cantusethem tophonehome in an emergency.
Finally I threw myself on the charity of the American
Airlines service desk and on e of the guys managed to
connectme.

Oh yeah, Kath finally caught up with me and paid
me backthe $20.00. Shehadrun out of money but
hadforgotten she had a credit card. Doh.

And sotohome. Tused to suffer from post-con
depression because it always seemeda long time
before thenext one was on thehorizon. But that
seems tobe a thing of the past becausenow I cant
seem toavoidthe slightest chancefor social
interaction. SoI'll be there, whenever,and even if
you don't likethe smell of my farts, I will fart
nevertheless.



The Native Goes Further West -
After-Corflu in SF

Rob Jackson
2007

One of thelast things I did on Sunday nightwas
book a taxi away from the Doubletree for the
Monday morning at theun conscionably early hour
of 6.30 am. Thankfully Murray Moore was getting a
plane to Toronto ata similar time,sowe agreed to
share thetrip. Nopointin trying toeat that early,so
Ijuststuffed my case full of everything.

As T had promisedtoact as postman for thevarious
San Francisco baristas not at Corflu,in particular
Robert Lichtman butalso Bruce Townley and Marty
Cantor, I had totakeaway at least as much bumf as
the Bellissimos Thad brought. Also, 6 white T-shirts
thatno-one had chosen touse for printing Harry
illes. It proved virtually im possibl e to zip my big
caseshut, soT hadtopacka jumperanda fleecein
my in-flight bag. Lucky they rolledup tight enough.

Once we werein the cab,asyou might expectthe
topic of theweather cameup — the strangen ess of
snow this far south, the weather wewere going back
toin Murrays case, and the dry winter. Even the
cabbiewas spitting blood about Dubya on account of
global warming. He musthave been one of themaoare
cosmopditan Austin Texans,notyour typical
redneck from therest of the state. Reassuring to
know that thereare Middle Americans who also have
a global perspective.

I'wasvery lucky on the flight from Austin to SF. I
was booked toleave Austin at 8.45 andhave a 4-
hour stopover at Phoenix, arriving at SFO at 3.05 pm
local time, which was the sam e time as Harry and
Patwere due. However when I arrived at theairport
I'was tddmy flighthad been cancelled but I was
rebooked ontoan 8 am departure *direct* fight to
SFO! Needless tosay, I didn't say no.

I'was given arandom “SSSS” security code on my
boarding pass, which means my bag,shoesand I
were given a chemical once-over. I passed no
problem; just as well I don’tgo clay pigeon shooting.
If 1did I'd have tobevery careful which shoes Iware
togotothe States. There was still enough time to
graba few bits of fast-food rubbish to avaidhunger
befare boarding the plane. I got to SFOfully 5hours
earlier than originally booked.

By this time I was getting usedtoreadjusting the
analoguehands on my watch tolocal time, while still
leaving the digital face on UKtimeasa sort of
mental baseline. I was also getting used tothe
sequence ET/CT/MT/PT, each an hour apart on TV
news shows. (For Brits whohavenot travelled to
the US, these are Eastern, Central, Mountain and
Pacific time. Texas is Central, Ph oenix is Mountain,
and SFis naturally Pacific.)

When I arrived I triedtoring Robert Lichtman to
say Iwasin San Francisco. Though itwas coping
fine with texts tohome, my cellphone didn't want to
make contact with the US phone system. Soljust
rode the BART into the Civic Center and booked in
at the Holiday Inn, whodidn’t bat an eyelid atme
arriving at 11in themorning. (San Franciscoisan
unusual US city —ithas ubiquitous and efficient
public transport.) On arrival at the Holiday Inn I saw
the bus stop for thelegendary 19 Pdk bus.....
Legendary in Bruce Townleys life, thatis. I knew
then that one of my major destinies in lifehad been
fulfilled.

Irang Robert from thehotel. He was suitably
boggledtohear I wasalready in town, but we
arranged tomeet at 2.30andhavea lookround
parts of SF before pickingup Harry and Pat. That



The Retum of the Native — Corflu trip report — Rob Jadkson, 2007

The famous

19 Polk, as
commemorated
by its bus

stop sign
outside the
Holiday Inn

on 8t Street

left me with about 3hoursin which tofind alight
lunch and some extra mem ory for my camera (all too
many photos — the poor thing was full to bursting).

The Civic Center Holiday Inn is on Market Street,
which cuts diagonally rightacross the blocks in the

city centre. As the cyclemaps of San Francisco Pat
V had printed off for us showed, the words “SF’ and

“flat” rarely coexist.

San Francisco, looking up MarketStreet—photo
taken from Twin Peaks on Tuesday.
The Bay Bridge to Oakland visible to the right.
(Note the abnormally clear air.)

Sothetop floor of the hotel was an excellent place to
orientmyself,ready for an Instant Expertact on
where wewere when Robert was driving us around
later.

The neighbourh oods vary dramatically — even
between 8t Street,where the Hdiday Innis, and 6t
Street, where I found a branch of Radio Shack who
knew what I was talking aboutand sddmethe

requiredmemory card, there was a quantum shift
after 7t Street. Suddenly the streetwas full of
hoodies, down-and- outs carrying all they hadin
plastic bags, and peopl e with massive gh etto-blasters
mounted on the front of bicycles. Ilater found out
thisis Skid Row — the original one.

Most of the cafes around were pretty nasty. I almost
decided to play it safe and get something from a
Subway just across the street from the Hdiday Inn,
which wouldhave been a real wasteas I can get
Subway sandwiches any day I am in Bognor.
However justthe same side of Market Streetas the
Holiday Inn I founda pretty amazing Chinese
restaurant called the Moonstar.

Thelunchtime choicewas 150 or so buffet items on
an all -y ou can-eat basis for $10.58. Dim sum,
classic Chinese,salads, sweets, you nameit, they had
it: too good toresist. How on earth the San
Francisco Corflu twoyears ago at thesamehotel
didn’t find this placeand turn itinto fannish legend
Idon’t know. Perhapsithas only just opened.
Unsurprisingly I wasn t hungry until much later
when wewenttothe Tu Lan.

Robert collectedmeand wewent on a quick tour of
SF via the Mission Dolores on the way to cdlect
Harry and Pat. He kindly took me tothePacific
beach soIcould say Thave gat my fingers and sh oes
wetin the Pacific Ocean. Idid thesouvenir thing by
collecting five sand-ddlars (a disc-shapedsea-shell
with avery pretty pattern). Igavetwoof them to
Pat Mailer.

Thearchitecture of the beach-front houses was
remarkably similar toth osefacing the seainlittle
British seasideresorts such as Bognor’s suburbs.
Yes, Bognor has suburbs — goandlook up
Middleton-on-Sea and Pagham. But dont bother
visiting them — San Franciscois much more
interesting. Isuspect parallel evolution — shuttered
wooden h ouses with flat roofs, to cope with thesalty
windand occasional driving rain and spray.

Wedroveacross the peninsula through a heavy
shower totheairport, just in time to wait kerbside
outside the baggage reclaim area for Harry and Pat’s
flight. As well as Rdbert being pleased toseeme
anyway, [ was able tohelp by going to find Harry
andPatwhileRobert waitedtomove the car if
shoved on by parking attendants. Which he was.
Wemetup OK; Idid enjoy thelook on Harry and
Pat's faces when Isaid "Ivealready been here 5
hours!"
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There was more guided tour from Robertaswe
headed back tothehotel. As wedrove backintothe
city we all agreedit is both more comprehensible (I
could fdlow the freeway signs,unlike thosein
Austin) and more human; wevisitors felt we could
actually live there. I shocked myself by realising I
could actually tell where wewere, only 6 hours after
havinglanded in the city.

Thearchitectureis m estly wooden, towithstand
earth quakes, with mostly very fine-l ooking painted
houses. There were sidewalks, and a sense of
neighbourh ood. (Sorry —if that is sidewalk, it should
be neighborhood, andif itisneighbourhoodit
should be pavements.) The contrast with Austin
gaveme themetaphor for the Doubl etree and its
surroundings as a jewel setin a dungheap.

We decided tohead for Lombard Street, thefamous
wiggly steeproad.

Pat and Harry look out down LombardStreet —
Coit Tower on skyline

Then back tothe hotel. A bearded, slim, bronzed
bloke with a bushy grey beard and sh ock of hair was
sitting in thelobby reading a copy ofAh!Sweet
Laney! This wastoomuch of a coincidence— of
courseit was Marty Cantor, whohad arranged to
travel from LA to SF andspend two nights just to
meetus all. Robert, Marty and Iwentup tomy
room, and Harry and Pat were tojoin uslater.

When they turnedupabout 20 minuteslater there
were three of them, as Bruce Townley had arrived.
Much friendly greeting and exchanging of fanzin es
took place. With theloaves of rye bread Marty had
broughtup for usfrom a Jewish deliin 1A, somefor

Robert and some for general consumption,itturned
intoa sort of early evening room party.

Asagreed, off wewent tothe Tu Lan, the Vietnamese
restaurant on Sixth Street that was thestuff of
fannish legend from the San Francisco Corflu.
Thoughitis on the edge of Skid Row, I wasless
worried about my wallet this evening than when I
had been out in themorning — thereis safety in
numbers.

Atthe Tu Lan: Harry, Pat, Marty, Bruce, Robert

Justas wehadheard,itis ascruffy place but serves
excellent food in huge portions, nicely cooked; the
vegetables were as with other East Asian cuisines,
crispandhealthy. However theservice was
somewhat chaotic, if fast; wekept being given other
people’s orders,and when our stuff did arrive it was
in dribsand drabs. Marty has tobe careful toavoid
spices, butwhat Thad (mixed m eats /fish with mixed
veg on crispy noodles) wouldhave been non-spicy
enough for Marty,indeed was pretty mu ch spice-
free. Marty can't dofish though. It could have used
alittle curry sau ce or other spice, tobehonest, butit
was good neverthel ess.

Robert had toleavefor his journey back to Oakland,
but the rest of usrode the 19 Pdk toNorth Paintand
back with Bruceas our host. The Charnax hadmade
the sametripin September 2006 and been
fascinated by a confrontation between a mad woman
passenger and the driver who was almost as mad, so
wehad been primed to expect anything.

While we waitedatthe stop,a young man virtually
skied down themiddle of the steep road on a
skateboard while jabbering away on his cellphone.
Once on the bus we thought our fantasies weretobe
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fulfilled wh en an unshaven, wild-eyed man got on
andsatnexttous, tapping hisfeetanda rdled-up
piece of paperin a non-stopnervous twitch while
staring atus as wetalked.

We were discussing the brackets on thefront of the
bus. Bruce explained they areused to carry bikes or
wheelchairs, and I said th e British h ealth and safety
people waould probably worry about impaling
pedestrians with handlebars or other sharp objects.
Then the wild-eyed chap spoke,and our expectations
of madmen on the buswere dashed.

“When I wasin Jordan they had the brackets for
bikes on the back of the bus.” He got off soon after
that, butit wasa reasonable point. (Apparently the
answer is that as the bus entranceis at the front,
thereis toohigh arisk of valuable bikes being std en
before their owners can accost the thief.)

AtNorth Poaint, the lights of Al catraz were shining
outin the Bay. Thisis where the 19 Pdk terminates.
There wasa bit of a discussion with Marty about the
meanings of the words "north" and "point." This
was as Marty had misrem embered which ofthe
islandsin the Bay was where. Howeveritwas
eventually establishedthat the rest of us were right,

and thiswasindeed Al catraznot Angel, Treasure or
Yerba Buena Islands.

As Thad been up since 3am Pacific time, I started to
nod off on theway back,and slide back and forth on
the side-facing smooth plasticseats as the bus
accelerated or slowed. Marty wenttobed asheis
under doctor’s orders to eat breakfast at 5.30 am,
but Bruce, Harry, Pat and I went tothe bar at the
Holiday Inn for a couple of pints,and I can
remember pleasant conversation including
overhearing some Germans talking and agreeing it
was an expressive language — pun ctuated by my eyes
repeatedly shutting. Bedtime, definitely. Bye-bye to
Bruce outside, till the morning when he was to
return and be Native Guide to Marty, Harry and Pat
(with Marty as chauffeur), while Robertand Card
were toshowmeround.

My room was jolly freezing, unless you used thehuge
eight-cylinder heater at one end of the room, which
was likehaving a jet engine indoors. Very
comfortable oth erwise though. I did have some
earplugs but didn'tusethem. Either I wastoo
zonked toremember, or Thad becomehabituated to
jet enginenoises over the past few days.

Could we have kippers for breakfast, Mummy dear, Mummy dear?
Gotta have them in Texas, as everyone’s a millionaire

On Tuesday m arning Marty confirmed the Holiday
Inn’s breakfasts were expensive, but in the

meantim ethe three Brits with morerelaxed culinary
timetables (Harry, Pat and I) had metat 9am and
gone over the road to Steven’s Caféasrecommended
by Robert. Marty is always ready for coffee,and
joinedus. By 10am Bruce waswaiting backatthe
hotel with detailed plans forthe day’s tour. There
was justtime for Marty not only toshowmehis
Scion XB bread-box-on-wheels butalsotry authis
seat-back vibrating cushion. I havea similar one
which is excellentat easing lumbar or shoulder
aches and pains while you are driving, but Marty’sis
twolevels superior,with a thigh massager anda
heating facility as well. Envy. Americans always do
things over-the-top.

Robert and Carol arrived — though we'dnever met,
Card feltlikean oldfriend, as had Robert when we
met the previous day. With Robert it was likely
anyway,aswe’d been in touch so much via Inth eBar
and also off-list email s setting the tripupand

chatting aboutall sorts. Ifelt I knew Carol via
Robert, as his descriptions of her had been so
accurate and sym pathetic.

Robertand Carol onone Twin Peak,with the other
be hind
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We started our tour via lots of decent residential
areas,including an ddhaunt of Robert’s, then on via
Haight-Ashbury tolook at the d dhippie haunts
turned touristtraps. Then up toTwin Peaks. The
weather fairy had really wavedhis or her magic
wand —in all directions were brilliant blue skies over
cityscapes, seascapes, bridges and blue far distant
hills. Apparently you only getaround 10 days like
thisayear.

Every time we gotin thecar, Robert and Card’s
enthusiasm for SF’s domestic architecture shone
through. They are seriously kn owl edgeable about
the city’s variety of mostly wood-fram ed buildings.
It ismostly low-rise, with shingle or painted
exteriors.

We returnedvia the city’s main business and
shopping district toa patisserie with exquisite
Italian gateaux. I couldhave committed serious
calarific carnagehere, but was already conscious of
futuremeals, th e bathroom scales and the Food
Pdicewaiting backhome. I can’t remember exactly
what Ihad, exceptthatitwas something h eavenly
invaving chocdate, coffee and cream.

Card s experiences as PA toa psychiatrist then
doing assessmentand counselling work herselfhad
piquedherinterestin my own workin the UKNHS
mental health and addictions services, sowe talked
shop atlength. (“Your essay titleis:“Compareand
contrast mental healthcare systemsin the UK and
US.” That’sa book!)

The Golden Gate Bridge, the Marin Headlands and
the distant Pacific from Coit Tower

Next stop Coit Tower, where m any megabytes of
camera memory wereusedup on the 1930s murals

of American workinglife. T1ooked for textile
workers for Coral, with out success — but alm ost
every other form of occupation you could think of
was portrayed. Stunning views from the top too.
Decent souvenir shop: I bought a small dragon
pendantfor Venetia and three tin mugs “Stden from
Alcatraz Mess Hall” for the three teams where I
work. Thesesafely protected the sand-dollars on the
flight home, and now feature pens, paper-clips,
elastic bands and things.

We sawmore varieties of domesticarchitecture on
the way out west — from onewith a 12-foot total
frontage that musthave been likea caravan tolive
in,toa Millionaires’ Row where even if the
architectural styles weremongrel, themoney was
pedigree. After this, only one block south and three
west,and we were on a wide, welcoming low-rise
sh opping Main Street. Almost English haditnot
been for the US road and shop signs. This is
Chinatown West, where Green Apple Bookslive.

Green Apple Booksis a chadtically creative place.
Unlike other stores which havehugenumbers of a
narrow range of popular books, this has only one or
two of a massive range of rare, specialist and ba ck-
listitems.

Card and I both noticed a huge coffee-tabletome on
Spanish art,in cluding Antoni Gaudi’s ar chitecture.
For thosewho don’t know,he was themad creative
genius behind some of the m ostunique buildingsin
Barcelona,including thestill only part- -built Sagrada
Familia church which is the city’sicon. Gaudi was
an eccentric religi ous fanatic wh ose design
techniquesincluded theuse of thousands of
weighted strings weighted to create parabolic
shapes, then inverting the whd e design for Sagrada
Familia. Although he was a massive celebrity in
Barcelona, when he was fatally run over by atram in
the 1920shewassoscruffily dressed that people
took him for a trampandhe was unrecognisedin the
hospital for two days, until afterhehad died. Thad
been to Barcelona for a conference in 2003; aunique
experience.

In the shop I alsoaskedabout John Berry’s dot-font
books, the first two of which wereabouttobe
published. He wasn'tyet on their auth orslist, but
damn well better had be by now. (Plug.)

I finishedup committing serious damage tomy
credit card for books totake homefor the family, all
from Green Apple Books’main store or theannexe.
Two for Coral — World Textiles: A Visual Guide to
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Traditional Techniques, and From theland of the
Thunder Dragon: Textile Arts of Bhutan. One for
Venetia, tofeedherinterestin fantasy art — Freaks!
How to Draw Monsters (very good on how to make
fantasy anatomy seem real). For Hugo, The Art of
Howl's Moving Castle. They all liked them. Sodid
Robert and Carol and Harry and Pat, whohad a
chance tolook before Ilugged them home.

Card andRobertfound alovelylittle dim sum
eaterie justimmediately over theroad from the
bookshop, and the little box of dim sums werereally
excellent. Now I know why dim sum rhymes with
yum yum. They nicely filled a mid-afternoon gap
before wegot toJay and Dixie'sand thetapasat
Picaro's. Butfirst IThadtogobackand completemy
purchases. I'd texted Coral backathomeaboutthe
books,as shehas been known tohave strong
opinions som etimes!

Butfirst, backin the car for more touring. We drove
pastthe old Armory building on Mission Street,a
mondith with massive, forbidding in ward-sl oping
flint walls. Therehas been a bit oflocal controversy
about this. The building stood unused for 30 years
buthas recently been taken over by a film-maker
whohasused it toshoot porn films. It hasno

win dows whatever,so of course theneighbours
wouldn't be able to complain directly aboutthe
filming going on inside. They'dneed X-ray eyes!

Rather than just keep driving round and round, we
parkedupalittle early and went toalittle bar round
the corner from Jay and Dixie’s. Carol insisted I
takea photo of a shop opposite called Weston Wear.
Y ou didn’t know Peter was aladies’ ou tfitter, did
you?

Jay and Dixie welcom ed us to their flat, which is
stuffed full of fascinating books and oth er signs of
creativity such as the wonderful ddl’shouse Dixie
made which has pride of place at thetop of the stairs
up from the street. Greetings also from Mr. Willy
Woo, their famous black pug. Being used todogs, I
didn’t find him nearly as scatty as others had
promised. He just seemedlively andgood fun asa
companion.

Marty, Bruce, Harry and Pat arrived in good time
from their city tour, and Gary Mattingly joined us
too, sothePicaro’s party was complete (except that
it wouldhave been greatif Rich and Stacy couldhave
made it; Rich was overworkedand Stacy under the
weather with a cdd).

The tapas gaveusa very good variety tochoose from.
Jay felt the spicy potatoes were piquantrather than
hot —my view too. Therewere octopus rings; Bruce
christened them Cthulhumari. I only had one piece,
just soIcouldsay I had. Itend tofindmost
modluscsa bit chewy, and the flavour doesn’t
compensate for me. But therest of themeal was
good fun.

At Picaro’s, Lto r: Marty, Jay, Dixie, Carol (almost
invisible), Robert (atend), Harry, Pat (standing),
Bruce, Gary.

However I think I was on ce again starting tofade
with evening jet-lag; I didn’t even makenotes, and
socant say exactly what the conversation was about.
Silly me. I betit wasaboutart, music, IntheBar,
transatlantic trips and friendships. I am sure Jay
and Dixie mentionedtheir forthcoming trip tothe
UK for Alan Moore’swedding. And I have the
phatos toprove Ilooked carefully at Dixie’s beautiful
doll’s house with exquisiteminiature furnitureand
real paintings an inch or sohigh. There wasalsoan
ottoman less than twoinches tall, containing real
papers and other treasures; with my righthand, I
took a photo of my lefthand holding it open.

Anacther sign that my brain was fading was my
failure tobring along any Bellissimos. Gary and Jay
would I am surehave been interested. Then they
could have had them autographed. I'm obviously
nota natural salesman.

IThavea feeling Marty had toleave early because of
hisneed tohave an early breakfast and drive back to
LA the next day. I doremember getting back tothe
Holiday Inn via BART with Harry,Patand Bruce,
andseries of farewell hugs outside thehotel.




Wednesday began once again with breakfastat
Steven’s for Harry, Patand myself. Vaguemem ory
of something yummy, fried and naughty — corned
beefhash or something like that. Good coffee and
conversation too. Robert L came to pick Harry, Pat
andmyselfup for the day’s sightseeing. As Card
had decided tostayhomeand resther back till we
arrived, there was easily room forthe 4 of us.

Harry and Pat had missed out on theview from Twin
Peaks the day before, as they had done other stuff.
SoRobert decidedto put the omission right.

|

Harry, Patand myselfon Twin Pe aks, with the city
be hind (Photo Robert L, on my camera)

This imewe went down thehill tothe westand
north, tothe Golden GateBridge. We pulled intothe
car park and service area on the Marin County side
of the bridge, toexplore the bridge on foot. On the
Bay sideis a small Second World War naval base,
which in the eventwasnotneeded todefend the
homeland as the Japanesenever gaot close to
invading. More relevantnowadays are thesigns on
the walkways: “Em ergency Phone and Crisis
Counselling.”

Then we went round the Marin County headland
intothe naturereserve. Totally unexpected wild
beauty soclase tothe city; apparently nearly
desertedin winter. A sign said “Frogs on Road when
Wet.” Rightnexttoa small settlement was a herd of
five deer, remarkably unspooked by cars stopping
for photography.

Through the tunnel under the coastal mountains
towards Sausalito. We hoped to see the harbour
there, buta wrong turning saw us back ontothe
freeway sowe continued north past San Quentin jail

Patand Harry looking back from the Marin
headland: the bridge needs no introduction

(of Johnny Cash live concertfame, as well as for
housing various celebrity prisoners). This whde
areaused tobe isdated but isnow full of
devel opment. The marina just north of Sausalito was
obviously only for the well-h eel ed.

Thad spare Bellissim os toleave with Rich Coad so
they could bemailed offtobuyersin the States
without incurring transatlantic postage. Just before
we reached Richmond Bridge we stopped soRobert
could ring Rich or Stacy Scott to seeif either of them
wasathome. Stacy had come back from Corflu
nursing a devel oping cdd, soshe was at homeand
happy for us topop in andsay a quick hellotodrop
the stuff off, but warned us against too much
infectious contact.

Sothefamednaked cats, books andrecords werenot
in evidence,regrettably. Howeverit wasniceto pop




in, even if only briefly, and seeher. Itook a photo of
their placefrom outside. I tad Coral I was going to
askRich if I could make areferenceto Coad of Coad
Hall,andshe said "Ifhe's got any sensehell

refuse!" Mindyou, I thinkit was Harry whomade
the joke first, if I rem ember right. Or maybe
Robert. Someone else can take the blame.

By this tim e we were getting hungry,and wehad
been Saving Up our appetites for Robert’s
recommendation of the Sonoma Grill in Albany
(which is between Richmondand Berkeley). This
did prove that American cuisine can bereally well
cooked and presented;the burgers weregreat.
Robert also paid — far too generous.

Then on to Berkeley, the centre of the East Bay side
of thelate 60s hippiem ovement. Harry
remembered how Darrdl Pardoe had come from the
UK to Berkel ey as a strait-laced young man, and
returned with a huge sh ock of frizzy hair which he
has maintained ever since. A revautionary effect.

One presumedsign of nostalgia for thehippie era
was a personalised number plate: “SOW LOVE.”

Robert said: “Perhaps he likes pigs.”

Out of Berkeley, southwards to Oakland. Broadway
Terracewinds up thehill overl ooking the Bay
through houses that areall less than 16 years old, as
the area was devastatedin 1991 by a massive fire
started by someone’s bonfire. Isaid Ihope they felt

guilty.

The fire stopped at the top of thehill, just two
houses short of Card and Robert’shouse (which is
just over the brow of thehill,and of coursehad been
Terry and Caradl Carr’s house before Terry’s untimely
death in 1987). Everyone is aware that wooden
houses area risk, but then so are earthquakes, and
wood stays together better whenit’s shaken. The
forest fire bit... ideally you choose somewhere
without too many trees.

Nottobelittle theactual losses of those whose
housing was burnt down, but if Terry and Card’s
househad gone the world wouldhave been deprived
of some priceless SF and fannish mementos. Card
and Robert still have lots of Terry’s stuff to cherish
as well as Robert’s massive (and beauti fully
organised) fannish cdlection.

Built outfrom the crest ofa steephdlowand
supported on the side away from thehill by massive

wooden stilts, theh ousehas a mostunusual and
fascinating invertedlayout. Thegarage isin effect
the attic, being at roadlevel, with successive fl oors
below. Down a flight of steps to the front door which
is at themain living level. Bel ow that again is the
floor with Robert’s capacious study/library,andalso
some storerooms full of books and other

mem orabilia.

Looking down from the road to Carol and Robert's
house (the garage is higher up to the right)

Card welcomedus all with drinks and a brieflook
out on the patio/terrace which 1ooks out over the
hdlow, butwe didn’tstay out therelong as the
weather had turned sharply coder. Indoors for a
look round theh ouse, which Robertand Card both
protested was a bituntidy, butit was nothing of the
sort as far as I was concerned (but then the Jackson
househddisa chronically creative mess, soI'm not
onetojudge).

Thehighlight for m e was the chance to take photos
of their beautiful cdlection of Navajoweavings. I
usedupmany megabytes of camera memary for
Coral’s interest, and totry toencourageher tocome
toNevadanext year. She was fascinated, but knows
very well howmu ch these would costif bought
nowadays, soregrettably doesn’tthink thata trip
over would beworth it just for thechancetobuy
weavings. Let’s just say that theweavings Carol and
Terry boughtin the late 60sand early 7oshave been
very sound investm ents indeed. One on thefloor in
Robert’s study dates back to1910 and is still in
superb nick with nofading or wear at all. T hardly
dared walk on it.

Robert let Harry, Pat and melook through his
collection, including more generosity in letting us
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takeany books we fancied from the sparesand
duplicates in the storeroom. Tobe honest I felt a
little guilty, but couldn 't resist a copy of “Terry’s
Universe”, the tribute anth d ogy edited by Beth
Meacham after Terry’s death in 1987. Though there
were a number of copies of the Gollancz UK edition,
I thought the US publication looked more interesting
- and certainly hada moreinteresting cover.

Most of theafternoon was spent chatting,aswell as
looking atfanzines and books. There was a real
meeting of mindsin the conversations, both about
matters fannish and pditical. Harry willingly
disobeyed his First Lawasimposedinthebar (the
one aboutnot discussing Middle East pditics),and
there was universal dislike of Anglophoneand other

Western boots stom ping wheremany dont want
them.

Card alsotalkedabout a psychiatristshehad
workedforin the7os. She had lovedthe actual
work, which was administering psych o ogical tests,
buthe wasan almostim possible boss, as he took
advantage of people, definitely including Card,so
instinctively he didnt even realiseh e was daing so.
He sounded atotal sod. For example,he would one
by one steal all her pencils, then when shesaid

“Y ou ve got all my pencils,” hewaould reply “ Our
pencils.” What’s mine ismine,andwhat’s yours is
mine....

We alsosampled some American beers — further
proof thatnot all US beer is tastel ess lager.Nor are
thenames all bland: weliked Arrogant Bastard Ale
both asa very tasty dark porter-type brewand for its
name. Think N ewcastle Brown with a dash of
Guinness.

Just before sunset Harry and I went for a walk just
over the brow of thehill tosee the sunset over the
Bay — see the back cover for some of thevisual
results.

Asmy body clock had stayed on US Central time, I'd
woken far too early that day, soran out of
conversation at times. In any case, wehadtoleave
at 6.45 soRobert could drop Harry and Pat off at the
Holiday Inn wherethey still had 2 more nights, yet
still get me tothemotel Thad chosen near SFO
airportin enough timeforatleastsome sleep. I had
booked at the Ia Quinta Inn soIcould getup at 3.30
toleaveat 4am and checkinin timefora 6 am flight
to Phoenix.

More conversation in the car over the Bay Bridge,
then all too suddenly it was farewell hugs between
Harry, Pat,Robert and myselfat the Holiday Inn.
Finally Robert dropped me off at themotel — I felt
very emotional, tem pered by the certainty of reunion
inayear’s time.

After dum ping my bags in the room, I felt alone but
not deserted,as I hada snackat the Lyons
restaurant across the car park from themotel. The
rest of American society started to makeitself felt,
though,in the sign on thewall near my tableas I was
eating loaded potato skins: “We Will Never Forget
9/11.” Weall know thatwas a total and massive
haror, but should grudges really be eternal ?

Themotel itself was OK, though,and I slept
reasonably from 9.301ill 3.30. T had becomeused to
using TV asa soporific. I stayedin three hotels while
in the USA, and each onehad *exactly* thesame
remote handset, provided by the same com pany.
Different range of channels though, even in the two
in San Francisco.

At theairport the breakfast barshad a pretty good
range — a big bowl of oatm eal with brown sugar
melting at the bottom and banana on top was one of
thehealthiest meals I had all week. Mind you, Thad
nofries atall until the return visitto Austin airport,
and even then it was only because the woman
serving took nonotice of my "nofries" request.

On thePhoenix-Austin leg I bought theleast

unheal thy option of the four $5 snack-baxes. Iate
the cheese crackers and the dried fruit mix (which
was quitegood), but kept the ch ocolate mini cookies
for emergency use only. I ateaboutfour of them
during such an emergency before themid-Atlantic
breakfast. When I got home, Coral nibbled one,
decided they were extremely nasty andthrewthe
restaway. Sothat'syour expertverdict on Famous
Amos cookies.

There was a 40-minute queue - sorry, line - for
security checks at Phoenix, but that merely filled the
gap between flights, rather than leaving me at risk of
missing it. Strangely, at Houston there was no
security check at all - presumably as we werealready
airside, they thought the checkhad already been
done?

Overall, though, my journey home wasaboutas
hassle-freeas one with four separate flights madein
two separate bookings can be. Iremainedwell
enough oriented thatat Phoenix I gavethe correct
time to a woman who asked, by adding an hour to



whatit said on my watch which was still on Pacific
time. In this day and age, it boggl es me that people
dothingslike travelling by air with out watches.

TheAustin flight was full, staffed by areal martinet
of a chief steward: “Please stepintoyour seat rows
while packing so others can gopastand we can leave
on time.” On thatleg,a 20-month-dd in the seat
behind me was captivating -he justkept saying "Air-
pay!" His Mum told ushe did kn ow other words, but
Ithinkhe's gaing tobe a pilat when hegrowsup. So
Ididn't encounter any major irritants. Austin
airport was considerably more efficient and less
stressful than Ph oenix.

To confirm my booking, the airline only needed to
swipe themachin e-readabl e bit in my passport. So
the airlines’ booking systems talk tothe passport
info systems, eh? Thatmakesit more convenient,
quicker and safer, but dont get paranoid — just
accept that They Really Do Know All About Us.

Houston airport seemed much more crowded than
the sam etim elast week, probably as I was headed
for an international departure gate rather than a
domestic one. The food court and sh opping areas
weremuch more extensive, but still not all that
upmarket. There was a Pappadeaux fish restaurant
upstairs, but Thadneither the imenor the space in
my stomach for that. However I did buy myself a
rather dullice cream, and amugattheNASA
souvenir shop, which I think Iremember was called
Space Trader. “It ain't rocket science.... Oh wait, yes
itis.”

Back ontoa Continental 777. This time, the take-off
traffic jam at Houston wasa full hour long, caused
by strong north erly winds which were above the
cross-wind limits for theusual half-dozen east-west
runways, so they were crowding all planes ontoa
rarely usednorth-south one. Again,aswe took off I

could count15 planesin the queue (sorry, line)
behindus.

After arather dull meal,at one point Idid some
actual reading. I found out one thing, and decided
to contact Robert and Carol as soon as Igot home. I
read "The Dance of the Changer and the Three"
again in "Terry's Universe" (edited by Beth
Meacham, rem ember), and was boggled once again
by the sheer strangeness of the world and
creatureshe posited. However I then looked
through therest of the book, andfounda dedication
in the front.

"For Card,with thanks andlove. Beth. (sgd) Beth
Meacham."

Which definitely meant I shouldn’thave this
particular copy — it was perfectly obvious who
should! Itmusthave been putin the storage boxes
by accident. SoIemailed Robertand Card,
apdogised for the eye-tracks on the copy but said I
hadrespected the spine,and arranged to postit back
in exchange for one of the Gollancz copies.

In the 70s, Imade two transcontinental trips putting
meatrisk of jet-lag. In 1973 I'd been to Sri Lanka
for a student elective (fannish reference:Rendezvous
with Arthur, publish edin S panish Inquisition 6).
Then there was the 1977 trip toAmerica for Suncon
(reference: Maya 15,and Gannetscrapbook 3).

Both times, eastbound jetlag had crippled mefor
about a fortnight, though westboundhad been
manageable. SoI concludedthat I was built for a
planet with a 25-h our day — which is apparently
pretty normal.

This time, though, coming east wasn 't nearly as
awful as I'd thought. It helpedthat though I was on
anightflight, and contrary toadvice from someto
stay awake, Thada row of seats tomyselfand got
abaout 3 or 4hours' fairly OK kip.

Iwas justaboutalert enough to appreciate theirony
on thefinal train journey homefrom Gatwick tothe
South Coast of England. The train was stoppedat a
redlight,and the driver was obviously an airline
pilot wannabe. Barnham isa largevillagein a
farming and h orse-riding part of West Sussex, now
taken over by Pdish tomato pickers. Its station’s
main claim tofameisas the junction for the Bognor
branch line. Hence the surrealism in the pilat’s —
sorry, driver’s —announcement: “Good morning,
ladies and gentlemen, this isyour driver speaking.
We are parked at a redlight waiting for the
Littlehampton express which is now passing on our
starboard side. Once that has passed we shall be
making our way to Barnham International.”

By the time Coral cdlectedme from Chichesterat
lunchtime on the Friday I had made up my mind
thataslong as I couldafford itand thelaw allows us
tocontinue to pollutethe skies, I am going to keep
flying tomeetfriendsin the States. Am Ibeing
selfish by wanting tohavefun? Is our collective fun
at Corflu more important than holidaymakers
wanting togetsomesun,sea, sand and sex in
Barbados? Only our global consciences can answer.
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RJ: I'm a long time sf fan, that is a member of
"traditional"sf fandom that has evolved since
the 1930s around books and magazines, and
has devdoped "fannish " traditions such as
conventions,fanzines and m ore recently e-
listsandso on. SoI'm really interested in
how anime fandan is different. How and
whendidit develop?

HJ: Anime inJapancame about as aresult of
Japanese animators studyi ngani mation

techni ques used in the West a the beginningof the
20t Century (which isironic,especially
considering now W ester n animators are becoming
mor einfluenced by Japanese ani mation works).

The first widespreadpopul ar series was Osamu
Tezuka’sAstroboy, producedin the 1963. In the
1970s it began separ dingfromthe Western
techniques todevel opitsownuniquestyle — this
periodintime generaedsuchtalentsas Mamoru
Oshii andHay ao Miyazaki.

With theadvent of Star Wars, anime series started
shiftingfocustowards space opera stories,and the
popul arity of programmes such as Space
Battleship Yamato spurned many anime
magazines, whichin turnbegan generating a
subculturelater to beknown as Otaku. The much-
accla medanime filmAkira, despite making al oss
in Japan,becamea cult hitintheW est andisnow
consideredtobea very symbdic stepin the
medium’s risein popul arity overseas. Although I
havent seenit. Other notabl e franchises thathave
made animpact over hereare Cow boy Bebop ,
Neon Genesis Evangelion andtheinfamous
Pokémon.

Isupposethefandom devel oped in much the same
way as sf fandomhas, although the greatest surge
and base of its popul arity lieswithinthe Internet —
espedally asmost,if not all fans haveat]east
dabbled in downloading fan-subtitl edepisodes
through BitTorrent or thelike. The ‘Net playsa big
partinthe changngfaceof the fandomand its
recognition in wider drcles. It’s still strugglingto
breakinto the mainstreammarket,and I thinkit’s
still quite misunderstoodby alot of people.

Ittendstogo hand-in-handwith aninterestin
gaming, but while most anime fansarealso
gaming fans aswell,by nomeans are even most
gamers ani me fans.

The largest social groups are definitely on internet
forums, and giventherel ative scard ty of anime
conventions and the overall age of peopleinthe
fandom, that’swhere most of the friendand
contadt-making happens.

RJ: How is itdifferent from sffandom,and w hat
are the similarities? Whathappens on
Otakuboards?

HJ: Ah, I havetobe dipl omatic here —I think it
takes certan kindsof people tobecome anime
and/or sciencefictionfans. A lot of animeis

sci ence-fiction anyway, so you can definitely see
some parallel sbetweenstaiesI’'veheard you and
Mum (Coral)tell me and whatI seeat
conventions. The costumes arethere —I can
remember walkingthrough one of the convention
hallsin Anaheé m and beingbewil deredat all the
different costumes, varying fr om the obvioudy
home -made to the wonderfully el aborate. Talways
want to make acostume but I can never bring
myselfto,especially asI know I'dinevitably need
toask Mum for help. You can buy themon eBay
now,but it’s not the same.

There’s still a very social aspect to the conventions,
and old favouriteslike the Time Warp and that
werdStar Trek song played a big part at the party
atthe London Expolastyear. You still get the
nerdsandthe fanaticsandfor better or worse you
still get the men wearing female charaders outfits.
And drinking.

I suppose the biggest difference may betheage of
the peopl ein anime fandomnow —I know many
1415year oddswholove anime andareactively
involved inthefandom, whether it’s running a
website or going toconventions. I suppose it’s the
modern equivad ent of sf fandom, although alot of
animeisfa more frivd ousthan the majority of sf
storiesinterms of its content. There’s a much
greater diversity of anime genres, too —youget
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manga and ani me series specificdly written fa
maleor female target audiences, bothin science
fiction, fantasy,drama, come dy, romance,crime,
horror...there’s agreat richness of ani mation
styles. And you get peoplewho areinterestedin
the fandom simply for the costume designs, others
for the music...there’s a sensethat youre
embracing abit of Japanese cultuwreinevery asped
of it.

In honesty,Idon’t dovery much at OtakuBoards
now,butI usedtobea Moderator of the forums.
Basically,it evolved as a gaming site and then
progressed tobecome a message -board themed
around the discussionof anime. Itsparent siteis
www.theotaku.com, an d now offers abook made
by itsmembers on how todraw manga.

RJ: Wasitthrough being on Otakuboards that
you decided youw antedto goto Anime FExpo
lastyear?

HJ: Yes,essentidly.I was thinking about going
theyear befae,but Icouldn’tas Iwasstillin
college.Thad alot of friends from OtakuBoards
whol wantedto meet andwere attending and
Anime Expois one of thebiggest Englishianguage
conventions in the world. It certanly hasalot to
its namein termsof guests, screenings and space.

RJ: Any highlights and low points ofthetrip?

HJ: Conveniently enough, the trip al so coincided
witha concert in Anaheim’s Hou se of Blues by a
Japaneserock artist,Hyde,whoisalsothelead
singer of one of my favouritebands — L’arc-en-
Ciel. It was his debut concertin America,so I was
quiteproudtobethere. Asitwasrather
impromptu attending, though,I didnt even know
any of his songs whenI went. Not that it mattered,
as I couldn’t hear any differencein the songs when
Iwasinside. ButI got absorbedinto the
atmosphere of the concert and it wasall good fun.
Imade friends with two people who’dcome all the
way from Las Vegas to see him, one of whom took
me asi de afterwards to apol ogi se for acting so
weirdy because he was ondrugs. A bizarre

conversation, especidly as three hours beforel
didn't even know he existed.

Walkingto the concert was an adventure initself —
on the map I found of Anaheim, Downtown Disney
(which iswhere the House of Bluesis)is just
around the corner from my hotel by the Anaheim
Convention centre. So I reckonedon a five-ten
minutewalk. Theproblemis I'musedto English
corners, not American ones. It took me about
twenty mi nutes, and wasactually about amileand
ahalf away.

A friend of mine and his boy frienddrove me out to
Hollywoodtheeveningafter and showed me
around. Itwasreally interesting beingableto see
Grauman’sChinese Theater wherethe Oscars are
held and the Walk of Fame. Surprisingnumber of
porn shops on Holly wood Boulevard, but IguessI
somewhat ex pected that. Nice chips, though.

They took me to a shopping centrewhere Iwas
able tobuy the complete seriesof Beast Machines
onDVD. Thatwasprobably the highed point of

the trip for me!

The lowest point fa me was probably on the first
night Iwas in Anaheim beforethe convention
began, sittingon my own in this gargantuan room
ona bed that couldeasily fit six,and listening to all
the other convention attendeeswho were sharing
roomsandbouncing up and down the corridors
with their friends. Duringthewhdetrip I didn’t
get tospend that much time with the people I
wanted tomeet up withforvariousreasons, andl
felt ratherisolatedby it all. I didn’thave a
costume, so I couldn’treally integrate evenwith
fans of the same series. A costume givesyou a
base for people toapproachyou,and whileI did
buy alovely sleevd essjacket, somecatearsanda
tail and got a few hugsout of it for lookingcute, it
wasn’t quite the same as goingwith someone and
bdngableto sharetheexperience all the time.

Guacamole. That was another low point.

The flightswere pretty bad Don’t really want to
travel Economy class againif Icanhelpit. On the
flight there I was sat next to an odorous Lebanese
family whodidn’t understand my English or my
French, sofailedinfilling out their visaapplicaion
formsproperly and I imagine,were hence
detained at Los Angeles airport for umpteen hours
whilebeing processed. I didn’t wait tosee if they
did actually makeit through immigration or not.
AndIwasill on the flight back.

RJ: Any highlighs and low points of the actual
convention?

HJ: Igot to have areally longconversation with a
vdce actor, Dan Woren, about all sortsof things,
from voiceacting to Buddhism. He’s avery
interestingguy. Itwasreally nicebeing ableto
spendtimewith people I'dmet over the net,and
the shopping opportunitiesat the convention were
amazing. Icould easily have spent everything I
owned(and alot of thingsI didn’t)in thesetwo
leviathan convention hall sset up just for traders.

I wentto the Charity Auction they heldat the end
of the convention and Icouldn’t bdieve how much
some peopl e were paying for signedmemorabilia
and/or sketches that manga artistshaddrawn. I
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think onegid paid upwards of $6,000for one
small sketch. That was ajaw-dropper. I hope
neve tobecome that much of a fan of anything.

Ididn’t go toany of the parties that were heldin
the evenings,though,becauseI didn’t really know
or interact with many peoplestaying there. Parties
aren’tredly my thing but it’spart andparcel of
the experience, sol was alittle disappointed not to
havebeen able totake advantage of that. I saw
some photosafterwards, though, an dwasat least a
littlereassured in my belief that parties are not
always A Good Thing.

Another low point was I suppose more of an
irritaion. Therewasthis‘W hose LineIs It
Anyway'take-off being hd d on one of thelast
days,and members of the audience couldgive
suggestions for the ani me fans on stage to act out.
Most of the jokesat some point or ancther
devolvedintotwoparticul ar rival Final Fantasy
characters beinggay ,or something else of equal
crudeness, so I stuck my handup with (what I
presumed) wouldbe apretty clever joke. I
suggesteda specific eventfrom Neon Genesis
Evangelion,referredtointheseries as ‘Third
Impact’, whereby the Human Instrumentality
Project comes into operationandsucceedsin
joining all human consciousness intoonebeing.
No laughs, so I walked out, disgusted. I'm still
disgusted tobe honest. Philistines can’t
appreciate a goodjoke. I11 show them, though,
you see!

RJ: Many peopleon the IntheBar e-list are
veterans of many sf conventions. One or tw o
of the World S F Conventions (Worldcons)
have been held at Anaheim . One of my
IntheBarcolleagues,Andy Porter,says the
convention centerthere is artificial, which I
taketo meanrather soulless. Was this your
experience?

HJ: I canunderstandhispoint, definitely. Inside
it’s aseries ofl arge, empty spacesdeckedout in
dinical whites and greys,and there’s nothing
particularly welcoming about the buildingas a
whole. Evenwhen it wasfilled with people, they
looked incredibly out of placein theirwild
costumesan dbizarre picket signsagainstthe
barren caridors. Theair conditi oni ng was nice,
though.

RJ: Tw as amazed by the 42,00 ototal attendance
at Anim e Expo ; traditional sfWorldcons have
hardly ever exceeded 5,000. What's it like
being 1 of 42 000? Did you ever feel lost and
purposeless,orwas it OKto be one of many
scurrying ants?

HJ: Frm...it wassomeandsome. Most of the
time Iwaswandering a ound the traders’ halls,so
there wasal way s something tol ook at and unless it
