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Oh, wotthehell…. 
 

I really had no intention of putting out yet another issue of Askance so 

quickly on the heels of the monster issue of this past summer, but here I 

am anyway. And then the damned thing grew into its own monster. 

 

There is a perfectly reasonable, er, reason for pubbing this issue. The 

obvious one is that Halloween just happened three weeks ago, and it was a 

quiet night at the Purcell Petting Zoo. We only had two kids come to the door  

- two boys, looked to be about 6 years old, one in a Buzz Lightyear costume (sporting inflated 

wings, very cool), the other in Black Spiderman garb – so the upshot of that is we have an 

excess of candy. No problem there. What our subdivision, Edelweiss Estates, here in College 

Station, Texas, does for Halloween is have a “Halloween Festival” at the park 

two blocks away. You would think that kids would hit that then duck into the 

surrounding streets to collect more goodies, but doing that sort of thing seems 

to be a thing of the past. Every year, fewer kids roam the neighborhoods, 

which is good from a parent’s standpoint of keeping their little ‘uns safe, but it 

also makes me reflect back to when I was a lad at All Hallow’s Eve time. 

 

When we were still single digit ages, my brother Rick and I used to cover all of 

Meadowbrook Manor in St. Louis Park, Minnesota, with our friends in a pack. The most I can 

still recall offhand are 8 names, and I know there were more of us since Meadowbrook Manor 

was one of those post-World War II mass produced apartment/townhouse complexes that sprung 

up in the Twin Cities area that was home for dozens of young families. Built out of thick walls 

of sturdy red brick and industrial strength concrete, I swear the Manor could have withstood a 

direct nuclear hit. The complex is still there, too. Google it up. 

 

But I digress. Back to our Halloween carousing.  

The complex covered a lot of territory, or so it seemed to us kids. Just making a sweep of the 

row-houses – well, a grouping of ten to fifteen townhouses all stuck together side-to-side  - 

along Meadowbrook Lane (the north end of Meadowbrook Manor) would fill our bags 

halfway. By the time we ventured 

southward towards Excelsior 

Boulevard and came back, we’d be 

dragging our heavily-ladened candy 

bags all the way home. So Rick and 

our friends would plan out the 

circuits in sections and teams: Rick 

and I were part of one group of five 

kids who’d cover the townhomes 

along Meadowbrook Lane first, while 

Mark and Steve headed another 
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group that hit the apartment complex. We would all meet up back at the north end (where we all lived), 

empty the bags in our respective homes, then switch target areas. It was fairly efficient, and to do this still 

took about three hours to cover the entire complex. I think it was Steve Buss who discovered that the 

apartment dwellers dished out the most candy since not many children lived there: the townhomes were 

close to 100% family occupied, and single college kids or older couples (as in married people who were 

in their 50’s – horridly old! – and their children had moved out) lived in the apartments, so those people 

would drop whole handfuls of goodies into our bags, grateful to see kids in costume in their buildings. 

More candy for us was definitely A Good Thing. 

 

And brother, was it ever a haul! I still recall the shock on our parents’ faces one time (I think I was 7 and 

Rick was 10, so he was soon to retire from the active Trick-or-Treat roster, plus our family was 

about to move up to Brooklyn Center, where mom and dad had bought their first 

house) when we dumped out our bags and created two mountains of candy 

on the living room floor. Mom’s eyes bugged out as she said, “Oh, 

my word!”, and dad’s response was one of his favorite phrases, 

“Jesus, Mary, and Joseph!” as his eyes rolled heavenward, probably 

envisioning dozens of cavities, which meant huge dental bills to pay.  

But, the good Catholic man that he was, dad sighed and sat down with us to help sort out our 

haul. See, Rick and I had a standing deal with dad: if he helped sort the candy, he got all the Mounds bars 

since neither Rick nor I cared for chocolate-covered coconut. *blech* It was a good arrangement. And the 

good Catholic boys that we were, Rick and I gave mom her allotment of suckers. Everybody came out 

ahead on Halloween in those days. 

 

So this year’s lack of Trick or Treaters in the neighborhood made me a bit wistful for those years long 

past. I suppose this can be expected of growing older and watching your own kids turning into young 

adults to eventually marry and have their own families. Personally, I’m in no hurry to become a 

grandfather, but I know it will happen someday. Even so, it’s fun to see little kids in Halloween costumes 

even if they are not my own children or grandchildren. Valerie and I do enjoy this particular holiday a lot, 

and that, from our perspective, is A Good Thing because of the bottom line; whether or not kids ring our 

doorbell and shout out cacophonously, “Trick or Treat!” -- 

 

It is more candy for us.  

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Thanks to the wonders of 

modern technology, here is 

a picture of the east 

entrance to Meadowbrook 

Manor. That’s Methodist 

Hospital in the far right 

background. 
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OMG! It’s a “themed” issue! 
 

     Yes, you read that right. If you have been paying attention, you can even guess what             

that theme is, thanks to the wonderful Maurine Starkey cover art, my opening 

salvo here in the editorial, the illustrations used thus far, and by even 

reading the table of contents. My reasoning was inspired by Mo’s cover, 

which she sent to me back in February of this year, long before anybody 

even knew her name would show up on the Best Fan Artist Hugo Award 

category. (By the way, congratulations on the win, Mo!) Also, knowing 

fully well that I am under deadline to finish my dissertation, I figured that if I 

could rattle off an issue around Halloween time, then I could focus on completing 

that damned thing, even if it meant holding off on producing the next issue until 

summer of 2013.  *sigh* As much as I enjoy producing Askance, some projects are 

simply much more important, therefore the issue you are reading will be the last fanzine 

from me for at least six months. Possibly longer. We shall see how I progress on the 

dissertation. Currently I am in the middle of the literature review section, which takes a lot of 

time. Working a doctorate in Education is definitely its own horror story, which fits in nicely with 

the theme of Askance #28 – horror stories. 

 

These don’t necessarily have to be spooky ghost encounters or some other kind of supernatural event 

people have experienced. Personal horror stories are usually much more frightening than imagined 

stories. Real life often is painfully scary.  

 

Thus, there is the theme. Read it and weep, just in case you don’t enjoy this issue. It is still fun to me, and 

that’s all there is to it.  

 

So there. 

 

 

In Memoriam 
 

One of the sad things about getting older is accepting the loss of our friends. A few weekends ago, 

science fiction fandom lost another fine writer, Dave Locke (1944-2012). From Dave’s long-time friend, 

David Hulan, we learned on the Southern Fandom Classic Listserv that Locke passed away from a heart 

attack. I never met Dave Locke in person, but enjoyed the fanzines that he produced over the years, which 

were many, and even wrote an article for the fourth issue of  Time and Again, his electronic fanzine 

(archived at www.efanzines.com ).  As Eric Mayer wrote in response to the File770 obituary, Dave Locke 

had a fine-tuned “bullshit detector,” which he used unerringly on the Southern Fandom Classic listerv, of 

which Dave was a moderator.  A long-time fan  - his activity covered something like 50 years - Dave will 

definitely be missed. 

 

http://www.efanzines.com/
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Sandy, my darling, you hurt me real bad 
 

Yeah, I know: this line is from the song “Sandy” from the 

musical Grease, but as I finish off this issue my thoughts 

and prayers are with all of my fannish friends and family (I 

have cousins who still live in the New York-New Jersey-

Philadelphia area) who are still recovering from the vicious 

hit of Super-storm Sandy – well, she was a category one 

hurricane as she came ashore in Jersey, then was 

downgraded – which covered a LOT of territory, which can 

be seen in the satellite photograph on the left.  

 

The storm also inspired a wealth of funny pictures readily 

available for enjoyment and sharing on Facebook.  Since 

not everybody who reads Askance online or in hard copy – 

when I remember to print and mail them – are on 

Facebook,  here are just a few of these photos while you 

read the next editorial section, entitled 

 

Who is in this issue 
 

Jacqueline Monahan 
Jacq sent in the second half of her 2012 TAFF trip 

report, for which she also included some 

wonderful photographs. I have been enjoying her 

report very much, and this segment covers 

Ramsbury, Avebury and Stonehenge, ably guided 

by her host, John Nielsen Hall. Ancient history is a 

fascinating topic, so enjoy.  

 

Nitroscaz and Snaggy 
I nicked this one off of the Internet just because it 

tickled my fancy. It is especially timely due to the 

recent landing of the latest Mars rover, which has 

been sending back fantastic images from the 

surface of the Red Planet. This cartoon is the 

replacement for Figby, which shall resume its 

normal place in Askance with the next issue – 

whenever the heck that is. 
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Maureen Starkey 
It is always an honor to publish work in 

your fanzine by a winner of the Best Fan 

Artist Hugo Award. The front cover of 

this issue is by the current recipient. Mo 

sent this marvelous rendition of 

Frankenstein back at the beginning of 

2012, and I just knew I would have to 

put an issue out around Halloween. 

Well, a few weeks afterwards is fairly 

close, I guess, so here it is. Mo tells me 

that when she showed it to Chris Garcia 

he went into an immediate faunch spasm 

and was apparently jealous that she was 

sending it to me. Well, what can I say? It works for me. So what I will say to Chris is this: “na-na-na-na-

boo-boo! Stick your head in doo-doo!” 

 

Taral Wayne 
When Taral told me he was writing a magnum opus for my horror-themed issue, I didn’t know what to 

expect. Imagine my surprise – well, I was warned - when the completed story “The Namebadge” 

engulfed my e-mail inbox. No question, this is the single longest item to ever appear in Askance – 

possibly only to be eclipsed when I finally some year complete my fannish musical, The Sound of Fanac -  

and I certainly hope this isn’t the last piece of faan fiction I will run, either. In fact, it makes me want to 

try my hand at it again. Some year. Dissertation first, unfortunately.  In any event, the best part of faan 

fiction is trying to figure out who’s 

who. Taral included a cast of 

characters listing, but I will hold onto 

that for now; maybe next issue I shall 

publish that. Consider this a challenge, 

gentle readers. 

 

 

David B. Williams 
When I announced the theme of this 

issue last time out, the last person I 

expected to send something to me was 

this fellow. Regular readers of 

fanzines will know David from a 

recent series of fan-history type 

articles that have appeared in Arnie Katz’s Fanstuff, and David is also a frequent loc-writer in many a 

fanzine.  His contribution “Heat” is a horror story of a different stripe, but definitely fits in. I hope you 

folks enjoy it as much as I did. 
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They discovered it while cleaning out Arn Metzger’s attic, a week after the funeral. 

 

Metzger had been a terrible packrat, and in 60 years of collecting he had accumulated books and fanzines 

in the tens of thousands, as well as cardboard boxes of other items best described as “related.”   

 

It was in the last place anyone would look – if they were looking for anything – and it was unlikely 

anyone would be searching at all for what Jack Cooter and Ron Tuttle found.  It was at the bottom of a 

water-stained cardboard box – its corners battered and flaps interleaved so that they held each other shut – 

hidden under a stack of canvas souvenir tote bags for some forgotten Worldcon bid that looked as though 

they had never been opened.  When they found a namebadge, of all things, in such an unlikely place, 

Cooter and Tuttle were puzzled.   All of Metzger’s other namebadges were in numbered shoeboxes. 

 

The two gradually became aware that there was something different about this namebadge.  For one thing, 

they had never heard of the convention, Desideratacon.  Nothing indicated when or where the unknown 

convention had been held.  Other than the con’s name, the only other thing printed on the oddly worn card 

was a hand, palm held forward, the four fingers curled shut and the thumb thrust out like a twisted horn.  

The hand didn’t quite seem quite right, either.  It was a good deal hairier than it had any right to be, the 

fingers bony, almost skeletal, and the claws broken.  It was a mummy’s hand … if it was anything human 

at all.  Oddest of all was the space left for the convention attendee to write his name. 

 

There was no name … but the paper had been clearly written upon in the past, and erased several times. 
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****** 

 

Britt Merrill was used to working by herself to get ready for a party – following her precise routine of 

setting out all the paper plates and disposable cups, the bowls of M&Ms, salted peanuts and jelly beans; 

the plates of cookies, sliced salami and cheese; the bags of potato chips and little tubs of garlic or ranch 

spread; and last of all stocking the ice-filled bathtub with cans of carbonated beverages and beer, to cool 

until the guests arrived.  In her mind, Britt thought of the tub as her “treasure chest,” because it reminded 

her of an open chest full to the brim with pirate treasure! 

 

In fact, she preferred her friends Jayce and Daws to stay in the other room rather than trying to help, but 

only getting in the way whenever they stopped working and reverted to idle conversation.  Why they 

persisted in arriving early for every party, Britt couldn’t guess.  But they always did.  And she always 

shooed them into the other room. 

 

The turnout was likely to be large this month, she thought.  It was Halloween.  As a rule, a get-together of 

the “Astrogators” rarely topped a dozen.  In years long gone by, when there had been an official 

organization, their bi-monthly meetings had attracted up to 50 of the brightest names in Midwest fandom.   

But that had been years ago.  Since then,  many of the members had dispersed to other locales, dropped 

out of fandom, or just plain gotten older and less keen to drive across town to see the faces of people who 

were no longer any very important part of their lives. The ’Gators were merely friends and acquaintances 

these days, and their meetings were informal parties. 

 

For the last couple of years, Britt had been the hostess almost any time the ‘Gators got together.  It was 

not just that she was a “take-charge” sort of person – though she was – she was also the only one of the 

‘Gators with adequate room for a proper party.  After her husband of thirty years, Eric, died, she had 

kicked around the two-story home by herself, wondering if she should sell, or just put all the empty space 

and the memories out of her mind as best she could.  Then Solly (Solomon) Aziz had split with his 

boyfriend, and moved into a bachelor apartment.   The old, spacious flat he had shared was suddenly off-

limits to the ‘Gators.  So Britt had volunteered herself and her house as the more-or-less permanent 

location for Astrogator meetings without a second thought.  It gave her purpose, and she was happy. 

 

As Britt opened fresh napkins to place around the room, there was a knock on the door.  “When I’m busy, 

of course,” she said aloud.  “Daws?  Why don’t you make yourself useful and answer the door?”   

 

Daws Pfiffer (a youngster of 34), said from the other room, “Sure, I’ll get it.”   

 

Jayce Lopez, called from out of sight, “Anything you’d like me to do?” 

 

“No,” Britt retorted, laying out the napkins.  “You just go on sneaking from the cold cuts in the dining 

room.”  She didn’t have to see him to imagine his hand guiltily arrested while hovering over the salami. 

 

****** 

 

Daws unlatched the heavy paneled door, really putting his back into opening it.  In the old days, they built 

places like this solid, he thought. 

 

Two ‘Gators stood in the doorway. “Trick or treat,” they chorused.  Despite the badly distorted gorilla 

mask, one was obviously Jack Cooter.  If nothing else, the taller man’s stoop and the heavy Harley-

Davidson belt buckle gave him away.  The other was Ron Tuttle, was wearing his dark blue shirt and red 

tie backward, and stood facing the other way. 
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“Ha ha.  A couple of smart-aleck kids,” Daws grinned.  “I was expecting grown-ups.  If I give you some 

candy, will you go away and soap the next-door neighbor’s windows?” 

 

Jack pulled off the gorilla mask.  It was rubber and hot underneath, so there were beads of perspiration 

like pearl onions on his balding pate.  Although Jack’s hairline had receded right to his crown, he wore 

his remaining hair long in back, rather like the mane of a lion.  He walked in.  Ron followed clumsily, 

walking backward. 

 

It was more lip service to “coming-in-costume” than anything else.  Jack threw the mask on a side table 

and never thought of it again.  Ron, after stumbling over the door jamb, turned himself around and walked 

the way nature intended for the rest of the night.  “I think I saw Bob Middleton parking his Rabbit out in 

the street as we were waiting,” he said. 

 

“Is he still driving that thing?” snorted Daws.  “Every time he gives me a lift he pops the clutch, and I 

think we’ve been rear-ended.” 

 

“He says he’s going to get a ‘new’ used car next year,” Jack mused.  “But he’s said that every year for the 

last eight or ten.” 

 

Jack and Ron followed Daws through the parlor and into the dining room, leaving Britt to her 

preparations.  Daws joined Jayce in nibbling at the cold cuts and cheese, while Jack and Ron searched out 

the bathroom for a cold beer.  A moment later, all four sat around the table.  Strangely for such talkative 

individuals, no one seemed willing to to speak first.  They sat until the awkward silence forced Jayce to 

venture the first words. 

 

“It’s the first party after Arn’s … funeral … you know?” he said, brushing crumbs from his protruding 

belly.  The “tuxedo” t-shirt Jayce usually wore wasn’t a costume – he wore it to nearly every fan event.  

The small rubber spider in his long, curly beard was his “costume” for tonight. 

 

“Yeah,” said Jack, glad someone else had mentioned it.  “It seems funny, doesn’t it, to be without Arn at 

this time of year.” 

 

“He loved Halloween,” Ron agreed.   “And was the only one who ever put any work into a costume.  

Remember the time he came all wound up in what must have been hundreds of feet of rotting cloth 

bandage, with his face all twisted up when the shellac – or whatever it was he had painted himself with – 

dried!  He was the most disgusting mummy I’d ever seen.”  Ron laughed … but then remembered that 

Arn Metzger was dead for real, now. 

 

“That’s a funny thing too, now that you mention it,” Jack said archly.  An irritated expression crossed 

Ron Tuttle’s face momentarily, as Jack continued, “He did love Halloween up until … what, three or four 

years ago.  Then he stopped wearing any sort of costume.  I think he started getting a little religion about 

then, didn’t he?” 

 

“Did he?” asked the youngest of the four.  For his costume, Daws had bought a novelty t-shirt with a full 

ribcage and upper arm bones printed on it. 

 

“Not that he went to church or anything, but you could somehow feel that he’d come to believe in 

supernatural things,” Jack clarified.  “I think it was originally his idea that we come costumed to the 

Halloween get-togethers.  He nagged us, too, if we didn’t show enthusiasm, so for the first few years the 

Halloween parties were really something to see.  But, gradually, he realized most of us didn’t take it as 
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seriously as he did.  He let us off the hook after that, and only those of us who really wanted to come in 

costumes did.” 

 

Robert Middleton walked in, immaculately dressed in a pressed, dark suit, white shirt, black tie and 

SWFA stick pin and neat little mustache.  He took a chair.  For some reason, no one ever called him 

Robert; he was just “Middleton.”  Not a stuffy or formal man, he was just not the sort of person whose 

first name you used, that was all.  He exchanged his greetings all round and reached for a water biscuit.  

“Hand me the cheese knife will you, like a good fellow,” he said to Daws.  “I overheard.  Yeah, Arn 

really loved Halloween, but then something happened about three years ago, and he was a changed man.” 

 

“I never heard a thing.  What do mean ‘something’ happened?” asked Jayce. 

 

Ron, Jack and Middleton looked meaningfully at each other.  The other two nodded to Robert, who 

spoke, “Well, you know that Arn was one of the foremost experts in dark fantasy literature?  His 

collection was larger and better than mine by quite a bit … though I never admitted it to him.  He 

somehow managed to beat me to a very rare copy of Hannes Bok’s self-published last novel, The Pit 

Beneath, and paid less than half what I had to, a year later.  He had two copies of Robert W. Chambers’ 

little known collection of weird verse, Day Book of the Imp, so that he was able to give one to the 

University of Chicago.  Arn was the only collector I knew who owned a letter handwritten by James 

Branch Cabell.  That was the caliber of connoisseur he was.” 

 

“I never knew his collection was that impressive,” added Jack, “until Ron and I were asked by the widow 

to put Arn’s things in order, and pack the books up for sale.  You never saw so many old books!  Most 

were properly shelved in alphabetical order, but, some time ago, Arn must have run out of space in the 

attic.  His wife, Elizabeth, wouldn’t let him keep more than a few of the newer and less musty books 

downstairs.  Upstairs, he had begun piling books in corners, or in front of shelves, until you had to tiptoe 

around pretty carefully.  There were stacks of bankers’ boxes as well, each of them tied up, but bulging 

with contents.  The stuff we found in them!  Shoot!  I indexed every single piece, and still don’t believe 

the things we saw.” 

 

“Amen,” said Ron. 

 

“Well, I doubt Arn added much to it after … what happened.  As I said, he was a changed man then.  I 

even heard him talk of selling the collection … that shocked me profoundly.  But he never spoke of 

whatever troubled him, never alluded to the real reason he would ever consider selling the collection he 

spent a lifetime building.  It must have been some dilly of a reason!”  Middleton bit into a cracker and 

cheese with the precision of an English Latin Master. 

 

“So, no one knows?” asked Jayce, who was so absorbed by these revelations that he had stopped nibbling. 

 

“No one,” said Middleton, with a mock cough.  “I … have an inkling, actually … nothing more.  It has to 

do with something Ron and I found, but we didn’t understand it at the time.  I’m not sure I do, now.” 

 

Britt abruptly poked her head into the room and said, “If you boys are going to sit in there all evening, 

why did I waste my time setting up in the living room?  C’mon in here!” 

 

****** 
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Bill Hodge had already arrived, wearing a poorly assembled rig that he 

insisted was an accurate Klingon uniform.  Ayn Kaninin appeared to be 

costumed as Sarah Palin --  for her a natural choice, as she was thin, 

angular and normally wore glasses of very plain design.  Bettinger, 

Hislop, Setton, Wlasla and several others had arrived without having 

made any attempt to dress for the occasion at all.  Over by the book case, 

her head turned sideways and absorbed in reading the titles, was an 

unfamiliar member in a leather Cat Woman costume that fit her nearly 

well enough to stop a single man’s heart.  Who, among the regular 

members, had a figure like that, Britt wondered?  “Don’t tell me that 

Dale Anger lost even more weight, after all?” she thought.  Britt made a 

snide note to herself to keep the attractive young woman well supplied 

with Hershey drops and potato chips. 

 

Whenever Britt looked away, there seemed to be more people.  Solly had 

arrived, as well as Linda Ann Loebs and Constance Riddell, who 

everyone knew were a “item” these days, as well as Ray Hauser, who 

was still writing stories he couldn’t sell.  Couches and chairs were full; 

floor space shrank; empty bottles and cans appeared as though conjured 

by magic.   It was unquestionably going to be a very well-attended party.  

Perhaps it was because of the passing of Arn Metzger so recently, but it 

could not help but that it was Halloween, as well. 

 

Indeed, the weather outside was perfect for spooks and jack-o-lanterns.  While the past two Halloweens 

had poured for all it was worth, this year the night was cool and dry.  Clouds like shredded cloth were 

snatched across the sky, black against the moon-glow, and the moon itself was a glorious pumpkin, gold 

as a pirate’s doubloon and hanging malevolently in the sky.  All that was missing were skeletal tree limbs, 

rattling in the breeze.  In fact, the trees along Sendak Avenue still bore a trace of Autumn colours, and 

many of the front lawns had been landscaped with evergreens.  Good Shepherd Cemetery was not so very 

distant, however, and – in the imagination – dark things easily happened in such a place.  The Grand 

Duchess Olga Alexandrovna of Russia was interred there, as were a noted journalist, a famous hockey 

player, a recipient of the Victoria Cross, and even the mother of one of those who were gathered there that 

night to celebrate the Eve before All Hallows’.   

 

Britt thought that such a motley assembly – as was buried only a few blocks away – could be up to almost 

anything on Their Night, and suppressed a shudder. 

 

Alan DeMaine was an amateur parlor magician, and had the attention of several people in one corner of 

the room.  He sat in a leather recliner: the leg his “gimpy” leg rested on a foot stool.  Allen often used that 

leg as a table top on which spread out his card tricks in deceptively casual patterns.   Around him, the 

others watched the white pasteboards gliding over the black baize of DeMaine’s carefully pressed 

trousers, their brows furrowed in concentration while they attempted to follow the movements … but of 

course failing. 

 

“Damn!” cried Bill Hodge, when the skull-faced Ace appeared again at the beginning of the deal.  “You 

had that up your sleeve!” 

 

“Nonsense,” the magician said.  “A good card manipulator doesn’t depend on crude cheats.  Here, I’ll 

show you again.”  Al laid a card down over the Ace on his knee and picked it up again.  The Ace was 

gone.  He replaced the card on his knee and removed it a second time.  The Ace with the grinning, black 
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skull was back.  “It’s just a matter of having fine control of your finger grip.  I can pick up a single card, 

two cards or three, at will – as you just saw.” 

 

“I say it’s really magic,” said Ayn Kaninin, giggling a little nervously.  She said things almost as though 

she wanted to be called foolish, but few of her friends bothered to play such games with her. 

 

“You’d think the man who was doing the tricks would know,” said John Hislop, a long-faced, elderly, 

Britisher who pulled his nose to think.  Then he added, “though it is Halloween.”   

 

The magician was indignant.  “Halloween or not, there’s no such thing as magic.  It’s an insult to my skill 

to suggest that some sort of abracadabra controls the cards, and not my superb dexterity!” 

 

“No!” said the tall, leonine man who had just joined the group.  “There is such a thing as magic.  

Especially on nights like this … if I know anything about it!”  Jack Cooter had been steadily drinking 

strong British ales for half-an-hour by then, like a man with a serious interest in getting inebriated.  “And 

I do … ” he added.  He was followed closely by a thoughtful Ron Tuttle, who was uncomfortable 

whenever Jack was like this, much less this of all nights, and the oddities of Arn’s death on their minds. 

 

“Jack, let’s not get started.  They don’t want to hear this,” Ron told his friend, and gently pulled him 

away. 

 

“What was all that about?” asked the magician, of no one in particular. 

 

****** 

“Jack!” Ron whispered, “You promised.  This business was between you, me and Middleton – and Arn, I 

guess, if he has any kind of existence any more.  But you’ve been dropping hints all evening, hoping 

someone would take you up on it.” 

 

“No one has, have they?  There’s no harm done.”  Jack suddenly had a sly expression on his face.  He 

fumbled in an inner pocket of his vest, finally bringing out a brown, gummed, 3” by 5” envelope.   He 

held it face forward, willing his friend to see through it. 

 

Ron paled.  “Oh, Jack.  You didn’t.  Please, tell me you didn’t.”  He looked away from the envelope as 

though it was obscene.  In a resigned voice, he said, “You did.” 

 

****** 

Britt noticed the two old friends slipping out into the sun porch, but couldn’t overhear them over the noise 

of the party.  It wasn’t polite to barge in on something personal, either, but she could tell from their faces 

that this wasn’t just two friends exchanging normal confidences – something was wrong.  Britt hovered 

near the door, not so much to snoop as to be warned the moment they re-entered the party: perhaps she 

would be able to engage them in talk that she could steer around to the trouble … if there was trouble.  

Britt firmly believed that talking things through was the best medicine for whatever ailed you.  Curiosity 

was what ailed Britt most. 

 

When Jack and Ron finally left the sun porch, Jack was in the lead and crossed the room like a man who 

had his destination firmly in mind … but was just a little uncertain about his footing.  The shorter man, 

who still wore his shirt and tie backwards, looked incongruous as he followed in Jack’s footsteps.  Ron 

was pleading with the taller man not to do anything rash, not to have anything more to drink.  But drink 

was exactly where Jack was headed. 
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While Ron waited outside the bathroom door, Jack stirred the ice in the tub around, looking for one of the 

brands of beer he preferred.  The best English beers seemingly slid out of his uncoordinated grasp, 

somehow.  He left the bathroom a minute later with a cold Anchor Steam, which suited him almost as 

well.  Then, with Ron in tow, he weaved over to where Alan DeMaine still performed with his cards. 

 

“Hey.  Make a little room,” Jack demanded.  Gus Bettinger and Joe Wlasla looked around and saw a 

drunken man they had little liking for at the best of times.  Gus shrugged and said he meant to have a 

word with Yolanda anyway, and they left.  Jack wiggled his way to the front of the small crowd, and 

interrupted Al in the middle of a crucial pass. 

 

“As sure as hell, there is magic,” Jack blared  “But that ain’t it.” 

 

“I have never said it was,” replied the magician, politely.  “I’m simply good enough to make it look like 

magic.” 

 

“Oh, suuuuure you are.  But, I’ll show you magic … Gimme that deck for a moment, and you’ll see you 

don’t know what yer talkin’ ‘bout.” 

 

Curious what damn fool thing Jack would do with them, Al gave him the cards. 

 

****** 

For once, Ron wasn’t at Jack’s side.  As soon as he saw which direction trouble was headed, he raced to 

the dining room, where he had last seen Robert Middleton.  Middleton was probably the one ‘Gator who 

could best handle Jack when he was like this – belligerent but not yet beyond reason … hopefully. 

 

Luckily, Middleton was still seated with Jayce and young Daws, picking delicately from the better class 

of party food. 

 

“Middleton?  You got to help me.  Jack is getting out of control.” 

 

“Oh?”  Middleton’s raised eyebrows were an invitation for more explanation. 

 

“He brought it.  He brought the fucking thing … here! … he’s got it with him, out there, and he’s going to 

show it, I know.” 

 

“Oh.”  Middleton knew all he needed to know.  “We’d better get out there too, then.  Quickly, before he 

does anything stupid with it.” 

 

****** 

 

They were too late.  When Ron left, Jack took the offered deck of cards and turned his back to the parlor 

magician.  Al made a silent guess that Jack had removed something from his vest and had shuffled the 

deck before turning around and handing the deck back. 

 

“Spread ‘em,” commanded the drunken man. 

 

Curious, Al did a classic one-handed spread on his outstretched leg.  The 52 cards formed a shallow arc, 

evenly spaced, the little red and black skulls lined up perfectly along the edges … except … what was 

that?  But, before Al could pick the out-of-order, 53
rd

 card from the deck, Jack snapped, “Don’t!  Close 

‘em up again!” 



15 

 

Al complied, sweeping up the cards into a neat deck with a single move. 

 

“Now, shuffle.  Cut ‘em.  Turn up the first card … or the tenth … doesn’t matter.” 

 

Al turned up the 13
th
 card.  It was a rectangle of card stock, much the worse for wear, a dark ivory colour, 

possibly from age.   A skeletal hand of very odd appearance was printed on one side, with four 

outstretched fingers. 

 

“It’s someone’s convention namebadge?” asked Al.  Jack nodded.  “There’s no name on it,” added the 

magician – inviting more information.   

 

Jack only said, “Shuffle it back into the deck.  Cut it.  Pick a card … from anywhere.” 

 

When Al did, it was the namebadge again.  Al shuffled the deck twice more and each time he picked the 

namebadge out without trying.  “I’m not doing this!” he exclaimed.  For a moment, Jack saw mere 

puzzlement on the parlor magician’s face, then consternation. 

 

“I know yer not,” Jack slurred.  “The badge is.  That’s not all, either.  If you drop it, the badge falls name-

side up every time.  Try it, an’ see!” 

 

****** 

When Ron returned from the other room, the magician had dropped, flipped and spun the badge to the 

ground more than a dozen times, and discovered that Cooter was right.  It landed with the name-side up 

every time.  Ron had brought along Middleton and Jacye, but they didn’t notice Britt Tallbouy 

surreptitiously join them. 

 

“Good God, Jack, what are you doing?” demanded Middleton.  “That badge isn’t anything for parlor 

tricks – you know that perfectly well.  Be a good fellow and put it away.” 

 

“I think it’s been doin’ parlor tricks just fine!” said Jack.  “Don’t you,” he added, grinning at Al DeMaine. 

 

“It certainly has,” said the shaken magician.  “What is that thing?” 

 

“What’s it look like?  It’s a goddamn namebadge, that’s all!  But it does fuckin’ magic!  How d’you like 

that?” 

 

“I don’t.  I really don’t,” said Al.  “There’s something very wrong about this.  There is no such thing as 

real magic, just the kind I do … which is only only trickery and misdirection.  Show me how you do 

this!”  The magician’s voice had risen steadily, growing in anger.  The parlor magician enjoyed his 

mastery of the audience, but the shoe was on the other foot now, and that was not to his liking. 

 

“I don’t approve of this,” said Middleton.  “Jack, the three of us talked about that … thing … and all 

agreed that whatever it could do, it was too dangerous to fool with.  Put it away and forget about it.” 

 

“Forget about it?”  Jack seemed surprised by the idea.  “I’ve been thinking about it ever since that night 

we… " 

 

“Don’t say it!” Ron interrupted. 

 

“What the devil is that thing?” asked Jayce, reaching for the namebadge among the cards in Al’s hand. 
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“Yes,” added Britt Tallbouy, “This has gone on long enough without some explanations.  The card tricks 

are one thing.  Your getting a little tight is no big deal either.  But you’re acting uncommonly like an ass, 

Jack.  I want to know what this is about.” 

 

“It wouldn’t be wise to get mixed up in this, Britt,” said Middleton.  “Really, it wouldn’t.” 

 

“It’s in your own interest, Britt,” Ron added. 

 

“Good God!  You guys … it is just a card trick!” Al insisted. 

 

“No, it’s not,” said Middleton, sadly.  “Maybe this has gone too far.  Everyone must have heard us 

arguing by now.  At least, those who’ve been listening up to this point won’t take no for an answer.” 

 

“Then we have to tell them?” asked Ron, shocked.  Britt beamed over his shoulder. 

 

“No doubt of it, now.”  Jack was smiling too … but it wasn’t a reassuring smile at all. 

 

Jayce and Britt brought up a couple of chairs, while Jack took Al’s footstool.  Middleton took an empty 

spot on the couch next to the magician.  Ron half sat, half leaned against an arm rest and stared sullenly at 

the wood flooring.  Despite their raised voices, it seemed no one else had overheard the conversation … 

yet. 

 

Having forced the issue, Jack seemed satisfied to let someone else explain.  Middleton started.  

 

“At first, Ron and Jack thought nothing of it.  It was just a namebadge – an ugly one to be sure, but what 

of it?  One of them pocketed the thing without thinking about it.  It was first shown to me when the three 

of us got together at Bitondo’s Pizza about a week ago for a bite to eat.  Who had it?  You Ron?  Or 

Jack?” 

 

“Jack’s had it all along.” 

 

“That’s right.  Jack took it out of a pocketbook he was carrying and laid it on the table in front of me 

without even thinking.” 

 

“I’d stuck it in there as a bookmark.  How was I supposed to know what it was?” 

 

“Well, we still don’t,” continued Middleton.  “Except that I think it’s the very worst kind of bad luck.  

What struck me about the thing was that I had seen it before.  I couldn’t recall where at first, but I knew 

I’d seen it three or four years ago, while Arn was alive.  After a while I placed it.  It was a convention 

name badge Arn had kept in a baseball card protector, one of the really expensive ones that are airtight 

and block sunlight. I only saw it once, as he shoved it into a drawer.  He didn’t seem to want me to see it, 

and called it only a good luck charm. Looking at it again on the red-and-white-check tablecloth at 

Bitondo’s, I wondered why it had been removed from the plastic case.  Jack looked down at it too, as 

though for the first time, and asked me what I thought it was.  Maybe Arn’s first con, I said.  Who 

knows?” 

 

Hislop and Bettinger had wandered back, towing a couple of girls – one was Dale Anger in her black cat-

suit, the other a pimply, ashen-blonde friend brought by Daws Pfiffer.  There was no sitting room, but 
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plainly they were intent on staying.  Middleton’s story was slowly gaining the attention of the rest of the 

party. 

 

“Jack and Ron said their first impression had been that the badge had been hidden.  But, then, as they had 

looked at it longer, there was no reason why a simple name badge should be hidden.  They said they 

decided it had gotten into the wrong box by accident.  That was when I recalled that Arn called it a good 

luck charm.” 

 

Jack Cooter began to speak then.  “Middleton said that right about then Arn, did begin having a lot of 

good luck.  Impossible book finds, a manuscript that belonged in a museum, accidentally meeting an 

author he had always wanted to know but had thought dead, and getting a first edition personally 

inscribed by him.” 

 

“I couldn’t believe the luck Arn had!  Even I had thought that the writer was dead,” added Middleton.  

“But the strange thing about the matter was that when I first saw the namebadge in Arn’s possession, I 

could swear that only one of the fingers were turned down, but there the thing was on the table in front of 

me, with all four of the fingers curled, like this – ” Middleton held his hand with fingers clenched and the 

thumb out, as though hitchhiking.  

 

“We told Middleton he was mistaken.  Any fool could see all the fingers were bent,” said Jack, laughing 

grimly. 

 

“And why shouldn’t I believe them with the evidence right in front of me?  But I remembered that, of 

late, Arn’s luck had begun running out.  Take that autograph, for instance.  When Arn tried to sell it on 

eBay, some expert declared it a fake.  It didn’t look fake to me … and there’s that matter of Arn meeting 

the author.  Arn said there was no possibility of a mistaking the man.  But the expert said the author had 

died the month before, so the autograph couldn’t be authentic.  Arn conceded that there might be some 

mistake in his memory about the date on which he got the signature, perhaps, but clearly he wasn’t 

imagining a dead writer signing a book right in front of his own two eyes.  But Arn had to refund the 

money, and take the return of a book that was now officially worthless because, first edition or not, it had 

a “bogus” signature in it.  On top of that, the incident had hurt Arn’s reputation.  There were one or two 

other things like that, one after the other, all of them involving his earlier good luck going sour.” 

 

“Coincidence,” said Britt.  “Okay, three or four coincidences, but it happens.” 

 

“Of course,” agreed Middleton.  “That’s what I thought, too.   But then something happened to Arn he 

never talked about … not really.  This was about three years before the get-together with Jack and Ron, 

and perhaps a year after I saw that ‘good luck’ charm of Arn’s.  He complained bitterly to me about how 

good luck could turn so awfully, horribly wrong.  He didn’t mind so much the ruined book, the lost 

money, the things stolen from his briefcase one time while at University library of all places… but he had 

recently made a very, very foolish wish.  He said he was frightened he might get his wish, and I believed 

him.  He’d put his ‘charm’ away and he was never going to touch it again!  After that, the man wasn’t 

quite the same man I had known for 25 years.  His last wish, if that’s what it was, worried at him; 

changed him.”  Middleton paused to drink from his glass. 

 

“Well, of course, Arn died last month,” began Ron.  Middleton nodded at him to continue.  “So we 

guessed his luck truly ran out on him.” 

 

“I’d say so.  Stroke,” said Jack.  “Just like that. Then two weeks on a ventilator, unable to move, aware 

the whole time.  Horrible.” 
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“But what was the wish?” asked Jayce, who was bent over in his chair, resting his chin in his hands, 

elbows on his knees. 

 

“Middleton?  You tell ‘em.”  
 

“He never said, in so many words.  But I once heard him say he wanted to live long enough to complete 

his collection of Lewis Carroll’s satiric pamphlets from Christ Church.” 

 

“Did he?” asked Jayce. 

 

“Oh, yes,” answered Middleton.  “That wish was granted too, like it 

or not.  I was there when Arn found the final missing pamphlet 

between the pages of an issue of Weird Tales he had just bought at 

Chicon.  He was not as happy as you might expect.” 

 

“So Arn got his last wish, then?” said Jayce. 

 

“Naturally, he did,” added Jack Cooter.  “But he swore up and down 

that he had gone through that issue at the dealer’s table, page by page, 

and nothing had been in it.  Also, his search had convinced him that 

every surviving copy was accounted for in university libraries and 

private collections.  He stated flat outright that the one in his Weird 

Tales shouldn’t exist.  Yet it did.  I saw it myself – a mint copy that 

looked as though it had come off the printing press yesterday, but was 

clearly authentic.  Unbelievably, someone, possibly Charles Dodgson, 

had written on it in a faded, copperplate hand, ‘Just for you.’  It 

visibly shook Arn’s confidence.  Arn was dead before the end of the 

month.” 

 

“Still coincidence,” said Britt. 

 

Middleton steepled his index fingers, looking over the tips.  “Then 

listen while I tell you about another coincidence.” 

 

****** 

 

Sitting around one of the tiny tables at Bitondo’s Pizza, Middleton, 

Cooter and Tuttle looked down at the worn namebadge.  They were 

all thinking the same thing … that, in some way, the innocent-

seeming scrap of card was somehow responsible for Arn Metzger’s 

death.  None of them believed in supernatural causation, but they all 

had a keen appreciation of  psychologically-driven malaises. 

 

“So can we rule out coincidence?” said Ron, chewing contentedly on panzerotto. 

 

“No, of course not.  Quite outrageous coincidences do happen,” said Jack.  “I think we can write this off 

as selective data points and our own overactive imaginations.” 
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“Well … yes, I suppose we can,” added Middleton, who was picking at his paper plate of Penne Rigate.  

“What about the curled fingers, though?  Remember, I saw one of the fingers bent over.”   

 

Jack lit a cigarette, conveniently looking away from the wall with the No Smoking sign.  Behind the 

counter, Old Bitondo, as usual, also pretended not to see.  “Middleton, memory is a tricky thing.  You 

thought you saw one finger closed, but now they are all closed.  Perhaps you mistook the thumb for a 

straight finger in your mind, but here you see the hand on the namebadge as it really was again.” 

 

“Most likely that’s how it was,” Middleton conceded.  “Still… What sort of collector of dark fantasy 

would I be if I never considered the question, ‘what if?’ ” 

 

“A sane one, at least,” said Jack, folding the remains of his pizza slice together and popping it in his 

mouth. 

 

“In that case, though, if we consider the possibility that the name badge really can grant wishes, maybe 

the fingers really do curl shut?” said Ron.  “Maybe if all the fingers were open again, we could make four 

new wishes?” 

 

Jack laughed at the shorter man’s suggestion.  “You’re too much, Ron.  If I didn’t know you weren’t 

spinning your wheels, I’d have to propose we test your theory by making a wish!” 

 

“I wonder … "  said Middleton.  “I’m as sensible as the next man.  I was only saying that, if the badge 

granted wishes, it was an intriguing notion.  And that the wishes should turn out bad was also inevitable, 

was it not?  In fiction, at least.” 

 

“In fiction, at least,” echoed Ron. 

 

“On the whole, I don’t think we should meddle with it.  I do have a bad feeling about this business, 

although I can’t say why I should,” Middleton declared. 

 

Middleton pushed his unfinished pasta into the middle of the crowded table, as though distancing himself 

from anything paper.  Ron chewed slowly, reflecting on the scrap of card looking up at them, but not 

finding words to match his thoughts.  Of the three, Jack seemed least affected.  He drew heavily on his 

cigarette, shortening the lit end visibly, then stubbed the half-finished smoke out in Middleton’s plate. 

 

“I don’t know about you gentlemen, but I still feel a little peckish,” said Jack.  “What do you think – 

would a medium pizza hit the spot?” 

 

“Bitondo went back in the kitchen,” said Ron, “should I go get him to order?” 

 

“Actually, I’m not at all hungry, Jack.  Perhaps we should think about this longer,” suggested Middleton. 

 

“Nonsense,” said Jack.  To Ron, he said, “Don’t get up.  We have a magic wishing-badge, remember?  I 

wish … "  For the sake of drama, Jack paused for a moment, then continued, “for a medium mozzarella 

cheese pizza with pepperoni, anchovies, green peppers, tomato and chilies.” 

 

“Hey!” cried Ron.  “Knock off the chilies.  I get heartburn!” 

 

“Without chilies, then.” 
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Nothing happened.  Jack seemed pleased.  Ron laughed, a little nervously, and said it was too bad – he 

could have used another nosh.  Middleton looked into the distance, his face not registering what he might 

be feeling, then he breathed out. 

 

“Maybe there’s more to it than just wishing,” said Ron.  “I mean, who’s charm is it?  Yours, mine, 

Middleton’s?” 

 

“Not mine, if I have anything to say about it,” said Middleton. 

 

“You’re actually taking this seriously,” accused Jack.   

 

“Nooo… but I don’t like messing with things I don’t understand, either.” 

 

“I have another idea,” said Jack.  “Maybe the trouble is that it’s nobody’s namebadge right now.  Look, if 

that was Arn’s name there, it’s been erased.  I’ll just write his name back in.”  Jack pulled an office ball 

point from his shirt pocket and wrote in “J – A – C – K“ then on a second line “C – O – O – T – E – R.” 

 

Just then Old Bitondo came out of the kitchen with a box.  “You there!” he said.  “I gotta cancellation on 

a pie.  No good to me with the anchovy.  You want?” 

 

Middleton turned his gaze back to his friends and smiled so nearly imperceptibly that his mustache didn’t 

move a hair.  “Dig in,” he said, “you asked for it.  Here it is.” 

 

Later that night, they all made extended visits to the toilet with stomach trouble.  It would be blamed on 

bad anchovies.  Nobody had thought to check on the badge’s fingers, either. 

  

****** 

 

When Middleton finished there was a moment’s silence.  Ron Tuttle seemed unable to raise his eyes from 

the floor, but Jack only sniggered quietly. 

 

“So, was the pizza the wish-come-true?” asked Jayce Lopez.  “Then gone-bad, like Arn’s last wish?” 

 

Ron looked up and said, “The proof would be in the namebadge.  Is one of the fingers closed now?”  

 

“No,” said the magician.  “They’re all open.  And there’s no name on the badge now.” 

 

“That’s because I erased it,” said Middleton. 

 

“He insisted on erasing the name – as though that activated the badge or whatever.  Didn’t help Arn, 

though, if – as it seems – he tried erasing his.  Once wished, you get ‘em whether you want ‘em or not.” 

 

“But what about the fingers?” Jayce still held the badge, and stared at the open fingered hand printed on 

it.  “First all four fingers were open, then a wish was made, but all four are open still.” 

 

Middleton answered for Jack.  “I think it must have a name on it to work at all, but once the wish is made, 

it’s too late to take it back.  Arn erased his name in the end, but he must have made his fourth wish first, 

and, like it or not, he got it.  When the wish was granted, the hand must have opened the way you see it 

now.  Jack foolishly wrote his name where Arn’s had been and got his wish.  Fortunately, he made no 

more wishes before I erased his name.  I didn’t see the first finger closed, but perhaps I just didn’t look.  ” 
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“Anyone care to write their name in?” suggested Jack.  “Four wishes, up for grabs.” 

 

Looks were exchanged for the next minute or so, but no one leapt forward. 

 

“Oh, come on!  Nobody believes this scrap of paper actually grants wishes, do they?” cried the magician. 

 

“Listen, Houdini, you think I haven’t seen some of the things that scrap of paper can do in the time I’ve 

been holdin’ on to it?  You can’t lose it, for one.  No matter where I thought I left it, that badge was sure 

to turn up again in a few hours, somewhere else.  I finally put in on the living room coffee table, under a 

stack of heavy, hardcover books.” 

 

“And was it gone, when you looked again?” snickered Al.  

 

“No … but that would have been physically impossible, wouldn’t it?” Jack answered.  “But I shoved it in 

my wallet, an’ next day it was gone … I found the damn thing on the floor of the living room.”  

 

“How many beers did you have that night?  Enough that it fell out of your clumsy fingers before you ever 

got your wallet open?” said the magician.  Jayce Lopez, the cat-woman and a couple of the others 

laughed. 

 

Suddenly angry, Jack said, “If that was all, I might laugh, too!  Sure, I had a coupla beers.  Takes more 

than that before I get a buzz on, an’ you know it!  Som’thin’ else that namebadge does, it makes you think 

… think about things you want … or would like t’do, but never did.  An’ you can’t keep your mind off it 

long.” 

 

Britt put her hand on Jack’s arm.  “That doesn’t take any magic.  Or much beer.  You’ve just let this … 

thing … dwell on you too much, that’s all.  Why don’t you just tear it in half and be done with it, once 

and for all?” 

 

“You crazy, woman?”  Jack exclaimed.  “If this namebadge actually grants wishes, think of what it could 

do for you if you wrote your name on it?  That’s the devil of it.  I don’t know whether to believe it or not, 

to add my name and take a chance!” 

 

“If Arn is any indication,” added Middleton, “the wishes granted have a way of turning out ugly.” 

 

“Are you all game, then?” said Jack, far too loudly.  “I’ll write my name on it, and you suggest all the 

wishes, ‘cept the last!  That one’s mine, of course.” 

 

By that time, the entire party had assembled around Middleton, Jack, Ron and the others, and had heard 

enough to understand the experiment.  They looked around, nodding and coming to the unspoken 

agreement to go ahead.  “We’re all agreed, then,” said Jack. 

 

“It seems so,” said Ron, rolling his eyes. 

 

“Agreed,” said Al, followed by Jayce, Daws, Solly and a one or two other voices. 

 

“Vox populi – the people have spoken,” conceded Middleton. 
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“Use my pen,” said Al, “It’s from Grand & Toy, so the ink isn’t disappearing.  Only the magician 

disappears, when his tricks don’t work.”  He laughed in such a way as to show it wasn’t meant to be 

funny – it was a dig at Jack. 

 

Jack shook his hair back, took the pen from the magician and the namebadge from Jayce, then wrote the 

letters of his name, one by one, in the empty space … hesitating for an instant on the very last one.  It was 

done. 

 

****** 

 

“We should begin with something modest, don’t you think?” said Middleton.  “Let’s not tempt fate by 

asking for an impossible display of power, such as the Statue of Liberty’s left hand crashing through the 

roof to scoop up the M&Ms.  Why don’t you make the first wish, Ron?” 

 

“Low-key, then,” echoed the small man.  “Let’s say, I wish someone would remake one of those old 

science fiction classic films.” 

 

“Someone is always shooting a remake of some old film,” said Jayce.  “A lot of them are fantasy and SF 

films.  You have to be more specific.” 

 

“Right.  I wish someone would remake … Forbidden Planet!” 

 

The audience sat quietly for a moment, then Jayce Lopez said, “I don’t feel any different.” 

 

Joe Wlasla said, “That was a stupid wish, man.  Why should you feel any different?  We wouldn’t know 

any different whether if was granted, or if some studio had started work on a remake months ago.”  There 

was a murmur of assent around the audience, and someone in the back said, “that’s one wish I fervently 

hope doesn’t come true!  Remakes – bleaugh.” 

 

“Let me make the next one.  Middleton?  Jack?  You don’t mind?” Daws asked.  They nodded to the 

younger man.  “Ah… hum…. I wish it’s announced on the 10 o’clock news tonight that life has been 

found on Mars.  That way,” he continued, “we can check up on it right away.” 

 

“News will be on in about half an hour,” said Britt.  “I’ll turn on the television in fifteen minutes, so we’ll 

be sure to catch the first story, okay?” 

 

“That sounds good,” said Yolanda Seton, a woman in her early 30s, just a bit past the age when she ought 

to have her face painted like Pris from Blade Runner. 

 

Al DeMaine spoke over the murmur of the crowd, “Two wishes left.  Any takers?” 

 

Jayce put his hand up, “Me, me!  I know someone I’d really like to win the Hugo.” 

 

“You’re wasting a wish.  If it’s who I think you mean, he’ll never win … not even with magic working 

for him.” 

 

Britt spoke.  “There’s a better reason not to make that your wish, Jayce.  We won’t know if it came true 

until next Labour Day.  That’s ten months from now.  We’ve already made one wish we may not learn 

came true for ages.   Do you want to wait that long?” 
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“Uh… no,” he concluded.  “Okay.  I pass.  Let someone else wish.” 

 

“I have one!” said Gus Bettinger.  “For a long time now, I’ve wanted to know where my autographed 

copy of All Our Yesterdays went.” 

 

“You wish to know where it is?  That’s all?” said Jack. 

 

“Uh, no.   Come to think of it, I wish to have it back!” 

 

“Fine.  We have a wish.  That’s three.” 

 

Britt slid through the crowd and made her way to the other side of the room.  “I think it’s about time I 

warmed up the set,” she said.  “The news will be on, shortly.” 

 

She bent over the television and fiddled with the dials on one side of the ornamental wooden cabinet, then 

gave her attention to a small black box on top of the set.  “I gave up cable, so what do they do?  Change 

the signal to digital, so I have to go and buy a different black box to fool with!  But I still don’t get good 

reception, because I only installed a cheap digital antenna.  If television gets any better, I won’t have it at 

all," she complained.  “Alright … I have the channel.  The news will be on in only in couple of minutes.” 

 

Like Birnam Wood to Dunsinane, the party crowd came to the screen, filling the available seats and the 

rest forming a semi-circle.  It wasn’t long before the final commercial break of the hour began.  Daws, 

lacking patience, browsed through some copies of Locus on an end table next to his easy chair.  

Everyone’s else’s attention was riveted on the television as they waited for the news. 

 

“I guess it’s my turn.  I better make my wish before the news comes on,” said Jack. “I’ve been thinkin’ 

about Arn.  Not just Arn, though.  And thinkin’ about makin’ the last wish a big one, one that rules out 

anythin’ but this fuckin’ badge makin’ it so.  You know what I want?  I want to see Arn again.” 

 

The partiers gathered around the television turned to stare at Jack Cooter taking another swig of his 

Anchor Steam.  

 

“You mean, you want him to come back from the dead?” asked Jayce.  He didn’t know whether this was 

the worst idea he had ever heard, or simply the craziest. 

 

“Not just Arn back, either!” cried Jack.  ‘I’m tired of all my old friends -- friends I made over a lifetime –  

just dyin’ and not bein’ here any more!  I miss them!”  There were suddenly tears in his eyes, though 

whether from grief of frustration, even he didn’t know. 

 

“But, Jack,” said Middleton, suddenly apprehensive, “that’s a big wish, an impossible wish, and we 

agreed not to make any of those.  Besides … " 

 

“How do we know it’s impossible?” challenged Jack.  “Maybe they’re not even dead, but just been hidin’ 

on us all this time.  Maybe it’s all a big joke planned by Arn, to wait until this night to scare hell out of 

the rest of us by turning up ‘live?  Do you know that it isn’t?” 

 

“Jack, that’s enough!  You don’t believe that and you’re scaring anybody.” 
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“Nuts too you, Middleton.  You’re the one tryin’ t’scare people.  I want Arn back.  I want Mike Glicksohn 

back.  Susan Wood, too.  And Bob Tucker – what a great kidder!  Bill Bowers … he was a gentleman if 

there was ever one … Dave Locke … Jackie Causgrove … Terry Hughes … an’ … an’ Harry Warner Jr.!  

I want to see them all again!  I just wish they could come to this party!” 

 

“Oh, Jack… do you really think there’s a chance?  Do you?  I want to see my husband, Eric again,” Britt 

interrupted.  “Please, add Eric to the wish, would you?” 

 

“You didn’t even know Harry Warner Jr.  I don’t think you knew Susan, either,” scoffed Ron. 

 

Middleton was well past apprehension now, and embarking on genuine fear.  “We may be getting way 

over our heads with this nonsense.  Take back that wish, now, while there’s still a chance!” 

 

“No!” cried Britt.  “Not if there’s a chance of getting Eric back.  Not even if it’s the smallest chance!  Not 

even no chance.  What can it hurt to make a wish?” 

 

“And Eric Tallbouy too,” said Jack, with an ambiguous smile.  “I hereby wish to make it so!” 

 

****** 

 

At the top of the hour, the news began.  There was a ticker-tape noise, and a beat somewhat how a 

creative sound-engineer might imagine the march of time to sound, then a trumpet blare, while on the 

screen the world spun and floated across the field of view in different directions, in different colours of 

the rainbow.  At last, a distinguished-looking anchorman intoned, “Good evening.  Welcome to CTC-Late 

Edition, we have a history-making story to begin tonight’s news.” 

 

Everyone closed up around the set, listening carefully, except Daws Pfiffer, who was reading Locus with 

a look of surprise spreading across his face. 

 

“Only two hours ago, NASA announced that the Mars Science Laboratory, Curiosity, had discovered 

unequivocal evidence for the past and possibly present existence of life on Mars.” 

 

The audience around the TV erupted in pandemonium.   

 

“Quiet, quiet!” cried two of the watchers, together.  “Shut the fuck up!” yelled Jack.  Al DeMaine, 

looking stunned, seemed to be the only one not trying to talk over everyone else. 

 

“In other stories, new proof of Iran’s nuclear weapons ambitions, the Chinese telecommunications giant 

Huawei’s bid to buy RIM technologies meets with Ottawa’s guidelines, and new concerns about the 

quality of Canadian beef, all coming up … but first … “ 

 

A commercial for some Hyundai hatchback came on. 

 

Daws, still seated at the back of the crowd, said, “Guys, listen to this.  It was published in Locus a couple 

of weeks ago.”  While computer animated compact cars folded and unfolded into jet planes to the 

accompaniment of generic rock in the background, the young Astrogator read: “In their effort to recapture 

a science fiction audience, Walt Disney studios has announced plans to re-film their SF classic, 

Forbidden Planet.   The official press release from the studio states that production will begin in March, 

next year.  Fans of the 1956 classic will be happy to hear that, despite the poor box office showing of 

John Carter, earlier this year, the new version of Forbidden Planet has a tentative budget of over 
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$100,000,000 –  more than ample to ensure that the all-new computer generated imagery will be state of 

the art.   Disney promises that the Id creature will set new standards in special effects … ” 

 

“Does that count?” asked Jayce.  “That news is three weeks old, and Disney made up its mind to remake 

the film long before that.” 

 

“Maybe it doesn’t count, but it’s a hell of a coincidence anyway.  That’s not all, either… ” 

 

“Hush!” said Britt.  On the screen, an ad for a family barbeque-rib chain was fading. 

 

“The first news that our neighboring planet, Mars, might be a haven for life, broke at 10:45 this morning, 

when the chemical analysis team for the Curiosity Rover brought their first results to the mission 

controller and announced they had found unequivocal signatures for living organisms among the data.  

For the next hour, the Jet Propulsion Lab in Pasadena, California, was a madhouse, as scientists rushed 

from floor to floor to spread the news and congratulate each other on fulfilling one of Mankind’s fondest 

dreams – to prove that we are not alone in the universe.” 

 

A beautiful full face of Mars floating in inky blackness 

filled the screen, then faded to show a photo taken from 

Curiosity, showing an expanse of rust-blanketed lava fields 

at the base of Mt. Sharp.  The only sound that could be 

heard in the room was “Bugger,” whispered in an English 

accent. 

 

The picture on the screen changed abruptly to a close-up of 

gritty soil and blue-grey, brittle  looking, tubule shapes, 

half buried in the rust.  “Earlier, the Hand Lens Imager had 

discovered unusual objects that were at first believed to be 

a variety of concretion similar to the Martian ‘blueberries,’ 

found in other locations by NASA rovers.  However, when 

Curiosity’s laser spectrometer was employed, scientists 

were surprised to find the chemical signatures of carbon, 

hydrogen, nitrogen, oxygen, and other basic building 

blocks that are characteristic of living organisms on Earth.”  A picture appeared of spectral lines from the 

Martian soil, perfectly meaningless to anyone watching. 

 

“The excitement at JPL only lasted a brief while, unfortunately.  The signature from Mars was too similar 

to that of terrestrial organisms, raising suspicions that the data was somehow misleading.  It was not long 

before a more careful examination of the data showed that the organic substances found in the Martian 

soil were isotopes identical to those found on Earth, and could not have a Martian origin!” 

 

“Could not have a Martian origin!” The newsman’s last words hit like a bombshell.   

 

In fact they had a terrestrial origin.  As the story developed, the scientists at JPL began to suspect that, 

despite precautions, the rover had been compromised from launch.  A minute inspection of Curiosity had 

been ordered, using the Mars Hand Lens Imager to check every inch of the exposed rover for visual 

evidence of contamination.  To the scientists’ surprise, evidence was found almost immediately.  By 9:00 

that evening there were photographs of a viscous fluid oozing from a seam where the left side wheel 

rocker articulated with the body of the rover.  It was discoloured and clearly not merely a lubricant.  

Underneath the leak, a patch of Martian soil appeared darker than the undisturbed soil surrounding it.  
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Orders had been sent to Curiosity to train its laser spectrometer on the contaminated patch, and then on a 

random target nearby.  The two sets of data would be compared later, but at that point the scientists at the 

Jet Propulsion Lab had no doubt that the signal from the contaminated soil would exactly match that from 

the original data that had been wrongly interpreted as proof of life. 

 

The main story finished, the newsman turned to other news. 

 

“So, there is life on Mars,” said Gus Bettinger, “but we brought it there!” 

 

“This might even invalidate any other indications of life on Mars that may be discovered by Curiosity in 

future.  That entire mission goal may be a write-off!” said Hislop. 

 

“That’s the second wish granted by the namebadge, then!” said Ron.  “But this one has gone wrong, very 

wrong.” 

 

“So did the first wish,” added Daws from the rear of the group.  “You didn’t let me finish.  

The remake of  Forbidden Planet won’t  have c.g.i effects … it’ll be a fully motion capture c.g.i. feature 

… in 3D … This has ‘turkey’ written all over it, in big 3D letters!” 

 

“With songs by Randy Newman, I wouldn’t be surprised,” said a sarcastic Jack. 

 

Britt turned off the TV.  Everyone had lost interest in the news as soon as the Buffalo Sabres were 

mentioned, and rightfully so. 

 

“Alright,” said Jayce, “who’s convinced – along with me – that the wishes are coming true, and going 

wrong?” 

 

“Don’t be absurd,” said the magician, while someone else made a rude noise.  “It was just a coincidence.  

The story in Locus is old, so isn’t even that!” 

 

“If the wishes we’ve made are coming true, though,” said Middletown, “we are quite possibly going to be 

in for a good deal of trouble.  Have we forgotten our last wish?  Although I warned everyone it wasn’t 

wise to fool with things we don’t understand, Jack made a wish to bring the dead back from the grave.  

What if they come?” 

 

The magician protested.  “The dead are not coming back from the grave!  I make a study of how to work 

on people’s gullibility, and I know for a fact that what they believe has nothing to do with the reality!  

This is an elaborate trick, I tell you!” 

 

“So who’s doing it?” asked Jack.  “You accusing me of rigging a news story on TV, and planting a fake 

item in a back issue of Locus?” The tall, leonine fan had put his beer down some time ago, and  sounded 

noticeably more sober than he had a quarter of an hour before. 

 

A hush fell over the party.  While the seconds crept by, everyone waited for something to happen – for 

bony fingers to tap on the windows or for ghosts to rise up through the floor – but nothing happened.  A 

portly, bearded fan, whimsically named Mike Silvertoe, laughed suddenly.   

 

“Getting on to eleven,” said Gus Bettinger.  “Tomorrow I have an early doctor’s appointment to take my 

mother to.  I should be getting on my way.  Britt?  There’s a box of books in the trunk of my car to be 

auctioned.  I’ll bring it in before I go, but where do you want me to put them?”  
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“I’ll show you,” said Britt, motioning the Gus to 

follow.  She led him to a closet in the hall close to the 

front door.  Opening it, Britt indicated several 

shopping bags and a stack of loose books on the floor.  

“Just pile them there.  Push them farther back if you 

need space.”   

 

Gus, curious, bent over to examine the pile.  “Um.  

That’s a copy of All Our Yesterdays, isn’t it?  You 

don’t mind if I look at it?”  He pulled it from the 

middle of the pile before receiving an answer, and 

looked inside the cover.  “Goddamn!” Gus exclaimed, 

suddenly angry.  “Who donated these?” he asked, loud 

enough to be heard in the parlor. 

 

Britt was alarmed, and said, “I don’t know.  People 

have been dropping books off on me for weeks.  

Why?  What’s the matter?” 

 

“This is my copy of All Our Yesterdays, the one that 

Harry Warner Jr. autographed for me!  Here … see?”  

He showed Britt the title page, where the Hermit of 

Hagerstown had written “to Gus Bettinger, a fellow 

circus fan,” under his own signature.  “Can you 

believe it?  Some sunnuva bitch in the club stole my 

copy!  You must have some idea who brought it 

here?” 

 

“No, honestly!” cried Britt.  Ears in the parlor hardly needed to strained to listen, and not a word of Gus’s 

angry outburst was missed. 

 

The infuriated fan stomped into the other room, and spoke in an icy voice, “alright, my apologies to the 

rest of you, but which of you bastards stole my copy, my personally inscribed copy of this book?” he 

shouted, waving the object of his fury so there could be no doubt what it was. 

 

“Oh shit!” said Middleton. 

 

“That’s three wishes granted.  And three wishes backfired, isn’t it?” said Ron.  By the look on Al 

DeMaine’s face – he was unnaturally pale – he had finally been convinced. 

 

“But that would mean … ” choked the magician.  “No … it can’t … Give me the card, Jack!  Give me the 

card!”  Jack handed it over, speechless.  Al took a mechanical pencil from his jacket pocket, and used the 

eraser end to remove Jack’s name from the badge.  

****** 

 

It was too late.  No one had thought to check the name badge, but they did then, and as they watched, the 

fourth, printed finger on the mummified hand curled shut!   
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There was a knock on the door that sounded like gunshots in the silence that descended on the room.  And 

then all that could be heard was Britt, sobbing softly.  “Eric,” she repeated over and over.  “Eric.” But 

nobody went to open the door to let him in. 

 

 

[] 
 

Afterword 
It all begins with the classic story, “The Monkey’s Paw,” but W.W. Jacobs, written in 1902.  It seems 

almost that long ago that I read it for the first and only time.  I was probably only 11 or 12 at the time, 

and I am 61 this Halloween. Yet the story stayed with me all that time.  The basic elements of my 

adaptation date back many years.  I’m sure I had the nub of it in my mind by the mid-1980s.  Despite this, 

“The Nametag” is wholly new.  No detail of the story, as it was finally written, was imagined any earlier 

than the moment it appeared before  me in Microsoft Word.  One of the deterrents to writing this earlier 

was the sensitivity of the subject.  I might have made up names of the dead brought to life – in fact, I did.  

The dead were given names such as Sue Boyer, Tuck Wilbury, Matt Gleason, and Will Bauer – it should 

give no one any trouble to penetrate such thin disguises.  But how little such substitutes evoke of the 

genuine sense of loss that the real names of the dead do.  I believed it was the right decision in 1985 to 

name the dead, and I believe it the only decision I can make in 2012.  25 or so years ago, I was less sure 

of my judgment, though.  I asked Mike Glicksohn whether he thought it was in poor taste to write a story 

in which Susan Wood was resurrected from the dead, and he said he didn’t think it was …  On that 

authority, I proceeded with a clear conscience.  But not without acknowledging the bitter irony that now 

we can also name Mike Glicksohn among the unexpected guests of the last Astrogators’ Halloween Party. 
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 by David B. Williams 

 

 
I'm sitting here in my underwear. 

 

Now that I have your attention, let me explain. This is the fourth consecutive day in Indiana with 

temperatures exceeding 100 degrees F (35 C). The weather people on TV are all a-titter because 

tomorrow's high is expected to be a mere 90 degrees. I'm a little tittery myself.  

 

Yes, I can hear the derisive laughter of the Vegas fans and stalwarts of the Southern Fandom 

Confederation. But for me, this has been a real horror story. My one window air conditioner is located in 

the living room. For technical reasons, my computer is set up in one of the bedrooms, around two corners 

from the living room. Therefore, even with the assistance of floor fans, not much cool air reaches the 

bedroom. 

 

You may be asking yourself, What has all this to do with scientifiction? Well, it occurred to me that early 

SF and fandom developed without the benefit of air conditioning. It makes me wonder. H. G. Wells 

worked in seldom-torrid Britain. But did Edgar Rice Burroughs perhaps write Under the Moons of Mars 

in his underwear? 

 

Extreme heat isn't often featured as an important element in SF stories. But we certainly got a dose of hot 

in Frank Herbert's Dune. Yikes, that revives a pertinent memory. I was living in sultry St. Louis in 1969 

when I bought the paperback edition of Dune. It was a hot Saturday afternoon. I went back to my 

inexpensive (i.e., not air conditioned) little apartment and began reading. I think I finished around 4 a.m., 

having endured about 12 consecutive hours of continuous perspiration. A long book and a hot night. 

 

In fact, I was born and raised without air conditioning. Come to think of it, I was born in April, which 

means I was conceived in July. I remember July in central Illinois. Maybe it's just me, but I wouldn't 

consider those hot July evenings conducive to sexual congress. I can only think that my parents were 

young and foolish. Or they waited until the cool morning hours. 

 

Speaking of sex and heat, India is often very hot. How did it get to be so populous? I don't recall any 

positions recommended in the Kama Sutra for minimizing the effects of heat during extended bodily 

contact. This may be a case in which premature ejaculation is welcomed by both parties. 
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My childhood and teen years were spent in a house ventilated in the summer by window fans. Of course, 

for moving air to have any cooling effect, you need to be sweating. That was never a problem. 

 

My first job after college was in St. Louis, and my first apartment was a south-facing, one-room 

efficiency on the second floor of a big old brick building. The building wasn't air conditioned, and during 

the summer months this airless abode was often quite stifling. 

 

Now don't be frightened, but I have to tell you that I possessed a hectograph, which I used to duplicate a 

mundane newsletter. One summer day, I typed up a hecto master and applied it to the hectograph's gelatin 

bed. After waiting a minute or two for the purple hecto dye to transfer to the gelatinous surface, I pulled 

the master off and lifted a thick layer of the gelatin with it. Hectographs don't work when it's hot, because 

the gelatin turns into soft goo. 

 

If you have access to a fabulous fanzine collection, check the output of the later 1930s, when cheap 

hectographs were used by many faneds to dupe their ish. I suspect you will discover a decline in fan 

publishing every summer, when the hectographs became too soft. You would think that a device from Hell 

would stand up to heat. 

 

I moved to Chicago in 1970, and there, more thanks to economics than cunning, my first two residences 

were basement apartments. I don't know why the basement level was the least expensive. The folks 

upstairs may have enjoyed windows with a view, but 

I was much cooler down below! 

 

I don't recall ever suffering from the summer heat in 

those subterranean domiciles.  Now I understand 

why the Mayans of sweltering Central America 

thought that caves provided a pathway to the gods.  

 

Little-known fact: In the early years of the 20th 

century, one of the Chicago utility companies dug 

tunnels under the city to convey their wires hither 

and yon. In a little side-business, they sold the cool 

air from these tunnels to the movie theaters. 

 

By 1974 I was affluent enough to afford an air-

conditioned apartment in a nice complex (with 

swimming pool), and I have never looked back. If 

anyone should say, “Oh, to be young again,” in my 

presence, I would correct them: “Oh, to be young 

again with air conditioning.” 

 

Before air conditioning, mankind had to depend on 

sweat glands and evaporative cooling to cope with 

high temperatures. Thank Ghod my Old Stone Age 

ancestors decided to migrate from the scorching 

savannas of Africa to more temperate climes. (They may have been technologically primitive but they 

weren't lacking in brains.) 

As a species we are, of course, highly regarded for our tool-making abilities as well as our big brains.  I'm 

guessing that the fan (the hand-held cooling device, not the primate) was introduced long before the 



31 

 

wheel. Once the electric motor was invented, it didn't take long for the powered fan to become the most 

widespread application of the electric motor in the early years of our modern era. 

 

It is commonly assumed that male pattern baldness is a genetic trait that dates back to the origin of our 

species.  I have a different theory. I suggest that baldness only evolved in early modern times, to provide 

men in wool suits and tight collars with a patch of bare skin upon which they could receive the cooling 

wafts of ceiling fans. Think about it. 

 

The Futurians never inhabited a basement apartment, but their Ivory Tower was on the fourth floor, where 

they must have suffered through some steamy Brooklyn nights. In those days, air conditioning was 

restricted to a better class of people. This may explain why the Futurians spent so much time out 

wandering the streets. This was not the panacea it may seem, because everyone wore suits in those days. 

Several Futurians wrote SF, but none foresaw shorts and tank-tops in the astonishing World of Tomorrow. 

 

The first Worldcon was convened over the 4th of July weekend in 1939. Ugh. Does anyone know whether 

Caravan Hall was air conditioned? A negative answer might explain why the program was so limited. 

What about trains and buses? Forry Ackerman financed Ray Bradbury's cross-continent bus trip to 

Worldcon, but note that Forry chose to take the train from LA to NYC. If the train wasn't cooler, at least it 

got there faster. 

 

It may be that one reason Worldcons settled on 

Labor Day Weekend in September was to avoid 

the heat of the peak summer months. After movie 

houses, hotels were among the first large public 

accommodations provided with air conditioning. 

I'm guessing that the  St. Charles Hotel, site of the 

New Orleans Worldcon in 1951, was artificially 

cooled.  Otherwise, such a large number of fans 

(the primates, not the cooling devices) might not 

have been willing to squeeze into the legendary 

Room 770 for so many hours.  

 

I would attribute the spectacular growth in 

Worldcon attendance at least in part to air 

conditioning. Indeed, stepping back and looking at 

the big picture, I wonder whether all of fandom 

may have experienced a reciprocal development in tandem with air conditioning. Note that Amazing 

Stories, the first SF magazine, began publishing in 1926 and Freon was introduced in 1928. Coincidence? 

Maybe, maybe not. 

 

We are informed by the Big Bang theorists that the Universe began 13.7 billion years ago in an eruption 

of energy so compressed that the temperature was, as far as I am concerned, quite excessive. Things have 

improved a great deal since then. The cosmic background radiation, the heat left over from the Big Bang, 

has now cooled to an invigorating 2.7 degrees K. 

 

Calculations indicate that things will continue expanding and cooling for many more billions of years, 

until the last vibrant molecule emits the last scintilla of its thermal energy in the final heat-death of the 

Universe. As I sit here perspiring in my underwear, I say, Bring it on! 
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Addendum: I am pleased to report that the next day was indeed cooler, and I am wearing clothes again. 

The readers can decide whether the heat wave or my consequent degree of undress is the real horror story 

here. 

 

-   David B. Williams 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 
 

 

From My Bedside Reading Shelf 
   

It pains me to reveal the reading project in which I am currently engaged. No, it does not involve vast 

tomes and research articles related to my dissertation research. Far from it. In fact, it can be argued 

that the books are not exactly considered “light reading material.”  At the urging of Robert Jennings, 

the editor of the fanzine Fadeaway, and in response to a loc I wrote to said zine, I am now slogging 

my way through the Arcot, Wade and Morey stories of John W. Campbell. Yes, you heard that right. 

THOSE stories from the age of Super Science tales that swept across the vast cosmos during the early 

pulp magazine years. Based on what I’ve read so far – The Black Star Passes, Islands of Space, and 

the first 50 pages of Invaders from the Infinite – my doctoral research is the light reading! 
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On the (Left Side of the) Road  
with John Nielsen Hall 

 
 
 
 
 

TAFF Trip –                                 Part II 
 
 
        Ramsbury/Avebury/Stonehenge   
 

by Jacqueline Monahan 
 

Stonehenge/Avebury 
We got an early start on my second day in Ramsbury, zipping along winding, hilly roads on the left side 

of the northern hemisphere of the universe.  The English countryside seemed to curtsy in its organic 

petticoats, spinning past us as if it were late for a date.  We were the ones actually spinning, powered by 

my dear host’s “swift and precise” driving skills. 

 

I was happy to see so much of the landscape unfold, so different from London’s bustling, narrow streets 

and construction scaffolding.  I’m not complaining, mind you, but in the city I was almost mowed down 

by a truck, a motorcycle and a car.  Know why?  Because I was looking the wrong way while crossing the 

street.  I’ll bet I’m the first Yank ever to do that. 

 

Here, I only had to worry about tanks.  Actual 68-ton army tanks, the kind with traverse gears and gun 

turrets, the kind that could flatten JNH and his visitor with a crunch, making us one with his Subaru.  

There seemed to be Tank Crossing signs at regular intervals due to a nearby Army base.  When we passed 

it by, I was surprised (but shouldn’t have been) to see soldiers wearing the traditional British beret as part 

of their uniform. (desert and temperate combat dress, I looked it up). 

 

Of course I had assumed that the base would be American.  My mind instantly broadened, as travel will 

make it do, and I had to fight the headache that ensued as my world expanded to allow for other armies on 

earth.  Beret-wearing armies, ever so much more polite, probably in part because their necks had to suffer 

less strain on a daily basis. 
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On the scenic road to Stonehenge, I surprised 

JNH by knowing that the nearby town of 

Swindon was the hometown of the New 

Wave group, XTC.  He surprised me by 

knowing the location of lead singer Andy 

Partridge’s house.  It seemed to me that we 

continued along in mutual admiration of each 

other’s knowledge, or at least I will delude 

myself in thinking this.  JNH is a sharp one, 

blessed with a mind full of historic 

information and wicked humor.  He likes 

puns.  He’s a Buddhist.  I didn’t see how he 

could get more perfect than he already was, 

and he was my guide. 

 

He pointed out a magnificent manor, now a 

health club, which at one time welcomed 

Henry VIII for a visit during his courtship of 

Jane Seymour.  I knew she was his third wife 

and NOT Dr. Quinn, Medicine Woman.  The 

current Ms. Seymour, whom I have had 

occasion to see in person several times, is 

aging gracefully, but even she might find 403 years a bit more than Botox could handle. 

 

One comes upon Stonehenge almost as an anticlimax.  The iconic stones sit on one side of a highway; a 

sheep pasture stretches languidly along the other side.  My first impression was sculpted from lots of 

space and grass and fields.  A parking lot, I mean car park, was spacious as well, although nearly every 

space was taken up by cars and a few tour buses.  We were momentarily caught up in a swirl of French 

and Asian tourists, stopping once to pay my admission fee of 7.50 (JNH is a member, so he can get 

“stoned” any and every day if he so chooses). 

 

I was also given a black radio-like soap on a rope object that was supposed to give me a guided tour of the 

stones, but it never worked.  I wore it around my neck anyway to free my hands for picture-taking.   

 

Unlike the Easter Island statue at the British Museum in London – so close and unprotected that I could 

have rested my forehead on its hip – I didn’t say anyone would like it, just that I could – mighty 

Stonehenge was roped off like an unfriendly neighbor’s yard. Upon entrance, it was close enough to hit 

with a projectile if one were a devious teen boy. 

 

I must have snapped over one hundred photographs from every approachable angle, until I realized that I 

was taking what amounted to postcards.  Unless I could stand under a giant pi, I couldn’t see the merit of 

capturing my face in front of a tiny Stonehenge backdrop.  I could not be as intimate as I had hoped with 

the monoliths, where just a few generations before, mere mortals were allowed to picnic next to, up 

against, and under the structures.  Other mere mortals stopped that practice, I imagined, horrified from 

tales of Frisbees, rubbish, spray paint and amateur sculptors. 

 

I longed for a giant, tactile Stonehenge like any other ugly American, but realized the necessity of stone-

to-person separation due to fear of graffiti, carvings, and other disfiguring parks.  No one, I’m sure would 

appreciate peeling off Justin Bieber stickers; Kilroy was NOT here.  Neither were cigarette packs, beer 
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cans, discarded food wrappers or some drunken daredevil proclaiming himself to be king of the world 

from the highest pi. 

 

Vandalism is not like a bad haircut.  Its original state wouldn’t grow back.  If everyone practiced that kind 

of erosion, Stonehenge would REALLY be the size depicted in This Is Spinal Tap…no dwarfs needed. 

 

Guide ropes formed an 

elliptical orbit around the 

area. A visitor is the closest 

to the stones upon entry and 

becomes progressively 

farther away on a stroll to 

circumnavigate the entire 

amphitheatre.  JNH and I did 

this twice at a pace so 

leisurely the assembled 

starlings could have used us 

for repeated target practice.   

 

Birds loved the vantage 

point and if they could speak 

would probably chirp a smug 

ha-ha to the silly earthbound 

bipeds below.  This was their 

magnificent throne (and 

toilet) but they were too high 

to be observed in such base biological activities.  It was someone’s job to keep the lawn nicely manicured, 

with embedded sprinklers peeking out from the green now and again.  To the assembled jackdaws, the 

whole area must have appeared as a giant, safe perch with a handy water supply.  

 

No wonder mighty Stonehenge was a popular avian hangout, literally above it all.  The laws of man did 

not apply to these winged creatures, only to the hominids below, assuring that we could not make them 

into ancient monkey bars with our collective propensity for hijinx. 

 

Our slow stroll suited me just fine, and I had to force myself to remember to look at the structure with my 

eyes, not just through a digital camera lens.  Across the highway, sheep grazed placidly, no doubt 

thinking that they had the better pasture, free of such massive obstacles. 

 

Soaking in the sight of the iconic structure was made even more profound by JNH stating, “This was 

ancient when the Romans got here.” 

 

The stone assemblage was probably the result of many lives toiling for long periods of time, perhaps until 

death stopped all motion.  With such short life spans, that made each moment crucial.  It looked like a 

classroom, a place to have Socratic seminars but also a place to play hide and seek.  Did ancient lovers 

meet there, designating a special clandestine nook as their own?  Was it Church?  School?  Ritual?  

Dance?  Every silent question is met with the same perpetual answer: “Guess”. 

 

The massive pi signs at the outer edge reminded me of circumference formulas.  I suppose it was possible 

to circle the non-circular path into infinity.  The last part of the circuit funnels visitors into a single file 

walkway. On crowded days I imagined a bottleneck of people, unwittingly becoming suppositories to 
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those in front of them.  This wasn’t a crowded day and I still felt insistent presences behind us.  I wasn’t 

about to hurry; this was a time to meander.  

 

In the presence of something so ancient, one begins to feel very recent.  JNH and I were ageless 

contemporaries, caretakers of the earth for a brief sparkle of time.  We were zygotes in a sheep field, 

grazing with our eyes at the giant Jenga game set up by the gods and then abandoned for more 

sophisticated toys. 

 

The starlings watched us leave along with kestrels, jackdaws, rooks, skylarks, and pied wagtails.  

Stonehenge, it seems, in a literal way, IS for the birds.  Lucky for us, they don’t mind sharing. 

 

We drove out on a paved road, knowing that those who built this place had no such luxury.  And then it 

was on to… 

 

 
Avebury Henge and Stone 
Circle 
 
The town of Avebury insinuated itself 

amid the ancient stone path that now 

runs through it.  If I wanted to hug one 

of the stones, I could do it here.  Chalk 

paths on the ground reminded me that 

this is the material responsible for the 

color of the white cliffs of Dover.  It is a 

bright white despite the countless shoes 

that have stepped on it before me and 

that will step on it in the future. 

 
JNK and I took a walk on the chalk, 

encountering stones large and small.  

We never shied away from long walks.  

Here we traversed a wide corridor and I kept using the term rocks when referring to the ancient, man-

placed formations. 

 

“They’re stones, Jacq,” he corrected, to which I countered, “They’re rock stars to me.”  He was, of 

course, correct.  It was I who kept using the diminutive term, totally inappropriate here, where ancient 

humans had labored to drag the heavy objects into a formation that formed a path.  Stones conjured up 

mass and weight and effort.  Rocks were something you threw at a window. 

 

Avebury was as accessible as Stonehenge was detached.  There was the English trust factor here, 

something that I’d encountered many times along the trip.  You were expected to act properly.  It was 

assumed that you could do so without being policed to death.  I appreciated the attitude, not being at all 

used to it.  Back home, instructions for oven cleaners had to remind one not to drink it for fear of being 

sued.  Here the meaning was implicit.  You’re not a moron are you?  Instead of we know you’re a moron 

and here’s a barrier of plexi-glass to prove it. 

 

Incessantly snapping away, I remarked irked and judgmentally about a couple taking up one whole stone 

as if it were their private back support for their public canoodling.  I supposed they were useful to 
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showcase the scale of the thing, but I would have liked to have gotten a shot of it without the Woodstock 

effect they gave it.  Honestly, there’s no pleasing some people, and here I’m talking about myself. 

 

I saw the Blessed Virgin Mary in one of the stone’s facades.  JNH asked why which made me stop and 

think.  It must have been because I was raised with the image of the standing lady in the flowing gowns at 

Fatima, Lourdes, Guadalupe, and Medjugorje.  I’d know her anywhere.  It was me I was finding out about 

here on this journey. 

 

The Avebury gift shop featured tiny call box key chains made in china which led me to wonder where 

Chinese souvenirs were made.  I held one in my hand for a while, replacing it reluctantly because it was 

imported.  Here I was in a historic village full of prehistoric vestiges.  Why buy something made in a 

factory on another continent?  I tried and mostly succeeded in obtaining items manufactured in the UK, so 

that their plane trip across the Atlantic with me would be their first. 

 

The thatched roof Red Lion Pub beckoned, which was always fine with me.  I couldn’t get enough of 

English pubs, part bar, part restaurant, dark wooden furniture, pints dripping with abundance as they are 

carried to the table, and glorious, charismatic fireplaces.  My usual sparkling water usually elicited 

quizzical looks from host and bartender alike, but I had yet to discover cider (Birmingham) and thought 

that might pass for a gin and tonic.  I forgot what the wonderful JNH ordered because… 

 

I eyed the fish and chips plate of the elderly woman next to me and saw that she didn’t finish her mushy 

peas.  It was like a rare sighting to an American.  We would equate the green mash to be wasabi or 

guacamole, not…peas.  I’ve never had anything against that particular legume, but in telling others of the 

practice of mashing them and serving them, I’ve witnessed facial expressions go from mild distaste to 

absolute horror. 

 

But this was England, and mushy peas beside fish and chips in a pub were as fascinating to me as they 

could be.  I wasn’t wearing a straw hat and Bermuda shorts, but I was such a green tourist, as green as the 

peas, as green as the land that JNH had shown me.  On the ride home, we encountered… 

 
 
West Kennett Long Barrow –Tomb with a View   
 
Back on the road, JNH pointed out an 

extremely large mound of earth, big 

enough to appear as a small hill off to the 

right side of the road.  There were people 

walking on top of it, the size of grains of 

rice.  This was an ancient burial ground, 

an actual tomb with chambers that had a 

one thousand year history of occupants 

BEFORE it lay empty for another four 

thousand.  It was quite a way off in the 

distance. 

 

The two of us never shied away from 

walking so we took the trek past two 

gates, spaced about a quarter mile apart, 

two other visitors and one dog (who 
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politely waited for us to open the second gate for him) and headed to the West Kennet Long Barrow.  I 

named it the tomb with a view for several reasons.   

 

One can stand on top of the huge mound and see miles or kilometers of countryside in all directions.  

From afar, one can see the swell of green earth setting itself apart from the flat surrounding fields.  From 

the inside, natural light illuminates the now-empty burial chambers from a man-made skylight 

 

There was enough light to see the well-hewn stone chambers, like rooms in an apartment.  They once held 

the bones of at least 46 people of all ages and both genders.  An analysis of those bones yielded evidence 

of arthritis and toothache dating all the way back to Neolithic times. 

 

Can you imagine having both afflictions AND being charged with dragging massive stones around the 

island to place in a meaningful but mysterious formation?  No oil of cloves or glucosamine chondroitin 

for the weary, just painful joints and jaws and tremendous effort on the part of ancient inhabitants.  The 

entire landscape we covered on our day’s journey has been designated a World Heritage Site. 

 

Hey, I get excited over mushy peas; what do you think this did for my heart rate?  I’m telling you, I was 

just missing my straw hat and Bermuda shorts. 

 

The admiration, however, is very, very real. 

 

How can you thank someone for serene walks that span scores of centuries? For comfortable silences and 

meditations?  For a piece of England comprised of green and gold squares, grazing horses, mad 

pheasants, wild finches and a B&B? 

 

I’m still trying to think of a way. 

 
 
*Further details of Judy’s B&B and Hall House will be featured in the Official TAFF 

Trip Report, of which this article is a part. 
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In this, my initial foray into writing a regular fanzine review column in these pages, I think what I will do 

is begin with a fanzine that covers material that I am not familiar with at all. In its own way, it is a rather 

controversial fanzine (for reasons which I don’t wish to discuss in great detail in this review), but when 

taken in context with where this zine is produced and why – always an important consideration – then this 

particular fanzine is finding its own place in the fannish scheme of things. So saying, here is the subject 

under consideration: 

 

Dark Matter #10. Editor and publisher, Nalini Haynes. Contact information:  website address – 

www.darkmatterfanzine.com and e-mail address is darmatterfanzine@gmail.com . Snail mail 

address is Dark Matter, PO Box 144, Lynbrook, Victoria, Australia  3975. You can e-mail Nalini 

at the above address to subscribe to her fanzine, and this fanzine is also available for perusal and 

therefore downloadable at Bill Burns’s FAAn Award winning website http://efanzines.com .  

 

I have to hand it to Nalini Haynes: in the span of only two years (October 2010 to October 2012), she has 

produced 10 issues of Dark Matter, which basically is not that bad of a  publishing schedule, dead tree or 

electronic. However, what is impressive is the sheer size of each issue. Only the first issue contained less 

than one hundred pages – 56, to be precise. Since then, every three months (roughly) has seen an issue of 

DM clocking well into the three-digit realm; so far the largest single issue was in July, 2011,  at 250 

http://www.darkmatterfanzine.com/
mailto:darmatterfanzine@gmail.com
http://efanzines.com/
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pages, with the June, 2012, issue coming in a close second with 245 pages. The average per issue length 

during this stretch is 174 pages. That’s nuts! Of course,  what must be taken into consideration is the fact 

that producing an Internet fanzine is a lot easier than a traditional paper fanzine. Even so, the sheer size of 

each issue makes me marvel at Nalini’s devotion to her fanzine.  

 

So what material fills up the insides of a fanzine possessing  such brobdingnagian proportions? Well, in 

her own words, Dark Matter “is an independent 

fanzine exploring science fiction, fantasy, art, life, 

the universe and everything.” To this end, Nalini 

loads each issue with lots – and I mean lots – of  

transcibed interviews, book reviews, and convention 

reports.  The problem for me is that if I knew some 

of these writers and read even just a smattering of 

their works, then I would get more out of reading 

these interview transcriptions and book reviews. 

Some I am familiar with – like the Neil Gaiman 

interview in the seventh issue, and articles about Dr. 

Who (#8, March 2012) – which gives me a bit of 

continuity to latch onto, but overall, the zine’s focus 

is on writers, books, and conventions of Australian 

origin, which shouldn’t surprise anyone since Nalini 

lives in that country! A fanzine should reflect its 

point of origin. 

 

I admit that it helps to read about what is happening 

in the fannish Down Under; over my four decades of 

fanac I have made numerous friends/acquaintances 

in Australia and New Zealand.  But, this is also the 

primary problem I have with Dark Matter: my 

general lack of knowledge about Australian science 

fiction literature and its convention scene inhibits my enjoyment of this fanzine. All I can say is that as 

Nalini continues to publish, I will learn more about these things because a vital component of fanzine 

fandom is communicating with each other. So saying, at this point Dark Matter doesn’t make much of a 

connection with me. Eventually it might, and that usually takes time. 

 

One final note to make about Dark Matter: while it is available on www.efanzines.com, Nalini actively 

seeks donations to keep the zine and its accompanying website going. Er…Speaking as one faned to 

another, don’t expect fanzine fans to send you donations to keep your hobby interest afloat, because that 

is exactly all it is: a hobby interest. On the other hand, if Nalini is trying to make this a going concern, 

then I suggest she make Dark Matter a semi-pro zine. Then paying for it makes sense. But expecting fans 

to pay for this right now… don’t hold your breath, young lady. Fans publish zines because they want to 

and enjoy the free exchange of ideas and viewpoints with their friends. Simply put, that’s fanzine fandom 

and why so many of us like it so much. 

http://www.efanzines.com/
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FROM THE HINTERLANDS 
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Once again, it’s time to dive headlong into the letters. Last issue’s focus topic on fanzines 

certainly generated some very interesting responses. Not as many as I expected, but very 

thoughtful e-mails. So let’s get right into it and see where the conversation takes us. 

Starting things off is David Redd, who makes some brief yet pithy comments on “the future of 

fanzines.”  

 

David Redd  

 

Wednesday, August 29, 2012  

 

 Hello John.  

  

On the future of fanzines, for me it’s one of diminishing involvement, mainly because reading 

long passages on-screen does not agree with me.  (Short takes are still fine.)  Over the last year 

or so I’ve tried dipping into efanzines regularly, spurred on by Mike Meara, but I’m never going 

to be comfortable with the process.  I did read through a couple of fascinating issues from Earl 

Kemp and suffered headaches therefrom, discovered Mumblings from Munchkinland still going 

so printed off the latest, kept glancing occasionally at Drink Tank and Fortnightly Fix…  all 

Good Stuff, but a few dozen downloaded pdfs of other things I’d like to read at more leisure are 

awaiting the printouts I’m unlikely to get around to.  Sorry, guys.   

http://36ohk6dgmcd1n-c.c.yom.mail.yahoo.net/om/api/1.0/openmail.app.invoke/36ohk6dgmcd1n/11/1.0.35/us/en-US/view.html/0
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Another snag is that the digital scene doesn’t get me to reread or respond much, which as usual 

probably says more about my laziness than about the medium.  I don’t think to bookmark 

articles, so will never be able to reread (true example) that terrific article about book-hunting 

across the USA by somebody somewhere a couple of years ago.  Also, I don’t paste editors’ 

contact details into Hotmail to instant Locs the way I ought to.  (This is why Chris Garcia hasn’t 

had the 23+ letters I owe him.) {As if anybody outside of Lloyd Penney can possibly keep up with 

Garcia’s publishing rate – although he’s slowed down a bit. I wonder if that’s because he has a 

steady girlfriend now. Women can be a delightful distraction, y’know.} 

  

For this Askance, which really is a fine and fine-looking magazine deserving a good response, 

I’ve mainly glanced down the Taral-etc state of fanzines discussion, and printed out Andy’s 

enlightening overview of Nazi weird science to read and keep.  (I have sometimes printed out 

fiction from Bewildering Stories for much the same reason, but BW is a literary webzine rather 

than a fanzine.)  And with unusual strength of will I printed out your contact details to remind 

me to do this Loc.  Should say I’m unlikely to do this again; unfortunately for editors, I only do 

responses when the mood takes me, and with a dead-tree zine lying around in my disordered 

heaps there’s more chance of the right moment arriving than with electrons being dismissed 

when I log off. 

  

So that’s my take on where I sit in the fanzine scene, and why I don’t sit closer to the action.  My 

contribution to the discussion. 

  

Possibly nothing earth-shattering about this response, but the main message is: good zine, and 

thanks. 

  

Best wishes, 

 

David 

{I, naturally, thank you for responding, David. It is always good to hear from someone who appreciates a 
good fanzine. (*) Something you said – the “diminishing involvement” comment – got me to thinking 
about e-zines and their low loc response ratio. It makes sense that when someone dips into 
www.efanzines.com just to see what’s going on, that person is probably less likely to write a response 
since they are more than likely doing a quick perusal of zines instead of focusing on any one fanzine. I 
posit that fanzine fans read particular electronic fanzines all the time – besides Askance, I refer to 
Broken Toys, Exhibition Hall, Journey Planet,  Fanstuff, Drink Tank, Revenant, Beam, and a handful of 
others – and do a cursory glance at the remainder, which tend to be clubzines or club-oriented 

publications. Plus, I think when you said “with a dead-tree zine lying around in my disordered heaps 

there’s more chance of the right moment arriving than with electrons being dismissed when I log 

off,” there’s a certain truth in that statement. E-zines are more ephemeral than tangible, unlike 

dead-tree zines. Unless an e-zine is chock-full of worthy comment hooks, not many readers will 

take the time to write a letter of comment.  
 

 

http://www.efanzines.com/
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Eric Mayer  

Wednesday, August 29, 2012  

 

 

 

The first thing that leaps out is Josie's close call. I am at a loss for words. I don't know how one 

deals with something like that. I imagine it must give you all nightmares. Hopefully everyone 

will get through it unscathed. Life seems so terrifyingly random at times. {Josie is doing much 

better now. For that matter, so are we!} 

 

Second thing I notice is the vibrant cover by Valerie. Very cool. She brings an idiosyncratic style 

to fandom. If we're lucky she will continue. {When I passed on your comment to Val, her first 

response was, “An ‘ idiosyncratic style.’I like that!” 

 

Finally, what an impressive issue. Worthy of an annual. Maybe you should just take off until 

your complete that PhD. Thinking about that 

whole degree process makes me cringe.  I don't 

think I would be able to plow through that at 

this point in my life so I admire your effort. 

 

I hated the constant stress of school, endlessly 

being tested and thus having chances to fail. 

These days I shudder at taking even those 

online quizzes, like What Personality Type are 

You? or Do You Have Alzheimer's? Actually 

did I take the latter test? I can't remember.   

 

And you had to take a statistics course. Well, 

you had to pass it. I could easily take a 

statistics course. As for passing....The only 

statistics I can understand -- you're ahead of 

me! -- are baseball stats. Or at least that used to 

be the case until the sabremetrics came along. I 

still think fielding ratings like UZR are 

baloney. But then, calculus struck me as baloney. 

 

The Yanks and Twins have both been blasted by injuries but thanks to the Yankees' larger 

payroll and greater depth they are still afloat. It was kind of shocking to see Liriano leave. Is he 

going to end up being one of those frustrating talents who shows flashes of excellence but never 

quite manages to put it all together, like Hughes and Chamberlain for the Yanks? Actually 

somewhat different case because Francisco did put it together for a whole season before his 

injury.  {This offseason, the Twins front office has said that its primary mission is to get a couple 

of solid starting pitchers. The offense and defense is mostly staying put.} 

I'm not commenting on “Whither Fanzines” because I've probably already yapped too much in 
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my portion of that article. Also nothing I can say about Andy Hooper's “ Glockenspiel,” except 

how much I enjoyed it. Never heard about any of that stuff. Even though past history is over it 

can still surprise us. It was nice experiencing a convention through Chris Garcia's eyes and 

senses and large frame. I am sure he had much more fun than I would've had. But what I don't 

know about conventions would fill many, many hot tubs so I shall say no more. Likewise, I can't 

comment meaningfully on Jacqueline Monahan's article except that as a reader of John Neilsen 

Hall's zine, it was pleasant to meet him vicariously. In addition Bill Fischer's “Figby” struck me 

as hilarious but I don't know why. 

 

Since Taral doesn't say anything about fandom is his article, I am able to comment. For instance 

he mentions Chinese.  Mary and I used to go to one Chinese restaurant regularly, though, and she 

learned a few words of Mandarin, like "thank you" which seemed to amuse the proprietor. We'd 

go there for an early dinner sometimes, at the tail end of the reduced prices for lunch, and the 

owner's kids would be in the nearly deserted place eating Happy Meals from the MacDonalds' a 

few doors away. 

 

Guess Canada's conservative politicians are just like our Repugs. Nothing in the world matters 

except easy money as fast as possible. Consequences be damned. Is the human race too dumb to 

live? Looks that way. {You should visit Texas sometime, Eric. Dumb is a way of life for many 

native Texans.} 

 

Maybe dead Popes and such should have Super PACs to campaign for 

their canonization. They could run ads in church publications and 

religious cable shows and put up billboards outside big churches. Vote 

for John-Paul II. Got miracles? 

 

Forty years ago a friend of my dad's had brain cancer. She was 

told she had a few months to live, if she were lucky. She 

came out to the house with her head in a turban after losing 

her hair to chemo. But that was only to slow it down. It was 

inoperable. But she's still alive today. For unknown 

reasons the cancer went into remission and never returned. 

No Saints were involved, presumably, since she was Jewish. 

{She probably guilted the cancer to go away. A good yiddisher momma 

can do that, you know.} 

 

There are some subtle philosophies that hinge on the kind of symbiotic relationship between the 

universe and our ability to perceive it. I will need to study them someday, when I grow a better 

brain. 

 

Growing your own meat would be fun. Just stroll out to the hamburger patch to harvest a few 

ripe, juicy burgers to use with your fresh lettuce and tomatoes. Once in a while you might get a 

burger bush sprouting something that looked like an ear or a tongue. {That is, er, quite the 

mental image, Eric. Thank you – I think.} 
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Speaking of tongues it is probably past time I stopped mine from wagging (metaphorically 

speaking). 

 

Best, 

 

Eric 

 
{My comments on the “Whither Fanzines” section were all spoken last issue, but a few 

additional thoughts can now be added. I shall always believe that fanzines are the primary 

means of the fannish conversation, which has now branched into different directions thanks to 

the constant evolution of communication technology: blogs, websites, tweets, social media, and 

the like are just recent manifestations of the conversation. I would even go so far as to say that 

electronic fanzines have become more of the norm in the last few years.} 

 

For another viewpoint on this subject, the editor/publisher of Swill, a Canadian fanzine that can 

be acquired by e-mailing Neil and asking to be put on its mailing list, has quite a bit to add to 

this  fannish conversation. (See? This is exactly what I mean!) 

 
Neil Jamieson 

swill@uldunemedia.ca  

  

Tuesday, September 11, 2012  

 

Hi John, 

 

In regards to the Special Section "Wither Fanzines?" in Askance 27; some comments... 

 

I am going to begin with some musings on self-assessment and identity and then move onto your 

concluding remarks.  Now I have a wee bit of a self-assessment and identity issue here as to 

where and if I fit in.  I have been a constant consumer of science fiction since 1969 when I 

discovered the written genre. I was an active fan from 1973 to 1986 and I did consider myself to 

be a science fiction fan and this was definitely an important part of my identity.  I gafiated and 

now I am engaged in a research project on science fiction fandom, as a social 

anthropologist/qualitative sociologist.  When we recently met at SFContario last November, 

Taral didn't remember knowing me back in the mid-1970s.  Back then, he and his crowd were 

quite blunt about it; my friends and I were not real fans.  Thus, from Taral's POV, I never was 

and never have been a SF fan.  From my POV, I am somebody who was an active member of the 

SF fan sub-culture within two distinct regions of the continent for over a decade, who ceased all 

activity, and recently re-engaged in the sub-culture; either I am at present an ex-fan or I am a 

marginal fan.  However, I don't know where the consensus within the community as a whole 

would be on this subject (though in my defence, I will offer that according to Anrie Katz's 

FIAWOL/FIJAGH test in Fanstuff 13, I score 2L and thus am neither).  Regardless, here are my 

http://36ohk6dgmcd1n-c.c.yom.mail.yahoo.net/om/api/1.0/openmail.app.invoke/36ohk6dgmcd1n/11/1.0.35/us/en-US/view.html/0
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two Canadian pennies... {The exchange rate of the Canadian cent is slightly less than the 

American cent – as if that has anything to do with what is to follow.} 

 

Okay, from your concluding remarks, in particular, "Science fiction fandom – not just Fanzine 

Fandom, not Core Fandom, nor Trufandom, but ALL OF IT – is in a transition period." I am 

going to deconstruct this, just a bit, as the foundation for my argument(s). 

 

Science fiction fandom...ALL OF IT is probably the science fiction fandom 1970s at secondary 

school; I use the term “marginal” as my fan group was no more than eight SF literary fans at a 

secondary school in one of the suburbs north-west of Toronto -- even if we had been adults, we 

would still be on the margins of mainstream fandom in southern Ontario.  My first connexions 

with mainstream fandom began in 1975, and accelerated when I moved to Toronto in 1978.  I 

later would move to the west coast and be involved in Vancouver fandom before fully gafiating 

in 1986.  During that time period, media SF fandom was a small, though growing, segment of the 

fandom population and most of the media fans that I knew back then were also readers of the SF 

genre. 

 

Within my secondary school fan group, we published a fanzine and I went on to publish my own 

zines.  However, I never really found a home within mainstream fanzine fandom -- I was again, 

on the margins.  My first four zines that I was involved with or published were all fanfic 

fanzines; but only one of them would fit the current definition of a fanfic fanzine (back in the 

1970's fanfic was fiction written by SF fans and included fiction that was wholly original, 

original fiction about fans, and original works set in a derived universe, e.g. Star Trek).  So, I 

found in Toronto that my zines were not "fannish enough" as the content tended to be mostly 

amateur fiction written [by] my fellow SF fans.  Swill was actually my first fannish fanzine; a 

perzine that was anti-fan (I'll get back to that later).  All of my zines since Swill have been 

perzines with the exception of my one-year stint as editor of the clubzine, BCSFAzine.  The 

revival of Swill last year is a perzine that is also serving as a public progress report for my 

research project on SF fandom.  Along the way, I have also experimented; I did one audio 

fanzine Ether Waves (only twenty cassettes were sent out -- audio fanzines were a small 

audience) in the 1980s as well as an early form of online fanzine (all text based) for the Telidon 

system in its final days. Nevertheless, I have never been part of mainstream fanzine fandom. 

 

When I was an active fan in Ontario, I was never part of Core Fandom/Trufandom/Traditional 

Fandom; the fans that I associated were all in my same age group and therefore not deemed 

worthy of belonging to this "elite group"; from the outside, it appeared that the primary 

membership requirement was that one be ten years or more senior in age than my cohort.  While 

in Vancouver, I would say that I was part of Trufandom/Core/Traditional Fandom.  I was a 

member of BCSFA, attended regular meetings, BCSFA social events, and most of my social 

group were BCSFA members.  Yes, there was an "old guard" but those of us in our early 

twenties were not shut out or labeled as "fakefans".  After I returned to Ontario, I did attend Ad 

Astra for one day in 1986, only to discover that the same attitude that existed prior to my move 

to Vancouver continued to persist. 

 

And thus, I gafiated -- placing my focus on education and career and family. 
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Part of the reason for publishing Swill in 1981 was humour and part was to tolchock the 

Trufandom/Core/Traditional Fandom attitude that existed in Toronto at that time period.  At the 

end of the day, I think that I prefer "big tent fandom"; that is, fandom as a whole (all the myriad 

forms of "special fandom" which, from my perspective, also includes the self-appointed 

Trufandom).  While the original Swill was an anti-fan fanzine, the segment that it singled out 

were the BNF gatekeepers, the inner circle of "Law Lords" who decided upon who was a fan and 

who was a fakefan, in other words Trufandom/Core/Traditional Fandom.  I am not sorry for any 

ruffled feathers from the original Swill or for any upset caused by the later and most recent 

incarnation of Swill.  I do not have it out for Trufandom/Core/Traditional Fandom, so long as it 

views itself as just a segment of ALL OF FANDOM; a segment that maintains historical 

continuity back to the days of First Fandom.  However, when this group passes itself off as being 

superior, the one true fandom, and that all non-members thus be fakefans; I believe that this 

group rightly deserves a boot-to-the-head and a thorough tolchocking.  And I will continue to 

deliver that within the pages of Swill. 

 

“Science fiction fandom...is in a transition period.”  It certainly is.  As I have stated repeatedly 

within Swill, so is society as a whole.  Whether or not Trufandom/Core/Traditional Fandom likes 

being defined this way; science fiction fandom (big tent or tiny Trufandom) is still just a 

sub-culture within a wider culture.  Rapid technological change is impacting our entire society, 

including science fiction fandom.  Nobody knows where this ride is going to take us in the end -- 

though we do have many speculations on the subject -- other than into the future; same as it 

always has, except we are no longer on a gentle kiddie ride but an extreme roller coaster. 

Everything is in transition.  There is a niche for the type of Trufandom/Core/Traditional Fandom 

that Taral and Arnie Katz talk about, but will be a small niche.  I truly do hope that that niche can 

attract some new blood and thus survive the passing of its current members; retaining continuity 

with the past is important for every culture/sub-culture. But, it will never return to the dominance 

it once held -- its norms, values, and mores are rooted in a technological past; a technological 

past before mobile phones, personal computers, widespread internet access, cheap long distance, 

tablets, voip, Facebook, etc. {Just curious here: what is “voip”?} 

 

I also agree with your comments, "This is unique. Science fiction fandom is probably the only 

hobby-interest activity group so intently involved in assessing itself and attempting to project its 

future reality."  That this is an ongoing conversation in self-assessment and identity; a 

conversation that will endure as long as the genre exists. 

 

Endnote: John, I would just like to set the record straight, if that is okay, regarding some of the 

veiled comments made by Taral and Lloyd directed at me as editor of Swill.  Guys, I am certain 

that the dialogue via email occurred prior to the switchover from Pudmonkey to VT Corona in 

Swill; nevertheless, the reasons for the use of the Pudmonkey font was threefold and had nothing 

at all to do with pissing off the reader or fandom.  Reason 1: Up until November 2011, I had no 

copies of the original Swill in my possession.  Based on memory, I chose a font that emulated the 

typeface of the old, beat-up, portable, manual typewriter that I had back in the early eighties -- 

the Maplecon Slandersheet was written using this typewriter in 1980, but the rest of Swill was 

written on the cleaner, but still bad, manual, office typewriter that I owned.  Reason 2: Not only 
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was it an aesthetic choice, there was some tradition behind it.  Even though my memory was 

incorrect, which I didn't know until November 2011, I had been using this font for Swill related 

stuff since 2001.  Reason 3: Those who complained about the font did not offer any alternatives, 

they simply bitched and whined.  Note, as soon as someone suggested a viable alternative, Swill 

switched to VT Corona.   

 

Second issue: that the purpose of reviving Swill is to piss off fandom professionally or otherwise 

so as to observe their reactions.  Wrong.  The purpose of reviving Swill is this:  Reason 1) I had 

just concluded a research project and studying SF fans was on my to do list.  When one of my 

former students asked if I would be a panelist for the Polaris convention, and I agreed to do so, 

the to do list item moved to the foreground.  I thought that I should do a fanzine as part of my 

participant observation for this project.  Then I realized that the 30th anniversary of Swill was a 

couple of months away.  So, I revived Swill.  Reason 2) If I am going to do a fanzine, I might as 

well do something that I like to do.   

 

Third issue: Taral, my degrees in anthropology and sociology do give me a superior perspective 

to observe fandom through, as does my former activity as a fan (at least in my perception).  It 

allows me to observe science fiction fandom via the role of an Outside-Insider (a former insider 

who has the distance to observe the members of the group in a less subjective and more clinical 

manner). It is a superior perspective for researching fandom; however, I have never stated or 

claimed that it is a superior perspective overall. 

 

Thanks for another great issue. 

 

All the best, 

 

Neil 
 

{Wow! Now this is a meaty loc with a lot of matter to chew on and digest. (*) First off, I thank 

you for the historical look into your fannish pedigree. Taking the time to write a fannish 

autobiography helps me to understand what has created the fan standing before me. Also, since 

you mention that you have degrees in anthropology and sociology, those provide you with a 

background into understanding cultural creation and assimilation, but I would not have said 

they give you “a superior perspective to observe fandom through.” That word “superior” 

carries a ton of connotative meaning, such as you consider yourself to be “superior” or “better 

than” most fans. That kind of an attitude is going to piss people off, definitely. However, judging 

from the context in which you said that, I suspect you mean that your degrees in those subjects 

gives you technical information that provides you with a more professional and objective 

appraisal of the fannish subculture. Since many fans carry graduate degrees and don’t wave 

them about like banners at the head of a phalanx of foot soldiers, consider this a lengthy word of 

warning on my part. 
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{Likewise I agree with you that Trufandom is a niche-fandom in the larger entity of Science 

Fiction Fandom At Large, and sadly it is decreasing in size primarily as older, long-time fans 

pass on to the Great Con Suite in the Sky. There is the possibility that newer fans will be 

interested in becoming a part of the traditions of fandom, such as publishing fanzines, forming 

clubs, hosting conventions, and so on. As you and I both note, as communication technology 

continues to evolve, it is not surprising that the assorted forms of fan activity will evolve as well. 

But you are right in the assessment that fanzine fandom will never again hold the dominance it 

once held for so long. Now it is simply one of the means by which fans maintain contact with 

each other. 

 

{As for your comments on the Pudmonkey font debate, that font really is hard to read, but it does 

remind me of the old manual typewriter I once had. Ah, yes, those were the days…} 

 

Of course, no fanzine nowadays is considered a proper fanzine without a letter of comment from 

Lloyd Penney. He and his wife Yvonne are the Fan Guests of Honor at Loscon 39 over 

Thanksgiving Weekend this year. If readers of this zine are attending, say hello to them. They are 

Good People to Know. 

 

1706-24 Eva Rd. 

Etobicoke, ON 

CANADA M9C 2B2 

  September 12, 2012 

 Dear (Future Dr.) John: 

 Thank you kindly for Askance 27! The long and winding road of getting this issue is finally 

done, and it looks like 80 pages of hard work to get it all done, collected and assembled. Let’s 

see what I have to say about all this, Mr. Faned… 

 Sanity? It’s overrated. I usually keep mine Bloch-style…in a jar in a drawer of my desk. That 

way, it’ll be there if I ever find that I need it. Not likely… 

 The correspondence that made up the “Whither Fanzines?” article showed who has the differing 

combinations of optimism, pessimism and realism. I am the optimist here, with positive feedback 

to keep the zines coming, to provide the feedback that would make the faneds out there to keep 

Pubbing Their Ish. That’s probably why I was a poor fanzine reviewer…I really couldn’t tell 

anyone I thought their zine was pure crap. I write letters of comment to fanzines because I 

wanted to produce something others might appreciate. Local fandom has little idea of what I do 

in fanzines. I think older fans, or at least fans were active in decades past, wanted to be more 

than the modern passive consumer fan, but wanted to do something to create the fandom around 

them. {As a recipient of your efforts, I applaud you for all that you have done to maintain fanzine 

fandom’s beating heart, the lettercolumn.} 
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Because I work at a newspaper in the evenings, I know there is demand for publication design. 

Every page of the paper is planned, right down to the filler pieces and the vertical and horizontal 

rules. I would want as much fan art as possible in my own fanzine (still considering it), but if a 

bit of clip art or a photograph would illustrate the article or copybit, I would consider using that. 

More than ever, pubbing your ish is important to keeping the fanzine fandom we enjoy going. 

Whether it is vibrant, or relevant, may be entirely up to us. Shall we continue to create the 

fandom we enjoy, or will we throw up our hands, and become the afore-mentioned passive 

consumers? As Taral says, not on my watch. That’s one reason why I write as much as I do. 

 The newer fans (and I have met a number of them through our interest in Steampunk) will 

probably not pursue any of our interests, no matter how hard we promote them and dangle them 

in front of them. They will have their own interests. And they will be just like us when we got 

into fandom. I think what is important to us as we get older is that we continue to be a part of 

some group, and to retain the friends we’ve made over the years, and make new ones, instead of 

becoming steadfast and stuck in our interests, and then eventually become alone. Could I ditch 

fanzine writing? It is possible: Yvonne ended our 30-year conrunning careers, and I never 

thought I’d do that. Could be I’d bid fanzine fandom adieu and find a new home for my fanzine 

collection. Not likely, but it could happen. {I feel the same way. It is something that lurks back in 

the deep recesses of my mind, but it is highly doubtful I’d ever stop participating in fanzines. It is 

still too much fun. As Glicksohn’s Maxim goes,” If Fandom isn’t fun, it’s futile.”} 

 A great Garcia article! Chris, will you do the same thing after SFContario 3? Two weeks after 

Chris comes up to Toronto for this convention, Yvonne and I go down to LAX for Loscon 39. I 

hope to see Chris there, and I hope he’ll bring a contingent of BArea fans with him. {You should 

have no trouble spotting Chris Flintstone, I’m sure.} 

 Another chapter of Jacq’s great TAFF trip…we’re not running for 2014 TAFF after all, but who 

knows, if we are able to go, not being the TAFF delegates shouldn’t stop us from writing a report 

of our own. Jacq, you do now know the difference between the main floor and the first floor, 

right? 

 Taral’s article on our benighted prime minister is spot on. He’s a typical politician, certain and 

right in everything he does, while anything else that was done before him was wrong, and he will 

twist things around to prove it. Never thought I’d see the name Foster Hewitt in a 

fanzine…perhaps not all wisdom can be found in fanzines, but if we gather up enough of them 

over time, we’ll have most of it. 

 It’s just as well I ended the column, John…it freed up valuable time I’ve had to devote to job 

hunting. At least I’ve been able to win back my federal employment insurance benefits, so we 

can breathe a sigh of relief. Books read…I am of the opinion that with the book out, and the 

move all set to premiere, future generations will truly believe that Abraham Lincoln really was a 

vampire hunter. Half the population actually believes in zombies, so you can see my concern. 

{Maybe half the population already IS zombies. What then, eh?} 
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 The locol…wonder how many fanzines are in an oodle?  {A little more than a tad and less than 

a batch.} The Auroras are voted upon by Canadian fans with some $$ attached, and I have to 

wonder if that’s how the Hugos should be voted on, and not just by those who can afford to go to 

the Worldcon. All fans everywhere should be able to nominate and vote, but then comes the 

danger of block-nominating and block-voting. My “Tale from the Convention!”… I am sure that 

if I had told the workmen that it wasn’t just my wife and I who broke the bed, but two other 

women were involved…well, I might be 

ridiculed further, but some might admire 

me… {You silly boy, you should have told 

them that!} 

 My loc…when we went to the vintage 

clothing show the Sunday of Ad Astra, I 

bought the black (with hints of red) smoking 

jacket you see me wearing in some of my 

photographs. Thank you for your kind words 

on my fanzine reviews. I wasn’t able to keep 

that job that ate all of my time at the time of 

writing that letter, but job hunting has more 

than eaten the time in its place. I didn’t win 

that Aurora this year, and it was odd to see 

that pro writers won three of the four fan 

Auroras. My fun at the end of August was 

winning a walk-on role on a locally-made but 

nationally-broadcast show, Murdoch Mysteries. I won it, but I gave it to Yvonne. Have a look at 

my Facebook page, go to photos, and you will see some great pictures of Yvonne on the backlot, 

plus us at the dinner at which I won the walk-on. {I saw those. What great fun!} 

 So, I guess I’m done. Must be, I just ran out of zine. For the 28
th

 issue…well, I am no horror 

reader, just doesn’t turn my crank. Could I offer you another “Tale From the Convention!” 

instead? I try to keep track of what Tales you’ve published before, and I can fire one off to you 

any time. Please do let me know. Take care, hugs to Valerie, enjoy the Steampunk event you’re 

going to (this weekend, Yvonne and I are hosting an authentic Victorian high tea again, and we 

will be doing so in costume!), and see you with the next issue, and on Facebook any time. 

Yours,  

Lloyd 

{You are more than welcome to send another “Tale From the Convention” my way, it just won’t 

see print until sometime during the summer of 2013. My goal is to have issue #29 done well 

before LoneStarCon 3 – the San Antonio, Texas World SF Convention – comes around, and the 

doctorate is completed. By then I should be full-blown Dr. John A. Purcell. But I don’t want to 

wave that banner high; just call me Dr. John and I’ll be happy.} 
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    REGIONAL CONVENTION CALENDAR 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Well, I know this image I found on the Internet isn’t from the region I list here – Texas, Oklahoma, New 

Mexico, Arkansas, Louisiana – but I just like the artwork.  So here’s the current listing of upcoming 

conventions within a one-day’s drive from College Station, Texas.  Some of these I would like to get to, 

but then again, that dissertation thing rears its ugly head and roars its disapproval. He’s such a fucker. 

Millenniumcon 15 

Gaming con 

November 9-11, 2012 

Wingate Hotel & Convention Center 

Round Rock / Central Texas area 
Our convention caters to many different gaming tastes and styles. Unlike other conventions that 

support multiple genres, we don't have one group trying to be all things to all people. The 

historical miniatures and board gaming events are hosted by Lone Star Historical Miniatures. 

Our RPGA events are hosted by the Austin RPGA. 

To participate in the RPGA games, you must first register for the convention and pay the 

registration fee and also register for the RPGA events. This is two separate registrations. You 

must do both. 

We're looking for all sorts: RPGs, Board Games, Card Games, and Miniatures. 

Millennium has a particular need for classical historical periods (ACW, Napoleonics, Ancients, 

etc). Last year, there was more demand for these types than we could meet, and the slots filled up 

quickly. 

 

http://www.millenniumcon.com/
http://www.lshm.net/
http://www.millenniumcon.com/rpga/rpga.htm
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Izumicon 

New Adventures in Anime & Manga 

November 9-11, 2012 

Sheraton Midwest City 

5750 Will Rogers Road 

Midwest City, Oklahoma 73110 

Oklahoma City, OK area 
"For three days we’ll come together to celebrate our love for eastern animation, Japanese culture 

and music." 

Cosplay, panels, screenings, dealer's room (including artist alley tables), guests, and more! 

 

A2F: Arkansas Anime Festival 

Anime con for Northwest Arkansas. 

November 16-18, 2012 

Holiday Inn and Convention Center 

1500 S. 48th St. 

Springdale, AR 72762 
Cosplay, video games, two viewing rooms, tabletop gaming, anime activities, guest panels, 

Japanese food, displays by local artists, some local vendors, door prizes (we are working on a 

dance) and much more! 

Also try this: A2F: Arkansas Anime Festival 

For more information, send email 

Sponsored by Realms Anime at 2579 N. College Ave. in Fayetteville, AR 

[*NOTE: Held both in the spring and in the fall each year!]  

 

Ikkicon VII 

Japanese Animation & Pop Culture Convention 

December 28-30, 2012 

The Hilton Austin 

500 East 4th Street 

Austin, TX 78701 

Austin, Texas area 
Anime Idol, Anime Music Video(AMV) Contest, Anime Poetry Slam, Dance Contest, Media 

Gallery (Artist Alley & Exhibitions), Dealers Room, Art Show, and more! 

 

“I am of the opinion that with the book out, and the move all set to premiere, future generations will truly 

believe that Abraham Lincoln really was a vampire hunter.” – Lloyd Penney 

http://www.izumicon.com/
http://www.arkansasanimefestival.com/
http://aaf.calm-media.com/
mailto:arkanimefestival@aol.com
http://hometown.aol.com/ckfturtle/realms.html
http://www.ikkicon.com/
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OwlKHAAAN 

Gaming, Fantasy, & Science Fiction Convention 

February 15-17, 2013 

RMC/Ley Student Center 

Rice University 

Houston, TX 
OwlCon is an annual gaming convention at Rice 

University, Houston, TX, dating back to 1980. 

We feature table top and live action role playing 

games, miniatures games and events, historical 

miniatures, board games, card games, a dealers' 

room, and more. OwlCon 32 gaming events will 

include RPGA and PFS events and specials, 

official tournaments for Warhammer 40k and 

Warhammer Fantasy, many tabletop games, 

several LARPS including Vampire and Call of 

Cthulhu, and many other games with prizes 

galore! OwlCon will once again be swarming 

with official demo folks for various game 

systems to give you a chance to try some of their 

great games. We will also have an anime room 

and a Dealers’ room. 

 

ConDFW XI 

A Science Fiction/Fantasy/Horror Literary Event 

February 15-17, 2013 

Crowne Plaza Hotel 

North Dallas/Addison 

14315 Midway Road 

Addison, TX 75001 

(Dallas / Fort Worth Metroplex area) 
Author GOH: Jo Walton 

Artist GOH: Brian Stelfreeze 

ConDFW is a literary science fiction and fantasy convention featuring programming focused on 

writing and publishing, science programming, excellent guests, art show, charity book swap, 

short story contest, and a slew of non-traditional activities such as the Sci-Fi Spelling Bee. 

The Normal Features: 

Art Show, Autographs, Dealer's Room, Con Suite, Panel Discussions, Gaming, Gallery Tables, 

Freebie Tables 

And the Abnormalities: 

Charity Book Swap, Hard Science Panels, Intergalactic Archaeology, "Late Night Double 

http://www.owlcon.com/
http://www.condfw.org/
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Feature", Artist Drawing Challenge, Sci-Fi Spelling Bee, Short Story Contest, Spontaneous Sing-

Alongs 

Brought to you by the Texas Speculative Fiction Association, a 501 (c)(3) organization. 100% 

volunteer-run.  

 

Furry Fiesta: Time Travelers Ball 

Texas' only furry convention 

February 22-24, 2013 

Crowne Plaza Hotel 

North Dallas/Addison 

14315 Midway Road 

Addison, TX 75001 

(Dallas / Fort Worth / Metroplex area) 
Dealer's Den, Artist Alley, Art Show, Video Room, Charity, and more! 

 

AggieCon 44 

Oldest & largest student-run science fiction convention in the U.S. 

March 22-24, 2013 

College Station, Texas 
...[D]emos, lectures, workshops, panel discussions, games, and media showings. Dealers Room, 

Art Show, Gaming, Cosplay, Video Room, Charity, etc. 

See also AggieCon or Death! 

Brought to you by Cepheid Variable  

 

EDITOR’S NOTE: As more information becomes available, I will update my Facebook page. 

 

All-Con 2012 

Multi-format convention featuring autographs, gaming, comics, & a burlesque show. 

March 8-10, 2013 

Crowne Plaza North Dallas 

14315 Midway Road 

Addison, Texas 75001 

(Near the Dallas Galleria) 

(Dallas / Fort Worth Metroplex area) 
For three days All-Con provides an umbrella of content supporting fans of Science Fiction, 

Fantasy, Renaissance, Anime, Costuming, Theater / Performing Arts, Mystery, Art, Crafts, 

Collecting, and Film Making. To help 'give back' there are several charity events at the 

convention every year. 

http://www.furryfiesta.org/
http://cephvar.tamu.edu/aggiecon
http://aggiecon.blogspot.com/
http://www.all-con.org/
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All-Con is fan organized and built on community participation. We offer a track dedicated 

entirely to cross promoting clubs, conventions, and events. The best part is you may cross 

promote as a panelist for FREE as long as we have space and your content is appropriate. Don't 

forget to bring flyers for the flyer table. 

 

Revelcon 23 

The Little Con with the Texas-Size Heart 

March 15-17, 2013 

Houston, Texas 
Revelcon is THE only fan-run relax-a-con/zinefest in the Southwest US. It's a fab weekend of 

vids, panels, art, zines, merchandise, food and fun! [Note - Revelcon is an adults-only/18-and-

over con.] 

Revelcon/Friends of Fandom Art Show  

 

A2F: Arkansas Anime Festival 

Anime con for Northwest Arkansas. 

(Presumably March 2013) 

Springdale, AR 72762 
Cosplay, video games, two viewing rooms, tabletop gaming, anime activities, guest panels, 

Japanese food, displays by local artists, some local vendors, door prizes (we are working on a 

dance) and much more! 

Also try this: A2F: Arkansas Anime Festival 

For more information, send email 

Sponsored by Realms Anime at 2579 N. College Ave. in Fayetteville, AR 

[*NOTE: Held both in the spring and in the fall each year!]  

 

Anime Matsuri 

Anime, manga, cosplay, and music festival 

March 29-31, 2013 

Woodlands Waterway Marriott Hotel and Convention Center 

1601 Lake Robbins Drive 

The Woodlands, Texas 77380 

Greater Houston, Texas metropolitan area 
Panels, Gaming, Anime Theaters, Dealers Room, Artist Alley, Contests, Club AM (the ultimate 

anime dance/rave), and more! 

 

http://www.severalunlimited.com/revelcon/
http://www.cam-info.net/artshow.html
http://www.arkansasanimefestival.com/
http://aaf.calm-media.com/
mailto:arkanimefestival@aol.com
http://hometown.aol.com/ckfturtle/realms.html
http://www.animematsuri.com/
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Chimaeracon 2013 

South Texas festival for Gamers, Sci-Fi enthusiasts and Anime fans. 

April 5-7, 2013 

Courtyard by Marriott 

11605 State Highway 151 

San Antonio, TX 78251 

San Antonio, TX area 
Chimaeracon is a South Texas festival for Gamers, Sci-Fi enthusiasts and Anime fans. Come and 

enjoy miniature gaming, card and board games, role-playing games, live-action role play, video 

games and much more. Join discussion panels, visit with special guests, and hang out with 

people interested in Gaming, Sci-Fi and Anime. The fun lasts all weekend long!  

 

MagCon 5 

Mad About Games Convention. Gaming con. 

April 13-14, 2013 

New Caney ISD Annex 

22500 Eagle Drive 

New Caney, Texas 77357 

(Montgomery County. Northeast up US59 from Greater Houston Area) 

 

ReaperCon 

Annual Game convention of Reaper Minitures. Hosts sculpting and painted classes in addition to 

gaming. 

April 18-21, 2013 

Reaper Game Store? 

9062 Teasley Lane 

Denton, TX 76210 
Epic TableTop Games, Sculpting and Painting Classes, MSP Open Painting Contest, Trade-In 

Your Bits Program, Prizes for Costumes, Award Ceremonies, Reaper Bucks Auction, And So 

Much More! 

 

CyPhaCon 

Family-friendly anime, gaming, and sci-fi convention in southwest Louisiana 

April 19-21, 2013 

 

http://chimaeracon.com/
http://www.magcon.org/
http://www.reapermini.com/ReaperCon
http://www.cyphacon.com/
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Lake Charles Civic Center 

900 Lake Shore Drive 

Lake Charles, LA 70601 

Lake Charles, Louisiana 
Anime Industry Panels, Anime Screenings, Artist Alley, Board Games, Charity Auction, Cosplay 

Events With Prizes, Dealer Room, General Cosplay All Over, Guest Panels, Live Action Role 

Playing, Role Playing Games, Video Gaming, Workshops. 

Sponsored by the non-profit Future Possibilities Foundation.  

 

AetherFest 

"Texas' First Steampunk Convention" 

(Presumably May 2013) 

St. Anthony Hotel 

300 East Travis Street 

San Antonio, TX 78205 

[P]anels, workshops, musical events, performers, vendors. "Well, how should I put this? This is a 

convention which relies heavily on the immersion factor created in large part by the attendees, so 

we ask that anyone attending ÆtherFest please attempt to dress up in any form of dress that 

would be considered Steampunk, but in reality, it is not required. Come as you are if you don't 

have the outfit...." "There is an attendance cap of 500 this year for AetherFest to keep our highly-

praised intimate atmosphere, ...."  

 

Galacticon 3 ** 

May 23-26, 2013 

"The official 35th anniversary of the original series and the 10th anniversary of the new 

Battlestar Galactica series" 

[Note: This con is only held every 5 years. 

Galacticon brings cast, crew and fans of all 

Battlestar Galactica series together during a 

weekend of fun and entertainment. It will be a 

special Battlestar Galactica experience that all 

attending will never forget." 

**Held in conjunction with ComicPalooza 

 

George R. Brown Convention Center 

1001 Avenida de las Americas 

Houston, TX 77010 

Hilton Americas - Houston 

1600 Lamar 

Houston, Texas 77010 

http://www.sanvaonline.com/aetherfest#!__aetherfest
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(downtown Houston, TX) 

Six cast members (some from each series). Two artists. 

Volunteers wanted. 

 

 

Comic Palooza: The Texas International Comic Con 

Comics & gaming con 

May 24-26, 2013 

George R. Brown Convention Center 

1001 Avenida de las Americas 

Houston, TX 77010 

(downtown Houston, TX) 

Comicpalooza's mission is to provide the best and biggest annual multi-format pop culture 

convention in the southwest region of the United States, serving not only the fans of comics, 

science fiction, fantasy, video and table top gaming, anime, music and film, but also as a trade 

show and showcase for the studios, publishers, and manufacturers in those industries. 

Largest comic con in Texas. Live Art Event, Comicpalooza Film Festival, industry panel 

discussions, roller derby games, quidditch matches, live music, dancers, circus performers, and 

much more. Comicpalooza is also one of the largest art events in Houston, featuring scores of 

artists as well as numerous writers, celebrities, and performers, and much, much more! 

 

A-Kon 24 

The Southwest's Largest Anime Convention 

Anime, comics, cosplay, media, & gaming convention 

May 31-June 2, 2013 

(Metroplex area/ downtown Dallas) 
Dealers Room, Guests, Seminars & Workshops, Multiple Video Rooms, Gaming & 

Tournaments, Premier Film Showings, Art Show & Auction, Autographs, Banquet, Costume 

Contest, Goodie Bags&Freebies, and Musical Concert 

A-Kon is the oldest continually running, anime-based convention in N. America. 

 

Bayou Wars XXI 

Wargaming con 

(Presumably June 2013) 

(greater New Orleans area) 
Diverse gaming experiences, sponsored tournaments, and special Guest seminars and panels. 

 

http://www.comicpalooza.com/
http://www.a-kon.com/
http://www.bayouwars.org/
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SoonerCon 22 

Science Fiction, Fantasy, Gaming Con 

June 28-30, 2013 

Oklahoma City, OK area 
Don't miss the Rocky Horror Picture Show and the Not For Kids SinnerCon and much more! 

This incarnation of SoonerCon is deliberately designed to celebrate all aspects of fandom. We 

don’t intend to have a solely "books" or "TV" or "art" emphasis. The emphasis is on FUN. 

Events include: Film Festival, Art Show, Gaming, Cosplay and Masquerade. Charity. Panel and 

Workshops. Video Rooms. 

 
 

 

 

 
That is a damned good question. In fact, maybe the question really should be “when next?” 

 

As I have said repeatedly throughout this issue – and if you haven’t caught on by now, then there’s no 

hope for you – Askance will be on holiday while I concentrate on finishing my dissertation and defending 

it (if I get to choose my weapon, I’m using my Spaceman Spiff Zap Raygun), probably in late March. It 

would be great to have it all out of the way by March 22
nd

, because that is my 59
th
 birthday. Not only that, 

but also on that date Game of Thrones author George R. R. Martin will be at Texas A&M University as 

part of a tribute to his career, hosted by Cait Coker, the curator of TAMU’s SF Collection in the Cushing 

Library. It is also the first day of AggieCon 44, so this is shaping up to be quite the eventful birthday 

weekend bash.  As of this writing, it is not known if Martin will be at AggieCon because those are two 

separate events. Things may change, though. As updates become known, I will pass it along. 

 

Other than that, I shall stay in contact as best 

I can via Facebook, listservs, and letters of 

comment. Just know this for a fact: 

 

I am not gafiating or fafiating. You bastards 

can’t get rid of me that easily.   

 

Peace out, y’all,  

 

    John Purcell 

http://www.soonercon.com/
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