


Editorial.
Hello to all, and welcome to Procrastinations #12, which I’m 
frantically  putting  together at work the day  before I’m  due to leave 
for Novacon. This month’s contributions are great, as always, but 
I’ve been a lot less organised with this issue than usual – apologies 
that I didn’t put out a call for articles, or anything similar.

Why  have I been less organised? Well, two things. Firstly, a project 
being undertaken with some of the other postgraduates at my 
university  which will aim  to publicise some of the research  going on. 
This has proven to be enormously  challenging and enjoyable, and 
I’m looking forward to finally  having the first issue ready  for 
printing.

The other major  extra drain on my  resources has been taking on the 
responsibility  of Deputy  Division Head for  Loncon 3, which  is now 
the 72nd seated Worldcon and will be coming to our shores in 
August 2014. You can find out more about it at loncon3.org (as I’m 
sure everyone’s already  aware) and I’m hugely  excited to be able to 
put something into the next bloody  British bloody  Worldcon; I 
already  edited and put out  Progress Report Minus One, so I am 
looking forward to continuing in the same vein!

However,  all this has meant that I’ve had perhaps less time than I’d 
like for  my  regular diet  of fanzines and whatnot. I did manage to stir 
some controversy  with my  last fanzine, and I got an excellent  letter 
of comment from Mark Plummer in response, so that’s pretty ace.

This weekend is,  as I mentioned, Novacon. However, it’s not just 
any  old Novacon; it’s the 42nd Novacon, and as such ZZ9 Plural Z 
Alpha are putting out a 42-themed magazine at the convention. I 
have a short piece in there, so look out for that! I wrote about TAFF, 
because the next TAFF race is going to be starting up at  the 
convention. At least, it’s going to be open to nominations at the 
convention. I have heard mutterings about a few  people who might 
run, but  if you’re considering doing so please do get some people 
together to nominate you and drop me a line!
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This Novacon will also be the first one that I’ve attended the entire 
weekend of,  thanks to Jaine Fenn’s GOH status. I haven’t read all 
her  novels (yet!) but what I have read I love,  and I’m  really  looking 
forward to the chapbook and book launch at the convention. Should 
be a real laugh, and I’m sure I’ll have a fantastic weekend.

My  letters of comment have been sublime this time around. Taral 
Wayne has contributed a lot on the minutiae of cowboys; Mark 
Plummer  eloquently  takes me to task for my  wrongheadedness on 
the Hugo Award and its voter packet; Murray  Moore aspires to be 
the next Mike Glyer; Lloyd Penney  remains my  most loyal loccer. 
I’ve also got Mark Plummer’s issue alongside the first article I’ve 
published from  Ulrika O’Brien. Hopefully  I get  time to put a TAFF 
newsletter inside this issue, too,  so that  you’ll all get a better idea of 
what’s going on there.

Until Novacon, then. See you in the bar!

Procrastinations is edited by John Coxon.
Issue #12 published on Thursday 8th November, 2012.

Web: efanzines.com/Procrastinations. Email: john.coxon@gmail.com.
Address: 14 Chapel Lane, Peterborough, PE4 6RS, UK.
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Chicon 7: An Abbreviated Look.
John Coxon (editor, Procrstinations; citizen, United Kingdom)

So I attended Chicon 7.  I’d intended to arrive the day  before the 
convention started, in order  to make sure I was in my  hotel room 
and give myself some breathing space. However, courtesy  of United 
Airlines,  I failed to arrive on the Wednesday  night and instead 
arrived on Thursday  afternoon. This meant staying in  a  London 
hotel overnight before the flight I’d managed to get onto; since I 
wasn’t the only  fan flying United, I was joined by  Mike Scott,  Flick, 
Dave Clements and Paul Cornell in my plight.

We ended up in  the hotel bar, drinking and eating buffet food until 
heading to bed in preparation for  a  horrifically  early  start. Five 
people in a  bar  is definitely  one of the quieter ways to start a 
Worldcon, but  despite the lameness of the situation it was still 
pretty fun.

I would write a  full and earnest  report about my  time at Chicon, 
detailing everything that I got up to and stuff, but I have about an 
hour and a quarter  to finish this article,  lay  out  the rest of the 
articles and letters of comment, and print the damn thing. As a 
result, you’re going to get the highlights of the convention.

So, the first highlight has to be the victorious London in  2014 bid 
becoming Loncon 3, the 72nd World Science Fiction Convention. 
I’m on the convention committee and so I made sure to be at the 
WSFS meeting that announced this; we were all very  nervous that 
we wouldn’t win and all our  efforts would have been for naught, but 
thankfully  the Chicago crowd decided that a European Worldcon 
was just the ticket in 2014 (and thanks to all who voted!).

Second highlight was the space science programming, which  comes 
in  a Part A and a Part  B. Part A was Sy  Leibergot. España was quite 
confused about how excited I was that someone she’d never heard of 
was going to be at Chicon,  but  Sy’s definitely  worth getting excited 
about. He was an EECOM (Electrical,  Environmental and 
Consumables Manager) for the Apollo missions, and you’ve 
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probably  seen him  in Apollo 13. He gave several talks over  the 
course of the convention, and sadly  I only  made it  to one – 
fortunately, it was extremely  interesting. It also overran to two 
hours,  I believe, but no-one really  minded because of the 
aforementioned interestingness. He was also ace because he gave 
out ribbons to those who attended that said FAILURE IS NOT AN 
OPTION – awesome!

Part B was Story  Musgrave.  Story  is a  Space Shuttle astronaut who’s 
been on a bunch of missions and has a hilariously  varied life. He’s 
got  about four bazillion degrees (well, lots,  anyway) and was an 
incredibly  interesting man when we saw him interviewed by  John 
Scalzi at  Chicon. His anecdotes about his family,  his wife, his 
children and his exploits in  space were absolutely  brilliant and this 
has to have been one of the best programme items I’ve ever attended 
at a convention in my life.

(It’s worth  noting at this point  that both Musgrave and Leibergot 
have books out, and they’re on my  Christmas list. Nothing ventured, 
nothing gained!)

The third highlight was Chicago. The Adler  Planetarium, on the first 
night, was amazing to visit and explore with España, and the 
adventures we had in the city  to get food and such things were also 
very  awesome. Deep dish pizza  is either amazing or  terrifying 
depending on  your perspective, and the Chicago hot dog is 
something I’m very  glad I experienced. I got  a copy  of Austin 
Grossman’s Soon I Will Be Invincible from  a  local book store, too, 
which was awesome!

The fourth  highlight was the parties.  I love parties,  and España 
finally  conceded that perhaps Pimm’s wasn’t all that bad after  all – 
hooray! The London parties were good,  but other  brilliant parties 
included the Kansas City  in 2016 parties, the two Japanese parties I 
went to and the party  for  Westercon 66  that had a robot that  made 
cocktails. (If you’re on the West Coast and you have the means to go 
to a convention on Independence Day  weekend, please go for me. I 
can’t make it.)
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The fifth highlight  was the war for  the 2015 Worldcon. Eemeli Aro 
has launched a  bid for Helsinki in 2015. I have heard from other 
sources that this decision is based on the fact that either  Spokane or 
Orlando will lose anyway  and he’s not increasing the cost of running 
to either convention by  throwing his hat into the ring. I’m  excited by 
the prospect  of a Scandinavian Worldcon and, although I’m  not sure 
I could afford a North America Worldcon in 2015, I think a 
European Worldcon would probably  be within financial reach. We’ll 
see.

I was also very  impressed by  the Detroit in 2015 bid, who plan to get 
a city  block and just let sf fans run wild. Smoking indoors! 
Monogrammed T-shirts! Oh my! And it’d be a nice follow-up if the 
bid for the NASFiC for 2014 is won by the Detroit-based bid.

The last highlight isn’t really  a highlight, but seeing España was the 
best  bit  about going away. This whole being-on-different-continents 
thing can be pretty  hard, but having conventions together is always 
super-fun and I loved seeing her again.

A more detailed write-up of my  convention will be coming at some 
stage, probably straight to my website: keep an eye out for that!
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Kids These Days (A Walk in the Woods).
Ulrika O’Brien (editor, Fringe; future owner, cane)

I’ve hit the half-century  mark and I guess it’s time to start  waving 
my  cane around and complaining about modern  youth, as a  warmup 
for my  impending  old-fogey-dom. First, I’ll need to get  a cane,  but 
even once I do, the truth  is I’m  not that motivated to complain about 
the young,  per  se – they  live in the world we’ve given them, under 
the rules,  restrictions and mores we’ve laid down, just like every 
generation before.

If the UK’s National Trust is anything to judge by,  the world we’ve 
given them  is a bit  fucked up right now. So let me complain about 
that, instead. You see, the National Trust has a campaign on just 
now  to encourage kids to go outside and play  more. As part of that 
campaign, they’ve written up a list  of 50 Things to Do Before You’re 
11  ¾. Just  so everyone can play  along, I’ve included the list on the 
next page.

This list is messed up. Climb a tree? Roll down a hill? Throw some 
snow?! As far  as I can see, most of these items on the list should be 
things that kids don’t need to be encouraged to do, or be told about,. 
They’re things that kids should have already  done, as a part of 
growing up, long before they’re almost twelve. The fact  that the 
National Trust thinks they  probably  haven’t, the fact that the 
National Trust feels it has to sell this stuff to get kids interested, 
makes me think that something has gone badly  off the rails 
somewhere.

It  also makes me appreciate that much more the childhood I had, 
and the family  that gave it  to me. As a kid I racked up 40 out of 50 
(or out of 48 – geocaching and abseiling were not so much A Thing 
back then) of these deeds, more or less, depending on how literally 
you insist  on certain details, or  how liberally  you allow for  regional 
differences. What’s more,  I had racked up the majority  by  the time I 
was six years old. I can’t say  I was ever ticking them off a list,  or  that 
I felt like I was an unusually  accomplished six-year-old. I was just a 
kid doing kid stuff.
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But in a sense, perhaps I cheated, however unwittingly. From the 
time I was born until the year I turned six,  I lived in Sweden. 
Sweden is very  much Not  The UK and Not  The Suburban US. I was 
born a moderate-sized industrial town, and for  the first  few years 
lived with  my  mother in my  grandparents’ little brick-built workers’ 
bungalow. Their  back garden abutted the side of a  small,  neatly  kept 
park and play  field, which  in its turn gave directly  onto a little wood 
of mixed birch and alder, pine and fir.  In  the little wood there 
wound narrow game trails between the low-growing huckleberries 

1. Climb a tree
2. Roll down a really big hill
3. Camp out in the wild
4. Build a den 
5. Skim a stone
6. Run around in the rain
7. Fly a kite
8. Catch a fish with a net
9. Eat an apple straight from a 

tree
10. Play conkers
11. Throw some snow 
12. Hunt for treasure on the 

beach
13. Make a mud pie
14. Dam a stream
15. Go sledging
16. Bury someone in the sand
17. Set up a snail race
18. Balance on a fallen tree
19. Swing on a rope swing
20.Make a mud slide
21. Eat blackberries growing in 

the wild
22.Take a look inside a tree
23.Visit an island
24.Feel like you're flying in the 

wind

25. Make a grass trumpet
26.Hunt for fossils and bones
27. Watch the sun wake up
28.Climb a huge hill
29.Get behind a waterfall
30.Feed a bird from your hand
31. Hunt for bugs
32.Find some frogspawn
33. Catch a butterfly in a net
34.Track wild animals
35. Discover what's in a pond
36.Call an owl
37. Check out the crazy  creatures 

in a rock pool
38.Bring up a butterfly
39.Catch a crab
40.Go on a nature walk at night
41. Plant it, grow it, eat it
42.Go wild swimming
43.Go rafting
44.Light a fire without matches
45. Find your way  with  a map 

and compass
46.Try bouldering
47. Cook on a campfire
48.Try abseiling
49.Find a geocache
50.Canoe down a river
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and clusters of wood anemone. There jutted mossy  granite boulders 
to climb on, fallen  trees to balance along or hop over, and great red 
anthills of piled pine needles to poke sticks into (or not, as you 
learned after  you’d been  bitten by  ants enough times). The cuckoos 
called to each other in the spring, and magpies flitted from tree to 
tree.  Foxes and squirrels and hares and hedgehogs passed through 
the wood, going about their  own business, sometimes leaving traces 
of their passing. In certain places, where the fir  roots tangled thickly 
in  the packed earth and fallen  needles in a particular way, the 
ground made a very  satisfactory  thrumming noise when you 
stomped hard on it, like hopping on a giant drum. 

In their various seasons, if you  kept your  eyes open, you  could find 
morel or  chanterelle mushrooms,  or the very  big, meaty  Karl Johann 
mushrooms, which  English speakers might know as penny  bun, or 
porcino. I didn’t much care to eat  mushrooms, myself, but  I was 
pretty  good at finding them, especially  the pretty, orange-gold 
chanterelles, which shine like little lanterns when they  first  start 
appearing among the dark pine duff in late summer. And finding 
huckleberries and lingonberries in the fall didn’t even require a 
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sharp eye; the berry  bushes grew everywhere. In the drainage 
ditches that lined the meadow beyond the wood, wildflowers grew in 
their great  profusion.  According to folk tradition, if you gather a 
dozen different kinds, and sleep with the bouquet under your pillow 
on Midsummer’s Eve,  that night you’ll dream  of the person you will 
marry. Dunno, I never tried it.

So getting to nature, and outdoor things to do, was just a matter  of 
pushing  through the back hedge and cutting across the play  field. I 
was doing that by  the time I was three. (These were the halcyon days 
before “play-dates”  and similar  horrors of constant childhood 
supervision were invented. I ran around the wood and park and 
neighborhood with the like-aged boys in our  street – there were no 
like-aged girls – from  the time I could run around at all.) And that 
was just the little wood beyond the back garden. 

When I say  I cheated, I mean that Sweden has a few advantages if 
one wants kids to grow up playing outside. It  has a post-glacial 
geography, which means lots of big granite boulders and little lakes 
dotting the tracks where the glaciers have passed. It’s got a 
comparatively  small population in a  comparatively  big place – it’s a 
country  roughly  the size of California, with  a population roughly  ¾ 
of that of Los Angeles County  – so there are lots of large, empty, 
wild places left. I have no idea how  many  times more trees it  has 
than people,  but  it’s a substantial multiple. And Sweden has 
allemansrätten – a broadly  defined form of freedom to roam – 
guaranteed by the Swedish constitution. 

All of which combined mean that if you want to go swimming, 
chances are that you go to the nearest lake or  river and swim. 
There’s nothing exotic about it. “Wild swimming,”  is just 
“swimming.”  (If your local lake is a  large one with a stretch of town 
nearby, the town likely  will have made parts of the lakeshore into 
city  park, adding a parking lot, shower  stations, toilets, picnic tables, 
and a graded beach covered in imported sand. If the lake is a small 
one in the forest, then it’s unimproved, and you swim among the 
rushes and the tadpoles and whatever else lives there.)
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If you want  to walk in the woods or climb a hill or  a tree or a 
boulder, go fishing, or pick mushrooms or  berries or  nuts or flowers 
in  the wild, you can do it more or less anywhere, probably  very  near 
your back door. (You learn to keep a  plastic bag or small bucket 
about you when you go out on walks or  drives, for  while wild 
strawberries can be strung on long grass straws to carry  them home, 
wild raspberries or  mushrooms, or tiny  baby  frogs,  need a container 
to get home safely.) If you want to feed wild swans, or  catch crayfish, 
or ice skate out to the island in  the middle of the lake across the 
road, or catch a pail full of those tiny  frogs to raise at home in an 
improvised pond in the back garden, those are options too – the vast 
Swedish forests surround the verges of most towns, and weave in 
and out through the interstices of even the largest cities.  A wild 
place is never  far  away. (I’m not exaggerating at all.  Take a boat trip 
around the Stockholm  archipelago some time – you’ll  see people out 
fishing and sun bathing and swimming off the great granite boulders 
that line most of the islands, even inside the city boundaries.)
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Also, if you came from  a working class family, from  folk who 
remembered both the Depression and life in wartime Europe, like I 
did, home grown food wasn’t exotic or alien either. My  grandparents 
had a dwarf apple tree in the yard, and two cherries,  all of which I 
climbed, and devoted much of the back stretch  of the garden to 
raising potatoes and peas and gooseberries and carrots and rhubarb 
and kale and currants and strawberries and such, most of which I 
ate at  one time or another, right in the garden. Tomatoes and 
cucumbers came from the little glass hot house my  grandfather built 
for my  grandmother on the back patio. The kitchen became a small 
industrial complex  when the cherries came ripe, because they  all 
had to be picked and washed and macerated with sugar and cooked 
up for saft before the magpies got them.

The summer when I turned eleven is still my  clearest memory  of 
catching butterflies – with a  net my  grandfather  had made from an 
onion bag and a length of wire attached to an old tool shaft – my 
grandmother issued a bounty  of one Swedish crown apiece for all 
the white cabbage butterflies I could catch, dead or  alive. I would 
bring them  to her and she’d squash them  between her thumbnails 
and put them  in  a  little plastic box  to be counted up. Every  dead 
butterfly meant that many fewer larvae eating her kale.

This, then, was the life of my  first  six years. Wild things were 
everywhere, including right  at the back door when my  mother left 
scraps out for the foxes and hedgehogs. Imagine then the slow-
dawning disappointment of emigrating to America,  supposed land 
of cowboys, Indians, swimming pools, and movie stars (though in 
truth I had been pulling  for Australia  anyway, the land of kangaroos 
and koalas; sadly  the Australian firm wouldn’t pay  Dad’s moving 
costs and the American firm would). Instead,  the California suburbs 
of San Jose proved to be the land of Other People’s Property, as far 
as the eye could see or  the kid could bike. The only  open places I was 
free to roam  on my  own were public school yards – there wasn’t a 
park anywhere nearby. The only  trees that didn’t belong to a 
neighbor  and were not therefore off limits were a  few  horticultural 
exemplars planted in the far end of our elementary  school yard. 
Growing up,  I visited that bitty  grove of sequoias whenever I wanted 
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the sense of being alone in the woods, but it was never remotely  the 
same. Even the family’s year-long sojourn in Webster, NY had been 
better  than San Jose – at least there was a dirt road running in back 
of the house, and a water meadow, at one end. Even if everything 
next to the road was Private Property  posted “No Trespassers”,  at 
least a person could wander along the road in peace and freedom.

I don’t think my  parents ever consciously  understood the nature of 
what they  had done in moving me to the suburbs. To be honest, I 
don’t think I fully  understood the loss myself until years later. 
Moving from  Swedish town to California suburb was a trauma, pure 
and simple. Not  only  was I separated from  my  grandparents, which 
was the loss I could articulate, but all of that childhood autonomy 
and freedom  to ramble and access to wild places was cut off at  a 
stroke. There probably  aren’t  that many  first world kids who suffer 
the gravitas of pastoral nostalgia  and homesickness the way  I did by 
the time I was eight.

Oh, our house had a large yard, and big trees, and lawn, and over 
time my  parents built  us a rope swing  in  the biggest tree, and a  tree 
house too, and we made mud pies and built  forts, and dug in the 
sand box, my  brother and I, but it was all, always, circumscribed. 
The only  thing at the back of the garden was an eight  foot fence, 
with  someone else’s yard beyond it, and someone else’s beyond that, 
and so on and so on in all directions.  We were utterly  surrounded by 
other people’s private space, where I was not welcome to wander.

The family  made up some of the losses with hiking trips and 
camping  trips to national parks and other carefully  tended wild 
places – my  first canoe trips, and many  memorable cookouts were 
all in California. And my  mother always remained keen on teaching 
us about the natural world. We raised caterpillars found in her 
garden – particularly  the great fat tomato horn worms, and other 
pest larvae – and kept them until the pupae hatched. We raised 
several baby  birds that had fallen from  nests around the house. But 
even so, life in San Jose was fundamentally  domesticated. The hole 
left by the real wild places was never really filled.

13



So in the end, I have to sympathize with the kids who are the object 
of the National Trust campaign.  Chances are their lives are at least 
as domesticated as mine was, carefully  segregated from places 
where kids would be free to roam  and explore on their own.  
Suburban-style build-out, and vast tracts of strictly  private property 
circumscribe their existence, and wall them  off from  the right  to 
roam as surely  as the Acts of Enclosure ever did. If you add in their 
access to the amazing array  of far more tempting entertainment 
technologies than were even imagined in my  day, and the tendency 
(at  least  in  the US) to try  to control and supervise every  waking 
moment  of children’s lives,  then it’s a wonder they  ever get outside 
to any  wild places at  all. No wonder there’s a prescriptive list of 
outdoor things to try.

Wildness is still with us, of course, even in cities and suburbs. I’ve 
seen a fox  out for  a  morning  stroll while I was waiting for  the 
Docklands Light Rail.  Just last weekend I saw a beautiful pair of 
coyotes negotiating a tricky  street crossing in the light-industrial 
part of Renton. Back when we lived in Redmond (of Microsoft 
fame), we regularly  saw bald eagles,  ospreys, deer, and the 
occasional raccoon. The Seattle Woodland Park Zoo has an arctic fox 
because the little guy  stowed away  (presumably  by  accident, but he’s 
not telling) on one of the ferries that ply between here and Alaska.

The wild things will, serendipitously, find 
you now  and again, as you  go about your 
life even in American suburbs or British 
cities.  At least they  will,  if you know how  to 
keep your eyes open.  That’s not the 
problem. The problem  is how tricky  it can 
be to get to them, by  choice,  when you need 
or want  to,  especially  if you’re a kid. I don’t 
know if that’s a fixable problem, this over-
domestication of children’s lives, but it’s 
one that I wish  more people were thinking 
about, because if it is fixable, I don’t think a 
check list from  the National Trust is going 
to be enough to do it.
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WSFS Business Meeting
Mark Plummer (co-editor, Banana Wings; winner, many Nova Awards)

John Coxon looked at  the progress report. Then he looked at Alice 
and Steve, waiting  to make their announcement. Then he looked at 
the progress report  again. Why  hadn’t somebody  said something 
about this?

As deputy  division head for publications with  the 2014 London 
Worldcon bid, John had witnessed the seemingly  interminable 
discussions about the drafting and redrafting  of Progress Report 
Zero. He’d watched as everybody  had thrashed through the wording 
of the welcoming message from  co-chairs Alice Lawson and Steve 
Cooper, the short bios of the guests with photos, the description of 
the venue, the table of membership rates… all of it debated at 
considerable length, with much wrangling about fonts, the need for 
en-rules,  and whether  the correct guest-approved photos were being 
used. John had really  thought that the progress report was correct; 
it  all  seemed correct to him. And yet now it was really  quite obvious 
that it wasn’t.
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Now  it’s true that John had come late to the bid, only  being 
recruited in the very  last stages, just a  few  weeks before Chicon. A 
number of key  decisions about the convention had obviously  been 
taken long before he’d been involved. He’d thought he had a handle 
on the set-up, how things were going to work. Clearly  he’d 
misunderstood. That didn’t explain why, after the days of email 
back-and-forth and constant posting of redrafts, nobody  else had 
spotted the serious mistake in the progress report that was now 
apparent. Had nobody  else understood the arrangement either? And 
now  he knew the truth, he did wonder: shouldn’t we be making 
more of this? It was pretty  unusual, surely. And really  quite 
newsworthy. A bit  of a promotions coup,  in fact. But because the 
progress report was wrong it wasn’t referenced at all.

John looked at Alice and Steve again. They  were all standing in the 
backstage area  behind a  curtain, waiting to make their 
announcement.  Thinking about it, it  really  was quite extraordinary. 
He honestly  felt he wasn’t simply  justifying to himself why  he hadn’t 
queried the wording.  OK, about Steve; that  made sense. But  Alice? 
Really? Still,  they  seemed entirely  calm and generally  unconcerned. 
Presumably  everybody  else on the committee would be expecting 
this; but  why  – why  – hadn’t  somebody  pointed out the error in the 
wording of the progress report? 

John pulled the curtain aside ever so slightly  so he could look out 
into the room. So this was a  Worldcon business meeting? It was the 
Sunday  of Chicon and everybody  was debating a constitutional 
amendment. Mike Scott had discovered a double-space in the text of 
section 2.9.5 of the WSFS constitution which had seemingly  been 
there unchallenged since 1973. Opinion in the room  was roughly 
equally  divided between those who wanted to replace it  with a  single 
space and those who wanted to retain  it  since it referenced an  old 
fannish joke derived from something Bruce Pelz had written in 
1964.

John had never been to a  WSFS business meeting and so hadn’t 
really  known what to expect. He knew there would be motions about 
the rules and consequent debate – that was happening now  – and 
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then the results of the 2014 site selection ballot would be 
announced. The London bid was uncontested and so the result 
seemed a foregone conclusion, but everybody  understood the need 
to follow  the process. Once this particular  debate was concluded the 
outcome of the site selection voting would be revealed, and then 
Alice and Steve – as co-chairs of the bid – would step forward to 
announce the name of the convention and the guests of honour. 
Progress report zero provided documentary  support for  the 
announcement. Except that it didn’t, not quite.

John looked at Alice and Steve again. Steve was stroking his beard, 
as if deep in thought. He probably  wanted to be out there,  taking 
part in  the debate. Alice seemed a  bit distant – and, come to think of 
it,  wasn’t that make-up a bit… excessive for  something of this kind? 
Oh well, John was a novice in the ways of WSFS. I suppose they 
want to make an impression, he thought. And I’m pretty  sure they 
will.

He looked at  the progress report again, just to confirm  that it  said 
what he thought – what he knew – it said. And he really  had thought 
that that  wording was correct, that it  was meant  to say  what it  did in 
fact say, right until today…

…and then he looked out into the room: at Mike Scott, arguing his 
case passionately  – and going further, calling  for the perpetration of 
a double-space in any  official Worldcon document  to be made a 
capital crime; at Claire Brialey, her head stuck in  a book, for  all the 
world as if she didn’t really  care about the proceedings of the WSFS 
business meeting at all; and at James Bacon who was… oh, for god’s 
sake, hadn’t he got a room? 

John sensed that  the debate was winding up. Soon it would time for 
the announcement. If nobody  else was worried about the slip in the 
progress report, then why  should he be? He would have liked it  to 
have been a flawless document,  and yet nobody  else seemed 
troubled by  it  so presumably  everything would be fine. Oh well,  he 
thought. I don’t suppose people will  be worrying too much  about the 
progress report once the announcement starts…
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And then he noticed Steve Cooper staring at a piece of paper with 
obvious signs of mounting incredulity.  Had Steve now spotted the 
error in the progress report? But John saw that  the document Steve 
was looking at wasn’t the progress report; it was a  copy  of the WSFS 
constitution.

‘But there is no section 2.9.5! There is no section 2.9.5! … no section 
2.9.5 … no section… no… no…’

…and then John woke up.  He was sitting  backstage at the WSFS 
business meeting in Chicago, but when he got  up and looked 
through  the curtain he saw everybody  else waiting quietly. There 
was no frenzied debate about section 2.9.5 of the WSFS constitution 
because there was no section 2.9.5.  Phew! Nothing to worry  about, 
then. It had all,  as they  say, been a dream. Just the London 
announcement then.

‘And now,’ said the chair  of the business meeting, ‘here to announce 
the name of their convention and their guests of honour, please 
welcome the co-chairs of the London bid: Steve Lawson and Alice 
Cooper…’

Welcome to my nightmare, thought John.
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Letters of Comment.

Eric Mayer Murray Moore writes:

Confession first: my  ambition in writing this,  my  first LoC on an 
issue of Procrastinations, is to be the Mike Glyer in issue 12’s table 
of contents.

‘You are a man of small ambition,’ I can hear you thinking, John.

Yes, but small ambitions are more likely  to be realized. You can do 
this for me, John. Don't disappoint me.

I have no complaint about the lack of stapling in  my  copy  of 
Procrastinations 11. A section tried to escape but I retrieved it 
easily.

I take your word that the arresting art on the cover  is a version of 
Iron Man. I am old enough to be your father have purchased Marvel 
comics in the 1960s.

Now  that I think about it, I did buy  Marvel comics in the 1960s, 
new, as published. Yes, I am really old.

But the point is, I bought  issues of Tales of Suspense featuring Iron 
Man and, later, Iron Man #1  and subsequent issues,  thus I know the 
image of Iron Man. The real Iron Man never had a red cape, for 
example.

I read all of the less-than-novel-length fiction provided in this year's 
Hugo voters packet.  OK, true, I did not finish two of the nominated 
stories. Not that my  first vote choices were popular as expressed in 
the list of winners.

No surprise to me, or, probably, many  people, that Jo Walton won 
Best Novel Hugo. Among Others  is a  novel of a type to strongly 
appeal to Hugo voters. I have read the Small Change books and 
found them good.
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Mette Hedin writes about a  TV show about which to me only  its 
name is familiar. But I certainly  recognize the nature of her 
emotional involvement and investment. I have been mentally  locked 
on to a sports team (Toronto Blue Jays through their World Series 
wins), the above-mentioned Marvel comics, for two examples.

Taral is skeptical about  writers switching  from typing to talking to 
software secretaries. I could be using Dragon Dictation  and not be 
using my  fingers to create this LoC. I only  think of this option 
because I am responding to Taral's article. But I know I could speak 
this LoC. For several weeks earlier this year, following an operation 
on my  right hand, I tried Dragon Dictation, several times. The result 
was good. I expect  a  writer  unable to type would learn to dictate, just 
as a person learns the unnatural action of swimming.

Perhaps Mark Plummer was experimenting  using Dragon Dictation 
when he wrote "Through Space and Time with  an  Eastern Grey  
Squirrel Called CHris". I would accept that explanation. Indeed I 
can't think of a better explanation. 

Hi Murray! I hope this is close enough to achieving your goal of 
being this issue’s honourary Mike Glyer. I  hope that you feel that 
your ambitions can be realised by writing to my fanzine and feel 
compelled to do so again, in the future…

I think a lot of people found the article about Alias Smith and Jones 
and my views on the Hugo Award compelling,  so I’m happy that 
it’s stirred discussion.

I  must confess that I  agree with Taral’s  scepticism about voice-
operated computing, for now. I  just can’t make Siri work on my 
iPhone properly and the dictation feature gets it wrong fairly often 
(although it does get it right more than it doesn’t,  which is pretty 
impressive, considering). I  loved Mark’s article; his brand of 
surrealism makes me chuckle.

Thanks for writing in!
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Lloyd Penney writes:

Good to see you in  print again, and thanks for Procrastinations 11. 
As I finally  get myself ready  to have a  weekend,  I will try  to get 
caught up with the zines I have. And you’re next! <insert evil laugh>

Hope your Chicon 7  was a  great time. I have downloaded my  Hugo 
packets each time they  were available, but I never had the time to go 
through  all the great writing inside.  I find it tougher to care about all 
the nominees, and as an uninformed voter, I will  not  vote in  a 
category  in which I am unfamiliar with the writing and the names 
on the writing. That means much of my  Hugo ballot goes in blank, 
not  even No Award. I hope that  as time goes on, that will change. 
(Heck, I’d like to get on the ballot again. Don’t want much, do I?)

My  new fandom is Murdoch Mysteries, a  Canadian-made detective 
show  based on Victorian-era Toronto. We’ve met all the lead actors 
and the lady  whose novels are the basis for the show. It’s just  started 
its sixth season and changed networks to the CBC, and the sets for 
the show are in an industrial area in eastern Toronto. I won a walk-
on role for  the end of the sixth  season, and I gave it to Yvonne. What 
a great gift, and she loved every moment of the process.

Yes, we will have voice-actuated computers soon. And I’ve also read 
we may  have transparent aluminum, too. Now comes news that 
NASA is trying  to see if they  can create a stable warp bubble,  once 
again making Gene Roddenberry sound like a prophet.

I’d like to see Eric Mayer’s article on assorted fandoms. We’ve 
fancied ourselves to be somehow unique, but there are a myriad of 
other fandoms out there with their own traditions and vocabulary, 
and probably their own BNFs, too.

My  loc…found out just the other night that  I now have a  second 
listing on my  IMDB file, for another student production I did last 
year.  I will take all I can get, and it’s a nice little bit  of egoboo. Just 
last  weekend, we had another  high tea at the same tea room, and 
had another great time. CostumeCon is coming to Toronto in 2014, 
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and I think we will have some fun there. Pack all the costumes in the 
steamer trunk, and off we go.

I think I am  done…many  thanks for  this issue,  I will look for more, 
hope your weekend is a great time.

I nominated you for a Hugo last time around, Lloyd!

I  know  what you mean about the voter packet, it is a lot of excellent 
material and I often don’t manage to finish reading for the Best 
Semiprozine or Best Editor categories. It’s better to have the 
variety than not, I’d say. And perhaps it shows the strength of the 
field that we can’t get through the whole packet?

Murdoch Mysteries sounds good. I  love that there’s a crime show 
for every occasion: I  love watching the crime-show-with-crime-
author (Castle), the crime-show-with-stage-psychic (The Mentalist) 
and I was describing the crime-show-with-scientist-receiving-
messages-from-the-future (Paradox) to España just the other night.

Egoboo is  always nice, which is one reason I  look forward to the 
locs you write me. It’s good works.

Mark Plummer writes:

When you were here the other week you reminded me, by  your 
presence as much as anything specific, that shortly  after bashing the 
now traditional insurgent staple through the pages of 
Procrastinations 11  I had started writing to you about its contents 
but  hadn’t followed that through to its logical conclusion. Picking 
that up, then...

It  must  be 40 years since I last  saw an episode of Alias Smith and 
Jones so I find it quite remarkable that I still remember  the names 
of the lead actors. Something to do with that narration at the 
beginning of each episode which reiterated the basic set-up,  I 
suppose. I was only  seven or  eight when I first saw the show, and I 
recall being confused by  its title and asking my  parents why  we 
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never  saw the third guy  – and thus I learned both a new  word and 
something about comma separated lists.

And as I am  old enough to remember the original airing of Alias 
Smith and Jones  I should also be old enough to know to stay  out of a 
disagreement between somebody  and their  partner -- but I think 
España is right on the Hugo voter packet.

I think that everybody  who participates in  the Hugo voting process 
sets their  own standards for  engagement, or at least I assume they 
do. It  is possible that  every  Hugo voter  reads (or otherwise 
considers,  as appropriate) all the short-listed works and evaluates 
their merits irrespective of external factors before voting 
accordingly. It is possible that nobody  votes solely  on  the basis of 
their feelings about previous works by  the short-listed individual, or 
using geographical or  gender criteria, or because, well,  I haven’t 
actually  read Author A’s book but he always tells really  funny  stories 
at conventions and he does have a particularly  amusing hat. But in 
reality  the likelihood is that people vote for  all sorts of reasons other 
than a  sincere consideration of the complete short-list and so 
choosing to disregard those works not  included in the voter packet 
isn’t any worse than some of the alternatives.

I guess my  position on the Hugo voter packet is that  I’m glad it 
exists and appreciate those individuals and corporations who use it 
to make commercially  produced work available to Worldcon 
members for free. That’s very  good of them. However  I don’t think 
anybody  should feel obliged to donate their work through this 
channel and I try  not to think any  less of those individuals and 
corporations who provide work in  personally  inconvenient formats 
or not at all.

My  personal operating parameter – and this pre-dates the voter 
pack and even the widespread free availability  online of short-listed 
shorter fiction – is that  generally  I won’t vote in a  category  unless 
I’m familiar with at least most of the nominees which  I usually 
define as at a minimum  of four  out of a short-list of five. If I already 
have access to all the works or  can get access for free, great. If not,  I 
tend to decide on  a category  by  category  basis whether  I’m 
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interested in having an informed opinion. In other words,  would I 
be interested in this stuff in any  event? If so then,  yes, I’ll buy  or 
borrow works I don’t already  have. This year, I’d already  read the 
novels by  China Miéville and Jo Walton. Sure,  I’d have been happier 
if the voter packet  had included free ebooks of the Mira  Grant  and 
the James S A Corey  novels – I’m not wild about  PDFs for  the same 
sort  of reasons you put forward – but as it  didn’t I felt  I (and indeed 
we) were sufficiently  interested in both to buy  copies. I was less 
interested in the George R R Martin for similar reasons to you, and 
so didn’t buy  it and didn’t  read it. So I’d read four out of five novels 
which met my personal measure for ‘informed’.

I suspect  you’re probably  right when you extrapolate how things 
were back at the inception of the Hugos -- well, setting aside the 
fanhistorical trivia point that the Hugos started in 1953 but didn’t 
have short-lists until 1959  -- and indeed pretty  much at any  point 
until the turn of the century: ‘if you had missed a copy  of a magazine 
that contained a nominated short story, it was presumably  just  hard 
lines’.  I imagine some people would seek out the back issues,  others 
would borrow magazines from  friends,  but most Worldcon members 
wouldn’t. Whether that stopped them from voting…?

However,  I think that  you place too much emphasis on the Hugo 
voter packet now. You imply  that you didn’t  vote for Randall 
Monroe because he didn’t include anything in the packet. Now I can 
think of several reasons why  somebody  might  choose not to vote for 
Randall Munroe,  but really, what difference does it  make whether he 
sticks a  few samples from  xkcd in  the voter packet when it’s all 
available for free online anyway?

Extending this,  how do you use the voter packet  content when it 
comes to making judgements in categories which are for bodies of 
work? As an examples,  there were four issues of Banana Wings and 
36  issues of The Drink Tank  during 2011  but  only  one of each was in 
the voter packet ’cos that’s what they  let you  have. So were you 
considering the runs of each  title or just the single issues in the 
packet?
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And in deciding to not  vote for  anything not in the packet, you make 
an exception  for the dramatic presentation categories (‘obviously’). 
Why  obviously? Is it about bandwidth for downloads? Or do you 
think it’s obvious that the producers of dramatic presentations can’t 
be expected to give their  work away, unlike people who work in the 
print medium?

It  does seem to be the case that people are now  joining Worldcon, 
usually  only  as supporting members, to get the voter packet. 
Perhaps it’s because they  want to participate in the process, and 
perhaps it’s because they  simple perceive it as good value. This year 
you got, I don’t know, over ten book-length works in some format or 
another, plus a handful of magazines, and over twenty  pieces of 
shorter fiction.

But this is still a pretty  new process. Most of the novellas,  novelettes 
and short stories have been available online for years now, but  the 
packet  precursor, which  I think was essentially  a private venture by 
John Scalzi, was introduced in 2008 when as I recall you could get 
access to some form  of digital edition of four  out of five novels (for 
contractual reasons, only  three if you were in the UK). If I remember 
rightly, the one book that wasn’t  available through this route won. 
The packet idea  was extended in 2009 and has been a  fixture ever 
since, but it’s by  no means guaranteed. You note that this year, four 
out of five novels were only  provided in PDF form – and as we now 
know, the one book that was available in ebook form won.  Last  year 
it,  four out of six  novels came as ebooks, with  only  the Connie Willis 
double being in PDF. So in 2011  the one book that wasn’t available 
in ebook form won. Next year? Who knows?

I also think I agree with España that you’re being harsh on Orbit 
when you say  that ‘… either [they] couldn’t be bothered to include 
[Leviathan Wakes] in  the packet properly, or ... they  were morally 
opposed to its inclusion’. In particular, I don’t think it’s right  to 
characterise the decision not to give away  5,000 ebooks as being 
necessarily  about apathy  or  morality. It’s may  be a straight 
commercial decision, a possibly  increased chance of winning if you 
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give away  free ebooks against  potential extra sales purely  on the 
strength of being shortlisting if you don’t.

Overall,  though, I think we all need to recognise that the free 
content that comes with the Hugo voter packet isn’t a right.

Always glad to hear from you, Mark, and also glad that you 
enjoyed the piece on Alias Smith and Jones.

It’s worth noting, firstly, that the opinions I wrote in the previous 
issue were deliberately rather more polarised than my opinions 
actually are in real life – this was in order to attract letters of 
comment. Mwahahahaha, etc.

I  think your rule for an informed opinion is probably a sensible 
one, and I  am aware that we do need to consider the Hugo voter 
packet a privilege. Having said that, I’d argue that the people 
nominated for Hugos need to be aware that winning a Hugo is  a 
privilege, and if they want to win then disseminating their work 
easily to the voters still seems sensible to me; although I  can more 
than see the logic which suggests it isn’t. It’d be interesting to split 
the Hugo votership into, distribute different works in different 
formats  to the different slices and see how format affected voting, 
but unfortunately that’s an experiment that’s unlikely to happen.

On the subject of deciding on what fanzine is  best (or, indeed, what 
semiprozine is best) I  think people definitely vote based on what’s 
in the packet. I would be incredibly surprised if the average Hugo 
voter feels  that they have to have read at least a year’s worth of 
four of the five nominees in the semiprozine category in order to 
vote – that would be horrifically expensive. I’m not sure whether 
people who don’t normally read fanzines vote for that Hugo, but I 
suspect there are at least a few who vote based on the pack’s 
contents. But then, what’s  the award given for? Is it given for the 
most consistently high-quality run of zines,  or is it awarded based 
on the best issue released by each title? If each editor picks what 
they believe to be the best issue, and then the public read each best 
issue from five nominees, is that a fair basis on which to choose 
which is the best nominee?
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When I  say that the dramatic presentation categories  should 
“obviously” have an exception, I  don’t say that because their work 
is  more valuable. I  say that because I  think the Hugo Award is  less 
valuable to the studios responsible for these works. When I  bought 
my first Neil Gaiman book, it proudly proclaimed that it was a 
Hugo Award-winning novel on the cover; I  don’t recall seeing that 
on any of the Inception  DVDs on the shelves of my local video store. 
This belief is totally torpedoed by the recent BBC press release 
announcing another Neil Gaiman episode of Doctor  Who, which 
pointed out that the last episode was a Hugo winner…

However, I think the winners of the dramatic presentation Hugo 
Awards often very much care about winning. This can be 
demonstrated by George R.R. Martin and Neil Gaiman collecting 
their awards at the last ceremony – I  think they were thrilled to 
bits.  I  just don’t think, on the whole,  that the companies that 
employ them to make the dramatic presentations in question give a 
damn. I think, if they did, there would be videos in the voter packet.

That’s  my main beef with those people that don’t include ‘good’ 
copies of their works in the voter packet; I  feel like it’s an example 
that the Hugo Award isn’t worth as much to them as it is to the 
authors and creators who do include their works. For instance, if 
asked why Randall Monroe doesn’t bother to pick out his  favourite 
five xkcd strips and send them over to the Worldcon, I don’t think 
the correct response is “because he’s aware that they’re available 
online and people can just go look at them.”  The Drink Tank is also 
entirely available online and Chris Garcia still sends and issue of 
that in for the packet. No, I think the correct response is  “because 
he doesn’t care if he wins”  (and I  think that’s  reinforced by the fact 
that he was the only nominee that didn’t do something awesome 
for Chicon 7’s publications team).

Perhaps it’s irrational that I  feel that the lack of a work in a good 
format is a slight against the fans that regard the Hugo Award as 
something special, but I think that’s  where I  derive the opinion 
from. I  think that those publishers  that contribute to the packet are 
fonder of the award than those that don’t. Although I still do read 
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all the works before voting – I  even persuaded Leicester’s library 
service to buy a copy of Leviathan Wakes.

Taral Wayne writes:

Harvey  Logan, alias “Kid Curry” was one of four brothers who 
delayed the arrival of civilization in the American Old West.  Like 
many  other gunfighters, he was a mean son of a  bitch whose sense of 
fun ran to setting stray  dogs on fire to watch them  howl.  The four of 
them  all called themselves “Kid Curry” at  one time or  another, 
possibly  to shift the blame for  their  latest crime to a member of the 
family  not in the immediate vicinity.  But  Harvey  is the one history 
remembers as the genuine article.  He was a rather ordinary  looking 
cowhand, with a waterfall moustache that covered his mouth and 
forced you to look straight into his deadpan, killer’s eyes.  

Although known to have held honest employment when nothing 
better  offered itself, his profession was train robbing and rustling.  
During one stint as an honest ranch hand he knocked up his 
employer’s daughter.   When the boss tried to explain to Logan the 
limitations of his employee benefits, Logan shot  his argument full of 
holes… and the boss too.  Thereafter  Logan lit out for Robber’s 
Roost,  and ran with Black Jack Ketchum’s gang.  In  all good time 
Logan quarrelled with Ketchum  as well,  but as Ketchum was armed, 
Logan joined forces with Butch Cassidy’s Hole in the Wall Gang 
instead.

Along the way, he shed brothers, each  going down in a hail of bullets 
for one well-deserved reason or  another. Logan, though, was luckier, 
and managed to dust most lawmen on his trail.  Sometimes the 
chase turned tail,  and Logan chased the lawmen, gunning down a 
number in revenge.  In the first years of the 20th  century, Logan was 
on his own, and beginning to suspect that his best  years were behind 
him.  He pined for The Good Old Days when he and Butch, 
Sundance and the others would kill and steal with  impunity.  He was 
around 38 then, a  ripe old age for a  gun fighter, especially  one on 
the wrong side of the law.   He escaped jail one last  time and became 
involved in a pathetic train hold-up that went about as bad as it 
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could, and was chased down by  a  determined posse.   Two of the 
desperados managed to escape, but the body  of a third was found, 
dead by  a self-inflicted shot to the head.  At first, he was identified 
by  the Pinkertons as some other mean bastard, but then they 
realized they  had the corpse of Harvey  “Kid Curry” Logan on their 
hands.  Case closed.

Or was it?  There are stories that,  in fact, Logan was one of the lucky 
pair who got away, and that he eventually  joined Butch and 
Sundance in Bolivia.  If so,  it seems highly  likely  he met his end at 
much the same time and in the same manner as his betters.  But 
since the whole story  about Butch and Sundance dying in a hail of 
bullets in South America is itself highly  suspect,  and sounds like so 
much romanticized BS, it’s likely the Pinks had it right.

In short, he was scum of the rusty, red earth.

The photos of the wild west town are pretty  good. Apart  from  the 
paved road, this is about  what old Wild West  towns looked like after 
they  had seen their best days.  When relatively  new, they  likely 
sported some fresh paint here and there, and the wood would have 
been less weather-worn, so lighter  in colour.  Just for  the hell of it, 
I’ll toss in photo of some authentic western buildings that have been 
brought to Cody, Wyoming for the tourist trade.

The red balloons, of course,  are totally  unauthentic.  But the “street,” 
if you can call it that,  is spot on, and so is the empty  horizon.  No 
Wimpy’s in  view only  half a block away.  There is also no horse shit 
visible.  In the real Old West, horse shit was the most plentiful thing 
of all.   Nobody  in his right mind went out to shovel horse shit out of 
the mud.  You just let it be trod in, so you didn’t  notice it so much.  
That’s why  you  always knew you were coming into town – even if 
you couldn’t  see it, you smelled it.  For some reason they  never 
showed the horse shit on TV.
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Another instructive Old West town is Bode, California.  It’s 
designated a State Monument or some such, and is regarded as a 
ghost town.  In fact, it  has never  entirely  been abandoned by 
residents.   Even today  a handful of permanent townsfolk remain, 
though most are employees of the State and look after the buildings.  
The town is technically  maintained in a  state of “arrested decay,”  in 
which it  is never  to be restored, but not allowed to fall down.  I took 
a number of photos of Bode the last time I was there, on the car trip 
from LA to Reno with Marc Schirmeister, to attend Renovation.  
One or two of them may  eventually  turn up on my  Reno Worldcon 
report … should Mike Glyer ever publish another paper  issue of File 
770 again.

But, to get the feel of a  living Wild West Town, you  can’t beat 
Virginia  City, Nevada.  It was one of the largest cities west of St. 
Louis in  gold rush days.  Unlike many  boom  towns, Virginia  City 
wasn’t build only  with  wood, but also brick and stone, and many  fine 
buildings still stand.  One of them  is the structure that housed the 
Territorial Enterprise, the newspaper  that  gave birth to Mark 
Twain’s journalistic career.   You can pay  a dollar and go down into 
the basement and see the actual compositor’s table where Sam 
Clemens goofed off as a young man!
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But the mines played out  and the town declined in  the last years of 
the 19th  century.  It still has something like 1,000 full-time 
residents,  though… and about 2,000,000 tourists passing through 
every  year.   Unlike ghost towns and re-creations of the Old West, 
Virginia  City  is not only  the real McCoy  but never  altogether  died.   It 
is a lively  place with open honky-tonks where you  can view actual 
gaming tables were gamblers won and lost fortunes … and 
occasionally  shot at  each other  across the green.   Most of the shops 
sell souvenirs, however, and the liquor  sold needs a license these 
days.  It also isn’t watered or poisonous.

The line of Hondas and Audis is quite anachronistic, of course.

This isn’t so much a letter of comment as a full-fledged article 
about the Wild West and how best to experience it in the modern 
world; thank you, Taral!

One thing I  will say in response is  that it’s a damn shame I  don’t 
recall meeting Marc Schirmeister at Renovation, given that he’s 
very kindly sent me lots of artwork.
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This fanzine is unstapled because I only have quarter of an hour left before I have 
to be somewhere and I JUST DON’T HAVE TIME AAAAAARGH
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