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To thank properly each and every person who contributed to the success o6f our TAFF
trip, and vho made the publication of this report possible would extend it by several
pages, as 1t would be necessary to list all contributors to the 1973 campaign, everyone
whom we met on the trip, and everyone who assisted in the publication of TMHA. We thank
you--cne and all--on behalf of TAFF, and our personsl thanks are included in this

attempt to express our gratitude,

We will endeavor to list the nemes of those persons and organizations who did more
than their share in providing us with hospitelity and help during the trip, as well as
those who provided physical, mental and monetary help in the publication of this Trip

Report. They are:

Mervyn Barrett,
Beryl Bentcliffe
Eric Bentcliffe
Lindsey Bentcliffe
Mario Bosnyak
Anne Cox
Ed Cox
Barry Gold
Mary Jane He_rtz
Déve fiffen”
Marcia Hulan
Eddie Jones

o Marshé. "'.'J'éne’s '
Gail Kimberly
Bob Konigsberg

Jay Konigsberg

~'Normn Weedm

Dr. Karl Krejci~Graf
Ethel Lindsay

The OMPAcon *73 Committee
The Outlander Society
Ells Parker

Fred Parker

Fred Patten

Bruce Pelz

The Petard Soeiety
Ina Shorrock "
Noma.n Shorrock

Rick Snea?’y ]

Simone Welsh

Tony Walsh

Stan Woolston

The Los Angeles Science Fantasy Soclety, Inc. (LASFS)

K]

"

Tt should be notéd.that the above 1ist is necessarily incomplete, as this is being
written before the final collating and stapling sessions., All we can sey is Thanks
Again to all of you, and our apologies to those who should be but didn't get listed by

name,
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PROLOGUE (June)

1t all stanted on a quiet Sunday aftennoon in Apnif, 1972, Ue were sitiing
around being peaceful, when the phone rang. 1£ was Marsha EfRin, calling §rom
Boston. She said that she had just necently netwwned from England, and had taken a
poll to see who they would 2ike to see over there as a TAFF defegate.

"How would you Atwo Like to run as a team?" was the opmau,\_:_g question,
"(th--en--" we nesponded brnilliantly,

e decided that we needed time to think about this, and that we would Let her
know Laten--when we went up to Merrybrook Lodge in the Santa Cruz redwoods fon a
week's vacation. Len had always intended standing for TAFF--someday. To have it
abruptly presented as a here-and-now possibility was fust a touch disconcerting.

So it was that while sofourning in the shade of the mighty nedwoods we came fto
oun decisdon. Me chose a posteand depicting some of the thanquil scenesy about us,
insenibed oun Intent To Stand on the back of it, and sent it off Lo Marsha,

Thus wene the wheels set in motion...

11111

Thursday, November 16, 1972 was the §inal voting day for the '73 TAFF nrace. (e
wondered who had won, but heard nothing either Friday on Satunday. Saturday night
we had a few fannish friends over forn an evening of Rolf Hawnis records, and thenre
was some speculation on the winnesr/winners.

- . Sunday morning, my son Jerny (AKA Jay) bornowed my Car, Miss Pym, to go pick up
his ginkfniend and take hen to church., Within a few minutes he was back, a pale
yellow envelope in his hand.

"1 went by the ofd house on Paramount and found this siuck in the doon," he
explained. 1 Looked at .t with a faundiced eye, since 1've become familiar with
telegrams used as advertising mattenr.

e opened Lt, Insdide was the tense messa-e "Heantiest Conghratulations--Mario".
Len waved it tuiumphantly. "1t's from Manio Bosnyak, baby! We've won TAFF!"

JOY AND VICTORY! (e promptly got on the phone and stanted calling our friends
to shane the news--awakening some of them. As a mattern of fact, one of them was
sufficiently asleep when informed that we'd won TAFF to wonder whenre we were going
to put iL.

The genenal hullaballoo connected with phoning everyone we could think of atlso
woke oun Left-ven quest §nom the night before, Frank Gasperik, He helped us decide
that this was a Proper Occasion for opening the bottle of pink champagne we had
s4tting 4n the nefrigenatorn. Since Frank had the strongest pain of hands of any of
us, it fell to his Lot to open if.

The conk finally gave way with a one-gun salute, and the wine foamed out onto
the floon. Ue quickly got it over the sink and into glasses, and declared the wine
Left on the 4Loorn fo be a Libation to the ghods of fandom.
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Having won, there was the business of getting ready to go. 04 cowwse, there
was Plenty Of Time, back thene in November, and we didn't neally get well sitarted
until about Manch.



. There was the matter of shots for overseas travel. We thought of smallpox vacein-
ations umedéqteey, but our docton said that they were hardly n:guéazﬂzy- where we wene
going, and said that we'd do better with protection against cholera and typhoid,
which we might be exposed Zo in crowded international air terminals,

It was a remarkably wet winter, and Lt seemed as if we took tuwns having colds,
40 we never did get to the docton Iﬁon the necessany shots, Meamwvhile, we went fo a
professional photoghapher fo get the photos . fon our passponts, and got the passponts
themselves applied o4, A couple of tnips to the Auto Club in downtown LA got oun
thavel plans siraightened out.The second thip was necessarny at almost the Lasit minute
when we §inally decided that yes, we were going to Germany. Asdde §rom the fact that
Manio Bosnyak was unging us to do s0, there was the Little matter of visiting my son,
Bob Konigsbeng, who was stationed at an Aumy base near Mannheim.

The Friday before we wene to Leave, T was drniving home and Ristening to the nadio,
when T heand a bit of news that startled me considerably.. There had been an outbreak
of smallpox in London. Only three known cases 40 far, but the authornities were
watehing carnefully. (1t seems that a fLab technician had been working with smallpox
vinus without having been immunized. When she got sick, she was hospitalized in a
nequban wand, while hen docton wonked to find out what she had. Two peopfe visiting
someone. ﬁn)the next bed to hens had caught it grom hen., They subsequently déied. She
necovered. A

The next day we wenre at owr doctor's office, sans appointment. When we explained
the problem, he promptly fmmunized us and had a few remarks to make on peopfe who
disapprove of smallpox vaccinations. (The remanks were not particularnly complimentary
Ain case you wene wondering.) He gave us our yellow health certigicates and advised
;tf ﬁzy have them stamped by a Local health depantment, which 1 did in Pasadena on

onday.

By Wednesday night, we were pretty well packed, and weighed our suitcases on the
bathnoom scale. According fo our ticket foldens, ﬂ:w.y would weigh everything we took
on the plane, including carnry-on Luggage, and if they weighed that too, we wpuld have
to pay ‘excess baggage charge (which is heckoned by the hilo--at Zeast by BOAC).
Regretfully, we Left a few things behind,

THURSDAY, APRIL 12 (Len):

Normally on Thursday nights we attend the meetings of the Los Angeles Science
Fantagsy Society, Inc. (assuming you call that normal), but we decided to skip the
meeting this particular Thursday night and give ourselves plenty of time for last-
minute packing and plane catching.

We had dinner at one of our favorite local restaurants, ‘e Regency, where our
favorite waitress, Norma, served us in her usual elegant-but-practical style. With us
were my mother, my stepson Jay, and 2Alex Bratmon.

e returned home before taking off for the airport, and received a phone call
from Ed Cox, who wished us Bon Voyage and all that jass. We then phoned Sir Richard
Sneary, who also bid us fond farewell and asked us to carry his best wishes to his
fannish friends in 0l1d Blighty.

Finally, we were reasonably sure that we were actually ready to Go, though it was
still hours before our plane was scheduled to lift off. So we drove to LAX, and got
our baggage checked in at 9 p.n.

THURSDAY, APRIL 12(June):

Conthary fo what the ticket dofdens had tokd us, they did not weigh owr hand
Luggage. Had we but known! Somewhat to our sunprnise, the man at the ticket counter
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inspected and stamped oun passponts. 1t's cerntainly Zhe Logical way of doing 4%,
but we had rather expected a Special Passpont-Inspecting Officer, probably with
Lange gold epaufets on his uniform and schambled eggs over s cap.

The International Cawriens tewminal &6 a nather scruffy-Looking place. Tt Looks
as 4if it could use the services of a batch of cleanup men, followed by a paint crew.
We glanced into the bar, to find it a stand-up affain. There were tables adfacent,
but they belonged to a restaurant in the same area. We wandered around a bit and
found a Rocker £o hold our hand fLuggage, then went to the money exchange and tried
Zo get some Bnitish change. They told us they didn't have any Baitish coin, but
that the exchange upstains could help us. We rode up the escalator, only Lo find
that the one upstains had closed a few minutes before,

e also Looked with some interest at our §irst sight of a duty-free shop. They
wene selling cigarettes, penfumes and other exotica at greatly reduced prices--for

export. T told len it was a pity that we'd already bought our stock of cigarettes
fon the trnip., But, even 30, we would have had to §ind a way to pack /tflem. *Sigh*

We walked over to the TWA terminal to see Af they had a more hospitably arnapged
bar. Unfortunately, TWA has its security check set up in its gront Lobby, and no
one goes past it without being searched and run through the metal detector. 1 batked
at having my purse opened and indpected when T wasn't even going on one of thein
ainplones, s0 we walked back to the International Caviens terminal sans driinks.

Eventually Lt came time to Line up forn the securnity inspection before boarding
owt BOAC Super UC-10. They used a hand-held metal detector, which they moved up and
down over us. My secwiity man stopped by my Lefthand coat pocket and Linquired as to
what 1 had in it. 1 Looked blank, because that's the way 1 felt, and stuck my haand
into the pocket in question.

"Flashcubes,” 1 tofd him. He accepted the answer without asking to see them,
and passed me. The odd thing was that he apparently missed the change 1 was carnty-
Aing 4in my right-hand coat pocket.

Len's secunity man inspected his cane, but opened it just enough to be sure
that it wasn't a swornd cane. The vials were emply, but we could have been carrying
anything at all in it. [(Incidentally, that was the only secwrity theck that paid
any attention fo the cane at all,) Then we were allowed fto board the plane, tuwning
a couple of times Lo wave to Jerry, who was standing by the big window (with the car
keys in his pocket.)

The "Super VC-10" is a condensed 707, T understand. 1 don't Like iti{ 1t's
small, cramped and uncomfontable. However, it did take 04§ on time. Precisely at
11:55 p.m. the plane taxied avay §aom e Loading area and cu* to the takeoff
stnip.

Once we were airborne, the Liquor cant was pushed down the aisle. 1 declined a
dnink, which was probably a mistake. The neason it was a mistake was because Laten
1 found out that 1've nevern Learned to sfeep sitting up--and {t's an acquired taste!
foo boy, is it evern an acquined taste! Soon the cabin Lights were twwed off, Leav-
Aing us mostly in darkness except for a few nreading Lights hene and there. Presently
even thede winked out, and we wene Left with the stars outside fon Light.

DAWN FROM 37,000 FEET

The night passed in a series of fitful dozes. Evenytime 1'd get to sfeep, 1'd
develop a crick in my neck that woke me up again. At one of these times, T observed
a dull ned sineak on the hornizon. 1t was too dark to nead my wateh (and 1 was too
sLeepy Lo think of furning on my neading Light) but it did seem much too early fon
dawn--unfess the altitude at which we were fLying had something to do with it,
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Gradually the ned sineak baightened, until 1 could §inally make out that it was
about 3 a.m. . Dawn at 3 a.m.? Altitude on no, that did seem awfully early. But it
was unquestionably dawn. The sians faded out as Aurora did her thing with red and
pink and gold on her palette, and the sky Lightened to daytime blue.

1t was about this time that 1 woke up enough to nealize that we had been, after

all, §Lying east fon several howrs, and that my watch was probably about two howrs
behind Lodal time. : v .

‘Presently the cabin £ights went. on, and BOAC served ws a Light breakfast., They
told us that we would gef tickets which would entitle us Lo as much breakfast as we
wanted 4in the Piccadilly Ternrace Coffee Shop in the JFK Terminal in New York. As it
tuned out, the fickets entitled us to mohe breakfast than we wanted., They are most
genehous with thein pontions!

FRIDAY, APRIL 13,, (Len)

The security check at JFK Airport in NY was a bit more detailed than the one in
Los Angeles. As June said, they didn't bother to inspect my brandy cane, but their

metal detector was the “"dcorframe" type, and they made me walk through it twice. I
wasn't carrying the cane, having handed it to the chap who was inspecting the carry-

on luggage, but after my first walk=-throuch, the lady inspector asked me to remove
any metal ‘T might be carrying in my pockets. This consisted mostly of keys and
change. I put them down on the table and walked through again. She still looked
dubious and consulted with the man in charge. He hesitated a moment, then waved me
on through. :

June and I decided that perhaps ‘the metal buttons on my jacket might have been
the cause for the negative reaction, or--said June--"Maybe you've got toco much iron
in your blood". (We have since found out from Dean Grennell that the foil wrapping
on a package of Life Savers can turn a metal detector into a raving paranoid.)

The f£light from New York to London was scheduled to lift off at 10 a.m., New
York time, but it was half an hour late, waiting for a runway to be cleared. Again
we tried to sleep, and although I am better at sleeping sitting up than June is,
neither of us got much rest. There was quite a bit of turbulence for one thing,
and it was a crowded 747 with a good deal of bustling about by passengers and cabin
crew, We didn't bother to rent earphones, but I watched the movie, ®hich was .spme
sort of time-travel fantasy. British picture, of course.

I had a beer, and June followed Marsha Jones's recommendation and had some of
BOAC'5! excellent champagne--Mumm's Cordon Rouge. We were too wound up mentally to
really trelax, though. B2s we said before, we arrived at L2 Rirport earlier than was
necessary, which gives you some idea of how anxious we were to get started--to get
to England® Accuse me of being a masochist if you will, but for many fannish years
I have always envied those who reported on the exquisite pleasures of being a
prisoner:in Parker's Pen...

ALL CLEAR AND ON. GREEN,:.0X, QX!

» 14 was close to midnight London time when we aviived at Heathnow Airpornt. 1t
was a Long tnip 4nom the plane to the Immigration area, most of £t by Speedramp, on
whatever they call the moving walkways over there. Goding through Immighation was
sdmplicity itself--a nice man behind a desk stamped our passports, asked how Long
we'd be staying, welcomed us to England and told us we'd g§ind our baggage "down those
stains oven thene',

Onee down by the baggage carousel, we decided that it was going to be_.a fLong
wait, 50 weifound a baggage cant ahd a place to sit. They had explanatony ned and

~ s



neen sians posted anound the area, saging that if one had something to declare to
gx,étnanéqéjt the ned sign, on if one had nothing to declare, extit under the green

sign. There was a 2ist of permissibles on the green sign, done up 4in Riterns and
similan metric tenminofogy. Ue wene far too tirned to try to thansfate grnom U, S.
measure to metric, and since we had planned our imports 4in accordance with the
information given us by the Auto CLub, we assumed that we had Nothing To Declanre.
So, after finally collecting owr bags, we walked out under the green sign, There
was a undformed man standing watching the peopfe go by, but that's as much o4
Customs as we saw.

SATURDAY, APRIL 14 (June)

And it was exactly that., As we walked through the Green Gate, a Large digital
clock on the wall informed us that it was 12:02 in the ayem on Aprnil 14, Reflfecting
that we'd done the past 24 houns in necond time, it made it the shontest Friday the
13 on record--only 15 houns Long. Churchy LaFenme would approve.

e had been tokd to get on the Victoria bus 4rom the airport. 4o we went
outside and found it. Only, it had no doorn, 1 stood and Looked at it in bewifdered
frustrnation for a second, until len Led 2! way around to the othen sdide. By the
time we got there, it was almost §ull, the only two seats we could find being on
the uppenr deck, separate grom each othen, Something in the back of my mind whispered
"Hey! A double-deckern bus!" but it was too tined out to genenrate much enthusiasm.
Being driven on the Ledt side of the noad was mildly interesting, but it didn't
neally involve me, way up there in the second stony. (On should that be the "f{inst
stony", being that it was Britain?)

Eventually, the bus wobbled its way into Victoria, and we debarked, to claim oun
Luggage once again., 1 knew that ELLa and Fred Parken were supposed Zo meet us, and
I was Looking around for a Rikely couple. Something about a kind-faced man holding a
sdgn standing with a pent wee Lass in a Leopardskin coat attracted my attention, and
I Zouched Llen's anm and said, "What about those people oven there?" Len RLooked and
exclaimed "There they are!"™ Aften we got over to them, 1 found that Fred's sign nead
“Len & June--This Way To Parkern's Pen". We collected our suitcases and were all the
way out Lo the can before I found out that it was Ethef Lindsay, not ELLa Parkenr,

LEN:

We got the intros straightened out whilst I was busy hugging and kissing Ethel
and shaking hands with Fred. Ella hadn't come to meet us, as she was having trouble
with her back, and had to stay home for her osteopath who had come to give her a
treatment. The idea of a doctor--any doctor--making house calls croggled me. But
then I remembered that it was, after all, Ella Parker, and even before we met Paul,
her osteopath, I was reasonably sure that he had become yet another slave of that
loverly boss lady.

Ethel was driving a small car leased from the Royal Auto Club, all parts of which
(the car, not the RAC) tended to stick a lot. She had to use both hands and some
rather strange Scot words (I assume they were Scot) to get it into reverse. Somehow
we managed to get all four of us and our luggage into the car, and we were off thru
the streets of London to William Dunbar House. June was sitting up front with Ethel,
on what would have been the driver's side had it been an American car. Even though
she knew that here, one is supposed to drive on the left, her driver's instincts were
. outraged a dozen times during the ride.

It was pushing 2 in the ayem when we arrived at the Pen, which is located on the
..Seventh floor of William Dunbar House. Fortunately, there is an elevator, and altho
Ella had bad things to say about it, it did work while we were there.

et



PARENTHETICAL INSERT (June)

The Monday before we Left the States, we necedived a Letter {rom EfLa. Am
other things, she asked us Zo bring her a carton of Senion Se/wi.ge c.éga/ce,tteb.ong
This croggled us mildly, since we know them to be a British brand. However, we
Duied, and it took us two days to §ind a tobacconist uwho had even heard of them.
The one we did find was most helpful, and offered to special-onder them for us
until he undenstood that we were Leaving the next day, -

A8 it twned out, what ELa assumed was that we would buy them on the plane.
Since we had never gone overseas before, we didn't know this was possibfe until the
BOAC stewarndess came wheeling the Little cart of tobaeco goodies down the aisfe. As
s00n as he saw it, Len inquired "Do you have Seniorn Service?”" "Centainly, sin,"
was the neply, and a carton of Senion Service acquinred top spot in the sthaw basket
T was canvwing. . ;

When we anived at ELLa's, T was briefly introduced to her, she in fwwn intho-
duced us fo hen bedrnoom, which she was twwing over to us fon the Length of our
stay (4t has a Loverly big comfontable doubfe bed). Presently, we went out o her
Living noom and sat down to chat a bit. 1 handed her the carton of cigarettes,
outlining the effornt we had gone to in Los Angeles to get them,

UBut 1 meant for you to get them on the airplane!t
Byes, but we didn't know that.t

”Vgu must have thought 1 was awfully aiupid,- asking you to buy them in the
States!

"No, not stupid. Just peculiar,"
And that <5 how I met ELla Parker.
LEN:

.  We had our first experience with a Continental Quilt at the Pen. It is what the
old-fashioned among us would call a "featherbed” or an "eiderdown", being a quilt
filled with down. It looks bulky, but it is quite lightweight, and very warm and
comfortable. We later learned that they are in use all over England and the Conti-
nent, judging by the hotels we stayed at (and the bedding put out the windows of
various houses to ain that we passed by). Needless to .say, we were Ready To Catch
Up On Our Sleep. . !

when we saw Don and Elsie Wollheim a few days later, Don told me that we were
wise to start our journey at night and thus arrive in England in the nighttime,
ready to go to bed, as this made for an easier adjustment to the nine-hour time
differential. Actually, it wasn't wisdom on our part, just the way we had planned
our schedule, based on when we could get off work and the fact that we wanted to
catch a plane on a weekday or night rather than on the weekend when fares would be
higher. . However, we do recommend this method to people traveling from America to
Furope. The discomfort of trying to sleep sitting up on the flight is compensated
for by arriving in time to go to bed and get up some time the next day at least
partially adjusted to the jet-lag difference.,

I was awakened at noontime by hoofbeats on the pavement, seven stories below.
I leaped out of bed, with my sense of wonder doing more than enough to get my heart
started. Hoofbeats on the streets of London?! Wow! Perhaps it was Holmes and
Watson, and the game was afoot. I knew that it would be more in keeping with the
canon if the hour were later, but so it wasn't midnight and there wasn't any fog--
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one can't have everything. I rushed to the window and drew back the curtain a little.

"what are you doing?" inquired June sleepily.

"gHoofbeats on the streets of London!" I cried. "Wow!" Below me I saw a rather
ordinary-looking horse pulling a small wagon. The driver was dressed in some sort
of work clothes, and the bed of the wagon was empty. No signs or notices on the
wagon, either, at least none that I could see from that distance without my glasses.

June said "Grmf" and turned over, but I was too wide awake to sleep any more.
So it was only a rather nondescript horse and wagon--we were actually and literally
in London, a city we had dreamed of visiting all our lives. From Ella's window,
one gets a wonderful view of old and new London, In the foregroundone sees the old,
wedge-roofed lookalike houses with chimneys and chimneypots--rooftops that go back
in time and bring visions of stories from history and frcm fiction.

Beyond them stand the high-rises--skyscrapers and council flats--which Ella and
Fred complain about because it spoils the old skyline. But to us it was a beautiful
study in contrast. That, of course, iz one of the main points of interest in visit-
ing the old world--the old contrasting with the new. It reminded us of Boston, and
I'm sure that there are many other places in the States that have the same copntrasts,
but still there was no question that this was London, not Boston, and not-~for God's
sake=-los Angeles,

Scon we were both up and about, breakfasted and ready to face the day with Ella,
Fred and Ethel. Ella thought we might want to do a wee bit of touring with Ethel
while she and Fred went to do the marketing. She was having a party for us that
night, and suggested that we not do any strenuous touring on our first day in London.
We agreed. We told her that we were there to see not only the fans and the histor-
ical sights; but to see the people in general, how they lived, where they shopped,
and so on. So we would go marketing with her, as that in itself would be a tour for
us.

When we learned that we had won TAFF and were working on our trip schedule,
which had to be limited to three wecks as that was the most either of us could take
off from work at one time, I was complaining to Rick Sneary that we certainly
wouldn't have enough time to see and do all the things we would like. Neither of
us had been to Europe before. My overseas duty during WW2 was spent in the Pacific,
and June bad never been out of the Western Hemisphere before. Rick pointed out that
whatever we saw would be new or different for us, and that we should appreciate what
we did have time fcr, rather than regret what we would necessarily miss out on. He
was absolutely right, of course. 2And his point was well proven on that first day,
as we went out to the shops with our three loverly tour guides.

Well. perhaps I should not refer to Fred Parker as "loverly" but he is a
beautiful man in the sense that beauty is as beauty does. He seems to be the exact
opposite of his sister in temperament, speech and approach to doing things. Both
Parkers are kind and considerate persons. I can say this safely, as Ella isn't here
to cuss me out and Fred isn't here to be quietly embarrassed. And of course Ethel
Lindsay fits into the same category. All three of them treated us like visiting
royalty. Not that Ella didn't order us about--I wouldn't want to be the one to alter
her Famous Fannish Image as the bcssy, sarcastic leader--but her orders were really
for our own good. Usually they came in the form of Suggestions, but they sounded
like Orders, and we usually Obeyed--because we too could see that she was thinking of
our welfare. When she Ordered a “lie-down", we took one.

Fred and Ethel, more quietly but just as persistently, helped us in more ways
than perhaps they realized. Like Ella, they made us feel very much At Home in the
Pen. Nobody stood on ceremony. If all "pens" were like this one, I'd take up a
life of crime and do my best to get caught PDQ.
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I wish I could remember the context, but at least once during our stay, Fred
used an expression I hadn't heard since my childhood--though I had read it in old
books. He was talking about how to do something, or get somewhere, and showing how
simple it was, really. He finished with "And Bob's your uncle, you're there!"™ Now
this may be difficult to understand, but again my sense of wonder was revived.

Visiting Windsor Castle and going to the Tower of london and seeing the Crown
Jewels...all these things more than overpower one's sense of wonder, and I don't
mean to put them down, because all of these famous things are Musts on any tourist's
itinerary (and especially if one was in love with England before ever seeing it) but
it was the so-called "little things" that I saw or heard that made me realize that I
was actually There, Hoofbeats..."Bob's your uncle!",..the flower wvendors...the kind~-
nesses of the people...the o0ld not yet given way to the new (though I suppose it will
come and London will become too much like the New World, God help us all) (I doubt
that, 1 doubt it verny much.)...Fred Parker, a gentleman of the old school--and not
for a minute the stuffy old school, but the grand old school that survived WWw2 and
was around to help June on and off the buses and trains, while Ethel, bless the wee
lass, insisted on helping me in the same manner...EBElla, leading the troops, looking
after our every comfort, fighting a bad back but making sure we were enjoying our-
selves...giving up her cats for the week because she knew that June, who loves cats,
is allerxgic to their fur.

I realize that the foregoing doesn't tell you much about the shopping trip, but
I wanted to get these impressions down somewhere in this report. The shops--especi=
ally the markets--were similar to those here in the States, but the layouts were diff-
erent, Or so they seemed to me. And, of course, the shops that were also post
offices were new to us.

People? The younger people looked very much like the young people here. Boys
with long hair, girls in miniskirts or granny dresses, many wearing the platform-soled
clog-heeled shoes. Older people, for the most part, looked "typically British" in
the sense that they seemed to dress more formally than people of the same generation
over here.

MINISKIRTS AND PRAMS

One combination caught my eye that seemed strange to me at first, until I sorted
it out. Miniskirts and prams. Almost every time I saw a pram in England, it was
being pushed by a young lady in a miniskirt. B&and, I might add, most of them had the
figure and the legs that go well with minis. Now, all of my life I've read books and
seen movies wherein prams, perambulators, baby buggies in jolly old England were
pushed about by Nannies or Governesses, who usually wore long, nurse-like uniforms.
So at first, I thought I was seeing a mod form of the British Nanny. But soon I
realized that these were young wives with their babies in prams, members of the mid-
dle or upper middle classes, who couldn't or wouldn't hire a Nanny to look after
their oppspring. And most of the babies in those prams were chubby little rascals,
looking well-fed and happy, as well they should be, as their mothers (as well as
having nice legs) were all well-equipped in the Bristol department.

After the shopping tour, it was Suggested that we take a lie-down to catch up on
our rest so that we would be in some kind of shape for the party that night., Which
we did. But we were up again by 7 p.m. when people started arriving. Ella had invi-
ted London fans to come and meet the visiting colonists. (I object! California is
not now. and has never been a cofony of Great Brifain! However, I'm willing to
consider £¢t...) Ethelwas on. holiday from her hospital duties, and was also staying
at the Pen.

The first to arrive was Pat Kearney, a young fan who (once upon a time) when he
was an even younger fan, visited the Pen and was Advised that anyone who spilled
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anything on Ella's new carpet was likely to be slain or at the very least partially
dismembered. In consequence thereof he himself was very careful indeed, and when
somebody else accidentally knocked over their teacup, young Pat threw himself to the
floor so that the tea spilled on him rather than on the sacrosanct carpet.

Soon others began arriving, including Arthur (ATom) Thompson and Mervyn Barrett,
whom I had met before. Eventually the room was filled with fans talking up several
storms, all the while tasting the various wines and other drinkables available, and
devouring the assortment of food laid on by the keepers of the Pen. Besdie the
aforementioned fen, there were also Don and Jan Geldart, Daphne Sewell, Jean Muggoch,
Jerry Webb, Anne Keylock, and a non-fan friend of Ella's, named Gina, who had brought
her boyfriend (whose name I don't remember because he spent most of the evening in
another room watching football or something on TV.) Gina, however, was a pretty and
sociable lass, and I trust she has recovered from the experience of having Arthur
Thompson explain Fandom to her...

Arthur was in fine form that night. He told of his troubles with one of the
many bridges of London~--the Albert Bridge. He had to drive across it in order to
get from the Pen to his home. On one particular night, after a party or club meeting
at Ella's, he was driving home. He came to the Albert Bridge and crossed it. Then
he decided for some reason (perhaps having to do with the effect of Scotch on a Scot)
that it was the wrong way to go. So he turned about, re-crossed it, drove off in
another direction, found his route again, again crossed the Albert Bridge, again
decided it was wrong, and again turned around and re-crossed it.

Now this may sound like a very dull story the way I am writing it here, but the
way Arthur told it, going over the same ground again and again, it became funnier and
funnier. (Unless, of course, it was the effect of the Scotch on the Scot-Irish-
English-Pennsylvania Dutch-and-God-knows American fan listening.)

He also felt compelled to tell the tale of how I conked out at a Welcome ATom
party in LA with a brag game in progress on the bed next to the one I had taken.
And how I would occasionally interrupt the game to say "I pass” much to the amuse-
ment of the fans who were actually playing the game. I don't remember doing this,
though I do remember lying there and listening to the progress of the game, as I
wasn't quite as conked out as I appeared to be. I just didn’t feel like standing up
(or even sitting up) any more. Arthur tells a similar version of this story in ATOM
ABROAD, his TAFF Trip Report, and I now take this opportunity (as I did at the party)
to tell WHY I had managed to reach that state of physical inactivity.

It is true that I was drinking Chivas Regal and that I was sharing it with ATom.
It is not true that I was deliberately filling my glass and giving only a drap or so
to him. The fact is that he would not permit me to £ill his glass as full as I did
mine. Had he done so, I might have stayed on my feet longer, as I would have had
fewer full glasses to imbibe. Now, that's logical, isn't it? (I might add that I
was celebrating several things that evening, such as being a free man, my divorce
having been finalized, and the fact that ATom had won TAFF, and the upcoming conven-
tion, and so on. Normally, I am quite a moderate drinker, as almost everyone knows.)

Cne thing I learned at the party at the Pen was that fan parties are the same
the world over, or so I would be willing to bet. And that ain't bad. There was even
some discussion of science-fiction. I remember Jerry Webb and Merv Barrett arguing
over the merits of Kubrick as an s~-f movie-maker. There were also discussions of
crime, police, politics, sex, wine, etc. etc.

3

UP THE APPLES T' LEMON ME RAMSGATES (June)

At one point in the evening, ATom decided to teach me about Cockney rhyming
sfang. 1t napidly developed that 1 already knew some of it, responding comrectly
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Lo "titfertat” (hat), "apples and peans” (stains), "Ramsgate sands' (hands) and
"2emon Squash” (washj. Then Anthux threw his broadsido.” LiandiVe

"Do you kuow 'Bristof City' ?"
1 had to admit that 1 didn't.

'f(UgLE,’BM’AtoZ City' means Big..." and he pantomimed the nest, cupping his hands
apphopriately, Len nearnly fell off his chain paying attention.

_ "AR!" T neplied in comprehension, as genenal Laughter §ilLed the noom. Considern-
ing the number of cities they could have picked forn that one, 1 nather suspect that
it has some nelationship to Bristol Milk and Bruistol Cream,

LEN:

The spread at the party consisted of all kinds goodies, meats and cheeses and
sweets, including a cheesecake that Ella had made. Now June makes a most excellent
cheesecake, and it is always interesting to see how she will react to someone else's
version of same. June takes great pride in her cheesecake, as well she should. I
don't think Ella knew of this, but she asked June to taste her cheesecake, and was
obviously awaiting (perhaps a little anxiously) June's reaction.

JUNE:

1 was sitting on the {Loorn when Ethel fed me a bite of the cheesecake. 1 ate
it sLowly, savoring Lt as Lt deserved, and then suddenly fLopped overn onto my bachk
with all fourns in the airn--struck dead fon sune,

Thene was a second's pause, and then ELEa noared "ALL RIGHT, JUNE MOFFATT!" As
I negained a s{tting position, she inquired "Was it all night?"

"A bit of all night," 1 neplied.

Ella turned to ATom. "She's a bLoomin' Cockney!™

Yes, it was a wondernful party and a gheat intrnoduction to British fandom.
SUNDAY, APRIL 15 (Len)

It was indeed quite late in the morning when we arose to start our "serious"
touring. Our schedule that day was to see a bit more of London and take a boat trip
on the Thames. Ethel and Fred were our tour guides, as Ella was expecting another
visit from her osteopath.

Warmly dressed and armed with our cameras, we took off with Ethel and Fred to
catch a double-decker bus to Trafalgar Square. This was our second bus ride in
London, and it was the worst. The streets were bumpy for, as in cities all over
the world, they were being dug up and repaired. The bus driver had a fine, carefree
attitude toward all of this, and drove wildly and swiftly the entire trip, so that
whenever we hit a bump our very lives were in danger. It was a good thing that Ella
with her bad back wasn't with us, as she would never have survived the trip. . (on
the othen hand, if ELLa had been with us, it might have been the driver who wouldn'zt
have. survived...) June was almost thrown to the floor at one point, and did bang a
knee rather smartly because of the driver's lack of control.

I don't know if all London bus drivers are like that, but I strongly recommend
using the underground, even if you have to change trains more than cnce to get where

you want to go.
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Breathing great sighs of relief that we had actually survived the trip, we got
off the bus: and made a walking tour.in and around Trafalgar Square. Fred proudly
pointed out Big Ben and told of how the sound of that old clock kept up.their morale
during the war. Yes, I had heard it too, on Armed Forces Radio, and it is a kind of
double symbol to me, representing as it does the courage of the British people in
WW2 and the romance and mystery of Britain in history and in fiction. We saw the
Houses of Parliament, Scotland Yard, Downing Street, and somewhere in that area came
to Westminster Bridge.

We decided to take the boat that was going to Kew Gardens (mostly because that
was what was available). While sitting on the top deck, waiting for the boat to get
under weigh, I looked up at Big Ben and set my watch by it. Up until then, T had
kept my watch on California time, but now seemed the proper and fitting moment to
fully accept.that I was really in England. It wasn't quite lilac time, but we were
going down to Kew. - iy

It got guite warm while we were sitting on the top deck waiting to go, but socon
cooled off .when we got out ontd the-river and the fresh breeze had a chance to show
its chilling power. Aabout halfway through the trip, we went down to the cabin below.
It had nice large windows on each side, so that we didn't.miss. seeing anything. There
was a refreshment bar, but they had stopped serving tea because they had run out of
sugar. (Good jcb Ella wasn't there, hooked on tea as she is.) The trip on the
Thames fulfilled one of my two river-trip ambitions--the other being to go down the
Migsissippi in a steamboat. £ !

Once I saw:the"river police zoom by, and visions of Fu Manchu (as well as
Sherlock Holmes) filled my head. Rowing crews went by, alternately rowing and rest-
ing. We passed the same scull several times. Or, they passed us several times. On
either bank could be seen various industrial buildings, docks or wharves, and occas-
ionally residential areas, parks, office buildings and houses or mancions that were
Lord knows how many years old.

Battersea Power Station thrust its huge smokestacks into the skyline, with a
wisp:of white smoke floating from one of them. Ethel told us how all three of the
smokestacks used to belch out great clouds of black smoke--before the Clean Air Act
of a few years ago. And that reminds me--we never did see any smog in England or in
Germany. (Although I understand that they do have some at least in Mannheim.) The
nice clean air was one of the more pleasant parts of the trip.

JUNE: 4

(When we debarked at the fLanding for Kew Gardens, we wenre soon very glad we'd
come the way we had, and not by car or bus. There were easily hal§ a hundned of
the small English cars Lined up waiting fo get into the pwiking Lot of Kew Gardens,
to say nothing of finding a place to pank once they got in there. e walked past
the automotive queue, §eeling vaguely CRevesi and Superion (well, agter all, we were
moving dnd .they weren't), = : '

As would come fo be usual, Fred Led the way to the entrance, and paid the {are
gorn us to entern. T think Lt was a penny each. We were a Little eanly 1o see the
Garndens in all thein glory, but Ethel pointed out some Scofch heathen in bLoom, some
0f the tulips wene open, and the Sweet Wileiams and primnoses were doing thein best
to make up 4on the Lack of othern .flowens. There werne even some Lilac-colored prim-
noses! We also saw several beautiful magnolia trhees just covered with bXoszoms.
These, untike thein California cousind, are pink-and-white, and bLoom whife the tree
L8 AL Reafless. =

A Lange gneen@ow&e caught our eyes ab an interesting-Looking destination, and
we walked ouver to it. There were statues of the Queen's Beasts Lined up before it,
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and photoghaphed the Royal British Lion, the Unicornn of Scotfand and the Guiffin of
King Edward I11. (I wish now 1'd taken pictures of all the different statues, but
f%i'b)ﬂze way the cookie bounces. We'll just have to go back and do it over, that's

LEN:

The greenhouse itself turned out to be the Palm House, full of palms and
tropical plants. We toured through it, recognizing many of the exhibits, until we
had made almost a full circuit of the place.

Oh, look," said Ethel, "banana trees!"

"We came six thousand miles to look at banana trees?" laughed June. (Of course,
the banana trees in California bear inedible fruit, and are more for decor.)

bs we left Kew Gardens, we saw a sign with an arrow pointing the way to the
Underground Station. We walked an walked, and presently came to a corner. There
was no indication of which way to turn, so Ethel asked someone. We were instructed
to turn right here, left at the next corner, which we @id. It was quite a goodly
walk from the Gardens, though still in Kew. I would guesstimate about a mile. But
we made it.

Traveling by Underground is my idea of good public transport. I mean the
Underground over there. I've heard horror stories of the subway in New York, and
have no desire to try it, but the London Underground is what we really need in LA,
And you can't get lost on them. There's a map on the wall of every car in the train,
showing the entire line, and where it connects with other lines, If you happen to
get on the wrong train, it's a matter of minutes to wait and change trains at the
next stop.

JUNE:

As we sat down to wait for the train, 1 caught a glimpse of a familiar face out
0f the coaner of my eye. 1 turned and Looked at it fully. Sunre enough, there was
Dick Thacy Looking out of a biflboarnd, advertising some newspaper's classifdied ads.

Technically speaking, the tenm "Underground” 48 a misnomer fon the thain at Kew,
It {8 at grade fLevel, and, as we traveled back toward London, it was even elevated
at times. Howevern, 4t got back underground where it belonged as we got to the city.

LEN:

¢ When we got back to Parker's Pen, we found that Ella's doctor had not yet arrived,
g0 we could ‘look forward to meeting him. He rang the bell a few minutes later and we
finally met Paul, osteopath and acupuncturist extraordinary, perhaps the only man in
history to give Ella Parker the necedle--without getting it back. It was interesting
to hear him bossing Ella. ©6h, she bossed back, but it was ocbvious who was in charge,
and since he was helping her she did not actually disobey him.

Ella had told us previously of Paul's first visit to the Pen. He had not seen
the living room where there is a wall full ofscience-fiction paperbacks, and didn't
know that she is a Fan. While he was treating her, he mentioned science-fiction as
his favorite form of reading, and Ella, putting him on as only Ella can, began to kid
and tease him for being interested in such fantastic trash. During the course of
their discussion, he mentioned that James White was his favorite author. While all
this was going on, the doorbell rang. Ella called out to Fred,

"That'll be Jimmy. Sit him in the living room until we're through."
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Presently, the treatment was over, and Ella led ‘Paul into the living room, where
she introduced him to James White, the Science-Fiction Author. Paul, naturally, was

croggled. After recovering from the shock, and no doubt noticing the wall of s~f
books, he was probably more in the mood to kill Ella than to treat her.

-Speaking of that wall of s-f paperbacks reminds .me of another tale of the Pen.
A lady conducting some sort -of survey of the council houses (or flats) called on Ella
one day. During the interviéw, she ‘kept glancing at the bookcases. Finally, she
asked ' i "I I i ;

"Are those really books?"

"0f course they're boéks,“ snapped Ella.

04
"But," explalned the: 1lady, "you can buy wallpaper that looks like books, and’ 1s
much less expensive..."

"I can't read wallpaper!"” said Ella, or words to that effect.

"In council flats?” marveled the lady. Apparently she couldn't believe that
people who lived in government housing were capable of reading. It is also possible
that she herself was none too literate and considered buying and reading books a

waste of money and time.
JUNE:

For dinnen that night, ELLa had a menu from a food-fo-go place called DIAL-A-
MEAL, It was divided info counses, and was fully as complex as menus Lin many good:
nestaunants. From among the Stantens (Buitish forn "appetizens") 1 chose "Mushrooms:
a La-Grecque". ELLa and 1 both chose the Moussaka, which was a mistake, as it may
be the only {Lop on thein menu, being tasteless, Other pecple wene delighted with
thein selections, Ethel declarning that the broiled chicken Leg she ordered was pen-
pectly delicious. 1 ondered theinr chocolate mousse for dessert, and found Lt abAo-
Lutely scrumptious. 14 came with a strhange Little container 06 c/ream,

E2La phoned oun onrder in, and they said that it would be an houn before it
avvived, 1t was-an houn, almost on the dot. The deliveryman had two insulated
baskets, one for hot dishes and one for cold, s0 that everything arvived at its
propen temperature. Thene was a delivery cha)r.ge 0§ one pound. We {igured that it
was wonth Lt, since Lt was stiLL Less expensive than dining out. [

MONDAY, APRIL 16 (June)
FOLLOW APOLLO

As we wenre getting ready to go to lindson Castle, ELLa asked if we would mind if
she wone hen facket with all the ApollLo patches on it. "Why noit?" we neplied, s0 she
did. le starnted off toward the Queen's Park Undernground station, which 48 quite near
the Pen. Cnossing the stneet to it was AtilL hazandous, as we SRR hadn't gotten
our neactions neanranged as fo which way to Look fon oncomng taffdic. There was a
tnaffic island in the middle of the strneet where we coufd stand in safety while
waiting for an opportunity to cross the othern half.

Our 8t night there, ELLa had given us GO-AS-YOU-PLEASE passes fon use on the
London Underground and bus system. "We made good use of them, except for one day when

I had tried to Righten my puwwse, and had managed to Leave the pass behind with the
stuff T'd taken out of it. T wasn't allowed to fonget it, eithenr! _

The Undergnound fook us into downtown London, and we followed Apollo to the bus
=13



terminal for the buses fo Windsorn., As we were walking up the stneef, Fred pointed
back the way we had come and said, "Look, there's a mounted policeman sitopping
thafgic”.

Like a Propen Tournist, 1 snapped my camera case open and thotted down to take a
picture. -Once T got down there, it became apparent WHY he was stopping tnaffic.
Husdic sounded §rom off to the Legt, and hene came the Buckingham Palace Guands,
marching back zo their barracks and playing a Lively march as they did so. We didn't
get to see the Changing of the Guard, but we surely got to see the nesult of Lit!

LEN:

This was the day we went to see the Queen. She was in residence at Windsor
Castle (or so the flag over the castle testified) but for some reason we wexre not
invited in for tea. Actually, I wouldn't have been surprised if Ella had announced
that she had arranged an audience with Her Royal Majesty, but I guess there are
limits to everything--even to the powers of the Boss Lady of Parker's Pen. Then
again, it may have been professional jealousy, though I don't like to think that it
was...

Ella wore her blue jacket with all the Apollo patches on it, and Fred donned a
beautiful overcoat which I was jealously admiring. He and Ella decided at that
point to check everything in the flat before the Moffatts took off for Bristol. Fred
did loan me one of his scarves, as the jacket I was wearing gave my neck little
protection.

I don't remember whether it was then or at some later point that Ethel came up
with our motto: "Follow Apollo". Ethel also pointed out the reactions of the various
‘passers-by to Ella's jacket., The "typically" conservative Britisher glanced at it
and then looked away as though he or she hadn't really seen it. Others (usually the
vounger folk) frankly gawked at it, and I'm sure that I saw envy in the eyes of some
of them,

JUNE:

The bus nide to Ulindson was minorly interesting., We saw a ghreat deal of London
thaffic, and had our §inst glimpse of the M-4 which we would Later take to Bristol.
1t is a pleasant thhree-Lane freeway, with everybody (naturnally) driving on the Ledt.
1 managed to make some sont of pun shontly before we passed Heathrow, which Led ELLa
to thheaten to depornt us then and thene. My main complaint about the bus was the
narhow space allotted forn Leghoom, which had my knees up near my chin--most uncom-
gontable.

Once 4in Windson, we decided to have a glass of shewy in a Local pub and then
some Lunch before starnting our tour of the castle. 1 must say that ELLa kept us
well-fed throughout our stay with hen. She even carried candies in hen bag in case
any of us got faint forn Lack of food at any time. Thus was 1 introduced fo Buitered
Gingen and Buttenred Chocolate--iwo confections made by a Scottish firm which T must
thy to gind here in the States. :

The {inst place in Windsor Castle that we went was St. Geonge's Chapel, which
was ELLa's favonite. No photography was allowed, but it didn't matter, because they
had sfides for sale that were far better than we could have iaken ounselves anyway.
The high vaulted ceiling was deconrated with what appeanred to be colorful heraldic
devices and golden grnid-shaped thingies. 1t would have been easy to get a crick in
one's neck, walking around staring up, but the people in charge there had provided a
tea-cant sont of table with a miwnon set in its top, 80 that you could wheel Lt up
and down the aisfe, Looking down into the minron,
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Mext we went over into the Choin, with the Queen's Stall at the western end.
The seating nan Lengthwise of the room, with plaques on the walls in memordiam 0f
those of the nobility who had had seats there when alive. The present occupants of
the seats wene indicated by colorful bannerns hanging. from the ceiling. There was
some discussion as to what they wenre godng to do when all the wall space fon the
plaques was uded up--which time may not be too fan in the future. Knowing the
British, 1'm sure they'RL think of something., -

Thene was a pain 0f scanbet doons decorated with stylized vines and Leaves in
gold, which ELPa thought was highly inapproprniate to the tone of the nest of the
place. So she stomped off to find a guard and complain about it, and was tofd that
these wene special doons that wene used only by the Queen, We Laten found out that
they were Henny T11's doons. ‘ '

Since the Queen was in nesddence at llindson, we did not get to ftour the State
Apastments. Uhat disappointed me mone was that we also didn't get to see Queen
Mary's Dol House, which 1've nead a good deal about. We did get to see a Properly
Dignified Guand, standing watch by one of those Little sentry boxes. Later, we saw
an Improperly lUndignified Guand, who was Laughing and talking with the tourlsts.
Ella took a picture of me with him, and as T walked away, he called "Send me a copy!"
1 expressed suipnise at the Lack of decorum, but as Len said, "His sergeant wasn'it
anywhene in sight!"

LEN:

Wwhile at the castle, I remarked that the busbies worn by the guards might be
more fannish than we thought, especially if they were used for communication. I
pointed out that they were ideal places to store radios, and if the radios were FM,
then of course they were FM Busbies,..

I managed to escape with my life.
JUNE:

le visited the gift shop on the Casitle ghounds, and bought a plan of Windsor
Castle drawn in 17-ought-something-on-other fon Rick, a couple of packets of posit-
carnds showing Castle interions that we hadn't been able to see in person, and a
souvenin spoon for a fniend in the States. : ' \

At one point in the afternoon, ELLa and Ethel decided fo pay a visit to the
Radies' noom. ELLa came back Looking MOST annoyed. Seems that she had gone down,
paid her penny and used the facilities. As she was on-her way out, the attendant
said to hen, _ ' ' S

"I'm sornny, but gentlemen are not allowed in here."

Ella turned anound and §roze the woman with a Look. (ELLa has a very shont hairn-
cut, and the atilendant saw only the back of her head at finst.) Sk

e walked over and Looked down the Long-Walk, which 44 indeed a Zo-0-0-o0ng one.
We didn't feel Like walking down it, but contented cwrselves with taking its picture,
Then we wanderned around lindson a bit, Looking through' & bookstore and some souvenin
shops, Naturnally, we also had tea. Finally, we caught a bus back to London. The
nide back was not as cramped as the nide out, since we were able to claim the entire
nean seat fon our own.

TORTILLAS SUZETTE

Once 4n london, ELLa decided that the next item on the progrnam should be dinnen,
e agreed, and wanderned down the stneet Looking for restaurants. Presently, we came
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1o one that bone the name "EL SOMBRERO" and the picture of a man in a Large sombreso
Leaning against a cactus.

"Do you want to eat here?" asked ELLa.

Len and I Rooked at each other. "Eat at a Mexican redtawrant--in London?" we
sald, more on Leas in unison. "Welk, why not?" So in we went.

The menu was the §inst oddity. The dishes Listed were about one-thind French,
one-thind Italian and the hremainden Spanish (on Mexican). We discussed the dishes
back and fonth. Finally, Fred decided on sfeak with Spanish sauce (which proved
too hot forn his taste}, Len ondened enchifadas and Ethel and 1 ondered tacos. ELLa
sadd that she wouldn't ondern anything until she saw what we got, and asked if d
would cut off a piece of my tfaco for her to taste.

Armed with the knowledge of a Lifetime of Living Ln So:thern California, 1
explained to hen that a taco consists of meat, Lettuce, cheese and Aauce in a very
cusp, brittle fried tontilla, and that & would be fan simpler 4on hen to take a
bite than to thy cutting £t. 1 had just about got the point achoss when the waiter
brought my plate and placed it in front of me. ;

Lying on the plate in a pool of reddish Liquid were what Looked Like two Large,
white, oily bLintzes. Len's enchiladas Looked much the same, but without the thin
red gravy and with melted cheese on top., 1 sat and staned at these creations for
what seemed Like a Long time. At Last 1 gathered myseld together and cut off a
piece of one for ELRa. Len also gave hen a sample of his enchifada. She decided
that she Liked the enchiladas, and ondened a set for henself.

Once into the "tacos", they proved to be alien but tasty. Some sont of meat,
cut into chunks, and Lots o4 nice sLiced mushrnooms, 4in a sauce. Len's "enchiladas"
wene equally strange but good in theirn own way. e wene no Longer swiprnised that
Len had been unabfe to ondern tontillas--ithe people at this restaurant had undoubtedly
never heand of them.

e have considened the possibility that Lt was a Spanish, rather than Mexican,
nestaurant, but are almost sure that it claimed to be Mexiecan. Since retwwing to
the States, we have also Learned that in some places acos are served in sodt tont-
ABRas--but that's still a Long chalk gfrom those London-Mexican style "tacos" in
thein cnepe-pancake wrappings.

_ laten, back at the Pen, we wene sitting and talking and Looking atf ELa's photo
afbum of plcetunes taken when she was <in the States on hen trip, back a few years ago.
A funny noise sounded, something fike a musical cricket., It twwed out to be the
telephone. Marsha and Eddie Jones were calling us grom Highen Bebington, to welcome
us to England and inquine about owr plans for coming to the convention. We talked
for quite a while--Mansha netains hen disnegarnd for phone bills--and §inally rang
0f

Presently the cricket sang again. This time it was Elsdie Wollheim, felling
Ella that they wenre in town. ElLa arnanged to meet them at their hofel about 11 4in
the morning, 80 that we could all go fo the Tower of London logethenr.

TURSDAY, APRIL 17 (Len)
G DERS - :

We met Don and Elsie Wollheim at their hotel and proceeded to the Tower of
London, stopping for elevenses on the way. When we entered the Tower gates, we
found a tour group being guided by a large Beefeater in a red-and-black uniform, so
we attached ourselves to his group. He told us in grisly detail of the wvarious
executions, obviously relishing his job.
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JUNE:

1

He apofogized sevenal times for not being able fo speak more Loudfy, explaining
Zhat he had a cold. T felt sonry for him, and offered him a Genwine Amerlcan cough
drop at the end of his stint, which he accepted with thanks. 1 hope it hdped him.,

LEN:

We stood in line for at least 45 minutes to see the Crown Jewels, but it was
well worth it. The ground floor is devoted to State regalia, such as an enormous
golden bowl decorated intricately with all sorts of carvings, the silver heraldic
trumpets, ceremonial swords, etc., etc. Then comes the Moment of Truth. We rented
tape-recorded tours before we descended the stairs to view the actual Jewels. It
turned out to be an excellent idea for two reasons. In the first place, the voite on
the tape tells you what you're looking at, and secondly, there are two lines for
going past the display of jewels.

The lower line is requested to keep moving steadily. Those of us with the tape
recorders were ushered onto a walkway a step above the other one, and permitted to
stand ¥ and gaze as long as we liked.

The First and Second Stars of Africa have to be seen to be believed. We've seen
photographs and replicas, but until we saw the real diamonds, we couldn t apprec1ate
how magnificent they are.

Ethel Lindsay and Elsie Wollheim are both wee lasses, and pretty much of a
height. So we were exceedingly amused when Ethel remarked that she was afraid we
would lose Elsie in the crowd "because she is so wee". Ethel herself was fairly
easy to spot because of the bright scarlet tam she was wearing.

. After the tour, we were tired and hungry, and began looking for a place to eat.

June and I didn't want a large lunch, as it was late in the day and we were scheduled
to go out for dinner that evening with Mervyn Barrett. We tried the Tower Restaurant
again, but after a 20-minute wait with no service, the seven of us marched out (with
Ella paying some compliment to the cashier as we went by), and walked on and on,
looking for a likely spot. BAs we were walking along, Ella dropped back to advise me
that,

“"The City of London is just one square mile, y'know,"
"No, I didn't know. But I'm learning."

Ella finally led us to another ride on the Underground, ~rd eventually to the
.Tennessee Pancake House, which was decorated with murals, etc. depicting the American
Civil War and some other scenes which we couldn't quite identify. June ordered their
cinpamon-and-sugar pancake, and I had an omelet. a

_ We were seated at the end of a long table, next to the aisle, so that for once

I was able to consficate the check without being observed by Ella or Fred. I don't
usually brag about picking up a tab, but over there it is something of an Accomplish-
ment. Even had the same problem with Eddie Jones when he was over here. Grabbing
~ the tab (rather than stalling in the hope that someone else will take it) is a game
they play, and unless one is exceedingly quick, clever and sneaky, it is damned
difficult to do.

However, this one time we were in a good strategic position, and it was one of
those places where they leave the tab at the beginning rather than the end of the
meal. So I quietly slipped it under my napkin, and no one was the wiser (except
June, and she wasn't telling) until Ella started looking for it when we'd finished.
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About that time, I was already paying it at the cashier's window. Ella cursed me
roundly, and that made the victory all the better.

That evening, June and I met Mexvyn Barxrett, and he took us to the Mille Pini,
an Italian restaurant where the food was good, the zabaglione the best we've ever
tasted, and the house wine excellent. Then he escorted us to the Sherlock Holmes Pub,
where we tried their Barley Wine. It is a sort of sweetish beer, I didn't like it at
first, but by the time I finished my glass I could see how a taste for it might be
acquired.

The Pub itself has been decorated by someone who knows and loves the Holmes
canon. A display case occupied most of one wall, divided into a couple of dozen com-
partments. 112 could see a plaster cast of the footprint of the Hound, for instance,
with a cast cf .the print of z. oxdinary hound beside it for comparison; a model of a
"strange worm, unknown to science":; a "red leech"; Sherlock's monograph on tobacco
ashes, etc. Each displey was accompanied by the proper quote from tlhe Cancn. Unfort-
unately, there were tal.les and benches in front of these display cases which were
occupied, and we didn't get to see them all as closely as we would have liked, since
we drew the line at climbing into these people's laps in order to ses better.

Upstairs, there was a closed-off room representing 221B Baker Street. One
locked at it through glass windows. It too was well done, and when June asked where
the "patriotic VR done in bullet pocks" was, Mervyn said it was prob'ly on the wall
we couldn't see. There was a black mask lying on the table, which I suppose was the
"black vizard mask" worn by the King of Bohemia. Either that, or one of the masks
worn by Holmes and Watson in THE ADVENTURE OF CHARLES AUGUSTUS MILVERTON.

From there we walked across the Thames on a railroad bridge that obligingly
provided a walkway beside the tracks. We paused to admire the view downriver, with
the city lights reflecting jewel-like in the calm surface of the water. Our destin-
ation was Mervyn's club, The National Film Theater. We sat in the bar-lounge until
closing, drinking lager (June had a gin-and-lime, which was as close as the bartender
could come to a gin gimlet) (and T always thought a gin gimlet was an English drink!)
ard talking of life in England and the States. Mervyn was interested in all phases
of American life, and I got the impression he might want to move over here if he
could get the right job.

On our walk across the bridge we were met by what I suppose were buskers or
street musician-beggars. The one leading them was playing a harmonica and holding out
his hat for alms. The others were singing something in a high-pitched key, and it all
sounded sad and miserable. I almost reached in my pocket to put some change in the
cap, but for some reason I couldn't do it. This bothered me, as I had always wanted
to see some buskers and even had visions of Pike Pickens Jjoinine them in a street
dance. But this was late at night, in the middle of a long bridge, and the beggars
themselves looked just as miserable and dirty as bums and tramps in the Sta*ss or any-
where in the world.

I think it was their lack of dignity that kept me from giving them money. They
seemed too conniving and sniveling, almost subhuman. It seemed to me that they could
have done without all the bowing and scraping. I don't like to be bowed and scraped
at. Not an unusual reacticn for me, as.I'm the same way in restaurants. I like good
service and admire waiters and waitresses who take pride in their work. True, they
are serving me, but I don°t expect them to be servile. So the ones who overdo it, who
appear as if by magic to light my cigarette when I've already got my lighter working,
and who hover over me as though thev were going to spoon-feed me, bug me.

I believe that human dignity is one of the few things the human race has going
for it. I don't believe in slavery--either when one makes slaves of others or when

the others make. slaves of themselves for the sake of a few coppers or for a lot of
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dollars, for that matter. Perhaps I overreacted to the beggars on the bridge, but
again I've been around long enough to know that in countries such as the USA or

England (especially over there with their socialized medicine, etc.) that many of
the beggars and bums are self-made and are con men of the lowest order. Or are.
sick with alcoholism (or drugs) and are begging not for bread but for money to buy
their booze or their fix.

I have seen good street musicians who had dignity, as well as style and grace.
That's what I expected buskers to be like, but perhaps the ones we saw on the bridge
that night weren't real buskers. Just bums.

After Mervyn's club closed for the night, he guided us around the maze of walk-
ways in the area to the Waterloo Underground Station. We were moderately familiar
with the Underground lines by that time, and besides, the Bakerloo line stopped there,
which we had to use to get back to Ella's. Mervyn rode with us as far as Baker Street
where he transferred to the other section of the Bakerloo line. We saluted Baker
Street fondly, wishing we had time to go up and explore it.

A PARENTHETICAL INTERLUDE OF NO PARTICULAR DATE {June)

English milk comes only in pints--unhomogenized, with the cream sitting alchly
at the top. ELLa was particular about getting her milk into the apartment soon aften
it was delivened, evwlaining that, even on the seventh §Loor of the apartment build-
ing, 4t Atood a chance 04 being "adopted" if Left out very Long.

_One moaning as we Left for a day of fowring, 1 noticed a strange-fooking bottle
of milk sitting outside the apartment next door., 114 was the size and shape of a 32
0z. Aogt-dtun!z bottle, even to the crimped metal cap., Obviously, the Lady next door
wasn't nearly as pa/d:ccuﬁa)t as ELla about getting her milk in rnight away.

The hottle was s1tiLL there when we came back that night, and when we Left again
the next moaning. MNew 1 knew it was chilly in that hallway, but there {8 a Limit %o
how Long milk will keep under those circumstances. 1 mentioned it to Ella.

"0h, that's stenile milk," she explained, "i{t will kheep without nefrigenation
for about five days." : '

WEDNESDAY, APRIL 18 (Len)

while Ethel went off to swap her car for another one to drive to Bristol, Ella,
Fred, June and I visited Piccadilly Circus and the Haymarket. We cashed some travel-
er's checks into pounds, and found a Chicken Inn where we had a spot of lunch, There
were a couple of shocks that came with the lunch (no extra charge).

The first one was when they gave June a wedge of lemon with her tea (instead of
the usual paper-thin slices) and she squeezed it into her cup. Ella leaned over the
table, her eyes popping. '

"WHAT are uou doing!" she demanded.

"Putting lemon in my tea," June rzplied, happily adding sugar. Ella made some
sort of noise that sounded like "wellwhatcanvouexpectfromabloodyyankee".

The gsecond shock came when I got the "double burger" I'd ordered. Two greasy
patties of meat adorned the plate, each about two inches across. They had chips to
go with it, but not a bun in sight. Someone should tell the English what is meant
when they advertise a "burger". (Someone should also Zeach Zhem to drain the grease
044 the meat!)
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JUNE:

Mhile in Piccadilly Cincus Underghound Station that day, T went into the Ladies’
noom, 1 came out considerably mone amused than T went in. In addition to providing
the public with the usuaf slick-almost-waxed toilet papen, somecne had neatly &tamped
"City of Wesiminsten" on each section in purpfe ink.

LEN:

After lunch, we made our way by foot, bus and finally taxi to the British Museum
in Great Russell Street. We saw the Rosetta Stone, which we found impressive=-much
more so in person (so to speak) than in photographs. We also saw the Elgin Marbles,
which we found rather pitiful. There's just enough beauty left in them to make us
feel rather sick at the neglect and vandalism they've suffered over the centuries.

JUNE:

Ella and 1 studied with some interest a headless, aumless, Legless trunk of -
manble which bore the Labef "Poseidon" Our conclusion was how did they know, and
what difference did it make anyway? There were also bits of statuany with Labels
saying that the head of this particulan plece was in Athens, on that the big toe
was on Loan to the Museum of Caino. 1 wonder if they got all the bits gathered
fogethern if it would make a complete statue?

I see I fongoi Lo mention the secunity check going 4into the Museum. VYes, there
too. They'd had bomb threats, and wenre faking them seniously enough to post two
guands outsice to check handbags and similan bomb-ca/mg,éng'; possibilities. 1 marched
up, plonked my purse down on the table, grinned and sald "There's a hand ghrenade
inside!"” The guand ghinned back, handed my punse back without opening Lt and waved
me past,

LEN:

Our major disappointment was that we didn't have time to see the original manu-
script of Gulliver's Travels. We could have spent weeks there, and still not have
seen it all, but we had only about an hour, due to the fact that we had an appoint-
ment to visit John Hale of Robert Hale, Ltd., the publishers who reprint JDM novels
in England.

Ella left us to go home for another appointment with Paul, the osteopathic
stfan, but Fred remained with us to guide us through the maze of London streets. We
took the Underground again, this time getting off at a station that had large ele=
vators instead of the usual escalators to bring us up to ground level. Once back on
solid ground, we studied the landscape before us, and followed Fred over to the
proper street. Finding the address we wanted was another matter--we overshot it
before we realized tliat we would have to go down a narrow alley. We finally located
the address we wanted, ‘skirting a lorry being unloaded to gain the entrance. Fred
saw us safely in, and said that he would wait outside.

I was surprised to learn that Mr. Hale knew little of the s-f conventions in
his country, but then Robert Hale, Ltd. does have a limited s-f line. I suggested
he consider buying huckster space at the conventions as well as ad space in their
program booklets. 2nd that he really should print more s-f.

Having done our duty for fandom and the s-f field in general, we returned to
the Pen for dinner, watching British TV (which is.a deiight compared to American TV),
writing cards and so on. On our way back to the Pen we stopped to take pictures of
Sloane Square and South Kensington station signs--our way of saying "thanks" to goo
ol' G&S. i
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JUNE:

Once back at the Pen, Ella passed anpund the DIAL-A-MEAL menu again. MNeither of
us wanted to give the moussaka another chance. This time 1 ondered theirn Chicken
RBondeldise, which was delicious. Len joined me in .ondering chocolate mousse fon -
dessent, having tasted mine from the other night.

THURSDAY, APRIL 19 (Len)

Ethel had acquired another car from the Royal Buto Club that apparently did not
have "sticky" or sticking parts. However, what it did have was a defective boot
(i.e. trunk) 1lid. The 1lid would not stay down because the lock did-not catch. So,
before we took off for Bristol, Fred Parker helped us stow our luggage (after inspect-
ing it carefully to see that we weren't carrying away either his overcoat or his
+rocking chair)- in the boot and wired the 1id down.

JUNE:

The English may drnive on the Left, but they have the unnerving habit of parking
on eithen side of the sitneet. e had noticed this previously, it was particularly
apparent as we wenre on owr way to the M-4, A truck which was parked gau‘ng us - on our
sdde of the stneet suddenly pulled out directly in our path. 1 glinched, and T think
Ethef may have used one of those Scottish incantations again. Anyway, we didn'zt
collide, though 1 don't nemember why nof. 3

Anothen point about adding in an English can 45 that 1 occupied the Left front
seat, which {8 the drniven's seat in an Amenican car. The Lack of a steering wheel
didn't bother me 40 much as the Lack of a side miwron. 1 kept glancing to where the
side mirnnon should be, and found nothing.

IEN:

In what seemed like no time at all, we were driving on the British version of
freeways or turnpikes and taking in the scenery. Much greenery and farmland, with
cows, horses, etc. Reminded me a little of Western Pennsylvania. During the trip I
discovered what had happened to the descendants of one of my favorite heroces of
literature, Lemuel Gulliver, They are in the moving business, or so testified a
huge van that passed us. The sign on the side of the lorry read "Gulliver's ;Van'": .
and I regret not being able to snap a picture of it.

JUNE: il

The V-4 was well signposted, with signs informing the driver not only of the:
next few exits, but how farn it is to the next Rest Area. Ei -l wanted Lo stop thene
jon a snack and fo see if the Royal Auto CLub had a nepairnman there who might be
able to repain the Latch on the boot. Once thene, Ethel found the RAC rep, and went
into confenrence with him, while Len and 1 Looked around the area. Thenre was one
small tacky-Looking snack stand, and a great deal of construction going on. - Theie
was also a sLLEE breeze that thheatened to fneeze owr ears An the few minutes we
were out in Lt. So we got back in the can whife the RAC man and Ethel continued
wonking on the boot Lock. Soon he gave it up as a bad job, and said that he.didn't
have the proper tools. He also advised Ethel to take the can back and netunn it fon
anothern one, which advice didn't seem particularly good unden the circumstances.

There was another Resit Area about 50 miles ahead, and we decided to thy that -
“one for both Lunch and possible nepains, We couldn't find an RAC nep when we got
there, s0 ate Lunch in shifts. Ethel went in inst and got something, and Len and :
I foflowed Later, 50 as not to Leave the unlockable boot unguanded. 1t also nather
nuined oun hopes of seeing Stonehenge.
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e arrived in Bristol late in the afternoon. Using the map provided by the con-
vention committee, June acted as navigator, guiding Ethel through the streets of
Brigstol. I might have helped, but June has a better sense of direction than I have
and is a much better "native guide" in any case. Perhaps because she's part Cherokee.
Anyway, I was busy observing the effects of the brisk wind on the mini-skirted lasses.
One must keep up one's image.

wWe finally found the Grand Hotel, unloaded our luggage, and Ethel made arrange-
ments for parking the car. I'm not sure where, but apparently there was hotel parking
other than on the narrow street in front of the building.

The Grand Hotel of Brisiol is an old hotel, but somewhat modernized. Our room,
for instance, had its own bathroom. Complete with commode, washbasin, bathtub and
real hot and cold running water. There was also an electric heatexr on the bathroom
wall--right next to the commode, so one had to sort of watch out for leg burns. There
was also an extension phone in the bathroom, but either it was out of order or not
connected up with the one in the bedroo.

JUNE:

Affen we got sont of settled, we went out to explonre the hotef, We had been fofd
that the convention was to have the mezzanine all to itself, s0 we went Looking around.
The problem with §inding anything was that we wenre there before the convention got set
up. However, we did see a fellow with a Sensitive Fannish Face, who Looked vaguely
gfamilian, Aomehow.

LEN:

That was Sam Long, the first fan we met. I assumed that he was an American, as
he certainly had an BAmerican accent. I later learned that he is British, but has
worked a lot with Americans on the space programs. He is also a vil= punster, a
Feghoot storyteller, and a lot of fun to have around.

At some point, we were down in the lobby, and discovered Marsha and Eddie Jones
checking in. June and Marsha spotted each other and met in the middle of the lobby
with whoops of joy and a large, mutual hug. Eddie's and Marsha's room was a couple of
doors down from ours. We met with them there, and after Eddie had properly introduced
me to Balvenie (a very smooth Scofch that even I £ike), he announced that he had to go
out and buy some wine. I volunteered to go with him, as it gave me an excuse to leave
the hotel without June. "VYou girls can visit while Eddie and I go look for wine,” I
said.

A DAY OF WINE AND ROSES

Now the Real Reason for this eagerness to abandon my roommate and goodwirie so
early in the convention was that the next day, April 20, was her birthday--and I had
vet to get her a present. I had tried to do something about it while in London and in
Windsor, but could never get away long enough to shop for a gift without her being in
the area. So this was my last chance, as I understood that most shops would be closed
for the next four days--the long Easter weeckend. A

When we got to the lobby, I told Eddie what I intended to do, and he went off to
find wine while I went looking for roses. I usually send roses to June's office every
wedding anniversary, and sometimes on birthdays. I had observed a notice in the lobby
to the effect that they had a resident florist, though I could see no sign of a flower
shop. So I asked a bellman--an aged gentleman who looked as though he had worked there
a long time and should Know Everything. At first, we had a communication problem. It
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might have been my American accent, or perhaps he was hard of hearing, or a combin-
ation of both. But finally he understood me, and said there was no florist or
flower shop in the hotel. I assumed that he meant the florist wasn't there at that
time., He directed me down the street, where I would find a cluster of shops, inclu-
ding flower sellers.

I passed a gift shop on the way and stopped in to buy a birthday card and ask
the lady there about flowers. Yes, there was a kind of alley or arcade a couple of
doors down where there were flower sellers, Stalls, that is, not enclosed in shops.

There were two or three flower stalls, and it was obvious that most of their
wares were sold and they were battening down the hatches for the long weekend. One
lady, named Gertrude, advised me that they had no roses. I explained that what I
wanted was to have them delivered to our room in the hotel the next morning. I would
pay in advance, of course.

But, she informed me, there was no way that she--or the others--could get roses’
either that night or the next day. She then told me that there was a florist in the
hotel, and what I should do is tell the hotel florist that Gertrude had sent me, and
perhaps she could arrange the floral surprise.

Thanking her, I hurried back to the gift shop, bought a pendant and a goofy-
looking stuffed lion, and persuaded the nice lady to wrap them for me. They didn't
have a gift-wrapping service but they had gift paper, so I bought some paper and
she wrapped the gifts for the crazy, romantic American. When she learned I was from
California she had more questions than I could answer, and I almost gave her a kiss
and a hug for the help she was rendering.

So, back to the hotel, where fortunately I ran into Ethel who was just getting
back from somewhere and was on her way to her room. She took the package and card.
to keep for me overnight, and I went to the desk again to ask about the resident
florist. I explained to the girl clerk what I wanted, and she seemed doubtful that
the florist would or could do the chore. It seems that the florist arranged flowers
for decorating the hotel and for functions such as weddings, banquets, etc., and was
not there to render personal service to the guests. But she would try and find the
florist and let me speak with her. Fine, I said, remembering that perhaps all I had
to do was say the magic name "Gertrude".

The clerk went offstage right somewhere, and I waited for ten minutes or so, all
the while observing the various fans and pros who were arriving in larger groups now.
And nervously hoping that June wouldn't come down looking for me and discover me in
the middle of ordering her birthday roses. Finally the clerk returned and said that
apparently the "resident" florist had gone home for the evening, and wouldn't be
back until Tuesday. So I never got to use the magic name “Gertrude" and June didn't
get her roses. However, we did visit the flower mart the follow1ng week and I
bought her a bunch of violets, just like in the movies.

The PIGS were having a dinner that night to celebrate Ina Shorrock's birthday.
We were to meet in the lobby and go off to the Restaurant du Gourmet in cars pro-
vided by those who had driven to the con. So, various cars were locaded and departed.
June and I were to go in Norman Shorrock's car, along with our Fearless Leader, Tony
Walsh, who apparently had ‘arranged the dinner).

We noticed that Norman and Tony were having some kind of a hassle with the bell
captain and other hotel employees. It seemed that the hotel folk had mislaid the
keys to Norman's car. They found them eventually, but not that evening. So, thanks
to the Persuasiveness of Tony Walsh, we would travel by taxi, and the hotel would
pay the taxi fare. :
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JUNE:

e wene, natunally, the Last to avuive at the nestaurnant. We walked in and
found the resit of ourn group deated in the bar. Wond went around that we were now
neady to onden, and menus wene brought to us. 1 eyed the tiny round table in
front of me and rather hoped that we weren't expected Lo eat here, too. '

The menu had the usual fault (if fault it be) of strange menus--that of Listing
too many delicious-sounding things to eat, 40 that Decisions are in ondern., 1 dis-
canded one posaibility when a closer perwsal nevealed that Lt contained aniseite,
which T don't Like, T finally settled for the Beef Bournginion, which T have just
necently Learned to make, and wanted a comparison on. (Mine's betten.)

We did very well indeed on owr choice of wine, thanks to the poet, Robert
Graves. He mentions Volnay wine Lin one of his poems--"sunsets swimming in Volnay"
48 the Line, 1 believe--and there was Volnay on the wine List, Looking up at us.
So we ondened it, and found it nich, fruity and full-bodied--just the sont of wine
that a sunset would want 2o go swimming in, had it a choice,

The meal drew to a close, and many of us thought on agter-dinner drinks and
nefaxing. Alas, it was not to be. -Behind Ina's back, the maitre d' brought in a
magnificent birthday cake, suitably decorated with candfes, e sang "Happy Binrth-
day" in a minimum of two on three keys, and then settled down 1o the task of
demolishing the cake. We were only partially succedsful, and Ina was given the
rest to take with hen. T never did §ind out what happened to it--probably the
Shornrock children got At. -

Going back %o the hotelf, we node in Ethel's can with Ina driving. She did not
take the same noute back that the taxi had taken getting there, s0 At was catch-as-
catch-can most of the way. Bristol is well-supplied [some might say over-supplfied)
with thaffic cineles, and to a firnst-time visiton they all Look alike. i

Presently we came to a familian-fLooking cornen. "1 think we twwn right here,"
1 said, as we saifed past it. A Little further the road curved abruptly to the
Ledt, and we were in what Looked Like an industrnial area. TIna decided that perhaps
1 had been night, so0 she twwed the car around and headed back,

A couple o4 dozen feet on s0 from the Antensection we wanted, the street we
wene on suddenfy became one-way in the wrong direction. Ina considered the matter
forn a few seconds, then changed ahead, made her Leff turn, and sure enough we were
in familian terrnitonry., '

LEN:

Among the fans and pros that showed up that evening was Bob Shaw, and I hurried
over to greet him. The last time I had seen Bob was the last day of the Noreascon
in 1971. He was getting ready to leave, and I offered to bBuy him a drink. He
indicated that he had had sufficient alcohol for one convention, but was amenable
to something softer. So we stepped into the coffee shop and so help me Foo he had
a milkshake--what the Bostonians call a “"frappe". I was drinking coffee at the
time, but somehow I felt that treating one of the famous Wheels of IF with a fare-
well milkshake was rather strange. But it must have been The Fannish Thing To Do,
because Bob looked in pretty good shape at the OMPAcon.

Kfter saying our hellos, Bob indulged in a bit of prophecy. He pointed out that
he and I had first met at the Solacon in Los Angeles in 1958. We met for the second
time at the Noreascon in Boston in 1971, and for the third time here in Bristol in

1973, "len," said Bob, "I reckon the next time we meet it will be in Moscow in
1984,.." (I wish I could reproduce that marvelous Irish 1lilt in print!)
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After we got back to the hotel, there was a small party in the Joneses' room,
where I made good use of my whiskey cane, Present were Eddie and Marsha, June, the
Shorrocks, the Walshes, Mary and Bill Burns, and I've prob'ly forgotten someone.
Anyway, it was a nice quiet party, and got us good and ready for bed.

FRIDAY, APRIL 20 (ILen)

I discovered that morning that the one and only white dress shirt I had brought
with me was badly soiled around the collar and cuffs, though I had worn it only once,
the evening we went out with Mervyn Barrett in London. BApparently the shirt had
picked up soot when we walked across the bridge. I do remember some sort of train
whizzing by at the time, but didn't think coal-driven locomotives were still in use.
In any case, it was noticeably soiled, and I wanted to wear it at the banquet. . The
. banquet wasn't until Sunday night, and I wouldn't be wearing a shirt and tie before
then, but I do like to "dregs up" a bit for the banquet, especially when I'm going
to be at the head table.

So I called the Hall Porter to ask about their advertised laundry and cleaning
service. (It said so right there on one of their brochures.) He advised me that
the said service was not and would not be functioning over the long holiday weekend.

Frustrated, exasperated, and not having had my morning coffee, I had a momentary
loss of temper and hollered "Bloody Hell!" into the phone.

"Ooh!" said June, "you swore at him in British!"

This broke me up and calmed me down enough to think of some other way to get the
shirt done. I was sure that if there were any laundromats in the area, or cleaning
establishments, they too would be closed for the weekend.

Just before we left the room, two maids came by. We told them they could go
ahead an do our room, as we were going down to breakfast. Then Inspiration struck
me. I looked at them with my baby-blue eves and told them my tale of woe. I had
just the one white shirt and had to have it for the convention banquet, and did they
know of anywhere I could get the said shirt washed and pressed? I could have asked
them outright if they would do it, but I felt it would be better if one or both vol-
unteered. I didn't mention money, but I made it clear that I was desperate, and
obviously would be willing to do almost anything to have the shirt done.

Sure enough, one of the ladies said that well, they weren't supposed to do that
sort of thing, but after all, these were special circumstances, and perhaps she
could smuggle the shirt out of thc hotel if I wanted to trust her to take it home
with her, and she could have it back to me the next morning. Exactly what I was
hoping for: I blessed her profusely and helped her roll up iz shirt and tuck it
under her sweater. She was a plump little lady, and the extra bulge didn't look too
obvious.

To finish the story here, she did return with the shirt in immaculate condition
the following morning. I handed her a pound note, and she seemed satisfied, so I
must assume that I didn't underpay her for her help.

June and I had breakfast in the hotel dining room, which one got to by taking
either the stairs or the elevator to the mezzanine, and walking through a lounge
area. This lounge was a kind of lobby, but separate from and a floor up from the
regular lobby. It was used by the conventioneers as a sort of non-drinker's bar, ':
in that one could sit comfortably and visit with others, and if one wanted a spot of
tea or coffee and some biscuits, all one had to do was ring the service bell on the
wall. The cost was minimal and the service was good. I suppose the tea was good
{{t was). June couldn't get lemon wedges to squeeze into her tea, though.: When
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they brought lemon at all, it was in thin slices. {Once when T asked particularly
for a wedge of Lemon, they managed sLices a quarten of an inch thick.] The coffee

was adequate, if not the world's greatest.

The restaurant/dining room itself was decked out in full formal array, including
full settings of silverware--quite a difference from the ordinary or informal English
table setting where all you get to start with is a knife and fork. The waitress
presented us with menus, which had no prices, since the hotel rates included bed and
breakfast.

I had wished June many happy returns some time earlier, in between pleading with
the hall porter and arranging for my shirt to be laundered by the nice cleaning lady.
I was thinking I would have to knock up Ethel and get the gifts and card. But dear,
sweet Ethel arrived at our table before we finished breakfast, and slipped me the
package, so I presented June with the gifts then and there. B2nd then Eddie Jones
circled our table while singing "Happy Birthday"” at June, and fans at nearby tables
called over their best wishes. What we lacked in roses was made up for by the
goodness of our fellow fans—--and then some.

After breakfast we decided it was time to see what was happening with the conven-
tion. This was the 24th British Science-Fiction Convention, and this year it was
sponsored by the Off-Trail Magazine Publishers' Association, so naturally it was
dubbed OMPAcon '73. The committee (in alphabetical order) consisted of Gerald Bishop,
Ken Cheslin, Fred Hemmings, Terry Jeeves, Mike & Pat Meara and Brian Robinson. With
the exception of Ken and Terry (both of whom are in My Generation), the committee was
a comparatively young bunch of hyperactive fans. I was happy to see that, because
fandom cannot survive without the young ones coming in and taking over the chores
that the older ones are tired of doing. ‘L

In talking later to Fred, and to Pat and Mike (Pat being the purty girl member of
the team), I learned that this was their first time on a con committee--running a con,
seeing that programs were lined up and started on time, etc. I did notice that they
seemed to do a lot of running around and worrying, but that happens with a lot of
committees, old fans or new. The fact is that most, if not all, of their program
items did go on as planned, and I think in a couple of instances even started a few
minutes earlier than listed in the program booklet. I chided them about this, telling
them they were Breaking Fannish Tradition by having things start on time.

We missed the earlier program items that Friday by having had a late breakfast.
Various films were being shown, but we became involved in the bar next to the meeting
room, meeting people and visiting with friends old and new. We also visited the
huckster room next door (all of the con facilities were conveniently located close to
one another) where we saw George Locke. We had met him before when he was over on a
glider=flying mission in the States some years ago. :

JUNE:
TOMATO SYRUP

Having had a fLate breakfasxt, we also had a Late Lunch. The hotel dining room
was open only dwiing centain houns fon each meal, and thenre wene verny few people
Ledt in thene by the time we came in., We sat down at the table-forn-iwo to which we
wene esconted by the maitne d', with 4ts white Linen cloth, small flowen centenpiece
and {ull formal place-settings. Our waitress handed us our menus, and we noeticed
that they wene offering gresh pineapple fjuice as one of the "startens". That sounded
good, 40 we both ondened it, along with the nest of Lunch.

The pineapple fuice awrived in Long-stemmed crystal goblets. 1 thought it Looked
a tnifle darnk, but thustingly took a fLange sip. Gaah! Tt was pineapple'syrup--
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dnained frnom a can of pineapple. Sweet and sticky, it was a far chalk énom the
appetizen-type drnink that 1'd had in mind. Len bravely drnank his, but 1 £Left mine
standing. The waitness hovered neanby forn a while, and then approached to ask if

1 were through with my "stanten”. 1 assured her that T was, and she asked if thenre
was anything whong with it. 1 mutterned something about having ohrdered pineapple
juice, by Ghod, not pineapple synup, and she took it away. The nest of the funch
Koﬂg)fd, and was undistinguished, e retwwed to the convention area with a sense
of nelief.

LEN:

While we were relaxing in the bar, either Fred or Mike rushed up to ask me if
I could hold a quickie auction in a few minutes, because for some reason it looked
like the John Brunner panel might not go on as scheduled at 2:30 p.m. They had
previously shown me the auction material--books and magazines—--and I said Sure, no
sweat. When you need me, just give a holler. A few minutes later I was advised
that the Brunner panel would go on as scheduled, so I wouldn't be needed until that
evening, after all. Fine, I said, and went back to my lager and conversation.
(Don't ask me who we were sitting with at that time, as we met and talked with so
many folks in that bar that I'm not sure which day we were with which bunch of fans
or pros.)

We did catch part of Brunner's panel, and saw the OMPAcon's Guest of Honor for
the first time, Samuel R, "Chip" Delany. Bob Shaw and Mark Adlard were also on the
panel. They were discussing the influence of non-stf writers on stf, or on stf
writers, and covered quite a gamut of literary greats.

The next panel was called Fandom at Random. It was moderated by Dave Kyle, and
I had to pay attention to this one, as June was on it, along with Ethel Lindsay,
Terry Jeeves, Tom Schluck and Keith Freeman. They were supposed to imagine what
their lives would have been like had they never discovered fandom.

JUNE:

1 stanted out by saying that 1 had no idea what my Life would have been Like
without fandom. 1've been in fandom monre on Less for twenty-five yearns, and thying
to analyze a time-track that branched that Long ago was a hopeless task, as far as
I was concerned, 1T hope I made £t plain that 1 Like fandom, and quoted Tony
Bouchen's opindon that "ALR hnowledge 8 contained in fandom, which drew a surprised-
gocémdéng Laugh from the audience. 1 think maybe most of them hadn't heard that

efonre.

Some of the other people on the panef were closer to thein pre-fannish days,
and Tom Schluck was over {nto his Dinty 0Ld Pro days. Tave wyle finished up the
~discussion by agreeing with me, that it was impossible to tefl what his Life would

have been Like without fandom. A whole Lot Less internesting, almost fon sure.

Back 4in the bar, 1 got briefly embroifed in an argument with Ted Tubb, wherein
e claimed that allf fans are newrotic social misfits who gathen together because
nobody efse can stand to have them around. With my status as a TAFF defegate (and
because 1 don't think very fast under attack) 1 nefrained grom asking him if he
4intended his definition to apply to himself as well. With true esprnit d'escalien,
1 Laten thought of several othern telling points to bring up.

LEN
Meanwhile, I was approached once again by Fred or Mike about putting on an
extra auction, as now it seemed that Ken Bulmer hadn't showed, and it was only half

an hour or so before his panel was scheduled. Once again I assured them that the
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o0ld firehorse was ready to step into harness when needed. And once again=--ten or'
fifteen minutes later--1 was advised that good old Bulmer had showed and so the ;
extra auction to fill the gap wasn't needed after all,

Although I was amused at the situation, I couldn't help feeling sympathy for
the committee, as I knew very well the feelings they were experiencing. There is
always the fear that the scheduled speakers or panelists will not be on time, or
will be difficult to locate if they are in the hotel. This being primarily a new
committee, they were perhaps overly concerned about such things, but I'd rather have
it that way than have a committee who could care less and wasn't the least bit con~
scientious. I raise my glass to the OMPIicon committee for a job well done.

There was a tea break around 4:30 p.m., though I'm not sure how many of the
conventioneers drank tea at that time. Ken Bulmer's panel went on pretty much as
gcheduled. Ken was the moderato:i, and the panelists were several new writers who
were supposed to talk about whai: they were going to bring to the s-f field. They
did, too, althouch they did gect into the now-old discussion about New Wave vs. 0Old
Wave, and which is what. Again, I didn't take notes, and asswned that the panel-
ists' names would be in the program bocok--but they weren't. Possibly because the
committee didn't know who-all would be on the panel at the time the book was printed.

Speaking of the program book, it haa a nrice three-color (red, yellow and black)
cover by Terry Jeeves, showing an old-fashioned rocket ship. Terry also had the
same design on the name badges, but whoever wrote the names on the badges printed
much too small. One had to put one's eyeballs very close to the chest of the per-
son one was trying to identify. I didn't mind this when the person in question was
a nice buxom female (so appropriate in Bristol City), but otherwise it was a bit of
a.bother. Fortunately June and I were wearing our George Barr and Eddie Jones name
badges, so that only the near-blind would have trouble spotting our names.

Perhaps I should clarify that statement. June's name Ladge was done in black
and white by George Barr, and mine was done in Glorious Coloxr by E. Jones. I didn't
mean to imply that we were attending the con disguised as G. Barr and E. Jones...

- JUNE:

THE HOTEL WITH DELUSTONS OF GRAND-EUR (TOMATO SYRUP conitinced) i

2t
N

Haw.ng noﬂung betien fo do for dinner, we went bach to the hotef dining /w‘om,
de/te/um.ned not to onden pincapple juice .4 they had t. They didn't. Among the.
stantens was Listed tomato fuice, 30 we ondened that. It came, 4in the usual Long-
Atemmed crysital -gobLets, and we tasted. Much more palatable than the pineapple
synup, At had st88 vnquestionably been drnained off a can o4 tomatoes by an over-
‘thrnifty kitchen management. Len and 1 Looked af ecch ofhen and decided not ‘o have
any more than absoﬂuf.dy necessany xo do with ihe hotel dining noom. Thhift 48 a
gheat vintue, T'm sune, but when you're peddfing elegance £in the name of yowr ™
hotel, the GRAND, ‘ﬁ’ew’émahe&, and in the decon, efe., thete 48 a point of Going
Teo Far. That evening's "starnfer", combined with the Luncheon "stanten" was 1£,

as farn as we wene concerned. S

i

LEN:

At 8 p.m. the evening session was opened, with Ted Tubb and Ken Bulmer intro-
ducing the various famous or well-known feas and pros present. The auction (sched-
uled for 9 o'clock) started at 8:45. Roger Pevton and I took turns auctioning a
variety of books, hardcover and paperback. I wés glad that the British had convert-
ed- their money to the decimal system, so that &1l the bids were easy for me to
understand. For instance, if someone bid 20 or 25 pence, (usSually given as 20p or
25p) I had no trouble following that. Had their bids been in shillings, etec., I
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might have had a problem. On the rare occasion when the bidding got up to a pound
or more there was still no problem. It occurred to me later that they might have

been bidding in this manner to make it easy for the American auctioneer, but I'm not
sure but what it was simply the now-popular use of the decimal system—-or at least
the acceptance of it, whether they liked it or not.

JUNE:

The decdimal system is well established, all night, but the ofd terminology £s
sELRL used. We heand several references to a "bob", which 48 now worth five new
pence, even though there isn't officially a coin known as a "shilling". Ten-pence
and two-shilling coins cinculate equally. However, T don't think anyone did use
the ofd terminology in bidding at the auctions.

LEN:

tWhile auctioning, I couldn't help using a part of what I have that passes for a
brain to convert the bids into American money, and was often shocked at how little
things were going for. At that time, the pound was going for about $2.50 U.S., so
when somebody bid 10p it was like bidding 25¢ American. The fact is that the aver-
age British fan isn't as well off as the average American fan, so that books and
mags that sold for so little over there would have brought a bit more (in some cases
quite a bit more) at a similar-sized auction in the States. At a later auction, I
bought a stack of Fred Brown paperbacks. Don't remember what I paid for them, but I
know I would have paid a good deal more, Stateside.

Another factor was that this was a small convention, compared to U. S. cons. I
think the attendance was a little less than 300. That would be small for a regional
con (such as a Westercon) over here,

I liked it. (So did I.) I'm among those oldandtired fans who could live without
BIG conventions. I can have more fun at a small convention even if I were on the
committee. Yet, small though it may have been, the OMPAcon was a truly international

-con, in that there were fans from the Continent as well as from the States there.
For us, it was our World Convention for this year. We knew we wouldn't be able to
make it to TORCON, or even to the Westercon in San Francisco, but we have no regrets.
The OMPAcon plus the touring and visiting before and after the convention more than
made up for missing out on cons were would normally attend. That's for sure.

Some time during the evening, June went up to our room for more film, and found
an envelope shoved under our door. It was from Bernie Zuber in lLos Angeles,. and
contained a copy of an APA L cover by Bernie. A most heartwarming item to receive.
(Heartwarming? 1t was hysterically funny!) Our friends were thinking of us.

I asked someone if Mike Rosenblum would be at the con. Mike and I corresponded
back in the 40's, and he was one of the many British fans I wanted to meet. I was
told that his son Howard was there, and that Mike would be along later. True
enough. We met Howard, who would be described by American mundanes or squares (and
no doubt by British likewise) as a "hippie"”, in that he dressed most casually.and
had a whole lot of bushy hair. We introduced ourselves to Howard, who assured us
that his dad would be there.

Later that night, or Foo knows it might have been the next day, we met Mike and
had a good talk with him and George Locke in the huckster room. Mike is no longer
the slim young man in the photo he'd sent me nearly thirty years ago--but then-I am
no longer the 129-pound youngster I used to was. (That's 9 stone 3, for our British
friends.) That same night we also met (June for the first time, me for the second
time) Jim O'Meara, a Chicago fan who now works in Dublin. I hadn't seen Jim since
1958. Later in the evening we had a good long talk on old times in fandom and what
was happening now, etc.
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After the auction, the meeting room was left open and the piano in the corner
was. put to good use by a lady named Vera Johnson, who was accompanied by a chap

named Russ on guitar and Howard Rosenblum on jug. June and I went over to join
the group, as they were playing and singing songs from the twenties and thirties,
We even danced a little. I noticed that other, younger, fans were joining in the
singing and seemed to know all the words to these old tunes. I remarked on this to
Mike Rosenblum and Ken Cheslin, and was advised that the British youth considered
these old tunes to be folk songs. So there we were in the midst of a folk=-singing
session--British style. '

~We looked in at one or two of the room parties, and June went to bed about 1
a.m. But ol' diehard 1jm had to stay up until the wee small hours hecause this was
one helluva fine convention. I returned to the meeting room and found that the folk
singers had abandoned the piano and adjourned to a corner of the bar. Vera was now
playing guitar along with Russ, and Howard was still blowing jug like he had six
sets of lungs. I joined James White and Les Flood who were standing at the bar and
gave them a hand in holding it up... Once again I couldn't help observing (to myself,
I didn't mention it to Jim as I'm sure he's heard it enough) how much Jim White
.resembles Van Vogt or vice versa.

1 3

The folk-singing continued. The night, or rather; the late morning continued
blissfully. People left, more peaple came in, but finally we were down to the hard-
core stay-up-lates. Now I was talking with Jim O'Meara, and watching the antics of
the young singers. Looking at my watch, I saw that it was well after 3 a.m. It had
to be past official closing time; :but then this was a private bar (or a public bar
turned into a private bar for the convention). Eventually, a young manager-type
entered and asked that people leave; as they really did have to close up. He was
quite polite about it, and seemed to'regret having to perform this Quty.

The kids began to protest. They didn't do anything violent, but someone did
shout "Throw the bod in the river!" Other than that, they merely complained loudly
and bitterly that the bar should be left open as long as there were x number of
persons present, I gathered that a minimum number had been agreed on between the
hotel and the committee. They sent someone out to bring in more bodies. They con-
tinued to sing. It was one of the most amiable protests I ever saw or heard of. I
stood there with Jim, laughing, digging it, loving it.

But all good things must end, and I knew I should get some sleep before it was
time to start another convention day. Jim and I talked a while longer out in the

. meeting hall. I was bringing him up to date on people we both know. It was after
4 a.m. when I finally hit the sack.

" SATURDAY, APRIL 21 (lLen)

For some reason I seem to have missed out on most of Saturday's convention
program, I'm not sure when I returned to life, but I do remember that Juhe and I
decided to go out for breakfast.

JUNE:

1t was too Late fon breakfast in the hotel dining noom, and we didn'xt feel Like
tackling anothen of the hotel's funches. A couple of doons down from the hotel, we
found a HORT's restaurant. 3 -
LEN:

To show you that I wasn't exactly wide awake and alert, I didn't make the
fannish connection with that name until later. However, I'm sure that Horrible Ol°'

Roy Tackett would never run a beanery that didn't serve coffee with its meals., We
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ordered brunch, and there was no problem in getting food which was reasonably good,
but they DID NOT UNDER ANY CIRCUMSTANCES (and surely they could see that I was a
dying man) serve coffee before, during or after a meal. They did have coffee, but

. not in the restaurant. One retired to the bar "after” and had one's coffee. I was

starving as well as dying for coffee, so we ate. But I refused to patronize their
bar, coffee or no. I expected they would serve a thimbleful in a demitasse and
charge me half a quid. So we went back to the hotel's handy-dandy tea-and~coffee
lounge and I worked my way to almost total recovery there. Somewhere along the
line we wound up in the bar wisiting with Danny Plachta and Banks Mebane.

Speaking of coffee, for the most part I had no problem getting coffee in England.
It ranged from bad to very good, but none of it was worse than the machine-made
coffee at work on the other hand,- there were times when June had trouble getting
tea in a restaurant. Either they didn't serve it at all, or only at "tea time".
June doesn't drink coffee, but likes her cuppa tea now and then. But she couldn't
always get it when she wanted it except in the Grand Hotel's lounge.

~ We met that afterncon in Uncle Norm Weedall's room with the Joneses, where we
watched The Selfish Giant special, and a chapter of Dr. Who on TV. We also imbibed
some of Uncle Norm's homemade fruit wines. He had brought a suitcase full to the

" convention. That is, it was full of plastic jugs which held the various flavors of

wine. His apricot wine is superb. His coffee wine, though not as smooth as the
others, was good too. He pointed out that he had not brought his best stuff to the
con. We would sample that when we got to Liverpool...

Then we went out to dinner with Eddie, Marsha and Peter Mabey. The Beaujolais,
a French-type restaurant. If you are ever in Bristol, go there. Not only good food,
but good coffee, made one cup at a time with a filter gadget over the cnp. - However,
they did not serve tea. ‘

After dinner it was time to get back to the hotel and get ready for the Costume
Parade. June was to be a judge, so I let her go down first. I was donning the mot-
ley, doing my Pike Pickens clown-tramp bit, and wanted to come down alone to see how
many would or would not: recognize me. BAs usual, most people didn't until they got
close enough to study me carefully. I wasn't in the competition, of course, but
merely there +o entertain and have a jolly good time.

JUNE:

The Costume Panrade wes a Litile disappointing. There were about 15 costumes 4in
all, not counting the Robot Demonstrnation at the end. Some of the costumes were
well made, tut were detracted f{rom by the fact that the wearens thereof had no idea
of a presentation., They simply walked acnoss the §Loor in front of the fudges, some
of them not even Looking our way. We had to nequesl one cosiume-wearer Zo come back
in onden to see hivi--he had marched a(‘AOéé the noom about thirty feet away 4in what
seemed Like a great hwury.

We were .allowad one prize forn the chizdnen’A division, and it was a real pleasure
to awand it to the one and only entry. A tiny ginlk had been dressed up in a red and
blue costume, Linfuding boots and cape. The adult carrying her was also carrying a
s4gn neading "CONdernsed SOUPenginf™.

The fwo prizewinners were "The Stainfess Steel Rat" and "The Inon Chicken", which
1 Later heand lad been whipped up out of aluminum {oil and Linspiration not Long
befone the Parade.

Aften the available costumes had gone by, we were about to start deliberating,
when the hatlf was suddenly invaded by a ghoup of Robots, demanding theirn nights.
They brandished s4igns, with sfogans such as: '"More 048, Less Toil!", "Robot
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Liberation!”, "Asimov (as Wrong!", "Gay Lubrication", ete. Thenre must have been a

dozen people--en--nobots taking part, and they stomped and hollened and threw great

quantities of ofld computer printouts and tape all over the fLoorn. (hen the judges

got oven Laughing, which was some time aftern the Robots made thein exift, it was

gﬁcédggdthwt they shoukd get a special prize-~that of cleaning up the mess. Which
ey .

LEN:

While June was busy on the panel, I was shooting flash pictures. Or trying to.
Trouble is, I wasn't wearing my glasses, and had red makeup all over my nose, and it
was difficult to handle the camera properly. So the few shots I got of the costumes
did not turn out well, and if there are any costume pics in this report, they will
prob'ly be those donated by others.

Later, June did get a shot of me with Don and Elsie Wollheim. Reason: Don
bought the first (and only Pike Pickens story ever published, back in the days when
he was editing OUT OF THIS WORLD ADVENTURES. As it turned out, Pike became more
popular at fan parties and conventions than he ever did as a pulp mag character...

There was an zuction after the Costume Parade, which is when I latched on to
those Fred Brown paperbacks, including THE CASE OF THE DANCING SANDWICHES, which is
one of those rare Dell Book ten-centers (this being No. 33), It is undated, but
the original copyright for the story is 1950, so the 64-page booklet had to be pub-
lished sometime in the 50's,

There were room parties and many people in the bar, as well. I noticed Banks
Mebane (and later, others) stripping to the waist so that local artists (or girls
with artistic inclinations) could paint designs on their backs and chests. Unfort-
unately, none of the girls in the bar returned the favor.

JUNE:

Somewhene around here, we were Lnvited to autoghaph 'Arnfern's shint. He offered
us a choice of cofored pens to do s0, explaining that the autograph would be embroi-
dened oven with matching thread. There wene a multitude of signatunes on the shinrt,
both embroidered and fresh. 1t was obviously not Long untif he would have fo start
a new shint. 1t reminded us o4 Bruce Pelz's embroidenred shint, except that Bruce
specializes in fan ant drawn on the shint, which (s then embrodidered over. Also,
Bruce does noit wear the shint at the time £t's being drawn on. (It's an odd sensa-
tion, wniting one's signature over a shouldenblade!)

LEN:

I exchanged some puns with Sam Long, who then told me a Feghoot story. I'd
heard it before, but let him tell it right up to the punchline, which I spoke in
unison with him.

I also spent some time explaining TAFF to various young fans present. There
were many there who didn't know what TAFF was all about, though there was a brief
explanation in the Program Booklet. (But who reads program booklets at cons?) I
was happy to do this, and pleased that most of them seemed to think that TAFF was
a Good Thing, once they found out wotinell it was.

I'm not sure when June went to bed, but I didn't make it until 4:30 a.m., or so
it says here in my notes.
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PARTY AT ELLA PARKER'S - Saturday, April 14

Len and Ella

Pat Kearney and ATom

ATom, Len, Ethel
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i Boadicea leading her army into
Big Ben, whereby Len set his watch battle against the Romans. (They won.)
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June in front of Palm House, Kew Gardens
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KEW GARDENS, Sunday, April 15
l. The Queen's Beasts--The
Unicorn of Scotland

2. Len and Friend

3. The Griffin of King Edward
III

4. We Follow Apollo to Windsor
on Monday, April 16

5. The Round Tower with flag
flying showing that the
Queen is in residence. Our
party may be spied if you
look carefully-=4/5 of it,
anyway.

6. The Windsor-Eton bus termin-;;; ,' Sizag e
us.




"and they all came
on board..."
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TUESDAY, April 17 E"/
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Tower Bridge, from courtyard in Tower

Friendly nafive Cambridge House, Tower of London

guide
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Chip Delany John Brunner
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Len Mike Rosenblum George Locke

G. Wells' Moustache"

Ina Shorrock, Val Jeeves, Terry Jeeves, Norm Shorrock
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Eddie “June
on the train to Liverpool

Eddie Jones, with Len's
whiskey cane.

.
Y. P
P i G B ES ™l

Bentcliffe's home in Holmes Chapel
June, Lindsey, Beryl

01ld Church, Holmes Chapel
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Eric finds the secret lever to open the
enchanted cavern. Lindsey is doubtful.

Coat of arms,
Manchester

University
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Our Last Night in England--Party at the Joneses' April 28

et

Ina Shorrock Marge Nuttall

Norm Shorrock Bill Burns

Marsha Jones, Len & June

/
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The Great Homemade Ouija Board
Cherry Brown, Simone Wslsh, Jenny
Campbell




“ .;_-"-,‘-'- & . N 9 ..~~gpr.,.‘ e
“w CAUTION "™
7 YOU ARE NOW-ENTEQING ¥

THE MOST O IN THE WORLD

A PUBLIC HIGHWAY fi 4
: [ L 87 PSR v '

June & Bob in snack bar, Coleman
Barracks, Mannheim

Communist May Day Parade and Rally,
Heidelberg

Square in Heidelberg (riot police in
background)
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Castle Heidelberg

Clock tower,

idelberg

Castle He

Inner Courtyard

Castle Heidelberg, mit air-conditioning

We get in front of the camera again
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June, Bob & Paul of "Paul's Place',
AKA The Gold Pflug

Dave



SUNDAY, APRIL 22 (Len)

Although Pike Pickens had not hit the sack until around 4:30 that morning, len
Moffatt somehow managed to disentangle himself from the continental quilt by 11 the
very same morning. Although only an amateur clown, I do try to take a professional
approach to donning the motley, and had removed the makeup and washed thoroughly
before falling into bed. So, all I had to do when I did get up was to shave (Very
Carefully) and bathe (Very Bravely). Nevertheless, I still felt somewhat like ‘the
protagonist in a suspense novel--the kind that awaken by sheer effort of will and
can't budge hardly an inch without a large coffee transfusion. So, we had break-
fast in our room before going down to see if the con was still there.

JUNE:

1t was, and as usual, much of it was in the bar. The bar area provided by the
hotel was a fLarge noom, with a Long bar whereon were placed fwo bowls of 4ice cubes
at the beginning of the day. These bowls stayed out until the ice melted orn it was
all used up--usually a combination of the fwo. As an ice-Loving Yank, 1 Learned %o
ghab a Pepsi early An the day, while ice was s4iLE available. (I'm not particularly
fond of Pepsdi, but it was the only cola drnink they had.) The far end of the bar was
where they had placed the beer and fLager kegs--of only academic inferest to me, but
Very Impontant to many othens there, including Len.

LEN:

Someone led June and me over to a table where James White was being interviewed
by a reporter from the Daily Mirror. Jim, as you may know, is well over six feet
tall, and the reporter was quite a tall man, too. They stood up to be introduced
to June, who is just a shade until six feet. Jim turned to the reporter and said,
"Isn't it nice to meet a girl of average height?" The reporter allowed as how it
was, My roommate's day was made,

Presently Jim had to leave, and James Blish and John Brunner showed up to be
interviewed. The reporter assumed that June and I were pros, too. I told him that
though I had sold a few stories some years ago, I didn't consider myself a pro, and
attempted to explain fandom and TAFF to him. Don't know if I succeeded, as he was
obviously in a hurry to ask a series of questions he had previously jotted in his
notebook. He seemed to know the s-f field fairly well, and most of his questions
were intelligent, rather than the usual "Why~-do~you-write~this-crazy-Buck-Rogers-
stuff?”,

However, one of the guestions he asked, and apparently expected a definite=--
perhaps even definitive answer to was: "What would you do if a flying saucer land-
ed in your back yard?"” I think that we had already established that we had never
seen a flying saucer or any type of UFO, and that most fans had been more excited
by the moon landings, etc., which were real happenings, than by reports of UFOs
which may or may not be real. We have the "from Missouri® attitude. Seeing is
believing, and even then we would want to investigate closely and find out if it
was a hoax or an optical illusion.

"But what if it were really a spaceship from:another planet--no question about
it, What if it really was real?"

We told him that we would be delighted. It was sort of like one's disbelief in
ghosts., It would still be fun to see one, and there are those who keep hoping to
see one even though they "know" that there probably aren't any. We would trxy to
communicate with the aliens. We would certainly hope that they would be peaceful
rather than warlike beings, etc. (Besides, it would be a Very Small spaceship
that could land in our back yard!)
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Our answers didn't seem to satisfy him, and he conducted a sort of cross-
examination,: I'm not.sure what he wanted us to say--perhaps that we really did

believe in saucers and were expecting.them to land.and take over any minute now.

Giving up on.us, he turned his:attention to Blish and Brunner, who did a good
job of keeping his note-taking hand busy. About this time we were hauled off to
lunch with Eddie and Marsha Jones and Bill and Mary Burns. We went to an Italian-
type restaurant called (so help me) Dino's, .

JUNE:

We golLlowed Zhe necommendaxxon 04 someone elde in ordering Lunch. 1 disremembenr
what the dish was, but 4t wasn't up to {ts recommendation.

Laten that aftennoon, we saw some 04 the amateur §(fms being shown in the Delta
Film competition. Among these was Tewry Jeeves' siop-frame animation §ilm, "The
Burglan", which featured a house guarded by a pet diplodocus. ("Beware of the Dip-
Lodocus !} "The Bunglan" won the Delta Film Awarnd, and certainly deserved Lif.
[There were also nepeated showings of Stan Thek Btoopem Films, with poor prnints and
poorer sound. ) :

ILEN:

The two main events that afternoon, other than the film competition, were a talk
by Jim White and: a panel-type quiz game called "H. G. Wells' Mustache".

Jim’s talk was entitled “"That Lovable Alien", and though I don't really think of
that fantastic Irishman as an alien (being at least half Irish meself) the title did
seem to fit. Jim (like his American almost-twin, Van Vogt) speaks quietly and most
amusingly. Unlike some fans who have become successful pros, he does.not take him-
self too seriously. (When I introduced him to June as James White, he quickly corr-
ected me and said "JIM White". I know that Ella Parker calls him "Jimmy", but I'm
not sure how many get away with that. I get called "Lenny" a good deal, and know
that I prefer to be calied "Len"-~or even "Leonard"...) Tiis

13 et 13

The qulz game was sort of like 20 Questions, though it was more like 2,000
Questions. There were four groups of panelists,. four or five fans per group, and
two groups played at a time. The four panels represented London, Birmingham,

Gannet and Liverpool fandoms. (Naturally, we were sort of prejudiced toward the
Liverpool team...)

Fred Hemmings was the emcee, answering the questions and keeping track of the
whole shebang. Each panelist had a buzzer to press when they thought they had a
right question to ask. A blackboard was set up facing the audience (in front of
and off to one side of the players, so they couldn't see it.) .The answer was writ-
ten on the board, along with a column for scorekeeping. The point of the game was
simple enough. They had to guess what was written on the blackboard--but were
given no clues. Not even animal, vegetable or mineral, or whether it was a fannish
reference, story title or wotever. They had to start from scratch, asking questions
to hopefully: lead-them to clues. -

To give you an idea, some of the answers were "Verguzz (a fannish drink)", John
D. MacDonald's "The Girl, The Gold Watch and Everything"”, .(no, June and I had
nothing to do with providing the answers) and "Dave Kyle's Propellor Beanie". I
remember that Marsha Jones (on the Liverpool panel) guessed the latter, but it was
Gannet fandom that flnally won the game. :

I think this gamec was one of the most entertaining program items at the con--
though admittedly we did not manage to see all of the program—-and would like to
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see a shorter version of it performed at a con or club meeting over here., 1I'd
limit the number of questions, and give the players some kind of a starting clue to
shorten it up a bit. (Come to think of it, we used to play a fannish=sf form of 20
Questions at Outlander meetings years ago; I think we even put one of the games on
wire. Which gives you some idea of how long ago that was-~the pre-tape era.)

There was a fanzine auction, and then we had tea and coffee in the lounge. By
then I was ready for a bit of a 11e-down, and went up to our room while June went
to visit the art show.

JUNE:

The Ant. Show was in a very small rnoom called the Churchill Room. It was a very
small ant show, fon that matter, so 1 attempted to photoghaph all of it. Eddie
Jones's punangb were easy enough but everything else had a Layern of shiny plastic
overn it, which made fon difficulties with §lash neflection, Eddie's were also the
only ptu.ni‘/cngb that wene fon sale. The othen antists apparently didn't know that
fans Rike to buy fannish oh sclence-fictional paintings, and had sent them menely
for display.

1 met Teny and Val Jeeves in the ant show room. 1t was the §inst time 1'd
heally had the chance to talk to them, and found them to be exceedingly pleasant
and friendly people. Tery and | were Looking at some illustrations forn Lovecraft
stonies, and discovered a common bond. We both disfike Lovecraft for the same
mazson/s! 1t's a neal pleasure to meet someone as clevern and perceptive as that.

1 was parnticularnly admining two of Eddie’s pa,én,téngz,. One, which was the coven
ALLo fon Sphene Books' edition of Alexed Panshin's Rite of PaAAag_g,_ was matked Not
For Safe (fon the very good neason that it was already s0kd). The othen one, the
cover iLo for Larnny Niven's Wornkd of Ptaavs, was manked £15, and had not been bid
on., 1 was mentally going over our Tnanuaie sdétuation--which Looked good--and as
Eddie was beginning 2o pack up his paintings, 1 mentioned o him that 1 wouZd have
to consult with Len, but 1 was Ainternested in that painting.

"You Like it? Take Lt!" he neplied.
"Uh--1--en--but--" 1 stammered.
"Take 4it!" he ondered.

"Uh-~-yessin, Thank you."

So 1 took it. 1t's the nicest birnthday cand 1 even got. 1 bonre it 4in trniumph
back to our noom, going up the stains on a small pink cloud that appeared &'wm
Ssomewhene.,

LEN:

But all too soon it was time to get ready for the Banquet that evenina. I say
"all too soon" because even if you have lost track of time and days during a con,
the Banquet is a signal (or warning) that the con will soon be over. 2nd, no matter
how you suffer from lack of sleep, you wish it would go on a few more days. Espe-
cially a good con like the OMPAcon.

The Bangquet food was typical of so many convention banquets that I have attended.
The entree was the hotel's version of Chicken Maryland, and I couldn't help thinking

that perhaps the chicken had been prepared and cooked in Maryland, and then shipped
by boat to Bristol.
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JUNE . ’ *

b Ac,tuaag, the ch/.clzen m.Lg"z,t not have been bad--4if§ they'd seaved Lt hot. My
portion was thoroughly cooked, although Eddie said his was nubbeny. Eanliern in the
Banquet, Mansha saved my uge by commenting out Loud that the salad was made with
bananas. 1 prompily passed her my plate of salad, saying "Thank you!" 1t was a
most peculion-Looking sakad anyway--it appeared to be a mixture of chopped bananas,
walnuts and rice, Aifting on a Lettuce Leaf. The thing that Aaved the meal was a
bottle 04 Sekt (Gesman champagne) that we ordered.

Meithen Mansha nor T ane what you could call enthusiastic coffee drinkens. She
has been known to take some Inish coffee on occasion, and 1 have been known to par-
take of Kahlua. - So, when coffee was being distributed after the meak, Marnsha asked
the wattness if we coutd have some fea. ™de'ne not serving tea tomght " was the
answer, \The fwo of us must have Looked 40 grief-stnicken that the waitress's heart
was touched. "I'LL get you some teal!" she declared, and exited swiftly, stage night.

She came back with two cups of tea--with milk. e thanked hen kindly (it was still
better than coffee). b

“

LEN:

At last we won through to the program part of the Banquet. Several awards were
presented, with Dave Kyle Toastmastering. Dave donned his propellor beanie long
enough to be photographed.

As previously mentioned, the Delta Film Award went to Terry Jeeves. The August
Derleth Memorial Award of the British Pantasy Society went to Michael Moorcock; the
Ken McIntyre:'Fan Award went to Dave Fletcher; and we were especially happy to see
Ethel Lindsay receive the Doc Weir Award for services to fandom.

John Brunner sadly ‘announced that there was no British Science Fiction Associa~
tion Award for Best Novel, because insufficient votes were cast to make a clear
majority. He spoke of .the apathy din the BSFA and indicated that there would be some
reorganization in the hopes that the Awards could be continued properly in the
future.

During the banguet, a series of Terry Jeeves quotecards were passed around. The
cards bore cartoons by Terry, but no captions. It turned out that this was a quote-
card competition. The people at the Banquet were supposeéd to caption the cartoons,
and eventually most if not all of them wound up with Dave Kyle for judging. Dave
selected the winners and read them aloud.

JUNEs- oy o

I know perfectly well that not all of them wound up with Dave Kyle--1 shont-
stopped one myself to take home to Bruce Pelz. Affen the Banquet, we tried to {ind
a complete set by Looking anound the various tables, butf were unsuccessful, This
year, someone had duplicated a group of cartoons forn the banqueteerns. Llast yean,
40 T was told, Terny had sat drawing cartoons dwiing the Banque,t 1 think that hav-
ing them. done in advance was by fan the bettejt way e

LEN:

The costume awards were handed out, too--bottles of wine and boxes of candy.
June was -presented with a box of candy, either for being a judge or for being a
_ TAFF delegate.. There were so: many awards and prizes of this nature that it was
. hard to keep.track. The Gannet crew announced their plans for the 1974 Brltzsh
Convention, which will be in Newcastle.
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Finally, Dave Kyle introduced ‘TAFF Administrator Eddie Jones. It seems that
Eddie had donated one of his paintings ias‘a prize in a raffle for TAFF voters. All

those who had sent their ballots and donations to Eddie had their names in the
drawing. Eddie asked June to draw a name out of the envelope, and after some diffi-
culty (the slips were-each tightly folded and jammed together in a small envelope)
June managed to extract one-and handed it to Eddie. -He'unfolded it and began ;o
lauch. He stopped to explain:that.although the bulk' of the ballots he had received
came from British fans, there were two or three American fans who had sent their
ballots and abnations to him.. And it was one of the Bmerican fans who had won the
palntlng-—none other than Bruce Pelz. ; : %

Then Eddie introduced June and me, and we stood up to give our talk. I did most
of the talking--as I told them, I do the talking and she does the work... The chick-
en entree gave me a chance to steal a Bob Bloch line (one he had used at Bouchercon
I); all I had to do was,convert it .to the present situatlon.

'y 0 s i ' .

I told--truthfully—-how June and T were somewhat taken aback by one of the
wonders we had seen when we first arrived in London. Billboards advertising Colonel
Sanders Kentucky Fried Chicken. I said that we could not believe our eyes—-=-could
not accept the fact that The Colonel has really invaded Old Blighty. But, after the
Banquet meal, we wexre forced to believe that it was all too true.

I thanked all of those who had voted in TAFF and everyone there for treating us
so nicely. Then I announced the opening of nominations for the next TAFF race--to
bring a European fan across the Atlantic to the World Science Fiction Convention in
Washington, D. C. in 1974, After that, I passed along the greetings and good wishes
of Sir Richard Sreary to all there, and turned the mike over to June,

JUNE:

Twwed the mike over, my foot. "hat he did was sont of drop it in my Rap.
hife Len was talling, 1 nemembered that 1'd feft the painting we were to present
to the convention by my place, so0- 1'd nipped back to get it, and then sat down on
the chain that Chip Delany cowz,teowszy vacated for me.

(A note of explanation seems to be in onden here. A few weeks before we Left
fon England, the LASFS had voted to send a greeting to the fans at the Bruistol con.
Jack Hanneds was delegated to do a painting, fLeaving space at the bottom for LASFS
members to autognaph it. Jack depicted (on caricaturned) several well-known LASFS
members, such as Loy Miven bardened down under several Hugos, Fuzzy Pink Niven,
Yampo . (one 0f the youngern fans who is also a Marx Bros. §nreak) and a couple of
Typical LASFS types--whatever THAT 4s.)

So thenre 1 was, with the mike in one hand and the paintang in the other. (And
panic rnising on the honizon...) 1 managed fo stammer out some sont of histony of
the painting, pointing out that it had been done on Bristol board (which the audi-
ence seemed fo appreciate) and cclled upon Ken Cheslin to accept it. He did 8o, on
behalf of the convention, and nemanked that this was indeed ‘an ofd-time 6annuh
custom-- LASFS and Blu,tgandom have exchanged such pictornial gheelings in the past.
1t's 6un 1o help carnrny on some Fannish Traditions,

LEN:

The Guest of Honor, Chip Delany, gave a talk on critics of s-f£. Naturally, he
was criticizing the critics, and did it very well indeed. No screaming or breast-
beatlng-—just quletly pointing out where they sometimes went wrong. A most refresh-

ing GoH talk.
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After the Banquet, we went back to the meeting room to watch a couple more films.
One was a kind of home-movie job (only with fans), showing the Phil Rogers's wedding.

Another was a fan-made satire about a conflict between Tubb fans and Aldis fans,
quite whacky and mad.

Presently we adjourned to a room party in the Burns's_room. It was a small
party, so I should remember most of the names. Bill and Mary Burns, of course...the
~*Joneses...the Shorrocks...including son Roy (whom I now recognized as one of the folk
singers in the bar on that famous night), Keith Freeman, Banks Mebane, Danny Plachta,
Dave Kyle, Jenny Campbell, a girl named Wendy, and probably others. Our bedtime was

approximately 4 a.m. (Yup, me too. 1'd §inally gotten my second wind.)

MONDAY, APRIL 23 (Len) .

I have no idea what time we came back to life, but we decided to have breakfast
in our room again. We phoned in our order and waited. 2And waited. And waited...
At this point in time, I'm not sure whether they ever brought it or not, but logic
points out that we must have had breakfast somehow, or we'd never have gotten thru
the day.

The con was Officially Over, but there were a few diehards remaining. For the
first time, we were able to chat with most of the committee. Gerald Bishop (or
Gerbish, as he is knowed as), Pat and Mike Meara and Fred Hemmings. We thanked them
for a great convention, and for picking up the hotel tab for the TAFF delegates.
They had been worried (as are most concoms, especially first-timers) that they would
go into the red, and were really freaked out when they discovered that they were
actually in the black. We talked conventions for a while, and then let them proceed
with the final gathering-up of equipment, etc.

JUNE:

At some point we wene s{tting in the Lobby, chatting with Dave Rowe and others.
He had been telling a sfony about being overchanrged at some restaunant, and started
to say "bloody". Actually, he got about as fan as "bL--en--excuse my French!" .1
Laughed, and assuned him that it was harmless as farn as 1 was concerned. We hnew
that it 48 a Naughty Wond in England, but it has no emotional content fon us.
(Besides, anyone who's stayed with ELLa Panhm can't be Ahocked by it!) Dave
seemed %0 accept my explanation.,

Laten, when 1 tofd Marsha about it, she Looked at me and said, "Well! Nobody
even excuses themselues when they say that to me!" 1 told hen Lt was because 1

Look 50 Sweet and Innocents; It was fLatern when she found out that 1'm really just
as Vulgan as she 4s...

M

LEN:

lLater, in the lounge, we said goodbye to several, including Jim White, who was
remarking on the bit of rain we were getting, and the fact that so many fans were
coming down with the sniffles. Said Jim: "I do hope they won't bring their colds
to Newcastle". Our goodbyes were more in the nature of a groan. Scmeone else (it
could be that I'm the guilty one, but at this late date can't be sure) was defining
a situation where the Guest of Honor was backed into a corner as Blocking Off The
014 Chip...

which sort .of illustrates how tired it was out.
Nevertheless, we gathered together our reserves of énergy and went off that
afternoon shopping with the Joneses...to the area known as the "49 Steps" or the

"Christmas Steps", depending on whether you're at the bottom or the top. There are
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49 steps to climb to get from one street to the next. T1he steps were .iined with
shopg, and of course the street we were heading for had more shops. Most of the
shops were shut, it being still & holiday -—Faster Monday—-but we found a weapons
shop open, much to Eddie's delight. Eddie collects guns and blades, and in thle
shop he found a rather nice kris for a price he was w1111ng to pay:i

JUNE =

This shop also had a foir-sized cannon displayed in the window. Marsha and 1
nemanked Loudly on what a nice door-Afop it wow(’_d make, and what a conversaicon -
piece! (e wene Auitably ignoned.

IEN:’ S

Soon it was time for tea in thelhotel lounge, and then we went up to our
respective rooms to get most of our packing done. We were staying overnight, but
wanted to be ready to leave fairly early the next morning.

That evening, we went to yet another Italian restaurant for dinner. This one
was underground. It seems that we ate at more Italian restaurants in England and
Germany than any other kind.

JUNE:

This one was called "IL Trattornia". MWe went in through a glass door and down a
fLight of whitewashed stains. We could hearn the music (background-type) from a
necond playen., About the time we neached the foot of the stains, one of the waitens
came by, singing at the top of his Lungs. What he was s4inging had noﬂu.ng Zo do
with the music. Somehow this appealed fo us.

The meal was quite good, and thz zabaglione that we chose fo gollow Lt was
quite the sweetest 1've evern fasted,

LEN:

During dinner, Marsha was complaining that somehow she had gone through the
whole convention without making one pun, while those about her were making puns
right and left. I told her that obviously she didn't Marsha her Farces. Once again,
somehow, I escaped with my life.

I think we got to bed reasonably early, though I did sit up a while marveling at
BBC~-TV,

TUESDAY, APRIL 24 (June)

e goi up and went deww to the hotel dining room fo foin the Joneses fon break-
fast. (e opened the double door fo the dining hoom and got a nasty shock. 1t wasn't
there. The familian noom Looked Like a siorage noom, What had they done with the
dining noom? A moment's search revealed ift, overn to one side. Marnsha and Eddie wene
alneady stuffing themselues, but we got a waitress and soon foined them. (I haven't
had a boilfed egg since T got back home!) The obligatony cold toast was sweetened by
a glop of Something that occupied a jam fan nesident on ourn fable.

LEN:

After breakfast, ve were off again with the Joneses on another shopping tour.
The shops were open now, so there was more to see. It was a fairly brief tour, as
we had a train to catch, but I did find time to get to a camera shop. My mickey-
mouse Instamatic wasn't flashing when required to do so. I told the man in the shop
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that the batteries were fairly new, having installed them while at the Tower of
London~~but perhaps they were defective, and I was all set to buy new ones. -He
quietly inspected the camera, tested the batteries (they were good) and cleaned the
contacts. Uhereupon the flash worked beautifully. I offered to pay him, but there:
was no charge for his work. And very friendly and polite he was, too. No grumbling
about wasting his time. SR

I1f we ever return to Bristol, that's one shop I'll patronize. It is becoming
more and more difficult to find that kind of service any more, here in the States--
and I suppose in places overseas, toco. Perhaps we were just lucky, but in all our, .
dealing with shop people and other mundane folk in England we had no complaints.
Their hands weren't out for tips, and they treated us courteously and honestly. I've
heard tales of tourists being taken advantage of, etc., but that didn't happen to
us. Not in Germany, either, save for one rebuff in a train station--but that was
probably as much my fault as anybody's (moxe Likely the fault of the Language bawrien)
as you'll see when we get to that part of the report.

We took a taxi to the Bristol railway station, and at Eddie's suggestion we all
got first-class tickets for Liverpool. Reason: the trains would be crowded with
folk returning from holiday, and a first-clzss ticket assured one of having a seat.

We were to catch the 11:55 a.m. train, and the ticket agent advised us to go 'to
Platform 7, despite the fact that the posted schedule indicated that the Liverpool
train would arrive at Platform 9. He said there was a change, as a "special train
for Leeds" was going to use Platform 9. We gathered up our 10,000 pieces of luggage,
and the four of us struggled downstairs and then upstairs to Platform 7. We could -
see Platform 9, across the tracks from where we were standing, and presently a train
pulled in there. We assumed that it was the Special Train For Leeds.

About this time, a calm, matter-of-fact British voice on the PA system advised us
that passengers for Liverpool should proceed to Platform 9, as the train was there
and waiting... Once again we gathered up all our impedimenta and huffed and puffed
our way downstairs and upstairs again to Platform 9. By the time we found a compart-
ment with four vacant seats, we were somewhat exhausted.

The four of us shared the compartment with a nice lady and a quiet man (might
have been nice too, but he looked quite stern) for pazt of the journey. Somewhere
along the line they disembarked and we had the compartment to ourselves, giving us a
chance to stretch out a bit.

Once again we got a good view of the heautiful countryside. I love trains.
There were several stops enroute which gave us glimpses of various train stations
and industrial areas, but mcst of the scenery was green--with farms, animals, houseés
and clear blue sky.

JUNE:

“1 One stop was nathen choggling. We went into this station, sat there fon the
obligatony ten on fifteen minutes, and then stfarnted up again--backwands. Having

had some experience with this sont 04 thing in San Diego where the train has Zo back
up beforne it can go forwand, 1 didn't say anything. We continued going "backwards",
and presently 1 observed that we were passing different scenery than we had on the
way in. From this, 1 assume that the tricky British Railways had simply atfached
lon §ired up) an engine at the opposite end of our trhain.

LEN:

el . A

Bbout four hours after boarding the train at Bristol, we arrived in Liverpool,
where we had to stand in line for a taxi to Higher Bebington. It was a long queue,
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and there was a shortage of taxis, so it was a weary time before we finally claimed
one as our own., We crossed the Mersey River by going under it, using a long tunnel
which was well-lighted and featured a couple of bends. I think it was the longest
tunnel I've ever traversed.

JUNE:

Once the taxi brought us to Bebington Hall Pank, we unfoaded the Luggage and
bent to pick it up fon the trnek up to their apartment. One of theirn neighbons
appeared out of ncwhere, picked up one of the heavy sultcases that Len had been
carnying, nodded "good-afterncon" to all, and sped o044 toward Eddie and Marsha's
apantment. Len Looked a Little nonplused for a moment, and then §oflowed along,
happily carnying one suitcase instead of fwo.

IEN:

The Joneses live on the third floor of an apartment house in Bebington Hall Park.
The living room has a large picture window, and looking through it is like looking at
a picture. On a clear day, one can see the Mersey, closer up are other homes and
gardens, and immediately in front are trees and lawn., We collapsed for a well-earned
rest, although it was not long before Marsha and June were off to the local laundro-
mat.

JUNE:

This was my §inst Look at an English Laundromat. 1t did not seem too different
fnom an American one, except that it was a good deal smallern, and had none of the
tables fon folding Raundny that we are used to. The washers announced night on them
that they wene the gneatest washens even, and had a dial and pointer so that we could
tell just whene in the cycle our wash was at any given time, 1 noticed a vending
machine on the wall, offering four kinds of something, but only one brand name--
Persil--was familian to me. 1 found out Laten that they were all washing powders,
but they could have been anything--bLeach, fabric softenen, efte.

The washens had another unusual feature. At the end of the cycle, when every-
thing Looked Like it was stopped, the doons werne held Locked by some mechanism that
decided when to Let go. This would have fLed to some confusion if Marsha hadn'%
warned me about Lf.

hen we goi back to the apartment, Ernic Bentcliffe was thene. tHe had come to
bear us off to the wilds of Holmes Chapel, but oblLigingly waited until Marnsha had
fed us. 1 mentioned to Mansha that, when we refwwed from Holmes Chapel, 1 wanted
to wash and set my hain.

"Oh, you don't have to do that," she neplied. "Beryl wants to do it for you--
she's a professional haindnessern." 1 efevated an eyebrow at this internesting bit
04 news. :

LEN:

Eric is a past TAFF winner, and is almosﬁ the Typical Britisher in the way he
talks. But under that British Reserve is that fan with his terrible puns and his
whacky sense of humor. (And he had the nerve to claim that 1 make mone puns than
he does!)

During the drive to Holmes Chapel, he told us that the reason the road was so
straight was that it was originally a Roman highway. It was dark and shadowy out by
that time, ‘and I could almost see the Roman soldiers lurking behind the trees or in
the shrubbery along the roadside. '
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We were greeted at the Bentcliffe home by Beryl, Eric's wife, and their 10-year-.
0ld daughter, lLindsey. Lindsey ‘was disappointed because I wasn't dressed like an
American cowboy. It seems that she is a fan of Smith and Jones, and other imported
TV westerns. I really should have worn boots and a ten-gallon hat, and walked bow-
legged, but T don't know how long I would have been able to keep up such a masque-
rade. Pike. Pickens is easy for me to do, having done it so often, but I haven't
made like a cowboy since I was as young as Lindsey herself.

JUME:

Young Lindsey was also a Mistress of the Unexpected Question. Out of the clear
dark-blue sky (well, it was night) she suddenly asked: "Do you have snakes in
America?" Upon being assured that yes, we did, she declared "Then I'm never going
thene!" (Hen panents ftold us Laten that she used to have asthma atfacks duning the
night, which would thiggenr a dream about a boa constrictorn crushing hen.)

LEN:

e were up until midnight, fangabbing, and I passed my whiskey cane around as a
nightcap. :

WEDNESDAY, APRIL 25 (Len)

By the time we got up. the next morning, Eric had already gone off to work. We
had breakfast with Beryl and Lindsey, and walked to Downtown Holmes Chapel with
them. Beryl had her shopping to do, but Lindsey stayed with us. as our Tour Guide.

The downtown area is mostly one street of shops, plus an ancient church with a .
graveyard that projects into the main street, and an o0ld, old pub called The Red
Lion. We didn't go into the pub, but we were inspecting the outside of the church, .
and wondering how old it was when the pastor came by and asked if we would like to,
see inside. We said we would, and he very kindly obliged by unlocking the heavy ;
front doors and giving us a brief tour of the chapel.

JUNE: . | Ve X

The chwich 4nside was Light and ainy, and st decorated with Apring fLowers
from Eastern Sunday. Thenre was an ofd brass chandelien suspended grom the celling,
with graceful, curving aums that held sconces - for candles. Another item the paston
was very proud of was an oRd baptismal font that had been dug up by some archaeol-
0gists. They had figuned out that it was one of several that had been ondered ta
be destroyed, hundreds o4 years ago, Ao the persons assigned fo the destruction had
broken them up a bit and bunied them,

A Little Laten we went into the Post Office fon some sfamps, and were fust a :
touch stantled to find that it was also a store. A moment's reflection reminded us
that o4 cowrse we had heand of this sont of thing before--in the Miss Seeton stornies
44 nowhene efse. But Lt was Different--actually walking into such an establishment
ongselq.

While in the Post Office, we were Looking around, and saw a sef o4 cowboy guns,
complete with ned-and-white Leathen hofstens. We Looked at each othern, Lindsey
had a cowgink outfit, we knew, but she didn'Zt have any guns. Ue thought about it
carnefully 4on fwo on three seconds. They wene obviously meant for Lindsey--why
else would a Post Office have them on display fjust when we came Ln? (e swirendered
to Fate, and bought them. (They wene the comparatively quiet kind that *click*. We
wouldn't have given her cap guns, on anything that was noisy.)
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LEN:

During our walk in and around Holmes Chapel I again noticed the phenomenon of
miniskirts and prams. Very nice.

JUNE: -

Naturally, no tour of Downtown Holmes Chapel would be complete without going
through the handwane store whene Enic works. 1 was rathen {mpressed by it--it
reminded me, in the varniety of things available, of the bettern-stocked hardwanre
stones hene in the Los Angeles area. We found a display of Pyrex wanre that was
intenesting fon the varniety of deconative patterns thereon, all different than we
could get, hene in the States.

As. usual, Lindsey was ourn guide, and took us all over the place, including
upstains, whene 1 gather she is not usually penmitted to go. She also discovered
that the upstains connects directly to the upstains of the shop next door. 1 goi
the impression that Lindsey enfoyed that tour as much as we did.

LEN:

Bric had invited us to spend some time with them at Holmes Chapel after the con
to give us a chance to rest and relax before continuing our journey. -It was very
thoughtful of him, and was just what we needed. Not that we lay about a lot, but
we certainly weren't as active as we had been in London and Bristol. We visited
briefly with Eric while touring the hardware store, and he told us that he would be
getting off at noon and have this afternoon free, as well as the next day.

Back at the Bentcliffe house, Beryl helped us drag some chairs out on the front
porch, where we sat and did some card and letter-writing, but mostly just soaked up
sun and relaxed. (The weather in Holmes Chapel was beautiful, in contrast to the
drizzly rain we'd had in Bristol. Eric said that they'd been saving up the good
weather just for us--it had been miserable over Easter.)

JUNE:

(When Beryl called us in fon Lunch, she put what Looked Like a §ull meal on the
table, Ponk chops, potatoes, vegetables, ete. 1 was neminded of the farm-style
eating habits of Len's Pennsylfvania cousins. Beayl assured uas that they ate thein
main meal at noon, and we'd have fust a Light snack forn dinner. Somewhat reassured,
we dug 4n.

LEN:

After lunch, we all got in Eric's car, and he drove us through the Cheshire
countryside to Jodrell Bank. We saw the 250' radio-telescope close up (we had
already seen it from Eric and Bervl's house, where it looks like a flying saucer
hovering near the horizon)., They have a building full of wonders there, including
a computer that invites you to tea, one of the spacesuits worn by Bmerican astro-
nauts. on the moon, and a well-stocked souvenir stand. We picked up a few items
for ourselves,- relatives back home, and some things. to auction off for TAFF at the
LASFS. R

Our cameras were busy, now and for the rest of the'day; Unfortunately, some of
the pictures we were hoping for didn't come out--like the one that Eric tried to
take of me wearing one of the smaller bowl antennae as an upsidedown beanie.

From Jodrell,Bank we went to Alderley Edge, which is a cliff which rises abruptly
from the cotherwise fairly flat countryside. T don't know how high it is, but it must
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be one of the highest points on the island, as it is a national monument sort of
thing and famous in song and story. The view was tremendous,

JUNE: ] RS

Marnsha had informed us that somewhere around Alderley Edge thenre 44 a cave,
with an inseniption on plaque in it that figures in the beginning of Alan Garner's
stony "The Weindstone of. Brisingamen”. Enic told us that the stony was parntially
based on the Local fegend of sundry Knights of OLd being entombed in the nock of

the Ledge, neady to neappear and take up aums should England be threatened by an
Anvader., v

Unfortunately, no one present had nead the story in quite a while, and without
someone to point out the Location of the cave, we had no Ldea hew to §ind it. Enric -
did §ind the Secret Lever to open it, but we couldn't make it wonk. Perhaps some-
one was thinking of a blue ginagfe, thereby nullifying the door-opening spell. He
also infonmed us that The Edge is used monthly by a coven of witches. (e decided
not fo stay forn the next covention!

Then we went back fto Holmes Chapef, where Beryl served us what she called "just
a Light snack”. Aside from the sfLiced cofd ham and salads and othern parts of the
main cowse, she had prepared not one but fwo sweets (dessents, to Americans)--a
delightful trnifle fopped with whipped doubfe cream AND a cheesecake. She said the
cheesecake was a recipe from an American (riend., 1£ fasted a good deal Like mine,
though 1 didn'zt get a Look at the nrecipe.

Aften the dishes had been cleaned up, Beryl asked me if§ 1 wanted my hain done
now., 1 allowed as how Lt would be nice, and found myself bent over the sink while
Benyl applied and scrubbed in a delicately Acented shampoo. 1 asked what kind of
shampoo £t was, and she tofd me "Blue Mink". 1 got washed, set, and put under the
dryern, About that time, Len mentioned that it would be a good idea if he were %o
wash his hainr,

L EN:

Before I knew it, my head was in the sink with Beryl industriously scrubbing it.
First time I'd had my hair washed by a pretty girl in a long time. Then she pro-
ceeded to style it. She complained that it really wasn't long enough, but did the
best she could with her new blow-wave dryer. .

JUNE:

The bLow-wave dryen was similarn to some 1've seen 4in the States, but Lanrgenr.
1t features a {Lared muzzle about a foot Long, and mone closely nesembfes one of
Buck Rogens' naygums than anything else. When Beryl went waving that thing about,
she Rooked Like she had fust stepped out of the 25th Century.

LEN:

Unfortunately, though I have a full head of hair as compared to certain fan
friends of mine who are younger;, the individual hairs on my headbone are thin, so
they don't take well to that sort of styling. It did last a while, though, and
I'm most grateful to the loverly Beryl for making me look at least momentarily (in
the course of history) purty.

JUNE:

Aften the hain-styling session, Eric played piano a Little, and then set up his
camera to fake a group picture of us gatherned around as if for a fam session. He

-44-



has since Linformed us that the pictune didn't come ouf.
LEN:

We played Scrabble until one in the ayem. There was some discussion about
using British or American spelling of certain words, and I think we allowed both.
At that time, Eric hadn't come up with FanScrabble, or perhaps just wasn't ready
to spring it upon an unsuspecting world. I think Beryl won the game.

THURSDAY, APRIL 26 (Len)

This was the day we visited the city of Chester. The city with the Roman wall
and some old Roman ruins, hard by the River Dee. [And §rom his windows, he could
see / The otion and the Rivern Dee - Edward Lean) 1t was rather a strange feeling,
standing on top of the Wall, looking away from the city and down to see the ruins,
and then turning to look at the busy downtown section with modern shops, autos and
double~decker buses,

JUNE:

The Benteliffes' idea was to tuwn us Loose in Chester forn a few hours fo get
our Souvenin Shopping done. 1t wasn't all that good an idea. We did §ind some
spoons, getting one fon Len's mother, one fon his sisten and one fon us. (The one
for us has a bowl shaped Like a scallop shell, axd L8 now our Official Sugar Spoon.,
Any souvenin spoon that we get is going to wosk forn its Living, by gollies!)

We dropped into a camera shop to get some mone §i&m forn Len's camena, and were
amused to hear an exchange between a clerk and a gentleman with an Instamatic Like
len's. Seemed that someone had given him the camera, but had not told him that it
must be wound up Lf Lt is to advance the §iLr after Laking picturnes. He went out
enbightened, and we went out amused.

We saw a goodfy pontion of Chesten's shopping disinict before we climbed up o
the top of the Wakl again and made our way back to where Ernie had parked his car,
We found all three Benteliffes in the can, waiting for us, and started out to
Highen Bebington through the nush-houn tragfic. (Except for being on the LefZ,
4it's veny similan to Stateside rush-hour freffic.)

LEN:

Marsha was serving a three-course fondue dinner. Besides us and the Bentcliffes,
the other guests were Norman and Ina Shorrock, Uncle Norm Weedall and Tom Hogan.
The first course was a hot cheese fondue, in which were dipped such delicacies as
baby tomatoes, baby mushrooms, etc., The second course was a beef fondue. This
doesn't mean that we dipped things into beef, but that there was a pot of hot oil
into which we dipped thin strips of beef until they were cocked, whereupon we chose
one of several sauces to dunk them in. The third and last course was chocolate
fondue, a pot of hot melted chocolate with Marsha's Secret Ingredients added, into
which we dipped chunks of Marsha's special nut bread and wvarious fruits. Burp!?

We were kept quite busy dipping and eating, as well as imbibing the wines of
Uncle Norman and the drinks of Eddie J. There was some discussion about TAFF. Eric
and the others were trying to talk Norman and Ina into standing for TAFF. As it
turned out, they couldn't stand for the up coming race, but are certainly good candi-
dates and hopefully will be among those who stand for TAFF in the future.

Eric said that he would have to get a fondue set for Beryl, so that they could
also have fondue dinners. I advised him that he was obviously suffering from a Fond
Due Lack.
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This low blow of a pun hit him so hard that the-best he could come up with was
that he'd have to Groanell about that -one. I told him that I found his reply dis-

appointing, I thought he was supposed to be the Dean of British punsters. It
improved from there (or got worse, depending on how YOU feel about puns).

FRIDAY, APRIL 27 {June)

We wene now camping with the Joneses, on thein nice black couch in the Living
hoom, which Eddie ingormed me had been sekected for Length with me in mind. Aften
a bneakéazwt wherein we were introduced to Connish clotted cream (an incredibly
thick, nich cream which has to be spread with a knife--and cut with a knife, for
that ma,ttu) we Left to cateh a bus which would take us to the Underground which
wzwed deliver us %o Livenpool, which would give us opportunity to do some more
shopping.

e saw some unusual ties in a department-store window, pattermed aftern the
Bayeux Tapestry. Upon some thought, we decided that one of these with Viking ships
on 4t would make a good souvenin for Pres (Len's brothen-in-Law). Once inside the
stone and in the mensweanr department, we found some othens, equally unusual and
atthactive. The one we wanted for Pres was easify auauiab!_e and 1 picked out a
bfue one with ancient sofdiens Limned on it, and asked Len 4_5 he would Like Ait.
Yes, he allowed as how he would.

LEN:

We had lunch in a place called Mariner’s. For the second (and last) time in
England, I was able to grab the tab before mine host got his artistic paws on it,
~ He was busy lighting a cigarette at the time the waiter brought the check, and my
hand moved with the speed of light.

JUNE:

We decided to take the ferrny back across ihe Mensey, and walked thereto. -On the
way, Eddie and Marnsha guided us on a small detour fo a most internesting fountain.
1t consisted of a Larnge pool of water with several upright steel beams positioned
thenein, Mounted on each of these beams were teardrop-shaped "buckets" which tunned
on pivots. Waien poured into these "buckets" §rom some source Linvisible {but not
inaudible) fo us, and as each one neached its out-of-balance point, it would §Lop
oven and pour out its Load of water. There was no discernible pattern a8 to which
. one would dump next, and we watched it in fascination for several minutes,

iE_N:

We took the ferry across the Mersey fgrXdm ¥He madig gf iig ddrd fdande and then a
bus back to Higher Bebington. That evening, we went to the Shorrocks' (who also
live in Higher Bebington) for some of Norman's Mysterious Punch and a showing of a
‘Japanese film, The Hidden Castle, ,starring Toshiro Mifune. It came across as a
sort of'Japanese‘iaurel and Hardy film, though the serious content of the film was
meant to be just that--serious. But the two good/bad guys carried on very much
like Stan and Ollie. . ' LN

SATURDAY, APRIL'28 (Len)
== (7 ¢l
This was our last full day in England. June and’'I borrowed Marsha's shopping
cart and paid a final visit to the local laundromat. Once there, June the tourist
showed one of the local ladies how to feed coins to the washers, how to set them,
ete. I assume that the local lady had never been to a laundromat before, or was
one of those types who just naturally have trouble with coin-operated machinery.
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JUNE:

As we walked back, trundling our canitful of fresh Laundry, we pasded the
Shornocks! strneet. 1 glanced towarnd theirn house, intending to wave, but didn’%
see anyone. That evening Ina tofd me that she had seen us, though, walking hand
Ain hand. T il

e detouwred a bit to go by the Local post office, to buy some stamps. When we
got thene, we found a pillar box (mailbox) out by the kenb (curb) with a neat
Little stamp-dispensing machine mounted on its sdde. You put in a 5p codin, twin a
small handle, and out pops a row of-five stamps--one 2p, two 1p and two 1/2p. We
found this s0 chanming that we put in another 5p to get a set to take home fo Rick.

LEN:

That afternoon we had tea with Tony and Simone Walsh, who also live just a few
blocks from the Joneses., It turned out that Tony knew as much about some of the
natural wonders of the States as we do, expressing great interest in visiting the
western part of the States. We hope they make it someday. We would dearly love to
give them our Special Tour Up The California Coast, starting in LA and ending in
the redwoods north of San Francisco, with Special Attention given to good places to
eat and good scenery to see in between.

We were unable to properly do justice to Simone's excellent pastries, having
been overstuffed at lunch by Marsha. '

That night, there was a farewell party at the Joneses. Uncle Norm Weedall
again provided some of his excellent wine, as did the sShorrocks. Other people
brought other bottles, and of course FEddie and Marsha set out various edible and
drinkable goodies. As usual, there was much fangabbing, punning and even'singing.
I led the group in singing a couple of my drinking songs. Well, one of them (Chug-
A-Lug, Chug~A-Lug, Co-La-La) is a drinking song, but the other (Tooling Trade)
serves well as a drinking song in that it has an easily-followed chorus. '

Some of the girls present used the floor of the hallway to make an ouija board,
by laying out squares of paper with letters or numbers on them in a circle, and
using an upsidedown wineglass as a planchette. I understand they came up with some
rather strange messages. It was the first time I had seen old ocuija being consulted
in this manner, but June tells me that she has seen it done in this way at homg too.

JUNE: i :
Well, actually, what we did was to arrange Letters from an anagram set on a
dining-noom fable, and use the upside-down wineglass-type pcanchette. One advantage
(on disadvantage) of this method is that six on eight people can get thein §ingens

on the planchette at one time. This should reduce the chance of any one person
pushing it where they want it to go.

LEN:

Now, if I can remember who-all was present at the party...Eddie and Marsha
Jones, Norm Weedall, Ina and Norman Shorrock, Bill and Mary Burns, Eric and Beryl
Bentcliffe, Jenny and John Ramsay Campbell, Tony and Marge Edwards, Stan and Marge
Nuttall, John Owen, Cherry Brown and Tony and Simone Walsh.

The party ended fairly early (1 a.m.) as June and I had to be up to catch a ;
train Sunday morning. As the Joneses have no car, we had planned to take a taxi to
the Liverpool train station to catch a 10 a.m. train to London. But Tony Walsh 3
volunteered to pick us up at 9:15 and drive us to the station in his car, and we '
accepted his very kind offer. ‘
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SUNDAY, APRIL 29 (Len)

Tony showed up on the dot, even phoning beforehand to be sure we werz up and
ready. We bid a fond farewell to Eddie and Marsha, and were off to Liverpool.
Once again we went through the tunnel under the Mersey and onto the streets of
Liverpool, which looked strangely deserted--as well they should be on a bright
Sunday morning. Ouite different from the way we had seen them on a busy Friday
during shopplng hoursg A

We arrived at the station in plenty of time. After boarding and settling our’
luggage ‘we traveled second-class this time, and found that the second-class
carriages provide luggage space between the baclks of adjoining seats) we waved to
Tony who stood on the platform until the train left.

We arrived at Buston Station in London about 1:45 p.m., and took a taxi to
Heathrow Airport. It was hours before our flight was scheduled to leave, but we
wanted to get to the airpcrt and check our sultcase We spent the waiting time
in shopping, getting a bite to eat, and trying to phone Ella and Ethel. Either the
prhone we used was out of order, or we just don' t understand the various noises made
by the British phone system. '

JUNE:

At Long Last, on the upper 4Loorn of the ainpornt buwilding, we found the Zype of
souvenin shop we had been Looking for. e wanted Souvenins for the §olks back home,
by gum, and hene they were, e acquined a set of silven-colored salt and pepper
shakens fon Len's mother, with "City of London" adorning them in a modest, crest-
shaped patch.. MWe got a comb-and-nail-§ile set in a smakl Leather case forn Jerny,

a hottle opener with one of those "City of Lindon" cnests, and a set of gold-coloned
cufflinks with thrhee British Liows on ecch, forn Len.

OQun souvenins finally acquined, we siuck them in the faithful straw basket, and
went on in to the Depariune Lounge. They checked ourn passports as we went in, and
gave us our boanding checks for the plane, The Departure Lounge was much more com-
fontable than the area outside, being §ull of couches, a bar, a snack bar and a Lot
04 duty-free shops.

One Ahop adveniised tobacco and perfume, s0 Len asked if I wanted anything, since
he was going overn *o buy scme ciganettes anyay. 1 Lhought a moment, and then said
yes, if they had wy Sna,?,mm, would he get me a small bottle? "Shaliman?" he said,
and T nodded. He wa’ked o’f and disappeared fon fen on fifteen minutes. When he
came back, he was carrying a package with the "Guerlain" fabel. 1 thanked him, and
then noticed that he dida'# have, any cigurettes, 1 questioved h,cm about it, and. lie
told me that he hadn't had sufficient pounds to buy cigareites aftern buying the
pernfume. Greater Love Hath No Man...

LEN:

We were to fly Lufthansa to Frankfurt, and the flight was half an hour late in
arriving in London. However, we weren't nearly as bad off as those people who were
waiting for their flight to Hanover. Their flight had been due for takeoff several
hours before ours, and wasz not yet ready to leave by the time we left. A multi-
lingual voice on the PA system announced that these unfortunate passengers could
continue to wait, and the airline would provide them a free dinner at the airport--
or, if there was some empty space on our Frankfurt flight, they could fly there and
be taken to Hanover by bus. Obviously, some of them opted for the latter choice,
as every seat in our plane was full, and there were three gentlemen left standing.
It was the first time I ewver saw SRO on a commercial airline. I know it isn't
legal over here, and I'm not sure it was over there, but what they did was to ask
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passengers who had small children to hold their kids in their laps during takeoff
and landing, so that the stand-up passengers could sit down and strap in. The :
steward offered free drinks to. those who held children on their laps. I offered to
hold somebody's kid on my lap, but got no takers, so I wasn't able to con the help
out of free drinks. However, the man sitting across from us really kept them busy,
and I'm not sure how many free drinks he had before we reached Frankfurt, but he
must have staggered off the plane.

JUNE:

1t was dark when we neached Frankfurnt, and we could see that it had been raining.

The plane taxied o a.stop somewhere out on the tawmac, and they provided a fititle
bus to take:us :fo the airpont building. Entering Germany was certainly. different
than enterning England. One of the finst areas we went through was a Customs area.
This was beforne we picked up our baggage. Then we went by Immighation, and an. :
of4icial Looked at our passports. "Looked" is the night wond, as he didn't even
touch them. e walked on as indicated, wondering when and Lf owr passpornts would

be stamped. (They wenren't.) Presently we got our Luggage, and walked through the
Green section of anothern Customs area., (e didn't see any Customs officials about.
Immediately heyond this, Bob was waiting for us.

LEN:

That's Bob Konigsberg, June's son, who is stationed at Coleman Barracks near
Mannheim. He promptly took over as Tour Guide and Interpreter, and got us into a
taxi, We had a reservation for the night at the Hotel Savigny. It was expensive,
but was the only booking that the Auto Club had been able to make for us on the
short notice that we had given them about going to Germany.

When we checked in at the hotel, the desk clerk handed us an envelope from
Mario Bosnyak. It contained the German TAFF funds which Mario had promised us.

JUNE:

After we got settled in our hoom, about 10:30 on s0, we debated calling Mario
inBerklin, We decided that it was neally too Late fo call that night, and settled
down *o sLleep. Bob bunked on the {Loon. About 1 a.m. or 40, a strange noise
awakened us, and we Jealized that it was the phone ringing. T was closest to L%,
50 1 gh.abbed At and mumbled something. It was Manio. He was wornied about us. He
was also coughing Like unto .Camille in the Last act. Belween cough,cng spells, he
told us that. he was sick and that his doc,ton wanted to pwt him Lin the ho&putaﬁ

LEN: s

Apparently his doctor did not trust Mario to rest enough at home, and knowing
how hyperactive Mario can be, we can understand his doctor's concern. He told us
that we shouldn't plan on coming to Berlin, and we told him not to be silly, we'd
come and visit him anyway--after all, we had our handy-dandy translator, Bob, with
us.

MONDAY, APRIL 30 (Len) i

Bob was up early in the morning to catch a train to Mannheim and get to his
base so that he could collect his paycheck and get his leave papers changed to
include Berlin. Socon after Bob left, we finally got up. He had left us definite
instructions on what train.to take, and which Mannheim station to get off at. We
found out later that there are three or four stops in Mannheim, only the final one
- of which is "Mannheim HBF"=--the Haupt Bahn Hof--Main Railrcad Station.
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JUNE:

1 obsenved oun DMIO0-a-night noom with some intenest, wonderning what it was
that made it that expensive. 1t was a small noom with fwin beds, and there wasn't
even noom to put a rnofl-away bed, which was why Bob had slept on "the {foon. The
bathnoom had obviously been )Lemodded and not quite finished., The tub was done
up in pink tile, with a tasteful borden of meamaids in tunquoise.

The hotel provided a smalf packet of something called "Aqua-!arnin" which 1
found sitting on the edge of the tub. Acconding to its trhi-Lingual blunb (German,
French and English) £t was the most marvelous bath addu;éue ever fnvented. 1
decided %o give Lt a trhy--might as wekl get our money's wonth--and found that it
ﬁthumed the watern a beau,a,gu,e Ahade of blue, highlighted by a few bubbles here and

ene

LEN:

We finally got down to breakfast in the hotel dining room. Being unsure how
much English the waiters had, we indicated that we would take the Continental
breakfast that came with the room. B2Along with the ceffee, tea, fruit juice and
rolls came a plate of cheeses, which included the exotic foreign "Velveeta",

“le had been instructed to catch the noon train to Mannheim, so we tock a taxi
to the train station. The station itself was under reconstruction, just to add
to the confusion that one usually experiences in a busy station. The taxi driver,
for some reason, &id not let us off at the front entrance but at a side gntrance.
e didn't realize this at first, until we got inside and tried to find some ticket
windows. None were in sight, but we could see the train tracks and about umpteen
shops, etc. I found a luggage cart and we loaded it with our stuff. We pushed it
over to where a changeable sign informed us that the noon train for Mannheim would

presently leave, and I left June there with the suitcases to go off in search of a
ticket window.

JUNE:

The station was an immense barn of a place, with parnt of it hidden behind a
high fence. Thenre was a chane visibfe over the fence, s0 that meant that pant
‘was being remodefed. There was a clock near the sign that infonmed us that the
Mannhedim thain would Leave 4nrom this thack at noon, and I watched Lt with some
Lritenest., 1t was the type whenre the minute hand moves once a muw,to_ and it
became mone dnd mone fascinating the closern it got fo fwelve o 'claock.

Presently, some Lights next to the track began flashing, and 1 figured that
probably meant that the trhain was on its way in. Sune enougi, pretty soon the
trhain backed sfowly in, the nean can heaching nearnly to where 1 was standing.

. People got 044, and the pernsistent clock clicked steadily on. Finally, it
neached 12 o'clock stnaight up...

LENs

I had stopped one kindly-looking gentleman and asked him about tickets, where
one could buy them, etc. I did a lot of pantomiming, as I have little if any Ger-
man, but I don't think he understood me. Either he did and didn't care, or maybe
thought I was trying to sell him something. Anyway, he retorted angrily something
that sounded like “"Nyet!" Perhaps he was a Russian--but then so was I, rushin’
around trying to find a ticket window before the train pulled out.

Taking off in the opposite direction, I spotted a group of American GIs at one
end of the long building. I ran up to them and asked them where in hell one got
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tickets in this madhouse. OCne chap started to direct me upstairs; but was:corrected
by his sergeant who said that the upstairs place was for GIs. He told me to walk
about halfway down the long building in the direction from which I had come, and
turn left at the first passageway I came to. This would lead me to the front of
the torn-up building, and that's where the ticket windows were. He was absolutely
correct.

By the time I found the windcws it was about two minutes to noon, and I hoped
that for once the German railway system wouldn't be as efficient as advertised.
There were, of course, several windows, with a queue at each one, and I couldn't

' tell by reading the notices which would be the correct one to buy tickets to Mann-
heim. So I picked what looked like the shortest line and asted the guy ahead of me
if this was the right 1line for Mannheim. He said something that sounded like o
“Mannheim, ja", but he mumbled it, and I wasn't sure but what it was z negative
reply. But I stayed in line, as I was now close to the window, and when I did ask
for two tickets to Mannheim (slowly, but in English) the clerk sold me the same with
polite thanks, and I took off at high port for the platform.

The train was still there, with June waiting and wondering what had happened to
me. We got on board a few seconds before it started up. '

JUNE:

The countrnyside that we passed through was Spring at its best. Farmland and
fornest alternated with tewns, and there were fields of something bright yellow. .
that T was pretty sure were dandelions, |1 found out Ratern that they wene.) The
German thains ane electrnic, and move noiselessfy compared with ourn siteam and/on
diesel engines. At one pox_n,t we passed an automobile ghraveyand almost hidden in a
grove of fLlowerning thees.

Me wene making pretty good time, sfopping every 50 often ct a station, when the
thain drew up to a hatt, and all we could see was open counthy out the windows.
The thain sfood thene 6on about half an hour, while we wondened what the defay was.
Len tried ashing a man who was wearing a sont of uniform cap and Luoked Zike he
might be vaguely official, but he didn't speak English.

He did do his best to be helpful, though, and mofioned with his hands to explain
that we wene on a sidetnack waiting fon an exphress to go through., He did it a cou-
“ple of times to make swie we undenstood, and wound up his spiel with the word
"Schnetl!", which T undersiooa to mean that as soon as ithe othen thain was out of
the way, we would go fast. 1 fished info my vocabularny of perhaps a dozen German
- words and neplied "Mach schnell!" which was aull 1 had that seemed fto fit the
ocecasion., e exchanged smiles, and were presently on owr way agatin.,

Bob met us at the sfation, and we taxied fo the ilebern Motel whenre Bob had
reserved a room forn us. The bittee otd Lady who -nan the motel époke only Geaman,
but Bob was a good translatorn as well as tour guide.

Our noom was just about Large enough to hofd an enoamous .double bed, a wandrobe
and a table unden the windew. Me had our own bath--quite Literally. The bathroom
contained a tub and a wash basin., There was a smalk sign on the wall next to the
miuvon, which Bob transfated fon us. 1In essence, it said:

"Please do not drop your electric razor into the water.
Thank you,

Your Electric Company”
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The toilets wenre in a separate noom across the hall, forn the use of all the
noomens on the thind {Loonr.

Bob to8d us that in Genmany, double beds were usually composed of fwo single
beds pushed together. This one was all one, but Large enough. The usual Conti-

nesital quilt was present. Two of them, in fact--one for each half of the bed.

LEN:

After getting settled in our room, we went with Bob (via bus) to Coleman
Barracks. Stepping onto the Army base was like stepping back into the States. All
of a sudden signs were in English, cars were driving on the right, overhead conver-
sation was in our own language, etc. We walked over to the snack bar to have lunch,
and while waitlng in the chow line we met Bob's Big Boss, Colonel Chappell, who had
dropped in’ for a cup of coffee, or something. He was most friendly and courteous,
as were all of the people we met at Coleman, officers or enlisted men.

It was some time around here that we found that Bob could not go to Berlin with
us. To travel into Communist territory takes something called "flag orders" which
must be applied for at least a month in advance. Since we had decided only a couple
of weeks before leaving that we were going to Germany, we hadn't had the opportunity
to notify Bob in timne. i

%ith Mario in the hospital, and our Interpreter taken away from us, it began to
look like maybe not such a good idea to go to Berlin. There was also the fact that
it-would cost us more air fare, and we didn't feel that we should use TAFF money

for this purpose. Our vacation time was running out and that meant we would prob'ly

have only a night and a day there, if that long, so we finally decided not to go.
Subsequently, we talked on the phone to Mario a couple of times, and he agreed that
we would be better orff touring what we could of West Germany without going to
Berlin,

The TAFF money from the German fund had been sent to us by Mario and was waiting

for us when we arrived. But since we saw only two fans in Germany (one of them belng-

my stepson, Fob) and spoke to Mario only by phone, we did not use the TAFF money for
our German tour, brief as it was. Mario did put us in touch with anothber German fan
in Frankfurt, about which more later.

Later, Bob introduced us to the man he works for directly, Major Benson. The
Major invited us into his office, fed me coffee, and told us of what a great outfit
they had. He advised us that the men in his outfit were all hand-picked, as their -
job was air and land transport for visiting VIPs, such as 3-star generals, the
Secretary of Defense, etc, He said they had to be careful not+ to get sloppy, as
they were so used to seeing VIPs it didn't awe them as much as it would other out-.
fits who got only occasional visits from the big shots.

Bob then took us on a tour, showing us the planes and copters usel for the VIPs,
The seats are well-padded and comfortable-looking (and complete with seat belts on
every one) and there are bars and other little conveniences that you don't find in
the average copter.

THE NIGHT OF THE CHOCOLATE COCKROACH (June)

That night, we took a thain to Heidefberg Zo have dinner at Bob's favonrite
Italian nestaurant, the Riviera. fe walked up Hauptsthasse (Main Stneet) Looking in
the shop windows. That's all we could do, since the shops were closed. Unlike the
States, they do not stay open on Monday n,cgh,t Ve passed one shop with a collection
of clocks in the window. There were a couple that T wouldn't have minded having--a
Little one with a jewel-blue face, and another with a swinging mechanism on top that

s
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was apparently magnetic in natwre.

Aften that, we came fo a confectionen's shop, and were admiring the various
candies displayed thenrein, when ounr attention was suddenly riveted by what appeared
to be chocofate nepnoductions of cockroaches. We studied them carefully--they even
had 3ix plastic feet sticking out from under the chocolate body.

Fventually, owt appetites not at all spoiled, we aviived at the Riviera. Bob
esconted us to a table, and ondered cannelloni fon three. They didn't have a wine
List, s0 the waiter necited the names o4 his wines for us. When he got to "Valpoli-
cella" 1 sat up and paid attention. He §ilLed thhee glasses grom a big bulbous
bottle behind the bar, and we sipped while we awaited the cannelfoni.

Aften dinner, we windew-shopped down the other sdide of the street, ard presently
netunned to Mannheim, whene Bob took us fo his favorite bar. The 0fficial Name of
it i8 the Gold Pflug (Gofden PRow), but in the neighborhood it is known as "Paul's
Place", : Be

LEN:

Paul is a Canadian, but when he got to Germany during the war he liked it so much
that he decided to stay. Bob introduced us to one of his favorite drinks--Coke and
white wine, mixed 50-50. It is drinkable, but is not something I would want to drink
a lot of. Bob orders it by the liter. As we were sipping it, Paul came over and
asked if we also drank alcohol.

Over the music coming from the accordion player (and the singers at the bar) I
advised him that ves, we had been known to drink alcohol on occasion. so he said he
would bring us something special. - He brought two shot glasses filled with something
crystal-colored. It was corn whiskey with lemon, he said. -It was the smoocoothest
corn I've ever tasted. Good sippin' whiskey.

JUNE:
There must have been some sugar 4in it, too, as it was more Like a cordial.
IEN:

The place was quite lively with all the music, singing and talking. Some of the
songs included old swing-era tunes, as well as the ubiguitous Beer Barrel Polka and
a local favorite, The Streets of Hamburg. We got back to the motel by 1 a.m.

JUNE:

e walked up to the door of the motel, and found it Locked. This was s0 totally
unexpected that we must have nattled the doon sevenal times before we could really
accept that it wouldn't open for us, ‘I had a momentary thought about having to
spend the night out there in the narking Lot, which didn't appeal at alk.

Presently Len discovered an intercom speakern sef in the wall besdide the doox.
As we wene about fto press the button, it occured to us that the Rady didn't speak
English, and we didn't speak Gewman, s0 there might be a communication probfem. But
anyithing was bettern than standing out there all night, so0 we pressed Lf,

An incomprehensible voice came back at us, and we said wonds that wene probably
incomprehensible to her. However, she came out and Let us in, and then inquired
something that 1 was somehow abfe to understand, She was asking didn't we have our
room:key? Room key? we sald, with an astonished inflection. Yes, the noom key also
opened the gaont doorn. Well, 1'd always heard that thavel was educational.,
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TUESDAY, tAY 1 (June)

The next moanding, we got up and went down to the moifel dining hoom. Our room
nate included breakfast, which was a good thing as Bob didn't get there untif RLater,
and T dnaw the Line at thying to ondern food in a Atrhange Language. T know that "el"
44 Genman for "egg", but 1'd probably wind up with a raw one Lif 1 thied LK.

The negular breakfast was good, Lf strange to us. We discovered that in Germany
{unlike England) they believe in hot foast. There were also several different hinds
04§ bread, nolls, fam, mettwwrst and a s0ft cheese., e watched anothenr guest tackle
s mettwunst. Apparently propen etiquette fon dealing with it is to saw off the
end of the tough casing with your tnmife, then scoop out the contents and sphread it
on your bread.

Coffee and tea were easy to onden, being pronounced "kagfee" and "tee". The
Lady asked Len something, and once more I managed fo undenstand that she wanted Zo
know hew he Liked his coffee. T neplied "Schwarz!" 1t's a good thing that he Likes
4t black--1 have no idea how %o say "with cream" .in German.

LEN:

After breakfast, Bob' arrived, and we went back to the Mannheim Haupt Bahnhof and
caught a train to Heidelberg. We found out that May Day is: a holiday in Germany,
so that once again the shops were closed. We spotted the tail end of a parade going
up the Hauptstrasse as we arrived. It was the Communist May Day: parade and demon-—
stration, as we found out when we caught up with it at the far end of the street.
There were lots of bright red banners and posters, and the crowd was listening to a
speech (in German) being broadcast over a PA system. The speaker himself was not in
sight. Noticing a balcony across the street, we wondered why the speaker wasn't up
there, as it seemed a perfect place from which to deliver a harangue. Bob pointed
out that it would probably make the speaker an ideal target for a sniper, and that
he was being smart by staying out of sight.

We noticed two policemen in the area, one of them carrying a walkie-talkie.
Deciding that we had heard quite enough incomprehensible propaganda, we left the area
and walked around the corner and across a plaza toward Heidelberg Castle. There,
just two blocks from the demonstration, and out of sight, was a group of riot police-
men, standing by should there be a call from the man with the walkie~talkie. They
were very much at ease, laughing and talking among themselves, carrying their helmets
in their hands. June stopped and took a picture. One of them noticed her about the
time the shutter snapped, and shouted "Achtung! Foto!" But June had already shot
the photo, and we waved and smiled at them as we went on our way.

Bob guided us up a long, steep, cobblestoned path to the castle. I don't know
how high it is, but not being in the kest of condition, we stopped a lot to take
pictures:. (0 not fo fake pictures.) As we climbed higher, we could look down at
the town and the Neckar River. There were all kinds of scenes to photograph, and
once we got up into the castle area we could aim a camera in almost any direction '
and get a good picture--or at least that's the impression I got.

The castle is not in what one might call a good state of repair. It is indeed
a ruined castle (as witness the wall shot on the cover of this report) but it and
its well-cared-for garden surroundings are beautiful. We spent all afternoon there,
and not just to rest from the uphill hike.

JUNE:

The castle had been done in by enemies armed with gunpewder. This became
obvious once we saw one of the nound cornen towens, where a chunk of brickwosk

-54-



about a dozen feet Long and almost as wide had been torn off the top of the towern
and dropped to Lts base, much as if a petulant. giant child had become impatient
with a toy. The moat--or what had been a moat--was now a garden, and we Aaw a
couple picnicking therein. In anothen spot, someone was taking a nap.

As we walhed around to the back of the castle, there was a sort of sndck stand,
advertising "Eiskrem". The ice cream tumned out Zo be a Neapolitun-fLavored sand-
wich, and Bob very hindly went in and bought three of them. (14 1 hadn'Z known
the Genman fon "three" befone this, 1'd have Leawed it on that trip.)

© Eventually, we made our way. into the innern courtyard, to admine the beautiful
facade of the innern portion of the castle. 1t was Lined with statues oy knights,

each one with some sont of animal at his-feet. Ue were particularly enchanted by

one knight with a Lion. The Lion had his paws crossed, chin oi paws, and a rather
pixilated Look in his eye.

STANDING ON 222,000 LITERS OF WINE (Len)

We walked down into the castle cellar to sece The Largest Wine Keg in the world,
or so the signs claimed. NAccording to the information we were given, it contains
222,000 liters. I'm not sure how many gallons that is, but it's quite a few. We
climbed up the stairway, walked out on top of the keg where we stood ‘looking down
over the edge for a while, and then went down the down staircase with a whole
bunch of other tourists.

We found a bar where they were serving some of the wine, so we got some to
sample. They served it in little shot glasses that bore a picture of the keg. The
price of the wine included the glass, so we added three more souvenirs to_our load.

. On our way down, by a different route, we noticed that there was a funicular

railway that transported people up and down the mountain. We felt a touch chagrined
that we had walked when we could have ridden, but Bob said that he had deliberately
refrained from using it because he felt it was unsafe--certainly not as safe as the
Angel's Flight we used to have in Los Angeles. In any case, we didn't regret the
walk, not only because it was probably Good For Us, but because of the lovely
scenexry en route.

We had a' late lunch of pizza at the Riviera, and then took a boat ride on the
Neckar, using up some more of our film.

By the time we got back to Mannheim, we were ready for dinner. But we found,
to our dismay, that the motel dining room was closed because of the holiday, and
so were neighborhocod restaurants. It began to look like a long, hungry night,
until Bob consulted with the lady at the desk. She didn‘t know of anywhere, but
she had a friend there who did speak some English, and she directed us to a "Gast-
haus"” where she said we could get dinner. Actually, her directions were not quite
right, but it didn‘'t matter because Bob called a taxi and the dri-er knew exactly
where to go. We could have walked {with the proper directions) but there was a
bit of rain, though the day itself had been bright and sunny.

It seems that in Germany they have these Gasthauses (Guest Houses), which serve
food but aren't exactly restaurants. We noticed people there sittinag around and
. playing cards, as well as eating. " One gentleman bore a striking resemblance to Bob
Bloch--but the accent wasn't right.

JUNE:

We atarted the meal with "bouillon mit ei"--clear soup with an egg 4in it. As
hunghy as we were, it was the single most delicious thing I'd tasted 4n some time.
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For the main cowde, we had Bob's favornite dish--Jagernschnitzel, which s veal
cooked in wine and slathered with mushrooms. About three-quants of ihe way through
my plateful, 1 realized that 1 wasn't going Zo be able to finish it. 1 put my gfonk
down, and heaved a s4igh of repfetion.

"You'ne supposed to clean yourn plate,” Bob warmed. 1 Looked at him, surprised.

"But 1'm stuffed," I explained. 1 essayed another bite, but I could feel my
bursting point ariving. :

Presently the Lady came to clearn away the dishes. She Looked at my plate. 1
diged! Having been warned what to expect by Bob, T was ablfe to transfate hen
question as "What's the matten? Tsn't £t good?"

"sehr gut," 1 neplied, and made the hand-to-throat gestune forn "stugfed full".
She undenstood, and Laughed.

e walked back to the motel thiough a few warm spring showens, bade Bob good
night, and were (thank{ully) in bed by eleven.

WEDNESDAY, MAY 2 (Len)

It was rainy-looking but clearing in the morning. At breakfast we saw the man
who resembles Bob Bloch in the dining room, consuming a boiled egg. By the time Bob
came to pick us up, it was quite sunny. We spent the day on a shopping tour at his
base, and in Mannheim.

JUNE:

14 may have been just because it was Spniag, but there seem to be Loits mone
fLowens planted around German cities than we have ovenr here. On out way 4n to
Mannheim, Bob took us on a different bus, one that spent an hour on s0 driiving
hithen, thither and yon about Mannheim, giving ws a Look at the countryside.

One of the intenesting things Bob pointed out was the welfare housing. 1t seems
that if someone decides he does not want Zo wonk forn a Living, the governmment wilf
give him a small plot of Land--usually next o the railroad thacks, on somewhere
efse that nobody else wants to Live. (Being next to the railroad i& noit quite as
bad as 4t would be in this country, since their thains hun by electrnicdty and are
nelatively quiet.)

Since the tiny houses on these plots of Land ane all different, we assumed that
At is up to the individual welfare necipient fc bucld his own. They ranged in qual-
ity §nom a neat wooden house to a farpaper-and-covwugutea Lion shack. The houses
ane tiny because most of the Land 48 Zaien up with a ganden. These people raise a
good deal of thein own food.

(When we passed by them Laten on in the dark, they wene L{nvisiblfe. Bob pointed
out that ihey don't have efectricity. 1f makes me wonder 4if they have any of the
city services that we take forn granted--on do they get thein watern, for indtance,
from the equivalent of the village well? Bob said that sometimes these people sit
cut in theirn yands and Raugh at the people who are going to oi from work. My neply
was that you can't arngue with taste--Lif they think they’ve got a betten deal than
working fon a Living, Let 'em think so0. 1In my personal opinion, they're working
hander fon Less than 1 do.

On, as my grandmother used to put it: "Every man to his own taste, said the
old woman, as she kissed the cow",
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Impressions of German cities: The streets are narrow, which is why most of
the populace drive little cars such as VWs or Peugeots. It is perfectly legal to
park partly or even entirely on the sidewalk, just as long as there is a little room
left for pedestrians to squeeze by. The sidewalks are marked for bicycle traffic.
Most of tha people we observed on bikes were middle-aged or older. There were some
miniskirt-and-pram combinations here, too.

JUNE:

The main stneet of Mannheim that we walked up and dewn 48 a WIDE sineet, and the
cars do NOT pank on the sidewalks. We decided to do some more souvenir shopping, as
I wanted fo get some cigans for my boss. Ue found a tobacco shop, and spent a few
minutes siudying the window display. Finally 1 decided on a small wooden box o4
Sumairan algans, and we went in to make the purchase. 1 was a Little swiprised when
the clerk didn't put the cigans .in a bag, but even monre surprised when there was no
casi-regisien neceipt.

Then I nemembered that in England, as well as in Germany, women cavied thein
shopping bags with them, and had no need for paper bags. (Might not be a bad idea
in the States!) As fon the neceipt, this was a small store, and presumably they
feli that they would know whether a customer had actually bought something on nof.

After some discussion, we found a place to have funch. 1t was a cageteria-style
nestaunant, which displayed plastic models of the food to be had. Bob pointed out a
plote o4 Jagenschnitzel, which Looked Like a full dinner. We said that would be tuo
much, Ao we wound up with Germany's equivalent of a hot dog. Each of us had a brat-
wunst--a Long, thick sausage--with a "brotchen"--German forn "bun". The bun was
about thi.ze inches an diametern, and obviousfy had not been designed to §4£ around
that twelve-inch uunst. So we ate our "hot dogs" by alternating bites of bun witi
bites of wuwst dipped in mustard.

Aften Lunch, we continued walking around Mannheim, window-shopping. We were a
Little sunpnised to §ind, Lin a department-stonre window that was being "drnessed”,
some naked mannequins with nipples on their breasts. The shape of the nipple was
molded into the figure, and touched delicately with a darkern pink than that used on
the nes of the body. (e had already observed that the Germans seem to have a much
mone casual attitude towand the female breast than we do. Advertisements in the
s2ick magazines may show a girk unclothed above the waist, and no one seems o make
any §uss over L. On the othen hand, a display in the doorway of one of the sex
shows that we passed showed a Life-size photo of the nude ginf greeting the potent-
Lol customens with a bright snile and a bright-red carnatior--held casually where it
would do the most good. = '

We also noticed that the Germans arne very fond of those two Gallic henoes,
Asterix and Obelix. (e saw some silver pind iv a jewelhy-store winde.s mude fo Look
Like Asternix waving hello in his folRy way, and 0belix both with and without menhin.
Later, we found some decals in an auto-supply shop also showing A. and 0.

Towarnd the end of our day of walking around the city, Bob took pity on us and
guided us to a quiet bar where we could 84t down and have something to drnink. Bob
ondesed his "shola"--the Coke and white wine drnink that he's s0 fond of. 1 had
plain Coke, which T found {8 a good deal stronger and sweeter in Germany than AL 44
in Southern California. We had had some confusion about the "shola" in Heldelbeng--
when Bob ondered one, they brought him white wine mixed with mineral water. The
walthess insisted that that was what he had orderned. Bob said i wasn't., Tt may *
have something to do with the negional dialects--apparently there is8 a Mannheim
dialect.
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LEN:

This time, we got back in time to have dinner in the motel restaurant. We made
an early night of it, since we had to be up early in the morning.

We checked out of the Weber, and Bob went with us back to Frankfurt, once again
by train. We had. had the Monopol Hotel recommended to us, SO we carried our bags
out to a taxi and told the driver we wanted to go to the Monopol. He laughed and
pointed down the block. "There it is," he said. Feeling somewhat irritated at the
person who had told us it was quite some distance away, we picked up our luggage
again and made our way to it.

JUNE:

Naturally, we asked for a doublLe noom with bath, but were told that they didn't
have any avaclable. (e decided hat we could stand it for one night, and took a
doubfe noom without. On the way io our noom, we saw an empty room with bath, and
wondened a Little, but decided L& was prob bly neseaved. Our room was Large, Light
and ainy, with a Real German Double Bed--iwo fwin beds pegged togethern Like the
Reaves of a dining-room tabfe. Once again, the ubiquifous Conilinental quilts were
present. There was a washstand Ln Lthe corner, and the toilet was just dewn the
hall a bit, We never did §ind the bathroom, as such.

As we were PLeaving to meet Manio's friend, the Hern Professon Dokton Kark
Krejcd-Gnaf, we met some othern people in the hall. Noi cnly wenre they speaking
English, they wene speaking it with Texas accents. ALL the hooms-with-bath had
gone to a foun group from Texas, who were just in process of wuuiving, as we found
out when our efevator goi to the ground §loor and we had Zo detour around what
seemed 2ike sevenal hundred suitcases stacked all overn the Lobby {Loox.

LEN:

The Herr Professor Loktor had invited us to meet him at his office and go to
lunch with him, Obtaining a map from the hotel clerk, we decided that the address
was within walking distance from the hotel. We should have remembered that the
map is not the territory...

For one thing, they were busy tearing up the streets in that section of the
city, so there were marv detours for pedestrians as well as for street traffic.
It turned out to be a much longer walk than we had expected, and I don't think we
were fully recovered from our hike up to Heidelberg Castle, let alone all of the
walking we'd done in England.

But we made it, and discovered that it was the address of the University. Karl
is Professor Emeritus, and his field is geology. We climbed the stairs to the 2nd
floor, and after a couple of tries, Bob found the right office. He tapped on the
door and stuck his head in, and sure enough, there was the Professor.

Karl was in shirtsleeves, and irmediately excused himself and dashed off to
another room to don coat and necktie so that he would be propcrly dressed to meet
his guests, especially the lady.

He asked if we would like something to drink, and since we were a bit thirsty
from the long walk, we readily accepted. He began to name several different items,
most of which we didn't recognize. Not because his English wasn't good (it was
excellent) but'the names themselves were unfamiliar. So he took us into his back
room, where he has a small refrigerator, and started producing bottles of schnapps.
We selected one, after some discussion as to which ones had the real fruit flavor.
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He”gave June and me each a shotglass full, and one for himself. Bob decided not to
have any, as he is more the beer or Coke-and-wine type drinker.
n &7
I sipped at mine and found it fantastic. Karl toasted our health, and we his,
and he downed his glass at a gulp. I followed suit manfully, but June continued
to sip at hers.

JUNE:

After a couple of s4ips, 1 suddenty nealized that my Lips had gone numb where
the Liquon touched them!

LEN:

; Karl showed us a piece of moon rock--actually a replica made by one of his
students. He also showed us the certificate he had from the BSI, signed by Dr.
Julian Wolff. Karl is a Sherlockian scholar as well as an s-f collector. He gave
us copies of papers that hz has had published in the London journal of the Sherlock
Holmes Society, and we in turn gave him a copy of the JDM Bibliophile.

.He phoned for a taxi, and asked us what kind of food we would like for lunch.

' He suggested Chinese? Rumanian? Yugoslavian? and then decided that we wouldn't
want Chinese as we can get that in the States. We settled on Yugoslavian, so he
had the taxi take us to the Adler Restaurant. I mean, where else would a Sherlock-

. ian eat?

JUNE:

Once 4in the nestaurant, there was again the probLem o4 choosing scmething from
a menu full of unfamiliar items.. 1 saw Bob's favonite, Jagernschnitzel, but we
finally persuaded the Good Dokton to chder for us. He suggested the Balkan Platter,
as he said it had a Zittle of everything, and we cowld sample Lots of different
things. That sounded Like a good Adea, 80 we agheed, and he ordened the Baﬁkan
PRatter For Foun. b3

Meanwhile, the waiter brought a bottle of red YugosPavian wine, a hichly full-
bodied wine, and we sdipped and talked. 1t was a good half-houn, maybe Longer, .
that the Balkan PRatiten took to prepane, but well woath the wait. The waiter bore
this enommous platternful of food to ourn table, and ocun §4nst impnression was that
they had prepanred the Balkan PLatiern Fon Eight by mistake.

One end of the platier was ftaken up with salad materiel, and the nest was .a
maanificent collection of meats.of different hinds. 1 could recognize veal, some
sont of smoky, spicy bacon, and some kind of sausage. ~L inc far end of the
platten were some s8ices of meat that, when removed, nevealed nice Lin some Aont
of sauce. 1t Looked a Little Like Spanish nice, but Lt didn't taste Rike AL,

Eventually, we had eaten all we coutd. There was ALLLE some of that good food
Left on the platter, and the Good Dorfon kept pushing Lt over fo Bob. "The 'young
man Ahould eat more," he said. Bob allowed as how he couldn't hofd anothenr bite,

"How about dessent?" inquired the Good Doktorn. Upon being assured that we
wenre neally-inuly Stuffed, he assurned usd in twrn that what he had in mind was
‘something nice and Light. He didn'Z know what we called it in English, but... So
we. told him okay, as Long as it was Light., He gave the waiter the onden, but T
didn't undens tand what he said. During the 30-minute on so wait thet 50Mawed I
tried to get some sont of clue fo Lits composition, ho;ouzg Lo be able to put a
name to it. The best that the Good Doktor could do in describing it was o say
that it was made with eggs beaten up with {Loun.
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(hen the waitern §inally set the dessent plates in front of us, 1 cried aloud
in necognition.

"Blintzes!"
"What did you call them?”

"Blintzes--bLini," 1 said, switching from Yiddish to Russian hoping that would
make Lt clearenr, Sune enough, there they were--iwo blintzes, dusted with sugan
and nokled up, heposing on each plate. Somehow, we ate them, too.

LEN:

It was a two-hour lunch, with much conversation as well as good food. Karl is
an Rustrian, a veteran of World War I, and I would guess that he is in his late 70°'s
or early 80's. (My mother is 83, and he would have to be in the same generation.)

He has traveled to many parts of the world, including teaching in China, and
the story of his life would make a really interesting book. His knowledge of the
Holmes canon is detailed, of course, but he knew little of the various movie versions
of the stories, so we at least had something to tell him that he didn't know. We
also talked about book collecting, and though we didn't get to see his collection,
I had the feeling that it would be not only extensive but expensive.

I didn't really expect him to be interested in an author as modern as John D.
MacDonald, but after we returned home, we sent him a copy of the JDM Master Check-
list. His response to that was to ask us to obtain a couple of the rarest titles
for him, Fortunately, we had duplicates in our collection, and sent them to him.

We will be forever indebted to Mario for putting us in touch with Karl. We
still regret that we did not get to meet more German fans (of course, we saw Tom
Schluck and his bride-to-be Eva at the OMPAcon) but the ones we have met thus far
have proved to be just as friendly and fannish as trufans anywhere.

After lunch, Karl had to go off to another appointment, and we took a taxi back
to the hotel to rest up after that tremendous lunch. We made no plans for dinner
that night--we didn't need it. June and I eventually went out on a brief shopping
tour, leaving Bob callapsed in our room.

JUNE:

e sLRL wanted Lo get gifts for various members of the family--particularly
fon Bob, who had been s0 indefatigabfe escorting us around. I1f was near closding
time for the shops, but we found a Leather-goods place Aiivc vpen. 1t occured fo
us that Bob's wallet was rathen worn out, and it might be a good idea to get him
another one. '

A salesginl stepped up to us and--1 presume--asked L she could help us.

"Sprechen Sie English?" 1 inquined, Looking her stnaight in the eye,

"Uh--bisse" (a Little bit) was hern answen.

S_o,. with a combination of English, German and sign Language, we managed to buy
a nice black Leathen watllel fonr Bob. They even gift-wrapped Lt for us.

‘On the way back to the hotel, we found a sont of knick-knack shop with an
"English Spoken Hene" sign in the window. They also had some rather attractive
pendants, which 1 thought Cathy might Like. So we went in. The ginl behind the
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counter greeted us in Gewman, to which 1 neplied "Good agternoon” just to set the
necond sinaight. The adign was comrect--she spoke English verny well, Aftern Looking
over the stock, we picked out a pendant for Cathy. Then Len picked one out for me.

Balling back to the hotel, our earns were attracted by some Dixieland-type music,
Tailgate Ramble, played with vim, vigon and the unmistakable "oom-pah!" of a German
band. Looking around, we discovered that it came from a beer-hall type of place
uwith a Live band. e thanslated the sdign on the marquee to mean that there was a
Big Concent stanting at 6 p.m. (Good thing that numbens are the same in both Lang-
uages--At may be three on drei but it stilL Looks Like "3".} 1%t sounded Like fun,
and we decided to go back there once we had coflected Bob.

LEN:

We went back to the hotel, rested a bit, and then the three of us went back to
the Beer Hall. It was a huge hall with a mezzanine around three walls, comic murals
wherever they could f£find room to put one, and tables all over the place. The band
was on a stage at the far end of the room, and apparently they were playing for
schnapps, food and tips.

Every once in a while, the bandleader would come down into the audience with a
Bavarian hat mit feather in hand, which he would place on someone's head. This
meant that they were to come up and lead the band. Further audience participation
was encouraged, such as people singing along, clapping hands or stomping feet in
time with the lively music. They were playing polkas and marches for the most part,
and we were wondering when they would do some more German-style Dixieland.

JUNE:

Bob was panticularly pleased when the been he and Len had ordered awvived and
he found out that it was his favornite German beer--pindings by name. Apparently
it's strnictly a Local product, not exponted. 1 indulged in the othen German nation-
al dnink--apielsaft, on as we call it, apple juice. It was quite different from
the appfe juice we get hene in the States. Good, too. They also served food, but
we were in no condition to care about that.

LEN:

Finally Bob went up to the stage, and asked the leader to play some Dixieland.
"Kennst Du Dixieland?" I think is the way he said he put it. There followed nego-
tiations on how much he should tip them. Being an experienced bargainer, Bob got
them to settle for about half the original fijure named by the leader.

Presently, the band began to play a medley of cold Arer..ua-type tunes, including
such old jazz classics as Five Foot Two.. They finished off with Dixie, played in a
sort of New Orleans style with a touch of Chicago and a healthy dollop of Frankfurt,

Just before wé left for the evening, about the last thing we saw was a Japahese
lady, dressed up in kimono and obi, wearing the feathered Bavarian hat and leading
the band with great gusto. There was a group of Japanese tourists or businessmen
(mayhap both) with their wives sitting around one long table, and it was a good
demonstration of how Western Japan has beccme. When I was' in Nagasaki in 1945, a
proper Japanese' lady wouldn't have been caught dead doing such a thing.

JUNE;
Maybe she sti2L wouldn'it--in Japan.

Sl


manqu.ee

LEN:

We walked back to the hotel in a glow of good feeling, and bid a fond goodbye to
Bob, who departed for Mannheim.

A word of advice:  Whenever you travel to a foreign country--learn the language.
Between us, June and I have a little German, but it wouldn't have been nearly. .
enough, and we might have had all kinds of problems if Bob had not been there.as
our guide and interpreter. We would have studied up on the language had we known
in advance that we were going to Germany, but the decision to go there was pretty
much a last-minute one. depending as it @@ on time and finances. It would have
been nice to visit other countries over there toc. but Foc knows there just wasn't
time or money enough for that. HHopefully someday.. .

FRIDAY, MAY 4 (June)

e had Led:t a call wiih the desk 4for seven, but we were up when Lt came. e
washed sketohily at the busin .t Zhe noom, and the morning was §urthen eilivened by
one of the Ladies fnom Texas in an cdfodining room Lookirg for hen shoes. Not that
she came 4into owr noom, but her voice did. It's a nice hotef, but the walls are not
oven-thick, and when there's a dramatic sopreno Looking out Lcud fon something, all
we. could be thankful for was that Lt wes moanding cnd not the middle of Zhe night.

There was some smakl confusion when Len called the desk for a porter and a taxi,
and the clenk assured him that all arwangements were already Ztai:en cane of fon the
four group. Len in turn asswred the cleah that we vane NOT part of the four group.
1 suppose the clerk (igured that evewone in the hotel who Apoke English had to be
part of that Texan Lour group. 1 wonder &f he heand awy difference in the accents?

Somewhere along the Line we hod brechiast in the hotel dining rnoom. = A Texan
fournsome was ALLEnG near ubd, and we were freated fo one Lady's a-count of how she
had been cheated by a Gemmar mzhchant. The crhers nodded sagely and agheed that
you fust con't thusi thrse fuuinens, 1 choked down several nemanks about Texans
that rose fto the fop of my mind, and reminded myself that Texans neally have no
conner on Ainfolerance, Even CGemomt pan ve Antvlewuni--on 50 1've heand.

The taxi thri Zook us Lo the ainpori chose what was probably a dinect noute, but
At took us through some of the mos? heaviiful woodlards T've even seen. 1 tried fon
a piefure, but we weie noving £o0 (ast cnd Lt bluwied, We n-cognized one railroad
crnossing that oun thain had passed the day before, 40 we almost felt as if we were
in gamiliar Ternitony.

Once 4n the atnport, the passusri-inspecting official aaain declined to touch
ouwn passponts, satisfying himseld with a fook at our pdciures itherein. 1 always
thought that any couniyy one enteied was supnosed to stamp possports, but: ours
nemain Annocent of any Andication thai we worne in Geamany at 222,

Once we were Ln the Depwiiure Lounge seciwon [Af L8 incredibly farge, complex
and beautiful) 1 suggested to Len that we exchange our rernaining manks fon doflans
at one of the exchange countens that were set hete and ther:. He demwwied, saying
that why didn't we do a Litile shopping 44in8%7

So we wandered among the shops, cdmirning expensive things 2ike cameras and
watches, but not even considering such purchases. Presently, 7 saw what £.oked Like
a handsome si8k Ahint heuging in a shop, and asked Len how he would Like that., We
went in to Look monre closely at it, and discovered that it was a Rady's blouse.
Since 1 do all my clothes-buying in the fall shops, there wasn’t any point in seeling
if they had it in my size. However, they did have some very wnice 548k scanves, 50
we wound up buuing one for me and one fot Cothy. Then we went over to the bank
window and exchanged our mawiks §or dofhars.
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The secunity checks beﬂolze going onto the plane turned out to be dx.“men.t Ain
each case. Here in Frankfurt, we were each taken into a cutitained booth, ‘and
patted down, as well as having our hand Luggage Looked through. (It sure beats
having the pﬂane hijacked. Just going someplace else than yourn destination is bad
enough, but some of these nuts that want to divert planes fnom thein noutes nowa-
days want to Do Things with the passengens, Like mak,mg hostages 05 them on holding
them forn nansom. ) :

A8 we gained. altitude over Frankfurt, we wene again impressed with ‘the incried-
Aibly emenald gheen of the countryside. 1t Looked Like something out of a travel
golden, but therne it was, unretfouched, sitting below us.

The §Light over the Atlantic was Pangely uneventful. The atr was clear, and
there's an awful Lot of wiinkled gney watern down there. One time the piloi told us
%o Look down and we'd see icebengs, which we did. Another time, 1 spotted what
must have been the Queen Elizabeth, steaming foward New York.

UNACCUSTOMED AS T AM...

e Landed in Washington without seeing any of the govermment buildings that we
wene watching forn. 1 guess we'fL have to go to Discon next yearn to see them. But
now--NOW was owr §inst experience in going through American customs. No xred ‘and
gheen sdigns hene. We collected our Luggage and got in Line,

e had to pass the health-centificate check before we actually got to the
customs inspecton. e had the yellow health certificates neady, showing that we
_wenen't bringing smallpox back into the States with us. The Lady showed us a List
" 0f countries--Bangladesh, Pakistan, ete., ete.--and asked if we had visited any of
these within the 2asit two weeks. No, we “hadn't. She passed us without even ment-
Loning England., My smallpox vaceination gave a reminiscent Ltch.

The customs indpector was very pleasant. He asked how much we thought we'd
spent fon the stuff we werne bringing back. 1 sadid that 1 swre thought <t was Less
than the $200 we wene allowed. He asked what sont of things we had bought.

"Joll, we got a salt-and-pepper shaker set fon Len's mother..."

"Si{Lver?" ‘

1 gave him an incrhedulous Look. "Well,..silven-cofored.™

"Any clothing?"

"No," T answered, fongetting about the ties, which Len promptly neminded me of.

Fventually, the nice man asked someone to hand him that "Little white suitcase”
overn thene, Since that was mine, T informed him that it might be "Little” fto him,

but I'd been hauling it around iu!o countrnies and it felt pretty big to me. He
smiled and opened it, poked around the edges a bit and cfosed Lif.

"Any fobacco?"

"Just a smakl box of cigans."

"Cuban?" By his tone 1 could telf he was hot on a Acent.

"No--acconding to the fLabel, they'nre Sumatran." He didn't even ask fo see them.

He did open len's briefcase, but Len had it stuffed with his dinty Laundry, which
didn't neally intenest him. Presently he called a ponten for us, and sent us on our

wa._lj.
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(o thankfully Left the ponter to check our main fLuggage through to the plane,
and went. upstains to find a telephone s0 that we could call Len's sister and Let
hen know. that we were back in the country and would be in LA tonight as fast as
TWA would Let us. .

- Her §inst question upon hearning len's voice was: "Did your plane get in early?"
Then we. fofd hen we wene 4n Washington.

We went through the secwiity check (the metal-anch fype) with no trhouble at all,
cand ne-boanded our plane to §ind that our new seat assignments were one place ahead
of the ones we'd had before. We were s£ifl behind the wing, where we had a fairnly

good view, 50 no complaints.

LEN:

The movies we saw on this flight were Shamus and Travels With My Aunt, the
latter being by far the better movie of the two. We arrived late at LAX due to bad
weather, and it was so good to get home and sleep in our own bed.

It took us about three or four days to get readjusted to our own time, and by
then I think we were ready to take off again for another British and European tour.
e have had a taste of the fine wine of world-wide friendship and visiting and
touring, and we are hooked. By some manner or means we must do it again--but we
are grateful for what we did manage to see and do in those three short weeks,
grateful to all of you who voted and donated to TAFF, and to all of you fine fannish
friends over there who added immeasurably to our enjoyment of the trip.

I have noticed that we have done very little name-dropping in this report.
Actually, we should mention many, many names, because there wasn't a fan over there
who wasn't good to us in one way or another.

"T do hope we haven't left anything out, or offended anybody,”

"Not bloody likely.”
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Th‘:-lil [l_;ns-jﬁ_? i"tlantic ljan E-?nd . . by Len Moffatt

Back in 1963, Ron Ellik end I wrote a brief history and explanatlon of TAFF, It was
published as Fandbook No. It by the National Fentasy Fan Federation, the actual printing
belng done by Ron on the IASFS Rex Rotary.

I can-do‘no better than to quote from Fandoook No, 4 in order to tell you vhat TAFF
wes then--and what it still-is,

"Historically speaking, TAFF stems from the travel and populariiy of three British
fans, In 1949 Ted Carnell attended the Cincinnati convention largely at his own expense,
but with a boost from the Big Pond Fund started by Forry Ackerman, In 1952 Walter Willis
attended the Chicago convention as the idol of the Sixth Fandom movement. ' In 1953, Bert
Campbell went to Philadelphia--but unlike Carnell and Willis, he paid all expenses, and
the primery reason for the trip was business, not fannish pleasure.

"And suddenly it was evident that there are enough science-fiction fans, though .
spread over the globe, to tax themselves only very slightly to aid a popular fellow fan
to travel to an overseas convention, At about this time, Don Ford and the Cincinnati
group failed to convince Norman Ashfield to travel to the States as their guest, and
threw the offer open to any British fan--Walt Willis, Ted Carnell and others organized
and announced at the 1953 Britcon a Two-Way Trans-Atlentic Fan Fund to help both British
and American fans attend each other's cons as elected ‘delegates.

"Since the first chosen representative (V. Clarke) was unable to--travel, & new
election was held for '55 and Ken Bulmer attended the Cleveland con; with wife Pamela
acccmpanylng him at their expense, .

"The thlrd electlon was held to choose an American to attend the 1956 British conven-
tion; Lee Hoffmar won, but declined, and made the trip later on her own., Runner-up
Ackerman couldn't make it, and the third-place man, Kyle, was not offered the trip as he
hadn't polled ‘a quarter of the total votes--one of the few rules of the Fund, de81gned to
make sure ‘winners: were chosen by a large number of fans,

"Desplte scmewhat shaky beginnings, with winners declining or unable to trawel, and
growing pains inherent in a group forever unincorporated, and controversy over who did
and didn't deserve the honor and who could or couldn't vote, TAFF emerged from its infancy
with a firm, workable structure and a growing history of successful trips..

""With each administration, the functioning of the Fund ‘became smoother, and the
primary purpose of its existence (mutually benmeficil travel and the promotion ‘of trans-
oceanic friendships) far outshone the difficulties. Indeed, the major result of the
early complications was to prepare TAFF for unusual circumstances, and to leave it with
broad policies that cover most situations., Administrators have grown wary of jumping to
conclusions and TAF:' has seemed always to rise above petty squabbles.

"Ncm;natlng.requlrements are circulated throughout fandqm_ln’flyer sheets, and
prirted in‘ various- fan publications. After nominations close, the official TAFF ballot
is printed, and it specifies basic voting requirements as well as listing cendidates and
their platforms, - To stand as a candidate, a fan must meet four requirements; by constant
hashing over of . *What is a fan?' it has become assumed that if a body can meet these-
requirements he ‘or she is likely to make a good delegate, in the sense of TAFF's purposes
and functions:

"(1) Five nominators--three from the fan's own country and two from overseas, For
greater effect it's best to get nominators from various parts of the fan domein,
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geographically spesking. Naturally it would be an easy thing to get two or three
home~town fannish pals to sign; but five different fans, coming from five differ-
ent parts of the world, each attracting to the candidate by their recommendation
the interest of different types of fans, will do a campaign the most good. No
longer can one lone fan nominate himself and get his name on the ballot.

"(2) A hundred-word platform, to appear on the official ballot This should be written
by the nominating fans, and should at once boost the favorite and acquaint the
‘general fan with his background--that is, it can't be all jokes and boff to the
exclusion of facts about him, but it must also interest voters in him as a desir-
able representative. -

“(3) Five dollars (35 shillings in England) as bond of good faith; and a donation to.
the Fund. Fans exist who would get nominated and entertain no intention of ever
making the trip--all to be on the ballot, The bond acts as a deterrent, and
helps the TAFF treasury, As it's a bond of the candidate's interest, reason
says he should provide it; often, however, the nominators prefer to put it up,

"(4) A statement signed by the candidate to the effect that he or she is ready, will-
ing and able to make the trip, barring acts of God, etc. Coupled with (3),.this
assures fandom of a slate -of well-intentioned ncminees,

"And 50, by being really nothing more than an s-f fan able to talk intelligently with
any other enthusiast you might meet, you qualify to stand for TAFF."

later in the Fandbook we went into more detail on what is expected of a TAFF candi-
date~~-and of a TAFF winner:

"e+.TAFF candidates are closely inspected by the voters, and besides personslity and
fennish accomplishments, such qualities as responsibility and maturity should figure in
arguments pro & con fa.vorites°

"However, it's obvious that there are a number of other factors to be comsidered in
obtaining candidates. The fact that a fan, be he old-timer or neo, enjoys a fair degree
of popularity among his fellow-fans isn't, by far, everything required to make him ideal
TAFF material; he may be well-liked by several fans in certain areas--and not actually
disliked by anyone anywhere-~but he still may not possess all the qualities that should
characterizé a representative of his country and his national fandom,

"Ideally, he should be a well-rounded fan, one who really knows fandom and its many
facets. It is assumed that he is a science-fiction or fantasy fan, not just a fan-for=-
the-sake-of-being-fannish fan, and that he attends conventions to enjoy both stfnal and
fannish elements-~if he attends only for the panels and euctions, he's not likely to get
along with party-type people, and if he gets nothing out of cons except drunk he's going
to distress and disappo-nt ‘his hosts for the most part

"Just what is a 'well-rounded' fan? Well, to begin with, he should have a general
acquaintance with fendom, rather than being solely devoted to just one phase of crifanac.
Nobody can do everything--it's a rare soul who attends meetings of the club in his local
area, reads all current science-fiction, gets to every convention within reach, publishes:
fanzines and enjoys tallting to everybody he meéts-=but obviously such a fan would be
nicely suited to be a TAFF candidate, and, if elected, would enjoy the trip to the utmost,
would dellght the host country endlessly and would be well fltted to administer the Fund.

"Thus, the greater your store of these qualities, the better you will be suited to
stand for TAFF. . It takes time to acquire this generasl knowledge and enter the many fields
of activity avallable in fandom, and this indicates that a would-be candidate should have
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been in fandom for a reasonsble pérlod of time, Not since the Year One--but long enough
to have a speaking acquaintance with the various facets of our mlcrocosmos.

"Through attending conventions, reading fanzines, corresponding and meeting other
fans, a potential candidate can get in-person knowledge of -the sf fans in his own country
and some advance knowledge -of ‘the- people who will host him on foreign soil, This perbaps
sums up the most basic requirements--that you know your hosts at least by name, and that
you know your fellow fans at home at least by name, and that you be able to talk to
people.

"Be81des these personallty qualities, there's the head: for business requlred by the
handling of large amounts of money. After the trip, the delegate's duties as TAFF winner
have only just started--he and his opposite number across the Atlantic must administer
the Fund, and this is no small job.

"Upon election he will be given, not as charity but as an aid to his finances, $600;
this may be a lump-sum award, or part of it may be advanced and the rest given him over-
seas, depending on the state of the TAFF treasury at the time. This is to cover jet fare
from the eastern U.S. to London--if he lives in the western part of America, or plans to
do extra traveling besides to-and-from the convention, it must be at his own expense. Any
such travel is naturally something extra for the winner and for the hosts--it makes the
trip more than a convention, -and gives everyone an opportunity to meet the distant visitor.

"TAFF rules require that the winner attend the con but do not require that he travel
about visiting on his own, But he's going to receive invitations to visit his hosts in
their homes, and must be able to afford travel from one city to the next. In 1958, Ron
Bennett arrived in New York and was carried by a caravan of fans cross-country to Los
Angeles and back; but it won't happen all the time, and travel can be expensive,

~ "The purpose of TAFF is to elect ‘a candidate and to provide sufficient funds to aid
him in meking the -trip. The funds cen be managed so that he spends little or none of his
own money for plane or boat fares, but as we have seen, it depends on how far he wants to
travel outside the convention weekend. Fans leap at an opportunity to host TAFF winners,
or to drive them to or from conventions when it can be arranged to fit in with their per-
sonal schedule, and the smart TAFFman will allow for this help--but not gamble on it.

"It should be emphasized that TAFF elections pick out a popular fan, and in no way

‘are the losers prevented from standing ss often as they like. If a-race is approached

with an ‘'all -or nothing' attitude, the runners-up finish with a sour taste in the mouth.

‘But, everyone: should ‘remember that dozens of fans nominated and voted for each candldate,

and: next year might turn the trick. ‘Four fans have stood a second time; runner-up John
Berry was supported by so active a group that he came to the M S, the year after winner
Ron Bennett, on a special Berry Fund; runner-up Eric Bentcliffe stood again five years
later, and won a solid victory.

"After the excitement and hustle of the trip, a TAFFman has to settle down to his
private life, his private fanac, and the administration of the Fund. The latest TAFF
winner across the ocean becomes the senior Administrator, and the two of them set voting
qualifications, revise outdated rules, collect money, and set-deadlines for campaigns. -
Their decisions in all matters rule TAFF. .

"Raising money is one of their chief worries; the standard polling fee of one ‘dollar
dces not bring in enough money for each trip; and many other sources are tapped--among
them special raffles-and auctions, private donations beyond the minimum required contri-
bution, and, most. especially, large contributions from the proceeds-oi conventions., Start-
ing in 1958, World Conventions have found themselves able to maske gifts of over a hundred
dollars to TAFF after settling all their debts~-these donations, which held at two hundred
dollars for three years running, have been the prime explanation for TAFF's stability.
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"Another,chief'OCcupetion for Administrators is raising candidates., It's a
unique problem--acting mainly through correspondence, recruiting has to go on to get
people to stand up and announce their‘interest in one of fandom's highest honors.

"The obvious path to candidates is to ask people to ask their friends to stand, if a
group of fans approaches a popular, qpalified potential candidate, the question can be so
placed that he agrées to be a candidate--no one should ever be required to do his own
campaigning. ‘

"The British absolutely abhor self-centered horn-blowing-~-their ceandidates must be
asked to stand, and must allow others to conduct their campaigns. It amounts to a
national code of conduct, and at times they are quibte surprised.to find Americans not only
active in their own campalgns, but supported in this activity by voters. No rules exist
on this topic--the Fund lets you and your nominators conduct the campaign as you like,
~ trusting to the voters to approve or condemn your methods, (It might be noted that Ameri-
can candidetes are tending toward the U.K. attitude in recent years--but fans from each
side still and always will retain their characteristic, national attitudes toward TAFF, )

"Appearances by TAFF winners are taken for granted everywhere--a TAFFman may be .
anything from a noted visitor to a royally-hosted dignitary at his special convention
overseas, ahd should be prepared to "say a few words" for five minutes or half an hour,
Con committees may ask him to say something at the banquet, or to eppear on e panel, or
to judge a costume ball--simple requests, remembering that many committees ha&e been

" generous enough to pay for the TAFF winner's hotel room, ‘

"Later, back home, he will still be a noted attendee at gatherings; his will be the
TAFF address for contributions and votes, and his election will have made him part of a
select group--former winners,

"And the report. It all started with Willis, of course~-after his hero's tour of
the States in 1952, he wrote that eloquent memoir, The Harp Stateside, Each TAFF delegate
since then ‘has written 'a report to spread the experience of his trip to others--most of
" them have appeared An single-volume form, others have been published only in serial form
"in fanzines. It has become one of TAFF's traditions, without ever becoming a rule, that
the winner's account of his “trip be published for general distribution (proceeds beyond
cost are usually dopated to the Fund).

S "In conclusion, we hope you £ind the TranSeAtlantic Fan Fund as important and valu-
able a part of fandom as we do, whether you ever stand for election or not. As.a sclence=-
* fiction fan you may take part in the elections as nominator, voter, candidate or contri-

butor; and your ‘opinions ‘on any part of the Fund will always be read with interest by
the Administrators."_' T , ,

-000=-

TAFF ELECTIONS 1954-1974
Winners (underlined) and runners-up

1954 A/ Vincen§ Clérke, James Whiie, Derek Pickles, Tony Thorne. (Clarke did not make
the trip,

1955: . H, .J. "KEn Bulner, Eric Bentcliffe, Terry Jeeves, Ted Tubb Stuart Macken21e.

1956:"Lee Hoffman, Forrest J. Ackerman, David Kyle, Lou Tabakow, Gertrude Carr, Wally
Weber, Hal Shapiro, Kent Corey. (Lee declined, funds held over.)

s
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1957: Bob Madle, Stuart Hoffman, Richard Eney, Dick Ellington, Boyd Raeburn, Forrest J.
Ackernan, Ed McNulty, George Nims Raybin. (Ackerman withdrew soon after the start
of the voting.)

1958: Ron Bennett, John Berry, Dave Newnan, Roberta Wild. (Wild withdrew during campaign.)

1959: Don Ford, TPerry Carr, Bjo Wells.

1960: Eric Bentcliffe, Mal Ashworth, H. P. Sanderson.

1961: Ron Ellik, Richard Eney.

1962: Ethel Lindsay, Eddie Jones.

1963: Wally Weber, Marion Z. Bradley, Bruce E. Pelz,

1964: Arthur Thomson, Phil Rogers.

1965: Terry Carr, Bill Donaho, Jock Root.

1966: Thomas Schlick, Eric Jones, Bo Stenfors, Pete Weston.

1967: None

1968: Steve Stiles, Ed Cox, Ted Johnstone.

1969: Eddie Jones, Bob Shaw.

1970: Elliot Shorter, Bill Rotsler, Charlie Brown.

1971: Mario Bosnyak, Per Insulander, Terry Jeeves, Pete Weston.

1972: None

1973: Len & June Moffatt, Howard Devore, Frank & Anne Dietz.

1974: Pete Weston, Peter Roberts.

TAFF PUBLICATIONS

TAFF TALES* Ken Bulnmer

A FAKEFAN IN LONDON* Bob Madle

COLONIAL EXCURSIONS Ron Bennett

TAFF BAEDEKER (2 parts) Don Ford

EPITAFF Eric Bentcliffe
THE SQUIRREL'S TALE Ron Ellik

THE LINDSAY REPORT Ethel Lindsay
ATOM ABROAD Arthur Thonmson
THE MOFFATT HOUSE ABROAD Len & June Moffatt

* Not collected into a single volume
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