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In memoriam
Too many people who we love have left us recently. Just within the pages of this report there is Vijay
Bowen, who I first met at a Liverpool Eastercon on her TAFF visit to Europe in 1999. There is Joyce
Katz, who I had read about in the pages of Wild Heirs. So many people have spoken of their fond
memories of Joyce; my visit to Vegas was the first time I met her and she was already quite ill. I so
wish that I had met Joyce a few years ago.
My host for the Seattle section of my trip was Randy Byers. I’m still reeling from his tragic death in
November 2017, as is much of fandom. Randy’s warmth and generosity touched so many people.
Randy was an extraordinary person. I first met him on his TAFF trip in 2003. He came along to our
Cambridge pub meet and we spent a cosy evening sampling beer, then more beer, and then even
more beer just to check that it was still as good as when we first sampled it. Randy mentioned that he
was going up to Keighley to pay homage to the great D. West (another fan who has sadly left us and
gone to join the everlasting convention – you, dear reader, can decide for yourselves whether that
would be heaven or hell). I offered to drive him up there and so we set off on a road trip to Northern
parts.
Often the trip up the A1 can be a little dull, but it passed by so quickly as we listened to tapes of
Round The Horne and spoke of many things. In Chunga 6 Randy writes that I spoke of “longbows,
Agincourt and failed fannish romances”. A fading memory has taken away these details, but I do
remember a warm glow of relaxed companionship. It felt like we had known each other for many
years and could so easily relax into each other’s company. I delivered Randy to Keighley and he had a
fine time worshipping at the feet of the Don and spending time with Hazel Ashworth, Michael Ashley,
Debbi Kerr and Ian Sorenson.
Randy was the superstar nominator for my TAFF campaign. All my nominators were great, but
Randy made sure that everything I published was shoved through as many fannish letterboxes as
possible. He campaigned tirelessly during the race and I’m sure that a decent chunk of my North
American votes came in as a result of Randy’s hard work. It was a delight to then stay with Randy in
Seattle and he was a most excellent host.

The last time I saw Randy was at Loncon 3. I’d just finished the fan funds auction and was feeling
quite weary. A group of us gathered in the fan village: myself, Bill Bodden, Randy Byers, Rob Hansen,
Rob Jackson and Dave Hicks. A great bunch of people, who all add much of value to this fandom of
which we are all a part. I thoroughly enjoyed myself and between us we solved all of the world’s
problems. Unfortunately time and the alcohol haze have removed all these solutions from memory
(I’m sure that the solutions were all really great and not wild fanciful nonsense, oh no). Now Randy
has left us we will never again be able to form this axis of insight to sort it all out.
We had many interactions online and in fanzines but I didn’t know Randy well. I know that he did
mean a great deal to me, though, and I miss him so very much indeed.

I was thinking how best I might describe him and it struck me that the word affable could have been
created just for Randy; he could ‘aff’ with the best of ‘em. He had such an easy, gentle nature that you
always felt relaxed in his company. A lovely person indeed. Thank you, Randy, for the gift you gave
me of being part of my life.
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Throwing my hat
in the ring
Welcome to the tales of my tour around North America.
That does sound quite grand, doesn’t it?
There’s a hint of giant stadia full of screaming fans as the TAFF delegate stands at the centre of this
maelstrom, booming out phrases such as “Hello, New Orleans” or “I love you, Las Vegas”. It also kind
of implies that I covered North America more completely than I did. There are 23 countries in North
America and I toured two of them. I dipped into Canada to visit a single city and then, viewing the
map above, it looks as if I was trying to throw a rectangular lasso, connecting up the dots of where I
touched down in the United States of America.
So, maybe not so grand as it sounds, but downright amazing all the same. There’s absolutely no
chance that I can adequately convey the sheer joy and sensawunda of this trip, but in the pages that
follow I’ve tried to give a tiny taste of the experience for your delight, derision or delectation
(whichever suits your mood or fancy).

The campaign
When I was teetering on the edge of the TAFF candidate decision I reckon it was probably the
thought of running a campaign that pushed me off the cliff of indecision and into the bubbling foamy
waters of the 2013 TAFFly race. Nic Farey, Carrie Mowatt and I had discussed the possibilities and
were soon buzzing with all manner of notions of frivolity that we could indulge in as we tried to
engage fandom in a little TAFF playfulness. We didn’t get to realise as many of these notions as we
wished, but we had a lot of fun along the way.
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For the campaign we did a few talking heads panels at conventions but our main activity was
publishing; Nic Farey, in particular, made his mark here with a beautifully designed little trifold
fanzine known as the Tiny TAFFzine. I supplied the writing and Carrie focussed upon memes and
manipulating photos. I’m still really proud of what we produced and I am convinced it did much to
help raise the profile of the fan funds.
In issue 1 of the Tiny TAFFzines I wrote an article to introduce myself to the electorate and I
reproduce it here so that, before we go to North America, you get some idea of where I came from.

A biographical Jim
So, you’re thinking, “I want to vote in this TAFF race but first I want to know a little more about the
candidates.”
Jim thinks, “Aha, an excellent opportunity to talk about myself and possibly bag a vote into the
bargain.” So here goes:
I was born, or so I am told, into the smoking fumes that clouded the industrial heartlands of the
North of England in 1964. A thick pall of smoke hung permanently over Leeds, being belched forth
from the copper works, brass moulders and other products of the industrial age. I lived in a tiny
back-to-back terraced house, choking daily as I edged closer and closer to the final oblivion that
claimed so many children of the time. The doctor gave dire warnings that I would be likely to kick the
bucket, run down the curtain and join the choir invisible, or shuffle off this mortal coil if I were not
taken away somewhere warm, sunny and clean. He probably meant the South of France or the
Mediterranean but my parents, being of modest means, could manage nothing more than a dash for
the edge of the city to what was then a semi-agricultural area known as Tingley (near Morley in the
rhubarb triangle). Despite not being a rhubarb plant or even made of rhubarb I thrived, grew, and
left all that choking and potential mortal coil shuffling behind.
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I left school at the time of the largest unemployment figures in living memory. I bummed around for
a while but eventually got a job as a bus driver. I met a girl in a nightclub, got married, had a child,
discovered fandom, and got divorced. All pretty standard stuff.
So you’ll notice that I slipped in a mention of fandom there. I met Steve and Jenny Glover either in
1993 or 1994; I think it may have been through a bulletin board I was running called Chaos. The
internet had not yet taken hold in the UK and I ran a system on my BBC computer that people could
call on a phone line and play games and leave messages on. I was part of a store-and-forward
network called Fidonet at that time, and was heavily promoting science fiction discussion forums.
When I met the Glovers it just so happened that Jenny was editor of Matrix, the British Science
Fiction Association newsletter. She soon saw that I had been previously unsullied by fanzines and
figured I was the perfect person to write a fresh and bright review of them. Mercifully I don’t have a
copy of that review column now and so don’t have to be confronted with my own naivety, but the
process was enough to pique my curiosity as regards fanzines and I began LoCing several of them
under the name of Jim Trash.
I went to several Glover parties and a couple of friends who I met there (Nesa Sivagnanam and Julie
Faith) persuaded me to attend Sou’Wester, the UK Eastercon that was being held in Liverpool at a
hotel called the Adelphi. I did attend and met all sorts of people – including one of my current
nominators, Rob Hansen – and had an incredibly good time. It was, of course, very strange and
overwhelming but there were a lot of nice people, a fabulous hotel, some great books in the dealers’
room and some splendid real ales. I loved it to bits. I delved into fandom more and more. I joined an
APA called The Organisation. I put out a fanzine called Pips, and started attending the Leeds fandom
monthly meets in a pub called the Adelphi which included such remarkably talented folks as D. West,
Dave Mooring, Michael Ashley, Simon Ounsley, Mike Ford, Chris Terran, the Ashworths, and Debra
Kerr. We would get regular visits from Ian Sorensen, and TAFF and GUFF delegates often made a
point of coming along to see us. They were usually quite lively nights, and a bunch of us also used to
meet for a quiz night at a pub called The Bridge Inn in Leeds city centre. The other drinkers were
furious with us as we won the prize week after week after week. It was most gratifying.
I drifted away from fandom a little then, and it was probably Eastercon and the woman who is now
my wife that drew me back. I met a science fiction fan (Carrie) who was a member of her university
science fiction society and she was contemplating running a small convention at Heriot-Watt. Pure
grit and determination got her through and she managed to make it happen. Carrie was keen to see
other conventions, so we started to attend Eastercons together; it was unfortunate that one of these
was 2Kon in Glasgow, but she was still keen e’en so. She finished her degree and moved to
Cambridge for her doctorate. I followed soon after and we have since immersed ourselves more and
more in fandom. We have been involved in ZZ9 Plural Z Alpha, the Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy
Appreciation Society, for many years. We regularly attend several conventions and I have begun
publishing my fanzine, Pips, once more. Carrie is regularly involved in official con newsletters and I
am more likely to be burrowing myself away producing my own guerilla newsletters and podcasts
instead.
I started reading Nic Farey’s publication, Beam, and was so impressed by it that I wanted to get more
involved. Nic and I talked about it for some time and then I suddenly found that I was a co-editor and
was expected to do stuff. He’s a tricky one, that Nic. I like and enjoy fandom and find it a great place
to play. I now want to play a little in North America and need a whole bunch of votes from you guys
to get me there. I adore the TAFF ethos and wish to be more involved. Vote for my enthusiasm. Vote
for my love of fandom. Vote for me!

-9-

More on the campaign
So that was me, trying to give the TAFF electorate some idea of what they were voting for, and
despite this they still voted for me. The world is a splendidly mysterious place.
The Tiny TAFFzine was handed out at many different social events and fanzine publishers sent it out
with their zines. There is a lovely picture here that Randy Byers posted on Facebook. He had printed
and folded hundreds of Tiny TAFFzines to post out to people.

I had a great deal of support for my TAFF campaign but Randy, Nic and Carrie were the central
powerhouse of the whole campaign. I am very grateful to them for all that they did. It was a fine
campaign which was a lot of fun.
So that’s the introduction and I will now shuffle out of the way so that you can get on with reading
the trip report.
I shall just leave you with this fun little cartoon that D. West did for my campaign:
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Time to depart
Thursday 8th August 2013
It was all a bit strange really. I had a plan and then it was gone. There was a bus in my future and a
very early morning. Then an angel did appear and say, “Lo, I bring you tidings of stuff that I intended
to say before but I didn’t and now I have.” As momentous pronouncements go I felt it lacked
something – pomp, circumstance and substance – but it had promise. What is this thing of which you
speak, o Claire of Croydon (for ’twas she)? Well, you’re flying from Gatwick and that’s quite close to
Croydon so, if you wish, you could stay here overnight before you fly on Thursday. Excellent, thinks I.
The early morning is banished and Claire and Mark are good people to spend time with. Pausing only
to ask Carrie if it was OK for me to start TAFFing a day early (Carrie has been giving me good
husband lessons and occasionally I retain some of this information and think to check with her before
agreeing to go off and do stuff – she tells me that good husband behaviour is for my own benefit and
will result in far fewer withering stares and despairing exclamations), I confirm to Claire that I think
this is a jolly good idea and I would love to take up her offer.
I arrived at Croydon on Thursday evening after surviving several trains that had been pronounced
dangerous. At St Pancras there was one on the platform. It didn’t look dangerous to me but the
announcer people assured me that it was. It must have been very dangerous indeed as when it did
finally chug out of the station the announcer assured us that it was being taken away to be
terminated. It’s a tough life for a train. The train I did board there decided to grind to a halt at a
station called Elephant and Castle: a lovely cheery name for a station, which makes me think of a cosy
pub, a warm fire and the gentle buzz of people engaged in pleasing social intercourse. It is therefore
unfortunate that the reality looks like a post-apocalyptic urban warzone.
The train I’m on now has been declared dangerous (there’s a lot of ’em about it seems). Someone
comes out to hit it with a stick. Then several more people arrive and stand around looking at the
person hitting the train with a stick. They obviously approve of his methods and thoroughly
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disapprove of the dangerous train. Eventually they decide that the judicious application of stick has
decreased the immediate danger levels and so conclude that the train can go a little further. Upon my
arrival at East Croydon the danger level is reviewed once more and it is discovered to have risen to
unacceptable levels. This train also must be terminated.
I leave it to its fate and hunt down world famous multi-award-winning fan writers Mark and Claire.
Mark proves himself incredibly easy to hunt as he stands by the exit waving frantically.
I approach the exit tentatively. I am carrying giant purple luggage and it doesn’t like these railway
exit things. I was caught out earlier by one that had opened to allow me through and then closed on
the giant purple luggage, causing a situation where I was on one side of the exit barriers and the giant
purple luggage on the other. The station guard stood by completely uninterested as I mounted the
barriers to haul giant purple luggage over the top – a mighty effort which left me aching in some
unusual places and soundly cursing giant luggage, exit barriers, and unhelpful railway folks. This time
at East Croydon the disabled access super wide splendidly easy barrier was readily available and so I
jubilantly chose that one. I inserted the ticket, to be met with an uncaring red light. Hmmm, try again
and again. Uncaring red light continues. Mark then leaped to the rescue with a cunning suggestion:
slide giant purple luggage under the barrier and leave by another. And so I did.
Mark took me away to nearby Claire. We inserted giant purple luggage into small blue car and moved
gingerly out into traffic. Claire is not a fan of driving in Croydon during busy periods such as this and
puts me at ease by telling me so and pointing out all the dangerous junctions and terrifying driving
practices being engaged in all over the place by almost every driver on the road. We avert disaster
several million times before eventually arriving safely at the Fishlifter mansion, where Mark has food
in mind. We telephone for delights from the Indian sub-continent and then Mark disappears into the
hallway. Moments later, as if by magic, he emerges from aforementioned hallway with a brown bag
full of edible goodness.
Much toot was talked, as is traditional. We spoke of Worldcons – expressed hope that Helsinki would
win the bid but thought it unlikely. We spoke of the forthcoming TAFF race to Loncon 3, which looks
as if it should be enormous fun. I stalked the length and breadth of the living room hunting fan
awards and found the surfaces awash with them. There’s a mighty Hugo on the mantelpiece and
several million, more diminutive, Nova awards herded together on another shelf like so many penned
up rocket-shaped sheep awaiting their dip. We drank many beers. Mark has excellent taste in beers
(Claire drinks dark and evil things such as porters and stout) and throws a four pack of BrewDog
single hop IPAs on the table. I write down some tasting notes but I’m afraid they become less than
coherent toward the end of the evening.
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Tasting notes:
• Eldorado – Looks like Irn Bru, is a bit fizzy like Irn Bru. Thankfully tastes nothing like Irn Bru.
Light, bit of a fizz and tasted slightly orangey.
• Goldings – A slightly darker taste – hits the roof of the mouth good an’ ’ard.
• Waimea – A fun beer although a back taste which reminds me of rust.
• Dana – My notes say “It’s a bit like the weird fungus beer”. I’ve no idea what that means or even if
it was me that said it.
After that we had Hardcore IPA which is always downright splendid, and so to bed rather later than
we intended.
During the night the inevitable happened and I felt the need to venture down to the bathroom. I crept
downstairs, found the bathroom, did what I needed to do and all was well. I flushed the toilet, ready
to creep back upstairs, when the toilet let out a very loud whistling noise. It’s the middle of the night,
I’m trying to be extremely quiet and the damn toilet decides it wants to sing to me. I flee the room
just knowing that I must have awoken the whole house.
The next morning Claire pronounces that she slept barely at all (could my shenanigans with the
singing toilet be to blame?). It seems she is too tired to drive so we take the sensible decision to do
the public transport thing. I get the opportunity to insert giant purple luggage into a bus then a train,
and then I give it away to someone in an airport in the hope that she will put it onto an aeroplane that
may be going in the same direction as I am.

- 13 -

Somewhere in the middle of all this I lost Claire. We had wandered hither and thither in the airport
and then suddenly found ourselves near some roped-off thing that contained a line of human beings
that stretched away into infinity. Oh, it looks like this is the line for security. “Erm, thanks for looking
after me and seeing me to the airport,” I say, or at least try to, but vast numbers of potential travellers
armed with various shapes and sizes of luggage have appeared and placed themselves between Claire
and myself. Somehow they can tell that she’s not really travelling and shouldn’t be there. Ruled as an
airport irrelevance, she is swept away from me so fast that I barely see it happening. I withdraw into
the semi-inert half-life that is the queuing standard.
The aeroplane flight is long and uneventful. The long part is not good but I thoroughly approve of
uneventful, at least as far as the lack of crashing into mountains or plunging into the sea is concerned.
Instead of screaming my way into oblivion I plunge into the onboard entertainment system and
watch a few films.
I watch:
• The Sapphire Girls – Aborigine soul singers go to Vietnam. This was fun.
• Brave – Animated Disney medieval Scots – there was a girl with red hair and a bear.
• Listened to an album by someone called Holly. OK but nothing special.
• Started watching something called Upside Down – “What if love were stronger than gravity?”
I saw only a few minutes of this last one as we landed. There were two planets situated only a few
miles from one another. A boy and a girl on different planets fall in love but can’t travel to the other
world as gravity works differently on the residents of each planet. If you try to cross over you
explode, or something. Possibly a plausibility holiday there occurring.
As for me – well, I’m going to Toronto. The rest of my TAFF trip awaits.
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Toronto
Friday 9th to Monday 12th August
I filled in a declaration form on the plane. I hadn’t realised what a vital and exciting document this is.
I searched in the instructions to find where I was supposed to leave it but there was nothing there. I
left it on my seat figuring that maybe someone collected them all up and just filed them on a dusty
shelf somewhere.
It seems I was mistaken. This is a super important document that carries vital information for
everyone in the airport. The uniformed chap looks unimpressed at my passport and says the single
word: “Declaration.” I tell him that I don’t understand what he means. “Card you were given on the
aeroplane.” Ah, yes. “That’s on the aeroplane.” He looks at me but says nothing. I’m obviously the
biggest cretin ever to attempt to walk upon Canadian soil. I realise I will need one of these
declaration thingies and ask where I can obtain another one. “Back,” says he. Hmm. I ask one of the
women who are herding queues. “Back,” she says. I explain that this back word isn’t helping me
much. Please please please I need more specific instructions. Through several miles of queue-herding
tape there is a little table and I see someone bent over it doing some writing. This, it seems, is the
naughty boys and girls table where they must obtain their declaration forms. I go to do my duty,
returning later with a correctly filled-out form.
Now there are more questions. Why are you here and why for ONLY four days? Just visiting someone
and then going on to visit someone else. And where does this someone live? Erm, I don’t know. You
don’t know? “In Toronto,” I offer. She’s called Catherine. I’ve used up my two pieces of information. I
have nothing left. Customs woman presses the point. She wants to know what expensive and
luxurious gifts I have brought for this Catherine. I say that I’ve brought nothing at all. I didn’t think
she’d really want to know that I had a copy of my fanzine Pips for Catherine. Much suspicion
continues about how I know this Catherine. I tell her that we meet at science fiction conventions
(which isn’t entirely true as Catherine and I haven’t yet met – I muse upon what the penalty is for
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lying to a customs official – maybe I’ll be dangled from
the CN tower until I say sorry or made to wait in a
customs line for eternity). Fortunately she understands
about science fiction conventions and so nods and smiles.
I have made it into Canada. Or so I think. She has put
large red crosses all over the top of the declaration,
which is a bit worrying. I put the document away but
within seconds there’s someone else who wants to see it.
I’m baffled as to why; I found it completely uninteresting.
However, I produce the piece of paper and the person in
uniform looks pleased. I continue onwards, collect giant
purple luggage and am about to leave the baggage return
when I encounter another huge queue. It seems that
there are yet more uniformed people who are keen to
view our declaration forms, and this time they are so
keen on the form that they confiscate it from each and
every one of us.
I emerge into the arrivals lounge to see huge numbers of
people milling around. Catherine Crockett is immediately
recognisable from her Facebook profile picture and I
home in and accuse her of being Catherine Crockett.
Caught in the act of being Catherine Crockett, she admits
to it and we go to collect the car. I fulfil the stupid
Englishman stereotype in these situations by attempting
to climb into the driver’s seat. Damn! I’d thought about
that beforehand and convinced myself I wouldn’t make
such an elementary mistake. Ah well. I comfort myself in
the sure and certain knowledge that I will make many more blunders during my stay in North
America and they will surely eclipse this one.

Catherine takes me away from all this
We drive for many miles, with Catherine pointing out an abundance of flowers and tall buildings.
Eventually we reach The Annex which is the area where Catherine lives. “Eclectic” is my first thought
upon entering the area. There are many tree-lined, one-way streets festooned with what we British
folk would call Victorian and Edwardian housing of all shapes and sizes. I love the crazy mixed-up
collection of building styles on every street. It’s a real feast for the eye. Catherine’s house is no
exception and is fronted by a large apple tree (McIntosh apparently) festooned with fruit that is
frustratingly not quite ready to eat. There is a large front porch with a very inviting-looking wooden
chair, and a maze of rooms beyond inhabited by all manner of musical instruments, fannish
paraphernalia and artefacts that indicate that Catherine and Colin have a very rich variety of interests
(Colin’s giant Meccano ferris wheel is indeed a magnificent mechanical marvel).
I am now fed with a bacon and tomato sandwich (with guacamole on it – I never expected that) which
was very welcome indeed. This would be my dinner time and yet it is still the middle of the afternoon
here in Toronto. We chat and footle about on the computers for a while and then head out again,
through another vast variety of neighbourhoods, to a place called The Only Cafe which can be found
at 972 Danforth Avenue in Toronto. Catherine threw me out of the car and went off to do a little light
parking.
I wandered in, sat down, and got out my ancient technology (pen and paper) to do some note taking.
It looked a little odd to me. There was much evidence of coffee but I saw no beer. Now, I’m not
adverse to coffee but I was hoping for beer. Maybe there would be beer later or perhaps there was a
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Left to right: Merle Metalin, Colin Hinz, Catherine Crockett, Jim Mowatt, Cliff Goldstein, Diane Lacey, Giselle, and Ira Nayman

secret stash of beer under the counter. I would leave myself in the lap of the hosts and see what
transpired. Catherine emerged sometime later from the back of the room. How did she do this? I
would have seen her come through the door. “I have found them,” she exclaimed. “They are in the
beer bit.” Through the black curtain we went and there was indeed ‘the beer bit’. This was an exact
copy of the other side of the curtain but this room had a bar festooned with beer possibilities. I liked
this bit. Of course we then realised that there were far too many of us to find a table that would fit us
in this side of the cafe and so did some major manoeuvring of furniture and colonised a chunk of the
coffee section.
Ira Nayman sat opposite me and fired off desperately searching questions. “What are you a fan of?”
says he. “Stuff,” says I, trying to sound confident while ducking a question for which I couldn’t easily
frame an answer. There were questions about the process of choosing where to go for a TAFF trip.
This was an easy one to answer, as my process was ridiculously simple: if someone said they were
willing to host me, then I was happy to go there. Ira then gave me a book he’d written called Welcome
To The Multiverse as a donation for the Fan Funds Auction at Worldcon. It looks pretty good. I read
some of it later and found it playful and fun. I may even bid on it myself. Ira is here with the
astoundingly beautiful Giselle. She is extremely animated and almost as intense as Ira. This couple
are a powerful force indeed.
Catherine has given me something called
Canadian Tire currency for the Fan Funds Auction.
It looks very much like it is real money and I hear
there are places that do accept it as currency. All
most peculiar. It is currently a bookmark, but
hopefully it will eventually be converted into real
money for the fan funds.
There is a man with a hat (Cliff Goldstein) who
comes to sit beside me. He is very proud of his city
and I’m sure his intentions are good, but I find
that so many of his recommendations of Toronto
marvels just flow over and around me. I have no
context for these things of which he speaks. They
sound like fine things and if I had a spare six
months then I might get to see half of them. Diane
Lacey is with the man in the hat and she has been
designated to look after me during Saturday party
preparations. Diane strikes me as being one of
those female fannish forces of nature who make
sure that stuff happens in the fannish world and
woe betide it if it should try not to happen.
Lloyd and Yvonne Penney (the Penneys From
Heaven as Jacq Monahan has previously dubbed
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them) unfortunately need to leave early. Lloyd
writes letters of comment to an incredible
number of fanzines and I did want to talk to him
about how he motivates himself to keep going. Ah
well, maybe I shall get to speak to Lloyd at the
party on Saturday. Keith and Nancy Soltys
unfortunately have to leave early also, but they
assure me that they will be back for the party on
Saturday.
Jim Caughran and Murray Moore are sitting
together. There’s a delightful air of a pair of
naughty schoolboys about them. You feel that at
any time they would be making rude gestures
behind your back or constructing ink bombs to
throw at the swotty kids in the front row.
I drank many fine beers that evening. There were
IPAs and Pale Ales, most of which were deliciously tasty indeed. I had been assured that there were
now many excellent craft beers on the North American continent but somehow hadn’t quite believed
it.
The following day I got up fairly early for a run around the local streets. It was not too hot but
massively humid so did get jolly uncomfortable after only about 20 minutes or so. I was happy to
retreat back inside for a shower, a stretch out and a bit of a lie down. Later my hosts arose to take me
out for breakfast. I wrestled with the menu and managed to order eggs with only minimal
embarrassment about sunny sides being up, down, or wherever and all that kind of thing. Then we
came back to the house to collect hats and Ctein (that makes it sound like he’s an article of clothing
doesn’t it – I’m pretty sure that he isn’t). Moments later we were bound for Bloor, exciting new shops,
and strange things.
We were shown a board game shop called Snakes and Lattes. You can try out all manner of board
games here and order coffee also. Seems a splendidly civilised notion. There was also a shop called
‘Good for Her’ which had free water and coffee available in a little cupboard by the door. It also had a
dazzling array of vibrators and dildoes. I asked the shopkeeper what were probably terribly naive
questions about bondage tape; I was intrigued as to why there should be a special tape for bondage
and what qualities that has that other tapes don’t. She assured me that it being shiny and black was a
real plus as it looked very good against the skin. It also stuck to itself but not so much to skin which

Left to right: Murray Moore and Jim Caughran
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will have been a big plus. It was also strong
enough to hold someone but not so strong that
they couldn’t break it open if there was a real
need to do so. I am now rather more enlightened
than I was as to the ways of bondage tape.
Catherine also bought us some walnut cake: an
intriguing item that actually tasted quite nice once
I’d removed the walnut (I’m not allergic to nuts. I
just don’t like the things; they taste far too grey to
me).
We returned home with beer from ‘The Beer
Shop’. That seems eminently sensible. Of course
you should get beer from something called ‘The
Beer Shop’. There were several interesting beers
and one that called itself ‘Buzz’ which had hemp in
it. I had to try some. Unfortunately it was a meh
kind of beer. ’Twas fairly bland and quite
inoffensive: drinkable but made no real
impression upon the taste buds.
Friday night is a fairly relaxed time, sitting around
chatting and then an early night. Helsinki is
discussed once more. There’s a fascination with
this Helsinki bid and an ambivalence about the Spokane bid. Orlando doesn’t seem to be popular
among the people I’ve spoken to.
Awake at 6am on Saturday morning – a thoroughly bad idea as there’s an all-night party planned for
me tonight and then I’m travelling straight after with no sleep in between. I lay there for an hour and
a half trying to get back to sleep but it’s not happening, so I don my running gear and slip outside. It’s
nice and cool and the streets are very quiet indeed. I very much enjoy my morning run, staying out
for around an hour and then back again, shower and lay down to see if I can get any sleep. Absolutely
no chance so I turn on the cricket and check out how England are doing in the Ashes. Alan Dorey joins
me online to share enthusiasm over the progress of the England bowling attack and Curt Phillips
joins us also to discuss cricket, cucumber sandwiches, and tea.

Diane Lacey and Cliff Goldstein arrive to whisk me away to Chinatown. We find a dim sum place
where people keep arriving with carts of wonder and offering many amazing things. They make a

Left to right: Colin Hinz, Cliff Goldstein, Diane Lacey, Ctein and Catherine Crockett
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note on a piece of paper and then away they go,
leaving very small but fabulous things on the
table. After a moment or two someone else
arrives with other things that look even more
tasty. This keeps happening and it would be all
too easy for us to stay there and continue to
sample everything they have to offer, but
eventually we slow down and then stop, satiated
and happy. However, many of us are still cocking
half an eye at the delicious foods which continue
to be trundled by on the karts. Could we possibly
manage just one more tiny morsel?

We head off to Kensington Market. Curt Phillips
has issued strict instructions that I must have a
wide-brimmed hat so I dutifully buy such a thing
there. We walk the streets admiring some of the
amazing graffiti and then go to the library which
houses the Merril Collection. Judith Merril
apparently donated her collection to the library
when she moved to Toronto and they have
lovingly cared for and expanded it ever since.
Every now and again when visitors come to town they run a special tour around the facility, and they
are happy to do so for me. We see many first editions and even several drawers full of old fanzines. I
make a grab for them but the drawer is shut firmly before I can touch the treasured documents.
Possibly she’s heard about the shocking state of the fanzines in my own collection. Two other people
have somehow stumbled onto the tour and they look more than a little baffled as to what’s going on
and why.
After the tour we decide a drink is the thing and go to a student bar, which is happily devoid of
students so allows us plenty of space to spread out (although at this point there are only Cliff, Diane
and myself). I drink something which has the head of Albert Einstein on the tap. It tastes fine and
goes down nicely. We chat for a while. Cliff is passionate about Toronto and does much wailing and
gnashing of teeth that my stay is so short and I’m missing so much. Diane, I find, is busily organising
everything in the universe. Like so many superfanwomen she is adamant that she will stop all of this
and start just attending conventions to enjoy them. I am somewhat sceptical about this. She is doing

- 20 -

guest liaison at LoneStarCon3 and will also be presenting a bid for Kansas City in 2016. I feel tired
just hearing about all of this, so Cliff and I relax with a game of pool. I win and Cliff says that now he
will have to kill me. I assure him that I won’t tell anyone and he lets me live.
Back to base to see if I can grab some sleep before the party.
Goodness, I actually did manage to get some sleep. There’s frantic tidying and organising. I heard
things being hit with a hammer earlier on downstairs, so I’m a little afeard of what’s been happening
down there. I slept for about an hour. I’m hoping this will be just enough to help me stay awake and
be reasonably sociable throughout the night.

Party time
I’ve been hiding in the guest room for the evening while things were heaved around downstairs. I
was convinced that I might be considered a frightful nuisance if I appeared downstairs while party
preparations were still ongoing. Eventually, shaved and showered, I descend the stairs to find the
first of the guests has arrived and a long table is laid out with snacks and coolers containing a variety
of drinks to tempt almost any palate. This first of the guests is called Kevin Grucock and he is highly
praised by Catherine for his nifty tech work but even more so for being the saviour of the
masquerade. Apparently costumers are in some kind of guild and earn points for appearing in a guild
thing that conforms to several rules. One of these is that a requisite number of costumers must take
part (a sort of quorate costuming if you will) but things had fallen short of perfection. They had
actually fallen about seven people short but Kevin, it seems, travels with an array of exciting dressing
-up items (no, I don’t know why he has them). He rounded up a bunch of folks. He persuaded them
into these items of clothing and suggested they parade around in them for the masquerade. And so
the day was saved by Kevin’s fabulous dressing-up box.
Now I was given context for Kevin but not as much for some of the other guests, so I struggled
mightily trying to work out who was who and what or why. I had no problems working out who Taral
was, though, as I’ve been reading his zines for years. I zero in upon him and introduce myself. He tells
me many things about Roman coins. A couple of days later he’s posted a party report on File770 and I
was amused to hear him report our meeting thus:
I thought I may have come on a little strong at first, aggressively describing the English part of my coin
collection, without ever taking stock of whether Jim’s eyes were glazing over. But after a bit, I relaxed
and thoroughly enjoyed the conversations over the course of the evening. Things were surprisingly
fanzine oriented. But then, apart from Jim and myself, Keith Soltys and his wife were present. Keith
published a fanzine named Torus in the 1980s and apparently still remembers how it was done. Both
Penneys were here as well. It should be pointed out that the evening’s hosts, Catherine and Colin, had
also published at one time or another. The only conspicuous omission from the local fanzine clan was
Murray Moore.
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Left to right: Taral Wayne, Jim Mowatt

‘Aggressively describing’ does give a fine indication of Taral’s style at that point in the conversation,
but I was actually interested in the subject so must take a goodly portion of the blame there for
encouraging his forays into ancient coinage. Taral mentions that Murray was missing from that party
which was unfortunate indeed but I had seen him earlier in the week and am hoping to see Murray
again at Worldcon. (The tenses are going to get really weird here: I’m jotting down these notes as I’m
on my trip and yet I’ll be editing them later. Should I change everything to past tense? Should I retain
present tense for authenticity? Oh woe, life is such a trial sometimes. <back of hand to forehead –
strike tragic pose>)
We speak of many things and fanzines are very much at the forefront of those things. I’ve wanted to
meet Taral for a long time. He has so many varied interests and yet I always feel a little unbalanced
when reading his material. Even now while I’m speaking to him I feel that I’m missing something or
that I have some kind of fundamental misunderstanding. I suspect I could talk to Taral for ten years
and still not feel that I really understand him well. Someone who does seem to understand Taral
quite well is Hope Leibowitz. They’re sitting together and chatting and they seem so relaxed and
warm to each other as they lament the changes that have taken place around them. Over the top of
our conversations we hear the phrase “syphilitic noses” blasting around the room. There’s a woman I
don’t recognise who has much to say on this subject and every few minutes we hear another similar
phrase ring out around the room and possibly reaching into the next continent. It keeps us amused
and adds to the party ambience.
There’s a whole group of people I don’t meet during the evening. I get the impression they are SMoF
(Secret Master[s] of Fandom) types plotting and planning at the far end of the room. They will
undoubtedly be taking over the universe some time soon. Of course they would need to elect a
chairbeing, galaxy sector heads, treasurer, code of conduct wrangler and auditor first. You can’t take
over the universe without a proper committee structure in place.
The evening progresses into morning and people begin to leave. Pizza arrives and is happily received
by us party remnants. Later I am buzzed down to the airport by the saviour of the masquerade,
Kevin. It’s ridiculously early o’clock in the morning but I battle my way through bag drop and
security. US customs tried desperately to keep me out of the country by using the diabolically
cunning tactic of hiding all the pens so we couldn’t fill out the customs declaration that they claimed
they wished to see. However, I fooled them by bringing my own pen and in the blink of an eye, much
shuffling of the feet, and a tortuous search of my bag I was through customs and allowed into the
United States. Then I flew from Toronto to Cincinnati, pausing only momentarily before hopping
aboard a flight to Tri-Cities, and there I found a Curt Phillips waiting for me.
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Abingdon
Monday 12th to Wednesday 14th August
I’m in Tri-Cities airport and have been scooped up by mild-mannered superhost, Curt Phillips. He’s
calm and urbane and sends me to the rest room as soon as I arrive; I do as I’m instructed and go to
have a rest for a bit. I return and we go to watch the baggage carousel. It does nothing for a while, so
we wait around and it does nothing again for a little bit longer. Eventually it tires of this kind of
behaviour and disgorges my giant purple luggage, and we’re away into the heat of the day searching
for our transport. I’m hoping the vehicle is large enough for giant purple suitcase and any fears I may
have had on that score are soon allayed by Curt as he indicates that I should climb into a beautiful
giant shiny red automobile. My suitcase barely makes any impression in a luggage section that could
hold a fridge, two wardrobes and several deer carcasses. We drive for a while, chatting and pointing
at stuff, and then Curt realises he’s been going in
the wrong direction so we drive back past the
airport in the other direction and point at the
other side of the stuff we’d been observing before.
Curt is taking me to his sister’s house where the
clan will gather and we will indulge in large
amounts of Italian food. I wonder why Italian
food, here in the Southern States, but it seems
these family meals are a regular event and the
food theme is different every time. It is Italian this
time and Leanne, our host, creates many marvels
as she swishes through the kitchen shooing other
people out of there and moving between the many
baking and boiling things, shaking, stirring and
tasting while efficiently bringing them all to the
point at which they can be issued to the many
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Leanne
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guests. There are three generations of family
here and they are all very welcoming to me
indeed, but none more so than the dozen pugs
which are racing madly around the house
emitting menacing grunting noises as they move.
There are so many of them and they move so fast
that they become more of a probability wave
than individual creatures.
The food is great, the people are friendly, and it’s
a really nice evening. However, Curt can tell that
I am feeling more than a little weary after the allnight party in Toronto and then the bizarre
number of hippity-hop type aeroplane
connections it has taken me to get here. He
whisks me away in his giant red vehicle and I
relax at his delightfully spacious home in
Abingdon amongst four more dogs and a very
demanding cat indeed.
The next day we rise at 05:15 and begin our trek
Left to right: Thomas Jefferson and Jim
to Monticello. As with so many of my hosts on the
TAFF trip, Curt has been questioning me closely to find out about my interests. He managed to
extract from me that I had an interest in Thomas Jefferson, so immediately arranged that I should
visit the home of Thomas Jefferson in Charlottesville.
As Wikipedia says:
Monticello is the primary plantation of Thomas Jefferson, the third President of the United States, who,
after inheriting quite a large amount of land from his father, started building Monticello when he was
twenty-six years old.
I won’t argue with that. Monticello is astoundingly beautiful and I am enraptured as we explore the
house and grounds. I find myself cooing over the design of this incredible building and the sense of
inventive joy evident in every inch of the place. Thomas Jefferson obviously adored this estate and
spent a large amount of his time and his astounding intellect making it an extraordinary place to live.
Curt has visited before, but is very patient with me as I spend hour after hour on the various tours
and then trek around the estate to soak up the sheer wonder of the place. I can tell Curt also is
enraptured, as he shakes his head in amazement when the tour guide shows us the room in which
James Madison slept when he visited. It’s an extraordinary moment when the past suddenly crashes
in upon you and those incredible people and
momentous times seem almost close enough to
touch. Curt also seems tempted to touch a
singular piece of artwork he sees in the music
room. There is one picture that holds his
attention for an inordinate amount of time. The
guide is asked about this piece of art and tells us
that it is Mary Magdalene and seems to be very
popular among the young boys. He has no idea
why. Curt seems to know why but he keeps it to
himself.
We continue to trek around the estate but I
notice Curt is growing extremely tired. I am

Curt Phillips
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aware that he has a four-hour drive to get us back to base, so I figure it’s a good idea that we leave
now so there’s a chance he can get us home intact. So farewell to Monticello – ’twas a lot of fun and I
highly recommend a visit there.

Into Abingdon to meet Charles Vess
The next day begins with a nice relaxed morning of footling about with the computer, reading
fanzines, and chatting with Curt. He buys two of the fanzines from me that I was going to take to the
TAFF auction and then loads me up with some
more from his collection. Among these is called
The Operation Fantast Handbook 1953. I’d never
heard of this organisation before but it seemed
to exist primarily as a lending library for those
difficult to obtain science fiction thingies. It’s a
fascinating piece of history and also has a fine
article from Walt Wallis telling us about fanzines
and revealing just what little fanzines are made
of (it’s not sugar and spice).

Charles Vess

At lunchtime we venture out in search of food
and adventure. We reckon we shall find at least
one of these commodities at an establishment
known as Cracker Barrel. We hack our way
through the restaurant shop (who would have
thought that restaurants would have their own
shop?) and arrive to find some chap who looks
worriedly at us and then walks away. He comes
back a moment later and makes a number of
gestures that seem to indicate we should have
been following him. We latch on and form a three
person chain as he wanders around in a
desperately urgent way but actually meandering
quite aimlessly. He eventually decides that the
best thing for us to do is to sit down at a table.
We concur and do exactly that.
We both decide on ‘The Old Timers Breakfast’
and Curt warns me against grits, so of course I
order some of those. They turn out to be a mush
with very little flavour at all (kinda like
porridge). I add some butter and taste them
again but there’s still not much flavour. The
waitress suggests sugar is the way to go and that
does the trick; the addition of sugar makes them
almost edible.

A Midsummer Night’s Dream

Our next stop is a visit to renowned fantasy artist
Charles Vess. He is an incredibly talented artist
and turns out to be a really nice chap. He shows
us his studio, his work, and some of the things
that inspire him. Charles gets particularly excited
as he displays the graphic novel he’s working on
at the moment: a retelling of Appalachian Jack- 26 -

style folktales. Jack is a rabbit who meets up with seven foxes and gets into a battle of wits with a
crow witch. There’s an inspired madness to the breadth of Charles’ imagination and he lets it roam
free through the pages of his creations as he weaves his tales of magic and joy. There are boats which
float above the road and a variety of tasks which Jack must undertake. Charles is obviously having
great fun with this project. I photograph him and Curt standing in front of a mantelpiece groaning
under the weight of his awards, and we chat for a while longer before continuing our Vess
appreciation elsewhere in Abingdon. There is a very grand 16 foot, 800 pound, bronze statue
(inspired by A Midsummer Night's Dream) in the park in the centre of town and an excellent display
of his paintings in the local library. Charles’ swirling, mad world of fantasy and frolics is a splendid
place to visit but were I to inhabit it would soon drive me completely crazy. It's a home for writhing
nymphs and sirens and hatchet-happy dwarfs on speed. It was a real privilege to meet Charles and
get this tiny insight into his gentle reality and his crazy fantasy.

Guy Lillian has issued instructions that I am to see some mill while in Abingdon and so Curt dutifully
drives me to the mill. We park outside and Curt is moving around, looking for a good place to take a
photograph. Suddenly he emits a girlish shriek and leaps at least three feet into the air. Hmm,
interesting, thinks I. Curt is forever looking for new and exciting forms of entertainment and maybe
leaping into the air making loud noises is the latest of these. I begin to walk toward him but he
gestures me away quickly and points toward a pile of logs. One of these logs has reared up and is
wriggling quite menacingly. It seems that Curt was only inches away from a very poisonous wriggling
log indeed known as a Copperhead snake. Could this have been a particularly convoluted Guy Lillian
plot?
Much heavy breathing later, Curt is a little calmer and I assure him that there’s absolutely no way
that I would mention his wild leap and girlish shrieking in my TAFF report. Oh no, certainly not.
Our next adventure involves visiting Curt’s parents to hand back the big beautiful red truck we’ve
been riding about in and swap it for Curt’s white truck, which still looks pretty luxurious to me but

- 27 -

isn’t quite so red or shiny. Curt’s dad takes me down to the basement where there lurks a large
number of huge antlered heads all looming out of the wall at me. The sheer size of these creatures is
quite disturbing although their fur is silky soft.
We are put to work carrying an antique desk up the stairs and then off we go once more to our next
stop which is the college radio station from which Curt records his radio shows, Myriad and G.I. Jive.
The manager of the station is delighted to encounter a listener from overseas and immediately has
me record a station I.D. message:

“Hello, my name is Jim Mowatt and I listen every week from Cambridge, England to WEHC on the
Internet. So, wherever you are – whether it’s here in Southwest Virginia or back home in the United
Kingdom – you too can listen through the live stream at wehcfm.com. Thanks for tuning in to the
WEHC 90.7 Emory, your college and community station.”
We hear this three times throughout the evening on the radio station so hopefully that means he
liked what I recorded. Curt then showed me his recording desk and I snapped away happily with my
Lumix as he demonstrated the controls. I absolutely do recommend listening to Curt on his Sunday
radio show, G.I. Jive. He plays big band sounds and jazz from the 1930s, ’40s and ’50s. He has a
pleasant easy style, knows a lot about the music, and broadcasts some delightful tunes. It's at 16:00
local time in Virginia and here in the UK it’s 21:00.

We then return home to a fine feast prepared for us by Liz. It’s Southern Fried Chicken, green beans,
mashed potatoes, homemade biscuits that very nearly float off the plate, and Southern (sweet) iced
tea. All topped off with a banana pudding.
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Seattle
Thursday 15th to Sunday 18th August
From Tri-Cities to Atlanta – a mad dash through the airport to get to a gate at the opposite end – and
then off to Seattle. Atlanta airport passes in a blur and I find myself questioning whether the city
really is out there. How would I know? Maybe there’s nothing outside this airport building but myths,
dust, and dragons.
The aeroplane arrives early into Seattle and disgorges us into Sea-Tac. I collect my bags but there are
no welcoming faces. I accost a chap and ask him if he’s Luke. He looks terribly affronted. Is Luke a
swear word here? Maybe I’ve just called him a pimp or a drug dealer. I apologise profusely for my
wild accusations and back away. It’s a worrying few moments spent wandering around the airport
trying to figure out how to connect up with people I’ve never met. I don’t have a phone, nor the
address of where I’m staying tonight. I can see myself being locked up for vagrancy here. Luke had
said that he’d meet me by the baggage carousel so, despite the desire to dash off in several directions
all at once, I stay in the area and am eventually spotted by two friendly faces bearing signs that carry
my name plus the words ‘TAFF Delegate’. I’m a pretty sharp cookie, I reckon, so managed to figure
out that these indicated some connection to me.
I latch on to these two good folks, Luke and Julie
McGuff, and they escort me to a car covered in
shiny pebbles. With words like Gosh and Wow I
indicate that I’ve seen all this kind of thing before
and it don’t impress me much. I indicate also that
it’s been a long time since breakfast and they
know exactly the place for me. Roxy’s Diner is a
fine institution and they are happy to supply me
with vast amounts of coffee and a hamburger that
tastes of real meat. Most excellent.
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Luke and Julie have a day of nature planned for me. I
don’t often go wandering about looking at nature,
but one thing I do very much enjoy is seeing
people’s enthusiasms. It’s a real pleasure seeing
someone bring you their things of wonder to share
and so it was with Luke and Julie. They live in
Ballard, Seattle and absolutely adore the place. We
go to Ballard Locks and watch the boats being lifted
up and down and then see the main attraction, a fish
ladder. A couple of nights ago I’d been telling Curt
Phillips that I was going to see a fish ladder in
Seattle. Yes, yes, says Curt, a fish ladder. A fish
ladder, says I, a ladder for fish! I heard you, says
Curt. It’s a fish ladder. Curt gestures lazily as if he
sees 34 fish ladders every day before breakfast and
another 27 throughout the day. Fish ladders, he can
take ‘em or leave ‘em.
The salmon are leaping up the ladder, but only one
or two at the moment. The leaping ones apparently
pass by in July but now these are the king salmon
and they prefer to wriggle beneath the fish ladder
and go up behind it. There’s a viewing area beneath
the ladder and we see vast numbers of salmon
pausing to acclimatise themselves to the freshwater
they are entering. They have stopped feeding now
and will change colour as they swim upstream.
Eventually the female will lay her eggs and deposit
them into the river bed. A male will fertilise the eggs
and subsequently all the salmon will die, so
providing food for the freshly hatched salmon when
they emerge. Almost everything in the river eats
these tiny salmon but a few survive, grow larger,
swim back to the sea and so the cycle all begins
again. Nature is a strange and mysterious creature.

We emerge from the viewing area and meander
down by the side of the river. A strange cawing
sound grows louder until it is almost deafening.
Overhead circle two herons emitting loud, raucous
squawks. It’s enormously reminiscent of those
movies in which pterodactyls spend large amounts
of time swooping down and terrifying stupid
humans. Small and vulnerable humans are often
carried away in these movies for dramatic purposes
and a usually successful rescue attempt ensues. In
these movies the pterodactyl always leaves his
dinner at the side of the nest until later. They fly
away, leaving the dinner scuttling about in the nest,
and only return when our hero is there and ready to
do battle with the beast. All most obliging.
We begin to make our way back to the shiny pebble
car but nature has not yet finished her display and
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Left to right: Julie McGuff, Luke McGuff and Randy Byers

we are stopped in our tracks by the sight of a large sea lion lazing about just outside the lock gates.
He seems relaxed and happy and draws a very large crowd. If he’d have put a hat out on the dock he
could have made seven or eight dollars that day.
Shiny pebble car then takes us to a beach where nature decides to show off a little more. We are
stood at the top of the steps to the beach when an osprey flies overhead. It comes to a stop over the
water and takes up a stationary hovering position. It plummets into the sea, emerging seconds later
with a fish in its claws. Pausing above the waves, it readjusts its grip and then flies away with its prey
to some jolly little eatery it knows downtown who will undoubtedly prepare it for the table. Nature
has put on a fabulous show for me and man-made technology attempts to compete by sending in a
freight train pulling approximately two million carriages. This is impressive but just falls short of a
plummeting osprey.
Randy Byers phones and we arrange to meet up. We re-enact the meeting of TAFF delegate greeters
and TAFF delegate and this time I remember to take a photo. Then we venture forth to sample beer
and food.
Almost everything on the menu has cheese in it. There’s cheese, cheese, cheese and salad or cheese,
cheese, cheese, cheese and fish. I go for cheese, cheese and meatloaf which doesn’t have much cheese
in it (I’m not allergic to it or anything; I just don’t like cheese. I reckon it tastes far too yellow).
There’s beer and I order an IPA. Randy goes for the local favourite, Manny’s. I am concerned when his
beer arrives and urge him to send it back. It’s a diabolical cloudy thing that will surely give him the
runs. He assures me that this perception is a British thing and that cloudy beer is drunk by many here
with only rare outbreaks of runny tummy. He
drinks it all and seems OK so I order that one
next time. The IPA I drank first was waaaay too
hoppy for my tastes. Manny’s is much more
acceptable. Julie, meanwhile, who had
previously been telling me that she rarely gets
the opportunity to consume alcohol, has been
knocking back the cocktails and is thoroughly
enjoying herself. She drank something green
with alcohol-soaked cherries in it and
recommends it highly. Home we go to Randy
and Denys’ house for more beer, more chat and
then to bed. I have arrived in Seattle and it is a
good place. I shall sleep now.
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Note: Denys is Randy’s housemate. I saw very little of Denys while I was there although I spent much
time marvelling at his incredible comic collection in the glass cases. I didn’t dare actually touch any of
them.

Tangletown time
Off for a nice run along the Burke-Gilman trail. Absolutely delightful, although quite confusing. Signs
telling the pedestrians to walk on this side or that, with no pattern evident that I can discern. I am,
however, certain I’m doing it wrong as vast numbers of super-speedy cyclists seem to be glaring
angrily in my direction. Suddenly the path disappears. There was a path and now there is not. I
venture across and around and then back a bit but the Burke-Gilman trail has well and truly
vanished. I figure that if I strike out in a new direction I will assuredly become lost, so I turn and head
back. It is at this point that disaster strikes. My ankle suddenly flares up in pain and I am brought to a
grinding halt. I lean against a tree saying such imaginative things as “Ow that hurts” and “Oh dear”. I
then began my long, slow, pitiful hobble back toward Randy’s house. It’s terribly bad for you, this
running lark, you know.
I wonder if I’m the first TAFF delegate to pick up a sporting injury on their trip. Not the greatest of
accomplishments, but one must claim a first when one can.
I hobble back to get my tablet computer and take it into Fremont to find a bar. This isn’t difficult as
Fremont seems all bars and restaurants and nothing else. If you want any useful shops then Fremont
is not the place for you. I decide, perversely enough, upon an English bar called The George and
Dragon. I don’t want English food, though, so I order a gyro. So in summary, that’s a Greek dish in an
English bar in an American city. That all makes absolute sense then.
I type away for a while, eat my food and drink beer. This is a most excellent way to pass the time. I
know, I should be out socialising with people but I can be a frightful introvert. There are times when I
enjoy nothing better than sitting on my own, doing a little writing and drinking some beer. Later
there will be social stuff.
And so there was.
We met at the Burgundian in Tangletown which was deeply embedded in a maze of twisty turny
roads that are perfectly designed to deceive. The place was buzzing with people all squished in
together yelling at the tops of their voices to make themselves heard. The fans all seemed to arrive at
the same time and we formed a phalanx and forced our way inside. We managed to grab ourselves a
bench and proceeded to yell at each other for a couple of hours while some nice folk kept bringing
many fine beers.

Left to right: John D Berry, Hal O’Brien, Randy Byers, Ulrika O’Brien, Paul Carpentier and Julie McGalliard
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Present at the meet were: Randy Byers (my host), me (I’m pretty sure that I was there), Hal O’Brien,
Ulrika O’Brien (same surname, no coincidence), John D Berry (man of fonts), Suzle, Jerry Kaufman
(people of Littlebrook), Marci Malinowycz (had some intriguing foot gloves), Kate Schaefer, Glenn
Hackney, Julie McGalliard (Clarion graduate), and Paul Carpentier (with Julie and seemed to be a very
enthusiastic fan of New Orleans).
The noise was incredible and much of the conversation revolved around the words “What, I can’t
hear you” and “I don’t think we’ll be coming back here again”. However, I was sat next to John D.
Berry who reminded me about something I’d written in a letter of comment to his zine, Gasworks,
sometime around the dawn of history. Of course I didn’t remember anything about it, but it all
sounded very likely. John has a fine mellow voice with which I am sure he could convince me of
anything, so I accept that it probably happened even though I have no recollection of it.

We got trees and shit
Mary Kay Kare and Ulrika O’Brien arrive to take me away from all this and specifically to witness a
strange beastie known as The Whidbey Island Fair. Mary Kay is a woman of definite and positive
thoughts and actions, and this is manifestly displayed in her driving. When Mary Kay decides she’s
going somewhere then she does it with a firmness of conviction that is breathtaking and more than a
little disturbing to a passenger of my delicate sensibilities. Afeard of being called a great wuss, or
whatever the Seattleite version is, I smile and nod as Mary Kay careers across many lines of traffic on
the freeway while cheerfully chomping away on a croissant and swigging coke. Hopefully Mary Kay
and Ulrika couldn’t tell that inside I was screaming with wild-eyed terror at this speeding bundle of
motorised shenanigans. It’s possible that they didn’t as they were happily chatting away in the front
seats while I cowered behind.
They do some pointing at a coffee house we pass on the freeway and the subject of bikini baristas is
raised. I knew nothing about such creatures but Wikipedia confirms my suspicion that a ‘bikini
barista’ is a person who prepares and serves coffee drinks while dressed in scanty attire such as a
bikini or lingerie.” Apparently this marketing trend is known as ‘Sexpresso’. This is a Seattle
invention, it seems. Wikipedia amuses muchly when it talks of some of the names of these coffee
houses such as ‘Peek A-Brew’, ‘Grab ’n’ Go’, ‘Cowgirls Espresso’, ‘Smokin’ Hot Espresso’, ‘Knotty
Bodies Espresso’, ‘Java Jigglers’, ‘Espresso Gone Wild’, ‘Java Girls’, ‘Sweet Spot’, and ‘Natte Latte’. I’m
sure there are good reasons for baristas in bikinis. It must get ever so hot in such places and if they
were fully dressed they would surely overheat and possibly explode. Yes, that must be it.
The ferry we are searching for eludes us for some time but eventually we track it down and join the
queues. I’d been hoping to see a little scenery as we cross the water but the mist wraps tightly around
us to prevent our seeing anything but the cliched hand in front of face. On the other side of the watery
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bit we roll off the ferry on to Whidbey Island and have scenery in abundance. “It’s scenic baby,” says
Ulrika. “We got trees and shit,” and she’s not wrong. There are trees and we pass a waste station so I
conclude they have shit there also.
The fair itself is somewhat reminiscent of the country fairs in the UK but with enough differences to
give me cultural whiplash. There are lots of little competitions where people could demonstrate their
craft talents etc., but not so many marrow or cauliflower stand-offs. They have livestock here and lots
of it: my goat, pig, sheep, or horse is much better than yours and I want a rosette for it or I’ll thcweam
and thcweam and thcweam.
Most of the competition entrants are quite young and are extremely focussed upon the prize and the
downfall of their enemies. Apparently it is all something to do with an organisation called 4H which is
keen on the notion of “engaging youth to reach their fullest potential while advancing the field of
youth development”. The 4H refers to the organisation’s original motto: “Head, heart, hands and
health”. It was formed in 1902 to encourage youth, as it was acknowledged that older folks weren’t
keen to try new things, and so progress agriculture and livestock-rearing; if younger people were
encouraged then they would push progress along faster. It’s like Douglas Adams was trying to tell us
when he was talking about people’s reactions to new technologies:
“1. Anything that is in the world when you’re born is normal and ordinary and is just a natural part of
the way the world works.
2. Anything that's invented between when you’re fifteen and thirty-five is new and exciting and
revolutionary and you can probably get a career in it.
3. Anything invented after you're thirty-five is against the natural order of things.”
We drive home along something called Deception Pass. This is a strait that separates Whidbey Island
from Fidalgo Island. It is so named because a chap named George had thought the island was a
peninsula and then it wasn’t and he said oh silly me; I’ll call it Deception Pass then.

A cake for Andy Hooper
Hal and Ulrika O’Brien collected me on Saturday to take me off to the Chihuly Garden and Glass
exhibition next to the Space Needle. There was a bit of travelling to get into the city centre which was
an adventure in itself. We experienced the Seattle Center Monorail which involves about ten minutes
waiting in a queue after which you only get about two minutes’ ride. It seems a little bizarre but I
can’t deny it does feel quite futuristic (despite the fact that it was built for the 1962 World’s Fair).
We also got to experience the joys of more regular public transport when we boarded a bus. Hal and
Ulrika got on first and badged their Orca cards. I then followed, trying to figure out what to do. There
were trays and slots and the driver seemed to have a roll of tickets. I saw a sign saying that the ticket
price was $2.25.
Hello, says I, brandishing my five dollar note; I’d like a 2 dollar 25 cent ticket please.
He looks at me but says nothing.
I look back and at the machinery. “I can’t quite figure out what goes where here, I’m afraid.”
Still he says nothing. We have reached an impasse.
Ulrika returns, sees my 5 dollar note and gestures at the driver. “He won’t have change.”
“Aha,” says I, and Ulrika and I both start scrabbling around for change. Money found, it is placed in
the correct openings, and the driver tears off and hands out a ticket. Still nary a word escaped his lips.
Perhaps the poor soul was shy.
The Chihuly exhibition is quite extraordinary. He’s an artist who spends a lot of time colouring,
twisting, and generally fooling about with glass. He’s kind of a big deal and the glass was indeed
breathtaking and extraordinary.
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I am now in this weird twilight world which is the TAFF delegate several years after his trip trying to
remember what happened. I have notes saying that I was in the Smith building. It says there were 42
storeys. This looks obviously significant but I didn’t find the answer to Life, The Universe and
Everything up there. I don’t remember who I was with when we ascended the building. I suspect it
was Hal and Ulrika but I’m no longer certain. I do remember that it was a great elevator that looked
like something from the 1920s – a bit like the sort of elevator there is in Ubik.
My next excursion was with Suzle and Jerry Kaufman. We grabbed a bite to eat with Marci
Malinowycz and sat around chatting for a while. Then we left Marci to get on with her life and headed
out looking for more excitement, adventure, and really wild things. We intended to visit a wooden
boat museum and MOHAI (the Museum Of History And Industry) but an almost permanently
gridlocked road junction known as the Mercer Mess had them changing their mind and so we
diverted to Snoqualmie Falls. It was extremely beautiful and it was a particular joy to see that happy
dreamy look in Suzle’s eyes. I get the feeling she really loves that place. As with Luke and Julie earlier,
it was such a delight to be given the opportunity to share in the joy of someone’s personal
enthusiasms.
In the evening was a grand party at Randy’s place. We were celebrating Andy Hooper’s 51st birthday
and the joy of TAFFiness – a fine combination.
It’s a little difficult to write about this party. I tried to think of it as a party for Andy but then I thought
of it as also being a TAFFthing and felt the weight of expectation that maybe I should be interesting or
sociable and such. I tried my best but, as always, I felt that I probably wasn’t as engaging a TAFF
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delegate as I would like to be. This personal self-flagellation would sweep over me at ten-minute
intervals reminding me that, frankly, I was a bit shit and didn’t deserve to be here. This made it quite
difficult to engage with anyone in a meaningful or interesting way.
I did, however, manage a few conversations through the night. I remember standing out in the garden
talking to Andy who was speaking wistfully of all those fanzine collections hidden away in attics. Gary
Farber’s zine collection apparently currently sat with Bill Burns and had done for around three
decades. Since then I’ve heard that the collection has now moved into Moshe Feder’s garage via a side
trip to Abingdon. Where will it go next? I also stood outside smoking dope with Victor Gonzalez. He
was speaking wistfully about the United Kingdom and trying to cook up ways that he might be able to
return. I had thought that I was legal smoking with Victor outside the front door but looked it up later
and found that it is only legal to smoke it indoors in Seattle. Thank goodness I didn’t get Randy or
Denys in trouble.
We took a photo of fan fund winners. I look back on the photo now and feel more than a twinge of
sadness. Vijay (Velma DeSelby-Bowen) has since died. I remember meeting her at Eastercon in 1999
on her TAFF trip to Europe. She was so incredibly beautiful and moved like a dancer; there were
sighs of appreciation every time she walked by. It was good to meet her again at the party but a great
shock to hear of her death later.
The party started to wind down and at around 03:20 I managed to get to bed. I was up again at 05:30
and out of the house for 06:00 to catch a flight at 07:25. Off to Santa Cruz to meet Glenn Glazer.
Unfortunately I must finish this chapter with an update that I dearly wish I didn’t have to write.
During the final drafting of this report I learned of the death of my nominator, TAFF host and friend,
Randy Byers. He died of cancer on 20th November 2017. I can’t yet find the words to describe this
loss; it is so large an event, and Randy was so remarkable a man, that words seem quite inadequate. I
miss his presence from our fandom so much.

Left to right (back): Ulrika O’Brien, John D. Berry, Suzle, Victor Gonzalez and Randy Byers
Left to right (front): Jerry Kaufman, Velma deSelby-Bowen and Jim
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Santa Cruz
Sunday 18th to Tuesday 20th August
Feasting in Felton
Two hours later, Glenn Glazer waits there with sign in
hand, scoops me up, and is soon ensuring I have a fine
breakfast swishing about inside of me. Into the car and
around the corner we go, to one of the strangest houses
I am ever likely to encounter. This is the Winchester
House, which is full of doors that lead into mid-air,
stairs that wind around onto themselves, and just huge
sackfuls of mad old lady goodness made real.
A quick aside here for any folks who haven’t heard
about this peculiar place. It was once the home of Sarah
Winchester, the wife of the man who made his fortune
from the Winchester rifle. He died in 1881 leaving her
huge amounts of money, a great deal of which she
lavished upon the house. She had builders adding bits
on and generally messing around with the building
almost ceaselessly for the next 38 years. There are all
sorts of conjecture about what was going on in her
mind. It is thought she was convinced that she was
being pursued by the restless spirits of all the people
who had been killed by Winchester rifles. She had only
one working toilet in the building and all the rest were
decoys (do spirits use toilets?). She slept in a different
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Glenn Glazer

bedroom each night so that the spirits couldn’t find her (the spirits were on the level of Scooby Doo
ghosts if they didn’t even have the nous to check out some of the other bedrooms.) A very silly place
indeed. ’Twas good fun.
Glenn then took me away to show me some mountains. We see sign after sign telling us there will be
wiggly roads for the next 20 miles. Then, after 20 miles, there’s another sign telling us about more
wiggly roads. On and on they go, up and up the mountains. In Saratoga, Glenn made mention of the
temperature being around 97 (that’s Fahrenheit not Celsius – these USAians have obviously thrown
in a strange unit of temperature measure just to confuse me). Don’t worry, says he: the temperature
will drop once we get to the mountains. Once we got there he checked again and assured me that it
had dropped – to a chilly 90 degrees. That’s all right then.
Glenn’s house is way up on the mountain in Felton, amidst a forest of redwoods and only a few
metres away from the edge of a State Park. We drive off the road and underneath a fine sprawling
structure of decks and picturesque windows. Into the house we go and up the polished wooden stairs
to a top floor that stretches toward a living area on one side and kitchen on the other. A dining area
sits between the two and Allison’s paintings are laid out on the wall before us. It’s always difficult
when I see artwork that I admire. I don’t have the language to say how or why I appreciate it and am
worried that my ignorance will show through and that my responses to the art may seem pathetic
and shallow. These pictures are all fun but one of them catches my eye more than most. It depicts a
child’s head and shoulders with the rest of the body as android. Allison created it for the magazine
Whole Earth. I find it entrancing; unfortunately I’m unable to do more than mumble a few niceties
that are intended to convey that I do like it rather a lot.
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There’s a downstairs section of the house where Glenn will go to do his work. He has made a semicircle of screens so that it looks as though he is being absorbed by the technology every time he takes
up his post at the keyboard. Apparently Glenn does something whizzy for the artificial world, Second
Life. This virtual world has demanded that he be in attendance the following day, so Allison has
volunteered to be my native guide until Glenn can escape its otherworldly clutches.
We sit around and chat, and Glenn nips outside to fire up the barbecue. We are having ribs and they
take three hours to prepare. This seems an inordinately long time but the results are worth it. The
ribs are cooked to perfection, their meaty goodness just melting off the bone to swarm lovingly over
my taste buds. The crickets are in full voice this evening, rubbing their legs together in what I was
assured was a friendly and happy way, despite them sounding like they were in the mood for a
ruckus. The redwoods towered majestically over us as we sat out on the deck munching contentedly
on the ribs. Allison gave these a miss, as she doesn’t eat meat, but helped us demolish the salad and
then raspberry pie. We spend a long time on the deck but after the all-night party in Seattle, moving
state and then romping around the mad old lady house I am more than a little tired and so have
reached the stage of nodding forwards and shaking myself awake. My thoughtful hosts suggest that
sleep may be just the thing – and so it is.

Planes, trains, and automobiles – and BASFA for dessert
It’s Monday and today we’re going to something called Roaring Camp. Apparently there’s a steam
train there, so I’m all for that.
The train is a thing of absolute beauty. It looks like all the trains I’ve seen in movies about the wild
west of way back when. It’s the sort of train you expect to see trying to outdistance what the old
movies would refer to as red injuns while the inhabitants of the train poke out their guns, blazing
away at this marauding enemy. Our own trip was much more sedate than this as we wound around
and around the mountain, climbing up ever so slowly. The mountain was so steep that we even had
to use switchbacks – which are sections where the train backs up and moves out onto a fairly level
section part-way up the hill, so that it can get a decent run up at the next bit. There was some
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commentary during our journey and I was intrigued to hear the origin of the term highball as in ‘it’s
time to highball it out of here’. Apparently a large ball was the sign to say that the track ahead was
clear and you could speed ahead. The train station was great fun too and we poked around enjoying
the playfulness and attention to detail in the fixtures and fittings.
Then we hiked through the redwoods marvelling at the scenery and the wildlife and a toppled tree
that bore hundreds and hundreds of growth rings. Great events in history had been marked on these
rings and it was awe-inspiring to see it go back to the invention of paper and beyond. However, time
was whizzing by for us mere humans and we had to rush back to our base camp to collect Glenn as he
had emerged from cyberspace and was ready to play with reality once more.
Glenn and Allison then drove me to an airport which seemed to contain many hundreds of small
planes all parked in neat little aeroplane garages. It was there I was introduced to a wonderfully
friendly former Second Life engineer named Christian Goetze. Christian has a small four-seater
propellor-driven aircraft and had, very kindly, offered to take all of us up for a trip around the Bay.
Allison and Glenn squeeze into the back and I sit in the front. We all don headphones with attached
microphone, and the engine roars into life. It’s an incredible noise but the headphones cancel out the
greater part of it. All we can hear now is a hum from the engine and radio communications from the
tower and between ourselves. It feels quite strange and otherworldly.
We bimble around the runway for a bit and then we’re off. Faster and faster we travel and then
suddenly we’re floating. It all seemed incredibly gentle, especially when compared to the giant
rumbling lurch I have become accustomed to in big airlines’ passenger aircraft. We lift up and away
and are soon coasting around above the Bay watching the scenery unfurl beneath us. Round and
around we go, with everyone pointing out buildings of interest and my mind busily boggling at the
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Left to right: Christian Goetze, Glenn Glazer and Allison Hershey

entire experience. We even fly back inland to soar over Felton and swoop down over Glenn and
Allison’s house. Back to the Bay, I can see the Golden Gate Bridge off over that way but we then turn
in the other direction towards another bit of land. There feels to be a kind of bump as we fly over the
land and then a lurch as we go back over the water. I wonder if the air does something different as it
rolls over land and bumps us up somehow. I am almost overwhelmed for a moment by just how
much I don’t know about the weather and the interactions of wind, sun and rain and their effects
upon aircraft.
It was just at this moment of feeling myself lost in ignorance that Christian encouraged me to take the
joystick. Push to go down, he said and pull to go up. Sounds fine, says I. Good, he replies – and then
tells me that I am now flying the plane. I freeze in horror and shock. I don’t know whether he’s
noticed this, but his voice remains calm and encouraging.
“So, now, just ease the stick forward a little bit.”
I try to ease but it become more of a lunge and we find ourselves plummeting toward the water.
Christian asks if maybe I can just pull back gently to try to get us level again. I am now a little scared
that I’ll overdo it again, so my very slight twitch backwards doesn’t make much difference.
“A little more,” he says, then “a little more”, and eventually he coaxes me to pull back enough that we
are level. Christian shows me various controls that indicate whether we are up, down, level or all
about to die, and I start to become a little more accustomed to them all.
It’s an absolutely amazing experience and from the sounds coming through my headphones from the
back of the aircraft it sounds as if Glenn and Allison are enjoying it almost as much as I. We land and
climb out of the plane. I’m feeling unsteady on my feet due to the sheer exhilaration of the
experience. It was a truly extraordinary thing to have experienced and I am eternally indebted to
Glenn and Allison for arranging it and to Christian for taking us up. Just astounding.
In the evening it is time for the handover. This bit has been left a little vague in the arrangements, but
it now seems that I will be going to the BASFA (Bay Area Science Fiction Association) meet and then
staying overnight with Dave Gallaher. In the morning I shall catch the BART train into San Francisco,
to stay with Jay Kinney and Dixie Tracy-Kinney in the Mission.
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We arrive at the BASFA meet and find that Bill Wright is also there. Bill is the DUFF (Down Under Fan
Fund) delegate to North America from Australia. He and I have been emailing back and forth for some
time so that we could arrange our itineraries to overlap at various points. Bill seems rather frail but
has an incredible zest for life. He is clearly enjoying the attention of being the fan fund delegate and is
regaling anyone who comes close enough with tales of his trip so far and of Australian fandom in
general. In many ways Bill is almost the perfect fan fund delegate. He is deeply enmeshed in the
history of his own continent’s fandom and fantastically keen to share his knowledge and stories with
every fan on this continent. Bill also throws himself into everything that comes along without pause,
hesitation or fear. A fan fund delegate who makes me feel a little lacking in the delegate attribute
stakes, but I can’t dislike him for that. He’s a lovely chap and I thoroughly enjoyed meeting him.
The BASFA meet opens formally with Chris Garcia as chairman. The society is delightfully playful
with many votes of splendidly silly rule changes and votes on the votes of the votes. There was a long
debate about whether to accept the minutes of the last meeting and then we got to vote. I was now a
member of BASFA so I celebrated by voting against accepting them. Then there was a chance for
people to get up and give a 20 second review of something. This was enjoyably fast-paced and gave
lots of people the chance to enthuse about something or other but keep it short and snappy. I
reviewed my time in the Bay Area; it was quite a challenge but a lot of fun. I heartily approve of the
20 second time limit. It really focuses your mind. Then we had the the auction where lots of
interesting things were sold off to raise money for the club. I bought Batman T-shirts to resell at the
Worldcon TAFF auction.
Chris was leading all of this from the front like a bandleader as the storm raged outside. The lightning
zigzagged across the sky behind him and everyone in the room exclaimed at its ferocity. Our
distraction then distracted Chris, who tried to catch sight of the lightning; but it seemed to have an
uncanny knack of lighting up the sky every time he turned away from the window. Chris’ silent movie
style, overacting as he expressed his fury at not seeing the lightning, was absolutely priceless. I
remember during the meeting San Antonio was redesignated as part of the Bay Area. I know not why.
I’m guessing that it was part of some dastardly BASFA plan to do something fiendish and splendidly
silly.
I realised at some point that evening that I should have a fact for my TAFF report so, dear reader,
here’s the vital information you were waiting for. There were 28 people at the meeting of BASFA in
August of 2013. I counted them all. They did keep moving about though, so the number isn’t
guaranteed. Maybe I should have branded them just to be sure.

Left to right: Jim with Bill Wright
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Right to left: Fred Moulton, Mike Miyake, David Gallaher, Allison Hershey, Glenn Glazer
At the next table, starting with the woman in black: Debbie Bretschneider, Ric Bretschneider, Chuck Serface, Adrienne Foster, MO
Starkey, JC Arkham, Beth Vallacqua, John O'Halloran (standing), Ken Patterson (seated in back), Chris Garcia (behind MO)

David Gallaher took charge of me at the end of the night and whisked me and my giant purple luggage
away to his place in Fremont. It was a very beautiful house indeed and I was fortunate enough to
have a bedroom with an en suite bathroom. Absolute luxury. It felt wonderfully private to be able to
shut myself away in there for the night and not worry about disturbing other folks when I went to the
toilet.
In the morning David dropped me off at the BART station in his sporty two-seater and I was on the
next leg of my adventure. I have a mission – I’m going to the Mission.
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San Francisco
Tuesday 20th to Wednesday 21st August
I catch the BART from Oakland to San Francisco 16th Street Mission.
I stroll up the street with all my usual fears and apprehensions buzzing around making nuisances of
themselves. I’m really being quite trusting in that I never seem to have any back-up options in case
anything goes wrong. The next useful thing I have is plane tickets to Vegas in a few days’ time. I have
no phone numbers or addresses for anyone else in San Francisco, so I’m going to be in a bit of a pickle
if I can’t find the apartment or if there is no one home. Fortunately Dixie is there waiting and so my
giant purple luggage has a new home for a few days.
Jay comes home from work at five o’clock, and Robert Lichtman and Bill Wright arrive just a half hour
later. We all go out for dinner to a place called Mozzeria. Bill buys a couple of bottles of wine. It seems
that he has been fortunate with one of his investments and has a little spare cash to splash around so
he can extract a little more joy and comfort from this trip. Solar panels are all the rage now, it seems.
The stock market has finally caught up with this revolutionary notion and so the value of firms
involved in this kind of thing have increased. Bill has a bunch of dividends burning a hole in his
pocket and this resulted in some exceptionally
nice wine being swilled around at the table.
Back home we go and sit around chatting, Robert
leaves at 9.30pm and Spike picks up Bill about a
half hour later. We go to bed soon after.
I am given sage advice by Jay before I retire. The
bar below gets quite noisy, so he recommends
that I wear ear plugs. I’ve never worn ear plugs
but I shove them into my ear to give them a try.

Left to right: Jim and Robert Lichtman
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The noise from below is exceptionally loud and the ear plugs do reduce it quite a bit but,
unaccustomed as I am to having things shoved in my ear, I find them quite uncomfortable. There are
a large number of people standing outside the bar and they get louder and louder as the night
progresses. One chap is explaining what it is that girls want. I get the impression that what he really
thinks girls want is him. Of course, not all of them realise this at first, so he has to tell them many
times over before they are enlightened. He started to repeat the same phrase over and over again:
“You want it baby? You want it baby?” Others tried to copy him, but he cut them short. “No, you say it
like this: you waaaaaaaan’ it baby?” This call and response goes on for some time as I beat my head
against the pillow repeating my own mantra of oh ferfucksake oh ferfucksake oh ferfucksake.
Eventually I fell asleep or managed to beat myself unconscious (not easy to do with a pillow) and
maybe the crew downstairs learned how to say ‘you want it baby’ in a way considered satisfactory to
our undoubted king of swagger.

Pork for all
Dixie and I go for breakfast at a small cafe across the street; I can’t quite remember the name. It had
something to do with pork. Pork For You, Pork For All, Pork For President. Something like that. Dixie
had biscuits which are a bit like scones but with all the flavour removed. She then dumped a gungy
white liquid all over them which she called gravy. These USAians are weird. Gravy should be brown,
made from meat juices, and pooled in the middle of a Yorkshire pudding.
Also pretty strange is that baseball game which seems so popular there. It was on the TV screens in
the cafe and the Mariners and the Athletics were doing their thing. Dixie had read about the game and
so was finding the whole thing very painful to watch now. Apparently there hadn’t been an out and
this is a bad thing. Also the catcher hurt his foot and this is a very bad thing indeed. Poor Dixie was
certainly suffering.
Later in the day I went for a walk up to Corona Heights. This is a place featured in a Fritz Leiber book,
Our Lady of Darkness. It was quite a climb but gave me a view across the city that was quite
breathtaking (fortunately I still had a couple of breaths after the ascent).
In the evening we went to meet Jay at his place of work. He works in a very specialist bookshop
which seems to be dedicated to revolutionary/socialist/communist/anarchist/unionist literature. I
would have never believed such a thing existed, but there it was and preserving an incredible amount
of fantastically niche but absolutely fascinating written material.
We all then went to Puerto Allegre for dinner. We ate some fine food and watched three screens of
baseball. I tried to figure out
what was happening but
frankly I didn’t stand a chance.
At least one in every three
words was incomprehensible
jargon and there were three
screens all pouring this stuff
out at me, quite unrelentingly. I
asked what was going on and
was told that it was the Miami
Marlins and the LA Dodgers.
“So far, the Dodgers are
whooping their asses.”
After a while I realised my
questions sounded inane and
ridiculous so I just sat and tried
Left to right: Jay Kinney, Mr. Willy Lester Woo, and Dixie Tracy-Kinney
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to enjoy it as if it was some kind of wildlife documentary where the animals roamed about, grunted,
and then tried to mate with or eat each other. It kinda seemed to make more sense then.
My last treat of the San Francisco visit was a two-hour taxi ride with Don Herron. It was pleasantly
relaxing and Don seemed knowledgeable about so many things. We saw the buffalo in Golden Gate
Park. We saw the Portals of the Past; this is the entry to a house lost in the 1906 quake which was
moved to the park for people to reflect. We also drove down the wonderful Lombard Street, eight
hairpin bends one after the other. It seemed a very popular street and there was actually a queue of
cars waiting to go down there and experience the extreme twistiness.
I tell Don that I climbed Corona Heights and he says, “Ah yes, Fritz Leiber, Our Lady of Darkness. I
knew Fritz quite well. I took him to Rehab the last time he went.” He told the tale of the funeral, which
he said was really moving at first but eventually veered toward the interminable. He said it was a
lovely idea to give everyone who came along an opportunity to speak about Fritz, but unfortunately
everyone took up this offer so it eventually became more of an endurance event. It lasted, apparently,
for four hours.
Don was working so had to run the meter as he drove us around. There was 100 dollars on the meter
by the time we had finished. Dixie pays him around 30 dollars but he refuses to take any money from
me; Don says that the rest will be his donation to TAFF.
Yet again I was blessed with wonderful hosts who went to great pains to look after me and ensure
that my stay in their city was joyous and splendid. Thank you so much to Dixie and Jay and Don, and
also thanks to Robert Lichtman for coming out to see us. I’d chatted with Robert on the InTheBar elist
and read his fanzine Trap Door over the years, so it was a great privilege to finally meet him.
Next stop: Vegas.
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Las Vegas
Thursday 22nd to Wednesday 28th August
Jim and Carrie in wonderland
It’s Thursday and it’s Vegas time.
This is where I meet Jacq Monahan, whose writing I always enjoy. She’s published several sections of
her TAFF report in fanzines and all have shown delightful humanity, grace, and a deliciously wicked
turn of phrase. She’s been plotting and planning my visit
for some time. I suspect this time in Vegas will start at
astounding and work upwards from there.
The beginning of my visit, however, was somewhat
confusing.
I staggered off the aeroplane. I’m here, this is Vegas, and
it’s already about as strange as I expected it to be. Row
upon row of slot machines stand to attention in long
regimented lines waiting expectantly for my loving
attention and just a few moments’ dalliance. They seem
to purr in my ear as I pass by: “Would sir like a good
time? Just sit here and spend some time with us. You
know you want to.”
On the wall is a giant poster of a busty blonde carrying a
semi‐automatic rifle. “Shoot a real one” is emblazoned
across this advertising board, and then an exhortation to
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go to some address where they have lots of guns. Somehow I get the feeling that my manhood will be
in question if I don’t go there and grapple with a very large gun. This pneumatic blonde will sneer at
me and I will have to leave Vegas in disgrace. How do they manage to inject so much subtext into this
sort of thing? The messages must already be in my head and they just press the recall button. I
slowed my breathing and closed my eyes, repeating the mantra: “I am a fan, I care naught for these
things. I am a different kind of manly, honest I am.” Sufficiently distracted, I continued onwards and
after much aimless wandering arrived at the baggage carousel to rescue the giant purple luggage and
await my welcome.
The airport conspired against us and my welcoming committee was led astray in the wilds of
terminal one. Meanwhile, at terminal three, I was becoming a little perturbed. Various people were
wandering about with signs, but none carried my name. One had no name at all so I asked him
whether he might be searching for a Mowatt. He said no but asked if I was part of a toothpaste
convention. I was quite sure that I was not and assured him so. Unconvinced, he enquired further; I
still replied no. “Are you absolutely positive?” said he. The sign carrier seemed to be getting quite
insistent, so I backed away, afeard that I might be coshed over the head and dragged away to attend
joyful toothpaste convention frolics.
A little while later my straying receptioneers untangled themselves from terminal one and our happy
little band was complete. One of the members of that welcoming committee was my wife, Carrie. We
hadn’t seen each other for two weeks and I was delighted to be reunited with her once again. So
thanks to Carrie, Brenda Dupont and Jacq Monahan for a splendid, if delayed, welcome. Apparently
there was much Monahan agonising over the design of my welcome posters, and Jacq has been
kicking herself repeatedly since I took the picture below that her words didn't show up. However,
she’s learned from the error and next time a TAFF visitor goes to Vegas she’ll have a poster bearing
letters 10 feet high.
They all whisked me away to a casino (the Palace Station), just off the Strip, and a fine hotel room
containing a bed almost as big as our living room in Cambridge. Our Vegas friends installing us in a
hotel was a surprise, but a splendid one at that: an excess of luxury indeed.
We’re whisked through the building and I’m trying to absorb just what kind of establishment it is. I’ve
heard about Vegas hotels before and how they are often intrinsically part of a casino. The Palace
Station is just such a place. The lower floor has endless slot machines and gambling tables of many
kinds. The next floor hosts conference rooms and then the floors above that are all accommodation.
The hotel seems monstrously large but I find out later that it is only a smaller brother to the mega
casinos on the Strip.
Brenda and Jacq deposited us in the hotel room along with a whole bunch of cakes, fruit, drinks, and

Left to right: Jacq Monahan, Brenda Dupont and Carrie
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sandwiches. They’d also made up little parcels of traveller necessities for grooming and such. I felt
quite overwhelmed by their tender care. Although I am certain that it’s just their wonderful nature
driving them to distribute such largesse, my own insecurities are prodding away at me, asking if I can
live up to this reception. Because it’s my insecurities speaking the answer is, of course, that I can’t
and I will be a disappointing and pathetic TAFF delegate. People will shake their heads sadly as I
depart, and quickly arrive at the conclusion that I wasn’t worth all the effort they had made. I grapple
with these thoughts, wrestle them to the ground, and sit firmly upon them until their complaints are
no more than a whimper.
Thankfully Brenda and Jacq have noticed none of these inner upheavals and we cheerily wave
goodbye as they leave with a promise to return later in the day so that we may visit Alan and DeDee
White. I’m also warned that Nic Farey will be there too (you’re never told that you’re going to meet
Nic Farey; you’re always warned). Nic and I co-edit the fanzine Beam but thus far we’ve never met.
He seems a fun guy over the internet, so I’m convinced I shall like him in person. Jacq does return
later, as promised, and we are taken to the abode of Alan and DeDee. We park in front of the garage. A
sign proclaims that this spot is reserved for TAFF delegates only. Well, that’s fortunate then.
We knock on the door. Alan answers and takes us inside. He asks what we thought of the sign on the
front door. I tell him that I hadn't noticed it. I’m immediately sent outside to bloody well do a bit of
noticing.
There certainly was a sign. Welcome to the Las Vegas / TAFF Steakout, Hot-Tubbing and Beer
Swilling Festival. If you ain’t here, you ain’t invited. The poster shows a picture of a chap with a
chestbursting alien that reassures us with those two encouraging words, ‘Don’t Panic’, which I
assume is probably a nod of recognition to the Mowatts’ love of The Hitchhiker's Guide to the Galaxy.
We return inside and assure Alan that we’ve seen the sign. He awards us maximum observation
points and then there’s a general melee of hellos and hugs and joyful greetings. I properly meet Alan,
who seems delighted to see us. I wonder at first if his mad frenetic activity has been brought about by
our arrival, but as we get to know him better during the next few days we see no deviation from the
darting to and fro and general excitement at everything. DeDee provides a vivid contrast. She moves
much more gracefully and seems to light up the room with a kind of Disney aura. You can almost hear
a magical twinkling sound and see a sprinkle of glitter
as she gestures elegantly and flashes her multimegawatt smile. Brenda Dupont is also there to meet
us. Brenda oozes capability and ferocious intensity.
That makes her sound quite frightening, doesn’t it?
That’s not really what I wanted to convey. She is intense
but not in a psycho killer kinda way. It’s more a very
defined focus upon what she’s doing. Maybe I’d better
shut up before I talk myself into an even deeper hole.
Alan has some cunning plans for us. He ushers me
through to the garage and tells me to unbutton my
shirt. I think this is probably a bit forward of him, but I
comply with the request; soon I have my shirt
unbuttoned and am standing in front of a ferocious fan
which is serving as his photographer’s wind machine.
He gives me some kill-o-zap kinda science fiction gun
and commands Carrie to drape herself around my legs.
I’m then told to imagine I’m fighting off hundreds of
zombies while Carrie looks frightened and clings on to
my magnificent masculinity (thigh, I tell you, and no
higher). Alan retreats behind the camera and snaps
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away merrily while I ham it up with my mighty weapon. The resulting photos were truly glorious and
show me and Carrie covered in zombies doing some kind of Indiana Jones type thing; Alan used this
photo as the cover for an issue of his fanzine Orpheum and sent us a high quality image of it. We
framed the photo and it is now adorning our bathroom, probably terrifying anyone who goes in to do
whatever it is they might do in there.
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Having been suitably photographed, we are then
ushered through into the back yard. It’s hot but
then I don’t really need to tell you that, do I? It’s
August and we’re in Las Vegas: it’s always going
to be hot. There’s a hot tub, several tables, some
beer chilling in a cooler and Nic Farey. Nic is a
fascinating character. If you were sat at the next
table to him in a restaurant you could possibly
find him loud, obnoxious and irritating. If you
were sat at the same table you would find him
loud but generous, warm-hearted, and a very
sharp thinker indeed. Nic and I sit and chat for a
while. Meanwhile, important things are
happening at the barbecue grill. John Wesley
Hardin stands masterfully over the grill as he
John Wesley Hardin
converts ordinary-looking lumps of flesh into food
of joy and delight. While we’re here, looking over at John doing his thing with meat in the garden, let
me introduce him.
John earns his living by doing incredibly technical things with computers. It seems the casinos have
lots of the things, and John cares for and soothes these hard-working machines. Whenever there is
wailing and gnashing of teeth, the cry goes up: ‘Send for Hardin’; the John Wesley Hardin signal is
projected into the sky, and he appears in a flash of powder and a flurry of special effects to save the
day. Well, that’s what I reckon he does. If anyone tells me that he spends his days asking people if
they’ve tried turning it off and on again then I won’t believe them.
John (at the time of my trip and hopefully long into the future) is the partner of the wonderful Jacq
Monahan. He’s a kind and gentle man who strikes me as the sort of chap you might see in the final
scene of a zombie movie, holding the door shut while the ravenous hordes push from the other side
yearning for the opportunity to rip you apart and feast on your brains. John would be there urging his
fellow humans to escape in the helicopter that has room for all but one. So remember, if you get
caught in a zombie apocalypse situation then John Wesley Hardin is yer man. The aforementioned
potential saviour of the human race feeds us splendid grilled meats, and various delicacies are
brought through from the kitchen by Alan and DeDee.
Nic and I continue sitting out in the garden, working our way through the seemingly endless supply
of beer. Both of us are marvelling at how we’ve come so close to meeting each other so many times
and yet this is the first Mowatt/Farey encounter.
Great plans are hatched for the glorious
publication that is Beam to take over the
universe. We reckon we’ll start with a Hugo
award for best fanzine and work up from there
(so vote for it you ’orrible lot out there;
whenever you read this, I’m confident Beam will
still be around).
Drinks are drunk and food is eaten and we soon
begin to gravitate toward the hot tub. I’m not
entirely accustomed to this sort of thing as, quite
frankly, in the UK we don’t have the weather for
it. It feels awkward at first but, within minutes,
sitting around chatting in an outdoor hot tub
feels like the most natural thing in the world.
Nic Farey
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Left to right (back): Jacq Monahan and DeDee White
Left to right (front): Brenda Dupont and Carrie

We do more photos including a pic of the party girl fans displaying their fans and lounge around
chatting about life, the universe and everything. I’ve been in Vegas only a few hours and feel at home
already. Jacq, our hostly goddess, watches us carefully and as soon as we show signs of tiredness she
manoeuvres us into the car and back to our luxurious hotel room.

To the strip
The following day Jacq and Brenda arrive to take us to the Strip (which, in case the references
confused anyone before, is the street where you’ll find most of those giant, mega, monster casinos).
I’m telling Jacq about San Francisco and all the incredible twisty streets. I also tell her about Seattle
and my encounter with two different waste stations there. She immediately gets competitive and tells
me, “They may give you twisted streets and waste stations but Las Vegas offers you twisted souls and
wasted lives.” She has a poetic soul, does Jacq, although it does seem to have quite a dark streak.
We were particularly keen to see The Sands Hotel and casino, but it seems that this centre of cool
culture in the ’50s was demolished in 1996 and another casino was built in its place. This was a
frightful shame. I adore the Rat Pack and the glamour of all the people who used to go to the Copa
Room at The Sands. A dazzling array of stars have performed there, such as Judy Garland, Lena
Horne, Marlene Dietrich and Bobby Darin. Apparently it was after seeing Freddie Bell and the
Bellboys performing ‘Hound Dog’ here that Elvis Presley decided to record it himself. I would have
thought that this place should have been celebrated and preserved as part of the culture and heritage
of Las Vegas, but the city doesn’t seem to work like that. It’s a huge money-making machine that is
driven entirely by voracious consumption of large numbers of gamblers and revellers. Money is king
and they’ve perfected the business of extracting that money to a very exact science.
The Venetian now stands in the place of The Sands and, like all the casinos on the Strip, is a thing of
wonder. It’s a celebration of Venice and yes, it does have gondolas in there. It also has an artificial sky
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that looks so incredibly real that I watched it for
many minutes to convince myself that it was just
the ceiling. Absolutely stunning. Of course Jacq
insisted we had to take a trip on the gondolas, as
retribution for our taking her on the punts when
she visited Cambridge. To achieve this end we
signed up for a cruise along the middle of the
shopping mall section of The Venetian. We got
our tickets and were given a time to return.
We took the opportunity to walk around a little.
I was intrigued by a vending machine where you
could buy comfortable shoes for walking. This is
the machine you go to when you’ve weighed in
the balance your glorious five-inch high
rhinestone stilettos against the incredible pain
they are causing and have decided that a
temporary retreat is the order of the day. There
were also people with huge drinks containers
slung around their necks for consumption on the
move. No time is wasted in Vegas, even when
you’re relaxing. One chap was doing his best to
look all Gangsta and that with his plastic
champagne bottle suspended from a
goldy-looking chain. He was a big chap so I would have tried to look impressed if he’d insisted but I’m
not sure I’d have succeeded.
We returned to the river through the mall and were ushered onto a waiting boat. Our gondolier
introduced himself, chatted for a while and then began belting out operatic arias such as ‘O Sole Mio’
– although, of course, this is Las Vegas so what we actually got was ‘Just One Cornetto’. It was all
splendidly tacky and delightful fun. Carrie told me that the Cornetto advert had alternative words
when she was at school:
“Just One Cornetto:
Give it to me.
You must be joking;
They’re 50p.”
So we’d taken a gondola ride indoors. Surely we couldn’t top that. Well, not quite – but it came pretty
close. In another casino, Planet Hollywood, there was a small lake and a sign on it with a timetable.
On closer inspection I found that it was a timetable for the next thunderstorm. Sure enough, at the
prescribed time the thunder sounded, everything went dark and gloomy, and rain began to pour from
the skies, inside the building. Astounding, amazing, astonishing and incredible (I see that I may run
out of superlatives so maybe I should begin to economise).
We exit The Venetian to go further along the Strip. There are lots of ladies with pink feathers and
people thrusting cards into my hand telling me I can have a girl in 20 minutes. Are you possibly
entitled to some kind of discount voucher if she takes longer than 20 minutes to arrive? The pictures
on the cards are of impossibly beautiful women while the people handing them out are somewhat
grubby-looking folks who speak no English and look as if life has treated them harshly. I suspect this
means that it’s a bottom rung kind of job where they get paid in peanuts or scrapings from the
bottom of a bird cage. I suspect the 20 minute girls may not look like those in the pictures. Carrie is
ignored. This seems a little discriminatory. What if she wants a man in 20 minutes? Where are the
street hucksters for that service?
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Left to right (back): Alan White, Jacq Monahan, DeDee White and Ron Bushyager
Left to right (front): Linda Bushyager, Carrie and Jim

We then went into Paris Las Vegas which was apparently a tribute to some city in France. The middle
of the building was taken up by a huge metal structure that bears a resemblance to the Blackpool
Tower. There was a lot of delicious ironwork in this casino and Carrie is a big fan of such things.
There were many discoveries, and we took a lot of pictures of Carrie standing in front of beautiful
wrought iron stairways.
We then nipped back to Planet Hollywood for dinner and descended the stairs under the casino. We
met Alan and DeDee White and Linda and Ron Bushyager. This was the only time I met Linda and
Ron. They have a lovely quiet charm about them and I would have liked to have spent more time in
their company. They were introduced to me as high rollers, being some of that rare breed who can
actually make a little money gambling in Vegas; I was in awe that such a thing might be possible.
Linda is a fanzine editor from way back. I googled her name and found that her first fanzine was
called Granfalloon, which she published jointly with Suzle way back in 1966. I’ll forgive them for not
sending me a copy as I was only two years old at the time and so I may not have appreciated it. Linda
is also the author of the fantasy novels Master of Hawks and The Spellstone of Shaltus, and joint author
with John Betancourt of the science fiction novel Pacifica.
Linda and Ron have accumulated vast amounts of loyalty points at the casino so we are ushered
through the Diamond line and the Bushyagers pay for all of us to indulge to our hearts’ content. It is
an extraordinary meal (belay those superlatives, Jim, these are hard times. We must be thrifty). The
room is huge and there are islands of food scattered about the room representing culinary delights
from all over the world. I head for the American section but it’s almost impossible to get to, so I veer
off to the Chinese section which is almost deserted. It’s a great opportunity to try small amounts of a
wide variety of foods and I have enormous fun sampling a huge number of dishes from Italy, China
and India. Also we’d got the champagne option, so the champagne flowed like, well, champagne. A
glorious meal of discovery, delight, and sparkling conversation and also a number of photographs. I
wish I could remember some of my conversation with Ron Bushyager. I know he and I were chatting
quite a lot throughout the evening, but every bit of it has leaked from my skull like the juices seeping
from that long-forgotten bag of coriander at the back of the fridge.
We returned to our hotel satiated and happy for a comparatively early night where we could gather
our energies for the Saturday celebration which would be the Vegrants party.
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Partying with the Vegrants
It’s Saturday morning and it seems there’s some shopping to be done. I went into tragic, Greta Garbo,
“I want to be alone” mode, and Carrie and Jacq agreed to leave me to stay in the hotel room with my
computer and mad jumble of thoughts.
They left me alone for several hours and I tried desperately to catch up with my notes and write my
contribution for WOOF (the Worldcon Order Of Faneds – there’s an apa produced at most Worldcons
and I wanted to get a contribution into the San Antonio Worldcon edition).
And now, reader, jump to the following August and you find Jim the previous year’s TAFFtripper
coming back to those notes and feeling enormously grateful that his previous self was able to sit
down occasionally and write them. This TAFF trip report becomes incredibly variable as regards
detail, and so much of that is directly connected to how much time I found to write up what
happened. I got this time in the hotel so you get a reasonable description of my Friday in Vegas. At
other times in the trip I was moving so fast that the notes became sparse and irregular. It’s that
frightfully tricky balance between living the trip and recording it. The TAFFtripper must find time to
do both, it seems.
I was at a panel about fanzines and future fanzine formats at the 2014 Worldcon in London and I
brought the subject around to TAFF trip reports. My theory was that video was probably the ideal
format for a TAFF trip report. It would have the advantage that one could see and hear the people
and places visited, and yet the TAFF delegate could still exert editorial control when they put it all
together to tell the story.
The main objection was that the camera would get in the way of actually living the trip. You would
see it all through the lens of your camera and so be a little removed from the trip itself. I suppose one
way around that would be to have a TAFF cameraperson follow the delegate around and record the
action. Hmmm, possibly TAFF funds paying for a cameraperson to follow the TAFF delegate around
might be a controversial topic. If it were to be done this way then I reckon a separate fundraiser
would need to be set up so that it could be made quite clear where such funds were going and why.
Then people could vote with their money as to whether they thought it was a good idea. Of course,
we would also have the thorny question of whether the TAFF delegate would want someone
following them around with a camera. It’s a tricky subject all around. Another way to do it would be
to persuade someone in every city that the TAFF delegate is visiting to shoot a little video. Then it
could be edited into a TAFF presentation later. There are so many possibilities, but I do think that
video is the way to go for a TAFF travelogue.
After several hours where I sit blissfully alone in the hotel room tapping away at the computer (it’s
not until I look back on moments like this that I realise what an introvert I am) Carrie and Jacq
return. They’ve been tracking down shops full of the most frightfully tasteless tat they can find.
Apparently we are going to try to offload this stuff onto those frivolous fan fund auction peeps who
are looking for something that’s just a little bit weird. There’s a high proportion of particularly nasty
looking Hello Kitty items among the spoils which could prove quite popular.
That evening was the Vegrants party at Arnie and Joyce Katz’s house. Arnie was actually the person
who first started me thinking about TAFF. Way back in the mists of the late 1990s or so he was
sending me a fanzine called Wild Heirs. I absolutely adored this fanzine and loved the feeling of
community that it portrayed. There were some particularly fine writers in there; Ken and Aileen
Forman were two shining examples of the Vegas sitcom writing style that typified Wild Heirs in this
time period. I thought then how much I would love to visit this community, but it seemed a very
unlikely prospect. Years later I began editing a fanzine with Nic Farey (Nic by then being based in
Vegas) and then I hosted Jacq Monahan (also a Vegas resident) during her TAFF trip at my and
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Carrie’s house; I realised that there were so many ducks in a row and all of them were telling me, in
their own quacky manner, to go to see those splendid people in Las Vegas. So, of course, I was very
much looking forward to meeting Arnie and any other of the Vegrants that might happen to be
around. I was also to meet Bill Wright, the DUFF delegate, yet again so that TAFF and DUFF would
both be tripping in the same place.
For party night we had around 20 people all crammed into Arnie and Joyce’s house, and the
atmosphere seemed a little strained at first. At least, it did to me, but I suspect most of that was inside
my own head. I got the impression that Arnie and Joyce kept very much an open house for folks from
fandom and just expected them to float in and out doing their own thing.
Bill and I settled into our seats at the party and were thoroughly photographed, interviewed,
prodded and stuff. It was a fine celebration of our meeting and the diversity of the Vegrants. In the
front room we had our own film historian, David Del Valle, holding court as he told us all the many
things that Hollywood had been getting up to in recent years; in the far room Arnie was telling his
tales and Don Miller was showing some video of SNAFFU (the Las Vegas & Southern Nevada Science
Fiction and Fantasy Society Union) talking about a convention, Silvercon, which they’d held in Vegas
back in 1994. There was a TV interview about the con which Aileen Foreman handled beautifully.
However, the more I heard about the convention the less sure I was that it was a success. As the
people onscreen talked about the different stuff that would be happening at the convention, Arnie
was saying, “Masquerade, that bombed”, “Live role playing, that bombed”, “Board gaming, that
bombed” and then “But it was a great con.” All most peculiar.
Alan White took a photo of all those assembled and fortunately he got the full list of names too, so we
have a full roll call for the Vegrants party at Arnie and Joyce’s house. Alan’s disembodied head also
appears in the photo, attached to Brenda Dupont’s shoulder. Also most peculiar.
John Wesley Hardin and Don Miller cooked us up some food and the Katzes supplied endless booze to
keep the fun and frivolity flowing. It was an absolute delight to meet Arnie after so long interacting

Left to right (standing): Arnie Katz, Ross Chamberlain, David Del Valle, Teresa and James Cochran, and Don Miller
Left to right (sitting): Harry Simon, DeDee White, Jacq Monahan, Carrie, Bill Wright (behind), Joyce Katz, Alan’s head, and Brenda Dupont
Left to right (consigned to the floor): Jenn Walker, Jim, and John Wesley Hardin
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with his fanzines, and both Bill Wright and I took the
opportunity to quiz him about fandom, the universe
and everything.
I also photographed Arnie in his study with two of his
prize possessions. These are his 2008 FAAn Awards
for Fan Face and Best Fan Writer.
A most excellent party with food, booze and splendid
fannish company.
Sad update: unfortunately Joyce Katz is now no longer
with us. My interactions with her amounted to little
more than cowering as she instructed me to enjoy
myself but I know that she was very much loved as a
sort of den mother figure by the Vegrants. I feel that I
very much missed out by not knowing her better.

Arnie Katz

Rock band quartets, hot tubs, and DUFF Bill again
Sunday was extravaganza time. Alan and DeDee White had foolishly decided to throw open their
home and allow all manner of miscreants and bewildered wanderers into their house. The
extravaganza was named Brunchcon 3, which gave me a ray of hope that it would all go off without a
hitch; if it had happened twice before, and these people were still alive and free to roam the Earth
after the first two, then maybe everything would be fine.
Bill, the DUFF delegate, Carrie and I had been invited as guests of honour to this Brunchcon and Jacq
Monahan, chief fan fund delegate wrangler, rounded us up and flung us into the proceedings. We
were met just inside by a hyperactive Alan White wielding a steampunked iPad.
He wanted to know what we were doing there and who we were. I offered name, rank and serial
number (which was easy because I don’t have either of the latter two – unless I’ve been running in
which case rank can feature quite prominently). Alan
waggled his iPad and repeated the question. My nerve
held for a moment and then I crumbled like a stale
biscuit and told him anything he asked. Bill and Carrie
were also subject to similar questions and soon our
inquisitor had all the information he needed for
whatever dastardly plan he might concoct. Alan looks
like the sort of chap who might have a whole string of
dastardly plans and a manic laugh of triumph to go
with them. He should have a super villain name. White
the Merciless doesn’t quite work. Maybe Two-Gun
White or Stiletto White? He didn’t have guns or a knife,
so that gave pause for thought. Ah yes, I have just the
name: White of the Whirlwind – Star Crusher and
curse of the skyways. I would have called him White of
the Whirlwind from then on, but it seemed easier to
call him Alan. He issued us with our convention badges
(he’d designed and made special badges for me, Carrie
and Bill), passport and programme. We were then
shown through the living room and kitchen out into
the back yard, which was full of chairs, booze and a hot
Alan White
tub. It was all very jolly indeed.
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Beer was thrust into my hand and I relaxed into my chair. Of course I didn’t completely relax. I was,
as so often during my TAFF trip, worrying that I was not worthy of all this attention; I certainly didn’t
feel capable of producing enough entertainment that I could make myself worthy of it. The day was
streamed live out onto the Internet via the Steampunk iPad and I’ve since returned to view some of
the footage. I see myself looking terribly nervous but trying ever so hard, in a stilted self-conscious
way, to say something – anything – that other people might want to hear. It all looks a bit stumbling
and desperate. I find it uncomfortable viewing whenever I’m on screen, but I’m glad the mixed-down
version of that video stream exists as it’s a fine memento of the day.
There was all manner of food and drink to keep us amused. I remember amusing myself several times
with glasses of Brenda’s Brilliant Bubbly or ChamPomPom. This consisted of Almond Champagne and
Grenadine – a red bubbly marvel that tasted delicious. Brenda and DeDee also served up Shammy
Sham which is like a Cham Cham but with raspberry liqueur instead of Chambord. Lots of
deliciousness. Of course man cannot live on champagne alone (well, not quite) so Baked French Toast
was produced in abundance for us to intersperse with our copious champagne concoctions.
I really enjoyed chatting with BIll Wright. He is a real old-time fanzine fan. His zine is Interstellar
Ramjet Scoop and he was heavily involved in the 1975 Worldcon in Melbourne. Bill is thoroughly
enjoying his trip and has been meeting lots of people who he has revered for many, many years. Bill’s
eyes sparkle as he mentions the joy of encountering such fans as Arnie Katz and Robert Lichtman.
He’s about halfway through his trip and loving it immensely. Later that day he sings a fannish version
of ‘Advance Australia Fair’ which keeps us all amused for a while, but there comes a tipping point
during the rendition where we want to drill out our eardrums for blessed relief. Bill the Merciless
(yeah, that works) ploughed ever onwards with another verse and another and another until finally
he reached the last line and we all collapsed, gibbering, to the floor.
Bill was accompanied in this rendition by the dazzlingly beautiful and talented Siren Strings. These
were a non-traditional string ensemble playing a variety of rock tunes on three violins and a cello.
The cellist threw her instrument back and forth as they belted out some amazing sounds. Afterwards
these gorgeous girls all joined us in the hot tub for champagne. No, that’s correct; I’m not fantasising
about what might have happened here. They had brought their bikinis along with them and soon
after their performance was over they were sipping champagne and chatting to the other partygoers
in the hot tub. It helped to make for a very memorable day indeed.
That evening Carrie and I stayed with Alan and DeDee. They had a handy little library room with a
transformer sofa that we made our home for the evening.
In the morning it was one of those classic
morning after apocalypse-type situations.
Everyone who could move seemed to be doing so
in slow motion and groaning a lot. Voices were
muted and hands were being clutched to
foreheads. Those of us who made it as far as the
kitchen were confronted with what looked like
some kind of mad scientist’s experiment. Bacon
was being put onto a baking tray and then
covered in batter and cooked. It was a sort of pig
in a sleeping blanket kind of thing. It looked
monstrous but tasted pretty good.

Siren Strings cellist

Alan and DeDee were wonderful hosts. They
made us feel very welcome indeed and created
an absolutely astounding party. They assured us
that we would be welcome to return whenever
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we wished. That seems very unlikely, although I have since often had a quick peek at the price of
aeroplane flights just to see if there were any bargains available so that we could return.
Unfortunately not so far, but maybe there will be one day.

The desert and the dam(ned)
Sunday had been another most excellent day. The West Side Insurgents had done us proud. We’d
been thoroughly fed, watered, socialised, honoured, and entertained.
John and Jacq came around to join in with breakfast stuff and then to take us away into the desert. We
had a day of sightseeing afore us.

I had been looking forward to this trip with an almost childlike sense of anticipation. I was hoping for
some of that raw countryside that I’d seen in old westerns. I wanted to see dust bowls, hills and
tough-looking cowboys on horseback. I had no idea whether I was in the right place for that kind of
thing but the hope was there nevertheless. Hope is an emotion that has never worried too much
about details and facts.
We weren’t going on horseback, though. We had transport of luxury. Jacq had decided her own car
was too downright horrible to transport a TAFF delegate about in, so she had rented a super shiny
car with souped-up air conditioning, doors, wheels, tyres and everything. We intrepid explorers
cruised effortlessly into the desert – through red rocks, wild rubble-strewn landscapes and scorching
sun – with a pleasant cool breeze wafting at us from the vents, caressing our sensibilities and
massaging our sensory apparatus.
There are a lot of red rocks in the desert and there should be a mighty absence of rain. However, Jacq
and John must have had a bit of a chat with the local deities and asked them to make this Englishman
and Scotswoman feel at home. The deities responded magnificently and sent us a great deal of rain.
Parking up at an Indian reservation and scurrying inside for a bit of shopping and a wander around
their casino should have been an extremely alien experience, but running across the car park to avoid
getting soaking wet made it seem all too familiar.
The Moapa Paiute tribe’s Travel Plaza is a large warehouse-type building just plonked down in the
middle of the desert. It has a huge shop with sweets, fireworks, and propane. Then, in another
section, there are row upon row of slot machines. John and I feed them money for a few minutes. John
seems very confident with the machines. I watch them lighting up, spinning around, and making a
mad mixture of peculiar noises and I feel more than a little disoriented. John has a healthy respect for
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the machines but fears them not. He offers them his tribute but worships at their shrine for the
minimum amount of time before withdrawing a little and calling them nasty names from a safe
distance. It wouldn’t do to shower these machines with too much reverence; it may make them
overconfident and then Skynet would become a reality in a matter of months. John knows the
boundaries.
Having paid our homage to the slot machines, we emerged from the building. The rain had stopped
and the desert looked much more like a desert again. We sped on through this awesome red dusty
landscape, soaking up the sheer otherworldliness of it all. We drove through the Valley of Fire State
Park and stopped off at Atlatl Rock. So, what is Atlatl Rock? Well, it’s a big rock with some pictures
carved into it: pictures of the sun and of some stick figures trying to poke spears into wild animals.
There are some modern stairs to enable we tourist folks to get up high on the rock and take a peek at
these pictures. There is also a sign which suggests that the pictures help us imagine what people
thought. We goggled at such massively incisive comments.
Goggling completed, we set off again on the road and cruise through the hills alongside a great lake.
This was another feature I didn’t really expect to find in the desert but it looked astoundingly
dramatic. A gigantic bathtub (fortunately without the bathing giants) plonked down in the middle of
a desert.

Carrie and I were starting to get hungry now, so our kindly hosts detoured to find a town that
contained food and beer. This was Boulder City, where the Boulder Dam Brewing Company supplied
us with some fine ales. They were very proud of their ales and talked at length about the joy that
these glasses of liquid would bring us. What they brought Carrie at first was a large degree of
consternation. The glasses looked frozen and were ice cold to the touch. They had been kept in the
fridge which further chilled the beer to a considerable degree. This seemed anathema to real ale
drinkers such as ourselves, as it is an article of faith that beer should be served at a high enough
temperature that you can actually taste it. Maybe this is why very hoppy beers seem to have become
so popular throughout the United States; the beer can be served cold and the hops can still be tasted
even at very low temperatures.
We went on from there to a Mexican restaurant called Casa Flores. The owner fussed over us as if we
were long-lost relatives returned to the fold. She questioned us as to our tastes and then bustled off
to find the meal that would provide exactly what we required – a highly excitable Mexican food
version of the Nutri-Matic drinks synthesizer. I had a meal that was almost but not quite entirely like
tea. Well, that’s not entirely true. It was reasonably tasty food but possibly not as spicy as I had been
hoping for. Maybe I didn’t manage to convey clearly enough the sort of thing I wanted. Still, it filled
me up and I was raring to go for the next part of our adventure.
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We were on our way to one of the most dramatic
man-made artefacts in the world. This is the
mighty Hoover Dam.
Here is what Wikipedia has to say about the
Hoover Dam:
“Hoover Dam, once known as Boulder Dam, is a
concrete arch gravity dam in the Black Canyon of
the Colorado River, on the border between the
U.S. states of Arizona and Nevada. It was
constructed between 1931 and 1936 during the
Great Depression and was dedicated on
September 30, 1935, by President Franklin D.
Roosevelt. Its construction was the result of a
massive effort involving thousands of workers,
and cost over one hundred lives. The dam was
controversially named after President Herbert
Hoover.”
Here is what the Hitchhiker’s Guide to the Galaxy
would probably say about The Hoover Dam:
“There is a body of water on this planet known as
the Colorado River. This water wished to spread out and do its own watery thing, dispersing itself
throughout the desert moisturising small pieces of dirt and sand. The desert peoples objected to this
profligacy and decided they would bunch up all this wet stuff into a single place, releasing it in mighty
torrents at a time of their choosing. They fashioned large amounts of concrete into walls, tunnels and
improbable structures until the water was trapped, confined and made to do the bidding of the puny
concrete-creating humans who lived in the desert. To these structures they added twirly bits, pointy
bits, and symmetrical bits. This was just showing off, but the people of the desert approved of this
and went to look at these pointy bits and capture their images in small boxes. This collection of
concrete and frippery was called the Hoover Dam and was a thing of wonder. Millions of people
wondered what the hell it was all about and visited it every year to ask that very question.”
Or perhaps it would just say, “The Hoover Dam: Mostly Harmless.”
It is a huge structure and incredibly impressive, but for art deco enthusiasts such as Carrie and
myself it was the styling that drew us to it and bowled us over once we got there. There is such a
flamboyance and audacity about the Hoover Dam that it takes your breath away time and again. You
think you’ve experienced the best that it can throw at you when you see the mighty towers standing
in the water, a celestial map showing where all the stars were at the time the dam was built, or the
giant winged figures of the republic – but then you notice the beautiful deco detailing on some of the
doors. There are so many stunning and delightful little (and massively huge) treasures to uncover.
We did a great deal of pointing and gasping with awe. Then we did some leaping from side to side as
we bounced over the state line between Nevada and Arizona. Then, exhausted, we got back into the
car and returned to Las Vegas.

Roller coasters, bacon martinis and Farey’s curry
It’s Tuesday and, surprise surprise, it’s hot and sunny. Jacq collects Carrie and me from the hotel to
take us for a drink. It seems we’re going to the Double Down Saloon which advertises itself as ‘The
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Happiest Place on Earth’. It also apparently embraces the term ‘Dive Bar’ and then accentuates its
dive nature to a remarkably grungeworthy degree.
The bartender welcomes us warmly and we peruse the offerings. There are some terrifying cocktails
and Jacq asks him how his ass juice is today. He tells us the ass juice is good but we decide to try the
bacon martinis instead. These are absolutely horrible. If there was a scale of horrible that went from
one to ten then we’d have to get a technician in to recalibrate the scale to create an eleven. Just
downright nasty. We tried adding other things to improve the taste but nothing would make them
drinkable. I think I got a regular martini instead and Carrie decided a gin and tonic was the thing to
wash away the horror of the bacon concoction. We didn’t feel brave enough to try the ass juice which
is apparently all the dregs from the spirits bottles to create a liquid that changes in nature day by day.
The bar itself was delightfully grungy and the toilets were splendidly dreadful too.

Jacq then took us around some of the local food and electronics shops and then we went back to the
Strip to see a show where rescue animals jump over and around stuff and save their fellow rescued
unfortunates from blazing buildings and diabolical tightropes. I suspect that the next superhero in
Vegas Gotham will be a fluffy Persian called Mimi who disarms evil villains with a sardonic glance
and a death-defying tightrope walk over a burning petri dish.
Carrie and I felt, however, that the animals were getting all the fun so we needed some death-defying
frolics of our own. Jacq took us to New York, New York (yes, another casino) and flung us onto a giant
roller coaster that promised thrills – we hoped without the spills – to satiate our hunger for
excitement, adventure, and really wild things. I do enjoy a good roller coaster and I always forget just
how terrifying it was last time I did it.
I leap into the carriage with an easy-going, devil-may-care swagger: it’s just a train-type thing that
goes up and down a bit. Then there’s that moment when we reach the top of a giant incline and
suddenly begin to plummet toward the ground... and all that nonchalance runs off in every direction,
leaving me armed with nothing but naked terror and a faint hope that the vehicle has been checked
by people who actually care whether or not it kills or maims any of its passengers. There’s an
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ooomph type of feeling as all the breath leaves your body and the world becomes a blur. Then you
fight for another breath and it’s at this point that the screaming starts. Embarrassingly I find that
some of it is coming from me. Carrie is made of tougher stuff and emits nary a squeak. We are
violently jolted about for several minutes and then disgorged into a shop full of shiny things. Maybe
the hope is that you will buy the shiny things to pacify the gods of roller coaster or to give thanks for
your safe return from the perilous ordeal.
Jacq and John transported us safely away from this clear and present danger to scoop up Bill Wright.
We were once again visiting the Katzes’ house for food, drink and fannish fun. I received a telling-off
there from Joyce. I asked permission to get something from the fridge. Joyce seemed quite cross with
me: “If you ask once again I’ll wallop you with something. Just take what you want, relax and make
yourself at home.”

Wednesday dawns and Jacq and John are taking us around all manner of cool shops. Some have
electronics and some have strange and bizarre foodstuffs. We travel then to 5100, Las Vegas
Boulevard South. This is the address of the famous Welcome to Las Vegas sign. It’s become
synonymous with Las Vegas for no really good reason that I can determine. Wikipedia does give us a
slight clue though in that the person who designed the sign, Betty Willis, deliberately didn’t copyright
it. This means that any and every business in Las Vegas can legitimately use this image without
having to hand over money to anyone. It’s not much of a claim to fame but it is still a must that one
should be photographed under this Las Vegas icon, so Carrie and I pay a visit and pose for the
traditional photograph.
We’ve been down on the ground and now we must go up in the air. The Stratosphere is jolly high but
we are soon ushered away from those dizzy heights as lightning has been spotted in the valley and
Stratosphere exposure risks us being zapped from space. They save our lives by pointing to the exits
and we ooh and ahh at the sights from inside the glass box slightly lower down.
Later that day is a meet-up that Nic Farey and I have rather grandly entitled a Beam editorial
meeting. We usually conduct the editorial meetings for our fanzine by email. This is our opportunity
for a face-to-face discussion where we will finally thrash out our grand plan to take the Nova, FAAn
and Hugo awards all in one year. In actuality it’s curry, beer, and chat round at Nic’s place. He’s been
slaving away over a hot stove all day to produce a lentil curry and a chicken vindaloo, accompanied
by a variety of naan breads. It was most excellent food and there was enough beer to float a battle
fleet. We ate heartily – especially as this was the only time while in America that we found food spicy
enough to satisfy that particular craving. Nic recommended that Carrie should read some J. G. Ballard
(he obviously thought she seemed far too happy and needed more misery in her life) and Lulu the
dog recommended more food and cuddles for Lulu.

Left to right: Jim and Nic
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Left to right: Carrie and Jim

After dinner we’re feeling quite lethargic and frankly I’m thinking of nothing more than going back to
the hotel and collapsing onto the giant, welcoming, and devastatingly comfortable bed. It beckons me
back, but Jacq is very proud of her adopted city and wants to show us more.
We’ve been sightseeing mostly on the Strip up until now, but there is another part of Vegas where the
seeds of the city were first sown and where you can see a little of what it was like in the mid-20th
century. Jacq persuaded us to go to Fremont Street and I’m glad that she did. This is the site of the
first paved street in Las Vegas back in 1925. The casinos multiplied along this street during the
building of the dam; this continued as mob money poured into the place, when they realised that
folks were yearning to pop into these casinos and willingly hand over large amounts of cash to wheel
spinners and card flippers. Later, however, casinos were built on the Strip which is outside the City of
Las Vegas and so doesn’t have to pay city taxes. The city tried to annex the Strip, but it did a nifty
sidestep by incorporating itself into a township called Paradise and saying ya, boo, sucks to the city.
Of course, this means that a lot of the focus has been taken away from Fremont Street as more and
more people go to the giant casinos on the Strip.
Fremont hasn’t given up yet, though, and fights to make itself shinier and more glitzy to keep the
people coming back. There were street performers of many shapes and sizes. There was an Elvis on a
little stage singing, staring into the eyes of his adoring fans and hanging Hawaiian wotchemacallits
around their necks. There were many showgirls who invited you to have pictures taken with them
but then expected a generous tip for that. I hadn’t realised this and thought they were just there to
advertise some casino or other. I may have caused some offence by not providing a tip.
We found a coffee shop to sit down and admire the Fremont Street Experience. This is a covered area
of the street where they project some entertainment onto the ceiling. Tonight it’s a Bon Jovi concert
that looks and sounds absolutely stunning and is loud enough to feel like you’re actually in amongst it
all. Most excellent fun. Then we have time for a quick photo shoot at Binions with the million dollar
pile of cash and eventually drag our weary bodies back to the Palace Station Hotel for a few hours
sleep before Nic picks us up to take us to the airport. Phew! this tourism stuff is exhausting but a lot
of fun. Nic is still bright and breezy at that ridiculous hour of the morning. A Duracell/Energizer
bunny of a guy. It was good to see Nic again before we left: a genuinely nice bloke and I’m glad we got
to spend some time with him.
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San Antonio Worldcon
Thursday 29th August to Monday 2nd September
Nic arrives bright and early and is waiting for us in the hotel lobby at 04:30 in the morning. He loads
up and away we go to Las Vegas airport. You’ll whizz through, he says, at this time of the morning.
We whizz through baggage check and then spend long gruelling aeons in the security line pondering
whether whizzing has a different meaning around these parts.
We eventually arrive in San Antonio and are whisked away to the hotel. Our room is yet another huge
and luxurious place with two double beds. I wonder if this is standard for American double rooms. Do
couples usually like to sleep in separate beds when they are on holiday? Do they alternate between
the beds for variety? We leave this mystery for now and nip across to the Worldcon to take a look
around. We are exceptionally close to the convention centre and so set off on our pleasant little stroll
across the road. As soon as we hit the outside air we realise that walking any distance outside in this
heat is going to be somewhat challenging. We had thought Vegas pretty hot but this is downright
fiery and thoroughly exhausting.

Thursday at Worldcon
We cross the road and then, looking to left and right of us, we see many other
people who I am sure look like they might be science fiction fans. We continue
along the river and into the ground floor of the conference centre. Our roadcrossing companions are all still with us so I had guessed correctly that they
were fellow Worldconners. It was here, on the walk along the ground floor
corridor, that I received my next culture shock. I was still moving along with
science fiction fans but they had all now sprouted wheels and we pedestrians
were completely outnumbered. I’d never seen anything quite like this before
and wondered if it was a North American thing, but then speculated on
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whether it was actually a Worldcon thing. This was my first Worldcon and I’d heard that they were
huge so maybe it made sense to give everyone scooters so that they could get around everything.
Most intriguing.
We registered and were given badges. ribbons, and all the other paraphernalia. We got newsletter
ribbons and I got a programme participant ribbon. We did spot some rather nifty ribbons that said
‘First Worldcon’ on them, but on requesting we discovered that they’d already all been dished out.
Damn shame but still a very good idea. It would be a really good conversation starter to help
integrate new folks into this maelstrom of humanity.
The first programme item that I need to attend is the opening ceremony. I reckon I should inform the
Green Room that I’m here. It takes some finding as it is tucked well out of the way.
“Hello”, I say. “My name is Jim Mowatt and I’m in the opening ceremony.”
They nod at me but look a little baffled.
We stand and stare at each other for a while and then I say, “I just thought that I should report in so
you could tick me off on a sheet or something.”
“No, no that’s fine, no need.”
“OK,” says I, “are the people in the Opening Ceremony assembling anywhere?”
“No, nowhere that I know of.”
I feel a little confused by all this but figure I should get moving and find out where I should be for the
opening ceremony.
There is a huge room that looks like an aircraft hangar, including a stage being shuffled around and
generally fiddled with by a large number of determined-looking fans. Fortunately I see the friendly
face of one of my TAFF hosts, Glenn Glazer, and he gives helpful advice as to where I should be in
preparation for the ceremony. I gather behind the stage with Ellen Datlow, Norman Spinrad, Willie
Siros, Leslie Fish and Joe R. Lansdale. Someone came along to find out which of us were the more
important guests and gave them hats (I didn’t get a hat) and then they started to usher us on to the
stage one by one. We were asked to sit around a table and pretend to play cards while Paul Cornell
was given a microphone and asked to say stuff, and then some time later it was over. A very peculiar
experience indeed. It kind of felt like someone had found themselves with a bunch of folks and not
really known what to do with them. I was pleased to have been included in the opening ceremony but
didn’t feel that I had been given the opportunity to add to it in any way.
My next programme item was in the con suite at 21:00 on Thursday. I think this event was to
introduce Bill Wright and me as the DUFF and TAFF delegates and also to unveil the front cover of
the WOOF publication. This cover has been created by Valerie Purcell. I wander around the room
trying to see if I recognise anyone. Despite my month-long trip and attending many Eastercons at

Bill Wright addresses the con suite
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which we get quite a large number of North American attendees, I find very few familiar faces. Chris
Garcia is firing out utterances to a small gathering at an alarming rate. They are all cowering slightly
but still attempting to listen. Murray Moore is busily looking enigmatic. I say hello, and he returns my
greeting but quickly goes back to being enigmatic. It’s obviously a full-time job.
John Purcell greets me. Welcome Jim, says he; Bill has just popped out and when he returns we’ll do
the big reveal. This worries me a little. If I am to be revealed then it must mean that I am currently
under wraps. I must remain shrouded in cloaked mystery. Looking around, seeing all these people I
don’t know all huddled in their little groups, I figure that keeping myself under wraps may not be too
difficult. I am feeling very much in need of a drink, though, and there is not the slightest whiff of
alcohol in the con suite. I grab a Dr Pepper and try to convince myself that it’s a vodka and coke.
Eventually Bill returns and John herds us into position. He introduces us and points a bit and we both
get up in turn onto our hind legs (front would have been much more impressive but...) and do a bit of
talking. Our intro all done, then there is the big reveal of the WOOF cover. It’s a fine 3D creation that I
assume is going to be converted to 2D for the apa itself; otherwise it will be a very lumpy apa indeed
and no one wants that sort of thing scrunched through their letterboxes. I stay a little while longer
but the call of alcohol sounds loud in my ear and I must hunt it down.
Now, you may think I’m being a bit dramatic using the term ‘hunt’ to find somewhere to get a drink,
but it wasn’t particularly easy at this convention. At Eastercon in the UK I would expect to fall over a
bar every few yards, and that would undoubtedly be where all the best conversations were and all
the people I would usually want to meet. Without this familiar focal point I feel a bit lost and adrift.
It’s a very peculiar feeling indeed. Yet another cross-Atlantic culture shock.
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Friday at Worldcon
On Friday morning Carrie and I had volunteered to put together an issue of the newsletter, La Estrella
Solitaria. Newsletters are one of the things that we enjoy and we’ve occasionally worked together on
Eastercon publications. I always have high hopes for what one can do with a newsletter. I have a
memory of past Eastercon newsletters being really good and getting excited about reading them.
Unfortunately I have no examples so maybe this is a false memory. One day I shall investigate this
and find out for myself. There are so many collectors in fandom that those old newsletters must still
be available somewhere.
We arrived at the newsdesk all bright-eyed and bushy-tailed. The newsdesk consists of not one but
two tables pushed up together bearing printers and brochure holders. This is the newsletterproducing machine.
First surprise: someone has very helpfully filled our newsletter template with a bunch of random
pieces of text. These must be discarded. Then we start laying out the content, and it soon begins to
take shape. Then, however, we begin to discover that there are vast numbers of secret rules that must
be adhered to and that the entire second page must be programme alterations. We grit our teeth and
soldier on. Part of the reason I was keen to get involved in the newsletter was that, as a fan fund
delegate, I thought I would be able to add a special flavour to this ish. But, as we are told that there
are more and more things that must be included, we give up the notion of adding any fan fund stuff in
there.

The massive number of programme alterations were incredibly difficult to navigate. We were given a
Word doc with alterations and also some pink sheets. We waded through these to find the ones
pertaining to Friday and then had to squeeze them all onto that back page. We were then told to
remove the party notifications that we had put in, as another secret rule was that these only go in the
afternoon edition. Whenever we thought we were moving forward we were told that this or that just
wouldn’t do and must be moved, changed or folded into the shape of a pecking chicken.
We finally reached a finish point and pressed print. All hell broke loose at this point as we hadn’t
done something called an editorial review. Carrie was baffled. She was the editor and she’d reviewed
it. No, that just won’t do. It must go to someone called Michael Nelson for him to review, criticise,
bury in soft peat for the next three years and then dig up and reconsider. At this point I’d had enough
of this bizarre buggering about. If we’d been given all these rules up-front then we would have either
got along fine or known not to touch this strange little fiefdom with a bargepole. As it was we just got
sucked into this seemingly never-ending nightmare of secret rules and guidelines that no one seemed
to be willing to show us. I picked up the (not reviewed by Nelson) copies that we’d printed and
headed off into the convention to hand them out. Carrie, as determined as ever to finish what she’d
started, stayed at the coal face to make the required changes. A rather frustrating business.
Later that day I was part of one of those fan fund panels that crop up at almost every Worldcon. I’m
really pleased that Worldcons still give space to fan fund panels but just wish we didn’t always have
the same joke about what all the acronyms are. This panel was called Fan Funds: Prelude to Fannish
Dominance and the description read, “TAFF, DUFF, CUFF, GUFF! What do these acronyms all mean?
Find out how these fan funds will all help fandom achieve world domination.” Goodness knows what
this programme description was supposed to mean. It just seemed like there were only 10 seconds to
go before all descriptions must be finalised and so they threw some random phrases together. I have
no idea what we talked about (I’m guessing fan funds) but Chris Garcia was there along with me, Bill
Wright, Naomi Fisher and Diane Lacey.
There was also a panel on Friday about what to expect from British conventions. This was a fine
excuse for us all to talk about our own cultural whiplash moments. It veered between these Brits are
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crazy to these Americans are crazy. We came to a consensus that everyone was completely batshit
loopy and left it at that.
On Friday night we discovered bid parties and that seemed to be where all the alcohol was.
It was my first experience of this type of party and it seemed quite fun. The ‘rooms’ were quite large
suites and had been lovingly decorated by the people holding the various bid parties. We found the
New Orleans bid and I immediately fell in love with the milk and alcohol drink that I was served. I
asked later for the recipe and Rebecca (my New Orleans host) sent it along.
The basic ratio is one part bourbon to one part half & half and two parts whole milk. To make one
gallon you mix 4 cups bourbon, 4 cups half & half, 8 cups milk, 2 cups powdered sugar and two
tablespoons of vanilla.

We wandered down the corridor and spotted an inflatable reindeer head above a door. This was the
space squid party and seemed to have a whole bunch of podcasters in there from such fine podcasts
as Escape Pod and Drabblecast. The beer was a cheap Texan lagery thing in cans but it quenched a
thirst and contained alcohol so that, along with the company, made it a fine party.
It was a fairly quick visit on Friday night, but we went back again on Saturday and sampled much
more widely. It must be awfully expensive, though; I wonder how much difference the parties make
when people are voting.

Saturday at Worldcon
On Saturday I was scheduled for two programme items. The first was about the fan guests of honour
at Worldcons. The notion was that we should come up with some names of fans that might be worthy
of this honour in future and that we might also be able to define how a fan guest of honour should be
chosen. Joe Siclari was moderating and also on the panel were Mark Olson, Bill Wright, and Rich
Lynch. I think we more or less agreed that a fan guest of honour was kind of a good thing but not
much else. I jotted down a few people who hadn’t already been fan guest of honour at Worldcons:
Andy Hooper, Arnie Katz, Robert Lichtman, Jerry Kaufman, Suzle, Rob Hansen, Ted White, Art Widner
(sadly no longer with us) and Shelby Vick. I can’t remember whether I actually got to mention any of
these at the panel.
The second item was the fan fund auction. I’ve now been to quite a few fan fund auctions and really
do enjoy them. There is a wide variety of things auctioned and often some really entertaining
auctioneers. This one all passed by in a bit of a blur. I got to auction off a few things but mostly felt
rather like a spare part. One of the things they did that seemed really odd was that people paid for
their purchases at the end. This seems a frightful waste of valuable auctioning time when we could be

Fan funds auction
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Left to right: Chris Garcia, Jim, Terry Floyd, Guy H. Lillian III, Pat Virzi

shoving out more stuff to the panting punters. However, all went well in that we sold many things to
many people. Our fine fannish helpers listed on the programme were Bill Wright, Naomi Fisher, and
John Hertz. From memory there was also the wonderful Jacq Monahan, Carrie, and Chris Garcia in
attendance; I suspect there were more but the memory has faded, alas.

Sunday at Worldcon
I was on a sparsely attended panel about e-publishing. We panellists didn’t outnumber the audience
but only just. I’d hoped that this panel could be quite an interesting exploration of new and
interesting ways of publishing that fanzine editors could play around with. What it turned into was a
terribly earnest attempt to define what the word ‘fanzine’ meant. Rich Lynch had much to say on this
subject and Guy Lillian was similarly forthright. I tried to open out the conversation a couple of times
but was shut down good an’ ’ard, so I stayed shut down and drifted along until it all kind of fizzled
out. I think it was decided that a fanzine was a paper thing (PDF may be just about acceptable) that
had a fixed content which anchored its publication date to a particular moment in time. I ended up
just nodding, smiling, and sighing. We obviously weren’t going to break any new ground in this panel.
Later on Sunday was a panel that I had been dreading but it turned out to be a real high point of the
convention for me. This was ‘The Alamo You Never Knew: Alternate Stories Of The Texas’ Most
Famous Battle’. The description in the programme was:
“Our panelists aren’t afraid to tip a few sacred cows in their exploration of speculative fiction. Hear
from four authors who dared to rewrite history to suit their own ends. Remember the Alamo? After
this panel you’ll never forget it!”
I was down to moderate and the panellists were Lon Prater, Harry Turtledove, Scott A Cupp and Josh
Rountree.
To my surprise, this worked out exceptionally well. I asked the participants about their books and
their take on alternate history, and opened it up to questions from the audience. Harry in particular
had many stories and held the audience rapt whenever he spoke. He shook my hand warmly
afterwards and said, “You were an extremely good moderator – very moderate, which most
moderators aren’t.”

Left to right: Scott A Cupp, Jim, Lon Prater, Josh Rountree, and Harry Turtledove.
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I breathed a huge sigh of relief after this one. I knew so little about the Alamo and these authors that I
had been afraid my ignorance might show through, but thankfully it probably helped; I was able to
concentrate all my attention on feeding out lines for the authors and audience, and making sure that
no one hogged too much time unless they were being devastatingly entertaining. All my panellists
were good. Harry was brilliant but Josh came in a close second, being a delightful speaker and
sounding very clear and concise whenever he spoke.
Just before the Alamo panel I had bustled along to check how the WOOF collation was going on. Guy
Lillian was there as well as Carrie and me. We all set to trying to wrestle the contributions into some
sort of order. Chris Garcia had created a zine of unusual shape and size and then helpfully stapled it.
We cursed him soundly every time we picked up his contribution and tried to make it fit in with the
rest: damn you, Garcia, and the stapler you rode in on. I then ran away to my panel, promising that I
would be back afterwards to help out. I returned after the Alamo all ready to do my bit for the
Worldcon Order Of Faneditors apazine – and found Bill Wright there telling me that John had taken
everything away for stapling. Ah well.
We saw James Bacon a little later who was busily doing five or six things at once. We agreed that we
would meet him at 10:00 the following morning to talk about fan programming at Loncon 3 the next
year. He said he was sorry we didn’t manage to meet the previous day as arranged; he was “screwed
over by NASA”. As explanations go that one sounds pretty impressive. One never really wants to be
screwed over by anyone, but if it’s going to happen then it might as well be NASA doing it.

We’re leaving now?
Monday rolled around and I was gently meandering through the convention to suddenly find myself
the focus of many messages that had been sent out in a variety of ways: phone, Facebook, people, bits
of paper. I don’t think smoke signals were involved, but I reckon we were approaching that stage.
I hadn’t previously made any solid arrangements to get to New Orleans, so the bid party crowd had
offered to stuff me into their van for their return journey. Unfortunately I had assumed they were
going back on Tuesday, and on Monday I discovered that this assumption was a big pile of nonsense
that I had made up out of nothing. I had done no packing and was totally unprepared. Less than 30
minutes later, I had abandoned my wife in Texas and was squeezing the giant purple luggage into the
Nolamobile in preparation for our mighty journey across country.
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New Orleans
Monday 2nd to Thursday 5th September
A walk on the weird side
It was, to me, an incredibly long road trip. Since returning home from North America I’ve become
much more appreciative of living in what is quite a small country. I can drive to anywhere on the UK
mainland in about eight or nine hours. For this trip from San Antonio to New Orleans we drove for
eleven hours with only four short stops (plus one mighty hold-up in Houston), and the same person
drove all the way. It was quite a big van and there were only six of us in it, so it should have been
quite luxurious; but they had taken massive amounts of goodies, cooking implements and
decorations for their New Orleans bid party, so we were all squashed in tight and quite grateful for
those four stops when we could move limbs and remind ourselves that we were not a tightly-packed
fishy cliche.
We eventually reached New Orleans and everyone was dropped off at their respective homes. My
host, Rebecca Anne Smith, unfolds the bed in the living room, points to it, wishes me goodnight and
staggers off to her room. I’m absolutely exhausted but have real trouble getting to sleep. There’s a
bunch of very active cats in this house all roaming about the place, clawing at stuff, trying to get into
things and investigating every item in the room. I lay there in the dark and loud scratching noises
tear through the silence, focussing my attention to a large degree on a mind’s eye image of giant holes
in the luggage, rendering it useless for its primary purpose of transporting my clothes back to the UK.
I try to ignore the clawing noise, reasoning that the cat probably couldn’t do too much damage, but
realise that I am not going to be able to sleep as long as Hector the Destroyer is at work. I try moving
the suitcase to somewhere different, hoping to distract him. Hector thinks this is a great game and
follows the suitcase from place to place, examines it closely, and then returns yet again to the task of
attempting to shred it into the tiniest pieces possible. Eventually, though, he does lose interest and I
am rewarded by a blessed silence, punctuated only by the roar of the air conditioning and the
wheezing of many cats.
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The morning dawns and mostly passes me by. Various cats walk over me, Hector tries to dig a hole in
my bed, and another cat comes along to sneeze in my face. Ragnar floats by on his way out of the door
to his place of work, still maintaining his air of mystery. His name has been mentioned many times
but he is still a dark, mysterious stranger to me. I sleep fitfully but manage to stay in a semi-conscious
state until around noon. Then there is a really concerted attempt to get my attention by the
previously mentioned wheezy sneezy cat, and I realise it is time to awake and give my small furry
companions a little attention. I also shower, dress, and read some of the WOOF compilation; then my
host Rebecca tells me that she is about to head out to do a little shopping.
While this doesn’t sound fantastically exciting, I figure I will see a little of the city as we roam around
– and she also mentions a delicacy called Muffalada. This has been spoken of several times by people
from the United States and Canada, so I feel that I really must try one. I am a little worried in that I
know it has cheese in, but it has received such rave reviews that – despite my dislike of cheese – I
reckon I really must give it a go to see what’s so damn good about this sandwich. And I’m glad I did. It
was, of course, too cheesy for me but I reckon I can see the attraction. We went to Di Martinos and
they served up quite a large sandwich cut into four, which Rebecca and I shared between us. The
bread was lightly toasted and there were several layers of ham and cheese all topped off with an olive
salad. It felt like a full meal in a sandwich. Were I a fan of cheese then I can imagine that this snack
would indeed be a thing of wonder.
Next stop is a Vietnamese supermarket on the east side of the river. This means crossing the bridge
which looks like a giant meccano set, spray-painted brutal machine age roughed-up chrome. We drop
down onto the other side of the Mississippi in search of Vietnamese groceries. Rebecca is in shopping
hunter-killer mode, roaming along the aisles and then darting in when she spots a prized item to
carry it away to her lair. I am doing my irritating tourist thing and floating hither and thither between
strange-shaped vegetables, fish in tanks, and shiny cooking utensils. At some point I look up and
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realise that my native guide is nowhere to be seen. I find her patiently tapping her foot by the exit.
She gathers me up and deposits me in the car. She smiles kindly, but I realise she has much to do
before the party tonight and I am being a bit of a pain in the ass. I resolve not to wander off again.
Next stop Walmart. This is a huge aircraft hangar-type building that stretches out, on and on into
infinity. I’m not going more than five yards away from Rebecca in this place. I could be lost forever. I
stay close and manage not to frustrate my host yet again.
Heading out onto the road, though, we soon find that Rebecca is lost. She phones Raymond Boudreau
(who I’d previously met at the bid party at Worldcon). He seems very understanding. This seems to
have happened many times before. People from the west side of the river don’t often go to the east
side so when they do it's all terribly strange. Raymond expresses surprise that we are where we are
and tells us not to be there. Fortunately he also tells us how to be somewhere more useful which will
sell us the bread that we crave. Rebecca thanks him, we move on, we buy bread, we are lost once
more. Raymond is called and again sets us on our way back to the bridge and Rebecca’s home turf.
Back home Rebecca begins to cook frantically so that we will have splendid things to eat at the
evening’s party and later Ragnar arrives home. He throws himself into battle in the epic struggle to
get my laptop online. I have photos to upload and I am sure there are hand-wringing hordes of poor
photo-starved people out there who desperately need to see them. What will happen if I can’t supply
this need? I shudder to even consider this dire possibility. We struggle, we wrangle, and we
ultimately prevail. The universe shall once more be exposed to photographs of me sitting in a chair or
standing up or pointing at stuff.
All is well. Ragnar and I chat for a while and he tells me of this strange beastie, SCA. I’d heard of it
before but I hadn’t realised the full scale of the monster. This activity goes beyond re-enacting to an
alternate fantasy life. It seems you join guilds, research and recreate ancient crafts, fight people with
various weapons, and get involved in fiery political disputes in your quest for rank and status within
the group. Ragnar is a baron in the society so I reckon he’s probably got to grips with all of that by
now and can SCA politick with the best of ’em. He shows me his card loom and tells me of the various
different types of armour he has constructed. Absolutely fascinating stuff. Still, I must leave Ragnar
and my now connected laptop, for there is a party to attend and as part of my TAFFly duty I must
attend parties, eat, drink and mingle.

Party time with Janice and David
This was a party to celebrate 30 years of their club Krewe of the Enterprise and also for me and Bill,
the TAFF and DUFF guests respectively.

Left to right: Raymond Boudreau, Kat Kay, David Liang, Michelle Applewhite, Janice Liang, Tracie Trog Smith
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This is New Orleans so, of course, there is food aplenty.
There was Gumbo (by Rebecca) and Jambalaya (by Janice)
and rice and bread pudding and sandwiches and doughnuts
and booze. My eating and drinking senses were thoroughly
overdosed with goodness. I indulged mightily and enjoyed
every morsel. It was intriguing to talk to people about the
club and I was surprised by how many people had met their
spouses or partners through the club gatherings.
David told us much about Hurricane Katrina. Indeed, lots of people had tales to tell of Katrina. Vast
numbers of people lost most of their stuff in the hurricane. Collectors lost and had to restart their
collections. Janice showed us pictures of the pets they lost and of course some people lost relatives.
One person at the party described it as the zombie apocalypse without the zombies. Before Katrina
and after Katrina are two phrases I hear over and over again. Even though it was eight years ago it is
still a huge event in everyone’s lives.
There was a couple there who told me about being extras on the set of the film Paul. They were cast
as Evil Empire peeps. He was a stormtrooper apparently. That’s probably going to make it difficult to
recognise him in the film.
There is a cake, some speeches, a dog – who is about the size of a small horse – in a cage, a very
friendly cat, and lots of enjoyable chats. One of them is about some of the local jazz and we are told
that we simply must see Rebirth who are playing tonight. I’m tempted but exhausted so have to
decline the opportunity. It is unfortunate that my New Orleans hosts got the raw end of the TAFFy
deal. I was dog tired by this point of the visit and barely had the energy to raise an eyebrow, so
engaging in the joys of New Orleans were rather beyond me. A great shame. I was Zombie TAFF
delegate who didn’t even have the energy to stagger off in search of brains.
We left the party and dropped Bill back off at his hotel. On the journey Bill and I reminisced about the
places we had connected up. We remembered the string quartet at a Vegas party and he reminded
me of a Victor Borge quote: “The difference between a violin and a cello? The cello burns for longer.”
This was another night of being molested by cats, with one yelling continuously throughout the night.
Apollo decided that I was his human and decided
to claim me by snuggling up very closely indeed
throughout the night. Hector is thankfully bored
with me now, so molestation level has dropped a
little and some sleep was had. In the morning we
went out in search of food and found a ‘po’ boy’.
This is a submarine-type sandwich on New
Orleans French bread and containing roast beef
covered in gravy. It is exceptionally tasty.

Rebecca Anne Smith

During the tasting I quiz Rebecca about her
conrunning activities. It seems she’s been
involved for many years. She got involved with
con suite-running through the usual method
(someone else dropping out at the last minute)
and made a name for herself as being downright
efficient. She then went on to programming and
was con chair for many cons after that, including
Coastcon and another whose name I can’t
remember. She also managed to attend a large
number of SCA events while doing this. Not
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satisfied with this level of activity, she is chairing the bid for a
Worldcon in New Orleans for 2018. Rebecca is part of a Babylon 5
group called Area 504 (after the postcode or dialing code
apparently).
[Side note – I’m writing this from notes some time after so can just
mention here that the New Orleans bid lost out to San Jose by just
81 votes. I’ve seen a new Facebook page from them recently, so it
looks like they may mount another bid for 2023. I think a New
Orleans Worldcon would be a wonderful thing indeed, so if there is
another bid then please make sure you vote for it. I hope that I get
the chance to attend a Worldcon there.]

We drive around some of the parade areas. There are lots of Mardi
Gras beads hanging from trees, which are part of the ‘throws’. The
floats throw out all sorts of things as they go by. Everyone gets
really excited about them and gathers them up. This tradition
apparently started with doubloons being thrown some years ago
(and by some I mean quite a lot as the first Mardi Gras is reckoned
to be 1699).
We visit Octavia Bookshop where I enjoy reading a bit of William
Gibson’s book, Zero History. I particularly enjoyed the line, “Cabinet
Mardi Gras throws
occupied half the vertical mass of an eighteenth century townhouse,
one whose facade reminded her of the face of someone starting to fall asleep on the subway.” A great
line, although one that reminds me sharply that I have no such talents as a writer.
We drive for a while and I marvel at the incredible cemeteries. The water table is so high here that
you can’t go around digging holes in which to stuff your dead people, so it all has to happen above
ground. This has encouraged folk to create lots of stone structures to house their dead and inspire an
abundance of Gothic horror scenarios. The dead here do occupy some astounding real estate.
We leave the car again in search of further delicious things to eat. I sample a snowball thing; it is ice
coated in flavourings. Very tasty indeed. This is a most pleasant relaxing afternoon.
Then, as we’re roaming around the sculpture park, we get a call suggesting that dinner might be an
awfully good idea. We concur and start scooping people up to join in with the meal
We picked up Ragnar and then meet Bill Wright, Dean Sweatman and his son, Gary. It was a fine
menu and I had catfish which was pretty damn tasty, although the star of my dinner plate was the
potato salad. We stand around outside for a long time afterwards, raking up old feuds and discussing
the Lensman series and Claude Degler for reasons that completely escape me at the moment.

Left to right: Jim, Rebecca Anne Smith, Gary Sweatman, Bill Wright and Dean Sweatman
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We return home and relax for more chat and Ragnar the Norseman regales me with tales of his SCA
fighting prowess and his SCA knighthood. It’s fascinating stuff and once more I am amazed at just
how many levels there are to participation in this SCA thing.
Cats once more prod at me during the night, attack my suitcase and try to remove the sheets from the
bed. It’s all fun and games to them, and I find it endearing for the first few hours or so. In the morning
(noon) we sally forth in search of sustenance. It is yet another po’ boy for me but this time it is a soft
shell crab po’ boy. A fun idea. Quite intriguing seeing these crab things in my sandwich, but it all
tastes a bit too fried for my taste. Then it is time to visit the French Quarter.
The French Quarter is absolutely gorgeous, and to add to the atmosphere a little light rain falls,
feeling so deliciously refreshing. We wander around Jackson Square, peer up at the statue of Andrew
Jackson and then go to admire the cathedral. There is a jazz band playing outside the cathedral. They
have lots of energy and huge amounts of soul. I love hearing musicians who are really enjoying what
they’re doing. Their passion for the music was invigorating and thoroughly joyful. We carry on
walking and arrive at Hotel Monteleone. Sitting at the bar, you find yourself on a revolving carousel
moving slowly around the bar. The cocktails are great and, although the revolving thing seems to be a
bit gimmicky at first, after a while revolving feels like the right thing and you start to believe that all
bars should be made this way. This is the proper way to sit around a bar, drinking fine drinks with
the scenery continually moving for your viewing pleasure.
We finish up and walk back to the car. There is still rain around but it is most welcome. I’m having a
most excellent day and as we go on to Louis Armstrong Park I feel that it’s going to get even better.

In Louis Armstrong Park they have a Jazz in the Park event. A brass band (brass band means
something different in New Orleans to the UK: it’s a jazz band and not some colliery band squeezing
out doleful dirges into too many tubas) is playing and is great fun. There is a crazy dancing man there
who is wearing a band around his body that says ‘dancing man’. They also seem to have a conductor.
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Occasionally he will hold three fingers in the air and only three players will play. Then he holds up
two fingers and then one, so just a solo. Then he swishes his arms about and everyone joins in.
Then Mia Borders plays – great gutsy Southern bluesy stuff. I am entranced by this glorious sound
and those incredible waves of energy wash back and forth over me as Mia sings and the band plays.
The height of our Mia Borders delights was a song called ‘Mississippi Rising’. It’s a glorious song that
evokes so much of the feeling of the city. As the song plays you can feel the heat of the Louisiana sun
and see its light sparkling across the ripples of the majestic river as it sweeps through the city: a
glorious sound.
It’s time to leave New Orleans and time to complete my TAFF trip. It’s a long, long flight home but I
am fortunate to be on a Virgin Atlantic plane with enough legroom for me to stretch out and relax. I
am so tired that I even manage to get to sleep on the aircraft – the first time that I have ever managed
to accomplish this.

Time to go home
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Gosh,
that was quite a ride
You would imagine that such an experience as a TAFF trip would change a person, wouldn’t you? Am
I changed? Have I become a BNF superguy able to leap tall fanzines with a single bound and rescue
fainting fans from burning buildings? Truth is that I don’t really know. I haven’t attempted to leap
any fanzines, nor have I encountered much in the way of burning buildings these past few years. I
am wondering how much or indeed whether I was changed by it. I know I learned a lot from the
experience. I learned that there are a lot of really nice people in our SF fannish community. I learned
that there are many people who love and cherish the TAFF tradition. I also learned that North
America is big. I mean really, really big. You may think that it’s a long way to the chemist to pick up a
Beechams cold and flu remedy but that’s just peanuts to North America. It’s huge, humongous,
mind-bogglingly enormous.
I think it was first brought home to me just what kind of distances were involved when I heard about
‘snowbirds’ and ‘sunbirds’. These are people who travel around North America to follow warmer
climates in winter and cooler climates in summer. This seems an eminently sensible (and fun) thing
to do.
The next time I thought about the hugeness of North America was when we drove from LoneStarCon
3 in San Antonio to New Orleans. They don’t look all that far apart on a map but it took us 11 hours
and we only stopped on four occasions.
It’s a bit of a lazy criticism amongst many Europeans that the United States, in particular, is quite
insular. Most of ’em don’t have passports, they don’t know anything about world news etc. etc.
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Thinking about the sheer size of the United States (did I mention that it was big?), it’s more akin to an
entity such as Europe. All the states that I visited were very different to each other in climate and
culture. There was a huge variety of peoples and places within this collection of states. Europe is a
similar collection of different peoples that are pushed just a little further apart due to a number of
different languages. I think if we had a common European language and a European federal
government then we too might seem insular, as the vast majority of Europeans would never leave
Europe.
So, it must have changed me but not in the way I had imagined or hoped. As with so many other
people, I lack confidence. I am all too likely to step back if someone else believes they can do the job
better. I am all too likely to give way in a conversation when someone is expressing themselves
forcefully.

I didn’t believe that I had increased in confidence when I returned and spent rather too long beating
myself up for not being an engaging enough TAFF delegate. However, I have become a little more
confident in the last few years. This may be connected with TAFF or it may be that only now, in my
50s, have I stumbled upon that previously unknown (to me) phenomenon: a career. I am starting to
gather a few slight smatterings of self-worth and there have probably been a few elements that
contributed to that. It’s quite possible that the TAFF trip and the admin stuff (auctions, fund-raising
casinos, TAFF newsletters, running TAFF races) has contributed to that.
TAFF is an extraordinary thing and forges so many bonds while increasing the overall feeling of
community. Thank you to all the people who run things, who host delegates, who hold parties, who
attend parties, who attend meetings, who sort out TAFF presence at cons, who attend cons and come
to see the delegates, who draw up spreadsheets, who vote, who give donations, who help with the
production of reports, newszines, publicity pieces etc.
Thank you to everyone: you all make TAFF a truly splendid thing.
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Mad as hatters

Thank you to everyone who organised accommodation and parties
Croydon: Claire Brialey and Mark Plummer
Toronto: Catherine Crockett and Colin Hinz
Abingdon: Curt Phillips
Seattle: Randy Byers
Santa Cruz: Glenn Glazer, Allison Hershey, and David Gallagher
San Francisco: Jay Kinney and Dixie Tracy-Kinney
Las Vegas: Jacq Monahan, John Wesley Hardin, Nic Farey, Alan White, DeDee White, Joyce Katz, and Arnie Katz
San Antonio: LoneStarCon 3
New Orleans: Rebecca Anne Smith, Ragnar, Janice Liang, and David Liang
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Hats off to you
Nominators
Randy Byers, Fran Dowd, Rob Hansen, Curt Phillips, and Mark Plummer

Tiny TAFFzine
Available online at: http://efanzines.com/TinyTAFF/index.htm Nic Farey, Jim Mowatt, and Carrie Mowatt

Campaign song
Jim Mowatt, Julia Daly, Douglas Spencer, Carrie Mowatt

Trip report
Alan White: Wherever I Lay My Hat (front cover), Orpheum cover (p. 52), TAFF Blaster (back cover)
Al Sirois: The Continuous Jim Mowatt (p. 2), Singing Toilet (p. 13), Another Satisfied Customer (p. 19),
Pug Cloud (p. 24), I See Nothing (p. 27), Winchester House (p. 38), Tree-Ring Dating (p. 41),
Shoot A Real One (p. 49), Hector the Destroyer (p. 80)
Stu Shiffman: Randy (p. 5)
D. West: Horrors of TAFF (p. 10)
Carrie Mowatt: Hat Maps (vecteezy.com, maps courtesy of www.worldatlas.com and public domain)
Taral Wayne: CN Tower (p. 16), Canadian Tire Money (p. 17), ‘Speed’ (p. 18), Kensington Market (p. 20)
Brad Foster: Masks (p. 21), Fish Ladder (p. 30), LoneStarCon 3 Logo (p. 71 & p. 88)
Allison Hershey: Child Android (p. 39)
Ulf Skei: Nugget (p. 62), Bacon Martinis (p. 65), Downtown (p. 66)
Valerie Purcell: WOOF cover (p. 73)
Julie Faith McMurray: Cat (p. 82), Giant Purple Luggage (p. 85)
Anne Stokes: TAFF logo (p. 86)
Photographs: Jim Mowatt, Carrie Mowatt, Alan White, Curt Phillips, and Rob Hansen
Words: Jim Mowatt
Layout: Carrie Mowatt
Proofreading: Claire Brialey and David Langford
- 89 -

- 90 -

We miss you

Randy Byers

Joyce Katz

Velma deSelby-Bowen
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“Jim’s suitcase is my favourite scratching post; my claws have never been sharper.”
Hector the Destroyer

“I believe your hat left its mark on a bar table here in Seattle. Perhaps you’d like to come back and
clean it up.”
John D. Berry

“Probably the best TAFF report I’ve read today.”
Walt Willis (deceased)

“I hold this truth to be self-evident, that Jim is the finest TAFF delegate I’ve stood next to this year.”
Statue of Thomas Jefferson

“This is a Marathon read! Certainly made me Snicker.”
Graham Charnock

Published by Darrington Womersley
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