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Déjà Vu All Over Again 
 
 Once upon a time, I’d return from the newspaper office where I bashed out copy on an 
ancient typewriter, pour myself a drink (usually vodka) and spend the rest of the evening 
cranking out fanzines on a slightly newer typewriter and my trusty Gestetner duplicator. I 
really miss those days, which is why I’m launching The FFix, a deliberately retro project 
despite my reliance upon electronic distribution (my disposable income certainly isn’t what it 
was back in the early 1980s, and though I feel a little guilty for temporarily turning my back 
upon the printed page, eFanzines does throw a lifeline to the mildly impoverished). 
 Chaining myself to a twice-monthly schedule is a deliberate move to put my fanac on some 
kind of straight track after the turbulence of the past fifteen months. My life remains in con-
siderable disarray, but the enormous kindnesses shown me during August’s journey across 
Canada and the United States provided a short-term distraction from the darkness, and I 
thank everyone who had a part in my TAFF trip, either as a voter or as one of my many hosts. 
(The eastbound race is already underway, of course, with Frank Wu competing against joint 
candidates Anne KG Murphy and Brian Gray for the honour of representing North American 
fandom at Odyssey 2010 next Easter; you’ll find full details at ������������	
���
� .) 
 
 
The Horror, the Horror 
 
 Ann and I first attended the Festival of Fantastic Films in 1992, and it instantly became the 
only event other than Novacon which had a guaranteed spot on our social calendar. Last year, 
I attended with my good friend Ray Holloway, using the room I’d booked several months and a 
lifetime earlier. It was a fairly disjointed weekend: 
the festival has been enacting its death-throes for the 
past three or four years, but still manages to stagger 
out of its coffin each spring. 
 This time, I’d decided to drive up to Manchester 
early Saturday morning, run the Delta Film Award as 
usual, then head back the same day, thus saving 
myself the exorbitant £60/night cost of a single room 
(up 21% on 2008, though still below the ludicrous 
£65/night being charged at Corflu Cobalt next March, 
which is why I’ll be sharing an £80/night twin room 
with Art Widner). To complicate matters slightly, at 
my and Mike Simpson’s suggestion, the committee had 
invited the actress / presenter Emily Booth along as one of the guests. You might think, given 
I’d forewarned them I’d only be at the FFF on the Saturday, that my interview with her would 
be scheduled that same day, but instead it was tabled for 10pm on the Friday. Needless to 
say, I was not impressed, especially as the hotel was fully booked (there were both a major 
football match and a Cliff Richard concert that same weekend, which might have been okay 



had the committee thought to reserve any rooms for festival members ahead of the event), 
but I was advised at the eleventh hour that the suite reserved for former Hammer director 
Peter Sasdy was free on the Friday (by free, I mean they still expected me to cough up £30 
for the night, but at least I’d get a full English before the Delta session at 11am). 
 Despite the best attempts of the M6 motorway maintenance team to build a blockade 
around Greater Manchester out of plastic cones, Ray and I hit the city centre just after 5pm 
on Friday, whereupon we immediately got lost on the ringroad. Finally, in pure frustration, I 
pulled off at the next available exit, whilst Ray grabbed my trusty A-Z (I tend to buy one for 
every city I visit regularly) -- and then slowed to a crawl as we both realised we were barely 
twenty yards from this year’s venue. Needless to say, the committee is already considering 
relocating for 2010, ensuring we’ll never be able to pull that trick off again. 
 My accommodation turned out to be rather more lavish than expected, with a bathroom 
larger than some of my previous convention boltholes (Emily expressed surprise that I had a 
bidet and she didn’t, but I decided not to chance inviting her over to try mine, in case she got 
the right impression). Then it was time to head downstairs for the opening ceremony. Co-
chair Gil Lane-Young set the tone: “It’s that time of year again, when we have to put up with 
Steve Green for a couple of days.” My fault for sitting on the front row, I guess. 
 The interview with Emily went well, I’m pleased to say. I opened by quoting from an e-mail 
I’d received from director Alex Chandon, who’d worked with her on ����������  and ���	��
��


��� , which seemed to put Emily at ease, then we discussed ����
������  and her work on the 
clipshow ��������  (Ann used to follow virtually its every example of bizarre cinema by asking 
if I had a copy of the film in question; I confess I answered in the affirmative more often than 
the negative). When we moved on to �����
�����
�������� , Emily suddenly shifted her chair 
nearer mine and demonstrated just how vigorously the legendary Tinto Brass groped her left 
thigh when she interviewed him (if I hadn’t been wearing denim, my Michael Parkinson 
moment might well have left bruises, though I wouldn’t have regretted a single one). Our new 
proximity prompted her to lean over to see if she could read my clipboard and spot the next 
question, only to realise I’d merely jotted down a few film titles; later, Emily was charmingly 
complimentary about my “freestyling”, which left me almost as touched as my left leg. 
 We adjourned to the bar, which made everyone feel extraordinarily welcome by shutting 
down at the stroke of midnight (remember I mentioned the search for a new venue?). I was 
already pissed off that the new management (the University of Manchester, no less) had 
replaced the previous “traditional” bar menu (burger & chips, fish & chips, etc) with assorted 
“lean cuisine” (forget the pasta, what the heck is a “goujon”?), but that act of sabotage took 
the biscuit. Still, at least it ensured Ray and I got an early night. 
 The following morning, I grabbed breakfast at the hotel whilst Ray visited a nearby burger 
joint, then we met up with Norman J Warren (an old friend whose movies include ���������	  
and �������
����� ) and FAB Press staffer Tris Thomson for the Delta Film Award. It had been a 
real nightmare this year: shortlisting nearly one hundred short movies down to fourteen, 
many of the entries arriving whilst I was on the other side of the Big Pond, but the effort paid 
off and the audience appeared to have a great time. No doubt, I’ll be making the very same 
complaints next year, when I lumber myself with the 2010 competition. 
 
 
Er, That’s All (for now), Folks… 
 
 
This has been ���� ����	
����
� �
�� �� , dated 28 October 2009. Released into an unsuspecting 
world by Steve Green, who can be reached via ������
���������	�
�����	� . Special thanks to Sue 
Mason for the terrific launch illo, to Ray Holloway for the photo of myself and Emily Booth 
after our chat on stage in Manchester, to Kevin Clarke for editorial support, and, as ever, to 
Bill Burns for offering space on the fabulous eFanzines website. 


