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The article by Paul .

Williams in this issue :
has a history. Paul sent :
it to me in April 2000 :
for that year’s Trap :
Door in a form that was :
rough and sometimes i
hard to follow because :
of the way it jumped i
back and forth in time. |
Although I didn’t think :
back then that his brain :
injury might be the i
reason for the article’s :
shortcomings, | now i
suspect it could have i
been a contributing fac-
tor. But I felt it had the :
potential to be some- i
thing really good. It
tells of the founding and
history of Entwhistle
Books in a way Paul had :
never written about it i
before, and includes i
acknowledgments to :
fellow fans who had :

influenced that history, *

sometimes dramatically.

I did a lot of editing and sent my version

-, back to Paul for his
i approval and maybe

further polishing.

His response came
late, and with a surpris-
ing amount of belliger-

~ i ence at my changes. “I
: don’t have time to deal
i with this right now,” he

said. “Let’s get back

together on it soon.”

“Soon” didn’t

! happen, neither did
i “later,” and I moved
i both versions of the
i article to a diskette,
i where it rested, for-
i gotten by both of us,

until this year when |
discovered it pretty

i much by accident.

Reading it again, | still
felt that he’d written
something that, even a
decade later, deservedto
see print.

After a little

i additional editing, I sent

both Paul’s and my

versions to his wife, Cindy Lee Berryhil|,

Assuming that in his current diminished
condition Paul couldn’t deal with it, I asked
for her opinion. She saw the same problems
with the original manuscript that had
bothered me, and opted for the edited
version. I'm glad to finally give it the
audience it deserves.

Just to update Paul’s situation: As I
wrote in the last issue, he suffers from early
onset dementia, a delayed symptom of the
head injuries he sustained in his 1995
bicycle accident. Cindy Lee had to move
him in a nursing home in 2009 after it
became impossible to take care of him at
home.

Paul was accepted for Medi-Cal
(Medicaid) late in 2009 and has been at the
same nursing home since then. But Medi-
Cal’s coverage is bare bones—room and
board—and so donations are still needed to
help with the continuing expenses it doesn’t
cover. Please visit http://paulwilliams.com/
if you want to help. (There’s a link to
Cindy’s blog there, too, worth a visit for her
latest updates.)

I don’t often have dreams involving
fandom. The one I’'m going to describe here
was, | think, brought about by the fannish
wish-fulfillment to have all the fanzines of
the past available on-line. This wish was re-
ignited around the time Harry Warner Jr.’s
entire fanzine collection was purchased by
ex-comics fan James Halperin.

Cue weird music and fuzzy wavy
imagery.

I’'m sitting in front of a large color
monitor with Google on the screen. | type
in “old fanzines” and thousands of hits pop
up. The first one is “Fanzines Past and
Present.” 1 click it, and am taken to an un-
cluttered home page. Immediately below
the title in large type are two links, “Sort by
Title” and “Sort by Editor,” with some text
which I can’t, of course, actually read but
that [ take to be an explanation of how to
navigate the site.

With no hesitation I click “Sort by
Editor,” which shows me a new screen
displaying the alphabet in large Helvetica

capital letters. 1 select the “C.” My com-
puter churns and up pops a page of faneds’
names, each one a link. 1 click “Calkins,
Gregg” and get a long list of his fanzine
titles. I pick Oopsla! #24, which happens to
be the first fanzine | ever received. A full-
sized image of the cover appears in beautiful
color and high resolution. The color isn’t
the print itself, which is black mimeography,
but a shade of Twiltone—and although [
can’t actually see the artwork, [ “know” it’s
by ATom.

I notice a small right arrow at the bottom
of the screen. I click it, and the page tumns.
I do this a few times, marveling at how com-
pletely “readable™ the pages are and the
speed at which they turn. (Am I inventing
the fanzine as e-book?) After the first click,
a small left arrow joins the right one, and in
between them is another icon with arrows
pointing in both directions.

I linger on that double arrow for a time,
and then click it. What appears is a two-
page spread of the fanzine. It’s slightly
smaller but just as clear. How clever, |
think, that the full layout of each spread is
exactly the way it originally appeared in the
paper fanzine published so long ago. And
then I notice that new right and left arrows
have appeared on either side of the screen.
I click the right one several times, each click
taking me to the next two-page spread—and
as | do so the background colors change.
This reminds me that Gregg had printed
Oopsla! on various shades of Twiltone. |
am at first startled and then fantisted that
even these color changes are part of the
presentation.

No—it’s not over yet. I'm offered the
options of saving the issue as a file or
printing it. When I choose to print, I'm
asked whether to print in black and white or
retain the paper color. But now I'm becom-
ing confused, or maybe both I and the dream
have had quite enough of decision-making.
1 try to hold the choices in my mind but they
keep slipping away—and I realize that’s not
all I’m holding. Nature has called...and all
else evaporates on a blue screen of wake-
fulness.
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The underlying reality of this dream
remains. I’'mreferring here to the collective
efforts, my own included, that have made
dozens—no, hundreds—of fanzines past and
present available at the Fanac.org Website,
as well via Bill Burns’s indispensable
Efanzines.com. Perhaps in time my dream
will come true!

As I’ve mentioned before, some of the
contents of Trap Door are gleaned from
their original appearances in other venues.
In this issue Gordon Eklund’s article first
appeared in Sweet Jane, his FAPAzine. And
Gregg Calkins’s piece had its origins as a
post on his “family and friends” blog.
Gordon’s story in the previous issue also
came from Sweet Jane, and Graham Char-
nock’s gout poem was taken from an
InTheBar post.

Fewer than ten percent of Trap Door
readers will have already seen Gordon’s and
Graham’s work—and no one in fandom
besides me gets Gregg's blog. Of course,
I’m not the only fanzine editor who does this
sort of reprinting. For instance, Marty
Cantor’s No Award has benefitted from his
mining of secondary sources.

I think this is one of those win-win
situations. The authors get wider circulation
(and more egoboo when the comments come
in), | get material to fill Trap Door’s pages,
and you get to read articles you wouldn’t
otherwise have access to.

2010 has been good to me.

First, I/we thank my/our lucky stars that
Carol’s repaired leg is in good enough shape
to, with some revisions, let us resume our
mainly couch potato lives. If you don’t
know what I'm talking about, please refer to
her article in the last issue (now on-line at
efanzines.com).

After years of being an eBay buyer of
old fanzines to fill in the holes in my
collection, 1 stepped into selling. Most of
what | auctioned was duplicate fanzines, so
one might say Trap Door is being angeled
by Redd Boggs, Charles Burbee, Bill
Donaho and Boyd Raeburm. And I’ve also

done some mutually beneficial trading with
various people. It felt good to redistribute
fanzines to fellow collectors—not all of
whom were known to me. | discovered
people out there who leap to bid on fanzines
with material by, for instance, Marion
Zimmer Bradley, Clifford Simak, Poul
Anderson and,, of course, Harlan Ellison.
There is also one fellow whose criterion
seems to be, “If I don’t have it, | want it,”
and who has accounted for close to half of
my eBay sales. It’s been fun, and I’ve made
a few new friends, one of whom has even
joined FAPA at my suggestion and is
proving to be a valuable member.

Finally, although I’ve won FAAn awards
before, it’s always an honor when it happens
again. So | was thrilled when the FAAn
Award polling results for 2009 were
announced at Corflu Cobalt that I'd won the
letterhack vote and Trap Door had come in
third in a stiff field for best fanzine, with
enough votes in other categories to also be
named the “#1 Fan Face.” [ had a Tucker/
Ackerman moment when I heard that result.
As always, | appreciate the recognition and
support of my peers. The engraved twin
tankards that were this year’s tangible
mementos look great sharing space with the
2007 “Golden Beanie” award from Sheryl
Birkhead, the Corflu Silver certificate for
2007’s best letterhack, and the Corflu
Blackjack certificate for 2003’s best fanzine.

—Robert Lichtman
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They say that when great figures of
literature gather, they talk about the best
placetosell review copies. With collectors of
rare books, the topic is often the latest
exploits of Martin Stone. Martin’s a “runner”
—alled in the U.S. a “scout.” He’s not a
collector but a finder; probably the world’s
best. His scholarship is celebrated in the book
trade, as are his eccentricities.

We first met in a north London flea
market one cold Saturday in 1978. Rail-thin
and corpse-pale, in a black beret, tatty suit,
winkle-picker shoes with upturned toes, and
a hand-rolled butt guttering between bony
fingers, he sold me some Graham Greenes. It
took time to discover his mythic status, not
only in the book trade but in music, as former
guitarist with groups like The Action, Chilli
Willi, Mighty Baby, and the Savoy Brown
Blues Band.

Martin gathers legends as a boat does
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barnacles. A couple of years ago, he dropped
by a London recording session to see an old
friend.

A stranger approached and asked for an
autograph.

“Sure.” Martin took the pen and paper.
“Who should I make it to?”

There was a pause. Then the man said,
“Just ‘Phil’.”

After he’d gone, Martin’s friend said,
“Wow!! That was cool! Blowing off Phil
Collins like that.”

Martin can’t drive, but dealers unhesitat-
ingly chauffeur him. Peter Howard of Seren-
dipity Books in Berkeley, known as “The
Emperor” for the quality of his stock and the
breadth of his influence, periodically flew
Martin from England, gave him a car and
driver, and sent him out to hunt. He’d cruise
the west coast in an apparently aimless
pattern that unerringly led to caches of won-
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derful books. In the early 1980s, Peter found
that my then-wife, a photographer, had
covered Martin’s wedding. He ordered a
dozen large prints. When he next visited
Serendipity, Martin found himself grinning
down from every comer of the shop. Later,
Peter wrote and published at his own expense
a paean to Martin as book-hunter and all-
round good guy, then commissioned another
set of portraits, which he produced in a
limited edition portfolio at $5,000 a set.

After Martin moved to Paris in the
1980s, his patch widened to include most of
France, in particular the Riviera. Wealthy
English retirees often owned interesting
libraries, parts of which found their way into
second-hand shops in Nice, Antibes and
Cannes. A catalogue entry he wrote for one
such book, found in Nice, conveys not only
his knowledge but his glee on discovering a
true rarity:

DOPE DARLING by Leda Burke
(pseudonym for David Garnett). London:
Werner Laurie [1919]. First edition.
Subtitled “A Story Of Cocaine,” Dope Dar-
ling is the story of a young man torn between
two women, one of whom has a drug habit.
Garnett was urged by his father to publish
Dope Darling under a pseudonym. According
to Carolyn G. Heilbrun's biography of the
notable Garnett family, David “aped the
style of the women's magazine serials, used
every cliche he could remember, and wrote
the book as badly as he could.” Only two
copies are located by the comprehensive
OCLC—one at Yale, the other in The British
Library, the latter copy being rebound. A
remarkably fine copy in a custom-made
chemise that bears the armorial bookplate of
Lord Esher. We have never seen another
copy, though we have sought one for many
years. Rare. The black tulip of drug
literature.

We losttouch when [ left London for the
US, but met up again when I moved to Paris
in 1989. Alcohol and drugs had helped put a
lot more mileage on his already battered
frame. He appeared to subsist on red wine,
black coffee—his system couldn’t absorb
milk—and unfiltered Gauloises, boosted

with toots of cocaine. He’d lost most of his
teeth and, following a rash leap from a
column in Place de la Bastille at the climax of
the Bicentennial celebrations, limped on
reconstructed feet reinforced with steel pins.
His clothes were dusted with cigarette ash
and ventilated with the occasional burned
hole. The beret had given way to a mangled
black felt hat, which only added to his
criminal air.

This was a useful disguise when hag-
gling with dealers, but could backfire, as
when my wife got wind of the library of a
19th century duke and former general of
cavalry. His grandchildren invited us to the
old-money suburb of Neuilly to look it over
and make an offer, so we recruited Martin to
assess the value, leaving him in the garage
with the books while we ascended to be
introduced to the owners.

The moment we left, he started to
unearth treasures, beginning— appropri-
ately, given his then-enthusiasm for mind-
altering compounds—with the collected
works of Thomas de Quincey, author of Con-
Sessions of an English Opium Eater. Digging
deeper, he uncovered memoirs by generals of
the American Civil War inscribed to the
duke. There were leather-bound sets of
Shakespeare, Milton, Wordsworth—the
library, in short, of a cultivated French
Anglophile of a hundred years before, and all
hugely saleable.

In France, selling by auction is a gentle-
manly business. Each licensed auctioneer or
commiseur priseur employs an expert—
pronounced “ex-pair '—to guarantee authen-
ticity. The term carries implications of high
class. Les experts are invariably cultivated,
scholarly and well-dressed; the French title
for the CSI TV series is Les Experts.

As we entered the gloom of the garage,
the owners looked round expectantly.

“And where is your colleague, / ‘expert?”
inquired the countess.

Ragged, gap-toothed, his face lit only by
his flashlight, Martin rose from behind the
cartons. Bela Lugosi never achieved such an
effect. The countess grabbed her husband’s
hand and, I swear, began to cross herself.

Ours was a Holmes and Watson relation-
ship: Martin unearthing some obscure mas-
terpiece, me standing by in awe as he
explained its significance. | was happy to
drive him, and even help fund the larger pur-
chases. Technically, we shared the profits
—usually illusory, since, as soon as [ built up
a credit, he delved into his briefcase with a
murmured “I don’t know if this will interest
you...” and, producing some rarity for my
collection, put me once again in the red.

From time to time, we fantasized about
abuyingtrip tothe US. In the winter 02003,
it suddenly became possible. We both had a
few weeks free between Thanksgiving and
Christmas. My memoir of book collecting, 4
Pound of Paper, was coming out in the US,
and its publisher grudgingly offered to lay on
a west coast promotional tour. The Pacific
Northwest and California beckoned.

“You really think we’ll find anything?”
Martin asked.

We scoured maps of northern California,
Oregon, Washington State and British
Columbia. All shared a tradition of resistance
to change. Plenty of radicals and dropouts
had settled there, a few of whom, given the
affinity of such people for literature,
inevitably opened bookstores.

Just to check, Martin rang Peter Howard.

“If you can’t find books in Vancouver,”
growled The Emperor, “you’d have to be
dead.”

Day I:

“You don’t really want a convertible,”
said the woman behind the Alamo desk at
SeaTac Airport. ‘You'll freeze!”

One expects car-rental people to hustle.
We haven't any more compacts, but for just
$25 more there’s this 12-cylinder Super
Anaconda Gran Turismo... However, her
you-must-be-kidding tone carried conviction.
She simply couldn’t believe anyone would be
so dumb.

“We really fancied the convertible...”

“What if there’s snow?”

We hadn’t considered that possibility.
Snow doesn’t really exist in Paris. It’s more
like a movie of weather than the thing itself:

drifting flakes, to be enjoyed behind glass on
a warm terrace, with a double express,
fortified with a shot of Calvados.

“You think that’s likely?”

“Travel Advisory says probability is
high. How far do you plan to go?”

“Vancouver Island.”

Her smile flattened at the edges. “Look.
I’ve lived in Seattle all my life. And...well
...I1 really wish you wouldn’t take the con-
vertible.”

Amid thoughts of the Donner Party, the
fantasy of a silver rag-top evaporated.

Twenty minutes later, we pulled out into
the night. A goose-shit-green Jeep Liberty
4x4 would not have been my first choice. But
behind the wheel, its merits were obvious:
roomy seats, comfortably distanced—useful
with a passenger who smoked—and plenty of
space for literary loot. Also, rarest for some-
one accustomed to feeble European cars,
power. Swinging past a dawdling VW
Rabbit, | fractionally hit the gas. It dis-
appeared like a beer can in our wake.

Martin, undeterred by the “No Smoking”
decal on the dash or the holes that once held
plug-in lighter and ashtray, lit the first of
some hundreds of unfiltered Gauloises he’d
smoke on the trip. He ashed his politically
incorrect butt into the Seattle night and
looked round the interior.

“Don’t mind it,” he said. “Actually.”

Kings of the road, man.

Day 2:

“You guys just passing through?”

The waitress at the International House
of Pancakes on the Seattle bypass brought me
back to earth. I’d been staring out at the
highway, swept by curtains of rain.

“Yes. We arrived from Paris last night.”

“Paris! Well, how about that!”

The name didn’t really register. She’d
have said the same thing if we were from
Nyack.

Jetlag made it hard to focus. Maybe
William Gibson was right in Pattern Recog-
nition; as we transit continents, our souls lag
behind, and it takes them time to catch up.

We’d found a guide to the bookshops of



the Northwest and California. It was two
years old, but there didn’t seem to be a more
recent edition.

“Plenty of places in Seattle,” Martin
said, browsing. “Though some don’t open
until noon. Let's catch them on the way
back.”

We climbed out of Seattle in a withering
storm of sleet. Looking down on its black
towers huddled to the grey waters of Puget
Sound, I silently thanked the girl at Alamo.
Ahead lay forests and mountains I was
already investing with glamour; roads wind-
ing through sunlit woods, and log cabin
bookshops where, after offering us coffee, the
owner, a cross between Kris Kristofferson
and Abe Lincoln, would wave us towards his
back room with the magic words, “Ignore the
pencilled prices. We can work out a deal.”

“Hill Valley sounds good,” Martin said,
studying the guide. “Halfadozen shops. Says
here one has a stock of a hundred thousand
books.”

Reached along one of those interminable
approach roads lined with McDonalds, KFC
and Taco Bell, Hill Valley proved to be a grid
of Victorian red brick buildings spread down
the side of a steep hill. Except for a handful of
cars nosed in to the curb, its wide streets,
made to give eight-horse wagon teams plenty
of turning room, were empty at | 1 a.m. The
middle class had long since moved out. Old
department stores had become “boutique
markets,” and a theater was tacked onto the
back of the Victorian town hall. Where we
parked, an old bank had been adapted into a
karate dojo. Inside, a dozen pajama-clad
students, teenagers or younger, flailed one
another.

The shop with 100,000 books no longer
existed; was now, in fact, a parking lot. But
the second place in our guide, a double-
fronted shop with two crowded windows,
was just opening as we arrived. The shop was
neat, the stock well arranged in the spacious
ground floor of what, from the wide staircase
at the back, had once been a clothing or furni-
ture store, but, the way you know a bar is Not
Your Kind of Place, | knew we’d find
nothing.

Well, at least give it a chance.

“Anything from the Paris expatriate
presses?” I asked the owner, an amiable gent
in his sixties.

He smiled in genial bafflement.
“Um....and they would be...?”

“Hours Press? Olympia or Obelisk?
Black Sun? Three Mountains?”

No reaction.

“Shakespeare and Company?”

“Ah!”

Dare I hope for a copy of the Shake-
speare and Company Ulysses, perhaps
rebound as Principles of Economics, like so
many other copies smuggled past US
Customs?

“Now...” he continued tentatively,
“Would that have anything to do with
William Shakespeare?”

“Not really.”

“Oh, well,” he said, crestfallen. “I guess
you’d better check our First Editions
cabinet.”

Had I wanted the collected works of Rod
McKuen or Jonathan Livingstone Seagull,
I’"d have been in heaven. There were dozens,
along with misattributed Book Club print-
ings, tattered second impressions, obscure
local self-published poetry, and scholarly
works on the ethnology of the long-since-
exterminated original inhabitants. [ toyed
with buying Frank Scully’s Fun in Bed—
disappointingly, a book about games for
shut-in children. It’s one of Those Titles,
along with the Girl Guides’ manual Whip-
pings and Lashings, and John L. Di Gae-
tani’s Penetrating Wagner's Ring. All the
while, Martin just wandered about, barely
taking down abook. A place like this insulted
his expertise. It was like asking a wine taster
to assess Kool Aid. We left feeling as we had
when we entered: not worth the effort. And
asking How could we know that, even before
we 'd looked at a single book?

Day 3:

Our second stop was a one-time logging
town, now in decline. Of course the shop
recommended in our guide was empty, but
the owner had moved one block back from

the main street, to a cheaper location, where
some consultant had persuaded him to learn
from the antique business. More like a
doctor’s waiting room than a bookshop, it
featured wall to wall carpet, scented candles,
and piped music. A few books, chosen for the
brightness of their dust-wrappers, were dis-
played in glass cabinets like period porcelain,
with prices to match. Out of stubbornness, I
invested $60 in a second impression of
Edward Abbey’s novel Black Sun, entirely
for its pristine dust-wrapper, destined for my
naked first edition back in Paris. 1 knew
Martin disapproved. A wrapper only counted
with him if it had been with the book from the
start. Otherwise his listing carried the coded
warning “dw supplied” (i.e., not original).

At a mall outside town, we stopped to
buy a cellphone. Its halls were relentlessly
festive, thick with tinsel and ersatz Christmas
cheer, but otherwise almost entirely empty.
At Santa’s stand, the old boy and his elf took
a load off their feet by sharing the throne on
which he usually cuddled kids. Nobody
wanted the giant boxes of chocolates, the
gift-wrapped Game Boys with compli-
mentary additional mayhem, and least of all
the lingerie in Victoria’s Secret. Overestimat-
ing the market among loggers for lace teddies
and suspender belts, the franchise owners had
decided, instead of boudoir intimacy, to go
for space, and rented a former carpet ware-
house. To fill the windows, they enlarged the
standard peekaboo photos to billboard size.
Models huge as whales lounged in black net
bras that could hold a couple of hippos.

Things didn’t improve further north. The
few surviving bookshops were staffed by
drowsing drop-outs who couldn’t price a
paperback withoutringing the store owner at
home. Others spent twenty minutes on the
internet researching a title, then demanded a
dizzyingly high price.

“That’s what’s listed here,” they’d say
truculently, pointing to the same title on the
website of a Manhattan dealer notorious for
his mark-ups.

“Yes, but that’s the first edition,” we'd
point out. “Also, it has its dust-wrapper. Your
copy is the third impression and has no wrapper.

Also, someone has underlined half of page 208
and written ‘How true!” in the margin.”

But this just confirmed the suspicion that
we were cheats. Anyone who knew so much
had'tobe a crook. “If you don’t want it,” they
said with a sullen glare, “you don’t have to
buy it.”

Paradoxically, being treated as swindlers
encouraged us to fulfill their expectations.
When a shortsighted assistant mistook “$50”
for “$5,” I said nothing. Never give a sucker
an even break.

If our ethics were degenerating, so was
our diet. People ate dinner at 5:30 and the
night owls at 6. By 7, everything was shut
tighter than a clam. Our next motel had no
coffee shop, no kitchen, no refrigerators in
the rooms, and no room service. Even
Norman Bates offered Marion Crane a sand-
wich. There'd be coffee in the lobby next
morning, explained the overweight girl who
checked us in—*and our wonderful cinna-
mon rolls. Ya gotta try them. They’re to die
for!” We found thisto be true. Withthe con-
sistency of Kleenex wads soaked in pungent,
glutinous goo, they were, indeed, life-
threatening.

Day 4:

“Disappointing,” Martin said as we set
out next morning, searching for a breakfast
with a cholesterol level less than Toxic. “We
should do better in Vancouver. That reminds
me. [ must call Lulu.”

“Who’s Lulu?”

“She used to work for...” He named a
London dealer who’d recently gone bank-
rupt. “She did all his leg work. Talked to
clients, buttered up dealers and collectors.
She knows everybody. And she lives in
Vancouver.” Not only that—she was beauti-
ful too, according to Martin, and smolder-
ingly seductive.

“What’s she doing in Vancouver then?”

“Born there. Went back home when the
shop closed.”

Thereafter, every question about Van-
couver had only one answer. Any good
restaurants? Lulu would know. How about a
trip to Vancouver Island, where, we’d been



told, bookshops still flourished as in the
golden age, and rarities fell into one’s hands
for a few cents? Lulu could set it up. A
fusion of secretary, negotiator and vamp,
Lulu would deal with everything....

But repeated calls produced frustrating
information, or no information at all. Instead,
with my encouragement, Martin told stories
of his rock career: tales of dope-high, sex-
crazed, music-mad days on the road with the
Pink Fairies and the Savoy Brown Blues
Band. That's how he’d got interested in
books. In afternoons, between the sound
check and the first show, when the others
were getting pissed, he browsed bookshops.

Towards the end of the day, we passed a
sign saying “Canadian Border 100 miles.”

“Should you try Lulu again?”

“Right.”

We were in woods now, but not as I'd
visualized. Smoke from chimneys rose to
tree-top height, flattened against an invisible
ceiling, and crept sideways. It helped explain
the origin of the Wendigo, that hairy creature
of the woods, supposed to run across the
treetops, crying “My burning, fiery feet!”
(Since then, of course, he’s been coopted into
the Marvel comic book bestiary, where
there’s always room for a new monster, even
if he just resembles the Incredible Hulk in a
polar-bear coat.)

Perfectly in tune with the moment, a call
to Lulu’s parents at last produced news. As
Martin listened, his face lengthened until it
would have fitted a Phiz illustration to
Dickens’ Bleak House.

“Lulu’s had a breakdown,” he said when
he rang off. “They checked her into a psy-
chiatric hospital on Vancouver Island. She’s
on suicide watch in the locked-down ward.”

In the circumstances, we decided to skip
Vancouver altogether and cross to the island
by ferry. A storm paced us across desolate
kilometers of marsh as we headed for the
scatter of lights that marked the terminal.
Occasional flashes of lightning lit a dismal
swamp, with moss-covered wooden sheds
sagging as if weary of existence. The title of
an obscure fantasy story kept running
through my brain. The House at the End of

the West.

We docked in Victoria, the island’s
largest town, in the middle ofthe same storm.
Two blokes in a car at night indriving rain—
it was like the firstreel of An American Were-
wolfin London. Fortunately we found a hotel
before local lycanthropes learmned of new
blood in town and managed to check in,
though not without a struggle. It was obvious
that Victoria was the Dirty Weekend capital
of British Columbia, if not the whole north-
west. Bed-and-breakfasts advertised secrecy
that would credit a CIA safe house. In
restaurants, high wooden partitions segre-
gated customers. You almost expected a
mask with the menus. Of the amenities listed
by our hotel, Seclusion and Discretion rated
above cable TV. They were surprised we
didn’t want to share a bed, and only gave us
separate rooms when Martin insisted on one
where he could smoke.

Once checked in, we went looking for
the Psychiatric hospital. While Martin visited
Lulu, I waited in the Recreation Room.
Patients in robes and pyjamas shuffled along
strips of plastic flooring laid across colorless
institutional carpet. Relentlessly cheerful
signs decorated the walls, the colors and
designs reminiscent of child art.

Before he abandoned poetry for pop,
Leonard Cohen liked to do short stand-up-
comedy routines at his readings. One told of
visiting a friend in such a facility. Persuaded
to go to the Rec. Room in search of snacks,
he left his coat and set out into the corridors,
only to be stopped by a large guard in white.

“Where should you be now?” the guard
asked.

Cohen tried to explain about the snacks,
but the guard just waited until he'd finished,
and said again, but with greater emphasis,
“Where should you be now? "

It took a while to sort this out. Eventu-
ally, the guard escorted him back to the
room—*"“where,” concluded Cohen, “my
friend had eaten my coat.”

For all I knew, it could have been this
same hospital, Cohen was, after all, Cana-
dian. Across the room, a TV blared an ice
hockey game until the din penetrated even

the daze of the lone woman seated in the fan

of armchairs ranged in front of it. Sluggishly,

she got up and switched to a Seinfeld rerun.
Why, this is hell, nor am I out of it.

Day §5:

The next day, we took the ferry back
across the Sound. Martin hadn’t bought
anything, and I’d found only one item: acopy
of His Idea, a tiny book containing a single
poem by Robert Creeley, illustrated by
photographs by Elsa Dorfman of a couple
making love. (The husband suggested she
take the pictures. Hence the title.) Otherwise,
our total purchases for the trip, mostly from
charity shops, barely filled a single carton.
We no longer consulted the guide. Obviously
that world of retail bookselling had ceased
toexist, leveled by the internet as completely
as loggers cleared a forest. Instead, as we
approached Seattle again, Martin dug out a
tattered address book.

“There’s this bloke...I met him at a fair
once. Oscar something. Didn’t have a shop.
Sold from his home....”

Oscar, once located, sounded amiable.
Yes, he had books. Yes, he’d be happy to see
us. No, it didn’t matter if we came late. He
would delay his dinner to accommodate us.

Since he lived on the other side of
Seattle, we decided to pay a call, in passing,
on the city’s most distinguished booksellers.
Their shop, sited in a converted bank, was
carpeted and quietly luxurious. They treated
Martin like visiting royalty. Since it seemed
vulgar to browse their meticulously well-
ordered glass cases, we sat and chatted.

“I’m sorry we can’t stay longer,” Martin
said, “but we have an appointment with
Oscar.”

The booksellers stared. “Oscar’s agreed
to see you?”

“Yes,” | said, looking at my watch.
“He’s delaying his dinner, so....”

“His dinner?”

“That’s what he said? Why?”

One of the partners glowered. “Oscar
doesn’t see anyone.”

We’ve been trying...” said the other

“...he’s got this collection....”

“...unique Native American
documents....”

“...ready to pay cash....”

“...Princeton... Yale....”

“...won't letus seeit....”

“...won’'teven take our calls....”

“But he’s skipping dinner to see you? "

Five minutes later, we slunk out, like
house guests caught stealing the towels.
Purely from guilt, I'd bought an overpriced
first edition of Andre Norton’s The Beast
Master that I didn’t really want.

Oscar’s single-story house, screened
from the road by a grove of bamboo, looked
anything but mysterious. He opened the door
promptly, a portly bearded gentleman with a
winning smile.

“Welcome! Great to see you. So glad
you could visit.”

I looked for hidden signs of his supposed
monasticism, but not for long. The house was
too startling for that.

What had been the living room was
jammed not only with books, which filled
floor-to-ceiling shelves on every wall, but an
accumulation of objects, some in glass cases,
others at large, including a spittoon and a full
skeleton. Whose? Whitman? Thoreau? |
didn’t like to ask. Besides, I was more inter-
ested in the books. Was that really a first
edition of The Beautiful and Damned? A
thin blue leaflet proved to be Dashiell Ham-
mett’s The Battle of the Aleutians, printed in
1943, after the author of The Maltese Falcon
had been posted, in some Surrealistic boon-
doggle, to the 29th Engineers in Adak,
Alaska.

An hour later, | staggered into the
kitchen, arms loaded.

“Maybe we should settle up,” I said to
Oscar. “We're keeping you from your dinner.
And we need to find a motel.”

“You don’t want to see downstairs?” he
asked innocently.

“There’s more?”

“Of course!” Silly question.

What part of Oscar’s accumulation was
the most memorable? Maybe it was his bed-
room, filled with books about the body, with
entire shelves devoted to the liver, the



tongue, the penis. Even to get through the
doorway, one had to leap a hedge of books—
devoted, appropriately, to the feet. Or was it
the container behind the house that he'd fitted
out with shelves, but with aisles so narrow
that one’s nose literally touched the spines?

At about three in the moming, as we
groped back across the yard in the inky dark,
arms filled with early Steinbecks, Oscar
paused by a set of double doors, and flung
them open to reveal the entrance to another
cellar, filled to the top step with more books.

“God only knows what’s down there,”
he said. “I haven’t looked in years.”

It was enough. We fled, as from a fun-
house mirror in which we recognized a
distorted vision of ourselves.

Day 6:

“To awaken quite alone in a strange
town,” wrote the explorer Freya Stark, “is
one of the pleasantest sensations in the
world.” But what if the town is Portland,
Oregon, the time is 2 a.m., it’s raining a
torrent and, in the next room, your traveling
companion appears to be expiring to a
terminal cough?

A combination of disappointment, the
constant rain, plus his coffee and tobacco
diet, had laid Martin low, and he’d come
down with bronchitis. By the time we
reached Portland, his bark sounded like
someone shoveling coal in the furnace room
of hell. Fortunately, a dealer friend, Charles
Seluzicki, took us in, dosed Martin, and sent
him off to bed while he and I sat up and
talked books.

After the second bottle of Bordeaux, we
got onto Harry Crosby and his wife Caresse.
It’s hard to imagine two people more suited
to Paris in the 1920s than the Crosbys. They
traveled in a chauffeured Bugatti accom-
panied by Caresse’s whippet Clitoris. Harry
invented his own religion, a kind of sun wor-
ship, and had a cross tattooed on the sole of
his left foot, so that he defiled the symbol of
Christianity with each step. One year, he
attended the annual artists and models ball
wearing a coat of ochre paint and a necklace
of dead pigeons.

As J. P. Morgan’s nephew, he had
almost unlimited funds, which he spent
lavishly on travel, drugs, real estate, cars,
planes, parties and, oddly, publishing. His
Black Sun Press began as a way to print his
poetry, but expanded to produce beautiful if
ridiculously expensive editions of D. H.
Lawrence, Hart Crane (with photographs by
Walker Evans), and an Alice in Wonderland
illustrated by Marie Laurencin. Butademon
possessed Harry. Like Hemingway, he’d
volunteered to drive an ambulance during
World War I, and was also, like Hemingway,
blown up. Unlike Hemingway, he escaped
without a scratch, but the rest of his unit died
—a fact that haunted him, feeding the belief
that he lived on borrowed time. In 1929, he
returned to New York with his current
mistress, shot her, then himself, He was 3 1.

Charlie listened with amiable attention
as | rambled about Crosby and the special
appeal of Black Sun Press books, a few of
which I’d managed to acquire, mostly with
Martin’s help.

“I may have something you’ll like,” he
said, and disappeared into the back.

He returned with two small books bound
in brown leather. On their covers, | recog-
nized Harry’s own gilt stamped emblem,
incorporating the symbols of his ersatz
religion. His tiny green cruciform bookplate,
“CARESSE” down, “HARRY™” across, inter-
secting like a crossword at the “R,” was fixed
to the inside pastedown. It was Harry’s own
copy ofthe two-volume first edition of Henri
Barbusse’s Le Feu—Under Fire, the greatest
of all French novels about the trenches of
World War I. Throughout, the pages were
scrawled with his anguished underlinings and
crawling marginalia.

“Don’t bother about the pencilled price,”
Charlie said. “We can make a deal.”

Buying Harry Crosby’s copy of Le Feu
was, for me, the high point of that trip, and, in
some senses, of my collecting. In a way not
possible in Paris, Martin and I had seen the
desolation inflicted by the internet, and it
changed the way we dealt with books.

(continued after next article)

What does a FIJAGH fan do, when he’s
not in fannish mode? I loved reading pub-
lished science fiction and fantasy from the
first sight I ever got of a coverless issue of
Famous Fantastic Mysteries in a remote
part of southern Utah circa 1950—as im-
probable a location as I could subsequently
imagine. [ suppose technically I was a fan
from the moment they published my first
letter in their letter column and I started
getting mail from others as a result. One of
my very first fannish friends was fan artist
Ray (Raul Garcia) Capella.

Not long after that I started publishing
my own fanzine, Oopsla/, and continued
doing so through my three years in the
Marine Corps, but I was always too remote
from other fans and too deeply rooted in the
mundane world to ever be able to escape to
the happier land of FIAWOL that I enjoyed
watching only from those fringes. For
instance, | was aware of the existence of
LASFS when I lived in Santa Monica for a
time, but somehow never managed to
attend a meeting. After | was discharged I
went back to college and continued Oopsla!

and my FAPAzine, but fan centers were far
from Salt Lake City and the only fans I
knew personally were fans I had myself
created by introduction, most notably Jim
Webbert, so the real world intruded more
and more.

One memorable non-fannish summer
was the one I spent helping create the State
of Utah’s first-ever statewide geologic
map. The initial work consisted of collect-
ling, correcting and piecing together all of
the previous fragmentary maps which had
been made as a result of various geological
theses from several universities in the state
(geophysics, at that time, was a still-emer-
gent science), and my two mineralogy
professors were deeply involved in the
project. I was still an undergrad so my job
was a combination of helper, gofer, and
trainee, and | guess I got the job because
they liked me and thought | showed pro-
mise. It was a change from fighting forest
fires, paid better, and was also an oppor-
tunity to be recognized academically. So I
was delighted to have the opportunity, little
realizing all of the side benefits which
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would be included.

I spent the first half of the summer
working with my major professor, Dr.
Bronson Stringham, a great guy [ truly
loved. Bronson was a ‘“Jack Mormon,”
which meant basically that he liked to drink
bourbon and coffee and didn’t follow all of
the lesser rules or beliefs as rigidly as his
church might have liked, but he still con-
sidered himself to be a “good” Mormon in
his own fashion.

Bronson had sort of adopted me and, |
think, considered me to be his heir apparent
in the Mineralogy Department, wanting me
to finish my B.S. and work for him in his
department, teaching, while I got my own
doctorate. (I sometimes think I should have
done that, but that’s another story.) Since |
was to become his surrogate, he considered
it his responsibility as part of my wider
education to leamn how to deal with the
ordinary hard-rock miners I would encoun-
ter in the field, who were for the most part
unlettered, definitely drinkers, and not
likely to take well to sissified college types.
This unofficial education included, among
other things, learning the correct way to
drink from a shared pint bottle of “room
temperature” whiskey passed hand-to-
hand. There’s a specific etiquette involved,
and “room temperature” meant whatever
the sun made the entire western Utah desert
that afternoon, no ice or mixer.

I knew what he meant because I had just
spent three years in the Marine Corps as an
enlistee who had attended two years of
college before I got there—and it was the
unlettered Marines I had to swim with and
survive, so I understood the situation very
well. Rudyard Kipling touched on this in
one of my favorite poems, “If,” when he
spoke about how you needed not to “look
too good, nor talk too wise” and be careful
not to “lose the common touch” as a result
of having progressed too far in a different
direction than they had.

Our job that summer was to drive to
every mine or mining district in western
Utah which had ever resulted in a thesis
describing intrusive and extrusive igneous

rocks to make sure they had been properly
identified. Bronson, a renowned expert,
labeled them all as we collected samples
and roughly verified the maps. We’d set up
a base camp in a motel in some small,
remote little town, spend the week driving
each day to all the locations we could reach
from there, and then move on and repeat the
process. An unexpected benefit to me was
that [ probably drove every remote dirt road
and rutted track in western Utah, from
Arizona to Idaho and all the way to the
Nevada border. I've seen ghost towns,
played-out mines, abandoned farms and
homesteads and equipment where dreams
died and moved on, leaving only desiccated
bones few will ever see again. There are a
lot of failed holes and forgotten hopes out
there in that desert wilderness. I've gone
back into tiny tunnels for dozens of feet
which were hand-hewn with unimaginable
effort as a result of something the miner
saw on the surface which induced him to
invest that much time and effort in what
typically proved to be a failure, all the time
wondering why they did it...and what they
did next, after abandoning this effort.
Mining is a strange profession popu-
lated by some decidedly different people,
and in pioneer times they were even
stranger. | did my thesis on one desolate
spot where yet years prior to my arrival
someone had made a serious attempt at a
copper mine. They had constructed an A-
frame and a hoist, and had a dump-car
running out a short length of track to dump
the mining waste off the edge and down
into the canyon. It was a large shaft but |
don’t know how deep...no way was | going
to climb down that ancient wooden ladder,
and dropping rocks produced only indeter-
minate echoes and lots of rattlesnake songs
of warning. The dump contained beautiful
mineral samples of azurite and malachite,
among others, but apparently nothing rich
enough to make a successful mine. Two
vast and trunkless legs of stone still stood,
and as evening fell and 1 camped in the
vastness all alone, it seemed like 1 could
hear in the distance “My name is Ozy-

mandias, king of kings...”

Bronson's off-curriculum agenda
included teaching me how to shoot, al-
though this was after my Marine Corps
years and he knew | was an expert rifleman.
So he was delighted whenever he managed
to outshoot me with his .38 pistol in the late
afternoons after we finished emptying our
whiskey bottles on some rough hillside in
the back-ass country of western Utah.

Not having a sociable drink, when
invited, was the worst possible social sin a
working miner or even mineralogist could
commit, especially if you were someone the
miner might suspect of possibly believing
yourself to be superior...like a goddamn’
college graduate, for instance. (Later on
another advisor told me that you never, ever
turned down an invitation to have either a
beer or a cup of coffee, because those were
drinks that meant the other person wanted
to talk to you. Hard booze meant they
wanted to relax and kick back.)

Bronson wouldn’t drink until the day’s
work was over—not even a beer for lunch
—but he also thought that working until 5
p.m. was enough for one day. So no matter
where we were on hell’s back half-acre,
we’d sit down and dig our bottles out of our
bags in the back of our Mineralogy Depart-
ment pickup truck. We'd finish our bottles,
set the empties up on some distant perch,
and blaze away with our guns. Bronson
couldn’t shoot better than I could, sober,
but he sure could drunk. This was before a
sometimes long drive back to our motel
rooms and dinner over unpaved roads, and
he always insisted I drive. I was lucky to be
able to stand up by that time.

The day he gave me my first drinking
etiquette lesson was memorable because |
was far from the point of enjoying sun-
warmed cheap bourbon whiskey straight
from the bottle, but what could I say? | was
driving the pickup, and we were at least a
mile from the fringes of human civilization
when he hauled out his bottle and handed it
to me with the instruction to take a swig. |
did and handed it back. Nope, he said, you
did it wrong...do it over. First thing you

have to do is take the palm of your hand and
wipe off the mouth of the bottle. So I did.
Nope, he said, when | tried to hand it back
again, when you tip up the bottle you can’t
pretend to drink—the bottle has to “gurgle”
to prove you took a full swallow. So I
tipped up the bottle and made sure it
gurgled. Nope, he said, you forgot to wipe
it off first. It’s six hours after lunch by this
time on a blistering hot day and by the time
I got it right we were having a fine time.

On one memorable afternoon after we
got back to our motel rooms in Delta, Utah,
while I was getting ready to go to dinner 1
dropped my soap in the shower, stooped too
quickly to pick it up, and banged my head
against the tiled wall so hard that it
knocked me flat and almost out. It took me
what seemed like forever to crawl back up
on my feet again.

When we got to the restaurant later and
our steaks arrived, I realized I didn’t feel so
well and decided a breath of fresh air would
help, so I went for a walk around the block.
Utah towns have long blocks and very wide
streets, and about halfway around I realized
I was taking a long time. [ thought that if
fresh air was helping my improvement, run-
ning the rest of the way would accomplish
solving both problems that much quicker.
To my great surprise, though, I could not
find enough coordination to run! I couldn’t
believe it! Talk about blitzed! But
strangely enough | remember it all like it
was yesterday, and could even tell you
where 1 was and which direction 1 was
going. 1 could even walk into that restaur-
ant and sit down in my old seat, facing
north and the front of the restaurant. The
motel was about four blocks to our right,
east, also on the south side of the main
drag—hell, the only major street in Delta in
those days—and served the best steaks I've
ever eaten.

Bronson was a jewel in the rough, a
man’s man and a lot of fun when it was play
time, a serious and hard worker when it was
work time. He was warm, open, gregari-
ous, and a wonderful guy with a plain and
even slightly bawdy sense of humor. He



used to tell me all sorts of “unapproved”
Mormon stories about how things had
“really” been—such as Porter Rockwell,
sometimes known as Brigham Young’s
“enforcer,” who was even said to have
killed some of Brigham’s enemies for him,
as well as about the “Mountain Meadows
Massacre,” not spoken about openly at that
time. He gave me my first college job as
his lab instructor, too, which taught me
more than it did any of my students—
probably his intention, I realized later.

Then the world tilted upon its axis and |
spent the second half of the summer doing
geologic work in Utah’s Uinta Mountains,
the highest range in the U.S. running east-
west. [ts high point, King’s Peak, reaches
13,528 feet—I"ve been there. If you looked
at the official State of Utah geologic map
today, the sedimentary contact at the base
of the Uintas all the way around was
mapped by yours truly. I was assisting the
Mineralogy Department’s only other pro-
fessor, Max Erickson, although very likely
only he got the credit. 1’ve never looked to
see, but that was the way things were
normally done in those days and I hadn’t
even graduated yet.

Max was a serious practicing Mormon
who didn’t even drink tea. [ don’t think I
ever heard him say a bad word or even hint
at an off-color joke and he was probably the
nicest—and quietest—person | have ever
met in my life. By that time [ was more than
happy to embrace Max’s quiet ways and
hope that my liver would recover. We were
also away all week long, and on these trips
occasionally had to camp out in the wild—
whereas Bronson a/ways found a motel.

Our typical day consisted of driving to
the mouth of the next river/stream coming
out of the mountains and then drive as far
up-canyon as our four-wheel drive would
go. Then we would hike uphill until we
came across the geologic contact, mark it
on our air photos, and start heading back
downhill again. On good days we found the
truck again before dark.

Max was quite the opposite of Bronson,
but with a subtle sense of often silly humor

that was endearing. Our job was working in
the mountainous Uintas. Western Utah
—where I'd worked with Bronson—is
open, hot, and mostly desert with lots of
sagebrush and only a few short junipers
here and there. You can see for even
hundreds of miles in all directions most of
the time. But the Uintas below the tree line
are heavily forested, and sometimes navi-
gation consists of knowing only whether
you are heading uphill or downhill, espe-
cially when the sun is close to being
overhead.

One afternoon when we were hiking
Max stopped, looked around and then down
at his map, and said gravely, “Ugh, Injun
lost!”  We were in “Injun Country”
literally, since a lot of the southern slopes of
the Uintas and vicinity were reservation
land. Since we didn’t drink, our evening’s
recreation when we weren’t camping was
going to the small movie house in town.
One night a shoot-‘em-up western was
playing and Max, looking around the
audience which was almost completely
Indian in make-up, wryly suggested to me
that he thought it would be prudent if we
rooted for the Indians. So we did. If the
Indians approved our cheering for their side
it was hard to tell, but at least we didn’t get
scalped on our way out.

After that he said that “Injun talk™ made
more sense because it didn’t waste a lot of
words, and Max was not into conversation..
"Look, me findum contact here, you
markum air photo, we go back” and things
like that. We talked to each other in “Injun
talk” a lot the rest of the summer, but |
remember him as being naturally a quiet
soft-spoken man, anyhow. He smiled and
chuckled more than actually laughing aloud
and he loved every second we spent in the
high Uintas, way up above the tree-line.
Some afternoons got hairy, literally, as the
clouds started building up for stormy
weather, and at close to 11,000 feet you can
reach out and touch them. Sometimes the
electric potential was enough to actually
raise the fine hair on the back of your neck,
at which point even Max would be per-

suaded to head downhill and cease being
the highest points of elevation when stand-
ing. 1kid you not, I was ready to get down
on my stomach more than once and let a
particularly ominous cloud pass over.

We worked our way all around the
Uintas, day by day. The northern slope is
even more sparsely populated than the
southern side so many times there was no
motel within daily reach and we camped
out and ate over a campfire. It was late
summer, weather as good as the Uintas get
since they often have snow through July.

It was a summer to remember and often
causes me to think about what might have
been if | had taken Bronson up on his teach-
ing offer. But mineralogy was too special-
ized for me by that time and | wanted some-
thing more exciting and challenging. [ had
attended college five and a half quarters by
the time | joined the Marine Corps, and
when | came back with four years due on
the GI Bill | decided to essentially start all

ested me | took several advanced math
classes along with a freshman ancient
history class, and mythology and Greek-
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