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BEWITCHED, BOTHERED & BEMILDRED
JERRY KAUFMAN

his issue doesn’t exactly follow on the who stands in its midst becones the gnomon, the

heels of its predecessor; the dust of Issue upright part that casts the shadow. )

#3’s passage has long since seltled, and its Imagine it’s about half an hour from now.

footprints have washed away in lhe, flash Imagine that the sun has just come up. Imagine that
[# 5

. . . sounds of traditional English village music floats up
floods of Clarion West, various conventions, and the from a conerete platform alonpside the lake, where

daily updates Ot‘TliUI3e']-llet- We've accumulated quite a side of Morvis dancers is jingling its way through

a good selection of material and one document that a dance.

we're including as a rider. Imagine I've brought my frame drum.
The material includes pieces reprinted from Imagine [ can sing {this will be the bigrest streteh

Livelournal, a websile that allows its users to creale of all).

Hal-pn-tow {buom)

Jolly rumbelo (boom)

e were wp (boow) loug before the daves
To welcome in the smmmertime

Journals for whatever their purposes, to design them
to individual taste, and to share them with both
Triends and strangers. Other articles were written spe-

cifically for inclusion in Littlebrook. We enjoyed To welcome in the May-o
them all, whatever their origin. For swmmer is a-coming i

The document is a Trans Atlantic Fan Fund bal- And winter's gone areay-v (boom, boon, boon)
lot. If you examine it closely, you will see that one Now imagine yourselves having a fine May
Suzanne Tompkins is a nominee. You may be unfa- Lst. Be fertile—however you want that to mani-

fest—and fancy free.

Liveloumnal seems best suited to personal mus-
ings and records of quotidian events, though as al-
ways a few people exceed expectations, The journal
race will send the winner to the World Science Fic- entries I do [or Trufen.net tend to be more memora-

tion Convention in Glasgow, Scotland, during early ble, at least to me. Here's a typical entry, in which 1
August 2005 mention a fan gathering as a springboard to a book

review:

miliar with this institution, but I will not attempt to
explain, excepl to say that TAFF (rades “delegates”
between North American fandom and European fan-
dom. Fandom votes for their favorile nominee; this

1 think that Suzle is an excelleni choice for
TAFF, biased as 1 assuredly am, but the other two
candidates, Chaz Boston Baden and Curi Phillips,

Iwas talking with AP McQuiddy at
the final Clarion West party lase Friday. “1
just read all yowr journal entries on Frufen,”

seem likely lads. I suppose you can't go {ar wrong he said.
this time around. ‘LU haven't written much recently,” 1
responded. "There haven't been many fanzines
mentioned Livelournal above; | started partici- in the mail this month, and 1 haven't read
pating in that little universe around the begin- much sf. But P'm reading something now 1 can

write about."

The hooke is Revelation Space by
Alpstair Reynolds. 1t was his first bools, pub-
lished in 2000 in Britain and 2001 by Acein

ning ol this year. In addition, I started a journal
at Trufen.net, Victor Gonzalez’ website for the
dissemination and discussion of all things related to

science fiction and fandom. (My user name on LJ is hardeover. It's big-galaxy space opera with a
“jerrykaufiman”, while my name on trufen.net is million-year stare and planet-busting technol-
“lerry K.”) I've wrillen on general subjects in LJ, ogy and ancient mysterious cultures like the
particularly the mundane and trivial, and have con- Shrouders, the Jugglers, or the Inhibitors,
tributed book and fanzine reviews, notes on conven- The three main characters are Dan

Sylveste, an archaeologist/political leader
who's arrested at the get-go by a rival; Ana
Khouri, a soldier forced by cireumstance into

tions, and some miscellanea to my Trufen journal.
Most of my I.] work has been blather and pretty

boring, although a few entries pleased me at the time being a hired assassin; and Hia Volyova, & star-
I made them. Here’s my favorite piece [rom there, a ship crew member looking to recruit a new
brief entry from early morning on May 1: gunmnery master.

Though their stories begin decades
apart, they eventually draw together (space
travel is at sublight speeds) as they need each
other to achieve their own goals and those of

Imagine me, on a hill in Gasworks Park.
There's an elaborate sundial there, worled out in
stone and shell and other materials, and anyone
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something or someone clse. Sylveste wants
to continue his study of a race of aliens who
disappeared nearly a million years ago. Voly-
ova wants Sylveste's access to medical exper-
tise to suve her frozen Captain (Sylveste gets
the linow-how from his dead father’s simula-
tion). Khouri wants to assassinate Sylveste,
It's all suitably big, mean, deadly and excit-
ing.

The bool shows some strain in get-
ting everyone together, and 1 found the open-
ing chapters, intercut between the various
main characters in different times and ploces,
conlfusing at first. However, once everyone
oceupices at least the same time, things be-
come a lot clearer.

The writing often is a little s6il and
unwieldy, and could have stood i good copy-
edit. 1 found the following Thog cundidate on
page 382 of the Ace hardeover: “What she
wis showing looked like a page from an ety-
mology texthoolt an arvay of metallic, differ-
ently specialised bugs,”

Well, despite the above cavils, [ en-
joyed the bools, and will look for more Rey-
nolds, in the not unreasonable hope that he
maintiins the excitentent and invention whike
getting rid of the bugs.

My heart, though, is still with paper. I think it
was Teiry Hughes who first said, as least in a [an-
nish context, that a day without mail is like a day
without sunshine. Nowadays, when so much mail
consists of bills, solicitations, catalogs and other
such unwanted or uninvited instant recycling, get-
ting an envelope full of Funamonds (John Hertz)
with their cheerful little snippets, is a booster shot of
photons. Goodies like Benre (David Levine and
Kate Yule), Lofgeornost (Fred Lerner) and Snapshot
{Ian Sorenson) are inoculations against gloom and
still only available on paper, so far as I kiow.

Then there’s the more surprising Jupiter Junyp
#59, October 2004, from Mark Manning (915 Queen
Anne Avenue North, #5006, Seattle, WA 98109). We
haven’t heard anything out of Mark for quite some
time, yet here comes 48 pages (plus covers) of a fan-
zine he does for the Spectator Amateur Press Asso-
ciation, all fascinating material about his recent tour
of Morocco. This is real sense of wonder stuff, as
Mark runs into one culture shock afier another, but
seems Lo rise above them all. Does science fiction
prepare one to meet alien cultures on their own
ground? If Mark is anyone to go by, it does.

Mark does several things with his material |
found unique. One is his practice of recounting in
boldface a single incident, using it as a taste of what
will be in the following segment, similar to the way
magazines use quotations from the text as a graphic

element and teaser. (1 have heard these called
“callouts™ or “pullquotes.”) Mark freshens this tech-
nique by recounting the incident in much greater de-
tail in the callout than in the body of the narrative.
Another Manning specialty is to address us, the
readers, during portions of the trip that would other-
wise say simply, “We drove many miles through
boringly flat desert.” He uses these times to recount
Moroecan history or geography as though we are
riding the bus with him and he is kindly keeping us
amused.

Well, Suzle and | were both amused. You
should send for this zine-stick a buck in the enve-
lope with your request so Mark doesn’t have to pay
for postage, or send him your zine in trade.

Speaking ol words on paper, I'm reading my
way through four years’ worth of Asinov's Seience
Fiction in an attempt to find out what’s been going
on in sfshort fiction from 1999 to now. 1'm very
pleased to know at first hand the pleasures of
Charles Stross, for instance. His stories make my
head buzz, and I'd like to get know those lobsters
that seem to be the real heroes of the “Acceleranda™
sequence. Allen Steele is another writer about whom
I"ve heard much. Before tackling Asimov's and
Steele’s “Cayote” sequence (like the Siross stories,
these have now appeared in & single volume), I had
read two novels by Steele. Both were reasonably en-
tertaining, but neither stuck with me. The “Coyote”
stories, however, have reached me on a number of
emotional levels and nearly all are great examples of
stary-telling,

A third very good story-teller, Kage Baker, is a
writer [ might never have even tried, were it not for
her Asimov's appearances. [ can’t recall reading
about any ol her books; 1 don’t recall even noticing
any of them in stores or ads. 1 admit that 1 often fil-
ler out information that I don’t think would interest
me, and I tend (o pay atlention to writers or critics |
consider “literary.” People whose taste 1 trust may
not mention her because she’s not a great stylist, but
once | announce to a group of fans, *I'm (inding that
[ really enjoy Kage Baker’s stories,” there’s always
a few others who chime in, agreeing. I need to clean
my [ilters, evidently.

I'm nol arguing against web-based fun like
blogs, ezines, discussion lists, and so forth. 1 read
them, too, and enjoy them. (Have you ever looked at
Teresa Nielsen Hayden's “Making Light,” for in-
stance? What range! What immediacy! What, an-
other entry on knitting?) But I'm of the Paper Gen-
eration; whether book stock, twiltone, or just white
bond, paper’s made a nest in my heart and a camfort
in my hands, and I"'m not lelting go anytime soonlal



Rip Mix Burn the House Down
(or how to do New York on fifteen Euros a day)

Lilian Edwards

002-2003 savw me shaking mv Internet faw
boogie thing at conferences and seminars in
Boston, New York, Oslo and Lisbon — plus a
SJew one-day stands in London, Reading and
Edinburgh. Even I am now officially sick of e-
commerce, trust and privacy on-line (only a year
after the rest of world.) Al well, it’s an ill dot.com
wind that butters no credit cards. Or something u bit

like that! Bits below are freely adupted from Live
Journal reportage du jour so if vou think vou ve
seen some of this before, then, well, Matilda, you
probably have..

April 2003. New York, New York. Himun, Get
there too late Monday night to do any more than ob-
serve that although foyer of New Yorker Hotel is in
grand chandelier style like one of the glorious belles
maisons of Chicago art deco, the upstairs is skanky
un-redecoraled corridors reminiscent of nasty Best
Westerns stayed at near various US airports. Oh
well. And although have carefully brought two pin
transformer/adapter for clever phone, does not {it un
refurbished hotel’s two prong thingies. Bah. Hum-
bug. Sleep.

Tuesday. Break{ast in hotel diner with lovely
Dutch pal Rikke, met while shivering on concourse
at JFK. Granny apple pancakes with raisins, nuts
and all the syrup and butter you can slurp. Qooool,
American food. Insanely early hour to start confer-
ence (8.30am!!!): only jet lag has got me up in time.
Amuhricans. Honestly. We go look for the first day
workshops at CFP (Computers Freedom and Pri-
vacy - run for, by, and with geeks), but apparently
they have all been cancelled “due to complications
to do with Iraq.” Like, uh huh, right, and not be-
cause not enough people signed up to make them
profitable, oh no. Rikke, who is on a scholarship for
European human rights type people, and so [eels
Obligated, opts valiantly to go to the one remaining
workshop, enticingly titled “Usage Log Data Reten-
tion Workshop.” 1 predictably opt to walk the two
blocks to the biggest Macy’s department store in the
world and buy tat.

Lunch has been organised with miraculous effi-
ciency by local sf fan Moshe Feder, last glimpsed
probably at Seaitle Corflu in 2000, who has not only
tracked me down to ny hotel without many clues,
bul also already surveyed all the restaurants within a
mile of my hotel and decided on the only even
vaguely acceptable one: which does soul food
{man). I also get to meet up with Kate Yule and
David Levine of Bento fame who are swinging
through NY, seeing mostly free theatre, it appears,



with Moshe’s partner Lise. Rather worryingly, K and
D recognise me in the lobby despite the fact I've
never met them before in real life. Surely I don’t look
like a fan? What me — with my impeccable {asie in
dress, no beer belly, no beard and a decent hair cut?
“Well, maybe it was that you looked European,” says
Kate, kindly. Soul food turns out to be a bit like the
kind of stuff Christina and I ate lots of in New Or-
leans in §8. I opt safely for meat loaf with cornbread
and black eyed peas and rice (feeling ever so slightly
Scarlett OHara): and don’t quite dare try to find out
what grits really ARE. And the peach cobbler is off.
Nyuurr. (So later I have blucberry pie in Blooming-
dale’s instead. Pig pig pig. Total oink in fact.)

Moshe then drags us all to Tor (the sf publishers
where he works along with half of NY fandom, it
seems} for a Royal Audience with Pairick Nielsen
Hayden, who's far too busy returning phone calls
from all major US media outlets asking him to tell
them about war-blogging to bother with small fry like
us. The Tor offices are, delightfully, in the Flatiron
Building, which is the really famous thin triangular
one which looks like it ought to fall over in a me-
diunt-nasty wind. The building is so narrow you can
easily see from the window of the office on one side
of the corridor to the window of the office across the
way. i reminds me very strongly of the [3 and a
halfth floor in Being John Malkovich, and Moshe’s
cubicle is also rather reminiscent of where Jonathan
Pryce worked in Brazil {he really does share a desk
through the wall with Patrick). I can’t imagine what
working there would do to you long term.. ..

Moshe , even more wonder(ully, piles me up with
free books, lets me ring Orange in the UK to sort out
recalcitrant tri-band phone, and installs me at absent
Teresa Nielsen-Hayden’s desk to check my email
(CFP, being a conlerence by, with and [rom techies,
naturally at this stage has no Internet access of any
kind.) Teresa's desk sports a Jesus action figure —
this seems to go with the territory. I accept the fa-
mously loggorrheic John Clute novel knowing full
well I will never ever read it, even if I leave it in the
toilet forever. “I bought that with my own money!™
says Moshe indignantly. It turns out that I have drunk
with, corresponded with, fought with, and in one par-
ticular case slept with, the authors of the various
books I have piled up: but not aclually read any sf
since Cryptononmicon. How post literate am | then, eh?

Wednesday, things really get going at the con-
ference — there are urns of free coflee and soda eve-
rywhere, the unmistakeable spoor trails of the nerd at

home. The Americans attending CFP all took discon-
certingly like sf fans (many or most are, of course)
but are not as weird as I half expected. Apparently
things were stranger in Berkeley/the old days. Very
few really hilarious t-shiris (the best is a Trainspos-
ting parody being sold by the Finnish Electronic
Freedom people, which 1 instantly buy and have pic-
cie taken as first customer, all the betier as I am actu-
ally from Edinburgh to boot) and a surprising number
of jackets and ties. I am in lawyer drag (skirt and
Jjacket) but plan to, and indeed do, gracefully degrade
to combat trousers and interesting ear rings over the
next few days.

I tell everyone I meef that I am an academic, not
an activist, and here on a sort of anthropological {icld
trip. This is more or less true. Compared 1o IT law
conferences | find a lack of substance — hard facts
and law — and rather too much attitudinalising —
but I guess this may be more my lault than theirs. Lis-
sentially this is the annual trade union congress of the
geeks and tech community and I'm firmly on the pe-
numbra as a legal academic and neutral in the crypio/
privacy/digital rights wars. In fact the nearest com-
parison that occurs {o me is being an embedded war
correspondent in Iraq — I'm with these people but
not fighting their battles. It’s kind of a strange but not
unpleasant leeling. At I'T law conferences, people
pretty much know who T am. Here I’m pleasantly
anonymous but bolstered by the motley Euro crowd
I've fallen in with via Rikke. The other core members
of our group are Maurice and Saora, who run Bits of
Freedom, a Dutch digital rights group (“They used to
call me the bitch of [reedom!™ says Saora jubilantly
over sake later), two Finns, two NY Chinese/
Koreans, a Bulgarian who plans to run as mayor for
Sofia and three British privacy guys all of whom
seem extravagantly camp. I worry about stereolyping,
but not very much. It’s fun. T feel as free to be juve-
nile as one of my own Masters students.

Al night, an endless series of awards for warriors
of electronic [reedom gets presented on the 80th floor
of the Empire State Building. The Americans hug,
schmooze and exchange PKI keys. But the Europeans
are restless. Yes, the view’s nice and the building’s
fab, but, let’s face it, there’s NO BOOZE. Diet coke
and peanut butter cookies are the order of the day —
nothing alcoholic or savoury, not even dips. The Euro
civil liberties crowd cluck frustratedly at this Lotal
abrogation of their human right to drink. As soon as
diplomatically possible, we dive into the nearest Ko-
rean restaurant and drink it dry of plum wine and



sake. I meet a cute bald lawyer from Toronto who
looks a bit like Lex Luthor in Smalivifle, and who
like every second person at CFP is Jewish. My eth-
nic roots are clearly showing, 1 think hazily — must
remember to get them re-tinted.

The conference slowly becomes more surreal.
We are taken on a tour of closed circuit TV cameras
in the streets surrounding the conference hotel by an
actor-cum-electronic freedom fighter who imagina-
tively organises anarchist playlets in front of
CCTVs for the benefit of those monitoring them;
he’s so paranoid he makes Mulder look like Little
Red Riding Hood. “Look at those cameras up there
swivelling to catch a better view of you,” he ges-
tures, “Reaching their necks out like prehistoric rap-
tors!” Interestingly, most of the caineras do not be-
long to the CIA, FBI, or even to aliens, but appar-
ently to Macy’s, the nearby department store, who
are trying {Fairly reasonably il seems to me) to make
sure their employees don’t spend too much time
smoking behind the bikesheds. A [ine example of
capitalism in action. I retire to a jazz joint called
Roses in Greenwich Village to meet Vicki
Rosenzweig and Vijay Bowen, but before | get to
hear the karaoke I've heard so much about , I'm
avercome by a bout of nausea which nex{ moming
has transmuted itself into my first ever bouncing
baby migraine. My irritation is split between losing
a day when I could be shopping or even seeing my
lhero, Larry Lessig, lecture, and my fear that Vicki
and Vijay will just assume that as a British fan
abroad 1 was merely paralytically drunk. This seems

particularly unfair when I have been stuck at the e-
commerce lemperance camp for most of the week.

Eventually freed from the grip of the confer-
ence, the Euros and I plot to go to the notorious
Belgian Trappist bar Maurice has found in his guide
book where no-one is allowed to speak (what a
great place to go on a first date!), but instead, rather
more sensibly end up at the drag queen Chinese res-
taurant where all the waiters/“waitresses” look like
Margi Clarke and my feet ache in sympathy for
their Empire State Building-sized high heels. Men
or not, no-one deserves that. A final day goes on
posing [or photos next to bits of Central Park where
Muarathon Man was filmed (the Dutch seem espe-
cially obsessed with this); taking in a strange
Cronenberg-like exhibit at the Guggenheim (whose
sloping, spiralling floor, largely stairless, delights
me and reminds me of the Giralda in Seville); and
walching the roller-bladers spontaneously disco-
dance in Central Park {0 a ghetto blaster in translu-
cent winter-spring sunshine. It feels a little like
watching the Kids from Fame. I watch, tiredly but
transfixedly, feeling for the first time like I really
am in the mythic Hollywood version of New York,
albeit as filmed by a British director, Alan Parker.
Strange {0 be in a cily which doesn’t feel real till 1
feel like I'm watching it on screen as opposed to
actually being there &

November, 2003




Hooper at the Crank

he outlook wasn't brilliant for equality
of fannes
Once fuggheads raised the theory that
TAFF voling’s in the glans
Poor Reason fled in tatters as the churlish ery went
up:
“Electin” girts ain't nothin® bui a means to gettin’
tupped!”

Most wimmin Tans dismissed it, il they thot ol it at
all

While others felt our Cosmic Minds had grown
mundanely small.

Yet those fannes still prone to worry went and
worried what it meant

That disregard was our reward for fanac that we'd
spent.

The wise unslung their *Umor, and polished up the
shieid
But others followed Reason, grabbed their hats,

and lefi the [ield.
Who wanis to stick around to be demoted to deé-

cor:
Just a prize to be awarded 1o some Alpha-Faanish
boor?

And though the stars and planets did not falter
over this,

Those who dream the dream of fandom knew that
semething was amiss.

Ia grrl can’t stand on merit when she’s standing
among fans,

Then we all must give up claiming it’s a fact that
[ans are slans.

So the ladies drooped, despairing, wond ring
“What's a girl to do,

“When we re plainly ineffectual as the source for
this one clue?

“Qur logic, reason, wit, and tact can matter not a
jot

Ulrika O’Brien
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When lodged with guys who see us as just life-
support for twat.”

But then Bloody Martin Smith done proved that
bimbos can be male

While Tobes, we’re told, did anvihing, for whislky,
wine, or ale,

Or gin, or rye, or methanol, or camphorated wax:
A sex-blind proof that everywhere our standards
may be lax.

“Now, if only someone big and male would come to
clinch the day!™

(Whose manly charms eould not be blamed for held-
ing any sway.)

“1f Andy, Mighty Andy, would but pub his mighty
ish,

We know those fans would change their minds as
quick as one could wish!”

For, pace carl-n-Andy slash, we know it’s nol just
looks

That renders Hooper Superman in untold faanish
books:

His zines! His pubbing speed withal! His magisierial
grace

In stooping from the firmament to put you in your
place!

Then a hush fell over fannedom as Hoop strode up
to the plate,

Lubed his cranking hand with spi{ and passed a
wrist across his pate.

Oh, we held our breath collectively, all wailing for
the blow,

For the fields laid waste, the fans made paste, the
transuranic glow.

But when Hooper then took crank in hand, wound
up, and gave a hieave,

No field flattened, no fan pasted, nothing blasted did
he leave.

He finessed us with with his subtlety: his tactic was
not frontal,

But sensei-like, went with the force, and skipped the
contrapunial.

*Yes, well, fine,” he cried, “1t’s all just sex.” Al first
we were dismayed

Just until we saw the final card that Mighty Andy
played:

That the ploy of Lysistrata may have had a 1ot to do
With the drift of Gonad Theory, ‘cause some go-
nads, they were blue.

Oh, somewhere fans are screwing, with slick, lubri-
cious glee

And finding sex is part of life, along with zines, and
tea.

Maybe olher voters sometimes find that TAFFen
make them shoul

But cold comfort that to those who cast their voles,
but still struck out Al







