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This is HITCHHIKE #26, published on an irregular sc~edule by John D. Berry,
1000 15th Avenue East, Seattle, Washington 98112.- - -HITCHHIKE- is- a personal
~journal.published, on a very non-profit basis, for an ever-expanding circle

of friends and interested people; to get on the mailing list you can send 50¢,
or whatever you can afford, for a sample copy, but to stay on the mailing list
you have to respond, either by writing letters or by sending me an interesting
fanzine in trade. (A few old friends can get away with letting me know every
once in a while that you're still reading it; you know who you are.) An "X"
after your name on the envelope means that this issue will be your last un-
less you do something. Thanks this issue to Susan Wood for the use of her

IBM Selectric, and to the British Columbia SF Association for the use of their
mimeograph. This is Quand M8me Publication #95, begun on May 7, 1976.
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"For the benefit of my friends who are not sf fans, this
verbal construct replaces the letters I have no time to write.
It tells you of my life and times, includes bits from letters you
send me, artwork, or anything else that may drift onto the pages.
I hope to keep it coming frequently in an eight-page format,
which will enable me to send it first class. Some hope."

-~Susan Wocd, AMOR #1

Does that sound familiar? Especially to those of you who have published
fanzines? Especially to those who have published '"letter substitutes"? I
can't find HITCHHIKE #20, the first issue of the current series, to give you
an appropriate quotation from my own experience, because Susan's fanzine col-
lection is downstairs in the basement, packed in several cardboard boxes
labeled only by year, and I am upstairs here in her house in Vancouver, put-
ting this issue onto stencil on her IBM Selectric (known, for good and suf-
ficient but obscure reasons, as Grenouille), and I didn't think to bring my
own file of back issues up from Seattle with me for reference purposes; but
Susan's words communicate exactly the same ironies that any of mine would to
people who've been following our respective fanzines. Although HITCHHIKE is
available generally to just about anybody interested enough to ask nicely,
while AMOR is only available on Susan's whim, the two fanzines have followed,
independently, very much the same development. There is Susan saying, in
October, 1973, that this fanzine she is publishing will be a short, frequent
letter substitute, intended for a small circle of friends and certainly never
to grow into a full-fledged fanzine. (No, never; certainly not.) At the
moment, in May, 1976, once the V-Con is over and her forty-page paper on
Ursula Le Guin is written, Susan is planning to get to work on the tenth issue
of AMOR...with columns by Eli Cohen and Michael Carlson, a many-page letter-
column, lots of stuff that she wants to write about, etc., etc. A genzine,
is what it is, although Susan would never admit it. And perhaps you will see
a certain parallel, an ironic progression if you will, as you hold this nice,
fat issue of HITCHHIKE in your hands and count the pages.

I'm not quite sure what to do about this. HITCHHIKE is a reflection of
my own interests and the joy I take in editing and publishing a fanzine, but
it seems at the same time to be engaged in an evolution of its owm, taking a
direction that only occasionally becomes clear to me as I go along, pretending
to be in charge of the thing. Not only has it reached the point of becoming
a large, infrequent genzine, which seems to be the inevitable evolution of all
small, frequent letter substitutes that aren't kept under tight rein (the
floodgates open when you start printing letters from the people this is sup-
posed to be a substitute letter to), but HITCHHIKE is also coming to the uneasy
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interface between being a true fanzine, contained within the small, tribal
community of science fiction fandom, and becoming something else, something
published for a wider audience and needing to establish just who that audience
is, to find (or create) its place and its context for the people who read it.

I have always had an open, inclusive concept of who I was publishing
this fanzine for; from the first general issue, I have sent or given it to
a lot of people who are not members of sf fandom, but who I think of as part
of my "tribe," who would be in tune with what I'm doing and who might, through
that, make contact with other people with whom they might have a lot to talk
about. (It delighted me to hear, recently, that Alice Sanvito had made a
visit to The Farm in Tennessee and had, while there, made contact with Robert
Lichtman and his family, and considered the time spent with them to be the
best part of her trip; although both Alice and Robert have been involved with
fandom, the first contact they ever had was through the lettercolumn of HITCH-
HIKE.) The discussions that have been going on in the lettercolumn, and the
shared experience that underlies much of what is said, seem to have a common
focus and a certain loose, natural boundary, part of which is included within
science fiction fandom and part of which is not. I don't want to lose the
sense of community that has given these pages more life than just my own
writing and personality could; I do want to continue expanding my horizons,
reaching out to include new people, to introduce them to people and ideas
that I think might interest them, and creating an ever-growing, changing syn-
thesis through the medium of this fanzine. I hope I can live on the growing
edge while at the same time keeping myself strongly centered.

It seems only natural. But not easy.

With this issue I intend to start pruning the mailing list of deadwood,
some of those people who haven't shown enough interest to warrant my running
the stencils through the mimeograph an extra time and spending the postage on
a several-ounce fanzine just for them; at the same time, I intend to expand
the mailing list by sending copies to quite a few people outside the usual
circle of readers who, I think, might be interested by what's going on here.
If this is your first issue, relax, enjoy it, wander around in it at whatever
pace comes naturally to you; if it seems as though you've come in on the middle
of a conversation, you have--several simultaneous conversations--but the
people are friendly and things will explain themselves as you go along. The
point of a publication like this is to participate; it's two-way communication.
Join in.

This issue is full of ideas, rather than narratives of my own experiences
over the months since the last issue. I think I can get away with this with-
out cries of "not enough of your own writing!" considering how much of the
issue is still written by me, and the balance of personal narratives is pre-
served in Will Straw's and Jeff Schalles's columns. I would like to get into
some new areas, related to and expanding on the center
of discussion in recent issues, since some of the let-
ters later on in this issue seem to me to reach the
logical end of what we've been talking about, and
without a new direction the lettercolumn threatens
to become circular. There must be, in this issue,
the starting points for several new directions, with
attendant sideroads, alleyways, meandering streams
of thought weaving outward from the center and criss-
crossing and feeding into the old roads. Take your
pick.
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The Death and Life of Great American Cities

"Under the seeming disorder of the old city, wherever the old
city is working successfully, is a marvelous order for maintaining
the safety of the streets and the freedom of the city. It is a
complex order. 1Its essence 1s intricacy of sidewalk use, bringing
with it a constant succession of eyes. This order is all composed
of movement and change, and although it is life, not art, we may
fancifuliy call it the art form of the city and liken it to the
darnce--not to a simple-minded precision dance with everyone kicking
up at the same time, twirling in unison and bowing off en masse,
but to an intricate ballet in which the individual dancers and
ensembles all have distinctive parts which miraculously reinforce
each other and compose an orderly whole. The ballet of the good
city sidewalk never repeats itself from place to place, and in any
one place is always replete with new improvisations.

—-~Jane Jacobs, The Death and Life
of the Great Americen City, p. 50

A professor who taught at Stanford-in-France, René Borius, oprened my eyes
to a whcle new conception of what a city is supposed to be. Or rather, a very
old one: the Roman ideal. It was utterly different from cur conception of
the modern city, and grew out of different feelings toward cities-~different,
especially, from the romantic vision of nature with which we tint our mirrors,
so that the reflection in them of our modern industrial cities looks so ugly.
To the articulate cltizens of the Roman Republic, the city was the peak of
civilization; it embodied all the virtues of civilized life, and it set the
pattern for the rest of the world. The central city, the city upon which the
plan of colcnial cities and even of the Roman army's overnight camps was based,
was Rome--but not just the literal Rome, which grew organically from a small
village and which scattered its temples and markets at apparent random through
the Forvm and along the hillsides: it was, rather, an idealized Rome, a pat-
tern abstracted from the actual city--but containing its principal elements,
most especially the concept of a forum, with its mixed uses--and applied as
well as it could be to new cities and sites. (The forts and towns built by
the Romans from scratch in farflung parts of the Empire were remarkably sym-
metrical and rectangular; the already-thriving cities on which the Romans im-
posed their pattern tended to adapt it more to existing conditions.) Although
in the late Republic there grew up a romantic notion of '"getting away from it
all" to a farm in the unspoiled country, this was less an escape to the 'n-
touched wilderness than an attempt to return to the ordered, agricultural
virtues of the earliest Republic; the ideal was still the civilized one of
man in his city, the center of order and human 1life.

The utter difference of. this from any of the ideas held by Americans to-
ward the modern city started me thinking about those ideas, and about the as-
sumptions that underlie them. Of course the Roman ideal doesn't speak to the
reality of modern industrial cities, but simply by its difference, it loosened
up my mind, freed it of some of my preconceptions, and allowed me to turn a
more open, unprejudiced eye on the cities I visited and lived in.

Alexzandria, Virginia, was a thriving port on the Potomac River before
Washington, DC, was even conceived. The greater part of Alexandria today is
suburban, indistinguishable from Arlington or the rest of the mushrooming
suburbia of Northern Virginia, but within that sprawling growth, the heart of
the old colonial city still exists. 1It's called 0ld Town, and in recent years
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it's been considered a historic site, and the old buildings, 18th Century in
the center and 19th Century toward the fringes, have been preserved and re-
paired. Old Town is now an expensive, fashionable place to live, and its
main street is cluttered with boutiques, restaurants, and craft shops leading
down to the old waterfront. When I lived in the Virginia suburbs, I used to
delight in visiting Old Town on a sunny day, walking up and down the old side-
walks, stopping in the shops, watching the people, and admiring the old ar-
chitecture on the tree-lined sidestreets. And in this aimless perambulation,
I tried to imagine what Alexandria must have been like when this small dis-
trict of straight but narrow streets and tiny buildings was the entire city,

a bustling colonial port and the focal point for the surrounding landed gentry.

The most obvious feature of the city was that everything was accessible.
You could walk to anything in the city with ease, and the streets you walked
along were made for people; they might be narrow, noisy, crowded, and covered
with horseshit, but they were designed to be used by people on foot. The
buildings were, and still are, entirely limited to two or three storeys; they
face abruptly on the street, creating no illusion of distance or boundary
between the streets and the interiors of the houses: the front doors of those
colonial buildings are as ordinary as any door between two rooms, and you can
look in the window into someone's livingroom without craning your neck--
unless they have drawn the curtains. In one short block of King Street you
would find, and can find again, a bewildering variety of small, individual
shops catering to the walk-in trade; the shops of colonial days would have
served most of the commercial needs of the city, whereas the specialty shops
today sell luxuries to the visiting elite. Each building is different, but
they are all small and unimposing; they are built on a human scale, not tower-
ing over the people and blocking out the sun, but proportioned to the size of
a human being. And even if you're walking down a thoroughly residential
street, past carefully-tended old houses jammed up against each other and
bearing the plaques that designate them as historical monuments, you know
that a street of shops and sidewalk bustle is only a short block away. The
streets of 0ld Town have texture, both in their physical materials--many of
the streets are still cobbled, and the sidewalks mostly uneven brick--and in
the variety and color of life along them.

There's something there that brings people to 0ld Town, even in the face
of the tourist economy; people vie to live there, and they see something more
than the surface patina of fashion and age. In 0ld Town lies a clue to the
nature of cities.

Recently I've been reading Jane Jacobs's The Death and Life of Great
American Cities. (I haven't finished it yet, but that isn't important, since
I consider this to be only a piece of a larger, continuing discussion and
speculation. I've absorbed the basic concepts underlying the book.) Jacobs
has put her finger on what I've felt for a long time, what I've felt but been
unable to identify as I walked the streets of many cities.

When she wrote the book, in 1961, she was attacking the very assumptions
behind every orthodox approach to city planning. I don't know how much that
orthodoxy has changed in the ensuing years; I suspect that Jacobs's ideas are
behind the current growing public awareness of 'redlining'--that is, banks and
other lending institutions writing off whole areas of inner cities as hopeless
and refusing to lend money for improvements within those areas, thus in effect
condemning them with no right of appeal--but from what I see of "urban renewal
and city planning in the Seventies, her influence hasn't been felt enough.

The heart of her book is an appreciation of the city as a center of di-
versity, of concentrated and enormously varied people and functions, all of
which interact as a complex organism. The usual city planners, she says, see
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the city in greatly oversimplified terms, dividing its functions in their minds
and, in their plans and changes, dividing them in fact in the real city when-
ever they have the chance--which only destroys that complex interaction and
hastens the deterioration of the city. Anyone who has seen a neighborhood
change after it's sliced in two by a new freeway has seen this in action.
There's a block here in Seattle, between Third and Fourth Avenues downtown,
which I frequently walked up when I was working at the public library; on one
side of the street are several small buildings, with their entrances, and on
the other the blank, slab-like side of the main post office, followed by the
front of a parking garage. Every time I walk up that block, I find myself
automatically taking the more varied side of the street, in preference to walk-
ing along the side of the large buildings--even though the side I take may be
in the shade and the side of the post office in the warm sun. It's the same
quality that drew me to 0ld Town in Alexandria, or that, years before that,
made me love to walk the narrow, irregular streets of Greenwich Village in New
York, where in fact Jane Jacobs lived when she wrote this book.

The city planners, says Jacobs, and with them most of the bankers, polit-
icians, and leading citizens whose ideas on the future of their city have
weight, have begun not from their own observations of the city and how it func-
tions, but from somebody else's idea of how the city ought to work. And that
idea, that unspoken and unheard assumption, comes out of the synthesis of sev-
eral theories about cities put forward in the 19th and early 20th centuries by
people who, basically, didn't like cities.

""The most important thread of influence starts, more or less, with
Ebenezer Howard, an English court reporter for whom planning was
an avocation. Howard looked at the living conditions of the poor
in late-nineteenth-century London, and justifiably did not 1like
what he smelled or saw or heard. He not only hated the wrongs

and mistakes of the city, he hated the city and thought it an out-
right evil and an affront to nature that so many people should get
themselves into an agglomeration. His prescription for saving the
people was to do the city in." (p. 17)

So what Ebenezer Howard came up with was the Garden City, something entirely
separate from the existing cities and meant to supplant them. "His aim was
the creation of self-sufficient small towns, really very nice towns if you
were docile and had no plans of your own and did not mind spending your life
among others with no plans of their own. As in all Utopias, the right to have
plans of any significance belonged only to the planners in charge." Howard's
ideas have led directly, with much dilution and other influences, to the modern
planned towns in England.

His ideas were picked up and refined and pushed vigorously in the United
States by a group of people including Lewis Mumford, who saw their mission as
decentralizing the American population through regional planning. (Sound fam-
iliar?) "As with Howard himself, this group's influence was less in getting
literal acceptance of its program--that got nowhere--than in influencing city
planning and legislation affecting housing and housing finance."

The third ingredient in the mix came from the European architect Le Cor-
busier. He was the one who dreamed up what he called the Radiant City, which
1s exactly the "futuristic city" of towering skyscrapers set wide apart among
acres of green grass that gleams so radiantly in innumerable science fiction
stories from the Twenties on, and that feels so oppressive and fails so miser-
ably as a functioning neighborhood in the housing projects of New York City.
The Mumford group did not follow Le Corbusier, in fact recoiled in horror from
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his ideas, but he considered his conception to proceed logically out of their
own precepts, and in almost everybody else's mind ever since the two ideas
have blended, to create the assumptions that underlie all the orthodox city
planning today. (Or at least in 1961.)

It's entirely reasonable to question the worth of great cities and to
devise ways to do away with them; it is not reasonable to take those methods
and apply them to running and improving the cities that now exist.

You should read at least the introduction to Jacobs's book, if you haven't
already done so; she sets forth her basic ideas there in an entertaining,
stimulating manner. The bulk of the book is an examination of cities as she
has actually observed them, of how their different parts and functions really
work, of the effects of some of the planning idiocies that have been perpe-
trated on them, and of the real possibilities for stimulating our cities to
revitalize themselves. A simple listing of a few of her chapter headings
should give you a notion of what she's talking about:

. The uses of sidewalks: safety

. The uses of sidewalks: contact

. The uses of city neighborhoods

. The generators of diversity

« The need for primary mixed uses

10. The need for ag d buildings

15. Unslumming and slumming

19. Visual order: its limitations and possibilities
22. The kind of problem a city is.

00 ~NONW N

When I started to write this, I thought I would write a long presenta-
tion of Jacobs's ideas in detail, getting right down to the streets of the
city and correlating the whole thing with my own experiences, then going on
to examine some of the questions left begging in her book and the assumptions
that underlie her ideas. I can't do all that. I'1ll have to rely on you to
go out and find her book yourself, if you're interested enough to talk about
it. Read the introduction (it's fun!), and then delve into whatever after
that looks interesting, in as much detail as you like. She wrote, after all,
450 pages (followed by a later book, The Economy of Cities), and I'm only
taking a few pages in the editorial of a fanzine. All I've really done here
is point a direction, and question the assumptions that we all bring to our
ideas of the cities we live in or visit, and of the future of those cities.

There are a few basic questions that come to my mind as I read Jacobs's
book. Her description of the complex interaction of life on the streets is
founded on a small-capitalist economy; the health of the sidewalks and the
neighborhoods depends partly (in large part) on the presence and diversity of
small shops and other businesses, and she deals mainly with the effects of
larger, more monolithic enterprises as they encroach on the small, the parti-
cular, the local. But what if the economy, and the social life of the people,
is not capitalist at all? How does Peking, for instance, function as a great
city? Even in the context of Western capitalist civilization, how much of
what she says in particular about American and Canadian cities also applies
to the great cities of Europe? I keep thinking about medieval cities, their
color and their squalor, but I wonder how much of what can be said about them
applies to our modern industrial cities. (My preoccupation, not hers.) Her
concept of the dynamics of slums and the process of unslumming is integrally
tied to the social mobility of America, and usually to the immigrant exper-
ience, but I wonder if the same process takes place in the old cities of Eur-
ope. And how, in the light of the discussion in these pages three issues ago
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that engendered doug barbour's recommendation of The Death and Life, does all
this apply to smaller cities, to towns, to the suburbs, to the interaction be-
tween urban centers and the rest of the country, to the complexities of eco-
logy? Jacobs insists that much of the problem in urban planning stems from
trying to apply the standards of towns to the problems of cities, and she warns
against turning that around and misapplying what she says about large cities
to smaller communities. But that begs the question.

At the beginning of her book, between the table of contents and the first
chapter, is a pagge called "Illustrations.'" It says, simply:

"The scenes that illustrate this book are all about us. For
illustrations, please look closely at real cities. While you are
looking, you might as well also listen, linger and think about
what you see."

The Zen Center

Last July, when Susan and I were in San Francisco on our way to Aussie~
con, I sent a copy of the latest issue of HITCHHIKE to Stewart Brand, editor
of the WHOLE EARTH CATALOGs and now of the COEVOLUTION QUARTERLY, along with
a letter suggesting that I turn the discussion in recent HITCHHIKEs into a
long article for the CQ, in order to expand the discussion. (It seemed like
a good idea at the time.) In the letter I suggested that if he wasn't inter-
ested in keeping the fanzine, he should pass it on to Andrew Main, who is
working as Camera and Pastc-up person for the CQ, and who would, as an ex-fan,
appreciate such things. Andrew had once, almost six years ago, taken the
final step in shedding his material possessions and sent me his entire fan-
zine collection, which arrived out of thz blue one day and 2mazed me no end.
(He later wrote and explained, and in fact he later sent a further box that
he had reserved at first, containing his own file copies of his fanzines. It
was a clean sweep.) I had lost touch with Andrew in the intervening years,
but a few days after I mailed off the letter and the HITCHHIKE to Stewart
Brand, I got a call from Andrew. The CQ wasn't particularly interested in
the fanzine, but hz was, and he was pleased to be in touch again. He was now
living in the Zen Center, and he invited me and Susan to come over and visit.

So the next day, Susan and I visited the Zen Center. Andrew was waiting
for us on the front steps, smiling, his hair only a few inches long but his
beard full, on crutches because he had just broken a bone in his foot by run-
ning down the stairs too fast. He said a lot of things had been hitting him
hard and fast like that since he moved into the Zen Center. He'd been prac-
ticing zazen for about three and a half years and had spent a lot of time
around the Center, but he said, “When I moved in, it was like hanging out a
sign saying, 'I'm ready.'Y He seemed happy and centered, perfectly natural
and open and friendly. I don't remember ever having felt so at ease around
him, or being in such one-to-one communication instead of meeting through other
people (mutual friends), unless possibly when I first met him. We had enough
ideas and experiences in common to keep talking on a variety of subjects, yet
when we fell silent there was no awkwardness to it.

He bad asked me if I had any extra copies of some of his old fanzines,
since he was getting the urge to have them once again, so I had brought with
me his own box of file copies. We sat on a low step in the courtyard, eating
lunch from the Zen Center kitchen, and Andrew looked through his old fanzines
for the first time in five years, reminiscing and laughing. A large part of
his life was in that box--parts that he had divested himself of along with his
material possessions--but now he felt no need to try and cut it away, and he
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was ready to take it up again. "I've got to own up to all that,” he said, with
a grin.

The Zen Center is very ordinary, very matter-of-fact, a wholly peaceful.
The building was once a Jewish girls' home, and the big room in the basement
that has become the zendo was once used for dances. From the feel of the room,
I'm convinced that they must have been joyful dances, celebrations, rather
than the kind of adolescent social occasions where the boys stand on one side
of the room and the girls on the other. And it struck me as humorously fitting
that the room once used for dancing was now used for sitting in meditationm.
Or--"just sitting.”

About fifty people live in the Zen Center, contributing to the communal
work and practicing zazen, and anybody is welcome to come and sit and to attend
the services. It is a community. Each person is absolutely alone, said Andrew,
but in sitting regularly together they learn how to be alone together. They
are supportive of each other, not necessurily in outwardly-apparent ways, but
simply by being there together.

I would like to try a week or more as a guest student sometime. I've
only approached zen by myself, from books, and I'd like to try practicing it
with other people.

The people there were quiet and friendly and engaged in something worth-
while--while not being engaged in anythiag in particular. I've never been
around so many people before who shared so much of my own outlook on life.

Susan and I asked Andrew a lot of questions about the Zen Center, about
the COEVOLUTION QUARTERLY, and about his life. He answered them all with
equanimity, being uncertain where he was uncertain, asking questions in turn
of us. He was enthusiastic when I told him that I'd been practicing T'ai Chi
since the previous winter, and he took us upstairs to his room to show me the
book on T'ai Chi by the master whose style I'd studied in, which was also what
Andrew had studied when he'd gotten into T'ai Chi. His room was clean, bare,
and simple. He showed us several magazines that struck me as the kind I might
try writing for, and one of the CQs I hadn't seen. When he found out that I
was looking for a copy of the first issue, which was out of print, he promised
to send me one. (Which he did, after I got back from Australia.) UWhile we
talked, I felt very much connected to my own center.

It was only after we had left the Zen Center and were walking up Page
Street that I realized how fine the texture of that afternoon had been. Susan
compared it to the days we had spent in June on Cathryn and David Miller's
farm outside Saskatoon: days of peace and calm in the midst of a hectic
summer. We felt the same sense of centeredness. You need such times and
such places to get back in touch.

On Traveling Without Being a Tourist

When I'm on the road and people ask me to describe myself, I'11 usually-
use a term such as 'traveler" or '"wanderer." I haven't settled on a single
word, nor have I worked out the idea in all its details, but I do know what it
stands in opposition to: being a tourist. I am not, and seldom have been,

a tourist.

The difference between being a tourist and being a traveler doesn't lie
simply in money, or in the style in which you travel; there are plenty of
"Student Travel Guides" that are dedicated to creating an alternative tourist
trade among people who despise the image of the rich, loudmouthed American
tourist in Bermuda shorts or curlers, and who think they're getting away from
this by being broke, young, -aid footloose. The difference lies in the attitude
you take with you: an attitude toward yourself as well as toward new places
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and new cultures.

As an inveterate traveler, I find myself with ambivalent
feelings toward most of the books and articles about travel that
I read. What especially bothers me is articles, or passages in
larger works, about specific countries, regions, cities, or places
and their efforts to encourage '"the tourist trade.” When I'm
reading something from the traveler's point of view, I can usually
tell, if only subliminally, whether the author's approach is tour-
ist or not, no matter how he cloaks his ideas in language, but when
the discussion is of the economic health of a place that subsists largely on
tourism, I don't feel on solid ground. I feel uncomfortable about the atti-
tude toward visitors that turns them into a "trade,"” but I don't think it makes
much sense to react against it solely out of a romantic ideal that conceives
of economics as some sort of base, vulgar opposite of esthetics. I like to
encourage travel; it's fun, and it broadens your outlook, often shakes up some
of your preconceptions and certainly educates you about the differences in the
world. At least, it does these things if you approach it with an open mind:

I don't think the tourist starts off with an open mind. If you see ycurself
as a tourist, then you see the places you go and even the people you meet as
part of the tour, as objects to be photographed, collected, bought, admired,
or pointed at and laughed at; you can be a "nice" tourist ("It was all so
beautiful, beautifull™) or you can be an "ugly" tourist ("The water gave me
the trots and the people were all dirty'!"), but either wvay you've already got
your preconceptions firmly in place before you leave home. You have a series
of boxes and labels in your mind, and as you travel you simply put each thing
you see or experience into one of the boxes. It would take sorething truly
big and shocking to shake you out of that frame of mind and show you anything
new. (I keep thinking of a story by Margaret Atwood, "A Travel Piece," in
the May, 1975, issue of SATURDAY NIGHT, about a travel writer whose plane goes
down in the ocean and who has to face something outside the realm of travel
brochures. Atwood speaks of "...tourists...those who are not responsible,...
those who make the lives of others their transient spectacle and pleasure.
She is a professional tourist, she works at being pleased and at not parti-
cipating; at sitting still and watching.")

How long have there been tourists? I don't know. There have been trav-
elers far longer than there has been a "tourist trade'-~certainly long before
it reached its modern heights as an "industry'--but the attitude may have ex-
isted in antiquity. I have a persistent fantasy of the conversation at a
decadent party in Imperial Rome, at which one rich couple have just come back
from a tour of Greece: '"Oh yes, darling, it was marvelous...Claudius and I
found the most cunning little restaurant underneath the Acropolis...we brought
back a slave for the children...oh yes, he's very highly educated...." But
that's just my fantasy. The modern attitude toward tourism seems to go back
at least through the 19th Century, with its Baedeker's guides and Cook's tours,
and into the 18th Century, but I have very little idea of its origins. (For
an excellent portrait of the attitudes of late-19th Century tourists in Europe,
all armed with their Baedeker's and romping through a fantasyland of first-
class hotels and quaint vistas, read some of the flashback sequences in Thomas
Pynchon's V.) I wouldn't be at all surprised to find that tourism, in its
modern form, is entirely a European invention, with later refinements by the
industrious North Americanms,

There used to be a large body of literature written by travelers, about
their journeys and the places they had visited. I was introduced to this
through an offbeat college course I once took at Stanford, called "Europe As
Seen Through Travel Literature," which was taught by a crusty old man who had
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been the head of the Geography Department until it was discontinued. He resent-
ed the implication that geography was unnecessary to a modern education, and
his way of trying to insinuate a little of that knowledge into the curriculum
anyway was through this one strange course. Before the spread of modern com-
munications networks around the globe, the primary means people in one country
had of learning about people in another was through the tales of travelers,
either told orally over a cup of ale in a tavern, or written down as books.
This kind of travel writing, written to entertain but also to inform, has died
out with the advent of faster communications and easier travel. Most of the
world has been opened up and laid out before us like a book, but in consequence
the books written about it have become shallow. What is written about travel
now, in magazines and newspapers especially, has been reduced to tourist '"lit-
erature"; it's entirely concerned with surfaces, with what its authors think
you want to hear (and what will entice you to come and spend money), and, des-
pite the exclamation points in the language and the exotic details, it will
never expose you to anything you don't already know.

It's becoming clear to me as I write this that the motivation that dis-
tinguishes tourism from other kinds of traveling is exploitation. If you look
at government publications from countries (or states!) that rely on the tour-
ist trade for much of their income, you'll see that the tourist value of their
land, their people, and their people's works is regarded as another natural
resource--and you know what is done with natural resources: they're exploited.
It's no accident at all that the same word is used to describe what's done to
"the people" of, say, European colonies, and what we do to the minerals, metals,
forests, fish, and other 'resources'" of our own land.

Tourism could be called, in its essence, ''rape of place.'" But travel is
not tourism, and travelers don't have to be tourists. Do the people who make
a living off of visitors to their places have to be part of an exploitive sys-
tem? There's a difference between "use'" and "exploitation.'" That difference
needs to be explored, not just by the people who are traveling, but by the
people who stay home.

A Letter to Pete Seeger

Last winter, Susan and I went to a small concert on the UBC campus, to
hear Pete Seeger. The auditorium was packed, and the audience--old folkies
and new--were captivated from the very first song by Seeger's integrity, sim-
plicity, and presence. By midway through the evening, everybody was singing.
It was an experience of what folk music is all about, and an affirmation; it
was also a good concert. But for me it was something more, and it moved me to
write a letter to Seeger:

Dear Pete,

In January I heard you sing in Vancouver. It was the first time I'd ever
heard you sing in person, although I'd heard your songs on record a few times.
(Very few times--that concert made me aware of how much of my knowledge of folk
music and musicians stemmed from the 'folk revival' of the early Sixties, when
I was just becoming aware, and how ignorant I was of its roots.) That evening's
experience moved me deeply, stripped away layer upon layer of small lies and
forgetfulnesses and touched me right at my center.

I was born and grew up 45 miles south of your home, in the heart of south-
ern Westchester County (New York), in Bromxville. I spent summers away, but
I lived there in the same house, amid the same trees and the same rocks pushing
up through the topsoil, for the first 17 years of my life, and my mother lives
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in that house still. That's a more solid set of roots than most kids growing
up in a suburb get, although I've had to wander for years over the face of the
land to find out the shape and size and nature of those roots. I'm still find-
ing out, and I'm still wandering, although a bit slower now; I've moved to the
Pacific Northwest just in the last few months, and I expect to stay here for

a while. But three months ago, in a small auditorium in Vancouver, I felt my
connection with the land where I grew up more strongly than I had for years.
I'd been enjoying the concert from the Leginning, feeling the energy build

from song to song, and I'd been singing with the rest of the people with a
little less sélf-consciousness each time. But when you began to sing "My Dirty
Stream," about the Hudson River, my voice faltered. I couldn't sing any longer.
I was crying.

That's my home, too, that you were singing about. That's the land where
I grew up--a few miles south of you, between the Hudson and the Sound, but
it's the same land, I know, with the same rocks and trees, only a few more
bumps up your way, and fewer houses. And it's my river too. Here I'd been
looking for a place to call home, and you stepped up quietly and zapped me
from behind--with a voice from my home.

It was not despair that made me cry; I know how much of an uphill fight
it is to try to clean up the river, and to go on and try to be human within
garbage distance of New York City. But Cespair would just make me cynical,
or angry; it might bring tears of frustration. These were tears of sorrow,
and joy; teazs brought on by finding scmething real in all the sham of Amer-
ican life, and finding it where I least expected.

For I had turned my back on New York long ago, and given up on it. I
feel the truth of people like the writer Wendell Berry (no relative of mine,
though I'd be proud to claim him as one) who go back to the land they grew up
on, dig themselves in, and make their stand right t-ere. I believe in that.
But I looked back at southern New York, at the town I grew up in and the city
it was intimately tied up with and the ironbound patterns of thinking, living,
and feeling of the people I grew up among--and it seemed too big for me. It
was just too much to go back to; I felt that if I tried to go back, it would
smother me, as it always seemed to do whenever I went back for a visit and
stayed too long. (I have a couple of tests of when I've truly reached en-
lightenment, and one of them is being able to drive a car across lower West-
chester County, on a busy weekday, without losing my serentiy. That'll be a
mighty hard test.) I still feel that it's too much for me, but for the first
time in many years I'm not sure that it always will be.

"Someone has to live in the belly of the monster,'" you said at that
concert in Vancouver. I've known people, and known of people, who've tried
to fight that monster, but the only ones who've been able to keep themselves
truly human have come from someplace else and haven't stayed long. Your
voice is the first and only voice I've heard sing out from the very belly of
the monster itself, from my New York heartland, and stay clear and true and
human. That one person can do that is enough to give me hope. A writer I
admire very much, Ursula Le Guin, has said, "True journey is return." I don't
know if I'll ever return to New York, to dig in there and take on the hard job
of ebing human in that land--but if I do, it'll be partly because of you, be-
cause of what I felt when I heard you sing about your--about our--dirty stream,
because you're still there showing that it can be done.

Thank you, Pete, for being yourself, and by being yourself helping the
rest of us to be ourselves, too.
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Home-grown Music

I've been getting turned on to yet more obscure Canadian music. You'll
remember (of course you'll remember!) that I've mentioned in earlier issues
both Stringband, the folk trio from Toronto who manage such crispness and
lightness and originality in their music, and Humphrey and the Dumptrucks,
Saskatchewan's own country & western good-time band. Since I was listening
to Stringband's first album, Canadian Sunset, while typing an issue of this
fanzine last June, I've heard them live at a small concert in Vancouver, and
they have put out another album. It's called National Melodies, '"'Six Favour-
ite Folksongs of Yesteryear, Nine High Class Compositions" ('slightly higher
in Canada®), and a couple of the songs demonstrate the lustier, crazier side
of Stringband: '"Dief Will Be the Chief Again," which enthusiastically takes
on Canada's ex-Prime Minister John Diefenbaker, and "Show Us the Length,"” a
lively anti-sexist ditty about an Embarrassing Incident connected with a high-
school beauty pageant in California. The first album is available for $3.00,
plus 50¢ postage and handling, from 324 St. Clements Ave., Toronto, Ontario;
the second can be had for $4.00 to $5.00, "depending on your budget," plus
50¢ p<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>