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I’ve been busy. fast and furious work one Saturday to get the master

put together, and 350 copies made.
The Interregnum Sampler

It was a difficult job. Sacrifices had to be made,

The Interregnum Sampler project was and though I tried my best I couldn’t include every IR
dragging. Other projects kept pushing it aside, contributor. My greatest regret was that I couldn’t
while the two conventions I’d wanted the Sampler print George Phillies’ “Who Slays Satan” in the
for where getting closer and closer. I knew what | Sampler, but limited space made it simply impossible.
wanted: a slim mini-issue containing interesting As it was, the Sampler came to 46 pages—16 more
excerpts from a number of zines published in IR in than I"d planned for.

1994. 1t seemed to me that such a
sampler would be much more
likely to attract interest to
IR than a mere flyer.
Fliers are often
picked up at
conventions and

game stores, but

how many of us

ever do anything

with them? A
complete issue, on the
other hand, is a continuing
reminder of the actual existence
of the magazine.

On the other hand, 1 was
extremely pleased with
the back cover—a
collage showing the
miniaturized front
covers of issues #2
- #9 in a double
fanfold. Issue #1
was reproduced in
reduced size on the
front. The covers were
copied on the light green
stock used for issue #9. In my
admittedly biased opinion the whole
thing looked great.

Of course the Sampler would be expensive to
produce, compared with a flyer. But it seemed I shipped 100 Samplers and some flyers to Curtis
likely that the increased appeal would be worth it. | Taylor via FedEx for RQCon2—expensive, but there

couldn’t help but remember that I got involved
with zines because of The Wild Hunt—and the
only reason I started writing for TWH was that I’d Contents
dug up an issue that someone had given me several
years before.
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was no other way to get them to him in time. The
other 250 copies were for Arisia.

ARISIA 90

I didn’t know what to expect from Arisia ‘95.
Previous Arisia’s had always been fun, but mixed;
some problem(s) always turned up to mar the
convention. Last year had been the best yet, the
only real problem being the hotel’s screwup on our
room. To make up for that, the Gamemaster’s Hall
of Shame video won “Most Entertaining” in the
Amateur Video contest, and the award ceremony
was incredibly lavish.

In a way, that made me dread Arisia this year.
There was no way it could match the ‘94 award
ceremony; there’s nothing like being lionized, and
there was no way that I’d get the same treatment
this year. [ wasn’t entering the video contest this
year. I’d had an idea for a video, but it was a Star
Wars parody—and the contest rules were so
stringent that there was no way I could make it.
How can you make a parody without using the
music, costumes, or names of the original?

As it turned out, there was no video contest at
all. There were other queries, but no one submitted
anything.

hard work I’d put in on the Sampler was already
paying off.

An odd chain of circumstances resulted in my
sitting on five panels. I’d never done anything like
that before, but without false modesty let me say that
I knew I’d be great (or at least pretty good ©). Years
of GMing have made off-the-cuff public speaking a
breeze for me, and I think I have some natural talent
at that sort of thing. A few twinges of panic gave me
pause now and again, but basically I wasn’t worried.
And the prospect of sitting in front of people for an
hour at a time and talking was really appealing.
Perhaps at last I’d get a “Program Participant” ribbon
for my badge! In all the years that Lois and I had
been doing amateur video we had never had a ribbon.
They always forgot, or lost them, or something.

The Regency dance was also something to look
forward to. It’s ironic: when I was a kid, I"d gained
the ability to force my temperature up several degrees
rather than square dance in school. Yet last year I'd
spent $135 on an ultra-formal white tie outfit to dance
in at Arisia. And now the dance would be one of the
high points of the con.

I’d taken Friday off in order to get to the con
early; we had pre-booked a room this year, but since
the Park Plaza has often screwed up room reserva-

tions I wanted to sign in

We’d arranged to bring
several entries from past
contests to be shown during
the amateur video timeslot.
The GM’s Hall of Shame is
always a hit, and the recut
Probability Ship is really
pretty good. But showing
isn’t the same as competing.
I’d get no plaque, no chance
to walk out in my white tie
and tails on Saturday night
in front of a thousand
people...

As fate would have it,
there were other things to
do. I found myself getting
excited about promoting
Interregnum at the Con; the

as early as possible.
However, | had a
problem. The box of 250
Samplers were far too
heavy to carry in on the
subway (the “T”), and |
didn’t want to spend $60
on parking for the con.
The only thing to do was
drive in with the luggage
and Samplers, put them
out and register for the
con and hotel. Then I’d
drive back home and take
the T back in. A waste of
time, but a necessary
one.

And that’s what we
did. Hotel registration
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went smoothly, for the first time ever. There was a
momentary scare and delay at con registration,
where it turned out my badge had been
grossly misfiled, but it turned up after a

Where was [? Oh yes. When the last dance ended 1
tottered feebly to a chair. Suddenly I realized that my

few minutes. And I was early enough to
find decent spaces to put out the Samplers
and the fliers.

On the way home | made a quick stop at
Keezer’s, a store in Cambridge that sells
new and used tuxedos. An extra bow tie,
two pairs of white gloves, a silk
handkerchief and a set of matching
cufflinks and shirt studs came to
remarkably little. I drove home, changed,
and went in to the hotel.

Many Samplers had already been picked
up, and people were reading them in the halls. It
was difficult not to ask them what they thought of
it, but | managed to restrain myself—I might not
have liked their replies. ©

I’d had a hard choice for Friday night—or
rather, a painful situation. Scott Ferrier was sitting
on the “Advice to New Roleplayers” panel, and
was showing “The Gamemaster’s Hall of Shame
video to illustrate the sorts of GMs that new
players should avoid. Of course I’d dearly have
loved to sit in on that panel, and to see the reaction
of the audience. But the Regency Dance was
scheduled for the same time, and that came first.

The dance was wonderful. If you’ve never done
a formal dance, take my advice and wear white
gloves; they’re an absolute necessity

The last dance was incredibly strenuous. The
“couples” were actually triples, one man and two
women; the man had to dance with both women
alternatively, while the off woman stood still. Since
the dance involved energetic galloping, I was soon
in a state of extreme overexertion. Mind you, I did
dance fairly well; an acquaintance who watched me
later asked where I’d learned. In fact, thanks to my
youthful fear of an aggressive girl named Mary Lou
in square dancing class I never sad learned to
dance. On the other hand, perhaps his question was
a veiled sneer. ©

heart was pounding furiously, more rapidly than I°d
ever felt it pound before—like a spasmodic rabbit. [
felt as if | were glowing, giving off intense heat like a
red-hot over element. It was a hot flash of sorts,
something I’d experienced only once before. |
couldn’t help but wonder if I’d have a heart attack
right then and there, or drop dead in a few hours.
Would I wake up in the morning? Would I be missed,
or forgotten in a few weeks?

As it turned out, | did die, and am now writing this
account as a ghost. Ha ha! Actually I recovered fairly
quickly, and am much reassured as to the state of my
health—though I really should work out more (as in,
at least once in a while ©).

The rest of the evening was spent walking around
and checking out the con. It’s always fun to show off
when you’re in fancy dress, and I dare say Lois and |
looked rather impressive in our Victorian outfits.
Many folk stared at us, and several made compli-
ments.

After a bit of effort | managed to pick up a
“Program Participant” ribbon from the Con suite,
which completed my outfit. Around midnight we tried
to get dinner at “The Swans” in the lobby, but the
kitchen was closed. We were forced to go to the
snack stand in the lobby. This stand was a new thing
for Arisia, and a remarkably good idea: it was run by
the hotel, and served junk food until 2AM. The prices
were high, but not unreasonable. Having filled up on
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sterno-heated weird-looking hot dogs and very
gloppy pizza, we headed for the room.

I took a long shower in the room (one thing I
love about the Park Plaza is the huge dispensers of
soap, shampoo, and conditioner in the bathrooms),
and spent an hour or so making notes for the panels
I’d be doing the next day. Panelists were almost
always rather lackadaisical at past cons, but |
wanted to make my first experience as a panelist a
good one. Notes made, I hit the sack and slept like
a log.

Saturday
30 AM

We got up early the next day. That wasn’t
typical for me, but I had the “Fanzine Publishing”
panel at 10AM, and wanted to get a decent
breakfast. On an impulse 1 picked out an odd outfit.
I kept the tux pants, tailcoat and shoes from the
previous night. But instead of the piquet shirt, vest,
and bow tie I wore one of my most visually
striking T shirts: a unique import from England that
I picked up last year at The Man From Atlantis
store in Harvard Square. It’s a jet-black Prisoner
shirt, with the face of Patrick McGoohan staring
out grimly from a background of overlaid blue 6°s.
The picture is striped with blank strips, giving the
appearance of prison bars. It’s incredibly cool, and
the whole outfit worked extremely well. More than
a few people stopped me in the halls.

I should explain that I’m not at all fashionable
in daily life (ask anyone who knows me). My
wardrobe is dull and ill-fitting. Sartorial splendor is
a once-a-year thing for me, so fun and unusual that
I can’t help but remark on it.

We decided to do

have sloshed as | walked out. But they definitely lost
money on me. ©

10:00 AM

The fanzine panel was small: at the beginning, Lee
Gold of A&E and 1 were the only people on it. The
audience was small to begin with. But people kept
trickling in, and eventually Chris Aylott of the new
Babylon 5 APA “The Babylon Project” joined us. It
was a lively, interesting event, and when we finished
I thought that another hour would have been a good
idea. Next year, I'll suggest two fanzine panels: one a
“how-to” and the other a general discussion group.

My memory of the panel is somewhat obscured
(must have been the orange juice), but I can say that
it went well and | was reassured that panels were both
fun and easy to do. I do recall noting that the field
had suffered a major loss when Glenn Blacow of
TWH passed away last May. It was an odd thing,
since 1’d last seen Glenn at Arisia ‘94—his final con,
as far as I know.

After the panel I got a chance to talk to Chris for a
while, and picked up the first two issues of The

Babylon Project. It’s an extremely interesting APA,
and I’ll write a zine for it soon.

I walked around and looked at the con best as I
could, and managed a quick peek at the Art Show. It
was interesting, but as usual there was nothing that I
really had to have. The dealers’ room, on the other
hand, was amazing. It was bigger and more crowded
than ever. One video dealer had a huge selection; out
of habit I asked the usual hopeless question. “Do you
have The Lathe of Heaven?” I’ve been looking for
that for many years, and had come to believe that it
no longer existed. I was absolutely floored when he
turned out to have a copy! $20 was out of my pocket

and into his hands

breakfast in style: the
buffet at the Cafe
Rouge in the hotel. It
was an incredible
meal. The orange
juice was delicious,
and I had eight or
nine glasses; | must

before he knew it.
Yahoo!

Scheduling
problems loomed. 1
had a panel from 1:00
to 3:00, Lois had
belly-dancing at 1:30,
and the Amateur
Video show would be
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at 2:00. I really wanted to see the reaction to The
GM’s Hall of Shame (I never get tired of getting
laughs), but it would be hard to get away from the
panel in time.

1:00 PM

The panel was “GM’s Helpline”. There were six
or seven panelists, and all but one of them knew
each other well. Nonetheless I think I more than
held my own—for one thing, I was the only one
with prepared notes. Also, the agenda for the panel
was somewhat vague; were we there to answer
questions, or talk about gamemastering problems?
The result was a measure of chaos. But interesting
chaos.

At one point a woman asked about a problem
she was having with her Amber campaign: keeping
the PCs together. They tended to split up, each to
their own Shadow, and the basic plot and campaign
would break up and be lost. A number of solutions
were offered by the panelists. 1 outlined the
“Genesis story” concept (from “Bar Wars” in
Interregnum #1). Suddenly I came up with an
off-the-cuff suggestion: why not have the PCs
randomly exchange bodies at unknown intervals?
That would force them to stay together, if only to
make sure that their bodies weren’t being abused!
And the reason for the interchanges would make a
good overarching long-term plot. She seemed to
like the suggestion. The whole thing turned out to
be so much fin that [ couldn’t break away early,
though I°d planned to.

3:00 PM

When the panel ended, 1 rushed to the video
room. I was just in time to catch most of a second
showing of the Hall of Shame. The audience was
sparse, but it got several laughs. [ was glad to hear
that the showings had gone out over a line feed to
the hotel rooms, too. A writer for Variety magazine
who’d judged the contest last year later stopped me
and told me that the video held up well, and he’d
enjoyed it very much.

4:00 PM

My 4:00 panel was “Tabletop vs. LARP”. It was
considerably more crowded, with seven or eight
panelists. It was more chaotic, but interesting;
several of the other panelists were members of

NERO. However | managed to avoid hostility. I
positioned myself as someone who’d played a lot of
LARPs, but was down on them, which was true.
Articles 1’d written for The Wild Hunt and
Interregnum prepared me with a useful knowledge of
the topic, and gave me something to say.

I’d scheduled a meeting in an event room for
Interregnum contributors and readers. Lee Gold and
others from A&E were there along with Chris Aylott
of TBP, making it a general APA event. Among IR
folk present were myself, Gil Pili, Mark Sabalaus-
kas, Lois Folstein, Scott Ferrier, George Phillies,
and Dan Johnson (did I forget anyone?). We chatted,
consumed munchies, and scared away anyone who
looked through the door. ©

8:00 PM

After dinner at Swan’s, we went over to the main
event of the evening: the Masquerade costume
contest. It was in the Grand Ballroom of the Plaza.
There was quite a selection of costumes, four stand
out in my memory:

8 A re-enactment of a scene from Labyrinth

@ A SteamTrek piece featuring a wind-up Mr. Data,
put on by the Boston Star Trek Association, which
won the main prize

@ A reoccurring Doom show in which a zombie was
repeatedly slaughtered by the player who then stole
his weapon (at different levels he had more powerful
weapons)

@ And a truly bizarre show called “Charlie and the
UFO”—some sort of advertisement for Boston
in...um...some year soon. I’'m not sure what they
were promoting (a Worldcon bid, probably), but the
sight of a giant UFO being carried around the



Page 6 of 10

Peter Maranci

audience while some extremely strangely-dressed
characters cavorted onstage has stuck in my
mind...I only wonder what the hotel staff thought
of it all.

10:00 PM

Lois and I had been invited to a Watergate party
by Matthew Saroff, the founder of Arisia. A
microphone taped to the ceiling lent verisimilitude
to the event. I tried, but couldn’t match the level of
wit displayed——someone beat me to the G. Gordon
Liddy jokes. ©
12:00 Midnight

Arisia was packed with vampire people. A
Vampire Dance was scheduled for midnight. I find
some vampire folk rather affected in the Holden
Caulfield sense, but Lois wanted to see the dance.
She was dressed for it—once again she’d dressed
as Death from the Sandman comics, and looked
great. I looked rather great myself, in my tails and
Prisoner outfit. We took a turn around the floor
(the dance was packed) and I’m glad to say that we
looked cooler than a lot of the people there. After a
few minutes, we headed over to Dealer’s Row.

The Arisia Dealers' Room is too small for all the
dealers who come. Dealer’s Row is where the extra
go, along with those who want to be open later
than the room. We gawked at all kinds of cool
stuff, but didn’t buy much. We looked in on the
Con Suite, then headed back to our room to crash.

3:00 AM

I’d planned to get some sleep. But with all the
inevitability of a Magic addict I turned on the TV.
Wouldn’t you know it-—they were showing Army
of Darkness. It’s a great movie, and 1 sat like an
idiot laughing until 5 AM. I barely managed to stay
awake long enough to turn off the TV.

Sunday
10:00 AM
Another great breakfast buffet at the Cafe
Rouge.
12:00 PM

“Roleplaying as an Educational Tool”. Once
again [ was enormously helped by the fact that I’d

written extensively on the topic in TWH and IR. An
audience member told the story of his experience in
high school Social Studies class, in which the class
had played the roles of U.S. Senators; he’d stood up
to everyone else for his beliefs, only to back down at
the last moment. [ jumped in: “Perhaps you were
better off backing down. [ was in the same
circumstance, and filibustered until they were forced
to compromise with me. After class three of the
biggest guys grabbed me outside of class, dumped me
in the snow, and buried me. It was educational, all
right. The lesson was: Buy good running shoes, and
stay away from jocks.”

1:00 PM

One last swing round the Dealer’s Room before we
left. I was glad to see that The Weapon Shops of
Isher were there; I’d missed them last year. Giving in
to my urge to spend money, | bought their last
Annoyotron: a metal tube with three photocells that
made weirdly differing noises depending on how
much light hit them. A silly purchase at $30, but I
was in the mood.

And then, home. And sleep.

All in all it was a perfect convention: nothing at all
turned up to blemish the experience. I’d been pained
to give up the conflicting RuneQuest Con 2, but it
couldn’t possibly have been better than Arisia ‘95.

In fact, I have the
bug. I really want to
do more cons;
promoting Interregnum
and doing the panels was too much
fun, and I can’t wait a year to do it
again. Boskone is the next logical
target, and I’ll write to them
immediately.

Overall Arisia was extremely
successful for IR. Over 200
copies of the Sampler were
quickly snapped up by ;
con-goers, and I could easily
have distributed twice as many. s
It would seem that the Sampler z' !
idea was a good one. About 300 s
fliers were also taken. With the "

Ak






