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by Rob Hudson

uring convention, I become a nocturnal creature, liv-
D ing from noon until 5 a.m. I am really thinking about

going “all volunteer” next year, as I miss more than
half of the classes anyway!

Thursday:

I was up half the night Thursday hassling my roommate
Joseph Wu to teach me his new turtle model. At about 3
am. Joe got this wild look in his eye and began squawking
like a crow. He turned his turtle on its back and insisted that
you could eat cereal out of it. When I scoffed at the idea, he
proceeded to do so. I think it was Cheerios, Tom Hull rolled
in around 3:30, wearing a frock and tasteful pumps, and
humming Marilyn Manson songs. He had just finished
making about a million signs for convention, and appar-
ently, this tends to make a fellow loopy. I slept with my door
locked.

Friday:

Mark Kennedy knocked several times to wake me up for his
trek downtown in the morning to possibly be part of the
Today Show crowd. At least, that is what they told me later.
I was dead asleep.

Joseph woke me up around 9 a.m. by jumping up and down
on my bed and making a peculiar whistling sound. I don't
know how he got into the room. We went to the Home-
Office to help out with convention preparations. On the
way, we stopped off at McDonald’s for “brunch,” where
Joseph showed me a trick with a french fry and a subway
token that I can’t describe in words. We took a train into
the museum, and tried to find the Home-Office. The
OrigamiUSA office is one of those places like Narnia—if
you're looking for it, you'll never find it. We passed the
restroom and broom closets about six times before we stum-
bled into the OrigamiUSA office.

At the Home-Office, Joseph and I teamed up against Kay
Eng and June Sakamoto in a bitter feud to see who could
verify the contents of Convention name-tag envelopes the
fastest. Joe and I were in the lead, until Kay knocked him
silly with a Yoshino tyrannosaurus skeleton. While I dressed
his wounds, Kay and June finished their pile of envelopes
and fled the scene of the crime. Several Englishmen arrived
at the office, so I left the job in their capable hands.

On the way back to FIT, I dropped by Kinokuniya and OCS,
local Japanese bookstores. When I reached the college
block, I looked across the street and noticed a wild-eyed
vagabond sporting a handkerchief on his head, screaming
like a swashbuckler and shaking his blond mane. It was
my roommate, Doug Philips. We exchanged pleasantries

(which consisted mostly of the syllables, “Arrrrrrrr,” and
“Aye!”), before parting ways. I headed to the local diner,
where I met up with Greg Thomsen, who treated me to a
variety of showtunes from The Most Happy Fella.

Later, I officially registered for the convention, purchased
the obligatory Tshirt, and also picked up a folding knife

justin case I ran into trouble in the suites that night. I spent

the rest of the evening in the company of Bill Dollar, who
introduced me to his latest business card models, I spoke
with them for some time, before it occurred to me that they
weren’t answering. At that moment, I opted to go to bed
rather than to endure the silent treatment any further.
Thankfully, my roommates were asleep. This was a mixed
blessing, however, as Doug snored like a chainsaw. Actually,
it was rather like a buccaneer. He spoke several times dur-
ing the night, using the voice of someone named “Polly.”
I fed him a cracker and he quieted down.
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Saturday:

I took Joseph Wu's turtle class, out of a morbid curiosity as
to whether he would make the crow sounds again this time.
I brought my own Cheerios in case Joe decided to demon-
strate the functionality of his model. It is really a great tur-
tle—the lock on the shell is superb!

In the afternoon, I crept into Jeannine Mosely’s “star ball”
class. The model is fantastic, holds together nicely, and has
a beautiful finished appearance. On the down side, you
must have five arms to finish it, with fifteen fingers on each
hand. Fortunately, I was able to walk across town for the
surgery, which included a free tattoo.

I ate dinner with Aimee Miura, Skyler Duveen, and a
woman from Maryland in an authentic Irish steakhouse.
The waitresses were stubborn, served only cold potatoes
and warm beer, and would have punched me in the face for
looking at them funny. It was great. I returned to the
alumni lounge to fold with Bill Dollar. This time, his busi-
ness card models talked back. We had a lovely conversation,
which ended when I passed out on the table.
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