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WHY WOOF?

Blame Bruce Pelz. As John explained it, the World Organization Of Faneditors was
Bruce's idea, and he was the first OE, starting with the first distribution in 1976. (The "76
Worldcon in Kansas City seems to have been a landmark convention for a lot of people.) I'm
still not completely sure what goal or goals Bruce had in mind with his idea. We discussed
WOQOTF on the fannish list fmzfen, and Ed Meskys said he remembered Worldcons of the
early '60s offering "memory books" that consisted of a number of one-shot fanzines stapled
together into a single book. It was organized by the N3F, and Ed wondered if Bruce was
harking back to the memory books when he started WOOF.

It was also a bit sobering to be reminded by Dave Langford that in 19779 in Brighton
the copy count for WOOF was 300. In recent years the copy count has dipped as low as 50,
which is probably why so many people assume it has died off. (I probably would have gone
with a copy count of 50 myself if 69 hadn't been such an amusing and appropriate number.
Blame Geri Sullivan for that idea!) The large copy count in 1979 is evidence that the
objective was outreach, because they certainly can't have hoped to get 300 contributors,
even in those legendary days of rampant fanzine production. Was 300 overkill even then?

As I'said, I accepted the invitation to OE WOOF with only the vaguest knowledge of
its history, so I was taken aback when the announcement on Mike Glyer's file770.com that
WOOF would happen again this year was initially met with scorn by the likes of Dave Locke,
Taral Wayne, and Kim Huett. Dave is where I got the title for this zine, as he wrote, "If Bruce
Pelz were still alive I'd bet real money that he would step in at this point and yet once again
confirm his belief that WOOF was the worst idea he’d ever had. I can envision him shaking
his head and looking downward while he repeats that." On LiveJournal, Don Fitch echoed
this idea: "I'm not absolutely certain, but am pretty sure that Bruce Pelz had WOOF in mind
when he said that APA-L was his second-worst APA-related idea." We should all have such
long-lived bad ideas!

There was discussion of the objective of WOOF on fmzfen as well. ("fmz," by the way,
for any unitiated reading this, was an abbreviation for "fan magazine" back in the ancient
days, and is still used by some as shorthand for "fanzine". The fmzfen referred to here is a
Yahoo!Group dedicated to the discussion of fanzines and fan history.) Eric Mayer didn't see
why it was such a bad idea: "Distributing real fanzines at the Worldcon sounds like a
praiseworthy project." New Zealand fan Bruce Burn agreed: "It does sound a Good Idea, to
have a 'sampler’ apa collection at a Worldcon. Keeps the fanzine side of fandom to the fore a
little, eh?" Dave Locke agreed up to a point, "The *idea*, just on the face of it, doesn't really
seem like a bad one. Perhaps the concept of a multiple oneshot apa is ultimately the flaw,
but that's just a SWAG (scientific wild-ass guess)." Andy Hooper was perhaps getting at
something similar when he responded to my announcement about WOOF on Facebook,
"But wouldn't I get just as much feedback if I wrote my article on a piece of bark and left it
on top of Mount Si?" And finally Ted White pointed out that a copy count of 69, minus
contributor copies, didn't leave much for outreach.

The fact that so many people have never heard of WOOF and that so many people
who have are scornful of the idea is perhaps the strongest argument that WOOF has not
succeeded at whatever aims Bruce had for it in the beginning. On the other hand, here it is,
still limping along 36 years later. Even more intriguing is that as soon as I announced this
year's disty, I had expressions of interest in participating from a dozen friends and
acquaintances. Apparently the idea of throwing a one-shot into the void still holds appeal.
Maybe the whimsical aspect of the project is in fact part of the appeal. Fans like a good
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our bit, and we're not coming back. It's been fun, and we shall rest on our lau-
rels for a while, but there are other things we must do now.

Home life is an up...Yvonne and I celebrated our 28th wedding anniversary on
May 28. Could I do any of what I do alone? I simply don't think so, and I would-
n‘t want to find out. The economy seems to be getting worse, so it's much easier
to survive as a couple rather than a single. We're together for the long haul.

Work life is a down...I've been more underemployed than fully employed.
Honestly, it shouldnt be this difficult to find work, but I am in an industry that is
in a downward spiral, and may not show much signs of recovery over the next
few years. That industry, unfortunately for all of us attending an event mostly
about the written word, is publishing.

Strangely enough, what employment I do have is with a daily newspaper. I work
for an agency, Freelancers Unlimited, that supplies me to the Toronto paper The
Globe and Mail to install senior employment appointment announcements onto
their website, and to rekey the components of a real estate ad onto the website
weekly. Given how difficult it is to find work these days, I thank my lucky stars
for my work at the G&M. It was originally supposed to tide me over until a good
full-time job came up...I've been there over 6 1/2 years now.

I wish I could come up with more to discuss, but I can see further fannish
involvement slowly drying up in the future. Fandom is not a game for the poor.
We are supporting the London in 2014 Worldcon bid because that will be the
best reason and way to get to London, for what will probably be the only time in
our lives. Worth a shot at TAFF? We are considering it. Should London get it, and
we go, I think our Worldcon careers will be done. Not unless the provincial lot-
tery decides to burden us with untold wealth.

I think that’s all for the moment...if there’s anything else to natter about this
week, we can do it in person. Take care all...

Lloyd Penney
“Check out my websites for...

Letters of comment lloydpenney.livejournal.com
Voice work lloydpenney.workbooklive.com

And, I'm on Facebook, too. (Who isn't these days...)
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Hard Case Crime Novels I've Read
1. Money Shot by Christa Faust

I read it in Croydon while stayign with The
Fishlifters. Porn, The Mob, what’s not to love?
2. Losers Live Longer by Russell Atwood

A sultry Russian, an amazing cover, a
powerful novel that’s harder-boiled than most
3. Casino Moon by Peter Blauner

A fight, Atlantic City, seedy underworld
and a dame. You can’t go wrong with a dame.
4. Fade to Blonde by Max Phillips

A story of a Hollywood that | know exists.
The cover, my ghod the cover, is a softer Debbie
Harry with a gun. A guy trapped novel at its best
5. The Last Quarry by Max Allen Collins

Quarry might be the star of the Hard Case
Crime line. A tough novel of a hitman’s last score
6. The Guns of Heaven by Pete Hamill

A novel of The Struggle in Northern Ire-
land and a good one. The entire thing feels
rough as a late-night beat-down.
7. Straight Cut by Madison Smartt Bell

One of the very few Hard Case books that
I didn’t love. A story of a film editor and smug-
gler brought to Italy and the woman he loves?
Maybe.
8. The First Quarry by Max Allen Collins

The story of Quarry’s first job. He’s like a
slightly scuzzy James Bond... only a bad guy!
9. Zero Cool by John Lange

I had to double-check to see if | had read
ityet. | had. Not a memorable one, | guess.
10. Grave Descend by John Lange

A story of a boat and a pretty good one. |
mean really, it has water AND a boat!
11. No House Limit by Steve Fisher

A gambling book and one of the better
ones. The girl on the cover is exactly my ex-girl-
friend, only slightly less trecherous.
12. Quarry in the Mlddle by Max Allen Collins

" Quarry in the 1980s. A strong book of a

professional and his work.
13. The Corpse Wore Pasties by Johnny Porkpie

The kind of book that feels completely like
a gimmick, only endlessly readable and a plot
that begs for mercy
14. Fifty-to-One by Charles Ardai

Well, it takes the titles of all the other
Hard Case Crimes and turns them into plotpoints
and chapter titles. Gimmick, but fun.

The People | Have to Thank if I Ever Win a Hugo
1. My Pops

2. The Lovely & Talented Linda

3. James Bacon

4. Genevieve & Evelyn

5. My Moms

6. Aunt Susie and Uncle Wayne

7. Tim Powers

8. Jan Stinson

9. Earl Kemp

10. Forry

11. All the Kevins

12. All the Steves and Stevens

13. Bob Hole

14. Andy Trembley

15. Guy Lillian

16. The Bella Donnas

17. John The Rock Coxon

18. Mo Starkey

19. Taral Wayne

20. Frank Wu & Briana Spacekat Wu
21. Brad W. Foster

22. All the Daves

23. All the Jens

24. All the Michaels and Mikes

25. Lloyd and Yvonne Penney

26. Those darn PLOKTAns!

27. Those Damned CHUNGAns

28. Bruce Gillespie

29. Bill Wright

30. The Fishlifters (and the backyard Squirrels)
31. Ric Flair

32. Milt Stevens

33. Derek McCaw

34. Warren Buff

35. The Good People at Locus

36. Christian McGuire

37. Leigh Ann

38. Espana Sheriff

39. Jason Schachat

40. John Purcell

41. Radio, Lux, Heather and Sara.
42. Douglas Adams (for the Hitchhiker’s game)
43. John Hertz

44. Arnie & Joyce

45. All the SF/SF folks

46. Spike

47. Helen Montgomery

48. John Picacio

49. God, Elvis & The American Dream






The Songs of Amy Winehouse's Back To Black
1. Reha

It seems ironic that the song that will al-
ways be attached to her is named Rehab, though
the chorus “They tried to make me go to Rehab
and | said no, no, no.” may be the story that
fits her life best. As | type this, the day of Amy’s
death, | am recalling how powerful a song this
was teh first time | heard it. Neo-Soul had been
around for a while, but this, this was as brassy
as you’d ever hear.

2. You Know I’'m No Good

This song was the 1960s in every tone. It
was 60s that before Mad Men premiered they
used is an the inro song on the commercials. It so
set the mood. Even with other singers like Duffy,
who do a great job of evoking the past, none of
them did it was successfully as Amy Winehouse
did here. Well, no one but Amy Winehouse at
least.

3. Me & Mr. Jones

One thing that struck me about Back
to Black is how it was structured like an 1960
album. The first is the blockbuster, the second
is the show-off number, but the third, the third
is the fun one. Here, it’s a slower number, a
piece of 1960s pastiche that complains about a
dude being unfaithful and Amy having to miss a
Slick Ric gig. The phrase “what kind of fuckery is
this?” has become a part of my every day vocab-
ulary.

4. Just Friends

Perhaps the clearest example of the
beauty and control and passion that Amy Wine-
house could bring to her voice. Here, her voice
is at once soft and cammanding over Jamaican
rhythms. It’s an impressive song and one of the
ones that didn’t get much radio play. Go figure.

5. Back to Black

If Rehab expresses the anger at being told
how to live her life, Back to Black explains the
pain of having lived it. Perhaps this is the most
appropriate song to remember a 27 year old
who saw much of her career slip away after be-
ing the hottest thing in music for almost a year
and then it slipped away to drugs, drink, etc

6. Love is a Losing Game

This is almost Lounge in the butter spread
of her voice across some very clipped guitars and
a simple drum track with a smoth flow of strings
over the top and a touch of vibe. Her voice here
is as soft as you’ll find in the album, and it might
be the most sensual.

7. Tears Dry On Their Own

Phrasing. In Rehab, she played with it a
bit, but here, she makes the phrasing the focus.
This is also the first track with an evident backing
vocal track. She shows she has real chops and
was not just the product of superior production.
This is a beautifully bitter song with a great,
almost Gladys Knight feel to it. The sort of Jump
Blues feel to the instrumental track is impressive
for her voice to play with.

8. Wake Up Alone

Another bitter smooth Bitter R&B num-
ber, this one combining a very rich singing style
combined with an intelligent and in a way it’s a
downbeat first of Tears Dry On Their Own. One
of the things that | enjoy about this song is that
she’s not just working in a style, she’s perform-
ing in a mode that is emotionally focusing.

9. Some Unholy War

This is a Marvin Gaye tune at is heart.
It’s just about the perfect choice for her afflicted
voice. Phrasing here is solid, but its a very con-
trolled performance and to me, it’s one of the
best songs on the album because it takes the
lyrics and puts a layer of emotion on them with
Just the right layer of embellishment. A great and
over-looked song.

10. He Can Only Hold Her

This is the way to end an album. It’s a
smooth one again, punctuated by horns and a
backing vocel track that could have come from
any album of 1965 Blue-Eyed Soul. This one
makes me the saddest. This was the opener, the
one that should have shown where she was go-
ing with her next works, what she’d try to take
on next. | can only hope that she recorded a lot
of other material that’ll make it to the market
eventually, but sadly, | think she was too far
gone to have done much more material.
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Tales From The Frozen North

Being a W.0.0.F. zine written by one Dean C. Gahlon, begun on this 14th day of August in the
year A.D.2011. The author resides at 4323 France Ave. S., in the city of Minneapolis, Minnesota,
where the zip code 1s 55410. His home phone number is (612)-929-2150, and his work number is
something he doesn’t remember. (He has a phone at work, but never remembers the number.)
This zine has a Rastaquouere Publications number, but it’s unclear at this time what it is.

vvvvvvvvvvv

I’m actually starting this zine longer before the collation than I started last year’s; last year, I pro-
duced my zine entirely on my netbook, and then walked it over to a copy place, and then walked
over there again the next morning to pick it up. This time, I’m actually starting this at home, and
plan to print it on my home printer and bring it to the convention.

Now that | think about it, this year has been less interesting than I might have expected it to be.
Work has been more or less the same -- I'm still working at Medtronic, producing software for
mobile devices to support the field sales people. Which platform we’re targeting has changed over
the years, though: from PalmOS to Windows Mobile to i0S and Android.

In local fannish stuff, I'm still on the Minnstf Board of Directors, which I've been on for approxi-
mately 15 years now. This last year hasn't been too exciting, compared to some years, which is a
good thing. In other fannish stuff, I’ve also found, after having been marked as moderator of two
panels at Minicon this year, that I’m really no good at being a moderator.

I’ve got a schedule app available in the iOS App Store: pSchedule. It lets you see all of the infor-
mation about the schedule for a con, and mark the items you want to go to in a variety of ways. (6
colors, plus bold/italic/both). It also lets you search the schedule for particular words (either in the
title, description, panelists, notes, or location), and either look at, mark, or hide any program items
that match those. This year, I’ve ended up marking anything in the Peppermill with its own color,
so that I can know that those program items are further away. I had it at last year’s worldcon as
well, but I found out too late that it had some annoying bugs (which have since been fixed!).

I'm sure T've said something on this topic before, but WOOF is kind of a strange APA for me. A
yearly coliation cycle is really too long to do mailing commeats, even if I could find the previous
year's coilation. (This is something I fail at more often than not: I should try doing comments
skorily after Worldeon, and !eaving them in a file on ray computer, since that is likely to be a
more searchable space. I've been thinking of doing that for several years now; | wonder if I'll
manage it this year?)

The other thing is that, probably like almost everybody else, I'm out of practice at writing mailing
comments anyhow. Except for WOOF, I haven't been active in an APA since the start of 2003,
when I decided to end Minneapa due to perpetually tiny membership numbers. Mailing comments



really are like comments in online fera, but different. There seems to be something of & ratura
length for postings in social media: it progresses from short (one sentence) in Twitter to mediuy
length (several sentences) in Facebook tc long (several paragraphs) ia LiveJournal/Dreamwidth/
others in that family. Mailing comments, if they were to be compared on that scale, seem to {all
towards the longer end, or even longer (several pages).

-

Hmmm. Since it’s almost 1:30. and 've got to get up around 4:30 to catch my plane to Reno. 1
should probably end this and print it.
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You should have stood up and yelled at the top of your lungs.

Above the Fruited Plain [Continued from Page 1]

Very few of the people in the stadium had any real understanding of how sick Gehrig was. It would have
shocked many of them to know that the remarkable endurance he had shown as a ballplayer was probably
responsible for his impending death. Gehrig had never missed a game in 17 seasons; he played 2,130
consecutive games, a record broken by only one player, Baltimore Orioles star Cal Ripken Jr. But on at least
six occasions during his career, Gehrig lost consciousness after being hit in the head by pitched balls. On two
occasions, he was actually taken to a hospital for treatment. But in all six cases, Lou was in the lineup the next
game the Yankees played. Over time, his first nickname, “Columbia Lou,” chosen to reflect his status as a
college graduate, changed to “The Iron Horse,” because of that remarkable endurance.

Recent research on Amyotrophic Lateral Sclerosis, now commonly known as “Lou Gehrig’s Disease,” shows a
very close correlation with head injuries of the kind Gehrig suffered. In some cases, concussions cause the
release of toxic proteins in the brain. These do not appear to be especially dangerous if they remain in situ, but
in some individuals, the proteins are released into the cerebrospinal fluid and dispersed to the rest of the
nervous system. And these people appear to be very likely to suffer from ALS or other degenerative conditions
later in life. But even more disturbing, research shows that concussion victims who rest until they no longer
feel the symptoms of the injury are far less likely to spread the toxins they cause through the rest of their
bodies, than those who immediately return to work or activity before the symptoms have passed. So Lou
Gehrig, who never let more than 24 hours pass before he was back at his position, would appear to be the very
prototype of a likely victim of ALS. The fact that he suffered at least 6 concussions might partially explain why
the disease struck him so young — he was still just 36 years old on July 4t, 1939.

The speakers lauding his play ran the gamut from his manager and team mates to Yankee Stadium grounds-
keepers and the U.S. Post Master General. Baseball’s ceremonial persona was still in its adolescence, and
tributes to retiring or “old-time” players were relatively rare. The Yankees, who have now retired enough
uniform numbers to make several license plates, retired their first, 4, in Gehrig’s honor that day. Celebrating
Henry Louis Gehrig, native New Yorker, was just as much a commemoration of the amazing string of World
Series teams of which he was a part. Babe Ruth, Gehrig’s only arguable equal or superior as a Yankee Hero,
was sold to the Boston Braves at the end of his career, and no “Day” in his honor would be held until 1947.
Retired only three seasons at that moment, the Babe was on the field for Lou Gehrig Day, and every flash bulb
in the stadium popped when the two of them shook hands. In those pictures Gehrig’s smile is knowing,
satisfied; putting the two of them in the same batting order made them exponentially more dangerous, and
doomed a generation of pitchers to self-destruction. When Hollywood reset the scene for Gary Cooper in Pride
of the Yankees, Ruth played himself, but his countenance is far more solemn, fully aware that Gehrig would be
dead in less than two years.

After the procession of speakers had reached its end, Gehrig’s remarks were as brief as Lincoln at Gettysburg,
and nearly as powerful. Newsreels shortened them further, leaving only the preamble and the conclusion, the
famous “Luckiest Man” sound bite. In between those brave lines, Gehrig praised 4 baseball men — Jacob
Ruppert, Ed Barrow, Miller Huggins and Joe McCarthy — all of whom now have plaques beside him in the
Yankees Monument Park. He spoke of his closest family members — his mother and father, his wife and her
mother — and only in those moments did he come close to breaking down as would any contemporary
sporting figure saying goodbye to the game. Gehrig was saying goodbye in a much more final way, and there is
no question that the event shook observers who were aware of what they were really seeing. How many
hundreds of fathers and mothers had to decide that afternoon how they would explain what was happening to
Lou to their kids? The crowd, sometimes reported as 61,000, was actually measured at 41,000 and change;
relatively few of them stayed to see the end of the double-header. The Yankees responded to the moment by
scoring 11 runs to win the second game; they would go on to beat the Red Sox for the American League
Pennant by 17 games, and sweep the Cincinnati Reds in the World Series.












I said that I was a member of the U.S. Caviar.

Elektro haunts my dreams

Like most World’s fairs, the 1939 fair had a different theme for every day of its operation, honoring every
possible group and occasion. I assume that the 4t of July had a patriotic theme to coincide with the
celebration of Independence Day, but none of the accounts that I can find make any mention of the theme for
that date. Today, of course, any World’s Fair juxtaposed with the World Science Fiction Convention would go
to some length to atiract the members of the convention, but in 1939, even the highest published estimate of
the convention membership (200) would not have attracted that much attention.

Other estimates set Nycon I's attendance, even on day one, as no higher than 120, of which no more than 20
were women. Only a handful of those would have been interested in the technical wonders of the suburban
kitchen of the future, one of the fair’s most enduring presentations. From a marketing perspective, the fair
was targeted at what was hoped to be a growing American middle class, whose hard work and desire for
consumer comforts would drive the West out of the Great Depression — preferably behind the wheel of a new
Chevrolet. The war that was soon to begin would first delay this process, then accelerate it five-fold in the Pax
Americana to follow. But by its own projections, the Fair proved to be an all-electric, all-talking and singing
financial sinkhole. The innovative promoter and politician Grover Whalen was removed from his position as
Director at the end of the 1939 season, and a banker was appointed to replace him. The 1940 season saw far
less of the educational wonders of the 1939 edition, and far more emphasis on the more traditional
amusements such as the parachute ride, which is still in use at Coney Island today.

By then, the world was understandably less optimistic about tomorrow, and Americans were concerned over
their part in the war which began on September 15t, 1939. By the summer of 1940, several nations with
exhibits at the fair had been overrun by Nazi Germany — Poland, Czechoslovakia, Belgium, Holland, Norway,
and shortly France — so their exhibits became particularly poignant symbols of national pride. Germany itself
had made no contribution to the fair, citing budget issues. The Soviet Union razed and abandoned its huge
exhibit after year one, and it was replaced by a nearly vacant esplanade known as “The American Square.”
Parts of the fair, like the aforementioned parachute ride, were dismantled and applied to other uses; the
Belgian pavilion is still in use today as a sports arena by Virginia Union University

When the fair closed at the end of the 1940 season, the treasures of occupied nations on exhibit in New York
had to be dealt with. One pragmatic response came from the Polish government in exile in Britain, who
ordered the many sculptures on display to be sold to the Polish-American museum in Chicago. The only
exception was a statue of the Polish-Lithuanian King Jagiello. New York Mayor Fiorello LaGuardia had taken
such a shine to the statue that he arranged for it to remain in New York, where it can still be seen in Central
Park today. Britain was also forced to let one of its treasures remain in America when the fair ended. The copy
of the Magna Carta kept at Lincoln Cathedral had been displayed in New York, and it was decided to keep it in
Fort Knox with the original copy of the Declaration of Independence. It was returned to Britain in 1947.

The people associated with the fair were a more complex problem; many of them could not return to their
homes when the fair had ended, and others understandably preferred not to, given the danger of
intercontinental travel during the war. Their presence was of great cultural benefit to America, as some of
Europe’s finest designers, composers, musicians, chefs and architects gave their adopted home the benefit of
their talents. The Fair has always enriched the nations that undertake to host it; perhaps it is no coincidence
that America wallows in the grip of a creative malaise when it has been 27 years since the last American
World'’s fair — in New Orleans, 1984.

I'm still building the scene — trying to incorporate all the elements, from Elektro the talking robot to the
exotic dancers of the Lama Temple — “approved by the technical advisor to the motion picture Lost Horizon.”
On that long afternoon of July 4th, 1939 there is time for all these things — even the world of tomorrow.

All linos in this fanzine were quoted by Jack Robins in his 1940 fanzine The Fifth (World’s Fair) Convention










But onwards and upwards, [ have a con to get
to. No trip to Forest Hill today.

At 2000 feet (608 m), give or take a couple
hundred feet is the town of Colfax. Thisis about
as far as I've ever gotten up the freeway before.
My endearing memory of Colfax is of a kid T was
watching standing by the train tracks in shock
at how loud the freight train whistle was when
you were only about fifteen feet away. The run
through Colfax is part of the transcontinental
railroad. Therails were the first major transpor-
tation link built over Donner Pass. It's pretty
impressive to watch the rails as you climb the
mountain and to realize how much work went
into creating the route.

It’s an interesting bit of history. The side of the
route building west used Irish as their expend-
able workers. On the California side, building
east, they used the Chinese. Supposedly, the
reasoning for this was because Chinese were
shorter and lighter and thus could handle bor-
ing the tunnels and being dangled over the side
of cliffs to set the dynamite charges. At the
same time, they were denied any participation
in the society of the time. (It was the same for
the Native Americans. It’s things like this that
remind me how much it was a different time in
California.)

Yet onwards and upwards, onwards and up-
wards.

Next up is Blue Canyon. Now there’s nothing
really special about Blue Canyon except that
it’'s where all the news crews go to gawk at the
snow every time a winter storm rolls through.
This became entertaining this past winter, when
it was an unusually long and heavy snow year.
Every winter storm, there they were, reporting
on it. It was particularly hilarious when they
were reporting from Blue Canyon on June Ist.

But Blue Canyon is a relatively flat space on
the road at approximately 5000 ft (1524 m)
elevation, which is about where snow levels
generally hover for most winter storms, and

winter storms tend to close the pass, so it’s un-
derstandable why the news tends to congregate
there. It’s still funny, though.

The other interesting thing about Blue Can-
yon, at least on this journey, is that they did a
split traffic sitnation. They're working on the
eastbound freeway, so they routed half the traf-
fic up into a lane on the westbound freeway.
There’s a Jersey barrier to keep the traffic apart
from one another, but it’s still a bit odd to be
driving one way when, inches from you, is traf-
fic rolling downbhill in the other direction.

Somewhere in the middle of the road con-
struction, we enter Nevada County, one of two
named for the mountain range.

My radio signal starts to fade. No more NPR
for me. Tpull out a CD and cue up “All the Way
to Reno” by REM on the CD. It made me happy.
That CD (a random potpourri of songs I made
when I first bought my car) remained my music
all the way to Reno.

Still another couple thousand feet to climb.

Dodged through road construction for an-
other twenty miles. There’s not much there,
but the climb is something impressive. You can
only imagine how hard it must have been to get
wagons down the hill as the canyons are steep
and the road twists around to stay at freeway
standards. It wasn't as difficult as the build-
ing of the transcontinental railroad, but it was
still an accomplishment all of itself. Building to
freeway standards over such inhospitable ter-
rain is an accomplishment.

And at the top of dodging all the road construc-
tion is the infamous Donner Pass. The Donner
Party is the cautionary tale of California history.
Remember what I said about Blue Canyon? The
Sierras, in an average winter can have 400-500
inches of snow in a year. This past winter, an
unusually long and heavy season, managed to
get above 700 inches of snow. One of the ski
resorts still had enough snow for skiing on the
Fourth of July, which is just about unheard of.
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the card was denied. Okay, says [, let’s try a bit
lower. Still denied. I climb ontomy online bank-
ing — I love living in the 2lst century where I
can pull my phone out of my pocket and use it
to query something on the global network of
information. Captain Kirk, eat your heart out.

So I go over to the bank with which my credit
card is affiliated. There I meet Andrew, who
was extremely nice in helping me deal with the
credit card division of his multi-tentacled bank.
While we were waiting for them to get off hold
so we could figure out what was going on, he
asked me why I was on vacation in Reno.

I'm going to Worldcon, I said, and then when
he looked slightly confused, gave the full name,
the World Science Fiction Convention. The
moment [ said “science fiction”, his face lit up.
“Who's your favorite author?”

Of course, I have many, but I decided to men-
tion some of my more recent favorites. Those
of you with sensitive fannish sensibilities may
wish to cover your ears for the next paragraph.

I like John Scalzi, I said, which proceeded to
make him excited — he’d just recently finished
Old Mar’s War and liked it. So I casually men-
tion that Scalzi was in town for the next couple
days, and well, I may have got another person to
attend Worldcon, at least for a day. But, diver-
sion.

The credit card people finally come back. 1
guess my card number was one caught in some
kind of mass compromise situation — prob-
ably inadequate database security on the part
of some merchant or another — and they had
cancelled the card number to prevent it from
being used for fraud. I just happened to go on
vacation at the exact worse time. But they were
able to unlock the card long enough for me to
pay for my hotel room and they said they would
ship me a new card via FedEx. Okay, no wor-
ries.

official WOOF distribution.

Thursday night, I get the card and go to acti-
vate it. The activation procedure doesn’t work
and it bounces me to a customer service repre-
sentative who proceeds to tell me that number
is cancelled. No, says I, I just got this card in
the mail.

After thirty minutes, three customer service
representatives, they find that somehow (and
no, they claim to have no idea how this hap-
pened) they shipped me (via FedEx at their own
expense, mind you) a cancelled card. They have
no idea how this happened, and the only way
you can mitigate this is to ship me another card,
due Saturday. Well, isn’t this a pretty pickle.
We'll see if they can manage not to screw it
up this time. Given their track record, I'm not
hopeful.

Worldcon has been fun, although not as fun
as Denver. I'm trying to put my finger on why,
but haven't really come up with an answer
that’s satisfactory to me. Folks have suggested
I'write a con report in order to tease out why, so
I might do that.

It might be because I spent six frickin’ hours
in the business meeting helping to represent
fanzine fandom. You're welcome.

And now I am approaching the end of this
page, so all I can say is “Hey Ted! Here's my
sucky WOOF contribution! Ihope you like it!”

(Seriously, it’s been fun, blah blah blah Randy’s
the most awesome guy in the world for putting
up with me blah blah blah hope you enjoyed
it.)

Bee seeing you...



