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One Who Was There

First there was Wilshire Boulevard meeting Ocean Avenue. Then there was
the great wrought iron gate leading into the courtyard of what appeared to be
Pemberley. Then there was "a fine large tree," which was indeed avery fine
tree, so fine, that I must devote a sentence to it: a Moreton Bay Fig, brought
as a sapling from Australia over a hundred years ago, now 80 ft. tall and 120
ft. across, and "which in all its majestic glory occupies some of the most
expensive real estate in Southern Califomia."

Finally there was the Miramar Sheraton Hotel itself, with its marble lobby
and Persian carpets, its huge windows through which gleamed vistas of palm
trees, flowers, white sand beaches and Paciflc rollers. One did feel a little like
Fanny Price creeping into Mansfield Park, appearing at the desk, in slacks
and sandals, crumpled and weary frorn nine hours' travel. The bedroom, of
course, was on a par with the rest: gold taps, three telephones, balcony with
view and earthquake instructions.

Earthquakes. Yes, it is a truth pretty generally acknowledged that the
possibility of earthquakes and the recent L.A. riots did impair attendance at
the Santa Monica Conference. Pity. Santa Monica is a friendly, happy place,
about as threatening as Highbury, and with six bookshops within two blocks
of the hotel!

Our Conferences have, alas, become woefully expensive. But as some-
body remarked: Think of it as a major vacation. Stay awhile. Make it worth
the cost. Some of us did arrive early, taking advantage of the low conference
rates at this most splendid and elegant hotel. In such a holiday mood, four of
us set off on Thursday to Universal Studios-feeling rather guilty, a little
Lydia and Brightonish - but vastly entertained to be nearly swallowed up by
a shark and to experience a flood, a fire, an avalanche, and an earthquake in
what the guide called A Controlled Environment.

Thursday evening also saw a book caravan set off for four local book-
stores, which stayed open especially for JASNA members. Later, in the hotel
bar, the three remarkable members (out of 2,500) who have attended all
fourteen conferences-Jack Grey, founder, Gene Koppel, editor of Persua-
sions, and Lorraine Hanaway, past president, tried a memory test to recall
exactly when and where each meeting had been held. (1979, New York.
1980, Baltimore. 1981, San Francisco. 1982, Toronto. 1983, Philadelphia.
1984, St. Louis. 1985, Savannah. 1986, Vancouver. 1987, New York, again.
1988, Chicago. 1989, Santa Fe. 1990, Washington, DC. 199 1, Ottawa. 1992,
Santa Monica.)

Friday was the first official day, when the majority of members arrived. In
a bungalow near The Tree, one picked up one's registration packet, which
contained a sulprise, a present for each registrant: Seven Letters, a perfect


