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In March 2005, a large group of Seattle Fans and a few out of town 
visitors gathered at the Doong Kong Lau, our favorite large-fannish-
group-with-out-of-town-visitors Hakka Chinese restaurant.1 After the 
fortune cookies and orange wedges arrived, we played the Chinese 
fortune cookie game just as we used to do when we lived in NYC and 
went to the Chuan Hong, our favorite New York large-fannish-group-with-
out-of-town-visitors Sechuan Chinese restaurant. It involves everyone 
taking a cookie but not opening it right away. One person chooses 

another at the table and asks him/her a question. They then open their cookie and read the 
response, often to hysterical results. You go around the table taking turns until everyone has 
asked a question, opened a cookie, and read the response. (Sometimes it just doesn’t work at 
all, of course, but our favorite example is when just before the 1976 Worldcon, someone asked 
Jerry if we would win the Best Fanzine Hugo for which The Spanish Inquisition had been 
nominated, and Jerry’s cookie said, “Every fool will find another fool to admire him.” However, 
alas, we didn’t win.) I was asked, of course, if I would win the TAFF race. My fortune cookie 
said, “You will be called to fill a position of high honor and responsibility.” Just so. 
 
A short time later I found that I was the lucky winner of the West-East TransAtlantic Fan Fund 
race, and as the TAFF delegate, took a trip to the UK to visit fans and attend Interaction, the 
2005 Worldcon in Glasgow, Scotland. Making a trip to visit fans and attending the destination 
convention are two of the duties of the TAFF winner; writing up a trip report is another. Not all of 
us have been able to turn out a full report over the years, although I am sure that every TAFF 
winner has intended to do so. Just this past year, Steve Stiles, the 1968 TAFF winner, published 
his full TAFF report, so I am not too embarrassed to be publishing this report of my TAFF trip a 
mere 3-1/2 years after the fact. 
 
Most of you know that I am not a prolific writer; it is hard work for me, but I felt that it was part of 
my obligation to TAFF and those who voted for me to make the effort to turn out an interesting, 
informative report, and set out to do so. Then the trip started. 
 
Jerry Kaufman and I set out on August 2, 2005 on a trip that started in Glasgow, Scotland and 
Interaction, then on to Birmingham, Cambridge, and finally London. We only had two weeks for 
the trip and with one day completely shot with travel and almost six days at Worldcon, it was far 
too short a time to really see all the Brits I would have loved to visit, but we covered as much 
ground as we could.  
 
And here is my “the dog ate my homework” story in a nutshell -- I started out at Sea-Tac Airport 
earnestly making notes for this report. Because of vacation timing, we needed to begin the trip 
by first attending Worldcon, so we were off to Glasgow via London/Heathrow. After a fun-filled 9 
hour flight in a British Airways sardine tin, we made our way through Heathrow to British 
Midlands and a short flight to Glasgow, during which BMI temporarily lost Jerry’s main piece of 
luggage, and thus our adventure began. 
 
After registering and getting my bearings at the hotel and SECC, I again earnestly sat down 
and made a few more notes on the trip. This, essentially, was to be the last time I made any 
substantive notes during our trip. I soon realized that I could either be at the con or write about 
it2. But I also knew that after the con we had a four-hour train trip to Birmingham coming up, 
and I was determined to spend part of that time catching up on my notes. Didn’t remember 

                                                 
1 Now, alas, gone. 
2 See jet lag, later in report. 
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after more than 16 years since a major train trip that I get violently motion sick if I try to write 
while the train is moving. We were riding backwards. Jerry took lots of notes during our trip; I 
observed keenly whenever I was more or less conscious.3  Jerry diligently wrote the major part 
of this report, and finished it quite a while ago. Now it’s my turn to attempt to remember my 
experiences. 
 
The combined result is Jerry’s Suzle’s 2005 TAFF Trip Report, by Jerry Kaufman and 
Suzanne Tompkins, PO Box 25075, Seattle, WA 98165, available for $7.00 postpaid from this 
address.  All proceeds to TAFF, of course. 
 
In order to not either duplicate Jerry’s work or rewrite it from my point of view, we’ve decided to 
each use a different font. I have edited Jerry’s report for accuracy, wording, and filled in some 
blanks he left for me, etc., as well, but won’t change fonts in mid-stream, as it were, at least 
most of the time. Suzle’s font is Arial . Jerry’s font is Times New Roman. 
 
 

Suzle’s & Jerry’s Travels in The United Kingdom in 2005… 
 

[August 2nd] In late morning, Cliff Wind drove Suzle and me to British Airways at SeaTac 
International Airport. Standing in line to check in, I was about to say to Suzle that we weren’t likely to see 
anyone we knew on our flight when the Bear clan (Greg, Astrid, Alexandra and Erik) passed us on their 
way to the SAS desk. We breezed through the line and security, and found the new section of the airport, 
the Pacific Marketplace, an atrium area with many shops and restaurants that we hadn’t seen before this 
trip. I sat with a latte and pastry, beginning these notes, while Suzle waited for service at Maki of Japan. 

On the flight, we shared our row with a cute videogame designer named Melissa, who worked for 
Microsoft and was on her way to a conference on women in the videogame industry. When we weren’t 
chatting, Suzle and I were watching Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy on the little TV monitors on the 
seatbacks. My headphones kept cutting in and out, so I think I’ll want to watch it again sometime.  

The seats were quite narrow, and the plane was warm, with no individual air nozzles to cool us. I 
was pretty uncomfortable, and couldn’t sleep, so I listened to Ziggy Stardust and the Spiders from Mars 
(David Bowie) and Parallel Lines (Blondie) on BA’s audio channel, repeatedly checked the in-flight map 
showing our progress over Canada and Greenland, or simply stared at my reflection on the screen.  

The flight crew was lovely; the food quite good, and I enjoyed the small video screen, tiny 
and fuzzy as it was, with movies, TV programs, comedy, and especially that in-flight map which 
showed our airspeed, elevation, and flight progress. It seemed to make the trip go faster. We 
also left on time and arrived a bit early, and that was really appreciated. I hadn’t specifically 
noted the cute videogame designer, but did use the term “cattle car” in my notes. And I was 
really distressed when I discovered the lack of the air nozzles! Plane travel, which I used to love, 
has turned a bit nightmarish, especially long flights, as they are physically so uncomfortable that 
I’d almost rather not travel at all. Narrow seats and heat are my main problems. I carry a small 
battery-operated fan (thank you, Brookstone!) that is a real ghod-send in many places, but never 
thought I’d need it most of the time on the flight. Would the batteries last? Would I use up my 
spares the first day of the trip?  

 
[August 3rd] We finally arrived at Heathrow at 11:15 am London time, collected our luggage, and 

took a train to get from Terminal 4 to Terminal 1. (This was not a subway built by the airport, like the one 
at SeaTac – this was a regular train called the Heathrow Express that stopped at both terminals on its way 
to and from Kings Cross in London.) We found British Midlands’ (aka BMI) check in. They had an 

                                                 
3 Ditto. 



 

2005 TAFF Trip Report 3 

automated self-check area, and a helpful BMI employee who walked us through the process. We were 
more concerned than they were about having three checked bags, as we thought this might 
make our luggage over the weight limit. (The extra bag was needed as we were carrying TAFF 
auction items, fanzines, dressy clothes for Hugo attendance, etc. which we would not have had 
on a “regular” trip.) 

Then we broke a fiver for our first purchase on British soil, getting snacks and coffee. I explored a 
WH Smith newsstand to scope out magazines, and found that New Musical Express (now simply NME), 
Private Eye, and even The Beano are still published. I even spotted a familiar American face among those 
waiting for the flight to Glasgow, but didn’t identify it until later. 

The BMI plane, although smaller than the BA one, was more comfortable (Good seats! Coolth!). 
So we relaxed until we arrived in Glasgow. I even struck up a conversation with a woman sitting next to 
us to find out a little more about the city. She explained that famous Glasgow street Sauciehall is 
pronounced “Sukiehall,” and referred to “Sukie and Buckie,” meaning the area around Sauciehall and 
Buchanan Streets.  

We walked to the baggage claim carousel and quickly found two of our three suitcases. After 
fifteen or twenty minutes of waiting, number three had not appeared. A handful of other people were still 
around. I saw the familiar face again, as well as several other fannish types. One of them was Faye 
Ringel, an East Coast fan we used to see frequently in the 1970s, when we lived in New York and hit all 
the cons from Boston to DC.  

She was traveling with the familiar face, who turned out to be Greer Gilman, a fan and writer from 
Boston, I think. Their suitcases were missing in action, as well as those of three or four other fans from 
our flight.  

We left a description of my missing suitcase — which held nearly all my clothing, including the 
good suit I’d bought only weeks before – with the baggage office, said goodbye to Faye and Greer, and 
walked out of the airport terminal and across the road, next to the parking garage, to the Holiday Inn, 
where we planned to stay our first night. We figured we’d be too exhausted to socialize after the flight, 
which we were, but it also turned out to be very convenient for our numerous trips back to baggage claim 
to see if my suitcase showed up, which it didn’t.  

The Holiday Inn restaurant was too expensive, so we ate at a Harry Ramsden’s Fish & Chips back 
at the airport. Not bad, we thought, for a chain. (My notes actually say “mediocre” but also note that 
the fish was haddock, which I really like, but cannot get in Seattle, so it was nevertheless 
enjoyed.) 

I need to mention why, aside from extra stuff that we had to take for this trip, we had to 
check three bags, and not just carried one of them onto the plane. I had a purse and a carry-on 
bag, which between the two had everything that I was afraid to leave in checked luggage, items 
really needed on the trip (which from Seattle is about 16 hours total time and an overnight), and 
a few things “just in case” based on my 1979 return trip from Worldcon in Brighton when they 
cancelled the flight until the next day, but kept our bags…). Jerry also had two carry-ons, his 
backpack and CPAP, which he explains here. 

Because I have sleep apnea, I snore loudly. To treat it I wear a “mask” at night, hooked up to a 
Continuous Pressure Air Pump (CPAP). This keeps my air passages open, improving my sleep, and 
eliminating the snores. Unfortunately, I can’t bear it for an entire night, and sometimes take it off early. 
(I’ve done this both consciously and unconsciously.)  

 
[August 4th] The next morning was one of those times – I took it off around 4 am and woke Suzle 

about 5:30, when she got up early and shooed me from the room so she could shower and freely wander 
about doing Suzle things. (Such as hunting for the hair dryer. I’d been told that there was no need 
to bring my travel one as most places now provided them. This proved to be true, but as they 
are not kept in the bathroom, but in the bedroom – somewhere – finding them became 
something of an adventure. In the haze of little sleep and general travel-weirdness, somehow I 
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hadn’t thought to open up the solid-looking desktop, where it turned out there was a mirror on 
the inside, turning the desk into a vanity, and a well with the dryer.) 

 I went to the Starbucks in the airport (yes, the things are everywhere). After checking baggage 
claim again, I settled in with a coffee and pastry, and dutifully wrote postcards, something I never did 
again during the trip. (I was the postcard sender this time and did manage to post quite a number 
at various stages of the trip.) Back at baggage claim again, I left our new contact information for the 
Moat House. 

This was the fancy hotel connected to the Scottish Exhibition and Conference Centre, the venue 
for the Worldcon. We took a cab there, enjoying our view of the Clyde River, its cranes and bridges. Then 
the Clyde Auditorium came into view, its great overlapping layers explaining its nickname of “the 
Armadillo.” Once we saw how isolated the Moat House, SECC and Armadillo were from anything else, 
we were glad we’d opted to stay there.  

I had done copious research on Worldcon hotels, both for the con itself and for that one-
night stay when we’d first arrived. Realizing that the Moat House was the site of all of the fan 
programming and nearest to the SECC convinced me that we needed to stay there in spite of its 
$200/night price tag. This is also a reason we didn’t go straight to the con hotel from the airport 
the night before. For the con, I was preparing to “bite the bullet” and pay it ourselves, with TAFF 
picking up at least part of my half, when I was told by Mark Herrup, Hotel Liaison, that Interac-
tion would be able to cover four of our five nights there. They had originally intended to make 
reservations for us at one of the other hotels but accommodated us greatly by making this 
transfer and allowing us to pay the difference. This, along with the free membership, benefited 
TAFF by almost $1000. I thanked them several times and hope that everyone who should have 
received this TY did so. 

Although we were very early, our room was ready. I was 
really impressed with the room which had a small fridge 
(originally the mini-bar, apparently) and air conditioning, 
neither expected.  

We stowed our things, looked out the window at the Clyde 
River and Auditorium, and went down to the lobby to explore. We 
immediately ran into urbane Peter Weston, who introduced us to 
his tall, elegant wife Eileen and their friend, caustic and white-
haired Harry Harrison. We followed them through the interior 
walkways that connected the Moat House to the SECC. The path 
wound through what seemed like endless corridors, up and down 

short flights of stairs. Along the way we met Joe and Gay Haldeman, and all of us helped a woman in a 
wheelchair to negotiate a small elevator at one of the stair flights.  

We arrived at the SECC, riding an escalator into the hall. It was a typical convention center, with a 
pub and cafe at the near end, and large exhibition spaces along the sides and at the far end. Upstairs, we 
could see another pub with lounging drinkers looking down at the passing scene. The registration lines 
were off to our left, so Suzle and I each found our line to pick up our badges, program books, and so 
forth.  

I was worried about getting my suitcase back, and wanted a clean shirt. So while Suzle found the 
Programme Participant desk, I hunted down the convention’s Souvenir Sales. Among the t-shirts, carry 
bags and other items, I found a lovely long-sleeved denim shirt with a small, tasteful convention logo high 
on the left front. I reserved one until I could return with £22 in hand.  

Meanwhile, Suzle was at the Programme Participants’ Desk, envelopes in hand, talking to famous 
SMOF Priscilla Olson. Although the envelope included our schedules and Important Information, it didn’t 
include ribbons, so we wandered through the SECC’s back corridors until we found Programming 
Operations, a stuffy little room across the way from the main Green Room. Janice Gelb, who was one of 
the folks in charge, gave us ribbons and showed off her new ring, the symbol of her coming union with 
Australian Steven Boucher.  
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In quick order I got some nice fresh £20 notes, paid for my new shirt, returned to our room and 
changed, rushed back to the SECC, and failed to find Suzle. Andy Porter, looking almost gaunt, and I 
searched for her in the Terrace Bar, then in the café at the near end of the hall. No luck but I did find fans 
like Dave Langford, Maureen Speller Porter, Paul Kincaid, and met for the first time Tony Keen and 
Geneva Melzack. The latter two gave me fanzines, although that turned out to be the bulk of our 
communication during the weekend. (I was actually sitting on the mezzanine level, making those 
notes I mentioned earlier. I’d also gotten £s at the ATM – we’d actually arrived with only £20 to 
our names, two fivers that I’d found when looking through info from our previous trip – in 1989 – 
and £10 that John Berry had sent us to have a pint on him during our trip as it had turned out we 
could not get together with him due to timing problems. Thank you, again, John. Getting cash at 
ATM’s did prove once again to be the cheapest way to “exchange” money.) 

We had some small items for the United Fan Fund auction (the bulk of the material was in my 
still-missing suitcase), so we took them to the Fan Room, which was gradually being whipped into shape. 
The shape was rectangular, with sales and display tables around the sides, lots of small tables, chairs, 
sofas and other furniture grouped throughout the room. Then we went to one of the rooms flanking it, for 
the Fan Room Opening Ceremonies. 

To our surprise, the room was packed. (At a US convention, a 
similar event would have attracted thirty attendees, tops.) At the front, 
short but imposing Alison Scott and the rest of her family and cohorts, 
known collectively as “the PLOKTA Cabal,” made their announce-
ments and instructed all to have fun. (“PLOKTA” is both an acronym 
for “Press Lots of Keys to Abort” and the title of the fanzine that 
Alison edits, along with Mike Scott (no longer related) and Steve 
Davies.) We Fan Fund winners, the GUFF delegates, Damien 
Warman & Juliette Woods, and me, were introduced, and 
generally made to feel welcome and quite honored …. 

The Fan Lounge, along with the meeting rooms one either side, were in the Lower Level of the 
Moat House (the Argyll Rooms), just off a small lobby. The lobby doubled as a snack bar, which in 
Britain means it serves not only food but also drink – strong drink. Over the weekend I had beer, whiskey 
and liqueur (Glavna, I think) there. The beer was special. The convention had arranged with a Glasgow 
brewery to bring in barrels of Real Ale. They had half a dozen different varieties from pale ale to thick, 
dark stout. (I fell in love with the Red Middy.) 

Actually, this entire Moat House Fan area was really a small con within Worldcon deftly 
run by the Plokta cabal and friends. With the large Lobby bar/lounge, two meetings rooms and 
fan lounge to boot, one could just stay there and attend a great con if only the entire rest of the 
Worldcon weren’t just next-door at the SECC. This was quite the best place to hang out, find 
friends and not-yet-known-to-us fans, and I decided right away that this was where I should 
spend my time as the “TAFF Delegate.” While I was not as successful as I’ve have liked at 
meeting new folks during the con, we did find old friends there, and one of my favorite bits of the 
trip was lounging about for a while with Dave Langford and Greg Pickersgill that first afternoon 
of the con sharing some of that very good beer. 

Suzle and I bought sandwiches, found room with Mary Kay Kare and others, and fell to. When 
Patrick Nielsen Hayden wandered by, sandwich in hand, we 
gestured at him to sit, too, but our mouths were all too full to talk. 
This was regrettable, but we did get more chances to talk with 
sharp-witted and passionate Patrick. Mary Kay is now a Seattle 
resident, so we get to talk with her fairly often at home. And luckily, 
she’d been able to bring one bag of auction/fan material with 
her for us, so not all was in the missing suitcase.  

I do have a few regrets about how I spent some of the 
time at the con, though. Some of it was unavoidable, of 
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course. When the Programme Committee sent us lists of items we were to be on, they left out Opening 
and Closing Ceremonies. Since neither of us finds these events terribly interesting, (although this is one 
time when I was thinking of attending because of the TAFF connection), we thought that we would 
skip Opening and head into Glasgow to find me some underwear and shirts in case my suitcase stayed 
lost. There were cabs lined up outside the Moat House for custom, so we easily got transport. On the way 
into town the cabbie told us about his daughter in California. “I’ve been to your country twenty times,” he 
bragged. 

The cab let us out near Debenham’s, a department store, and we toured its main floor. I found 
socks and undershorts easily; Suzle, who’d decided she needed a jacket for the cool evenings, couldn’t 
find the type of thing she was looking for. When she asked a sales clerk for help, the conversation 
involved mutual incomprehension. 

We also wanted stamps to mail postcards home, so we walked past Glasgow’s Museum of Modern 
Art, through an old mews past a Borders Books housed in a beautiful neo-classical building, to the main 
Post Office. Here we found not only the things Americans expect but also a full range of greeting cards, 
postcards, and gift items. (US Post Offices have gradually added similar items.) 

We caught another cab. “I’ve been to your country nine times,” offered the cabbie. “The other 
cabbie went twenty times.” “That sounds like McIlheny. He’s got a daughter in California.” 

Later that day, I found out that I’d been introduced to the assembled multitude during 
Opening, and was quite embarrassed to have not been there, even if we did have something of 
a good excuse. During the first days of the con, worry over Jerry’s lost bag did take up more 
time and effort, I now realize in retrospect, than it should have. 

We got back to the Moat House just in time to get to the Green Room before Suzle’s panel, “Into 
the Navel of Fandom.” “Green Room” in this case was not a descriptive name. It was a broad space on the 

mezzanine overlooking the Moat House’s lobby, bar and restaurant, 
with chairs grouped around four or five tables. The programming 
staff were checking people off their list of participants, handing out 
name tents, and fetching drinks from the bar. Each participant got 
one drink – mineral water, soda pop, beer, gin and tonic, whatever 
they wanted. (Even if the participant bypassed the Green Room and 
showed up at the programming item, some volunteer would bring 
them their perquisite drink.) This is a fabulous idea that could 
never happen at US cons. Between the arcane/bizarre liquor 
laws and budgetary considerations – all the drinks came from 
the hotel, of course – it’s just too difficult to carry off. As a 

programme participant, I certainly appreciated this, though. As a frequent con hotel liaison, I 
was amazed that it could happen. 

Suzle’s panel (full title: “Into the Navel of Fandom and Other Scary Journeys”) was about the 
value of fan history, near as we could understand, and was dominated by Greg Pickersgill, in his now 
official role of gadfly. “Fun Fandom makes me sick!” he announced. “Should fandom be fun?” became 
the topic of discussion, with the key question being whether fan history in itself could be considered fun – 
or made to seem so. The rest of the panel, Geneva Melzack, Joe Siclari, Lars-Olof Strandberg and Damien 
Warman, tried to hold their own, but only Joe, the moderator, made much of an impression. Joe’s a much 
lower-key personality than Greg, but his love of fandom and fan history came through strongly.  

“Jetlag” footnote: Several of the panels in which I participated were held in the late 
afternoon, this one at 5 PM. While attempting to be a witty and interesting panel member, I 
started to realize that this trip my “jetlag” was taking the form of my being brain dead in, 
unfortunately, the late afternoon. It took almost a week for me to “recover” this time. 

I think that I must have been rather underwhelming on the panel, but the panel itself 
certainly drew in many audience members. Had it actually needed funny/scary trip stories, which 
I briefly thought it might be about, I had been all ready with a few. 
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Afterward, Suzle went back to the room while Joe and I browsed through the stacks of free 
fanzines in the Fan Room, the remnants of the Memory Hole archives combined with other stashes of 
duplicates. I found a nearly complete run of Sue Jones’ Tortoise, and Joe picked up various Christina 
Lake and Lilian Edwards zines at my suggestion. We made plans to go to dinner, just Edie Stern (his 
wife), Suzle, Joe and me; at the same time, Edie made similar plans with Edd Vick and Amy Thomson. 
So we were six and a half (counting their daughter Katie as a half).  

We settled on Est Est Est, a Mediterranean restaurant in the City Centre. We stepped out of the 
Moat House to the cabstand by the entrance, and found several parties ahead of us, including Brian 
Aldiss. I reintroduced Suzle and myself (we’d been his houseguests, briefly, several decades earlier) and 
asked if we should now call him Sir Brian in light of his Order of the British Empire honor. He explained 
with great dignity that the OBE is not a knighthood.  

Moments later yet more people came and stood behind us. As the wait stretched on, Joe went back 
inside and asked the concierge to call many more cabs. Eventually a fleet arrived and we were away. 

Est Est Est turned out to be more Italian than Greek (disappointing Edie) but with fine food and 
crayons. While Katie drew flowers and an ocean-going ship on a paper hat, the rest of us dug into 
rosemary chicken, new potatoes and crisp, skinny green beans and talked about Amy’s adventures in 
Outer Mongolia, Vincent Clarke’s place in the hearts of trufans, and Joe and Edie’s plan to run a Florida 
convention from their home in Yorktown Heights, New York. (Reminded me of SunCon, which we 
ran from NYC.) 

The Vick-Thomson ménage elected to return to their hotel, the nearby Holiday Inn, while the rest 
of us returned to the Moat House. We were too late to see Mark and Pricilla Olson’s Trivia “Contest,” in 
which fans in the audience are encouraged to answer trivia questions in return for chocolate the Olsons 
toss to them. We folks on the Seattle Potlatch Committee long ago stole borrowed this idea and 
it’s become a pre-auction mainstay, helmed by Mary Kay Kare, for the last several cons. 

However, we were in time for Pete Young, that impressively fresh-faced Brit, to talk us into 
attending “I Haven’t an Sfing Clue.” The British seem very fond of programming based on television and 
radio quizzes and competitions. This one, assembled by Tony Keen and presented for the last time at any 
convention, was based on a competition in which the contestants improvise humorous responses to silly 
questions (aka “games”). For example, if two novels or films mated, what would be the result? Well, if 
The Wall were crossed with Deathrace 2000, you’d get Crash. (It’s a bit like Whose Line Is It, Anyway? 
but entirely verbal.) 

The fast-thinking contestants were Chris Priest and Ben Jeapes versus Ken McLeod and John 
Meaney, with Tony urbanely giving them the outlines of each game. Three of them professed to be 
familiar with the games to be played, but Meaney said he’d never received the pre-convention emails. He 
got about as many laughs as the others, so preparation was not necessary.  

The most popular part of the hour was the least explicable to Americans. It was called 
“Morningside Crescent” and involved each player coming up with a book or movie title of an sf or fantasy 
nature that could also be the name of a Metro, or tube, stop). The names zipped by me fast, and between 
the accents, the speed, and the punning nature of many of the answers, I missed two out of three jokes. 
The audience, however, roared. 

(And throughout the day, we’d each been making periodic trips to the Hotel’s front desk, 
buoyed by news from BMI that the errant bag was in Glasgow and was “on its way” via courier. 
No promise of when exactly that would be, though.) 

After the panel, we hung out in the Fan Lounge, visiting with some of the Boston fans. Mary Kay 
Kare introduced us to Deb Geisler, chair of the most recent Boston Worldcon. I told her we’d met before, 
back when we were Special Guests at a Boskone in the late 1990s (I couldn’t remember at the time, but it 
was Boskone 34 in 1997). I remembered that someone had gotten her a cake at the end of the convention, 
but Deb said it wasn’t her, and no one else could recall the incident. Someone guessed it was for Rusty 
Hevelin, but I was sure that it was for a woman, and that Rusty hadn’t been at the con.  

That cake was probably for that year’s con chair, Davie Snyder. And we met Deb at the 
Seattle SMOFcon, I think, but as with most folks you’ve known in fandom for years and years, 
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it’s hard to pin down when exactly you did meet, unless it’s your true love, or something really 
spectacular happens at the same time. 

It was 11:30, which seemed to us quite late, so we stumbled back to the room. On the way we 
looked in at the main Moat House bar, next to the hotel’s registration desk. It was smoky and far less 
busy, at the moment, than the Argyle Room, where the Real Ale was served. We never spent any time in 
it – it was reputed to be where the pros hung out, but that wasn’t enough to overcome the smoke.  

I made a ritual inquiry about my suitcase before we grabbed an elevator, and lo! It had arrived. So 
my big topic of conversation was gone, but I was glad I wouldn’t have to try to borrow a suit from 
anyone.  

 
[August 5th] I slept late – 9:30 am – and tried the hotel’s breakfast. Like most British hotels, they 

served a buffet breakfast for an additional charge included in the room rate. (All of the other hotels we 
stayed in included a “continental” breakfast in their room rate and charged an extra amount if you wanted 
to include meats and eggs. The “continental” always included fruit, cereals, toast, coffee or tea, juice and 
sometimes other items. I usually filled myself up nicely on this assortment.) I had ordinary items like 
eggs, mushrooms, broiled tomatoes, and sausages (rather bloated items compared to the US version) but 
also tested the black pudding, which was salty and chewy.  

We greeted Moshe Feder and Lise Eisenberg at breakfast, but didn’t see too many other 
folks we knew or could join, if we could have gotten this concept across to the restaurant staff. 
We also noted that the service there was varying wildly from friendly and efficient to surly and 
slow. I began to sense that we fans were seen by some of the restaurant staff as, if you’ll 
pardon the expression, riff-raff who shouldn’t be there and didn’t warrant much in the way of 
service. (Regret not digging out my “Yankee riff-raff” button from 1979…) 

Suzle and I dropped off the last of the auction items in the Fan Lounge, where most of them, 
novelty items from Archie McPhee’s store like Angry Scotsman Chewing Gum, were added to the 
Tombola. We’d never heard of this fund-raising practice. It sounded to me like an obscure form of Italian 
transportation, but no. It’s a relative of a raffle, but instead of waiting until a formal drawing would select 
winners, one would draw a number immediately and find the donated item that matched. Then one could 
take the item away on the spot. (Later I bought a ticket and found that my number corresponded to a box 
full of books. I’d won the right to choose one of them.) 

From there we returned to the long, long hallways of the SECC to visit the Dealers’ Room. It was 
at the far end of the huge building from the Moat House, but we 
persevered. Once inside, we found that the dealers occupied only a portion 
of the room. On the side nearest the entrance was Chaz Boston Baden’s 
Photo Gallery, divided into Pro and Fan, while the farther side housed the 
art show.  

Chaz and his wife Lynn were lurking in their usual bear ears at the 
back of the Fan portion. He naturally took pictures of Suzle and me, so we 
returned the favor. Because of a hard drive crash that wiped out his digital 
files of photos, Suzle agreed to send him back the photo he’d provided her for the Worldcon Program 
Book. 

Then we took a tour of the dealer tables. I was pleased to 
see several British booksellers and publishers, though I heard 
later that a few prominent ones chose not to appear. I found 
Roger Robinson’s Beccon Books, right next to Mike Walsh and 
his Old Earth Books from Baltimore. (I believe each one 
distributes the other’s stuff in their respective countries.) At last I 
would have my own copy of John Clute’s Scores! And Mike 
introduced me to his dodo hand puppet. Edd Vick appeared just 
in time to pose with Mike, the dodo, and me.  



 

2005 TAFF Trip Report 9 

Other notable tables included the British Science Fiction Association, who were running their own 
Tombola and giving review copies as prizes, and Elise Matthesen, selling her fanciful and exquisite 
jewelry. Elise talked about some of her projects, including trading items like hair ornaments for poetry 
(her “Artists’ Challenges”) and planning a large-scale pair of angel wings in silver wire and semi-precious 
gems.  

Another exhibit that drew a lot of attention was the Four British Worldcons, shown with 
lots of photos, memorabilia, and large sheets of paper to sign-in if you had attended any of 
them. I signed in under 1979 SeaCon, just under Bob Silverberg’s signature, and went back 
occasionally to see what had been filled in on the various pages. 

As we walked out of the room, Greg Ketter of Dreamhaven Books in Minneapolis accosted us and 
confided that he was thinking of running a World Fantasy Convention in Seattle from afar. Were we 
interested in helping? It was food for thought, as ever since we took roles in the 1989 WFC (mine being 
very small), people had played with the idea of doing a second one. The idea’s still percolating through 
Seattle fandom under the surface. 

We ate a sandwich meal in Hall 2, where all the exhibits were housed. Have I mentioned that 
several of the large halls had been renamed for the con, to fit with the theme of Spaceship Glasgow? I 
think that Hall 1, housing Registration, was the Departure Lounge. Hall 2 may have been the Loading 
Dock. (The “Interaction Convention Guide” doesn’t include these names.) We wanted to be near the 
Kaffeeklatsche tables in the back of the hall, where Suzle would join Damian Warman and Juliette 
Woods, the Get Up and Over Fan Fund delegates from Australia, at a single table at 13:00 (1:00 pm to 
me). 

Read the Convention Guide: it shows “Juliet E. McKenna, Suzanne Tompkins & Damien Warman 
& Juliette Woods, Harry Turtledove, Jane Yolen” all together. The table would have been quite crowded. 
However, each person (or group) had a single table. Turtledove and Yolen had a table at each end of the 
row, in themselves jammed, with McKenna and the fan funders in between.  

Originally, Suzle had a table all to herself, with some confusion about whether I was officially 
joining her, getting my own Kaffeeklatsche (I suggested a Beer Gathering would attract more people) or 
getting nothing at all. Adding Damien and Juliette meant Suzle would have some company; subtracting 
me meant there would be one person in attendance not officially committed. I tried to seat myself at their 
assigned table a little before 1, but the slightly officious volunteer wouldn’t hear of it, because I hadn’t 
signed up in advance.  

“Look,” I said, “there’s no one signed up at all, and I’m the husband of Tompkins. And I’m 
positive that if anyone shows up, there’ll be plenty of room.” But she wouldn’t hear of it, so I signed up 
properly as the funders took their seats. The four of us then chatted amiably about travel plans. Juliette, a 
sweet-faced pretty woman with long hair, and Damien, obviously a reformed ruffian with a buzz-cut and 
Utilikilt, were going from Britain to Europe and doing every country from the Baltic states south. There 
was plenty of time, as no one other than Jerry did show up. We were amazed at the length of 
their trip, July through September, I think. I was envious of the time that they were able to take 
and that their Fan Fund could afford what I assume is a good deal of the cost. TAFF actually is 
going quite well and could have easily covered a longer trip had I been able to take more time, 
and still have enough left for another trip or two. (But TAFF only paid a portion of the trip as we 
handled all of Jerry’s expenses ourselves, of course, and any of mine that I thought to be not-
TAFF related.) 

We broke the circle early, so I returned to the Dealers’ Room while Suzle went off to do 
mysterious Suzle things. Oh, darn, my checkbook was back in the Moat House. So I made the run back. 
By now I’d learned it was much faster to simply walk outside from SECC or Moat House to get to the 
other location. No more wandering through the interior maze for me.  

I’d been spending time on my own wandering about the SECC, greeting old friends and 
hunting, often fruitlessly, for others. Then I had to make another short trip into City Center for 
some much needed supplies, such as beverages I could actually drink when beer just isn’t quite 
right, not to mention affordable…. It also gave me the chance to investigate the Train station for 
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our trip southward to Birmingham after Worldcon. We had bought tickets on-line from home and 
would need to pick them up there, something I had never done before, so finding where this 
could be accomplished without the burden of our luggage was helpful. 

In addition to the checkbook, I needed a list of 1995 British fanzines I’d prepared for a panel later. 
(I had a lot of help from Robert Lichtman and Mark Plummer, I recall.) I wanted to photocopy it to pass 
out to panel attendees. I returned to the SECC with checkbook and listing in hand, and began the search 
for the inevitable convention photocopier. 

On the way I encountered Lea Day of Oregon, who entertained me with stories of shepherding 
Anne McCaffrey on a book tour. We both were heading for Program Operations, where Janice Gelb gave 
me directions to the Repro Room. I found a rather grumpy man with a game leg who led me deep into the 
small side rooms of the SECC, where finally we reached the Gestetner copier and I got my list multiplied. 

From there I passed the Newsletter office (a section of Hall 1 closed off by cloth panels) and said 
hello to Joyce Scrivner. Joyce is a tireless worker for the fan funds, especially DUFF, and does other good 
works without thanks. She tried to recruit me to put together an exhibit about Cry, the fanzine of the old 
Seattle club The Nameless Ones, for the upcoming NASFiC, Cascadia Con, in Seattle. I suggested a 
couple of other possibilities. (I begged off due to lack of time and exhibit materials of my own.) 

Back in the dealers’ room, I got the Clute book, as well as volumes of fiction by Marshall Michael 
Smith, Ian McLeod and assorted Scots writers. Moshe Feder, one of our friends from our salad days in 
New York, and now a free-lance Tor editor, joined me in browsing and discussing the latest big names. 
Agent Lyn Prentice intersected our path and I surprised her by knowing her name. She and Moshe started 
shoptalk about the books he’s worked on, while I noticed a booth next to Forbidden Planet’s. It featured 
fabulous metal sculptures of robots and alien creatures, but the studio’s name caught my attention most: 
“Art Vandelay.” I inquired, and yes, it was named after a running gag on Seinfeld. 

Back at the Fan Lounge, I introduced myself to Mike Abbott, one of the members of my Class of 
95 panel, an editor of 1990s fanzine Attitude, and all around hairy fellow. I had just enough time to hand 
him a copy of the fanzine list, and greet fellow Seattleite Randy Byers and his then long-distance sweetie 
Sharee Carton (still a tall dreamboat after all these years), before moving with the crowd to take in the 
Greg Pickersgill interview starting at 3:30 in the next room. 

Pete Weston was the interviewer. In many ways this was a good choice, as Pete and Greg share 
some attitudes about where fandom has been and where, deplorably (to them) it is heading. But there were 
enough differences for Greg to roundly deny Pete one opinion or another in blunt terms. Peter, for his 
part, had enough forbearance to respond calmly. 

My panel on “The Class of ‘95” started at 6 o’clock. The turnout to listen to Mike Abbott, Bridget 
Bradshaw, Claire Brialey, Christina Lake and myself 
was thin (about a dozen people), but we enjoyed 
ourselves anyway as we tried to determine if the large 
number of fanzines distributed at the Novacon in 
1995, immediately following the previous British 
Worldcon, Intersection, was attributable to massive 
fannish energy or simple coincidence.  

Claire had suggested the topic, because she 
started publishing immediately after attending 

Intersection and wondered if others had published because of it also. The panelists decided it was a big 
coincidence, but it’s possible the publishing was a final burst of leftover excitement. Although there 
weren’t many new publishers who continued to issue zines after that Novacon, there were a number of 
people who either issued one-shots or the final issues of their fannish careers and were never heard from – 
at least in print – again. 

Back at the con myself, I didn’t attend much of the programming that I had circled in 
anticipation, getting fairly worn out with the day’s travels – mostly on foot. I did spend more time 
hanging about in the Fan Lounge and Pub, talking with many old friends from both sides of the 
Atlantic, including several US Northeast fans, like Fred Lerner, whom I had only seen in the 
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distance at the last few Worldcons I’d attended, Morris Keeson and wife Lori, and finally 
connected with John Douglas, and arranged to get together with him and Ginjer Buchanan for 
lunch on Monday, their only free time.  

Earlier, some of the walking about occurred as I tried unsuccessfully to connect with 
James Bacon, resident TAFF administrator, who was completely tied up with the YAFA 
programming amongst other things. The con had already become blurry, somewhat do to 
recurring jetlag, some to just being at Worldcon — I have no memory of attending Jerry’s panel, 
although I usually do so, and did take the photo above. 

Afterward we began to feel somewhat neglected. We’d expected British fans to invite us along to 
dinner, but so far only old friends from the US had approached us. So we ended up telling Bridget 
Bradshaw, “You’re going to eat with us.” Bridget, a quiet, soft-spoken sort, and a potential TAFF 
candidate, couldn’t refuse us. She even gave up her chance to see “Lucas Back in Anger,” a musical play 
by the two and only Phil Raines and Ian Sorensen to keep us company.  

I knew that we would certainly regret not seeing the play, and we do. It was nominated for 
a Hugo, and the DVD that Ian kindly sent to us was hard to understand, as the mike recorded 
the folks in the first row better than those on stage, and was flawed so it stopped part way 
through, so we have not seen it in its entirety, even now. (Ian did send us a replacement DVD, 
which promptly got filed with the To Be Watched items on our shelves.) 

We decided to try the Carvery in the Moat House restaurant. The staff tried to get rid of us by 
claiming that there was no available seating for at least an hour, despite the vast number of empty tables. 
We waited them out, not having a very good idea of other options besides bar sandwiches. While we 
waited, Bridget described the other TAFF candidates, Arthur “1/2R” Cruttenden and Mike “Sparks” 
Rennie. (Bridget, not to be left out, is nicknamed “Bug.”) Finally we were able to go through the buffet 
line, at the end of which we got ham or roast beef, sliced to order from either end of a mutated Highland 
sheep. (Well, I was pretty hungry by this time and not paying strict attention.) 

Bridget really did us a kindness, as we were really feeling very “lost soul-ish” and I 
enjoyed getting to know her somewhat, and hoped that she would, indeed, stand for TAFF the 
next year. She went on to win, of course.  

Once finished, we returned to our room to prepare for Space Pirate Night in the Fan Lounge. We’d 
been looking forward to this bit of inspired frivolity; I nursed a secret desire to dress up. One of our many 
errands before the trip was a visit to Display & Costume, where one can buy anything from colorful party 
napkins to plastic models of food, with spaceman costumes, tiki huts, imitation Oscar statuettes, and other 
such gewgaws in between. I had bought an eye patch, bandana with skulls, plastic sword and a vest with 
appliqué skull and crossbones. (I passed on a stuffed parrot and big tri-corner hat.) I’m not a big dress-
up fan, but did enjoy the concept, so I had a skull and crossbones bandana for a scarf and skull 
earrings. 

We were dressing not only for the part, but also for our roles in the League of Fan Funds auction, 
which was scheduled to run from 10 PM to midnight. We admired all the fine piratical outfits (Steve 
Davies, Randy Byers, and Sharee Carton come to mind as 
particularly dashing) while we helped move auction material into 
place. Alison Scott was the head honcho of the proceedings; Steve 
Davies, Justin Ackroyd from Australia, Joe Siclari and I were 
auctioneers; Damien and others acted as runners, Bridget was 
bookkeeper, etc. I have some experience cashiering and 
offered aid, but as I wasn’t knowledgeable in their auction 
style, I couldn’t really help, and hoped I wasn’t too annoying 
in my attempt to join in.  

The crowd wasn’t as large or as boisterous as we’d hoped, but we flogged a lot of small-ticket 
items and raised nearly £1000, which was later divided among the different Fan Funds. (The League of 
Fan Funds are the European Fan Funds banded together to hold auctions and raise money for 
several funds, including TAFF. Normally, this auction raises money for the Euro Fan Funds only, 
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so when TAFF NA unexpectedly received a check for $90 from this Auction via Claire Brialey, it 
was a very pleasant surprise.) Auction leader Alison had to be stopped at about 12:15 AM 

Suzle and I rewarded ourselves with gin-and-tonics, and then decided we were feeling washed out 
and retreated from the scene.  

However, before returning to our room, we dropped by the SFWA suite, a floor away from 
us in the Moat House. There was little Jane Jewell, the SFWA Executive Director, attempting to 
remove the red wine splatter she had just discovered on the kitchen walls (left by an author who 
shall remain nameless), I jumped in to help, while --  

I chatted with Amy Sisson, then the editor of The Seventh Week, Clarion West’s newsletter. She 
recognized my name because I’d been on the Clarion West board of directors for a time. She mentioned 
that she’d worked for Charles N. Brown on Locus, so I regaled her with tales of our days in New York in 
the 1970s, taking the subway to the Bronx and helping to collate what was then a mimeographed fanzine 
and not the much more serious slick of today. (Charles N. was at that time still “Charlie” to all.) 

Then Sheila Williams came by to urge us to eat cake. She pointed out the two large cakes, 
decorated with covers from Asimov’s and Analog (Sheila had only recently been promoted from 
Managing Editor to Editor of Asimov’s, as I recall). We dutifully ate little squares of delicious magazine 
frosting, and retired at 1:30. 

 

[August 6th] I woke late (for me) at 9:30, so Suzle and I alternated in the bathroom and went 
downstairs together for breakfast then went separately to listen to Patrick Nielsen Hayden and Charles 
Stross in a dialog called, “I Have Seen the Digital Future and it is Full of Fans.” The room, at least, was 
full of fans eager to hear what a rising star and a major editor, both with strong roots in the fan 
community and active bloggers, would have to say. However, the podium lacked Patricks. Charlie peered 
into the audience, spotted Mary Kay Kare, and cajoled her into filling in for the missing Patrick. (She is 
also an active blogger.)  

A short time later Patrick strode in. He’d been in the Business Meeting, introducing and promoting 
a change to the Hugo Award categories that would split Best Editor into two awards, one for short form 
editing (short stories, as in magazines, anthologies and webzines) and long form (novels). (Forgive me if I 
get these details askew.) Mary Kay attempted to leave when Patrick took his seat, but he and 
Charlie insisted that she stay put, as she was a definite complement to the panel.  

I’m not a LiveJournaler, but am an occasional lurker/reader. At one point someone asked 
who in the audience was on LJ and just about everyone raised his or her hand. Since I had just 
started my own LJ account, I also raised my hand. I had intended to use LJ to report on this very 
TAFF trip, but alas, I did not. 

Suzle was looking forward to her panel, a Fan Fund discussion entitled “How to Vote with Your 
Gonads,” because it would mark her first meeting with James Bacon, the European TAFF administrator 
and extremely busy guy.  

For a few minutes we wondered if even now James and Suzle would meet. Tobes Valois (a 
previous TAFF winner), Juliette and Damian of GUFF, and Suzle all took their seats, but James was not 
in view. A few minutes after the hour, James came in and apologized. A crisis in the Young Adult Fun 
Activity area (next to the Art Show in the SECC) had detained him.  

James proved to be a tall, strong-looking character with (recently) bleached hair, cut short with a 
little fringe standing up in front. Despite his radical appearance and his enthusiastic manner, he was very 
aware of the dignity of the fan funds and attempted to keep the discussion on a high plane of international 
love and peace. The discussion was calm and quiet, so quiet I could barely hear them as a noisy ceiling 
fan drowned everyone out. 

I tried to liven things up by asking for an explanation of the panel’s title (yes, of course I already 
knew it). James was reluctant at first, but ended up giving quite a good summary of the controversy as 
sparked by Ted White’s contention that some recent TAFF winners got there because they were female 
and the male voters wanted to meet them. (“Meet” here being a euphemism.) We all agreed that Ted was 
wrong, but even if he wasn’t, it didn’t matter so long as people voted. 
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Getting to meet with James had become something of a Major Goal during the con. At 
some point, well after this panel, I think, he did race up to me, ask if I was okay, being well-
treated, enjoying myself, and hand me a much appreciated £60, an honorarium courtesy of 
TAFF Europe. After this, I had to reassure him a number of times that I was indeed enjoying the 
con and being very well treated whenever our paths crossed. In fact, I did make note that 
throughout the con, many folks (locals and visitors alike, con “officials” or not) asked me 
repeatedly about my con experience – was I having a good time/con/etc.? Being a fan fund 
delegate did change how I was perceived and treated to some extent. 

This reminded me of the time the weekend just after Jerry and I got married. I was 
helping a few fans move while Jerry went up to Vancouver to visit friends. One of the movees 
asked me if things had changed now that I was married. “Yes,” I said, “Now people ask me 
things like that.” At Interaction, I did spend some time reassuring folks that the con was going 

well and I was being honored as all get out as the TAFF 
delegate. 

After the panel ended, Suzle made dinner plans with former 
DUFF administrator Naomi Fisher, one of the faithful few panel 
attendees; included in the group would be Naomi’s husband Patrick 
Molloy and their child Grace, possibly fandom’s cutest baby, along 
with Damien and Juliette.  

I believe we ate lunch in the Argyll bar, I went back to the 
SECC to listen to “John Clute and Gary K. Wolfe in Conversation,” 
but despite my keen interest in these two critics of science fiction, I 
found the warmth of the crowded room too much and began to fall 

asleep in my chair. So I slipped out and returned to the Dealers Room. I stopped to visit with Elise 
Matthessen, who brought up a remark I’d made to her many years earlier and which had been bothering her. 
I apologized profusely, but I was deeply chagrinned at my failure of tact (still one of my flaws), and left 
feeling quite gloomy and low.  

As I wandered around, I came across Eileen Gunn, who was checking her email at one of the 
computers on the Moat House’s mezzanine. She gave me bad news about a mutual friend’s health. (The 
friend’s cancer had returned after a remission; since then the friend, who had both successful surgery and 
further recurrences, unfortunately did pass away in 2007.) I felt even worse, on the verge of tears.  

So I left the Moat House and walked across the footbridge leading to the farther bank of the Clyde. 
There I sat in the cool breeze, looking back to the hotel and the Armadillo, with the slightly bizarre shape 
of the Science Museum behind me, and wrote notes, mused on my shortcomings and the emptiness of life, 
and generally had a self-pity party.  

Somewhat restored by the air and the calming effects of the river, I returned to the Argyll bar in 
time to catch Suzle’s second panel for the day, “Fannish Currency: Whuffie, Egoboo, and Chocolate,” 
starting at 6 PM. For those wondering what this means, here’s the description from the Convention Guide: 
“Fandom has for a long time had a potlatch economy, where you give things away in the expectation of 
egoboo, or fannish kudos. How does this translate to the Internet Age?” 

Mike Scott, the moderator, is known as Dr. Plokta and bears a strong resemblance to Rowan 
Atkinson, the comic actor. The primary mover behind PLOKTA’s motto, “Superfluous Technology,” he 
was the person who cooked up this particular panel. Suzle and Christina Lake seemed baffled by some of 
Mike’s questions, but panelist number 3, novelist and creator of the Boing-Boing web log Cory 
Doctorow, ate them right up. I suspect that the panel was in part created to play to Cory’s interests and 
strengths, After all, he created the term “whuffie” – and the concept of reputation as currency behind it – 
in his novel Down and Out in the Magical Kingdom. 

When I was sent my participant schedule, I had two specific thoughts about this panel: 
1) What was I doing on a panel with Cory Doctorow?; and 2) did Cory know what he was getting 
into here? He was, as Jerry implied, the best thing on this panel. And I wasn’t baffled, exactly. I 
understood each and every word that Mike uttered; I just couldn’t put many of those words 
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together into questions or statements that I could comprehend. At least that’s what it seemed 
like at the time….  

Now is a good time to report how impressed I was with the programming information I 
received prior to the con. I remember corresponding with Spike Parsons, Claire Brialey, Laurie 
Mann, Ian Stockdale, and no doubt several others on the various aspects of both Worldcon and 
Fan programming, my participation, scheduling, etc. Everyone did a bang up job (I sincerely 
hope that this doesn’t have some other, nefarious or embarrassing, meaning to you Brits who 
might be reading this. One never knows, does one?). As just one small program participant in 
the sea of Worldcon program items, I appreciated the advice and help (note continuation of the 
con’s nautical theme…). 

Afterward we joined Naomi, Patrick and Grace, Juliette (without an ailing Damien), Jim Bridges 
of San Diego and Tony and Suford Lewis, Bostonian fans and prime movers of NESFA projects like the 
NESFA Press, at a small Indian restaurant called Charcoals. We jammed ourselves shoulder to shoulder 
into a corner table and exchanged reminiscences and travel stories. Suford listened to my vague memories 
of the cake presentation at Boskone, and guessed it was for her.  

While Tony told about restaurants he had been to, Naomi fed Grace, using Grace’s sun hat as 
discreet cover. She told us that, while in Italy, an American child harassed her by yelling to its mother, 
“There’s a woman breastfeeding a baby!” and the mom answering, “She should know better.” A nearby 
man overheard this and chastised the American; “You’re in Europe now. We consider the mother-child 
relationship sacrosanct and breastfeeding perfectly natural.” He went on to imply (politely, said Naomi) 
that the woman’s child would have been better behaved if she had done the same. Onlookers applauded as 
the American woman and child slunk away. 

We decided to walk from Charcoals to the Hilton, where all the parties were. Joining us were 
Tony, Suford and Jim. Two blocks from the restaurant we found ourselves by the Central Train Station, 
and decided we’d take a cab the rest of the way. However, before we engaged a taxi, Jim quietly reviewed 
a map in the Convention Guide and found that the Hilton appeared to be only two additional blocks away. 

“Okay,” we said, and followed Jim and the Lewises. Well, the map only showed major roads; 
adding in all the minor ones gave us a healthy ten-block walk that brought us within sight of the Hilton 
and several different ways to get their. We guessed wrong, finding ourselves by the service entrance. The 
only way to get to the front of the building was up a steep hill and under some freeway overpasses, round 
the foundations and up a steep drive, dodging cabs and vans.  

But we were there. So all was forgotten until I reviewed my notes.  
The party rooms were on the mezzanine floor, overlooking the lobby. As we stepped off the 

elevator we found a thick haze of tobacco smoke. Suzle held a tissue over her mouth and nose until we 
got to the first of the parties, held by the Anonymous Claires. This was a loose association of British 
LiveJournalers. Everyone inside had their LiveJournal user names on their badges to identify themselves. 
Here we found Tobes Valois, Max (her hair recently bleached), and a host of young fans (strong evidence 
that fandom is not graying if you know where to look). Max handed us plastic light strips we could make 
into bracelets or necklaces, or just wave around. We enjoyed ciders, introduced ourselves to a few people, 
then migrated to the Australia in 2010 bid party next door. 

We congratulated Janice Gelb and Stephen Boucher on their international romance and plans to 
marry someday. Doug Bell, Christina Lake’s life partner, was there, and talking to him, I realized for the 
first time he was Scottish. In fact, he’d been born on a tiny island at the mouth of the Clyde. We found a 
slightly less crowded space at the back of the room, and exchanged notes on accents, music and the usual 
range of topics. (Alas, the several photos I have illustrating above and below have turned out 
blurry – mostly because my hand moves the camera when I push down the button. Quite 
annoying.) 

I think it was here that we found two fans from Detroit we hadn’t seen in a couple of decades, 
George Young and Fred Prophet. Suzle and I have fond memories of hanging out with them at various 
Midwestern parties when we were first getting into fandom, especially sitting at George’s feet hearing 
about Harlan Ellison’s early exploits.  
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At the South African party Suzle got a chance to say hello to international SMOF Grant Kruger 
(he’s from South Africa but was then residing and working in Mississippi). We stuck our heads in the 

really crowded Swedish room, then headed for the parties in 
the ballrooms. To get to them we had to brave the balconies, 
pushing through the crowds and the smoke. Suzle was 
worried about allergic reactions, but we ran as best we could 
and arrived at the Noreascon Thank You Party relatively 
unscathed. Even though we had done nothing the Noreascon 
could thank us for, Mary Kay Kare (she seemed to be 
everywhere!) allowed us to enter, and we drank their wine 
thankfully. That’s Joe Siclari and Edi Stern pouring 
libations. 

After this we felt it was time to turn in, so we went 
back to the Moat House. We encountered Peter Weston by 

the elevators, and he told us about that evening’s big Publisher Party, held on a Tall Ship moored nearby 
on the Clyde. I hope they didn’t sit around discussing those naff fans who liked to dress up, because like 
the Fan Lounge party of the night before, it was a Pirate Party. The publisher, Voyager, handed out pirate 
paraphernalia, and many a writer or editor had their pictures snapped in regalia. 
 

[August 7th] This was going to be Suzle’s Big Day. Along with Lars-Olof Strandberg, she would 
be announcing the Fanzine Hugo winner at the evening’s Hugo Ceremony. The day would include a 
rehearsal, the pre-ceremony reception, and a post-ceremony party – along with a workshop, a panel or 
two, and at least one programming event we wanted to see.  

The workshop was the third in a series of three intensives on fanzine production. The first two 
covered writing and editing zines, and design, layout and artwork. I think the idea had been that the first 
two would produce all the necessary materials, and ours would put everything together. In fact, the title 
was “Getting It Together,” and the description was, “You’ve got a design, you’ve got material, but you’ve 
got to get it all together.”  

Jae Leslie Adams, Bill Burns, Mark Plummer, Suzle and I sat ourselves behind the traditional 
table, but quickly realized that with three attendees (David Haddock of The Banksonian, Arvid Engholm, 
and a fellow who published TBD, the Glasgow club’s official zine), a circle made more sense. We also 
realized that the previous workshops had produced nothing for us to assemble, so we made do with 
general comments on the costs of publishing on paper, the difficulties of assembling mailing lists, and the 
pros and cons of putting zines on-line.  

I found Bill Burns’ comments about his work with efanzines.com the most interesting, especially 
the revelation that Earl Kemp sent him raw material, and he whipped it into order for publication. If Earl 
ever wins a FAAN Award for eI, Bill should share it. 

Before going to our next panel, I had the Hugo Awards Ceremony rehearsal. Well before 
the con, I knew that presenting the Best Fanzine Hugo was going to be the highlight of the con 
for me, and it was. I was to have been the sole presenter, but at some point, I received a phone 
call, asking in a VERY diplomatic way, if I would mind co-presenting with the Fan GoH, to whom 
I think they hadn’t assigned a presentation and had just realized it. Well, I was a leetle dis-
appointed, but knew that this was the best way to go for everyone. Lars and I corresponded 
prior to the con, deciding who would do what, etc.  

I mentioned being impressed with the programming staff; I was also quite impressed with 
Mike and Debby Moir’s production of the Hugo Awards Ceremony. Since I am an association 
manager and meeting planner, I have some idea of what goes into handling this type of event, 
especially a one-shot with only one chance to “get it right.” Prior to the afternoon’s rehearsal, we 
were given a written description of our duties including exact timing, and who does what with 
whom, what there will be to read, etc. At the rehearsal, we had the chance to really do a run-
through – learning how to get backstage, where to stand, what our cues were, how to get on 
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and off the stage, and were able to choose and mark off our reserved seats so we would know 
exactly where we were sitting. I marked off two seats for Jerry and me, and saw to it that Lars 
was seated next to us. Then I rejoined Jerry, much better prepared and even more excited 
about the evening. 

We were off to the SECC where we joined a crowd in the theater-style Lombard Auditorium for 
Chris Priest’s Guest of Honor speech. (The Convention Guide showed its title as, “The Matter of a Briton: 
Forty Years on the Atlantic Shore.” My notes showed he corrected this, but I’m not sure now if the 
corrected title should read, “The Condition of a Briton…” or “The Condition of Britain…” or something 
else altogether.) 

Chris recounted his fan and professional history, with wit and acid. He used a pattern of telling 
embarrassing stories and leaving out names of those embarrassed – but then “accidentally” revealing the 
names a few sentences later. He also explicated the difficulties caused him by a comic book writer who 
decided to adopt the name “Christopher Priest.”  

Someone asked why almost all of Chris’s books are named The [Something], as in The Glamour 
or The Prestige. Chris said that it made the titles more difficult for publishers to change. He also said, in 
passing, that his recent novel The Separations would not be published in the US except in an expensive 
small press edition from Old World Books. I’d heard very interesting things about this World War II 
alternate history, so I slipped out of the theater, ran to the Dealers room, bought the last paperback copy 
from Andromeda Books and raced back to the Lombard to catch the Q&A. I was just in time to hear an 
audience member suggest that Chris henceforth style himself “THE Christopher Priest.”  

As people started to file out, I made my way to the stage to get my purchase autographed. Moshe 
Feder was there, too, beating me out by seconds. After Moshe took his turn, I had Chris sign the book, 
“To the Jerry Kaufman, from the Christopher Priest.” (I’ve since read the book, an intriguing story of 
twins in World War II – one a pilot and the other a peace activist – that follows history as first one, then 
the other shapes possible alternate outcomes.) 

Back to the Argyll we went, so that Suzle could sit her final panel at 3:30, “What Did the British 
Worldcon Ever Do for Us?” (I see it was opposite a panel entitled, “What Did the New Wave Do for 
You?”) Suzle joined Claire Brialey, Martin Easterbrook, Joe Siclari and Peter Weston. (Historians will 
note that James Bacon was scheduled for this, too, but was detained elsewhere.)  

The panelists speculated a great deal on how the Worldcon affected people – did it burn them out 
or infuse them with fannish energy? Did it properly reflect the atmosphere of a real British convention or 
was it infected with US innovations? Martin pointed out that before the 1995 Worldcon, such things as 
Green Rooms and Gopher Holes were unknown there. I think Suzle and I were in agreement that the 
Argyll rooms and bar captured the flavor of the Mexicons we attended in the 1980s, while the SECC was 
more like the standard issue Worldcons we’ve been to.  

This was the one panel I tried to get out of, solely because of the upcoming Hugos. I 
wanted to participate in everything that I was asked to; as the TAFF delegate, it seemed 
perhaps ungrateful to not do so. But I did rather want to shower and wash my hair and all, prior 
to changing into the formal wear we’d lugged over with us. Alas, there wasn’t any time. 

Now it was time to prepare for the evening’s festivities by putting on our best clothing. I put on 
my new Men’s Wearhouse suit and tie; Suzle pronounced me presentable. Jerry looked spiffy in the 
new suit with coordinated shirt/tie that had survived their 50-hour trip to somewhere. I had 
decided that my most suitable formal long gown with jacket were both too heavy to pack and 
possibly too warm, so I’d brought a good long skirt with a matching dressy blouse-jacket in the 
hope of appearing properly attired.  

At one time, especially when the Hugos were presented at a banquet rather than a hall, 
most everyone, including the audience, got dressed up for the event. We would plan what we 
were going to wear well in advance. Nowadays, I usually get a bit dressed up, but see most fans 
in their usual t-shirts and jeans. That’s a shame, really. 
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I decamped to the Argyll bar to astound people. Once Suzle 
appeared, we stopped and had Doug Faunt take our picture, then walked 
around the bulk of the Clyde Armadillo to the entrance, where we 
queued up for the pre-Hugo reception. 

We had to stand in line to have our invitations approved; I spent 
the time saying hello to Mike Moir and reminding him of who I was. 
The man must have been deeply distracted by the rigors of running this 
major event, as at first he simply frowned at me. But eventually a tiny 
light of recognition burned in his eyes as he recalled the days when he and Debbie Moir ran his small 
press, and I ran one of my own, all of us exchanging sad tales at Mexicons. Or perhaps I just wish we 
had. 

Once inside the reception room, we found scads of well-dressed editors, publishers, writers and 
fans milling around or visiting the buffet along one wall and the bar along another. Kevin Standlee, 
dressed as a ship’s captain, welcomed us all to “Spaceship Armadillo.” He instructed us in the details of 
our “flight,” and invited all the Hugo presenters to gather for group photos. Meanwhile, the rest of us 
continued to mill or to pick up our single free drink. (I overheard one woman ask another, “However did 
you get a second drink?” “Paid for it,” was the laconic reply.) 

At first, we only saw a few folks we knew – the Plokta cabal, Peter 
Weston, Bill Burns, Randy Byers and other fannish sorts, Dave Hartwell in his 
usual fine attire, Linda Deneroff and Mary Kay (I told you she was everywhere), 
who were both resplendent in white outfits for their job as Ceremony ushers this 
evening. Mary Kay’s sparkling top looked quite splendid in the stage lights as she 
carried out her ushing duties. 

 I was a bit overawed by some of the big names and bright lights, and a little shy 
of all the strangers. (I was particularly struck dumb by China Mieville’s gorgeous, tall 
girlfriend, with her corset, short flared skirt and dragonfly-tattooed back.) So I either 
remained silent or hung around with the fans. Suzle decided we should spend our time 
making sure that she and her co-presenter, Lars-Olof, were prepared. We found Lars and rehearsed him in 
the pronunciation of the Fanzine nominees and their editors.  

The official photography was then begun. Here’s the Hugo Presenters photo, at least 
those who were present when it was taken. Lars (standing slightly in front of me to my right) 
and I look a bit like a hobbits, although I am about 5’7” in my dressy sandals. Tall crowd – front 
row left to right as I can ID – Juliette Woods, Greg Pickersgill, Peter Weston, Lars and me, 
George R.R. Martin, with Kim 
Stanley Robinson behind George 
and Geoff Ryman behind Peter.  

Finally the noshing was over 
and we took our seats in the audito-
rium. Our seats were in the second 
row, with Suzle on the aisle, me on her 
left and Lars to my left. Directly in 
front of us were Mieville and 
girlfriend, with Charles N. Brown of 
Locus next to them.  

I walked around a bit and 
stopped to gossip with Charles. I can’t 
remember now how it came up, but he 
told me that Forry Ackerman had 
come to the con but was currently in a Glasgow hospital. We found out later he’d had a fall on Thursday, 
and though he was recovering, missed the con.  
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At last Captain Standlee announced that our flight was taking off, and Kim Newman and Paul 
McAuley took the stage to begin their introduction to the ceremony. We were all quite startled to hear 
them speaking French and praising Victor Hugo for creating science fiction, or fiction-scientifique, as they 
called it. With only a few sentences they managed to sketch a picture of an entirely different world. (Their 
script can be found at http://www.johnnyalucard.com/hugos.html.) 

Things moved quickly, although there were some uncomfortable moments at first. Winners of the 
First Fandom and Big Heart awards were older folk who had difficulty getting up the steep staircase to the 
stage. The John Campbell Award for Best New Writer came in the form of a plaque, and the runner held it 
in a position easily seen on the giant monitors before the winner was read to the multitudes. But after that 
things settled down.  

Suzle and Lars’s moment came right after Sue Mason’s win for Best Fan Artist. Newman and 
McAuley took so long making a joke about TAFF being a Welsh honor that we thought they’d forgotten 
Lars.  

Linda Deneroff ushered us backstage at the right moment. We knew our backstage marks 
and cues, but no one counted on the fact that we couldn’t really hear what Kim and Paul were 
saying! I know they made a Welsh/TAFF joke, but other than that, I just prayed Lars and I made it 
on stage in a relatively dignified manner. We had decided that Lars would read the names of the 
nominees and I, the winner. I also had a short piece to read about the Fanzine Hugo, most of 
which Jerry wrote.  We hear from time to time about eliminating the fan Hugos, and I wanted at 
least this audience to know a bit about them and why they matter. Here’s what I said (I did not 
read that last paragraph; for time’s sake and thinking it might sound a bit too own-horn-blowing-
ish): 

 

The first magazine devoted entirely to science fiction was published in 1926. The first amateur magazine 
that we’d recognize as a fanzine arrived in 1930. 

 

Ever since, fans have published their thoughts about science fiction and the microcosm that grew up around 
it – for love of the literature and art – for the development of their skill in writing and production – and for 
the fun of interacting with other fans. 

 

The five fanzines nominated have different approaches to these different purposes, but the Worldcon 
membership has shown its pleasure in their variety by naming them to this shortlist. 
 
And I am so pleased to be asked to help present this award. Jerry Kaufman, my husband and co-editor, and 
I have been lucky enough to be nominated for Best ‘Zine twice over the years, and I was not able to attend 
either Worldcon to hear our names announced. So I take real pleasure in helping to announce this year’s 
nominees because I know how much it means. 

 
Suzle gave her brief speech, Lars read the 

nominees, and Suzle read out PLOKTA’s name, leading to 
cheers from the audience and huge smiles on the cabal’s 
faces. This was only the beginning of what was rather a 
British sweep of the awards. (Dave Langford won for 
Best Fan Writer, and his zine Ansible for Best Semi-
Prozine, to Dave’s dismay; Charles Stross for Best Short 
Story; Susanna Clarke for Best Novel; Jim Burns for Best 
Artist and Edward James and Farah Mendlesohn for Best 
Related Book.) 

The winners for the Best Dramatic Presentations, both Long and Short Form, sent recorded thank-
yous, like they do for some of the televised awards programs. (I presume that unlike the winners in other 
categories, they were informed in advance. Otherwise there’d be some truly intriguing recorded thanks 
from folks who didn’t win.) Both were condescending in different ways. The Battlestar Galactica one 
suggested that we had brilliant and daring taste for recognizing how innovative and different BG is, since 
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they’ve supposedly done things no other sf has done. The The Incredibles tape, with its “Nanoo Nanoo” 
signoff, simply suggested we were idiots. (Or am I too easily offended?) 

Afterward, the crowd slowly dribbled out a side exit, dispersing to other programming or the 
parties at the Hilton. Before leaving, I made my way back up to the stage to retrieve the card I’d 
read with PLOKTA’s winning name on it for the cabal. There were lots of abandoned papers on 
the podium, but I unearthed it and handed it to Alison. Suzle and I returned to our rooms to change, 
then walked to the Armadillo entrance to catch one of the double decker buses laid on as shuttles.  

We had invitations to the Hugo Nominees Party (no longer is it called the Hugo Losers Party – not 
least because the Hugo Winners want to attend). One of the perks of the invites was that they would get us 
to the front of any bus queue. However, by the time we saw the bus, it was full and just about to pull 
away. Bridget Wilkinson saw us approaching. “Run!” she cried as she held the doors open. A man with a 
cane beat us to the door, but all three of us managed to squeeze in. 

Avoiding the smoky balcony, we walked up the Hilton’s back stairs to the ballroom where LACon 
IV was hosting the party. The bar where wine was being poured was along the back; the food – finger 
food and desserts – was along the side. In order to get to the food you had to first wait in the bar line, so 
everyone got in line immediately and shuffled slowly. I think we waited half an hour before we got our 
glasses of red wine and bits of celery, cheese, crackers and so forth. We were in line in front of Roz 
Kaveny, so I chatted with her about Veronica Mars. Roz’s next book project was an anthology of articles 
about teen television shows and movies, and she enthused about the John Hughes teen movies and their 
influence on VM. Once I admitted I’d seen very few of the movies she held in such high regard (Sixteen 
Candles, Pretty in Pink), she seemed to lose interest in talking to me. 

After we found places to sit (Suzle with Mary Kay, Ginjer Buchanan, and Amy Thomson, and me 
with assorted PLOKTA folks) and had eaten, I wandered around the room, chatting with the “usual” – Joe, 
Randy, Mark and Claire, etc. We had some folks come and go at our table and I enjoyed chatting 
with them (we were lucky to be seated at all; the room was very crowded, noisy, and a bit frantic 
in tone).  

 Eventually Suzle, worn out from all the day’s excitement, went back to the Moat House while I 
stubbornly hung on. I spent some time with Christina Lake and Doug Bell, camped out on the floor in one 
corner of the Hilton’s large bar near the ballrooms. Then I spotted Dave O’Neill, headed off to the 
Sproutlore party, so I followed him in.  

The Sproutlore group is something I can’t begin to understand or explain. It’s a sort of fan club for 
British writer Robert Rankin, of whose works I have read not one word. The club may have serious talks 
and fanzines dedicated to analyzing and enjoying Rankin’s fiction, but the impression I have is that it’s 
just another hook to hang drinking, shouting and laughing on – not a bad thing at all.  

To get in, one must have an invitation or follow someone who does. Entering the door, one must 
shout “Mahinge,” which I gather is an obscenity in Gaelic; I shouted “Minogue” instead. This didn’t 
work, and I was nearly shown the door until James Bacon interceded. Still, I wasn’t impressed with all the 
shouting, laughing and drinking, nor with all the iconic photos of Rankin on the walls. So I showed 
myself the door.  

I bumbled around to other parties, making sure I found the Finnish one so I could meet Jukka 
Halme, who’d written to Littlebrook. He was in the back, serving drinks. He was a big, bluff man with a 
pale beard and thick agile fingers. He gave me a copy of his fanzine, recommended I try the Finlandia 
vodka with lingonberry juice (very nice), and told me about the annual convention he runs. It doesn’t 
charge for memberships, because it’s supported by government grants and corporate sponsorships. (The 
party was being sponsored by Finlandia vodka, but the con probably wasn’t. Jukka said that Finland has 
the strictest liquor laws in Europe.) 

I ended up by the Christina and Doug encampment, which now included a dozen other sprawling 
fans like Jae Leslie Adams. Moshe came within our gravitational pull, and he and I decided to return to 
the Moat House. We went to the lobby to wait, where we joined George Martin, among others. When the 
bus arrived I climbed to the open upper deck, sitting behind George, while Moshe stayed below. George 
turned around. “What happened to Moshe?” he asked, disappointed to see only me. 
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I settled back, enjoying the feel of the wind in my teeth as street signs whizzed by at eye level. I 
felt like I was on an amusement park ride; if anyone opens a Harry Potter theme park and includes that 
wild bus from one of the early books, I’ll be there. 

In the Fan Lounge I found Alison Scott and other PLOKTA cabal members playing ring toss with 
three Hugos as the posts. I mindlessly pawed through the piles of free fanzines, looking for copies of 
Littlebrook I could press on random fans. Finally I gave up and went back to the room. 

 
[August 8th] “Monday, sweet Monday, with nothing to do,” to paraphrase a song from Flower 

Drum Song. I’d been scheduled to do a Kaffeeklatsche, but I cancelled it after seeing the turnout for 
Suzle’s. We’d talked about Closing Ceremonies, but it wasn’t on Suzle’s list of things the convention 
wanted her to do, so we gave in to the temptation of seeing some of Glasgow before we left the next day. 
An offer from John Douglas and Ginjer Buchanan to treat us to lunch at the Willow Tea Room was part 
of the lure. Later, I found out that I should have followed my initial instincts and made an 
appearance at Closing, because apparently the FanFund winners were again asked to stand. It 
had been almost impossible to find a time when we could get together with J&G, especially 
since Ginjer is usually completely booked with work-related meetings during Worldcons. I wish 
we could have scheduled this differently, as I really should have gotten back to the con. 

After breakfast, we gathered together books, fanzines, my suit, Suzle’s dressy clothes, and sundry 
other items we didn’t want to haul around England, and went for a final visit to the Dealers room. Away 
in the back was a booth from a British shipping company. They would ship anywhere in the world. After 
a long wait, while other people’s things were sorted and packed, the gent took our objects and promised 
that they would not be delivered to our door until August 17, after we’d returned. Since they didn’t do 
ground shipping, I had the choice of paying £83, or taking it all back. I paid. (In the light of later 
experience of dragging heavy suitcases long blocks, I’m glad I did.) 

Suzle and Ginjer had agreed to meet at noon for our expedition, but they hadn’t settled on where 
to find each other. We knew Ginjer was giving a presentation on Berkeley/Ace’s upcoming books at 10 
AM, and wanted to see some panel at 11 AM (but Suzle didn’t remember which one). We also knew that 
John was on another panel (“What is a Hero?”) at the same time. 

We found John easily – his panel was in one of the small Moat House meeting rooms just off the 
mezzanine. But even he didn’t know which panel Ginjer had gone to. So we did a lot of trolling back and 
forth to the SECC along different paths. (Either this was “I’ll take the high road and you’ll take the low 
road,” or it was a parable of the paths to enlightenment.) 

Finally we were all at the same place, at the same time, and we snagged a taxi. It dropped us in 
downtown Glasgow, as close as it could get. The Willow wasn’t in sight, but John paid a brief visit to an 
office supply shop, where he got directions. It was a block further on, in a section of the street that was 
pedestrian-only.  

The Willow Tea Room is a Glasgow landmark because Charles Rennie Mackintosh, Glasgow’s 
most famous architect and designer, had designed the interior. He worked in the late nineteenth and early 
twentieth centuries, in a style that bridged Art Nouveau and Art Deco. He designed and created buildings, 
furniture, ironworks, stained glass, paintings, and more. Others after him took his designs and applied 
them to silverware, jewelry, refrigerator magnets, and anything else you could think of. 

The ground floor of the Willow is a jewelry and gift shop. I’m not sure if it’s independent of the 
Tea Room or not, but it depends heavily on Mackintosh designs (we bought several presents there after 
we ate). Up a narrow flight of stairs was the Tea Room itself, or at least one floor of it. Once we were 
seated, we split our attention between the sumptuous menu and the décor, all straight lines and little 
boxes. The tables in this room were arranged around a central floor opening so we could look down at the 
gift store’s wares. 

Everything on the menu sounded delicious. Suzle ordered the smoked salmon salad, while I asked 
for the St. Anthony’s Special: smoked salmon, smoked trout, prawns in sauce and plenty of vegetables 
(and Earl Grey – hot). While waiting for everything to arrive, we explored the upper floor and found it as 



 

2005 TAFF Trip Report 21 

curvy and organic as the lower floor was rectilinear. Unfortunately, the dining room was closed off, so we 
couldn’t get a closer look. 

After savoring the savories, Suzle, Ginjer and I picked out gifts downstairs while John went next 
door to an outdoor clothing shop and bought himself a warm jacket. He needed it, as the air was cool and 
we planned to walk around Glasgow in search of more CRM landmarks. Out on the sidewalk, John got 
directions from a passerby, who directed us down the block, up the hill and right on Rose Street. 

We walked for quite a few blocks before deciding we’d scrambled some part of the instructions. 
Each of us pulled a different map from our pockets, purses and backpacks. Sure enough, we should have 
turned left on Rose.  

The street grew steep, so I walked ahead to check on the promising buildings in the middle of the 
next block. Sure enough, this was the Glasgow School of Art campus, with modern buildings on one side, 
and Mackintosh’s original building on the other. I waved everyone up the hill, and studied a large 
signboard showing the school’s many locations while I waited. 

The school was festooned with black ironwork, all roses and curlicues. The roof was decorated 
with fantastical finials and a great weathervane over the entrance. I doubted that it performed any real 
function, as it did not appear able to turn in the wind. 

We were disappointed to find that we were too late for any tours, and had to satisfy ourselves with 
the entranceway, stairwell, glimpses through glass doors of the statue-lined corridors and the gift shop. 
Even this little bit had its fascinations. Hanging from the top 
of the stairs was a globe made of steel ribs. On the walls and 
pillars of the entrance were mosaics of great artists from 
around the world, including – of course – Charles Rennie 
Mackintosh. The gift shop yielded postcards, a book on 
CRM’s work, and a cap that tastefully showed the 
building’s street number (167) on the front and “GSA” on 
the back. It even fit me. 

We returned to the convention after Closing 
Ceremonies, and spent the rest of the afternoon chatting 
with people in the Fan Lounge. (I recall sitting with Sandra 
Bond and her boyfriend Simon, mulling over recent 
fanzines while I pawed through a pile of discarded zines that included, no surprise, copies of Littlebrook 
I’d handed out over the weekend.) 

Sometime around 5:30, Alison Scott announced that the Cabal were going to dinner in the 
Carvery. I immediately asked if Suzle and I could come along. The Willow Tea Room food had not been 
excessively filling. She said yes, so we bid Sandra and Simon a quick farewell, and were soon seated with 
Alison, Steve Cain, Mike Scott, Flick, and Alison and Steve’s children Marianne and Jonathan. 

Alison entertained everyone with a detailed critique of LACon’s Hugo reception, explaining what 
had been wrong with the serving setup, the service, and the food. Her criticisms and ideas for improve-
ments, further amended by Mike and Steve, seemed sound. 
Alison always seems very sure of herself, and this added to my 
impression that she was Quite Right in her opinions. She was 
also trying to develop new ideas for enticing people into broader 
participation in the convention. I suggested an idea I’d seen used 
elsewhere: “passports” that people could get stamped in the 
many different areas of the con, to be kept as mementos. 

We went back to our room for a rest, a warning from 
Alison not to crash and miss the Dead Dog party ringing in our 
ears. The ringing needed to be loud, for we were both tired. In 
fact, Suzle fell asleep on my shoulder as we watched several 
Simpsons episodes. Eventually we roused ourselves and returned 
to the Argyle Bar, the real ale, and the Fan Lounge. 
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I circulated, relaxed, and related. I had my first real conversation of the weekend with Lilian 
Edwards. Joyce Zimmerschied of Portland told me about her visit with Lionel and Patricia Fanthorpe 
before the con, and introduced me to Glavna, a delightful whiskey liquor. Tom Becker bought me an 
equally delightful single malt called Auchentoshan.  

I came upon Chris Priest and Leigh Kennedy in the center of the Fan Lounge and reminded Leigh 
of our visit in 1986. She didn’t remember it, and no wonder. Suzle overheard me and explained that we 
didn’t visit them. Instead, we had stayed with the Aldisses, who had Chris and Leigh join us for dinner, 
along with Dave Wingrove. I returned to Leigh, and this version of reality rang the little bell of memory.  

We became engrossed in a long conversation about accents (Leigh’s from Texas, if I recall 
correctly, but she’d developed a sort of British sound) and other Trans Atlantic subjects. She offered to 
buy me a drink, which I accepted, and as she went off to the bar I stayed behind to guard our chairs. I 
smiled to myself, savoring the rapport we’d been developing. 

A moment later, a Seattle friend dropped into one of the chairs, leaned over to me and burst into 
tears. I put my arms around her as she managed to gasp, “My agent’s fired me.” I comforted her and got a 
little more of the story. While we talked, Leigh came back with the drink, but I smiled, shrugged and 
waved her away. She sat next to Chris again, and Moshe Feder sat down next to her. (The agent had 
assigned my friend to a subagent; I believe she later found that the new agent actually worked harder for 
her than her original representative.)  

 
[August 9th] The first day of our peregrinations began with a companionable breakfast with old 

friends Moshe Feder and Lise Eisenberg in the Moat House. We packed, checked out, said goodbye to 
scattered remnants and taxied to the train station. Standing in line at the ticket machines (which I found an 
interesting novelty), I recognized the very tall bloke in front of us as a friend of people we’d met at the 
con. (He turned up again at a party in London; Niall Harrison was his name).  

Out of the ticket sales room and into the bright expanse of the station where the space was broken 
by little shops, kiosks, arrival and departure announcement signs and train tracks, we saw Max standing 
beside a large, rambling pile of luggage. As we drew near, we were startled to hear part of the pile moan. 
It turned out to be a recumbent Tobes. Mark and Claire appeared, Tobes became vertical, and the entire 
group went off to catch their train. 

Canadian Murray Moore and his wife Mary Ellen (whom we had not previously met) then 
appeared to compare travel itineraries with us. Then we were off to separate trains – we to Birmingham, 
they to some other more exotic destination. 

We boarded what we thought was the front of the Virgin train, carefully choosing seats facing 
forward, in anticipation of four hours. Woe – we were at the back of the train, and were looking 
backward. We were stuck that way, with no seats available to move to. Along with the bumpiness of the 
tracks, this made Suzle queasy and unable to make notes. It didn’t do much for me, either, but I got a little 
writing and a little reading in. Actually, I had several strong waves of nausea as I wrote up another 
few pages of notes that had me concerned that I had contracted food poisoning or worse; my 
motion sickness only usually applies to reading in cars and busses. Once I stopped trying to 
focus my eyes, I felt fine. *Sigh.* 

Compared to other trains we traveled on, Virgin was rather posh. They offered headphones to 
listen to music, like an airline. (I only discovered this halfway through the ride, so didn’t take advantage.) 
They had a car selling food, drink, books, and magazines. They had their own “in-flight” magazine. The 
toilets were in large circular rooms with push-button automatic doors.  

During the first half of the ride we were surrounded by a large family: mum, dad, many boys and 
one three-year-old girl. We whizzed past rolling hills, plains, small copses of trees, many sheep, and 
hundreds of cows. We were sure of the latter number because Little Girl announced each moo cow and 
baa sheep. 

“Cows, dad. More cows, dad. MORE COWS, DAD!” Dad did his best to quiet her. “More 
animals, dad?” she would ask, until the next pasture. “Sheep, dad.” This was charming at first, but 
wearying after two hours. 
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As the family got off at their stop in Carlisle (my best guess – I didn’t note it at the time), the child 
waved goodbye to us and we waved back. “No more cows, dad,” I said to the father, and he chuckled 
ruefully.  

The remainder of the ride was uneventful. In Birmingham, a taxi took us past such landmarks as 
the Bullring to the Novotel Birmingham, a very modern – perhaps even postmodern – building only a few 
blocks from the city center. I liked the way they posted messages behind the front desk, with the 
recipient’s name in large lettering. Once we were in the room, Suzle fiddled with the thermostat, trying to 
get it to work, without noticeable results. (Among other ways to tell the story of our travels, keeping Suzle 
cool could be one focus.) I was particularly pleased to have gotten reservations at this otherwise 
too expensive for the likes of us hotel; an online special brought the price down to fairly cheap, 
seeing the posted rack rate confirmed this. And I needed to find places that were air condi-
tioned if at all possible, as it was August, a time when I would normally not travel anywhere. We 
had been lucky in Glasgow, both with cooler weather and an AC room, but it got warmer and 
quite muggy the future south we went, of course. 

I went down to the front desk to inquire about working the air conditioning, and Veronika, the tall 
Aussie desk clerk, called engineering. They gave her instructions, and she came up to the room with me. 
She fiddled with the thermostat, then climbed onto the bed to check airflow from the vent. I then took her 
place on the bed, feeling with my hand for the fine little flow of cool air. I calculated that it would 
sufficiently cool the room within just a few weeks. Fortunately, Suzle had her portable little fan (it looks 
more like a recording device) and the windows opened. 

We set off on a brief walk, and found a canal cutting through the city, one of many, we found out. 
Following it around, we came to some small restaurants, and ate a snack outdoors at a tapas place that 
backed onto one of the canals. My favorite dish was the anchovies in sauce: whole anchovies are quite 
different from the salty little bodies found in Caesar salad or on pizzas.  

Back at the Novotel, we called Steve Green to let him know we’d arrived, and he told us his email 
to us had been bouncing! Steve had organized a gathering for the following evening, so in case we 
weren’t able to access his emailed instructions, he gave us the restaurant’s location, the list of probable 
attendees, and the history of the Balti, which was the restaurant’s specialty. (I’ll explain this later.) 

It was getting late by the time we felt rested enough to venture out again. We walked toward the 
giant Ferris wheel and cultural buildings in the centre of town, turned and walked past our hotel in the 
other direction. Restaurants were beginning to close. One interesting looking place turned out to be a 
private club. Our stomachs were complaining, and I decided we should take refuge in a McDonald’s. 

Shocking, isn’t it? But I knew that even a McDonald’s would include a touch of local color (I’d 
visited one in Hawaii that served saimin, a local noodle soup; the one here in Seattle at the Ferry Terminal 
serves fish and chips.) They’re open late; they’re cheap; and there they were. Suzle had the Chilli Chicken 
sandwich, and I had the Chicken Tikka sandwich, neither of which we’d ever seen on a US McDonald’s 
menu. 

Back again in our room, we sampled British television. There were fewer choices than we’re used 
to in the US, even in hotels. Sometimes we had BBC 1 through 4, sometimes Sky, sometimes other things 
we couldn’t identify. In Birmingham we even had one station broadcasting in various languages like 
French or German, and another entirely in Polish (or so we guessed). 

 
[August 10th] We started Wednesday after a good breakfast, the Novotel providing both the best 

selection and best service of our trip. The air was warming and muggy as we walked toward the city 
centre once again, this time heading for an Internet café Veronika directed us to. It was part of the mighty 
Orange telecomm, Europe’s equivalent of Cingular. (She also helped me to find directions to a 
launderette, but I decided to find it later.) We had decided on an Internet café after realizing how 
much using the hotel’s “business center” – a computer/phone in the Lobby, was costing us. I 
needed to at least monitor my clients’ incoming email a bit and we had various things going on 
back home that needed to be kept up with to some extent, and just perhaps British fans might 
be trying to reach us. 
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As we passed Symphony Hall and the Birmingham Wheel in Centenary Square once again, we 
noticed that huge photos (four or five feet high by ten feet wide) had been mounted on stands and placed 
all around the square and along the path leading to a shopping arcade. We had to walk the path to get to 
the city’s business district so we looked at the photos: they were all taken from helicopters, and showed 
scenes from around the world. There were ice flows, cultivated fields, colonies of gannets, enormous sand 
dunes with tiny lines of camels crossing them, refugee camps, canyons, elephants on muddy plains, 
communities of boats and many other scenes.  

(Since we passed that way several more times, we found out the exhibition was called “Earth from 
the Air,” and one photographer, Yann Arthus-Bertrand had taken them all. As of this writing the display 
is still in place. Find out more at www.earthfromtheair.com.) 

We passed through the arcade, filled with shops, offices and the main library, and found ourselves 
on the edge of a plaza of curving pavement and stairs overlooked by an enormous television screen 
showing BBC news. A monument shaped like a church steeple occupied part of the plaza, looking as 
though the rest of the church might be underground.  

We descended the stairs and curves, noticing narrow streets branching off to our left, filled with 
more shops and bustling crowds. A stonework arch capped the end of one street; we couldn’t tell if it was 
a sky way from building to building, or simply decorative. Another block-end was occupied by the 
Birmingham Museum.  

We continued down, and around the end of the museum. It faced a sculpture of a woman in a 
reflecting pool, reclining on one elbow. Called “The River,” she was also a fountain. This verse by T.S. 
Eliot (from Burnt Norton) decorated the rim of the pool: 

 

And the pool was filled with water out of sunlight, 
And the lotos rose, quietly, quietly, 
The surface glittered out of heart of light, 
And they were behind us, reflected in the pool. 
Then a cloud passed, and the pool was empty. 

 
Other sculptures by the same artist, Dhruva Mistry, dotted the rest of this part of the plaza. (I have 

told a number of people that the River is better known as “The Floozie in the Jacuzzi,” and they have been 
amused at my irreverence. But Birmingham’s official web site refers to it the same way.)  

Finally, at the bottom of the plaza, guarded by two lions with 
human faces, we found New Street, which we followed until we 
reached an Orange shop. This turned out to be a mobile phone store, 
not a café. The clerk gave us fresh directions, “ Two streets down 
and left at Ted Baker.” Would the latter be a street, I wondered, or a 
statue of a local hero? Nope – it was the local instance of a national 
men’s clothing shop, on the corner of a lane narrower than a self-
respecting alley back home.  

The Orange Café was warm, but bearable, and we clocked 
into a computer and checked email and other information. Steve 

Green’s email was all there, so we never knew why he’d received bounce messages. (I guessed that he’d 
seen “Can’t deliver for X hours” messages and mistaken them for true bounces.) 

Instead of walking all the way back to the Novotel, we decided this would be a good time to visit 
the Birmingham Museum. I was particularly taken with the hope of visiting their large collection of Pre-
Raphaelite artworks, and Suzle wanted to see “Lest We Forget,” a display about Britain’s home front 
during World War II. We found the entrance, got a map, and began to explore.  

Finding what we wanted to see was more of a challenge than we expected. Two of the museum’s 
central galleries were closed for renovation, so we had to keep circling them, doubling back, going up and 
down elevators. After we passed one guard station for the fourth or fifth time, we found out that the two 
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closed galleries not only contained the bulk of the Pre-
Raphaelite collection, but also the sole access to the “Lest 
We Forget” exhibition. 

I satisfied myself with an entire room of John Everett 
Millais paintings, and a gallery devoted to the second wave 
of Pre-Raphaelite artists (post-Pre-Raph, I suppose you 
could say). Millais was one of the key founders of the Pre-
Raph Brotherhood; my reaction to his work was that he took 
Medievalism more to heart than the rest of the group, and 
was less “romantic” in his approach. Suzle found that the 
museum’s permanent display of Birmingham’s history 

included some of the material she’d expected about the World War II home front.  
We left the museum, walking slowly back towards our hotel. We stopped at a quiet canalside bar 

and restaurant called Pitcher and Piano. The piano stayed silent while we ate, looking down at the long 
narrow canal boats moored below, all advertising leisurely tours. 

We continued toward the Novotel, passing another landmark, the Ikon Gallery, a church converted 
to an art exhibition space with glassed-in elevator and catwalks attached to the rear of the original 
building. Of the three artists being shown, I wanted to see the work of a 19th Century Austrian printmaker 
named Max Klinger. I’d noticed six prints by him in the Birmingham Museum and had been captivated 
by his Gothic and bizarre sensibility.  

The space proved to be wonderful: whitewashed walls and wooden floors on three levels provided 
a sincere backdrop to Klinger’s series of prints on such subjects as a glove in metaphorical situations 
(causing a fisherman to risk his life in a storm to catch it, causing a nightmare, enticing roses to worship it 
at the edge of the sea), or the heavenly and hellish arc of a love affair, or a series of sensational murders.  

By now we were well walked out, so we finally 
returned to the hotel. I snapped this lovely sculpture 
outside a library on our way. It’s titled “FUTURE” but it’s 
rather hard to read. After a brief rest, I decided to find the 
launderette and get my clothing clean. I stuffed all my dirty 
duds, and a few items Suzle wasn’t going to wash by hand 
later, into a white plastic garbage bag and set off. I trudged to 
the Five Ways roundabout, down and up and down and up 
several subways (underpasses to us Americans) and along St. 
Francis Street as the bag became more and more unwieldy.  

I finally found the location Veronika had looked up 
for me, only to find it wasn’t a launderette but a full-service 
laundry, charging £29.99 per load. Nearly $60? No, thank you.  

I’d found a launderette in the phone book, and my best guess was that I was already halfway there. 
I had instructions on how to find it, too, so I headed further into the council houses and apartment 
buildings. Unlike in the US, odd and even-numbered addresses in Birmingham are often on the same side 
of the street, I noticed, which was a little disorienting. I finally spotted the little launderette in a small 
block of storefronts. However, it was too close to closing time for me to do my own laundry, I didn’t have 
the right change (and they didn’t have a change machine), and though the manager offered to do my stuff 
for me, overnight, I didn’t want to return. 

Back to the Novotel I trudged, fingers getting wearier by the block and clothes still dirty. After I 
showered and changed, feeling much refreshed, we caught a cab to take us to Adil Restaurant to meet the 
Birmingham fans. Not knowing how far it was from the hotel, I thought we should err on the side of early. 
Besides, there should be interesting shops and other things to see in the neighborhood. 

The trip was interesting: we passed a beautiful mosque and the driver pointed out serious tornado 
damage. (Birmingham’s “Balti Belt” – a Pakistani/Middle Eastern area – had been hit only weeks earlier, 
much to our surprise.) It was also a fast trip, only ten minutes, leaving us with most of an hour to fill. 
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There wasn’t much to see, either, beside a couple of grocery stores, small restaurants and off-licenses 
(shops selling beer, wine and liquor – odd in an Islamic district, but obviously catering to non-believers 
like ourselves) and lots of tiny nineteenth century houses that once held factory workers. Maybe they still 
did, but more likely nowadays the residents worked in service industries. I also noticed  many windows 
in those houses (like row apartment buildings here to some extent) held small satellite dishes.  

We strolled a block or two in each direction, finally coming back to stand in front of Adil as men 
in tunics and skull caps, and women in everything from head scarves to full chadors with little screens 
over their faces, passed by. As obvious strangers, non-British or not, we stuck out in a somewhat 
unnerving way, it really seemed. I, most certainly, did not belong there anywhere off the main 
street of shops and restaurants. Finally we stepped into the off-license next door, bought ourselves a 
beer each, and entered Adil to await everyone else. 

Shortly after, Steve and Ann Green arrived. Steve handed us a sheet of paper on which was the 
following mostly prophetic document: 

 

The Kaufman/Green/Kaufman/Green Corporation 
Minutes of Inaugural Meeting (held at a pizza bar in the shadow of Mexicon II) 

1. Mr. Kaufman queried why his pizza was covered in sweetcorn. 
 

Matters Arising from Inaugural Meeting 
1. Er, this is Britain. We copy US fast food, badly. Look at McDonalds: you’d never eat that rubbish on 

your side of the Pond. 
 

Matters Carried Forward 
1. Okay, next time we go for a Balti. 
2. Second meeting to be held in the 21st Century, next time the UK is daft enough to host a Worldcon. 
 

Meeting Closed. 
 
After them came Kevin Clarke, Peter and Eileen Weston, and writer Joel Lane, accompanied by 

Chris Morris. Ann sat next to Suzle, with Kevin, Steve and Peter opposite us, Eileen to my right, and Joel 
and Chris at the far end of the table. In the end we barely spoke to the latter two, but they appeared to 
have a fine time conversing with Peter, while Eileen explained to me that, despite years of attending 
conventions, socializing with fans and listening to Peter go on, she was not herself a fan. 

Now it was time to order, and to find out just what the Balti was all about. The Balti, as it appears, 
is a Northern Kashmiri way of cooking and serving curry dishes in a round metal cooking and serving 
dish. Instead of spooning the curry out of the serving dish into your plate (and usually onto rice, as we do 
in most Indian restaurants), you eat right out of the serving dish. Instead of rice, you eat with pieces of 
naan, pulled from sheets of this Indian bread so large people call them “table naan” or “bedsheet naan.” 
(See photo for naan details… Only Jerry, Joel, Peter and a bit of Steve are identifiable.) 

Adil offers several hundred varieties, using chicken, meat 
(not identified), prawns, mince or vegetables as the base, in all 
sorts of spice combinations from mild kurmas to fiery vindaloos. 
Interestingly, you can also order a number of additional items to 
add in, rather like ordering different toppings for pizza, at only 60 
pence per item: dopiaza, mushrooms, spinach, jalfrezi, aloo, dall, 
green peas, chana, cauliflower, aubergine, bhindi, eggs, paneer, or 
valor. Although we didn’t know what all these were, the list made 
Suzle happy, as she’s always looking for ways to get more 
vegetables at Indian restaurants without adding more dishes to our 
orders. (I didn’t note down what meat was in my Balti, but I did 
mark down that I added peas and aubergine (aka eggplant)).  

Steve seemed to be much the same as when we’d last met in the mid-1980s, looking like a 
comfortable burgher and man of affairs, and we enjoyed recounting our day’s adventures to him and Ann. 
Kevin explained about how the search for planets beyond Pluto had invigorated efforts to define precisely 
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what a planet is (a subject that, a year later, popped into the news). Eileen and I mulled over the current 
state of fandom and the growing gap in Britain between fans and pros – a subject on which she had much 
to say, despite not being a fan herself.  The group broke up around 9:30; Peter and Eileen kindly drove us 
back to our hotel where we hand-washed that laundry.  

 
[August 11th] We walked to the public library to use the free Internet connections there in a last-

ditch effort to find bargain lodgings in Cambridge, the one stop where I could not make reservations 
prior to leaving Seattle. A frustrating hour later we had a list of possibles, though nothing completely 
satisfied us (we couldn’t find anything that seemed to combine all the features we needed at a price we 
were willing to pay). We returned to the hotel, packed up, got to the train station, bought tickets on the 
Central Line and boarded. The train wasn’t as posh as Virgin, but it was less crowded and our ride was 
more comfortable.  

The station in Cambridge was, not surprisingly, much smaller than the Glasgow or Birmingham 
ones, and in moments we were outside it. We took a quick look at the Sleeperz Hotel across the road 
(sparsely furnished, simple and elegant, very inexpensive, but without a few amenities we wanted); we 
returned to the station and began phoning a few of the prospects from our list.  

In the end, we chose a place we’d previously ruled out, the Arundel House Hotel. It was on 
Chesterton Road facing the Cam River, just north of the city centre. When Suzle told the clerk the rates 
were a bit more than we’d wanted to spend, she dropped them just enough to seal the deal. A cab took us 
through narrow meandering streets, and I marveled at the most medieval city I’d ever been in. Some of 
the roads were as narrow as the country lanes in Dorset we’d driven down decades before, with two and 
three story buildings leaning in. Though they had ancient décor and carvings above, their storefronts were 
filled with trendy clothing shops. The juxtaposition of modern shops in the really ancient-seeming 
architecture and all of old Cambridge itself was my most notable “tourist” experience this trip.  

The hotel was a sweet assemblage of late Victorian houses fused into 
a single building, with corridors winding in, out, up and down little flights of 
stairs that echoed the city’s layout. They had no air conditioning, but once 
Suzle figured out how to open the windows, the room was tolerable. The 
Cam indeed was across the way, and the first time we ventured into the city 
we crossed a footbridge and walked across a park. On later expeditions we 
took one of the frequent buses that ran along the street outside the Arundel. 

The Cam is a quiet, even tame, river. The wildest it got was running 
over a small waterfall under the footbridge, with a lock next to it just large enough for a canal boat or two 
punts. Below the falls were five or six canal boats evidently being used as homes. We saw several with 
firewood heaped on the decks or cats lounging on or near them. Most had collected considerable trash in 
the water on their upstream sides. 

Once through the park, called Jesus Green, we entered streets of old small homes leading to 
Bridge Street. (Like seemingly all English streets, it changed its name frequently: one block north it 
became Magdalene Street and two blocks south it was Sidney Street.) Bridge Street crossed the Cam into 
the city centre and was quite wide. Two small cars could pass each other on it, although buses had to go 
single file.  

Below us on the river were rows of punts waiting to be rented. Four or five young people patrolled 
the area, hustling tourists, trying to sign them up for tours given by the two main rental companies. One of 
the firms had its barkers dressed in Edwardian outfits, including straw boaters.  

We wandered up and down Bridge, and through the plaza lining the south bank, finally settling 
into an Italian place where we could sit outside and watch the passersby. While we ate the excellent food, 
we enjoyed watching the attractive mixture of students, tourists and footloose young travelers, hearing a 
heady mix of accents from Britain, Australia, Sweden, Germany and elsewhere.  

 
[August 12th] Friday morning, we decided to catch a bus into the city center so Suzle wouldn’t get 

“walked out” too quickly. Thanks to advice from the hotel staff we caught the #1, which took us right to 
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Bridge Street. (We bought an All-Day pass for £2.50.) We stayed on to get one stop closer to Old Round 
Church, but the bus surprised us by turning sooner than we expected, rambling for blocks and blocks (or 
so it seemed) before reaching its next stop.  

We got off, feeling thoroughly lost. We were between a Methodist church and a nameless park, 
with no idea where the main streets were. But people waiting at the bus stop kindly pointed us in the right 
direction. We passed along footpaths and through narrow mews until, only two or three blocks away, we 
found the high street, the Visitor’s Information Centre, and a Telecom Internet Café. 

We fortified ourselves with a bus schedule, a train schedule, a map and directions to the Guildhall, 
around the corner, so I could attend a CD and Record Collectors’ Fair the next morning. Then we pushed 
on to the Round Church. 

Built in 1130 by Crusaders returning from the East, it’s round, just like the name, with the pulpit 
and pews along one portion of the wall, separated from the rest by curtaining. We looked at the 12-panel 
display recounting English history (focusing on English Christianity’s and Cambridge’s part in it) that 
flanked the entrance.  

All of Cambridge, in fact, felt like a history lesson and at every corner tuned, we found a new 
chapter. We left the Round Church and passed one or two of the colleges on our way to find King’s 
College and its Chapel. We spotted a small craft fair in a little triangular patch of open garden, but it 
didn’t hold enough charm to keep us but a moment.  

We finally found the imposing gatehouse of King’s 
College and a small sign directing us through a tiny lane to the 
Chapel. Along the lane, we passed an amazing tower that was 
decorated with brass sundials on all sides, all angled differently 
to tell the time in different seasons and topped with a brass 
weathervane. 

I’ve always though of a chapel as being a small, 
intimate structure for quiet worship. King Henry VI and 
succeeding kings like Henry VIII thought otherwise – King’s 
College Chapel is 289 feet long, forty feet wide and 80 feet 
high. It’s divided in two by a huge dark wooden screen 
containing an organ. All along the sides are small rooms used as 

private worship areas (about the size of my mental chapel image), decorated with memorials set in the 
walls and floor, including one to students and faculty who died in various wars. (I found the Green Man 
carved over one of the doorways.) 

The forward section, completed earlier, is fairly plain in décor, with a huge Rubens painting of the 
Adoration of the Magi. The rear section was completed by Henry VIII and is festooned with Tudor family 
symbols. The stained glass windows are huge and magnificent, really, with a scene from the New 

Testament depicted above and another from the Old Testament 
below.  

After spending time in the Chapel’s gift shop (I examined all 
the CDs of choral music featuring the Chapel’s choir), we emerged 
blinking and awed into the light and the grounds of the College. We 
walked through the grounds, careful not to step on the grass (a 
privilege reserved for Senior Members of the College and their 
guests, according to a brochure). We passed through the gatehouse 
and found ourselves on King’s Parade.  

After a meal in a café on the Parade, we stopped into a 
Borders Books. I looked for 1066 and All That while Suzle browsed through the Spike Milligan books. 
We came out to find it raining hard. After it slackened we found our way to Emmanuel Street where all 
the buses in town seemed to end up.  

My notes fail to mention our visit to the Fitzwilliam Museum, but we did visit this huge 
Neoclassical monument to the arts at some point in the afternoon. We didn’t go through the permanent 
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collection, though it sounded quite interesting. Instead, we rambled through one of their special exhibits, 
“The Cambridge Illuminations: Ten Centuries of Book Production in the Medieval West.” As this 
included items from the Book of Kells, bestiaries, Gospels, city charters, and other wonderful items, we 
were satisfied and footsore. The number and quality of the illuminated manuscripts were truly 
impressive. I hadn’t seen anything like this since the Irish Art/Book of Kells show-stopping 
exhibit in at the Met in NYC during the summer of 1977.  

So back to Emmanuel Street, where we caught the #2 bus back to the Arundel. Here we rested and 
consulted our bus map to figure out the best route to the Cambridge Blue, a pub where the Cambridge 
fans gathered monthly. Local fan Austin Benson had kindly rescheduled the usual Monday night meet to 
Friday (many Cambridge fans would not have been back from Worldcon so soon, anyway.) It was kind 
of Austin to set this up for us; aside from Bridget and Simon Bradshaw, we didn’t really know the 
other Cambridge fans, and this was supposed to be my TAFF-getting acquainted with Fans-trip, 
after all. 

The #2 was just the thing. It ran every 10 minutes, and cut through the city on its way past one end 
of Gwydir Street on which the Cambridge Blue stood.  

We walked to the bus stop at 6:00 pm. After more than 30 minutes, with only a snoring drunk for 
company, we were picked up by the #2. It ran into heavy traffic on Bridge Street but finally dropped us on 
busy Mill Road, across from the foot of Gwydir. We walked along what felt like miles of terrace houses 
until in their midst we found the crowded pub. (The walk back proved the distance to be two long blocks 
from Mill.) 

We threaded through the crowd to find Austin Benson, Caro Wilson, and another Cambridge fan, 
Collette Reap, squeezed at a table between the far end of the bar and a wall. Austin and Caro were both 
pleasantly mannered and blest with long hair and good humor. 
(Caro reminded me a bit of Teresa Nielsen Hayden). Collette 
seemed familiar to Suzle; we established that she had been 
selling Discworld convention memberships at Worldcon, and 
Suzle recognized her from there. 

The bar was naturally more busy on Fridays than the 
Monday nights the group usually gathered, but as more fans 
showed up Austin was able to lay claim to a long table further 
to the rear, and we moved there. Collette’s husband, Alan 
Bellingham, Pete Wareham and Gwen Funnel, Tim 
Illingworth, Tim Baverstock, and finally Bridget Bradshaw and 
her husband Simon appeared. (Marcia Illingworth may have been there as well, but my notes are silent.) 
Simon’s voice was forceful and he projected it well, a blessing in the din, as he was able to repeat 
whatever the soft-voiced Bridget said. The photo here is Jerry, Austin, and several of the above-
mentioned we cannot now ID on the left, and the back of Bridget’s head & Simon’s side on the 
right. (I have another such picture, but you get the idea.) 

The conversations were mostly about Worldcon, encouraged by Bridget’s delivery of a hoax 
version of the convention’s daily newsletter. Its most engaging feature was a parody of Flick’s party 
reports. (The official newsletters were called The Port Authority. It inspired one hoax version that we saw 
at the con, entitled The Starboard Mutiny, a fairly tame item. The zine Bridget handed us, Respect My 
Authoritai!, was much less restrained and much funnier.) 

We passed a pleasant several hours, eating, drinking and chatting, but without forming any strong 
impressions of anyone. No one seemed to be driving in our direction, if indeed anyone had driven there, 
so we made the long quiet walk back to Mill Street to catch the #2 bus. Before it arrived, a bewildered 
young woman struck up a conversation with us.  

She boarded with us, and asked us a series of questions, beginning with, “Are you from the United 
States?” We replied, “Yes.” “Is it all burgers there?” We continued in this bizarre vein until she reached 
her stop, and presently we reached ours. 
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[August 13th] The morning waitstaff was very well turned-out, but also very brusque and 
unwelcoming. Despite them, we enjoyed our continental breakfast, which included much more than the 
term usually implies in the US. Besides the coffee, juice, toast, rolls, and pastry we might expect at home, 
we also had our choice of cereals, fruit and yoghurt. 

Suzle and I hopped a #2 yet again, and hoped off at Emmanuel. I headed for the Guildhall while 
Suzle went to explore a large farmers’ market in the Square next to it. I was early, so I read a stone set 
into the wall in the corridor outside the hall where the dealers industriously set out their wares. It was the 
dedication stone from the building previously on this site, sometime in the 1780s, discovered when 
foundations were dug for the current Guildhall. 

I asked the woman sitting at the door to take our money just when this incarnation was built, but 
she didn’t know. “I’m from London,” she explained. She travels around to different towns, working for 
the organizers. Listening to other collectors waiting for the doors to open, I realized that, just like back at 
home, these shows take place all over the country. 

I handed over £2, and walked in. I found several British pop and folk CDs I’d wanted (I could 
have found several back home, but felt it was more authentic somehow to buy Franz Ferdinand, 
Radiohead, Eliza Carthy, and Joan Tabor relatively close to their stomping grounds). I enjoyed listening 
to the dealers and their customers trading tips and comments, too. My favorite find, though, was a CD by 
relatively obscure but delightfully odd Atlanta band Of Montreal (with bonus 5 song EP included) for a 
pound.  

I left the Guildhall whistling, with twenty minutes to spare before meeting Suzle. So I explored the 
outdoor market, a mix of local produce, French cured boar hams, cheeses, leather goods, CDs, books, and 
flea market miscellanea. I nearly bought a few of the used copies of British Harry Potter books but 
mindful of the weight of our suitcases, thought better of it. 

I had spent the time wandering about in that Farmers Market, looking for potential gifts for 
folks back home, admiring the local produce, wonderful looking cheeses, and the like, with the 
vaguely sad/annoyed feeling of a traveler staying at a hotel where it was pointless to purchase 
some of the food items without having some form of refrigeration available. (I drank a lot of 
warmish soda this trip.) Saw fruits and veg that I had heard of, but never seen, and a few items 
that I could not ID at all. I did buy us a few snacks that didn’t need to be kept cold. Then I 
continued to check out the local shops, and found a seat where I could review our travel plans 
while waiting for Jerry to finish his shopping. 

I found Suzle sitting in the shade of the back of the Guildhall; we compared notes on our way back 
to the hotel. We packed, got a cab back to the train station, ate sandwiches while waiting for the next non-
stop to Kings Cross Station in London. The uneventful trip took about an hour.  

From Kings Cross we walked through tunnels deep in the ground to the Piccadilly line of the 
Underground (aka the Tube), London’s subway system. Eventually we reached the Gloucester Street stop, 
where we came up into the air of a busy neighborhood. Just before we left for the trip, the awful 
bombings in the Underground had taken place. We were reminded of this continually while 
traveling by the sight of armed soldiers who seemed to be everywhere, and especially visible in 
airports, train and underground stations, public monuments, etc. Having lived in Manhattan for a 
number of years, and been through the FALN’s4 series of bombings in the summer of 1977, I 
wasn’t particularly unnerved by this fact, but did note that the station to which we were headed 
was, in fact, one that had been bombed a few weeks earlier.  

Taking the tube to our hotel was certainly economical, but not very easy. As mentioned, 
we had more luggage than was really practical, but was necessary to bring. I could manage my 
own bags, but not my larger suitcase, up and down stairs and that sort of thing. The under-
ground has lots and lots of stairs and escalators. Long, deep escalators, like in the north end of 
Manhattan. The biggest difference, aside from the very practical “Stand on Right” notices, are 
that the escalators move a lot faster than their US counterparts. I had my funniest (well, now) 

                                                 
4 The Puerto Rican Liberation folks 
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moment on our way to our hotel at a tube transfer point. With purse and tote bag held over my 
shoulder with one hand and large suitcase in the other, I was following Jerry’s lead to the correct 
platform. He went down one of the very steep fast-moving escalators. I, uhm, balked. With no 
hands available to hold onto the handrail, facing the racing steps in front of me, I was afraid that 
I would end up, along with my bags, head over heels down the thing. Lots of people, annoyed 
people, were dive-bombing around me to other escalators, or backing up behind me. I took a 
breath, steadied myself, and quickly stepped on. The crowd that had sort of gathered around me 
cheered! We made it to our train and stop nearest our new hotel. 

Our hotel was somewhere along Cromwell, the major street intersecting Gloucester, We began to 
walk, dragging our large suitcases behind us on their little wheels, with other bags slung over our 
shoulders. The numbers crept up slowly, and the baggage became heavier. We moved more and more 
slowly. One block beyond a Sainsbury (Grocery Store) our hotel, the Country Inn and Suites Kensington, 
appeared at last. 

We thankfully fell into our room, with its twin beds pushed together to make a king. I checked a 
phone book and found both a launderette and an Internet café within a few blocks. We had reached the 
Promised Land. 

I called Mark Plummer and Claire Brialey to arrange our dinner date. Mark estimated that it would 
take them about two hours to get to Kensington after freshening up. This would us enough time to freshen 
up ourselves. I ran over to the launderette to reconnoiter, finding that it had soap and an attendant to make 
change. I returned shortly with my load of soiled clothes and my notebook. I wrote, transferred clean 
clothes to a dryer, wrote more, and watched other customers come and go.  

Mark and Claire appeared in the hotel lobby, and we spent the next hour in the hotel’s lobby bar, 
drinking ales and beginning to sort out the fan world. We adjourned to a nearby Italian restaurant with 
reasonably priced, undistinguished food, where we traded stories about our jobs and families, made 
musical suggestions (I detailed all the music I’d found cheap that morning) and reviewed Worldcon in 
more depth.  

We’d met Mark and Claire prior to Worldcon, at a Corflu a year or two earlier, and had shared a 
meal there. That had been a tentative and stilted conversation; however; this evening the talk flowed like 
sparkling, glinting water. (Other than to say that we really enjoyed their company, I have nothing 
to add to that description; I wouldn’t dare.) 

And speaking of the Sainsbury, a lifesaver I 
enjoyed browsing through, there was this wonderful, 
partly paved-over directional sign in the driveway – 
I considered doing so each time we passed it on our 
way out, but as we were not in Minneapolis, I had to 
decline…. 

 
[August 14th] Our first full day in London, Sunday 

was our “Exploring the Wonders of Kensington” day. We 
had the usual hotel Continental breakfast, with the added 
entertainment of watching badly stressed waitstaff rushing about to fill special orders and keep the tables 
cleared, all while understanding very little of the requests guests made. (The staff seemed to be all recent 
Asian immigrants with little English.) 

Because we weren’t sure where all the different buses went, we thought we could walk to the 
museums only a few blocks away. The blocks proved to be pretty long. We passed the Natural History 
Museum on our way to the Victoria and Albert – and passed it, and passed it. (It was a magnificent pile of 
brick in the grandest Neo-Gothic style, decorated with dozens of animal sculptures.) 

The Victoria and Albert Museum was itself pretty huge. We found a touch of home when we 
entered: hanging in the great central dome was a Dale Chihuly glass chandelier.  
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Once we were oriented, we headed for the British galleries, working backward through time from 
1900, though we kept being distracted by things like a gallery of armor. The displays started with William 
Morris wallpapers, books and other objects, each item more fascinating than the last.  

An 1880s washstand particularly charmed me. It was three levels tall: the top level held fresh 
water in a cistern, the user let water into the washbowl through a faucet shaped like a goat’s head, then the 
bowl tipped to drain the dirty water into a hidden bucket on the lowest level. The exterior was all gilt and 
marble, pierced like Gothic cathedral walls, and painted with birds and foliage.  

We stepped into a small gallery of Medieval carved ivory, to find large rooms on either side 
stuffed with plaster casts of sculpture. One room was filled with work from southern Europe, the other 
with northern European statuary. We wandered around and around these rooms for what seemed like 
hours. The southern European work was Classical Greek and Roman, and Renaissance Italian, including 
Donatellos and Michaelangelos. I marveled at David with its oversize hands and head, looking like it 
would fall on me.  After all the walking, I needed a little recuperation, and found myself in a little 
drop-down seat in the corner of this room, staring at David’s, uhm, back for a short time. 

The northern European material, mainly French, German and English, included many lords and 
ladies lying on top of tombs, and many massive doorways from churches and palaces. 

We found ourselves looking through a hall of clothing, primarily outfits that had belonged to 
Queen Maud of Norway, and decided it was time to move on to the Museum of Science, where we started 
with a meal in their café, accessed through the Hall of Energy. After becoming re-energized, we passed 
back through the Hall, dwarfed by giant steam pumps and turbines, on our way to the display of 18th 
Century Science. That gallery featured many elegant experimental instruments to measure and test 
vacuum, light and motion; most were made for George III, who was quite the science geek in his youth. 

We also visited the hall of computer and math history and science, which included Charles 
Babbage’s original Difference Engine and a modern attempt to build a fully working model. (If Babbage 
were less cantankerous, he might have been able to raise the money to complete it himself.) Among the 
cases devoted to math, I found a cabinet containing Klein Bottles, including examples triply nested, and 
cut-up Klein Bottles turned into Moebius strips. These shapes are so bizarre I have no words to describe 
how their interiors and exteriors form one continuous surface.  

We returned to our hotel, catching a bus this time, for a brief rest before our long trek to a party 
hosted by Joseph Nicholas and Judith Hanna. Instead of ducking down the Gloucester Street Tube 
entrance, we thought we’d do a little more sightseeing by taking a bus as far as Hyde Park. This proved to 
be less fun than we expected, as the bus was extremely crowded. We didn’t climb to the upper deck 
because Suzle was a bit unnerved by the steep steps. So we didn’t see much except the backs of other 
passengers. I had often ridden on the upper deck in past visits; don’t know why it seemed 
treacherous this time. 

We entered the Hyde Park Tube stop, rode one stop and transferred to the old Victoria line. 
Following Joseph and Judith’s instructions, we exited at Seven Sisters, finding ourselves in a primarily 
African or Afro-Caribbean neighborhood. It was somewhat run-down and very lively, with the streets torn 
up for construction projects. I spotted two shops selling Reggae, Calypso, Soca, and Afro-Pop. The last 
several blocks were full of well-tended small houses, culminating at our destination on the corner of 
Jansons Road. A stained-glass depiction of dragons set into the door suggested we were at the right place. 
We also spotted a billboard on the side of a shop facing an alley – for the upcoming debut of 
Lost!  It seemed amazing to see this particular advert here, but this program was apparently 
much anticipated in the UK. It premiered after we left, but was well received, I believe. 

Lots of visitors were already there: Eileen Gunn, Moshe Feder, Murray and Mary Ellen Moore, 
Marci Malinowycz, David Levine and KateYule. (It seemed at times as though the living room was 
entirely North American while the kitchen was unbelievably stuffed with Brits.) I didn’t recognize Rob 
Hansen until he spoke (he had his hair pulled back, and what I could see was gray), but Avedon looked 
nearly the same as I remembered. 

We’d met or re-met many of the attendees at Worldcon: Geneva Melzack, Mark and Claire, 
Alison Scott and Steve Cain, Alun Harries, Joseph and Judith, of course. We were introduced to tall 
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person Niall Harrison, whom we’d spoken to in Glasgow’s train station. Farah Mendlesohn and Edward 
James (Hugo winners for their non-fiction book) wandered about. Caroline Mullan and her daughter 
explored the garden, eating handfuls of huckleberries.  

I was introduced to Ian Moore and his wife Janice; Ian insisted I should know him, as we’d traded 
fanzines and corresponded back in the 1970s, but I could not 
dredge the name from memory, Later, as someone else men-
tioned him, the penny dropped. I’d misunderstood Ian’s accent. 
He was Ian MAULE. Well, that was different, and I sought Ian 
out to apologize. (Ian published some issues of Checkpoint; he 
and Janice had also put out many issues of Nabu.). Jerry and 
David Levine did make it (barely) into the kitchen. That’s 
Rob Hansen on the left, with Alun, Jerry, David, Joseph 
being partially obscured by the back of (we think) Niall 
Harrison. 

People showed up who hadn’t been seen in ages, like 
Graham Charnock, who’d also been very active back in the ‘70s. I thought he looked a bit like San 
Francisco’s Rich Coad, odd because Rich had lived in London for a few years and had been part of 
Graham’s social circle.  

Graham was really surprised when I recognized him, having met him at Seacon in ’79. 
Apparently some of his fellow countrymen didn’t. That’s 
him in the middle between Jerry and John Harvey. 

Feeling overcome by the crowd, I retreated to the quiet 
of the living room, where I browsed through the book version 
of Earth from the Air. Soon, though, people gathered around to 
peer over my shoulder and discuss the London version of the 
exhibit. Anther hot topic was the British Airways strike. It 
started when the company providing the in-flight meals 
suddenly laid off 200 workers and soon escalated into a strike 
by their workers and BA’s ground crews. Many flights had 
been cancelled but over the next two days some flights were 
restored.  

Our hosts had thrown quite a party – everyone who was in town who could make it was 
there. We thanked them then and thank them now. I got to catch up with lots of old friends and 
acquaintances and enjoyed seeing their house and garden.  

Joseph and Judith served a nice array of finger foods, but I was beginning to think I would need 
something more substantial. I checked with Suzle, who agreed, and with David and Kate, who were 
staying somewhere in central London. We added Marci to the group, and tried to figure out a way to get 
back to the Tube stop without the long walk, since Suzle was entirely walked out. And I had noticed 
that Kate was limping when she arrived; the tube stop was really quite a walk. 

I thought a taxi would be the best way, but Judith and Joseph had no idea which cab companies 
served their neighborhood. Sandra Bond, who lived nearby, couldn’t tell us, either. Nor did the telephone 
book help. (Joseph couldn’t even comprehend that someone might not be up to the trek.) As we said our 
goodbyes, Mark P. gave me several Radiohead CDs and a sort of London fanzine called Smoke (not a 
fannish publication but one filled with little stories and essays about London). 

Judith finally guided us to a bus stop and kindly waited with us until it came.  
Everyone, including Judith, had told us to ride this bus until we reached Walthamstow, a stop that on 

maps seemed awfully far away. However, it dropped us at the Tube stop one past Seven Sisters, not so far 
after all, and we arrived in Covent Garden about 9:30 pm. During the ride, we consulted Kate and David’s 
guidebook, and with the help of a nearby friendly Londoner, we settled on a Traditional English 
Restaurant near the Underground exit. If that didn’t work out, we thought, there should be plenty of others 
to choose from. 
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Silly us – once we hit the streets we kept making false turns and looking in on other, unsuitable, 
venues (no food on Sunday nights, too smoky, too warm, etc.), without finding the one place we’d agreed 
to try. We were tired, hungry, and snarling at one another. Person X: “If you’re going to ask a question, 
you should listen to the answer.” Person Y: “I can multitask!” 

It was now getting really late. We walked past an open Indian restaurant, checked the prices, 
checked the air temperature. People milled. Marci studied the map. Kate and I looked at each other and 
announced that we, at least, were Eating Here, told the manager we wanted to patronize his establishment, 
went in, and sat. David and Suzle followed us. Eventually Marci folded the map and joined us. 

It turned out to be quite a reasonable choice. The food was good, and they even had baltis on the 
menu. While we waited for our orders, Marci entertained us with books and pamphlets about a show 
she’d seen in Glasgow – a cross between puppetry and mechanized sculpture. As she described her 
experience, the rest of us sipped our lassis or dozed. 

Eventually we got back to Kensington. 
 
 [August 15] Our plan for Monday had been to go to the Tate Modern, then to Greenwich, but 

being flexible, we decided to visit Harrods in the morning and the Tate Modern in the afternoon. 
The bus was much less crowded on a late Monday morning, so we arrived at Harrods in comfort. 

Maybe visiting a department store is not everyone’s idea of tourism, but we were very entertained. 
Harrods is possibly the world’s biggest store, and is older than Seattle (started in 1835). It’s also a great 
deal like a funhouse in which the rooms revolve and dump you into unexpected new rooms or right back 
into areas you’ve just left. The ground floor was devoted to luxury items like perfume and jewelry, but I 
found the food much more interesting. It was like a hundred delicatessens jammed together: meats, 
cheeses, fresh fruit from dozens of cuisines.  

One room was devoted to souvenir cookies, candies and other sweets, all in fancy tins. I overheard 
a remark about Krispy Kreme doughnuts there, and laughed about it with Suzle, but a moment later I 
spotted the distinctive KK sign in the Bakery Room. 

We split up to visit restrooms, and agreed to meet back at the central bank of lifts. It took each of 
us a quarter of an hour just to find those lifts again. (I admit I took a detour to check out their Waterstones 
Bookstore.) If the bus rides through the older sections on Cambridge reminded us of the Harry 
Potter ride through London on the magic bus, Harrod’s certainly seemed similar to the ever 
moving staircases and doorways of Hogwarts.  

Back on the streets, we passed a seemingly infinite number of shoe stores, looking for a place to 
eat. Eventually we found a comfortable pub, where they served a decent example of pub food and I tried 
to figure out how to use the “fruit machine,” a sort of slot machine. I failed utterly. 

After a brief return to our hotel to deposit our purchases, we hopped a bus again, intending to 
switch to the Jubilee Line in Piccadilly Circus. Somehow we missed it; we got off in Trafalgar Square, 
and roamed in confusion until we backtracked enough to find the right Tube entrance. The Jubilee Line 

took us under the Thames. It was a very new line, the stations decorated 
with modern décor of metal slabs.  

When we emerged from underground, we tried to figure out how to 
catch a bus to the gallery, but all the ones we saw were headed in the wrong 
direction. So I made Suzle follow me as I followed a series of yellow-
painted light poles, all marked with directional arrows. It was a long walk 
but we made it.  

The Tate Modern building was a conversion of a power station into 
an art gallery. The building was enormous; half of it had three levels but the 
other half – the Turbine Hall – was open from the ground floor to the ceiling 
seventy feet up. (It was about 450 feet long.) We walked onto a platform 
twenty feet up and looked down to the floor where there was a large display 
of architectural models by the firm that designed the gallery. Some were 
small tabletop models; others reached for the roof almost to our level. 
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Suzle and I agreed to meet in an hour in part because we were interested in different exhibits. I 
skipped the Frida Kahlo show, having seen something similar in Seattle, and aimed for the permanent 
collection. This worked well, as I found the surrealists and the abstract expressionists (exhibited in a 
section devoted to “The Earth and the Environment” – the curators had decided that painters like Jackson 
Pollack were doing landscapes). Pollack and Rene Magritte were among my favorites, but there was so 
much that I’ve forgotten most of it. 

When we met again, Suzle took me to the restaurant on the top floor she’d found with a view of 
St. Paul and London and the Thames to the east. Although our maps showed that the Tate was close to the 
river, I hadn’t quite grasped how close.  

Reviewing the maps, we realized that the Blackfriars Tube stop on the other side of the river was 
as close to us as the Southwark stop. All we had to do was to walk across the Millennium Bridge, a 
footbridge from the Tate Modern to the north bank. As we walked, we enjoyed the view forward to St. 
Paul’s and backward to the gallery.  

All during our stay in London, we searched for the 
Eye of London (that’s the really BIG ferris wheel built, I 
think in part, for the Millennium Celebration), and which 
we’d only seen on photos, TV, and in films. I never had a 
good grasp on its location, but thought perhaps it would 
turn up as we crossed the Thames.  We will don’t know 
how we could have missed it, but somehow it never 
appeared.   

It was still a long walk, and we moved more and more 
slowly. (I remember passing the Blackfriars pub, and being too 
tired to consider going in.) Finally we reached the tube stop.  

Back at the hotel, not being up to much, we called Alun 
Harries, who’d offered to keep us company at Heathrow, to confirm the time he’d show up in Kensington. 
Then we went out in search of dinner.  

We stopped at the Italian restaurant that had been too busy the first night we were in town. 
Mondays were not busy; they gave us a table immediately and we enjoyed a quiet dinner, with much 
better food than two nights before. We finished our evening watching some thriller on the telly. 

 
 [August 16th]  By the way, our hotel was located directly 

across the street from a local landmark – this was as impressive to 
us as many of the more usual sightseeing spots and museum 
exhibits had been. 

After breakfast, we paid our final visit to a British Internet Café. It 
was our last chance to check email, and Suzle wanted to look at the British 
Airways website, to check developments due to the strike, confirm our 
reservations, and print boarding passes. 

Alun found us there, trying – and failing – to print boarding passes. 
He used his insider know-how (he used to work for the British Airport 
Authority) to check on our flight in more detail. All seemed okay, though the food situation was still hazy.  

We went back to the room to finish packing and check out. While we bustled about, Alun revealed 
that he’s a self-appointed see-er off of Americans, having kept Lucy Huntzinger and Velma Bowen 
company while each waited at Heathrow years earlier.   

As I had managed to smash my foot into a piece of furniture in the middle of the night and 
was hobbling about, we chose to take a cab to the airport, rather than taking the Tube to 
Paddington Station for the Heathrow Express. (This cost about the same as three train tickets 
(we were paying for Alun’s, of course, and saved us much walking and luggage lugging.) 
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The lines for British Airways were enormous. A BA employee looked at our confirmation, and led 
us to a fast check-in line that then didn’t move at all for half-an-hour. Alun went off to find someone who 
could break the logjam, and soon our bags were checked.   

We searched out food, settling into seats at a pub-like restaurant, and dumped all our loose change, 
including one- and two-pound coins, into Alun’s hands. He used it to pay for our lunches, claiming that it 
left him with a tidy profit.  

Soon we said our goodbyes, and left him as we went through security. I was chosen at random (I 
think) for the novel experience of a full-body security scan. The magic wand passed over me, finding 
nothing, of course. And I tried to act nonchalant as Jerry disappeared from view into a little room. 
We knew we had nothing odd with us (though Jerry’s CPAP might have caused the interest), but 
I was very relieved when he reappeared. One hears stories, you know. 

We bought one last gift in the only shop not selling high-ticket duty free goods, picked up 
sandwiches and drinks with the £5 vouchers BA gave passengers to offset the lack of food on board, and 
stumbled onto our flight.  It turned out BA did have some food service, just not the hot meals we’d 
enjoyed on the trip over. They passed out box lunches almost immediately – sandwiches, water and a 
sweet. That was nearly exactly what we’d brought with us.  

I didn’t enjoy the flight at all. The air was too warm, I was cramped, I missed the beginnings of 
every movie I might have watched. (This was my fault, since I read the wrong list of movies in the flight 
magazine.) I was too uncomfortable to read, so I tried to nap, and then tried to read some of the fanzines 
we had picked up. And ditto for me, except I think I did manage to see a few films, the names of 
which are long forgotten.  

The head steward told us we would see a video explaining how to complete the customs form, but 
this was never shown. The flight attendants passed out the forms, warning us to fill out a fresh one if we 
made mistakes. Naturally, I made lots of them.  

Suzle and I were very nervous about completing the form correctly, because we’d heard US 
Customs has become stricter since our last UK trip. (US Customs at the Canadian border has also, 
but not that we’ve encountered personally.)  I worked and reworked my figures three times to make 
them come out right, hampered by the lack of a calculator. Four messed-up forms later, all individual 
items on the back of the form were in dollars and added up to the total on the front. Suzle’s added up, too. 
Then near the end of the flight, we discovered the “no food” rule,” and worried that our gift of Harrod’s 
toffee for my mother, and Suzle’s bottle of HP Chilli Sauce would be confiscated. Of course, it makes 
no sense for this type of item to be banned – they are sold in the US in some form or other, but 
it sounded like trouble; I did toss the perishable food we had left just in case. 

Once we landed at SeaTac, more or less on time, we breezed through Immigration. The officer 
interviewing us was a very chatty fellow, full of jokes. After a half-hour wait for our suitcases, we 
approached the Customs officer with our forms in our outstretched hands. He barely glanced at them and 
waved us through; moments later we sent the luggage on its last little trip on a conveyor belt to the main 
baggage claim carousel in the remodeled SeaTac Airport. Marilyn Holt (wife of Cliff Wind, who started 
this narrative) was there to greet us and drive us home. The trip was over.  

 
 
 
  
  
 
      

 
 

          
 
       (Red Middy and zines in Argyll Lounge) 
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AFTERWARD: 
 
Well, over in the sense that we were back in the US. The actual work then began on 

administering the TAFF fund until the next West-East TAFF delegate was chosen, which turned 
out to be 3 years instead of the usual 2.  With lots of help from very generous fans, I managed 
to raise or collect from others’ work enough to pay for my trip plus add several thousand dollars 
more into the TAFF account. 

My TAFF trip was one of the most memorable that I will ever make. I got to meet or re-
meet many fans from many countries.  It was a particular treat to be the TAFF delegate at 
Worldcon, which doesn’t happen in the West to East trip very often.  We didn’t get to travel far 
and wide and meet fans from more than a few locations outside of Worldcon, but I enjoyed 
making the acquaintance of those we did encounter. If you were not mentioned here by name, it 
doesn’t mean that meeting and spending time with you was not appreciated and enjoyed, it just 
means that there were too many folks and too much going on all at once for me to sort you all 
out. 

Thank you, voters, for sending me on this trip. 
 
Interaction gave all the FanFund delegates first class treatment, more as guests of the 

con than add on attendees. I am grateful to everyone on the committee and staff. 
 
I’d also like to thank a few people who have really helped me along the way in big and 

small ways:  
Jerry Kaufman, who encouraged me from the beginning, and continued to help by writing 

the draft of “my” TAFF report, so that I could expand and edit it. He also chose the right zines 
and materials to take to cons, send for auctions, put up for sale, and did the big lifting in my 
admin. (I mean this literally — we had at least 10 boxes of wildly varied donation materials, and 
he lifted them all over the place for years.); 

James Bacon, UK TAFF admin.;  
Claire Brialey and Mark Plummer, who made everything so much smoother, both before 

the con and during my admin. years; 
 Past administrators Randy Byers and Ulrika O’Brien, who were always there to ask for 

advice and help, and  
Dave Langford, who also offered much needed advice, as well as continuing to maintain 

the wonderful TAFF website (taff.org.uk); 
Bridget Bradshaw, my UK counterpart after the 06 TAFF Election, who was quite 

wonderful to work with.  
And to everyone who’s voted in the TAFF races and/or contributed money and support.   
 
 
Photos on following page, left to right:  
 
1st : Joe Siclari & Edi Stern; Fan Program Opening in Argyll Rooms; 
2nd: United Fanfund Auction in Pirate Gear; Charles Stross; Mary Kay Kare, Patrick Nielsen Hayden panel 
3rd: Steve Davies, Lori Meltzer, Alison Scott, Dick Lynch et al; Sue Mason’s Ship; Janice Gelb, Eileen Gunn 
in Mezz. Green Room 
4th: Murray & Mary Ellen Moore with Judith Hanna; Jerry near our London hotel; Sandra Bond, Randy 
Byers, Peter Weston; just beneath them – punting on the Cam in Cambridge 
5th:  Jerry, Ann Green, Kevin Clarke, Steve Green, me in Birmingham; view of London and the Tower 
Bridge from the Millennium Bridge; King’s College, Cambridge 
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