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Off the Wall

by Julie Wall

Reminder: SFC Dues (now $15 per year) are payable each
year at the DSC, which was in May this year. At Rich Gutkes
suggestion, I have added an expiration date to the mailing
labels. If you haven’t paid your dues, please send them to
Treasurer Judy Bemis at the address at left. Thanks.

Once again, Toni Weisskopf is responsible for the editori-
al. A while back, she was complaining to me that her boy-
friend wouldn’t go to New York with her. Although Toni lives
in Georgia, she works for Baen Books and has to go up to the
Big City periodically to visit the office and get a little face
time with various folks (well, until Jim Baen moves the office
to North Carolina). Having lived in New York until her family
moved to Huntsville when she was a teen, and then gone back
there to work for Baen for many years, Toni is something of a
NYC aficionado. She loves the town and likes to show it off.
But her boyfriend has already been to New York City. Never
mind that it was a long time ago and not with her. So, she was
lamenting this situation to me on the phone one time and I
said, “Well, if he won’t go, I will.”

I hadn’t been to NYC in 20 years, since my family took a
detour on the way home from visiting relatives in Delaware.
Thus it came to pass that Toni and I went to New York on
Easter weekend of this year. Miraculously, both the city and
we survived the experience.

The theme of the trip would have to be plans. “The best
laid...” and so forth. Toni likes to have plans. She wants to
have a schedule, an itinerary. I must admit, I usually do, too.
But since I was just visiting, and happy to be there, I decided
to just let things happen. I was up for pretty much anything. I
had done many of the touristy things as a teenager, like the
Empire State Building, World Trade Center and Statue of
Liberty. I did want to try to get a ticket to see my favorite
NHL team, the New Jersey Devils, in game five of the first
round of the Stanley Cup Eastern Conference playoffs — if
there were going to be one on the Saturday that we were there.
In the weeks leading up to the trip, Toni kept trying to make
plans with me, and with the three friends in New York that she
wanted to see. This was mostly futile in the end, but it worked
out okay.

It didn’t start particularly well. We went up on Thursday,
she from Atlanta on Delta, me from Birmingham on USAir.
Our flights were scheduled to land at LaGuardia within 15
minutes of each other at around noon, so we agreed to meet at
the USAir baggage claim area. Inexplicably, I was delayed for
more than an hour and a half in Charlotte, so Toni met me at
the gate.

The plan had been for Toni to go on up to the Baen office
in Riverdale that afternoon, because we didn’t have dinner
reservations until 9 PM and she had a power lunch in the city
scheduled for Friday. Well, because of my flight delay, we did-
n’t get to our hotel, the Lucerne, on the Upper West Side until

about 3 pM, at which time Toni discovered that her lunch had
been cancelled due to the person she was to have met being in
an accident. This was when the Babysitter Crisis first reared
its ugly head, as well.

A quick call home revealed that despite weeks of planning
and all of the babysitters for Toni’s daughter having signed off
on the schedule, somehow, a four-hour period on Saturday
night had been left unstaffed. Toni told the current babysitter
to see what she could come up with and she would make it
worth her time if she had to stay. Thus burdened, we decided
Toni would go to the office tomorrow and we would just head
out and see what we could see.

The first thing we saw was something I would end up see-
ing at least three more times during the trip: the inside of a
Duane Reade drug store. These are ubiquitous in New York,
there’s one in every block, it seems. There was one across the
street from our hotel, Toni had forgotten her toothbrush, and I
was certainly in favor of her having one, so we went there
first.

Something else ubiquitous in New York, as everywhere
else in America, is The Gap. Coming out of the drug store, I
began to notice how cold I was. It was overcast and windy.
Having done my homework and gone to the Weather Channel
web site before I packed, I had brought my lined raincoat, but
I hadn’t put it on. I didn’t want to go back to the hotel, so we
ducked into, yes, The Gap, where my first purchase in NYC
was this really neat jean jacket. Yes, I could have gotten it in a
mall in Birmingham, but it fit and I liked it and it was very
useful then and will be in the future, so what the heck? Plus, I
didn’t have to pay sales tax, because they’ve done away with
it on clothing in New York. The next thing we saw was this
really cool looking bar called the Potion Lounge. It wasn’t
open yet, so we bookmarked it for later, and walked around
the outside of the Museum of Natural History, marveling at
the new planetarium. I made plans to come back the next day.

On to some non-ubiquitous shops. A toy store and a place
called Maxilla and Mandible, which sold, yes, bones. Lots and
lots of bones and fossils and such. We stayed in there quite a
while.

As we walked, I admired the streets full of brownstones.
They were so interesting, and three hours into my visit, I
loved New York, too. The place is so full of energy. I could
get a job in New York and move there. I wanted a brownstone.
We walked past a real estate office and looked at a display in
the window with ads for places for sale. I still want one, but I
realize I'd have to win a very big lottery to get one.

Back at the Potion Lounge, the lights in the windows,
those tube things that look like rain, were on, and the doors
were open, SO we went in and sat at the bar. We had a charm-
ing bartender named Cesar who kept us entertained while we
had a few drinks. At first, I didn’t think I was going to get
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anything but Coke, because I hadn’t brought my ID, but he
relented. The bar specialized in, well, potions, that they served
in interesting glasses. The bar was designed with lights set
into it at intervals so that the potions could be placed on top of
them and lit for effect. Toni and I eschewed these in favor of
bourbon, but thought we might come back later and try one.
Then, I noticed that one of the beer taps had an apple on it,
and was actually a cider tap. I love hard cider, and this was
one I had never heard of, Widmer Brothers, so I had to try it.
Yum. Eventually, we bid Cesar goodbye to go and dress for
dinner.

Dinner was one of the plans that went off smashingly. I
had helped to choose the restaurant, somewhat reluctantly. I
love food. I like to cook and I love to eat out in good restau-
rants. I have this list that I keep in a notebook in my purse, of
restaurants in places that I might visit someday. I compile it on
an ongoing basis, mostly by reading foodie magazines. The
list of New York restaurants is two pages long. But, since we
were going to be meeting people from New York, one of
whom Toni called a “food snob,” I thought it would be better
if they chose a place. Toni demanded the list. So I sent it, and
she forwarded it to Eric, the food snob, who consented to
Jean-Georges and made a reservation. Even asking several
weeks before, the earliest we could get was 9 PM.

It was, by far, the most expensive meal I have ever
enjoyed. But enjoy it I did. It was probably the best meal I
have ever had, and certainly one of the longest dwelt over and
most fun.

We took a cab to the Trump Tower at One Central Park
West. Jean-Georges, on the ground floor, is a beautiful restau-
rant, with floor to ceiling windows overlooking Central Park
and a lot of off-white and silver. There were gorgeous bou-
quets of stargazer lilies on the tables, and a giant chocolate
Easter bunny on the bar. Naturally, we went to the bar to wait
for the rest of our party. The cocktail napkins were linen. I
ordered a champagne-pear cocktail and asked if the bunny was
real. It was.

Eric Breitenbach, a college SF club friend of Toni’s, was
the first to arrive. He was followed by Hank Davis from Baen
and David Sundell, also from her college SF club. We were
shown to our table and the army of wait staff personnel began
its campaign. Our chief waiter (dubbed Henri in later conver-
sation, he wasn’t so presumptuous to introduce himself) was
solicitous without being intrusive, as were all his minions.
They did the thing that I had noted and loved at both of
Emeril Lagasse’s restaurants in New Orleans that I have visit-
ed, where they deliver all the dishes for the table at one time
with great flourish. The Sommelier was very helpful and made
up for not being French (like Henri) by having a curl on his
forehead. We had a wonderful and expensive wine — two bot-
tles. The food was fantastic. I can’t remember what all every-
one had, but I tasted a lot of it and it was marvelous.
Particularly memorable were the asparagus, the fava bean
soup, and the white peppercorn creme brulee.

We stayed until 12:30 in the morning. I figured no one

would be getting our table after we left and that they would
have to get new flowers for the next day so I took the lilies on
ours. They decorated the armoire in our hotel room for the rest
of the weekend, giving off a lovely fragrance. In the cab on
the way back, we learned that the Devils had won again in
Florida, thus sweeping the Panthers and leaving me free
Saturday afternoon because there would be no game five at
the Meadowlands. They later went on to win the Stanley Cup.
Way to go, Devils!

First thing in the morning, the Babysitter Crisis was in
full swing. Toni left for Baen very early in the morning, say-
ing that she was going to have to try to change her flight to be
back in Athens by 5 PM on Saturday.

My mission, determined at dinner the night before, was to
take the bus in the afternoon to the half price Broadway ticket
booth in the center of Times Square and get four tickets to a
show for that night. There was a ranked list of shows that
were acceptable, with some contingencies I had to keep in
mind.

When I got up, it was raining like crazy. I went to Duane
Reade and bought a huge umbrella. I went to an ATM at a
Chase Manhattan branch to get some cash, which turned out to
be a good thing, because unbeknownst to me, the ticket booth
doesn’t take credit cards. I had a light breakfast at a nearby
cafe, then trekked to the Museum of Natural History, only to
discover that there were at least 2000 other people in town for
Easter who had the same idea. There were huge lines out
every single entrance. The wind was blowing something
fierce, my umbrella turned inside out several times. I felt like
Mary Poppins, only not so lucky as to be carried in the direc-
tion I wanted to go. I abandoned the museum idea and went
back to the Lucerne to dry out and rest up for ticket duty.

I consulted with the concierge about said duty. He told me
it would be difficult to get a cab in the rain, but that was okay,
because I was supposed to take the bus. He told me where to
go and that they started selling tickets at two, but people start-
ed lining up at one or before.

At 12:30, I emerged from the hotel to find it pouring even
harder than before. The doorman asked me if I wanted a cab. I
did. I didn’t know where the bus stop was and didn’t care to
find out. After dinner the night before, cab fare seemed quite
piddling. He didn’t have any trouble procuring a taxi. I took it
to Times Square and was about 40th in line at 20 minutes to
one. Toni had advised taking a book, but if I had, it would
have just gotten soaked. Instead, I just looked at everything.
Since it was dark and rainy, and it was Times Square, with the
electronic billboards going up as far as the eye could see
beneath the clouds, it was very Blade Runnerish.

At 2:30, T had paid cash for four tickets, not for Kiss Me,
Kate, our first choice, but Swing!, our second. This saved me
from having to remember the list of contingencies. My feet
and my new linen pants were soaked up to the knees. I was
also starving. I trudged over to the Crowne Plaza and called
Toni to deliver the news.

She had her own news. Every single plane seat to Atlanta
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on Saturday was booked. She would have to be at the airport
by 8 AM to get on the stand-by list.

I went to the Roxy Deli and had an extremely expensive
Reuben sandwich and a milkshake. The service was good,
though, and the sandwich and accompaniments were delicious,
and would have fed three people easily. I rolled up my pants
while I ate so they wouldn’t be sogging against my leg.
Greatly cheered, I decided to catch the bus back to the hotel as
a last ditch economizing measure.

I found a bus stop with the bus number I knew I should
take from the planning session with Toni the night before. I
got on the bus, and asked the driver how much the fare was.
He asked me where I was going, I told him and he told me I
was on the right bus, but going the wrong way. His bus was
going downtown; I needed to go uptown. He pointed to anoth-
er bus stop. I must say that this was typical of my experiences
in the city. No nasty or rude New Yorkers, everyone was very
helpful, or at least polite if they couldn’t help.

Unfortunately, I couldn’t find the bus stop he had pointed
to. All the buses seemed to be going downtown. I wandered
Times Square and the surrounding streets in the rain for an
hour. I heard people saying, “We’ll never get a cab in this
rain.” I went into Duane Reade and bought an eyeglass repair
kit, because I could feel the left lens of my glasses wanting to
pop out from all the wiping of the rain. The cashier didn’t
know where to catch the 104 uptown bus. Neither did some
sort of traffic cop I asked. Finally, I came full circle, to the
ticket booth, and just as I did, a cab drew up to the curb and
disgorged its passengers. I took it back to the Lucerne.

Toni and Hank caught me soaking in a hot bath when they
returned to the hotel. I threw on a short red silk robe that Hank
seemed quite enamored of, as he mentioned it more than once
later. After I changed and Toni made some phone calls, we
took a cab to the St. James Theatre where we met Eric and
saw Swing! It was great fun, highly recommended, even if you
aren’t a fan of swing dance and music — which I am.

Next was a trip to Chinatown, for dinner at Wo Hop. This
is reputed to be a legendary fannish hangout. Eating at
Chinese restaurants is always fun for me, because I like to
taste everyone else’s food all the time anyway, and people are
more accustomed to sharing Chinese dishes. The food was
great (especially the eggplant) and we had a lot of fun. I final-
ly remembered to take some pictures, which I still haven’t got
developed. I am very bad about picture taking. I think this is
because of my mother, who takes millions of pictures of
everything. When we reading our fortunes at the end of the
meal, we did the thing where you add, “in bed” to the end of
your fortune. I can’t remember anyone else’s but I kept mine
(along with some chopsticks): “You have style and panache.”

We all shared a cab and dropped of Eric in Chelsea. He
told us how all these new chain businesses were opening up
near him. There was a Banana Republic, but since it is
Chelsea, it is a Banana Republic - Men. We speculated on the
chances of a Starbucks Men or Krispy Kreme Men.

Toni wanted to take me to a New York City grocery store

in the middle of the night, and since she was going to try to go
home the next day, it was now or never. This is why our next
stop was Fairway at midnight. We drug Hank along. What an
awesome grocery store. Being a foodie, of course I like gro-
cery stores, especially ones with a lot of exotic or gourmet
items. This one qualified on all counts. The cheese (they even
had the famous Chevre from Elkmont, Alabama), the olives,
the beer, the produce, the bread! We bought some edible sou-
venirs before we walked back to the hotel.

Toni was all worried about what I would do with myself
since she was leaving early, and had made arrangements at Wo
Hop with her friends to take care of me on Saturday. Hank and
I were going to get together and go walking in the Village,
then later he and I would go with Eric and David to a Belgian
restaurant there that Toni had rhapsodized about from a previ-
ous visit.

So Toni left at 7 AM to go wait and see if she could get a
plane out of Gotham. She said she would call me about 10.
When she did, she told me that, due to the weather, several
flights had been cancelled, so now there were hundreds of
involuntary stand-by passengers, and it was hopeless. She
wasn’t going to get out. The babysitter would just have to stay.
She had had a long-standing appointment to get her hair cut at
11:30 and she wanted to go to it. I was to tell Hank and the
both of us were to meet her at the hair stylist’s around that
time. Then we would all three go and explore the Village.

I told Hank, who said he would meet us there. I dashed
over to Duane Reade for some random toiletry I had used up,
then took a cab (of course) and arrived at the second floor
salon after Toni should have been there. No Toni. Her stylist
said that her appointment had been for 11:00, but she would
be happy to take her whenever she might arrive. Hank wasn’t
there. I went to the Deli downstairs and got a bagel, having
not had breakfast. I took it up and waited in the salon.

Finally, about 12:15, Toni arrived, dragging her luggage
up the flight of stairs. It seems she actually got on an airplane,
only to discover that the airline had made a mistake and there
were no empty seats. I called her babysitter and told her she
would have to deal with it while Toni got her hair cut. Still no
Hank. Toni made arrangements to leave her luggage in the
salon until it closed at 4 M. We went down and out and pon-
dered what to do about the missing Hank when a car pulled up
across the street and he got out. He, too, had had transporta-
tion problems.

We spent an enjoyable afternoon wandering around, look-
ing at shops and open-air markets. I saw Forbidden Planet,
though my companions lamented the fact that it mostly had
only comics now. I saw the black cube statue that rotates. I
took more pictures I haven’t seen yet. We went to used CD
stores and got some CDs. We went to a kinky lingerie store on
St. Marks Place but didn’t get anything. I saw the only KMart
in Manhattan, which got in on some kind of technicality,
apparently. We went to a great antique store and saw the place
where Blue Man Group performs, but we weren’t able to get
tickets, so we hadn’t been able to see them like Toni had wanted.
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Shortly before 4, we picked up the luggage and took a cab
back to the hotel. Toni wanted a nap, and I wanted to try to
buy a dancing dress in NYC. So Hank went out with me and
we walked all around the neighborhood around the Lucerne.
We passed a Filene’s Basement early on, but from a cursory
glance I had given it during my walk in the rain the day
before, I didn’t think they’d have the type of dress I was look-
ing for.

Other stores had nice dresses, but they weren’t what I was
looking for either and they were way too expensive. We went
to a great dish store called Fish’s Eddy, which had new dishes
as well as china, etc., from closed country clubs, or universi-
ties and other institutions which apparently had new china
made and got rid of their old.

Back to Filene’s Basement, where I found the dress, after
all. A great dancing dress with a swingy skirt and at an excel-
lent price. The very first dance I wore it to back home, a
woman asked me where I got the great dress and I was able to
say, “New York.”

We woke Toni up at about 5:30. We were supposed to
meet the other guys at Cafe Bruxelles at 7. A quick call to the
Museum of Natural History to ascertain that it was open until
8, then we were off for the shortest tour ever. I saw most of
the dinosaurs and the big whale. More next time.

Dinner was delicious, and fun, again. Thanks to Toni and
Eric, I found a couple of beers I actually liked. There were
really interesting free postcards in the restroom. After dinner,
we went walking some more in the quaint West Village, visit-
ing a used bookstore, a condom store and a housewares store,
among others. I saw a great light fixture in an incense store
that was closed. I had my only celebrity sighting: Josh Charles
of ABC’s Sports Night was walking down the street, holding
hands with a pretty woman. To wrap things up, we had dessert
at an Italian bakery before saying our good-byes.

Sunday was uneventful. I didn’t go to Duane Reade. We
got on our planes and went home. Toni was on a plane with
Janet Larson. She wants me to go back with her in November.
I'm going to try. So many, many things I'd like to do that I
didn’t. But I had a wonderful time doing what I did, thanks to
Toni and her marvelous friends — now my friends too, I hope —
Hank, Eric and David.

News and Notes:

Contrary to the report in the last Bulletin, Dean Grennell
is still among the living. It was his wife, Jean, who suffered a
heart attack in May of 1999 and passed away. My apologies
for printing the incorrect information.

Catherine Crook deCamp died on April 9. Rich Gutkes
writes, “Please allow me to express my condolences to Mr.
deCamp for the loss of his wife Catherine. My first Worldcon
was Atlanta's and I attended the neos gathering for first timers.
Gay Haldeman was talking and in walked the deCamps.
Catherine sat next me. She was gracious and regal and he was
courtly. I was just blown away. She was very welcoming and I
instantly became tongue tied. Here was someone who went

out of their way to express and practice the idea that fandom
was open and accepting to all. Her memory is very vivid to
me. I mourn her passing.”

Fan artist Joe Mayhew died on June 10, after being hospi-
talized early in May. I never met Joe, but I have always
admired his work and he will be missed throughout fandom,
not just in the DC area where he lived and was long a part of
the fannish community.

Listings and analyses of the 2000 Hugo Award nominees
and Nebula Award winners have appeared in many fanzines I
have received lately and are widely available. Since I have no
startling insight to add, and lots of other things to print in this
issue, I’m not going to list them. I will congratulate the SFC’s
own Guy Lillian for receiving his first Hugo nomination in the
fanzine category for Challenger. I do encourage anyone who
can vote for the Hugos to do so by the July 31st deadline. See
the convention listings elsewhere in this issue for contact info
for the WorldCon, the governing body of the Hugos.

Club Notes:

Yes, I know we’re due for a full listing of the Clubs, but
there’s no room in this first issue after the DSC, so I'm mov-
ing it to the November Bulletin.

Sam Smith, keeper of the SFC Handbook web site (thanks
again, Sam), received the following message:

“The Nameless Order of R’lyeh lives! It lies dreaming in
vast subterranean caverns, awaiting the propitious alignment
of the stars to stir, rise, and shamble into the pallid light of the
dawn of the millennium! Prepare for the revelation!

“In other words, hi! I'm Betty Stinson, who was (and shalt
be) president of NOR way back when, about 1970-72. (Great
Cthulhu! Has it been thirty years!?) I was glad to see a refer-
ence to the NOR and the Murrays in your comprehensive and
fun site. Even if I don't move to Raleigh, I will use the NOR
in my writing, about which you can read more at http://holly-
woodruff.com. Reply to: hollywoodruffstar@yahoo.com”

WOSSNAME has a new Editor-in-Chief: Jason Parlevliet.
For more information, contact Joe Schaumburger,
JSCHAUM111@aol.com.®
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Com Reports
by Tom Feller

ConCave—

There was a big envelope from my office when I got
home from traveling Thursday afternoon so I spent Friday
morning going through it. It was not as much work as I had
feared, and I was finished in time for Anita and me to meet a
few of her former co-workers for lunch. We ate at Sitar, an
Indian restaurant. Indian food is hot and spicy, so my years of
living and working in Louisiana helped me. They brought
Anita up to speed on what was happening in her old office.
Now that she’s retired, Anita doesn’t know if she cares.

We visited the post office, where I found some additional
paperwork, but I was finished by 3 PM so we were on the road
by 3:30. It was a beautiful day for a drive and unseasonably
warm. I wore a t-shirt. We arrived by 4:30 and were registered
and in the room by five.

Our first priority was to set up for the Charlotte in 2004
room party. Anita had already cooked meatballs and little
smokies, and we had gone shopping the previous night for
snack food. It didn’t take us long, so we visited the con-suite
to meet people.

Our party started at 9 PM, and there was a continuous
stream of people until past midnight. Not only were we oppo-
site Naomi Fisher’s and Pat Molloy’s Boston in 2004 party,
but in the room next door to them. They had a line to get
inside, but we didn’t have that problem, unfortunately. Naomi
graciously took the time to bring us some stuffed mushrooms
that she had cooked herself. Our snacks were store-bought.
She commented that someone had picked up a serving tray
and proceeded to eat directly off it. We didn’t have that prob-
lem either. Nonetheless, I got the impression that our party
was well received, and we handed out a fair number of flyers.

The following day was more relaxed now that we had ful-
filled our duties. In an attempt to keep my blood sugar under
control, I went swimming both Saturday morning and after-
noon. I only had partial success. Anita joined me in the morn-
ing, but declared that the pool temperature was not up to her
standards. We also went swimming Sunday morning. By that
time, steam was rising off the water, and it was warm enough
for her.

We enjoyed the food at lunch banquet, ribs, and discussed
religion with Gary and Debbie Rowan. Of the four of us, I
was the only one NOT raised in a fundamentalist Christian
denomination. Guest of Honor Stephen Boucher disappointed
me by not giving a speech. I don’t know him, and since the
program book bio was subtitled “Three True Things and a
Bunch of Lies About Stephen Boucher,” I never learned why
Gary Robe, the Con-Cave chairperson, picked him.

I bought four books in the dealer’s room: the latest book
in Harry Turtledove’s Worldwar series, a paperback history of
science fiction up to 1970, and two Sherlock Holmes books.
One is subtitled “A Posthumous Memoir of Mycroft Holmes”,

and the other is an analysis of Doyle’s four Holmes novels.

The parties began at 5 PM with a joint
Parthecon/MidSouthCon effort. They served mimosas (cham-
pagne and orange juice), salmon, and other snack food. The
Xerps in 2010 and the SFC parties both started at 9 PM. Xerps
served skippies (beer, vodka, sour mix, and secret ingredients),
and the SFC served pina coladas and fuzzy navels. Anita and I
visited other parties as well and stopped by the con suite from
time to time. Bob Embler was also barbecuing meats outside.
By midnight we were partied out.

The hotel was very hard-nosed about the noon checkout
time, so we were out of the room by then and hung around
only a short time. Gary Robe was complaining about the hotel,
but I understand we are still going back there next year.

MidSouthCon—

Although I had arranged to take a vacation day for the
Friday of this con, I did have to run a few errands Friday
morning before we left. It took me a couple hours, which gave
Anita almost enough time to pack.

We stopped for lunch at The Old Country Store in the
Casey Jones Village in Jackson, TN. (Other parts of the village
include a museum and a motel.) It features a country buffet,
although I went heavily for the salad. Anita noticed that they
had “hoecakes”. (She isn’t sure about the spelling.) These are
flour and water pancakes. If the family was poor, they fried
the cakes in lard. If the family was more affluent, they used
bacon fat. She had one and said the restaurant used bacon fat.
When she recommended I have one, it occurred to me that this
food was bad for both my diabetes and cholesterol. Most
foods are one or the other. Nevertheless, I did have a small
one, and it was good.

We arrived at the hotel around 4 M. We registered with
the con first, where we ran into our friend Adrian Washburn.
Then I checked into the hotel while Anita talked to Adrian.
After we unloaded our stuff, Anita went to the consuite while I
visited the exercise room. I had decided to take a proactive
approach to my blood sugar levels this weekend.

After pumping for 30 minutes on a recumbent bicycle,
cleaning up, and getting dressed, I rejoined Anita in the con-
suite where we hung out until we went with Tim Gatewood,
Jack Jeffers, Cullen Johnson, and Adrian to CeCe’s, a buffet
pizza restaurant. We had to eat quickly to get back in time for
Opening Ceremonies, especially since Cullen was Toastmaster.

At Opening Ceremonies, Cullen introduced the guests and
the SCA did a skit. (Someone in the audience stage whispered,
“War” throughout the skit.) Anita and I retired to the consuite
for beer, and then I returned for “Name that SF Tune”. Sylvia
Cox played the theme music for 40 SF movies and TV shows.
The winner correctly guessed 19 of them. I tied for second
with 16. Then I attended Cullen’s talk “Hey, Kids, Let’s Put
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on a Con!”, where we discussed the challenges of convention
running.

There was no dance or anything else going on, so Anita
and I retired for the evening. We didn’t sleep well, unfortu-
nately, because the air conditioner was noisy.

The following morning, I again visited the exercise room
while Anita hung out in the consuite. When I finished, I
checked out programming. The media guest of honor, Lisa
Getto, held a question and answer session on her work as an
actress. I attended mostly because I had never heard of her,
although her credits included Babylon 5, Star Trek:Deep
Space 9, and The X-Files. The reason I had never heard of her
was that she did not have any speaking roles. So far, she has
appeared only in the background. Nevertheless, I found her
very interesting. She compared the family atmosphere of
Babylon 5 to the highly regimented Deep Space 9. She is an
Asian American and commented that it’s easier for her to get
into SF shows than other ones. She claims there’s a subtle
racism in Hollywood that relegates Asians to certain roles in
mainstream shows.

Later I attended a panel on vampires. It consisted of Fred
Saberhagen, the guest of honor, and two local authors who had
written vampire novels. Saberhagen has written a series of
novels in which Dracula is the main character. In the first one,
he retold Bram Stoker’s story from Dracula’s point of view.
He also wrote a Dracula-Sherlock Holmes crossover called
The Holmes-Dracula File. He considers that Bram Stoker’s
work is powerful but poorly written. It’s unfortunate that he is
so polite, however. The other panelists talked more and had
less to say.

After the panel I met up with Anita at the Parthecon party.
They served mimosas and smoked salmon, although I had my
orange juice straight. Then we hung out in the consuite until
the banquet started.

The people at our table included Ken Moore, John Hollis,
Charles Dickens, Pat Clements, Cullen, and Glen Cook. In the
after dinner speeches, Saberhagen told us about his first visit
to Tennessee. He had joined the Air Force during the Korean
War, and they sent him to Nashville to learn to repair diesel
trucks.

We visited the Xerps in 2010 party afterward and then
went back down for the Masquerade. We returned to the party,
but our poor sleep from the previous night caught up with us
and we went to our room, turned off the air conditioner, and
crashed.

We didn’t think we would make it to Tim’s panel on the
National Fantasy Fan Federation (N3F) at 10 AM, but we were
awake. Tim commented that the Internet might make the N3F
obsolete, because fans can make contacts on the World Wide
Web rather than rely on an organization. We also discussed
apas, because five members of N’APA, the N3F’s APA, were
present.

After we checked out, we had lunch with Tim, his wife
Barbara, Ruth and Rickey Shields, Adrian, and others at a
Chinese restaurant. We were having an excellent discussion of

Lovecraft when Barbara announced she had to get back to the
con. Anita and I departed directly for Nashville. When we got
home that night, we watched the Academy Awards and
ordered pizza. We understood the dominance of American
Beauty, but were rooting for The Sixth Sense.

Parthecon—

I was in charge of programming, so I took a vacation day
for the Friday of this convention. I worked on signs in the
morning, and then Anita and I went to the airport to pick up
GOH James Hogan and his friend Maggie. Their flight was on
time, but when we got to the Days Inn-Airport, their room was
not ready. Jim expressed an interest in having a glass of
Guinness, so I took them to the restaurant on nearby
Murfreesboro Road I thought most likely to have it. I guessed
wrong. Nonetheless, we did have a pleasant drink together
before returning to the hotel.

James, Maggie, Joe and Lisa Major, Anita, and I had din-
ner in the hotel’s restaurant, although I had to leave in the
middle to check on the first panel. It was “How to Attend a
Convention”, and I aimed it toward the first-time con attendee.
However, I knew everyone in the audience, and they were all
experienced con attendees and organizers. Nonetheless, the
panel of Cliff Amos, Charles Williams, and Rick Shelley start-
ed telling convention stories so I returned to dinner.

We finished in time for the next panel, because James was
on it. It was called “Pros and Cons”, and the panel of James,
Sharon Green, and David Coe explained why they attended
conventions. “Strictly business,” they agreed, as David
showed his glass of beer from the con-suite and James held up
a bottle of Old Bushmill’s that Charlie Dickens, the con’s co-
chairperson, had given him. Andy Offutt joined the fun toward
the end, and we went right into Opening Ceremonies.
Afterward I helped Irv and Kay Koch with the Charlotte in
2004 party. We served barbecue that they had bought at
Whitt’s BBQ, a local restaurant. I worked the door and placed
stickers on badges.

Since it takes less than 5 minutes to drive from our apart-
ment to the hotel, we decided not to rent a hotel room.
Because of my diabetes, I don’t drink enough to get legally
drunk so that’s not a problem. However, since I was unable to
slip up to a hotel room to check my blood sugar during the
con, I had to guess how I was doing and I guessed badly.
When I checked my blood at home, I had high readings both
mornings.

We were back at the convention early Saturday, because I
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