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INTRODUCTION

This is not a Mae Strelkov Festschrift, put out by myself and Ned Brooks. It 1s
Maa's own zin2, the story of her travels in North Americe under the auspices of
the Mae Strelkov Fan Fund in the fall of 19Th, that Just happens to have been
stenciled on my typer and run off on Fed's rilmeo. For its lateness in appearing—-
it has been a year and a half since Mee was here, and an unconsciocnably long time
since she sent me the manuscript-—I am solely to blame. I have no excuse, I
drust, tho, tliS~-ker, end my, fannish friends are sufficiently well acquainted =
with fennish procrastination that they will understand and not censure me too
strongly for not getting this zine into print earlier.

I have followed Mae's menu=
script and subsequent letters very closely. The only "editorial" elements that
I have allowed to intrude are the run-on paresgraphing style and the use of italies
wehere Mae had underlined. I also evened up some of the punctuation and typos,
but in general I left them, and the svelling (a mixture of British and American
orthography) alone. [One smell point, tho: the "h=luga" is really the beluga, or
white whale (nelphinapterus leucas).] Apart from the little map on the last page,
there 18 no artwork in this zine., This follows Mae's own custom: her own zines
have no interior art. Her own words are nicture enough., I slso take responsib-
11ity for any shortcomings in the typogravhy.

Read, then, and enjoy Mae's tripre=-
port. To those who, like myself, were eble to meet her snd talk with her——snd
(lucky!) be her host--as well as to those who know her only by mail or thru fan-
zines, I hope this zine will bring nlessure and pleasure and pleasant memories of
a reslly remarkable woman and “an.

Sam Long II176

Sorry this has taken so long to comnlete. It has been run off for more than a
month, but I was hoping to be able tc include more nhotos. I finally had to set-
tle for the one on the cover, shamelessly lifted from Leigh Edmonds' EMU TRACKS
OVER AMERICA and enlarged. This is one of the best photos of Mae that I have
seen, and was taken by Valma Brown. Lest Mae send a zombie after me, I should
explain that her chin isn’t really quite that sharp - a bit of her cheek is lost
in the photo because it was behind Leigh’s coatsleeve.
There arec 100 copies of

the Trip Report on assorted colored naners, and 100 on white naper. All have
the same cover, and all have one of Mae's hecto naintings glued to the inside
of the cover.

Pages 1-17-25-31 are on Sloan'‘s Topsham Blue, pages 3-33 on TwillTone
Gold, pages 5-9-23 on A B Dick Mimeotone Blue, pages 11-13-21 on TwillTex Lime,
pages 7~15-19-27 on Sloan's Topsham Bittersweet, page 29 on A B Dick's Mimeotone
Mandarin, and nage 35 on TwillTex Cold, in the colored paper edition.

Copies of
the colored paper edition will be mailed to everyone we have listed as having
contributed to the Fund., The remaining conies will be sold for 50¢, or 75¢ 1if
I have to mail it. Stamps are acceptable.

Mae's address is: Ned Brooks June 1976
@6 5B 713 Paul Street

Jesus Maria 5220 ; Neymort News, Virginia - 23605
Cordoba

Argentina Copyright () 197€ by iiae Strelkov



TRIP REPCRT

by
Mae Strelkov

I've told the story already a mood many times...quite a faw of you who'll be get-
ting this will recoznizs incidents =2lready told you privately in letters written
you from here since I mot back. There is also a fullsr version jotted dovm by me
scon after my return, not to foreet it all., But it turmed out 30 lonz, it ended
up almost a complete "novel", in size, at least, I've decided to tell the story
from memory anzsw, with occasional slances to cheek detailg, in my notes, parhaps.
It was so very Xkind of Sam long and Ned Brocks to offer to pub it up there, since
oublishing it here is growing harder eand harder., I'd planned to kXeep on siving
those visnettes I already sterted including in my little letter-zine, but how long
would that have taken to finish the whole story?

For 1t reslly was a preat adven-
ture--the greatest in my life, and I'va faced all kinds of things and seen all
sorts of scenes. But this tonped them all.

And vet I confess I was very scared to
go North, last vear, scared that you'd all b»e disappnointed end wonder what crazy
idea was this, nviting me as you 41d? Hidiner dovm here in theze mountains, and
being in touch just by letters and zines, I was never in denger of being a nest. In
nerson I feared I misht become cna, for you all, you see.

Mmad then swein, vou had
your worries, as I later learned. What if I succumbed to "Cultural Shock", for sx-
arple? Vhat if I ended up enew in some locny bin. (Well, nobody worried shout
that, to my knowledge, but it was alweys a possibility.)

And likewiss, my age was
dissimilar to that of wost of you! I wouldn't want to invite an old grannie I .
didn't even know to Scuth America just becesus=2 we wers friends through the meils,
It would be such a resnonsibility, and I know you must have felt it too.

However,
it was done. The hour of denarture drew inexorably nearsr. No lightning struck to
bar my way. (As a matter of fact, some of vou later told me you thought I'd find
an excuse not to come.)

c0§oofofnfwfoEonfrnioiniofoioninie

Well, getting to Buenos Aires was but the first stage of the journev--an overnight
trip from these central Cordoban Hills by bus. After that, problems piled up malore
to which I've alluded in my zine and in »nrivate letters, and will skip detailine
agein slso. Also, the very fancy flu roing the rounds hit me hard. I'd lost my
immunity, it seems, up in the clean high mountains for the past fourteen years.

Well, Vadim helped me get over the flu and catch the Braniff jet——he is the real
hero of this saga, all the way through.

And up we went snd over the Andes by night,
and it was all just miraculous to a countrv hick like myself. Landing in Washing=
ton's Mulles Airmort was the crowming miracle of that journev. Before talkine
about that, however, I must remind vou I've lived for so long I vividly remember
erguments in Enslish-laneuape masazines nroving thet breaking the sound-barrier
would be difficult and dan~erous, if we wnted to have Jets. That was back when the
little DC-3's spenned the distance (taking some two Aays in the flicht) between the
States and here. Vadim made such a trin, in a DC-h, at that time, (back when we stil
still hed but three small sons), and he loved it. He was s2nt by his entomological
firm, manufacturin~ thoss "sinful" but marvelous insecticides that were all the rarge
back then!

Whet reslly cot me at Dulles Alirport was thst mobile lounge into which
we stenped from our jet--richt in., It just ~ot me! Cultural Shock Number One
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Blinking back my reverent tears {for it was fust ASTONISHING) and feeline like Mrs
Rin Van Winkle suddenly transported in a Time-Travellines vehicle from the Middle
Apes to what was surely the twentv-fifth century, ws sved on, end me sitting »rim
and nrover sbosrd this astonishing, snormous lounge with its elass walls on gll four
sides, giving us such 2 view!

We zoomed richt un to the terrace where the filli-
lsnds end Sheryl Birkhead awsited me. And do vou know--the wretches thousht at first
I misht bet the pretiv yocuns girl who trotted off the mobile louage just before me?
They locked at her honefully. She walked risht nast., Then fGrandme Mae cams a2pologet-
ically forward saying, "Er, here I aml" Or words to that effect. The incredulity
thet I am what I always said I sras (q_real Gran'maw) was nolitely dispelled and we
had a good laugh over it, then took photos, in wiich I looked aven fatter than I em,
for I had several pairs of slacks end pullovers on to be peeled off soon, since I had
left Buenos Aires on the coldest day of winter! And here it was & lovely blazing
hot summer day, overnight! -

You fans g0 in for hoaxes just too much. You thought I'd
turn out yet a[nother] hoax, it seems--that type of pretty youns sal already described,
pretending to be just an 0ld Grandmaw. (What e hope!)

. Cultural Shocks continued to
fall thick and fast. T kent a poker-face, determined you'd never know anythineg was
knocking me for a spin. I'm told I smiled and smiled so much that nobody could hew
lieve it was the seme o0ld Mse who stormed so fiercely all the wav from Argentina in
her Jocs! Well, I had no intention t6 storm st you dears in the States, vhen you'd
all been so friendly snd warm-hesrted. Bssides, could vou blame me for crinnins from
ear to ear, fascinated 1like & native from Borneo by all the pareantry vou teke for
granted in vour U.S.A.°7

\ The first two wr2eks in Wasington, D.T., enjovine the hosnital-
ity of Alexix and Dollvy 7illilend and their chermine 1itile son, nassed like a dreanm
«ooJust vhizzine by, and 2o and hahold it wrss tims for the Con, 811 too suddenly, The
thines we gaw an? 17 meenvhile...the plsces we wvisit=d hefore that...fill many, many
nazes in the "novel" version of this story, but I'11 have to skip them here, to get
on vith the nresent tale. Us saw tha wonderful Iuray Ceaverns an?d I thou~ht that sreat
orran usine the stalactites was just a marvelous exemnle of the so-scorned-now 'Amer-
ican genius'., I loved it. T haven't enouch words So praise it all!

It wes just as
wonderful visiting the Srithsonian buildings and their zoo. Tiose were delirious mo-
ments for me. I'd heen awey all too long from this sort of thine, out in the sticks
on the estancia, year in and year out. And then the seal Well, the Outer Banks of
Horth Carolina where we went for =z week, wera...will the word "idvllic" do? It will
not. I have no vord to describe the enchantment there...

Things I enjoyed at the Gil-
lilands include Doll playing for me one afternoon on her concert niano (and she is a
concert piankt) all the old songs I hadn't heard for years. It cot me, Nostalsis
was almost too much to taeke for things long forgotten and friends lons dead, back in
hanghai. Dolly has such a repetoire it's unbelievahle, by th2 way.

Susan Wood and
Joan Bowers were also present when Doll plaved, snd it was s very tender moment for
me, because I felt the sympathy they all showed, as thev saw me, by that music, sud-
denly plunged back in time asain, that way. 'ho needs Time-Traveline machineg? I
didn't, that day, either!

Well, and I also found fascinating the meeting of the WSFA
at the Gillilands one evening. 8So many fascina®ting vouns people with such orisinal
idzas! I had a nice talk with one-of them for quite s while on ry net theme, old lan-
cuares., (Thanks, Mike Shcemaksr, for lendins-me-an—ear! I never know when to ston
if somebody only listens on that theme!)

And then the Con was upon us, and the Gilli-
lands--so thick in the tasks cof gettine it 211 oreanized throushout--took me in advance
of the actual Con to see how thines were soina at the Sheraten. I was awed. What was
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+his monstrously bis buildinz? A lebyrinth indeed! I don't remember ever havinc
been in quite such g big buildineg in all my 1life before it! And I have been around....

GCrovingz my way down the enormous hglls, I pecked into a little room thronged with
busv voune fans. Tervified by such a lot of v»eople, I retreated as hastily, ike
flicksonn seid, "I think that's Mee," and Sheryl [Birkheadl ifurmed up and ran looking
for me, I was cowering in the N3F roorm, et the end of =z long corridor, at its dead
end, in the sandhery of those peaceable, friendlv folk., I found myself in due course
chetting with the luminaries there, as calmly as though we. were sbout to settle dowm
-for a guiet cup of t=za, shortly, next.

Then in came Sheryl, es »recious a luminary
in the N3F as .zny other, and she showed me the album she'd made of fans., There I was
in 1t, cowerings, (yes, I cower more than you will ever guess, inside mvself), behind
the hind end of a horse on our front porch in South America., I'd sent it to let her
see the sort of horses we have here. Unfortunstely, I showed a bit to its rear, and
I wasn't meant to be seen. I had on "any-old-thing"!

These little details are silly
to relate, but I do want to present excuses now for my possible seemins "misbehaviour",
if I walked around looking a little stunned, at times, while st the Con. I was still
that country-hick in the photo, =t the horse's=—-er--hackside]
: # I am not heing humble,
either, Jackie Franke. (Jackie always used to say in her locs to my hectoed zine last
vear [1974] or in 1973 , I was more humble asbout it than I shoul?d be-=the zine was
"fine¥., But self-derision is not humility. It is laushing at ourselves all the way
through, myself included, see?)

I do find humans so natheicallv ridiculous, so love-
able in thet very pathos, and so marvelous in our courage to live till we must diel

When the Con really began, that was another matter. Thsre were so many pveople I was
put in mind of the big railway station of Buenos Aires where I used to catch my train
home from work sach-eveninem, running mad races with 11 the other commuters, each de-
termined to rezch the train first. (Some sot under it and never came out. Such
haste!)

Well, there wasn't quite that same haste =t the Con, but there were certainly
Just o3 meny people golng every-which=way. And s lot. of folks did indeed seem to be
rushineg for a train, tryine to catch gsome friend before that friend rushed off to
catch some othzr Priend still in the interim. Everyhody was tryines to sze everybody
else==only chance, often, in a year or in a couple of years, for some! And vhen there
are over 1,000 present, it's easier to hunt needles in haystacks, I'm quite. sure.

I

tried it a bit. I tried vhoning the rooms of friends vho'd asked ‘me to phone them,
or whom I wanted to see, but never were they in when I'A phone and I'm sure it was the
experience of us all.
. Talk about the "Brownian Motion". That occurred to us all,
there at the Con, as we circuleted, and re~circulated, round end around, in those vast
halls and labyrinthina ways of the Sheraton. (More! How a top floor of one building
blends into the bottom floor of the next emazes me, but it does, therel)

I have
learned more about the Con since returning, and bv studying all the Con revorts in
fanzines reaching me, than I could ever grasp while right there, Still, I met a lot
of you, chatted nleasantly, and those with whom I had a chance to chat remein vividly
engraved on my mind,

It was B0 wonderful, also, when Susan Wood won the Hugo! That
was the rreatest personal thrill and a source of tremendous setisfection to us all!

Bill Bovers has menticoned in OUTWORIDS that I visited with him and Joan subsequently.
I loved the deys spznt there, gettine to know them so well--as well as I shall ever
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get to know a fellow=human in this life or the next, I'm sure, and how I valued the
chence, But I already felt I knew them very well years ago, through the fanzine,
end still more so now, through spending 8 good deal of time with them also at the
Con,

The pegeantry of the Masquerade (Highlend pipers and those bagpipes) was a
real good touch. I've read the actual masquerade took "too lomg", but for me it ' =
didn't., It was all so vivid and colorful and new and fortunately Dolly Gilliland i
took a whole roll of color vhotos of the participents in their costumes, (using the
cemera and film, kindness of Dick Eney), vhich I now have, and show to our family and E
friends., They are really impressed, tool

I feel now guilty to have so 1llttle really

to say about the Con. If you ere watchinz s Grand Svectacle on Cinerama, do you rmme
ember every detail? To me it was all so new, I just wetched snd watched, trying to
teke it 81l in. I was a bit stunned by the varty in the Aussies' room...I'm gfraid I
kissed everybody near and far vho welcomed me so humorously, and I was just delighted
by the funny surprise. And those Aussie, 2ll! My but haven't they pgot CHARM! I'm
sure the World Con there this year is going to be s tremendous success, uproarious,
for they are real fun! And capeble of oreanizing it welll

§§688

I haven't said a sinsle nasty thing yet, now, have I? And if I hed something nasty
to say, I would not air it, in any case now, I think that orivate things should be
kep: private, and if I “ad an argument or two with one or two fans here asnd there,
rather heatedly, it is not to be reported from the housetops now by me. At least,
few would guess it, would you? It seems I even "diseppointed" some of my old friends,
because I went around lookins so beatific and tame a1l the time, likz an already halo-
encrusted saint! Well, it wasn't so. I never felt that way, for my self-derision
has always been my "daemon", and I had & few geod laugha at myself for many a faux-
vas which if you didn't notice I'11 not mention now.

I also would have kicked myself
once or twice, had I onl heen more ecrohatic., (As I watch our voungest practicing
Karate now, I know, "Not in this 1ife will I manesge #nat1"}(Self-inflicted kicks and
twists!)

th, I mustn't forget hov impressed I was in the Art Room and in the Huck=-
sters Room too. I was espzelally awed to find.myself face-to=facz with £he Kelly
Freas and his works, He hspmens to be my favorite nro ertist, snd his DAW cov.rs in
thei rlowinz co or delight our whole family down herz. T elso met the Wollheims
geveral tines, once beine when I stood reverently ~sning st Kelly-Fregs-and-his-wife-
in-the-flesh!

(h, snd I also blissfully shook hends with the John Brunner at the
start of the Con, and confessed we ell ~at home love his works., "Oh, what did you
resd?" he inquired, and I stemmered, "Well, for instence, The Squares of the City!"
"Ch,that's one of the 2lder hooks," was his szeminesly disappointed replv.

Then I was
i troduced t5 Poul Anderson, snd es I Aidn't catch his name at once (or pot it mud-
dled with the other fan in Augstrslia with a similar nmme), I must have shocked hin
very much with my lock of ismorance-—when we love his novelz too.

A, now we're
speaking of reverance bafore pros, wasn't Isasc Asimov abzolutely lovaable in his
humorous exchenge with Harlan Ellison? And the lsttar, vhat stature he can display
on a podium, joxing back! Ha's a cute little peanut, the table certeainly added in a
Hvely war to ais heicat. I never had the couraze tc 7o up to 2ither of them and
breathe my "Chz" and "Ahs", but hung around admirine them hoth from afar, watching
other fans swarm » near, clustering!

There's so much,nowr the memories pour hack to
. the forefront of my mind. The "lady" (not to say "women") s-f-writers, too, with
Susan interrogating then, was another item on the program I wouldn't have missed for
anything.
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Not to forget the delightful narody of "2001" by Alexis Gilliland, music by Doll at
the piano, and =ll the WSFA players really belting out the songs end dancing with a
seeming professional aplomb! That was one of ry greatest moments of delight, for I
love being in an gudience, that way, everybody having fun!

Ch, end can I forget the
Ranguet ? At my favorite eatinr-place, one of so many threuchout the country, e “cDon-
2lds. I refuse to sneer. I think they're just marvelous and posh! VYes, I do., Rem-
ember, I'm your country-hick!

Md here's another mea culpa., I likewise failed to
sneer at your laundromats at every corner, and the wav every "rich" and medium-rich
and "poor" yankee is therefore so scruoulously clean end falr in looks. Wish we had
g laundromet near., Mesnwhile, I do my own washinn~, and while you mey find that roman-
tic, and "metiinp-back-to-our-roots", I'l1l exchanre those roots for vour "decadent
ways", believe me! Any chence I ret, too....

1, ané I loved vour estonishingly nris-
tine nmublic bathrooms everywhere, with air to dry the hends, psper to wipe them (plen-
tifully available) and paper for every need. This amases 211 our friends who've made
ths journey to your land, too, They all sav the same thins....

I've never heard of
any laundromsts zvaileble wt this end. Sure, I live in the $¥I¢¥d wilds and miss a
lot. For instance, your beer cans. I'd never seen the like-=I was wondering what
those "rinss" were, lying sbout on the heaches, un there, till I found out they're
from heer cans. (On returnine, we could--as I discovered--besin buvines beer in the
same style of cans here too, whaich proves we aren't behind-the-times.) But who but
vou yanks would think to collect those rings from the cans and meks fancy gzarments out
of them for masquerades as I'm told is done up ther=!

I also enjoved ice=-cold drinking
founteins wherever I want. (I hadn't seen the like, previously, thourh of course we
have mountain streams in these olimarchal hills, but not for the rahble, naturallv,
just for the lucky ones in the vicinity, like ourselves, our bhosses, and our neones. )

Indeed, I made it a practice to dash for the nearest drinking-fountain every time we
stepved out of a car or bus anywhare, simmly to check on the flavor of the water avail-
able. You may have recycled seware, but I didn't taste if anywhere. Only in one is-
land of the Outer Banks did I not like the water--it was salty, from the nearby seal!

I vas very curious, and thouszh my eresisht was never of the best, I didn't miss much,
Mnd I kent asking, "Vhat's that? and "Why?' of everybodv in my viecinity, so I learned
a lot, like "what-crops~grow=whera" alons the highways, and how the harvest was com-
ine along everywhare, TFew could tell ms, however, the names of 211 the new kinds of
trees! <{(Don't either ask me the names of all ths trees here, pleasa,) During the
Grevhound journeys I encourared all the nassanecers ns2ar enough to lure into conver-
sstion to chat about themselves, sn I also rot a real imese from all of them of Life
in the States. (Iika how bic truckers do detest show=of” littler cars and teach them
lessons by hemmins them in and keeping them h2mmed in with the eid of walkis-talkies.
Vhen I renaated thet story to the next littls old 1adv tc take a seat beside me, she
was horrified. "It's not true at alll .- Who's beaen %2llin~ you such a thing? Both my
sons are truckers and they'd never Ao that, Truckers are flawlessly nolite on all
the hipghways. I hope you Aidn't believe it, did you?" I was so charmed an?d touched!)
Well, little incidents like that are so many I could take the rest of my life just
telling you all'.of then....

If any of you expected me to arvive like a Prophetess of
Doom and wear a placard, "The End is Near", as I marched throush your most smossy
streets (like Pittsburgh which did horrify me when the bus went through), I'm sorry.
We have the same smog here in areas shockingly widening, so I won't throw stones in
such quarters. Rather I applaud your wish to find solutions and hove we'll decide to
start wvorrying down here one day too, maybe.... Set an example, why don't you! We
alwvays follow your fashions, at last.
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Yes, I just hope I havear't disappointed you with my bland behaviour, as I seem to
have disaprointed a few. It 1s a legend in fandom t at fans who on »aper blow noisy
and loud are timid little shrimps when you meet them face~to-face. I be: you expected
a timid 1little shrimp., At least, ha, he, I didn't fit that bill. T got described by
one fan slong the route as "big and rawboned". ©She'd expected e vpetite little lady
like herself, and ran all asround the Greyhound Bus=station locking for her. She came
up to me, looked way up into my face, recoiled, and returned to the urgent search for
"ige", Vith pity and reluctance at last, and with & sad sigh, I had to disillusion
her—=this new an with a plicture I couldn't possibly fit.
Bis and rawvboned, that's

me! L ! ,

(How I chuckled., ©Ch, I've had laughs upon leughs, everv tims by chance I remem-
ber that little scene.)

H:re, let me menition, I've drvly titled this menuscrint TMIP

REPORT. People in fandom have a nagsty hebit of chanming my dry little titles, Sam
Ionr threatens to cell this my ODD-yssey. Ned brooks thinks we might call i+ THE GOS-
.PEL, ACCORDING TO 'A%, How, you hear me, Sam and Hed? Your humoy is the tvne I likew==
gloriously dry and fun.y. Buk you'rs to kesn my dry 013 titls, to be foisted on ua-
susnecting, innocent fen! [Yagsum!--gl/cwb]

Well, we wers wn to the part where T ves
exvected to varade like s sendwich-man between boards announcing to a1l you nolluting
csinners that God's just about tc strike you all dead, Well, He isn't, and if He ever
tries 1t, He'll have to reckon with me. I love you and your land,

Jokinr aside, I
do love you, I do. (Ben Indick causht on to it when he told me that my first fanzine
o° this year--back in arch, 1975, was a Love Iectter to All Tandom.)
' And if you zasn,
"3ut HOW? The Average Afmerican is so HATEFUL! Greham Greene said so in a book, once,
didn't he?" 1I'll enswer: "Well, dammn it, vou're so very vulnersble and human, all of
you, you warmed my heart. And so real!" BEven if I didn't find words to say it at
the time, belns verbally a little shy...
"But we aren't real!" vou msy argue. "Alvin
Toffler says we're all crazy in his book, Future Shock!™
W2ll, do vou belisve all the
possip everywhera? Besides, he wanted to write something that might sell, and it 2l-
ways works to call you sinners to repentance, rizht back to the old Revival Times,
You always did file up to the front pews beatine your breasts to bz '"saved". It's
Just another bad old habit of Christendom, I guess, Don't lst it worry you, me-sweetsl

(( Teat bit was THE GOSPEL ACCORDING TO MAE, HNow to met on with our (DDyssy!))

I am
not roing to call you to repentance at all. Stay with yvour Ieundromats snd Washing-
Machines and MacDonalds and fsncier eating-places I also 7o to see (and drool in,
joyocusly). I mar not envy you but I anorove., If I'm Palzolithic by neture and '™
throush my research, It doesn't mean I want to drar vou all back with me to some anc-
ient cave or hole. I wish you gll the best--joyous vassage te the lMoon and Planets
and to the Stars when that time comes also, D.V. (D.V., to those who don't recog-
nize this abbreviation, is Istin for "God Willin~-" [Deo wvolen*e]. A fan or two took
it to mean my version of DNQ!)

Nowr, really, the (DDyssay!
Te continue....

The last
day of the Con was & sad one for all. Peovnle dribbled away. The vast foyer was emp=
ty, echoingly so. I was still therz because Sheryl was going to pick me up as soon
as she could gzet away from her work, so I relaxed therz in a big, comfortable sofa,
deep in 1t, with fanzines given me at the Con, and pretended to be deevly entranced
but discreetly tried a bit of dozing.

The WSFA crowd worked hard rushing up and dowm
and back and forth tidyine up after all vou thrones. I revport this, because few fans
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get to see this, I was especially nrivileged,
( Everv now and then one of those sweet
WSFA folk would come up to me enxiously and ask, "Are vou all right!"

With my deadly
smile, (the fatal r~rin that dismayed evervhody, alas), I would wake ursently up from
my subtle doze =znd heam my heartiest reassurance, then gratefully doze arsin when mv
ancel of mercy had returned to his or hesr tidying tasks.

It was rainin~ outside.
Otherwise, I mirht have strolled around, for it's a reel nretty landscaning Job they
did in front of the Sheraton!

Shervyl just rushed in, the moment she was free, lookine

30 terribly worrizd about "Poor Mee" waitine for her, and I could see her scenticism
when I assured her I'd had a marvealous time studyine fanzines and--"ralaxine", Ve
rrandmes are cautlious to acknowledsge we dozz at the drop of a hat, Bubt w= do! T
think I shocked the Gillilands by that eift, freely disnlayed during my fortnirht in
their company, at times, 1ik= in the car on long trins. %When the Con first started
they so snxiously made sure I'd be able to take a deily nap...Joan [Bowers] nromised
to see I could have it rerulsrly in her room. Actually, I didn't waste time during
the Con on any more snatches of sleep than did you all, of course!

((Actuslly, more-
over, it is because I can doze even standing if I wish, (I merely deliherately switch
to what you folks call the "alpha brain raythm), that I didn't eet at all really ex-
hausted on the trip everywhere, though I reckon I spent at least fifteen nights of it
either on buses or waiting for buses in Greyhound denots!))

This knowledre of dif-
ferent brain rhythms which interests you ysnks experimentally, I think is well worth
researching., Since I got back, moreover, fans tz1ll me about other Cons since the one
gt Sheraton., Trina King, for instance, told me sbout one with Kiriliasn nhotogzraphy
and biofeedback and even some talkine robots. (It was at Becskone, if vou're wonder-
ing-—or was it Balticon?) Now wasn't that a tremendous idea for a s-f-con? Well!
you can't have everything at every Con and there are so many of them!

Inyvay, Sheryl
now drove me out and into the lovelv countryside to the farm wher= she lives with her
mother., I cannot praise enourh ‘frs, Birkhead. I felt so at home both with her and
our Sheryl, and passed a mcst lovely vweek-—-or wasn't it quite a week? It seemed a
moment outside of time, with the =entle rein af times fallinc and the great old trees
whisvnerins outside, and the bie dno and the wise, friendly cat kesnine us company,
like eguals, comprehen?in~ 13 an? our minds silently.

‘nd I oot to see Snappy--ah,
vhat a character she is. She wan'at the »nlace where the bhest frab horses are bred not
too fer awey Srem the Birkhead farm, and it wes an experience I wished our daughters,
Sylvia and Alice (crazy over horses and now s*udyine to be vets), could have shared.
We visited also a museum of thess Arab horses. Anvway, there we rot a card and wrote
8 hello to Vadim and the kids!

Sheryl slso dArove me to a park in Maryland, cccupying
the hichest elevation of the region, beautifully wooded and with lovely drives winding
up to the peak. The view to me was just stunning--all peaceful farms and houses in the
the distance, the greens and soft blue-nareys.

y "It isn't like the /ndes!" said Sheryl
a bit zvologetically.
M4 goodness,” I said, "It's lovliier. It makes me feel at
home!"
Mind you, I can't see the Andes from here, I just see Sierra Grande to our
west if I climb high enouzh, this range of Sierra Chica where we live, on its eastern
flank,
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You peonle beat your breasts on ancther topic also. You're all so apologetic re your
love for pets. ("Doa=lovers" used to be a scornful word used by prelates for womsn
who didn't have sixteen children!) Well, I think that those who are kind to "mere
animals" are kind to real children too, so this is anocther fscet in the States that
guite charmed me. With Sheryl, for instance, we saw s person with a pet racoon at a
milk-bar, where we dropped in for hambureers once. Now isn't thrt nice?

I was dovm
on my knees at once making overtures, with the sympathetic pet-lovers present all en-
coursging me. But that racoon was a canny old Yankese racoon, and wasn't taking kindly
to aliens from South America, seemingly. I smelled still 211 "wrons". After a month
or two, my smell evidently improved and Yankee animals no longer sniffed suspiciously
at my alien flesh! I was herked at shamelessly in the Outer Banks once, too, when
trying to steel down the sands to wateh the sunrise., A biz black dog chased me right
back to starting-place, tc my tremendous humilistion=-I who am fearless esmong wild
curs and tame them with a "Hah!" ((#ah, vou also shout, don't you, when sbout to per-
form a Karaste leap., Well, I don't.))

((Here, I pause to visualize myself performing
a Karate lean in the presence of that Yankee black do~, and collapse with sissles at
its probhable astonishment==and my owm!)) ((I know what Karate looks li¥e by now, for
each weekend our yvoungest merforms each new movement he's learned in his class of Ka=-
rate at the foot of these hills, esach week., He is so sraceful, like a hallet dancer,
when he does the moves, I visualize myself, rerretfullv, copyins him and helieve me
don't even try!))

Well...I was surely sorry wvhaen it was time fo tear mvself away from

Sheryl snd her mother, but...it was time to so. The Gillilands had provided us with
a huecz road-man of all the USA =nd Canasda. Now I must shamafully confess to you, I
never even dreamed ths country ig so hure==five davs and nizghts to cross it by bus,
it cen take, frequentlv. I'd imagined it might take two days at most, formerly, hut
Loren ifachreror, (whose delightful story of his five~day-and-night trip by bus cross=-
country to the convention, you mey have read in a recent fanzine), initiated us into
these solemn truths, so I was warnedl

Sheryl had halped me mo throush my address °
book and finure out some sort of an itinerary., Bravely she had spanned the great dis=-
tances with a series of lines, circling the towns where fans would be araiting me., 1
was game,

She then drove me to Silver Spring, where I became the proud possessor of

a two-month Greyhound Pass, after having disnlayed my Passport, to reassure thenm,
(Almost never did anybhody want to see any-document of mine, all along the way. Just
then, and once or twice more which incidents I may get around yet to mentioning, if
I reach nage 100 or so!)

This impressed me, It is even dangerous to travel without
documents (even just to towm to work or to school each day) down here. They might
take you for en enemy of the country and sive vou short shrift.

Cnce on the Greyhound,
we rolled away into the Unknown.

Okay, okay, it's not the Greet Unknown to vou, T
sunpose. But it was for me, and if you come this way to visit us, our borin~s spots
will be the Grest Unknown to you, so wve'lre guits!

I vas very thrilled to find that
we wers soon in the hills arsain which seem tn have verious nsmes. Iet me try to rem=
enber some, The Smokies? Am I risht? The Blue Pidee? Well, they were beautifully
blue and hazy, indeed, that day. We'd crossed them slready to and fro with the Gill-
ilands, goim to the Lurey Caverns, but they were just as lovely by this different
route the hus took now.

This was sheer masic, and I felt on such familisr territory,
like comins home still, The sensation was increasins in me. Well, and Iy mother's
sncestors were old-timers in all these parts...Massachusetts, Ohio, and so on. All

TVEressa



26
Cominz out on ths other side (after thunderins throursh 2 lo-~ tunnel or two), e
stopp2d at a nice rest-station, bis and airy. For the first time, I must find my
very o'm way around. Nobody to tell me which button to punch, which knob to tur,
to cet a Coca=cola or a sandwich. I watched thzs accvstomed passentars each ecrabtbing
g tray and “orming a line, so they could selzct thzir own dishes as they nushed
along a bar towards a chshier. I pawed furtively throush my bag hunting small
change, stealthily gclaaced at printed prices, did some fisuring, then bravely joined
the parade with a tray. G asping desperately at a slass sas we poured forward, then
facing with to:al puzzlement a self-servics Coca=Cola fountain, I seid, "Er, how
does this work®™ to my nearest neiehbor. '

“"You push!"” said she demonstrating,

I
nushed. The beversge gushed forth, liks Moges strikine the fabulous Rock for water.
At once my glass brimmed end I furtively stonned this "pushins" and slunk awa - leav-
ing quitz a big splash in “he drain, in m- wake. C ca-cola slulcing away wastefully.,

Vell, I v»aid my sthatever, (orices throushout the land change for cokes, but I sumpose
it was twenty-five cents , or mevbe less--gne formets), and went away to sip, and
than throv away the container with noisnant resret (for it was a disnosable eglass,
and a lovely one I'd heve been proud to take hack hom= with me., Incidentelly, the
nlastic mlasses at the Con ving around for disnosal wers “or me a ~rzat, enovmous
temptation., Had I not held mys=1f in check I'd have prowl=ad around snatching at all
discarded samples, and with a dozan or tiro saved, would I hsve been proud to show
then off dowvm herzl)

And then we were back on thes bus, on 2and on...the distances were
endless, an? if you don't mind anoshar pat-on-tha-back (when you do so vrefer hreast-
beatinz, or is it r28lly breast-thumpin- sorilla-like desnite vwhet some alladge?l)
Anyway, I was imprassel by the first-rate rocds, the lack of macho-Puries in vour
skilled, cautious drivers, and the smootuness of these long trins, everywhere, as a
result. Nobodv racing his fellow all the time, IHow we stay slive on the roads down
here I 4 n't know. Some pour souls don't! Recularly, we find swift axits to the
Better World along our highways. But then you lack the Crussading spirit, nor do you
care to practice knightly jousting in your cars. I forgivs vou. You can't all be
machos on Earth! Md I'm too old to care....

| Going throuch Hagerstown was a sreat
temptation. Had I not alrzady made an appointment by phone thenks to Shervl that
the Bowers would expect me thers late that evening, I might have slinped off the
bus in ‘that quaint littls town with the delichtful old architecture slong its main
streets, and its charming circle of hills beyond, and sone in search of our Harry
Yarner. (He writes now he's sorry I didn't follow the irpulse! Me tool)

But we went
on.,..the chance was left behind me. Harerstown was no more within my ken. he scen-
ery arew flatter., What? No more lovely hills? But the nlains had their charm-- the
nlanted fields with halfesrom crops struegsling up, daspite a had harvest in some
grains that year, as folk ramarked. It rained too much et the start, and then there
had been drought.

These apricultural details interest me. Hers, we also live in
an apriculturasl an? cattle-rearins resion, you see! I'd be able to talk gboul it
also with Vadim and the kids and the folk here, aTl of* them!

"ihat's that crop?"”
I'd ask my yankee nei~hbor pointine, as we rolled smoothlv a2long.
"Er? Could it be
peenuts? No, it must be cotton, or nerhans sova."

"T suppose!" I asreed each time,
not knowing myself. I mean, I am dumb about it sll, being city-reared in Shanghai,
and it doesn't sheke off easy, even after fourteen yeers as 8 hick in the hills!
(Well, T can tell srowing oats...it's a lovely bluish-green, that's why!)

(It would
have embarrussed me If I'd had a farmer alongside, able to explain everything we
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sighted, I4 have seemed ewfully ismorant alongside such a one!) (But of course one
can wear & worshipful durb expression in such cases znd gain total absolution &t once
from all sins.)

: It was night when the bus reached thz suburb of Akron where the Bow-
ers's house wes. There was Bill awaiting me, and as we already knew each other from
being at the Con, there was no strain at all. He took my big o0ld leather bag (vhat
a heavy "white elephant" it was) and vmacked me into his car.

. ; Later, the next day,
Joan showed me her favorite places, lovely sites., You folks to have lovely narks,
and so many of them, don't you! I could have stayed there forever, with them both,
but...one has to go on. What day is there for us without an‘endinc? Not one!

Bill
insists in his fanzinz that I made him do a lot of self-appraisal, somehow, I didn't
mean to-:do that...but I have this flaw, that I hold up mirrors to everyone I meet.

(I do it jJust so they'll forget to study me,and see themselves reflected.) (It's
that T am fascinated with 811 you who are my fellows, and a hit bored just with my
own company in comparison, so yu are my "fun" as well as my delicht, vou see.)

g Joan
then drove me to Akron itself to catch my bus st lest, and I do hste these last mom-
ents when we glwavs have to say ~oodbye. I flet so close to her, like an elder sis-
ter. :

Back on the bus arain, (ancther Jjourney of more hours,) I reached that same
night Gary, Indiana, where *artha Beck and a friend of hers aswaited me at the 1little
bus=-stop there,

Again T hed the most lovely time at Marths's and felt tremendously
at home. Her husbend has a hobby of shaping stones...the seminrecious type, and set=-
ting them in rings and the like, and he showed me many examnles., It was all so n=w
to me. I had never seen, for instance, a "cat's-aye" stone, until we saw a display
st the Smithsonian in Washington, D.C. And here asain, I could study same up close.
(*’artha and her husband very much wanted to zive me one, but I've a suverstition about
"owming things", and am shy of ever adding to my possessions, barring hooks, for
which I am alweys grateful and depleted my friends' libraries willingly, till my bag
could hold no more! From Railee Bothman, in due course, for instance, I got the
book I'd been longing Por for years: Robert Graves's The White Goddess. It filled in
details I really needed in my leanpuace research, )

Everybody was so penerous, I had
to call e halt o it, time and again! 2 LR
Well, lat me telescove the vontinuing adven-
tures, to get on with this story that is fast becoming a book once again, Ws met
the Chicago fans, many of them, had lunch with some marvelous "fem-fans" in a very
historic old place, visited them in their homes, were driven by Jeckie Franke for
endless miles (poor sirl), ended up at the [Gene] Wolfas' where I stayed a few days
++ Rosemary, though not 2 fan, is one of the lovellest humens vou could ever hope
to meet!

I mot a chance to see a Nebule award ( how pretty it is) and read The Fifth

Head of Cerberus, there, Gene sure writes well!

And then hack on the bus, and my
plans were now to descend--basr and bameese next--unon poor, unsuspecting Ed Connor!

Md I did!

He endured my siesce risht manfully too, and beat me in four sames of
chess, but ot least——for the honor of God, my country (which?) and our family, and
my younsest who loves chess and teaches me the came's tricks—=I did beat Ed once,
and don't you deny it, Ed!

He thzn Phoned up Philip José TFarmer for m= and we had 2
reel nice chat, but I had already phoned shead to Railee Bothmsn that I was coming,
so regretfully had to refuse his kind invitation te "drop by'".
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Indeed, I'm sorry how many invitations I falled to take advantage of, because I
didn't st first feel confident enough to teke side trips "into the blue”". And so I
failed to see the Miesels, the Haldemans, =and Bob Tucker, and several more I would
have loved to visit, en route.

At Railee's it was really grest fun, S22 hss such
clever, vivacious daughters too, she can e proud of them all, Ve had some lovely
long chats, she and I, and she took me to places like the Kirkwood Faly whi k T
found delightful. (I cou H talk a lot shou- the charming arts and crafts on dis-
vlay.) MnA, while strolling down a path in that open-aeir fair in the park, eating
soun-candy, (first ti-e in my 1ife!), we heard a strenser behind us inquire, "Who is
this lady from Argentina ?"

Feeling that I must have @ brand on my back, "Febricada
in Argentina", maybe, perhaps on my blouse for a2ll I knszw, (did the texture give the
origin away?) I spun around in horror =zaspinc, and there was Donn Brazier end his
charming wife.

It wes great!

Later we met all thz St Iouis fans including the
Coucheg==renl nice people sll--at Rallee's home., And then, esrly the next morning
I was off again for another long trip, to arrive only by midnight in Plano, Texas,
next.

Onz of the things that really impr=ssed me throuchout the States was color
T-=V end the marvelously fu ny prozrams on it., True, some er: not funny but tug at
the heartstrings instead. At Railez's I sat weeping silently and helplessly through-
out Fiddler on the Roof! I never was so movad as by that film, given over T-V, fore
tunately for me, that night.

§8558 I spent two weeks in Plano with Rosemary Hickey and her two little sons and
husband Richard--(end how they did welcome me into the family as thouzh I truly he~
longed)==but to tell the whole story of my "hecoming a real Texan" would be rather
endless. Anyway, I'll leave it for the morrow=-I've written this so far in a burst
of en:husiasm in one sitting snd my fingers hurt. (I hammer the keys so fast and
hard when I tyne), Hope I can feel as bli he tomorrow still, whea I go on with the
tele.... For just telling it so far has made ne live it throush again, with all the
emotiocns returnine, and an ability to laursh thanks to hindsight, doubly,

(Next morning.)

Lpparently "becoming a Texesn" is somethings that hapvens to everybody who gozs to
live in that state. I played at bheing o Texan in my turn too =znd even went "shopping'
with Rosemary, nlayins a game of nretence to '"choose my house when Vadim end I .
shall retire ond come to live in wonderful Texas'", Imasine! The place has 7ot no
hills...pltiful little hillocks ars glorified with Nature Waelks to compensate for
the lack. £11 you have in that »art of Taxss, =t any event, are those endless spaces
reaching awsy scross to the distant skies that condescend to meet the horizon as
though long-horned cattle still waendered freely everywhere without any fenoces «cr
bars, and Indians and cettlemen and cowboys had ersuments over the territory. (h,

the new buildings had mushroomed un...&s totally gless-house many storles high with

a golden glow in the tinted window-panes hypnotized me every tims I drove by, I
loved it and the wsy that skyscraper mirrored the whole world beyond on all sides,
megicaelly, as I would like to mirror all I see too. (In short, I could identify!)

\l

Do mountains really cramp the scul instead of elevate 1t ? Is that why Texans laugh
so hearty and long =2ad unafrald? Because they're not hemmed in but their only true
walls are the sky on every side, reaching down, down, down, around them all?

And the
funny thineg is the Texans loved me back as heartily. We all lgughed uproariously
together, whenever we chanced to meet, Rosemary steering me in all directions to get
the feel of it...to her University, to Mensa meetinms in all sorts of Texas=-style
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ranch-homes.,..on a Nature Walk on a little knoll when she donned a special sort of
blouse, a3 she 1s really a sort of Park Ranmer at that »lace. It was all such fun.
We played a game even there, whan we strucgled throush the hot sunshins up the vhit-
ish shale (or whatever the type of rock in that knoll), and had to look at the birds
and the trees and bushes, llke you have to do in any of those dslightful Nature
Walks throughout your America. I ~ursgled with ecntentment, puffing away. (Even if
I can walk straight up 2 steep hill without puffing, vhen down hers in Sierrs XChica,
normally.)

_ When she once mentioned "garage sales" and I asked, "What are they?" she
took me to all tyves...snother bit of intimste Amsricanas I found fun. It was all
very revealing and by the time I'd been there all those two weeks, my Texan drawl
was coming nicely alone. {£s we had already beoned-up back in Argentina on about a
hundred Wildwest paperbacks discarded bv some Eneslish-snenking neighbors who had ::
moved avay, I really knew Texas, and upon meetings a sheriff, my tendencv to cry Ch e
and Ah really delighted him so he insisted I must have a look at all the trappings
-—comnletely cen-u~wyne! (More, later he pave Rosemary a star to make me Deputy Sher-
iff of that county, here in South America--didn't that flatter me!)

Don't laugh at
me abandening s-f (havins run out of baoks of that genre at my home) to study Wild
West tales I found I loved too, and re-read. As 3 rz2sult of such assiduous reading,
all the places the bus went throuch down there seemad already intimately femiliar
to me (even thoush no forebears of mine had sojurned there f3r lonz, to my knowledss.
But here Cowboy Jim had run his cattle throurh a blockade, and there Rancher Joe had
holed up durine the most awful blizzard when he lost a thousand long-horns. Scorn
such tales as you wish, but they are undoubtedly for the most part historically accu-
rate, (you Yanks take seriously such details, don't you?) and I really knew those
nlaces in advance, thenks to those books! (Some were old Ace Doubles too, so I wasn't
wasn't that far from S-F!)

Vhat else did we do? Oh, a million things...like eating-
in & Mexican restaurant where all the Texans go. What fascinated me was the legend:
"All you can eat for =-" (was it A8 cents? I forget). And the throngs were all so
noisy and merry and the waitresses--real Mexican-like in their dress and nerhaps
even background--danced around like girls on skabtes with their tray-loads., We later -
watched them cooking...in an enormous vat of boiling oil electrically heated, a
fellow was tossing in and then ladling out anew "the makings" of those hot Mexican
tamales or the like. (I formet all the names!) I should, of course, have performed
the trip like a proner renorter, notebook in hand, shouldn't I? But Iws too busy
letting people talk and answering questions all the time without a break everywhere,
save when Rosemary would be doing her lessons for the next cless at the University
and she got me to exverimenting with these new neints--acrylics--out in the sunnv
carden with its horizon miles eway beyond some green little rise in the plains,

There were a lot of things I know I should have done, thanks to my hindsisht. I
should have had a big sketchbook with me and drawvm in all the vpeople also I met .
everywhere, with their» nemes and addresses, sc thay would populate my World of True
Things for mye. When you don't fix a face and a name in the hssad, it fades away,
ahd that's the worst thinr that can happoen, when we lose touch with loveasble folk
everywhere, that way. And vou return them tc their own isolations a2lso if you don't
wateh out! .

I attended cne class with Rosemary at her University, having been first
introduced around. I sat still-as-a-mouse and just as attentive,and at the end I
conld crow: "Why! I understood it!"™ (Technicel thouch the material happened to be,
on sociology somehow, with diagrams to do calculations.)

And T said to Rosemary,
"When we come to live in Texas, I'1l start going back to that University too, like
you!" (She's got the new degree by now she was working at, incidentally. )
. Whet else

did we do? Spend a day with her teenaged-eldest (med over fishing) on a fishing-
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barge on an artifieial lake, so silently, while I wrote it up for her COGNATE, and she
studied, and I stole around outside to hear the slapping water and fe:l my "sea legs"
return, with the gale raising the waves. I was all so hushed and reverent inside the
quonset hute=~its "zltar" (f cus of attention) a big hole in the center where men and
boys fished in the quiet brown wate-, with an electric bulb or two lighting the 1it-
tle wavelets so norosely trapped bhzlow,

Md there were little minnows also, awvaitins
execution on the ends of fishing linss, meanwhile in their nails of water, here and
there, humbly... :

As we all wait...bait for eternity that we be, all of us., (0K, it's
purple orosz there, bu I had fun saving it!)

£888§

T, ve nlayed crazy make-believ =-humoring mel! Rosemary insisted I must sse tiHr
swankiast storc=-in a beautifu shonpineg mall, We marched richt through it and T joked
avey to the salesgirls' consternation and perhaps alarm. We couldn't stop lauching
‘s0ft1y together when T snncunced: "Ah, that's the eoldzsn dress I'll wear when I win
the Nobel “rize."

What & hope. They're going to give me the Nobel Prize yet for my
language research? Haw and Hasr!

But Texsns THINK BIG! I forsive now zvery little or
bigger mistake Iyndon Joanson did or nermitted. He was a Texan. So wers we, selecting
solden dresses fo a future more likely to occur when wWe shall den hal-s and flimsy
vestments to chant before the Great White Throne in the Tuture Bv-and-By,

I'm afraid,
folks, your Mee grinned and/or gaped more ferociously than ever--till too-jaw snd low-
er-jaw forever narted company (elmost), while there., The hilarity, the voignant "pre-
tend=-world", took my fency totally! I nearly bousht a broken thermos at a sarage sale
for my future trin. Imckily I saw in time it was cracked.

But things like that were
such fun!

And supermarkets! You know, T nearly also bousht &t one a surplus forest
outfit such as your soldiers mio-t have worn if forests were icy enoush, Tor it was
not onlv in a leafy nattern but nedded to boot. {(just the richt thing for a son -
going hunting dovm hers, it would have been). I was horribly temnted, once again,
but my New Ensland backsround rescued me from needins another bag to stuff it into, as
my leather one was bulsine 1ike s hag car-ied by an old Santa Claus each summer sol-
stice for you (not us...we have-~er, I've pot it mixed. e have the summer solstics
each Ymas, you've the Winter Cne to mstch, don't you.)

Yes, my bag was buleing, Wed
picked it un in a tourist store just before I laft Buenos Alres, when I realized my
canvas duffel-bas wasn't ~oins to make the trio sueccessfully and I wanted a bag of
that shape. HNobody else had scemingly ever wanted a baz of such a shape, for the lea-
ther bas in question in the tourist sho» was disconsolately abandoned in a trash-heap
of "barecains for sele" and delight®ully marked-dovm. So I cot it: Vadim was delirchted
with the texture of the leather, which he said he'd polish blissfully and we'd later
use it for exploring the wilds of Bolivia (when we retire! How we'll do it while .
living in that Texan ranch-house~-or perhaps just in a3 "mobile trailer" narksd some-
where in your vonderful Northwest Rockies, is your worry, not mine, I worry? Me and
£ fred Neuman never dol)

{Books don't look gzood sticking out from sll the sides in a
lumpy disarray, in a bag of soft, ductile leather! It looks like I'm carrying around
gold bars, and it feels that wsy too. (They were go sure, back in Arsentina, later,
vhen I wrestled with porters everywhere over that same bag, that it was stuffed with
gold bars worth scquiring by them if I could only be made to let rso. And 211 my pro=-
tests that there were "just books inside" “ailed to convince them, till I insisted on
paying them off with a mere 500 "old pesos" instead of 500 US bucks as they'd hoped
I would in ransom.))
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Iife is funny. Sometimes I laugh not to cry over us all!

Well, and what else did
we do? Oh, I mustn't forget a real Three-Ringed Circus that had five rines at lecwst
going all the time, and I with only two eyes in my head, squ ntins despmeratelv in
2ll drections not to miss a trick! The Shriners were putting the show on, and they
are a masnificent bunch of real-sood-fellows, I tell you! I vmausad worshinfullv be-
fore. every one of them while woor Rosemary snd Richard kent saying in asdvance of me,
"Mge, come on! This is the way we have -to go!”

T sarr each Shriner as thoush he were
Tsaac Asimov anéd Harlan Ellison rolled into one. Just imapgine how they'd have looked
in the Shriners' glorions »rad and sequined uni‘orms, with fezes aslitter with rold.
(See? Gold is on our brains,dovn in Texas. It infected even me, Neot the sold hid-
dsn away in banks or exchanaes shops, hut marical bis nusgets still awaiting us at
ths foot of rainbows or in every stream==thouzh T supvoszs th2 stresms by now run
throush big drainace tubes uaderoround.)

Ch, snd when real rold is missing, nlastic
o0ld is best. Tinsel r~litters aicely “oo, dovm here, you see., The spangled outfits
of the acrobats in ths Circus put even th Shriners in due course, to sheme, eclipsad
ther totall . Indeed, the snotlights were soon switchzd-away Trom a similerly glor-
ious Shriners' Band truineting and drurming and toot ines with ~usto (and a delight-
ful ringing-of-our-ears as s result). Have I used "delishtful" once too much, ve
purists? Find other words to match for me, then....

Yes, onece the Civcus started :.
and balloons soared and swooped and clovms tumbled snd every imasingble miracle was
performed seemingly effortlessly, I swayad away to new dzpths of wonder.

My only
circus had been years ago in a real big tant in a suburb of Buenos Aires (and I was
all the time fearful it might catch fire or at lsast collepse and trap us all in, it
looked that precarious somehow). It did havs a real elevhant to trot round and
around in the sawdust, to be surs.

Mind vou, that was yz2ars aco., I nresume I've
missed some Three Rins Circuses in Buenos Aires latzsly, while sojurning in our feu-
dal estancia, so vosh and voroud.

Mayhe vou envy me for my memorvy of a "srass-roots''-
tyoe little circus? By all means do! And let me envy you for what vou have! TIt's
not just that I learned to THINK BIG while in Texas. It's that you do have a bhig
population and it would he silly if vou still preferrad little shelty tents with
just one savdust rine insidz, to cram your millions in. (You'd need sf-suthors to
heln enlarge the spnaca by @per-dimensional means ). ) _

Tt was 2 huge, huese place, that
night, with all thz children of Plano, snd everv othar suburb, and Dellas also,
crowded into it--I supnose it was an indoor foothall field, merhemns,

MnA ths beau=
tiful alry scrobsts spun end flew snd the chimpanz2es, 2laphants, horses, nerforming
bhears and vhatnot tried to compete for attantion, and a hundred ton-rate performers
did matchine tricks toszether in their sevarste rincs, and everybody howled with de-
lizht, me tol!

And at lest it wes all over and my rump hurt. I'd sat through thoss

hours of delight unaware of anything but what we were seeing, 211 of ust

, There were
meny nmore things we did in Texas. Another: we visited the local Plano newspaper
and the nrinter showed me all the new electronic devices and what I suppose is
"ticker tape'" with news pouring constantly in, and then printed all in this masical
new wvay. In my "mind's ear" at oncz I heard asgain the heavy thunder of enormous
printing machines shaking the former old building of the Buenos Aires Herland in
Buenos Aires, when I used to dash in there of an evening to lzave a bit of covy with
lovely, white-headed Mr Muir, and earn a bhit extra in that way, all in fun (though
the money was also useful, very much so indeed, back then, when we had all those
kids growing up eround us, b2ing as we both were convinced--then--of the "sin of
birth-control".)



g

I don't know that I can 100% praise this system of gettine canned news from bevond the
local precincts ~o easily, It is verv useful, but does not stimulate local genius

in reporting as did the old system where there were all thosrblenk colums waitinge
desperately to b: filled so a free~lance reporter with & racy style ‘ras welcomed with
oven arms, (As I was, between babies, back then, in Buencs Alres.)

. However, I did
meet an "old-style reporter" elsevwhare also...at the lunch=on of fem-fans v»lanning
the Chicago Combat (er, I mzan con). A darling local lady vopped in, took vhotos,
tried to grasn the gist of ~-hat we tried tec exnlain, thanked us sratefully, end sped
avay to indrm that little villace of our recent nresence. (I still wait in vain for
that issue of that particular little newsmaper.)((I'm not srumbling, mind vou. The
mails are slow. A zine from Jerry Lapidugs to me receatlv, took two yesars by boat.
somehow to arrive.)

MA here's 3till another WCHDIR OF THE WORID, to me...
let me
talk sbout yvour *elephones.

I join with you in bewailing some foreisn activities re-
c:=ntly publicizzd by the raszarchzrs into the doings of I.T.&T. 02, yes, I don't ap-
plaud, be my grin wider than the skies in yvour view. Desth ~rins too...

At the A.T.
&T., mind you, is ewfully nice. (My cousin works for it, so I'd not put him on my
private black-list , in any sense, just becauss your phonzs struck me as sheer "mire-
cle.”) .
1'd alreedy realized it when I disled my way across mliles of space to say Hello
to David Shank--he in Boston (or near it), 7 in the Sheraton in Washington, D.C. And
then at Sheryl Birkhead's, she squandered any smount vhoning all our friends to let
them say hello to me. (Try to stop her doing it? I couldn't., I also totally failed
to subvert or prevent her from filling my bag with coodies for the trin., When I even
tried, her mother turned sternlv to me and said, "You will have to let Sheryl put
those in. If you do not, I shall put them into your bag myself!" Or words to that
effect. I became mighty submissive and guiet, even if she is & lot vounger thasn me,
but hers was the voice of authority in my ears and I dared not stase g silly, useless
scene!)

Well, what struck me wit™ your vhones is that I could hear as well as thousgh
the other party were not S-dey's-journey-by-bus-across-commtry away from me, but right
in the next room. It reminded me of "nlaving t=lsphone” as = tiny tot in Shanpghai,
Tvo tonless tin csns were »unctured in their bottoms (er, lower varts), and the knotted
ends of a lonz string ins-rted in each. Then ona child went into the next »oom not
even tothering to close the door, snd--in the stvle o bygone vhones that had a sort
of tube for sneskine in and another for the esr--ws truvpeted hellos to each othar
with srers "mire c ulously” easy to hzar!

Mnd thus did w2 trumoet hellos anew across
s Continent. "Hello, Rose!' Yes, it's r20lly me, Mae. Yes, I'm comina." "Hello,
NDorothy! But of course I'll comz. Didn't I promise you I would even last yzar?'

"How do you like the States?" they anxiously asked.

"Cecesees!" a shrill squeal of
glee shiversd the wires between us as I squealed inccherentlvy.

Shame on me?
Md you
exnected me to sagy DOWN WITH POLLUTION?
But of coursz I do.
DOWN WITH POLLUTION

EVERYWHERE, MENTAL, MORAL, SPIRITUAL, and LITERAL AS WELL! Ie%'s tackle it, by all
means, and RIGHT NOW! (Pass me the sandwich bosrds, please, and I'll walk along any
main street for you mroclaiming all this and more!) (I just somehow didn't get around
to it last time. I should first have pone to spend two weeks in Pittsburgh, but our
good fan Jeff Schalles of Pittsburgh was sway on his bicycle tour of the emtire Rocky
Mountains, and in due course I missed seeing him by just a day in Seattle, when we
both passed through that town in our different routes.)
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Well, vou can't get away from the telephone gt 211 in Zmerics., This may sound to you
either very good or very bad, depending on whether t:e phone is on or off the hook
when you're seeking s "bit of quiet". At any rate, the phone kept after me wherever
I went, and 1t was an extra delight. For instance, when drinking in Fiddler on the
Roof at the Bothmans it jangled and I couldn't helieve it was for me but it was. It
was Dolly saying, "Hey, Mae, we've been chesinr you half-ascross the country! How vou
do rush around. We've heard from Vadim and h=2 wants to say hello to vou by radio-
vhone. Now here are the instructions--sot a pencil and maper?"
Yes...

Vadim yet,
using your wonderful phones.

Well, that chat af lesst didn't come off, Th2 skies
militated acainst it, scmethine to do with "low ceilings" thet bounce radio waves
whers they shouldn't zec and not where thav should, .
- I weos to weit tc hear from Vadinm
in Pland, Texas. Rosemary was to find some radio-operstor around there who'd receive
the messanre and hook it onto Rosemary's nhone so wa could chet. In Jesus Maria, Av-
gentina, Vadim had a chermins lady ham—operator clreedy lined up, (llow don't you eo
settine ideas. She was elso a whiz, she'd made contacts with the Antarctic and Jspan
and Israel and everywhare, and it was her Fandom, like we hava ours, with ham-fans
sending each other littls souvenirs from places as remote as Timbuctoo, having met by
magic in mid-alr by shesr chance when diddline the dials liks we diddle mimeos!)

Well,
to find a ham operstor in Texas, we went to visit the locsl nolice, Oa, they were so
nice. Rosemary insists I looked scared as heck, and sugrests it is because when you
try to -chat with the police "dovn south" thav moint mechine-guns cautiously at your
belly, "just in case", with all thoses dumb but furious ~usrillzros around. (These
folk I shan't discuss right heres for thay are an enicma the vervy Pope can't solve, and
fiats have not yat been forthcoming on what to do with tham alll)

; Anywray, through
these handsome, homely wolice (and you couldn't see them as "danserous", for they
were such cozy, chatty, frisndly tynes, I was disarmed--not that I had any hidden wrea-
pons on me!), we were introduced to thz locel head of Civil Defense, who collects rare
coing and showed us his collzction. Bub as I say, the ceiling just wasn't cooperating,
for Heaven never lets you have things easy, I guess,

(lv after I left Plaro, did a
cell come through. Some other ham onerator in a nsarby county had nicked up the call
from Jesus Meria, asked Rosemary hy »hone if she'd take it, and channelled it throush.
So Vadim told Rosemary to tell me to keen right on my trin, he was much hetter thoueh
he had been guite 11l, as his letters had informed mz which hed mz thinkine of cut = -
tine the trivn short the moment I'd ssid h2llno to Dorothy and Rose and the Busbys on
the West Coast, whom I'd fmith®ully nromised to reach. _I never dreamed as yet just
how 111 Vadim was! Only when I sot a letter in Washinston, D.C., unon my return,
snd read bhetween the linss--due to th2 shakiness of hisg hendwritine--did T panic and
break into tears snd cry, "Get me, nlesse, 2 seat on any southbound jet today!" (&nd
they did, the dear Gillilands.) But this story should be told further on...

As Goary
Grady nov just remarks in his aercgram thet reached me the othzsr day,

"So Vadim was trying to sst you to continue your trip despite his ill-
nass? That is reglly nice, I am always delighted to hear sbo t nice
neoplz." He went on to mention other cases:

"During the sas crieis here when peonle would line up for blocks to get
gas hoursebefores the sarvice stations were evan onen, = woman in Phile-

. delphia , was awekened every morninz by the cars lining up down her block
to get to the servicz station on the corner., Rathar than beinc upset
with not beins able to sleep, she sta ted going to bed earlier, bousht =
bunch of styrofoam cuns, and started servinz free coffee to the people! (For
this shews recoenized by national TV coverage on our larsgest network.)"
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I 1like it. T like it on several counts. She was just bein~ herself, a nice, "every-
day" human being, never dreaming there'’d be oublieity. I like it that the T-V chan-
nel found it newsworthy. I like it that people care to hear about such acts, still.
"Only in America...." (Or perhaps there are other lands as outgoing? I hope so!
England?)

Anyway, the final dey when I must stop'being a Texan" was drawinrs very
near, I1'd talked about Argentina to the class at school of Rosemasry's younger son,
showine some slides (I mean Kodachromes) that would amuse them. It was really fun,
M1 the kid: were laurshing and shouting questions, and in the very front row were
the most engaging black lads asking the brightest and shrewdest guestions of all.
They 8ll asked permlssion to visit us down here snd write to us. I hope one day
they do!

I ourht to talk about that schnol--it is the "open" tyve--no inner walls
separating the various grades, so children really focus thelr attention on their
teachers and learn to ignore things going on simultaneously elsewhere. It warks
in Texas, anyway, under their open skies. Real bright children, those were!

Cn the
last morning, I had =z similar chat for the teenagers of the class of the Hickey's
older boy, at the Unitarian 'Church. WNo sooner over, than we dashed to catch my bus
to take me West.

(But first we want back to Dallas, in that bus, an? there I
changed for another that crossed the northeast border of Cklahoms where our Pickle-
King Ed Cagle dwells. I'd chatted by phone with him at Rogemary's. He has g deen,
lovely voice, makes ladies swoon, tho I didn't quite...but nearly.

(Marvelous tele-
phones indeed!)
Now ry jaunt was really beginnine on the Grev Hound! (Yes, I thoupht
of the term in two saparaste words rather than "Greyhound".)

Inots of old folk had
the same Grevhound Pass I sported wherever I went. In 2ll I went through some four
books of those passes, for they usz up four or more tickets if you are meking changes
of buses en route, as vou g£o. Being an "oldster" myself, I got on snlendidly with
these nice "Senior Citizens" on holiday, alonz with me. They told me stories. ne
concerned a real hero, a man who had to get about only with a wheelchair. But he
too got himself a Grevhound Bass and stored the chair inside the bus's enormous vit-
als, wherever he went, He aven reached Alaska,

Now.'T e¢all that spunk, I'm nroud .
to have heard of him and met many like him besides. James Tlntree in a verv charm-
ing piece in Jeff Smith's zine described some of these desar old veonlz crowding the
edpes of glaciers, in summer, in Canada, -nd he sounded just a bit exasperated, T
suess he isn't old enoush to find them swzet and poirmant and utterly loveable in
consequence as I did., More, in Decatur, Georria, I staysd in Wesley Towers with my
sunt for several deys, eventueslly, and met such & lot of sounky ol? folk, I want ¥
eway proud of the Elder Citizenry of the States, indeed, and easer to match up to
them one dey. The oldest I met was 10%, =and spunky. Boy, was she! Thoush kpet to
her own room due to physical frailty, we did heve s lovely chat, snd my aunt told me
vhat a terror the lady was in her yvouth. (A stenonrapher in New York all on the
side of the Suffrasettes -nd so on!)

[In later notes, Hae tells us some more about
her stay at the Towers...l] My aunt insisted on tellinz ell my cousins and their fam-
ilies how I'd solved even that little oroblem [of keeping clean] en route. I'd
change in a WC at a station, sponre, somshow, change all the undergarments, wash thenm
in a besin or sink (without any hurry, for thare are lots of s3inks and not many neo-
ple around usually in any bathroom), then put the wet clothes we2ll wrung out in noc-
kets of my canvas raincoat to dry somewhat, then the - next evening whether or not
still wet, I could change again, and not offend everybody thus with the dread sin of
BO (Twonk's Diseass, I mean of course!). Also, my aunt sneaked pifts of garments
she just made me wear, not to wear the 'shocking slacks to breskfast to shock all
the dear old people there". Well, she didn't say it but she thought it. So I found
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myself stockinged, modestly garbed in a loose nylon-silk print dress, and lookins
quite acceptable among the dear old folk, age 60 and up to say 100, thronging sbout,
They mentioned me too in thelr fanzine, in due course,?(sure, everybody has "house=-
organs" these days up therz), and here it is: TOWERS TALK (December 197h)...(Page 1h)
GUEST FROM ARGENTINA: An interesting visitor to the Towers in late October was Mrs
Beulah Mae Strelkov from Cordoba, Argentina, vho is ths rece and namesskzs of Mrs E,
G, Mackay. Due to her long absence from the U.S., and wanting to see as much as pos-
.sible of it, she was taeking the lensghty Greyhound 'fmerivass' round trip from East
to Vest and making brief stop-overs at numercus points to see friends or special
points of interest. Shz compmleted this tour by renewing her ties with the Mackay
family in Atlanta, her sunt and cousins, Mr Ed and James Mackey, and Mrs Frank As-
bury, and with cousins in Florida and North Carolina, Mrs Mackay has had word of her
safe return by jet to her far-away home. Her engacging personality made har comins a
very svecial event to all her kinfolks. ;
- [¥otr hack tn *he Report proper...] You folk
ith your Women's Rishts have heroines anlenty if wvou just should so shoppings-around
for same, as did I! Lovely, lovely old ladiess everywhare in your U,S.A,, very will-
ine to tell you such storlies as you've never heard. I lonsed to stay and write that
lady's biorraphy, belicve me! (Or my ovm aunt's. Just as fantatstic, it would seem
to us all!) 2 :
Here now I will pet out the earlier manuscriyt to include some details
Jotted dovn rirht after I not back. But first, o confession, re "Dawn in Albuguer-
que" (say around 5 A.M., when the bus dumped us at a little Mexican-style eating
nlace to go off and fix its own innards.
Now, here's a question: "Would you dare to
phcae Roy Tackett in Albuquerque st 5 a.m., if you ware Maz
_ Years ago we had sorme
tiffs about the Brothers from Space (UFOs to you) "led by Jesus", if you please.
(Ask the Wollheims, they will recall the excitement I was facing dowm here back in
196k and 1965, before I got out of the hoo-hew, fed up and diseruntled bv the nutti-
ness, Don once thousht of doing a book with me using the crazy LoCs all sbout it
that I sent him around then. He nearly did, but went and wrote that book on SF in-
stead.) To trace the whole story, you'd have tooloock up old CRYs of gbout that per=-
iod, maybe even & bit earlier. Also Art Hayes went and pubbed o translation I made
purporting to be a MESSAGE WROM THE MASTER circulatine here rirsht then, It must
have been pithy. A locel lady of the Catholic pzrsuasion when she read my trans-
lJation was so furiocus, she cried, "Why, you should be burned at the steke for circ-
uleting this!” (And she mesnt it. Only yzars later did she stert lovineg me arain,
g hit, I won her hack to friendliness bv sending her sorie hectoed illos, Yyou see, )

Nowr it so hanvens Roy suffered from my UFOlic phase, and when I lately unearthed
some stuff on Myths I'd written about that time (rewritin~ it, now, to send Tony
Cvetko of DIEHARD), Roy's subsequent loc therein sounds not verv hayny.

He had pub-
bed lonz aro in his zine (had Roy) my defenses of the existence then of UFOs dovmn
here, accepted as real even by the pious president of tha time, here. Well, they
"existed " then, if not now, end were so visible to 81l and sundry in due course a
brilliant Jesuit announced he balieved in them to. (/n astronomer called Padre °
Reina.) But then later anew, enother Jesuit over T-V has since deplored all this
True Believership of our populace. In Argentine macazines (in a piece I saved), he
explained that when we see saucers it's just the ectoplasmic projection of the view-
ing crowd. Do Virrins also develon from such ectonlasm? (When viewed by multitudes
of the Faithful?)

Anyway, it's all old stuff, water under the bridges crossing back
to M1 Our Yesterdays, so forget it. The pdint is, I DID NOT DARE PHONE ROY TACK-
ETT SO I DID NOT PHONE HIM AT ALL, but kinda skulked in the eating place very ouiet=-
ly. I might have phoned Mike Kring, but he's at the airbase, add I didn't know if
they'd either aporove of rousing him at 5 in the mornins,

. Qur pys left Mbuquerque
around 7 a.m., in due course....
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I slippned away like a rhost in the shadows, from there, Sorry. I should have drov-
ped by and wretled mightily with Roy over UFOs, shouldn't I?
Shouldn't I, Roy, hey?
(Silenc=! Very disapprovingly....)
But nor, to auote & bit quietlv, docilely, sengib.
ly, solemnly, from my eerlier MS, when I was feeling that wavy, a bit...
Well, here's
a niece from the older bock-length mccount dashed off soon after my return. (Ehapter
Seven of it, titled DOWN THE OLD TRAILS)., Very seriously it runs:

: .+ Perhans Smeri-
cans cannot bgast of having a "Conquistadorial Highway" full of traditions, w7ith mon-
uments of Jesult Baroque along it 2ll orer ths nlecs., 32But you Yankzes do hgwve the
equivalent in tha famous Missions of the South and Yest and elsevhera, These I
would no . teke tim= off to visit, as thay were not on th- route manpn2d out for me
which would teke me to the homes of many fans, while I sketched thus a great figure-

. elght a8ll over the North American continent, crossing my own trail at St Louis to anc
fro, seeilng twice that fine simple Gateway to the West, loomine hisgh with the sunset
behind it as I went westward, and a male sky of Easstern Incdustry behind it sthen T
treveled back east!

Noneth=212ss, I was followines your old trails nov tos, across the

Btates, sboard this sir-conditionzd bus I found so corfortsbls. I was no lonrar sit-
tinm crouched in e coversd waron fearful of rustlsrs and bandits, to bs sura, bhut
the adventure was os resl =28 it ever was. To me still, it was 211l "The Great Unknowr
I was entering, vassins through. (True, I'd been in the States as e baby, till the
age of four, in Colifornia , ond azain at he acz of ten for a y2ar, visitinz friend-
and relations with my folks, so I wnsn't totslly a strem:2r. But things sure had
changed!)

In the older MS .I'm glancin~ &t now, I see I guoted from Jeffrey D, Smith’
PHANTASMICON II, what Chelsza Quinn Yarbro wroie:

"By the time you pet to ba sixty (I think) the brain is = place of in=-
credible resonances, It's packed full of life, histories, processes,
patterns, half-glimpsed esnalosies between a myriad levels--a Ballard
crystal world place. On2 reason old people reply so slowly is because
every word and cue mekes a thousand references,”

Very vperceptively said, What you expect from fans. Young folk, so aware, all of
you!

I noticed this sbout more then one delishtful oldster I m=t on the trails,
highways and byways of your America! I hove it develops in me, =t last, this slow-
ness to say snything., (Not much hope, but one can wish it, end I'll trv vhan I'm
sixty two vears hence,) :

Sixty, of course, to most of you seams far, far away. A
dear young zirl in our ffrican APA confessed in har contribution to one mailing ,
that she doesn't want to live long, when she's sixty she will dntifully put an end tc
her suddenly useless existence.

(I mioht put it off till sivty-one, personally....

How I chuckled vhen I read her declerstion., I'd have asrsed in my time with her,
were I younmer, I often wondered gbout th2 "uselessness of th: o0ld" when I was very
very yvounr., I don't include in it my beloved own crandmaw, that is to say, I didn't
But there were some awful oldsters we had to cone with, toc be sure. Toteally unconebl.

§5556

Beyond Albuquerque westwards the scenery was hauntingly strange. I had never seen

quite such views before, You'd never believe Albugquerque itself is 5,000 feet above
sea=level, surrounded in the distance by those bleak, ghostly hills further away. I
recall saying in e loc once to Roy Tackett's eternal DYNATRON, "Writing to you here,
5000 feet nearer heaven than you are,”" upon which he gloated that he was that hieh w

near heaven there too!



=20

But as we rolled on and on throuch those shostly spaces in that early rcrey dazm, the
entire scenery on every hand--dry, shadowv, bleak--was not at all like the Albuquer-
gque I had imagined when I used to visualize the Taketts there, vears aro. I'A "seen"
them in bright sunshine with Mission style architecture around, and brilliantly-hued
cardens and fountains and the like.

; Of course, I didn't zet to explore the city of
flbuguergue itself. I was Just another zhost »assing through it in the night, or as
davn lent her pearly-greys to increase illusions.

After a while, I dozed a bit and
missed very likely some spectacular desert scenery, but it couldn't he helped, The
whole bus was full of sleeping beauties like myslef right then, but the driver stayed
no doubt awake since here I still am! (Occasionally drivers do doze, and I am sure
T saved us once in the Canadian Rockies from crashing, by charmins a driver back
awake with my--er--smiles! Well, that's ancther story I may reach perhaps, even vet,
in this talel)

: Around this tims in the trip, and opnressed with worry about Vadim,
I began to pet a strange feeline I hadn't had at the start, Ths Orphic myth begsn to
haunt me vhere Eurydice must wander throuch s Shadow Lend of Hades and could not 2o
back to Orpheus, and I thourht of the Grey Hounds that rsuide the Dead in old myths.
The sbtranece wild scenes bevond our windows enhanced it for me. And inside the bus,
the icy calm of the air-conditioned interior seemed glmost 1lifeless to match, as
though I we»s in a catafalgue in frozen slumbar, with the other old folks sleening
there with me.

t wos an impression that struck ms morse richt at this spot than
anyvhere else durin- the journev, (That comes from roins in for myths. end symbols
ti1l they haunt vou back at last, I ruess!)

Right then, it did seem like the jour
nayinge would be never-ending, How many hours by bus was it from Plano to my next
stop-~Flagstaff? I'm trying to remember. A dsy and g half? Let me see...l left .
Dallas sround noon. I zot into Flapstaff late the next afternoon, sav around five.
Not quite a day-and-s=half but it felt lonrer, believe mel

I bezan to wonder if I had
it in me to to travel thus endlessly and everyvhere....
It tekes 2 while, I guess, to
get one's "second wind"!

By noon that same day the scenery had tobally transfigured
itself, as we reached near the top of the Divide., You didn't have any stsrtling -
climbing to do, fiot like the Blue Ridge, for example), just a slow and almost imper-
ceptible heightening going on a2ll the time, Here and there in the now blazing sun-

“shine with the clearest blue sky within reach I have ever seen, 1'd see sismbosrds
annowncing places to turn aside, to visit Indien ruins, "the painted desert", "vet-
rified forests", and the like, How I loneed to stop off to see tham all. I envied
youth, free to hitchhike in any direction, with a nagck-on-tha-back in the most anc-
ient way. (Pak! See mv 19 nages zlready mimeo~raphed on THE (REAT GODS DANCED re
thet 0ld term.) ' '

Yhen the sun was right over us, (almost within {touchineg distance--j
‘just a hripght, hot little sphere like a tov), we stonned at a smag-station for coffee
cr the like, T cot an ice and licked it in the bliss of revertins to my second-
childhood, cutside, wrlkins up and dovm and "nretendine"..."If T could live here al=-
weys, I'd like it a lot, in this wild, free, open nlace!™ Indian-featured vounsg peo-
nle were workins neerby. They looked nreat to me! T thousht I saw an Indian-style
hemlet in the distance....
A mentleman came up to me and asked, "Did I hear you say
in the bus you're from China?
"YES."
"Did you ever hear of? CGeorse Mason there?"
= "Yes,
!" W

he was my grandfather!" (I was excited, vou bet.)

"Well, there's a book about him
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him the Baptists are publishing now,"
"Oon, I'd like a copy.”
He promised to get me
one, Mails permitting, it too may reach me in a year or two...

Mind you, I wouldn't
fit the ideals maybe of the Baptists even now, though I think thev've evolved since
"Back Then", haven't they? I remember sayings to Dolly, after meeting a funny dear
Baptist or two at the beach, "Oh, they're so sweet! I could dron out-of-sight in
all the dear little toims of Americe visiting around with these darling Trus Believ-
ers like her and like him, and ecet lost totally for several vears."

(Poor Dolly—-

for zn instant, she almost looked alarmed!)

fnother thineg those Crevhound huses,
after you've ridden them for days, weeks, endlesslv. Thev rat to feel likz home in
a Strange Land. Vhen they dump vou st some wayside station temporarily, all the pas-
senrers cluster forlornly around sippnins scft=drinks or coffee out of disposable con=-
tainers, studyings their watches earnestly, then the clock on the wall, then their
watches again, then they peer reproachfully out becansa the bus still hasn't returned,
and this zoes on for helf an hour or sc, while I in such coses step nimbly to the
ice-water fountain, nretendinz I heve &s much calm and unhurried contentment as the
lesping waterfalls of the mountains afar, forever rushing, forever stayinmg still in
their plece!

You know, durinz the trip it soon dsmmed on me that if I didn't open rmy
mouth and display my English accent, (some insist it's more Irish, and of course by
nov I do telk in an "Anglo-Argentine" wey set by the meny Irish people in this coun-
try), I could nass as just snother typical American, belonging just as everybody -
does, in the States, who learns the ropes. (Which button to nunch, which lever to
pull, and so on, to set coca=colas and sandwiches wherever you go!)

Talkine about
buttons to punch, my 1lsst act in your country was to '"Make-a=Crocodile" in Miami by
punching the right button and watching the melted plastic run into a lLittle form. The
result (thet burned my fin~ers when it povned into its allotted slot for me) now
stands humbly before a silver Buddha from China, with Lao-Tze on the other side fac-
ing him, on his buffslo, on our mantlepiece over the front-room's pgrate,

: I'm verv
fond of my Yankee Crocodile, I made "all by mvselfl!" It is a symbol of the country
and grins even wider than do I! Don't zet offended. You are not all crocodiles hy
any means, Neither am I. This is all just s ficure of smezch! Frown, and you von't
he mistaken for one,

There, at the ton of Americz, licking my ice, 1 also said to
a fellow-traveler (in the h=rmless sense of thet term, to be surz), "y, I'd like to
live here always!"
' She masped, "food arecious, But there's nothinz here to dol"

T

did not try tc explain but locked lovinrlv out at th2 bricht red hills, drv and
sandy, at ths Indians, at the Wilds, the Wilds you have too, as much as do we here.
"That makes you think &nly in the Andes are there any vereining Wilds in this World?

. Back on the bus it was so bright outside, I dozed agzain, From the burning, lovely
heat, back into the refriserstion! Who could fight off the sleeviness that stcle
over us as a result of such a change?

' But I learned to sleep two winks then peep
out one, snd sleep another two. That way, I caucht every hundred yards another
glimpse of the scense! I don't think I really missed seeing very much. To be sure,
I registered most of it at a subconscious level, as a res;ult.
' And between sleenine,
when my fellow passengers awoke, we all began chattering likes happy hens and cocks
in a coop, anew!

Behind, some young folks groaned.



-2P -

§§§§

The reason I got off the bus at Flagstaff was that I'd faithfully promised Dolly Gil-
leland not to miss seeing the Grand Canyon, no matter what else I didn't get to see.
I assured her I'd do that "unless it's raining.”

It was so bright and clear there
was scarcely a cloudlet in the sky. So I got off and prowled throusgh the bus-station
in the wake of a lot of Important Visitors to the Canyon from Germeny and every land
imaginable who had materialized with me, (Well, there had been anothzr bus or two
from here and there, stopping around the time we arrived too.)

[ ' The Glermans were SO
very German, with their vortmanteaus, 'mackintoshes, and whatever they csrry on long
journeys, anywhere, I may not use the right terms, but the had them under their

. arms, in their fists, and over thair shoulders, all these adjuncts to beins a Proner
Traveler,. :

I dracmed along on my rear behind me my own very~heavy-Arpgentine-leather=-
bar, much too loaded by now even to 1lift, and stood to the rear of them 211 to listen
and learn what next I should do.

"Haw, haw," came the cultured voices bzafore me. "We
haf reserved in the Hotel (so-and-so) two rooms. Veel you check by phone to make
shoor we ara axpected? '
When they all had said their sey, I came up to the counter
in my turn without a Haw, haw, and inquired, "What are they charsine out there for a
room?" (Bzcause I had thoroughly made up my mind I was NOT going to pay 15 dollars
a night, even for just one night. It sezemed exhorbitant. I'd already been warned
you couldn't zet a room for less, out there),
"Pifteen dollars a night, ma'am."
"Oh!"
.said I. "Nothinr cheaper?"
They ecave nme a dirty look.
£s I continued to look appesgl=
irdly dovn at the little man behind the counter and wouldn't o away, he muttered,
"Well, you could sleep out under the stars."
I must have looked as thoush I thought
it a good idee. "Can you?' I asked rather hovefully.
"Well, youns folk camn, but--"
he studied me very doubtfully, , :
' "Can I go there and return the same day?"
' "Yes. There
is a Bus leaving risht now, and i* *urns around and comes back after half-an-hour's
stay.
"I'11 take it."
"Thet'1ll be another~——={(whotever)=-, ma'am,"
"But isn't it in-
cluded in my pass?"
"No, ma'am."

"Oksy, T'11 pay it" (It may have heen two dollars.

I forget. But I wasn't coing to waste money left and right shimelessly, knoving
what sacrifices my friends—-all of you=--hsd made to contribute to the Fund, I was
goinz to spend it gettinz about visitine fans, that was what. But the Grand Canyon
could scarcely be cellzd a Fan!)

"y I see your pass-port?' said he, as though I
micht very likely be another undesirable alien sbout tc hole up in those wilds, some=-
how.

I showved it. He looked disanpointed but duly noted down its number somewhere,
gave me my ticket, and waved me along to the bus, waitinsm outside.
The Germen tour=-
ists were already installed in it, looking ready to take in all the beautiful -
scenery very nroficiently. So was I, .
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The trouble was the sltitude, I guess. Before we knew it (and thesre wasn't even re-
frigeration in that bus, by chance), I noticed ry good fermens nodding their heads.
Delightedly, I realized, "Why, they're asleep!"

I stayed watching the scenery.

It
took another five minutes (or more even) before I joined them in Slumher-land.
Though not as deeply, for I'd perfected the technique of "sleen two winks, then wake
and peep then doze anew two more winks." '

Mnd thus we rode into the golden sunset of
those heights , those golden forests of early autumn, the golden wilds.,

: Behind me I
heard Snanish spoken and two forlorn little peonle peered timidly out, wide awgke, I
8lso heard soms Japanese further beck. It was an International Convention, hut no=-
body chatted with his or her unknown fellow passenmer on that bus, anyvway.

As for
the two little Spenish-spesking people, (an elderly man and his wife), I met them
arain later at the Canyon ané talked with them in their tonpgue, and they hugged me
like a long=-lost friend, but we evoided exchansing names, "just in case". They were
from Argentina, too!

Well, since it hadn't rained to keen me from thz Grand Canyon,
I now nut a new proviso up as to whether I'd stey the night or now. Tor ten dollars
I'4 teke a room. Not = penny more. Yes, even if, as everybody assured me, "Fifteen
is the very cheapest there."

So we resched the nleseces at lagst and stopped hefore the
swankiest hotel firstly. German tourists poured off, and were met by bowing uni-
formed porters, hepling thenm in.

We then rode on to a less majestic place, "The ~
Bright Anmel LoAdse". Everybody trooped in to get their rooms. I lurked behind till
they were all given their room keys, then went up and saidfirmly, "Got any rooms for
ten bucks?"
"o!" said the clerk. "But we have some for fifteen."
; "Oh, then! I guess
I'I1 go right back with the bus.”
"Oh, er, wait. You alone?"
"Sure I'm alone!" said
I defiantly. (Make something of i, was my attitude.) :
; He beemed. He reached for some
more ledsers and papers, ruffled them, looked surprised. "Why! I do beliasve we have
a room for ten." o
"ell, I'1ll take it," and I wrote him a traveler's check.

Then I
wvent out in the mystical evening lisht and discovered I'd have been an absolute IDIOT
to have gone back when the same bus did.

Those pastel hues! Th=2 full moon was ris-
ing at one end, the sun settine at the other, sbove that Canyon, and every voice was
stilled. Tourists tintoed and whisnered, as they gazed, I slipped by them all un-
Seen...

Chinmunks (or were they squirrels?, there, are so tame, they vose for Cerman
tourists: "Hans feedin~ squirrel from hand", such nhotos would duly be labeled back
in Germany ot last, I'm sure. (Meybe with an added, "Grand Canyon in Backeround".)

I have somewhere in the debris I brousht heck with me (as memories!) among the travel-
folders, mans and napars and zines, sketches I made with wax crayons at the Canyon,
I mean to hecto them one day (when I find them again.) (Real soon now!)

The next
mornine I breakfasted on a delicious icecream cone or two,. (Vho needs more in Amer-
ica? Vhere else can you zet good icecream?) I'd given up my room-kev at sunrise to
enjoy a full day outdoors, and left my Wondrously-Bulgineg-Bag at the desk for them to
keep for me., (They loved me for sivins up the room that esrly, bs surel)
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0ff I went for a stroll alonr tha Rim, towards the Havasuoai house promised us (in
the notices alon~ the weay) to exist at tha end of that lon~ and lovely trail.

: . At one
snot, the haiocht wes nmiven at ovar 7000 feet (I don't rvemermber exactly, and I've lost
whatever notes I must have made, I'm sure.) You zoormed up--your feet not gquite
touching the pathway--alone the curline inclines with 2 thousand (ten thousend?)
feet of precipice to your left, so near you felt like clutching at a smarled old
pine as you peered over, cautiously, here gnd there! The pines were all beaten into
fantastic shapes, no doubt the winds in winter there must be terrific! But it was
the start of fall then..,actually it was Monday, October the 1lst, of 10Tk, (I have
the date in my older account, done upon my return here last year.)

With on2 of the
canyons I even wrote vhile there, this bit of "ncetic" exultation (for it really gets
us alll)...

"At Bright fneel Lodge's Terrace, 2bove the Grand Canyon. UWe are here over
7000 feet high, yet higher soar the great birds that plunge into the chasms,
while above us jets fly constantly and sketch their broad vapor trails -
crigserossed in mystic-szeming netters one feels one ourht to nomoreh:nd
but can't. They are of the future, but the Canyon is of thz past.

"On thz bright rim-walks and terraces everv world-lansuage is sooken...brisk
German tourists lure squirrels to nhotosrasph them: anxious Latins stroll
timidly by. I can alwavs recognize them! Indians watch us sll, meanvhile,
from the terraced rock sardens whera they work silently--thev, the trus den-
izens of these spkndors, not we!

"The Canyon yeyms beforz us with all its dainty hues. Its vastness ensulfs
us,..we agre dwarfed: German, Latin, Amarican, all! And it takes hold of
us; we do not want to go away. Yet when it first struck our retinas, the
wish to flee such grondeur wes strong end I for one hardly dared remain.

I felt so stranded and alone. But I am alone no longer=-nogw I have the Can-
yon forever as a friend!"

Thinking it over now, I'd rather be a tiny midget at the edee of the Grand Canyon,
than a mighty giant at the edge of a tiny crack in the earth.somewhere., A4nd I'd
rather be a twentieth-century child at thz edge of a Universe toc vast for our com=
prehension, than a medieval True Believar back when tu= Dun and Planets obediently
circled our little globe! I'm more at homz :

I spent all that bright day outside.
I even went down a trail (with mule-drovpings fresh upon it for the mule-train had
taken tourists dovmwsrds earlier still that day), and I kept goinc lower and lower
knowing it wouldn't be hard for me to maks the same sveed up agaln (despite warnings
in orint on metal plaques that it takes twice ag lonz to come back up than it takes
to g0 down). Then I settled dowvn to do some sketchine and watch the tourists trot-
ting by. The downward crowvd went whizzing along, The return convoys of neoples
cravled and nuffed., One young couple was real stalwart, however, with a two-yesr-old
child on the dad's back in a carrving-sline., (Yanks!) I saw them trottinc dovmwards
early in the mornine, Three hours or so later they were climbine up as nonchalantly
and swift. "You didn‘'t reach the bottom?" I cried,

"Sure, we d4iAatl"

they grinned,
oroul as could he.
They'd certainlv kept themselves in trim!

I then went into one
of the tourlst showms clineing nrecariously to a rock juttine over the brink, to buv
e nostcard and also = stamp in those fancy stamp-vending machines, which card I
wanted to post right there to Dolly in proof that T was here in the flesh indeed!
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As I went outaide again to write the messase, the Arrantine counle on a banch nearby
gazed wistfully st me. They'd slready seen me skatchine so I let them have a look

at the results and talked in Spanish. How they loved ms after thet! I 2t them
have a gtamp too, for them to send a nostecard to their son "somevhers in the U.S.A.",
end they mevz me g dims in return, and we discuss:zd ths stemp=vendinz machine that
shortchansed vou. (Well, it is a business desl of the shop in question and perfectly
legitimata, es I explainzd to them.)

Poor dz~ra, 1t szems they'd had o narketly
wretched time wherever they want, end when I assured them I was having the tims of
my life, thsey told me sorrowfully in S» nish, "It's hecaouss you belong."

How 3cd...
Can't evervhody bzlongeveryvhere? Fael ot homz and welcomzd Just evarywhare on
Earth?
When will that time ba?

I met the coupls smein in the FPlagstaff bus-station,
wvhen we'd left the Canyon forever in our wake and must o onto our savarats destin-
ations in the U.S,A., after which w= would zeparately return to cur Argenting--sach
to a different tyne of place here too, naver to mest arain, (Though thay did t211
me thet if I ever want to such-snd-such a town in ths Areentins orthwast, ir ths
curio-shon facine the biggest vlaza I must ask thair son vho owned the store for
his parents =and he would tske me to visit them. But they still didn't give their
names, cautiously.)

Can vou beot 1it? DTid vou zver inve on 2xnerizanes of th2 sort
with s fellow-yank? I never did, believe me., They all wanted to give me their
names and addresszs, till in self-defence I gesvs them first my name end eddress in-
stead and told them to write me first. (And soms 4id.)

Yora! « Ister, on tha ilet
roins south (to Mismi, thin chanmine j2ts, on enother ~oins Airzes to Buenos Airas),
I had sncther 1ittls old freentine 1ady as my travelin~ companion, and shes also
Aidn't cive me har nsme, thouch she clunr to m2 each tim: the Jet seam2d gbout %o
nlunse too recklzssly dovm te thz n2arsst airadsrt, at least in her viaw, Sie tcld
rne alsc such sad storiss, I falt rmy hsart blsed for them 9ll--2ll her class, so
aoo0d and efraid of ILife on this World, and of Eternal Life or Desih in the neXte-
vherea, 1f yvou don't wateh out, you don’t even diz bubt burn and burn and bural

Angd
this too 3 ta2 diffsrance batwsen the Twiz Americas, ncvar so realistically faced
by me till then....

§558§

My ovm bus came in only around two in the mornines, and was already so packed I had
to sit in the vary back szat with the wall of the W.C. to the rear. (Not that I com=
nlain about WC's on most all of your busas, We could do with more on OUTS .+ )

Any=-
wey, beside me gettlzd a vounrish chep, bir and burly and with a voica I'm sure Ed
Cagle has too, (Very sllurins inde=d, and deso in ths chest!) I'm afreid I was
desperately sleepy and failed to sporeciate such & stroke of gnod luck, but I let
him talk while I secretly dozed, vhile deceivine him with my Chs and Ahs &t the
risht mauses in the coaversation's flow.

Mvway, I remembzr most of the story and
vas charmed. It seams he'd worked his way throurh collere, (vas, of course, anocther
tyoical ¥enk!), end he'd done this bv takine on nart-time jobs in rollinm=mills,
shoveline rad-hot steel nletes out of th: furnace, from hzlow them somehow. I
couldn't quite visualize it, thoursh, rememberins color photos in masazines of
rolline=mill technolo~y helned. H2 sssured me nohedyv conld stend that fierca heat
for more then ten minutes at ~ time and so ha had workad the shift with another
vounre. fellow, so one could haul the other out, if need be, from the hest,

As he
spoke, my licht .dreams were scattered with visions of flamln~ furnaces and the dark
wos ablazs with their fizrly lisht., But I didn't rselize wvhen he suddenly was
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"eone" (e hed to chenrz buses alons the way as he was en route to "Barslow" while
I was bound instend for "Bakersfield", next.) But, as I say, the blaze he had kin=
~dl=d in my imaginatipn avoked anew the hsuntine ssnsation I'd sotten in Albuguerque,

of beins another Eurydice alone in a subterranean fltzrnats World somshow, vhere
only with the Hound of Chogtly Termends, silverve-srey like o pghost itself, was ona2
safe

md so I slant till the morninz....
Jaxt ip the ranuscrint writiten last
vear richt after I ~o% back, is the chapter "'Hesth Flickerins Tree=Shadows", sbout
Bakersfizld an? the lovelv time snent thers with Dorothy Jones--a whnole week cf
restful hours ¢f enjnvin~ T-V, ocoins “or drives, ooins out for wigits, rolns~ to
lots of nlaces and ~ettin~ tha feel just 2s I'A dons in Texas Soo, but thas hichlisht
was thet ni~ht I've already included in wv “farch 1275 zine, =ad that everybodr's
mentionad thsy loved readins sbeout.

I vill copy out thz varsion from thz zine for
vou, nov... (I was a®raid it mieht seem too s2ntimental but nohody comvlained of
thatl) ...Dorothy tcok me by car one evaning 4o on outdcor Piilharmonic Concart,
beyond or near Lakze fing, cutside of Bakersfizld, California, and it is somethine
I shall not soon forgzt. Trus, by now that memory has dirmmed to 2 soft glov of
Jack-o=lanterns on »nicnic tables, but my ova lantern the wind dblew out and we did
not lisht it again. ‘Many a family was nresent there vhen we arrived in the nark,
wvaiting for the concert to becrin. Dear old ledies, and vounz mothers and children;
prandfathers, spouses, friends; everyonz! It was a rezl family eathering of an
entire big community. :
And between the nicnie tablas in the cool evenine, strolled
tha youn~ zirld who seresnaded us with their violins...they nlayed mv favorite tunes
from Fiddler on tha Poof that added to the swaeinsss of the occasion for me. (Since
I'd just seen the move ovar color T=V at Railee Bothman's and loved it1)

The ~irls
nassed us now with dreaming exoressions, and a naacaful 1look that made them sz2em
anrmels in dissuise. Thev wore lon~ covms in mastzl hues of the same cut and nettern,
in minks, blues, creams...cach Aiffarentlv colorzd. ~And these girls ware Japenszse
Philinino, Puerto Rican, Mexican, Black, blond and what havs veu.,..21l so Triendlv,
united, an? playin~ these perfectly marvelous brave tunes, £nd I wanted to hum all
o them, but 23 tc blink beck tears as thev »nassed., And I wvanted to huc 211 those
sweat little o1ld ladiss with th2ir children an?d srandchilAren beside them, enjovino
it with me. fnd Dorothy, tnoo, so menerous, so swveeb-soiritied!

"These are my meo-
nle!" The wind male me rememher as it vhisnered to me anew...my n20ple, ynur Deo-
ple ...ours!

And I thousht in return, '"'other, keen them safe!" TFor who but Earth
Herself can protect Her peonle in these Aangerous, crvel devs?

‘ nd my joy mounted
with th= hirh, sweet voices of the violins in the nish%t, 2nd I knew that my grand-
rnother wos also somevhare there in the shadows with me, delishted that her "Beuleh
Mae" was home szain and havine such a lovely time, She too, with the Wind, was try-
inm to say to me, "Here yvou belongh"
Silently, furtively, in the flickerins tree-~
shadows, I began to cry. ‘nd it was not the sullen rrief of resentines our own nor-
tality that had me in its thrall, but rather the sweet high cryv of a vi-lin nluckin~
at the heart to remind us all, "But we must mo...and we know not where. Yet Love
speaks to reassure us, and we return to the Heart of Things, whersver we W

And
indeed but Grandma was very near me in the shadows, and ry Jack-o-Lantern cot blowm
out by the eddies of her vassinm. No other lantern went outb, that nisght, anywhar....

Well,.,.thet was the story as I told it and Dorothy will confirm that it is all ner-
fectly true. We even armued as to whether to hother to reli-~ht our Jack-o=lantern
again or lat it be, and decided aphinst i4.
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Az:d hy A1d T select that 1itt e virnetts ot of 2ll the hamnenines wvhile T was
acause

the U.S.A. to start off with in my zina2? T don't ktnow.... Do vyou? Perhaps b
I'm just "bloody-sentimental”, in a ZInslish wav.

T nad other lovaly times at Doro=-
thy's, but this story is rettine too lone, I might have shtayed enother wee hut I
was c2tting more and more worris? over Vadim's health, deswnite thz fict the letters
fro him T found awditing me gt Dorothy's assured me he wss erain fine, but T know
him and couldn't he sure.

So I hurried on...this time Southwsrd to Huntinston Beach
to visit the Horsues, Rose and Bill and their three children, really verv old friends.
I mean, I've known Rose as lone g5 Ed Connor's been nubhineg his formar MOEBIUS TRIP
and we got 3cquainted through having mutually written lces to that zine! (How long
amo v s that?)

Tat's a terrific route thz bus tock uz alens, throush 3 gr2at arid
canyon, up aad up firstly we traveled into the clouds, then dowm the other side
steanly, where we could lock unon =m'bhezutiful grtificial lake, and still further
dovm and into hazy fertile vallays full of Celifcrnians livine in their nerennislly
sunny (or parhaps it mav be sometimes smogeay?) lives. But thev stay there becsuse
they love it, ohviously. Try to tell a Celifornian "Texas is nicer." T didn't., T
-rouldn't, I don't actuslly think so anwav., Everviaere's just =3 nice, wharever T
stayved...

I'd have liked to spend a full weel also with the Homues--I felt tremen-
dously at home, as I'd “elt slzo elaewhera. So mich so at "Marathv's, “or instsnce,
even her dors wersa sorrvy to see me ~o, I was quite suire., AnAd h2r husband, in, for a
day or two from thz rirseafor ha's in oll--said politely, on leave-takinm, "Come
acrgint!" That really de ichted Derothy. "Ye doesn't usuelly say that," she said.
He's & arwvzlous person, hy the way, of the tvne oFf Ya l2e I reallv d> admire; very
denendeh ¢, serious, kind, dirnicied, and rsther reserved, You have 50 manv types,
to he sure,

Bill Focrue is still another tyn2 ~f Yankee whn h2s my hearty admiration,
I cannot preiss him enoursh. Not thet I didn't also fesl that Rose harself is even
more wonderful in real life than she is in her much-valued and enjoyed letters and
locds wz g1l like to mzt. But Bill truly waat out of his wayv to ncks ms feel at home,
cookad up a resl American supper with muffins sv=n at the =nd, told ms a lot of
thinegs I wonted to kno about life in Mmerics, answerins carsfully sverv uestion
I could think to pose, and my summing-up is, "If zvervy Amsrican was like Bill Horue,
it would just be the best place in thz world." (Lots are like him, and so it is
alrzad a very fine land,)

Hz has a tremendous sensz of nersonal responsibility, °
fezls his duty to his job, té -his wife, his childrsn, to his country, and thinks it
all out carefully, planninz shz2ad to achieve the best he can for everyona. Really,
if that is the WASP-tyne "work-conscience", why not d=valop it everyvhere? I have
somevhat of that tyme of backeround on my mother's side, so understand! A consci-
encz almost '"super-sensitiva"!
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Rose took me to the school vhere she works frazly to hdn the tegchers, Shs 1

that task and I see vhy she loves it! The schools I'va seen in the Statas hers and
there awskanced my admirstion. What's so disssteroas shout your schooling svstem anv-
wey? Or heve T yebt to see 'the. ex arples T ourlit 4o denlors. (I'm ne School Insnec-
tor, and my <risits her=s and thare wers merely by chance.)

Haturellv, my criterions
ars nnt vours, I don't =aasure vour woret arainst our bast, I measure your "aver-
ar=s" a~ainst ours.

I wasz sure sorry te have to leave Rose end hexr family so soon,

1
but my feeling that I must hurry, hurry, wes =zrowing stronger, I couldn't tell v,

So shz tock me o the Greyhound Station-—I think it 7as at Ione Be2ach--and off I wansu

azain,
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Long Beach look=2d awfully unfamilier, I'd waded in its breskers when I was ten, 2
long time aro., It had been wild and npen then with just a f2w nice bunsalows alonr
the shores. We loved (my parants and I) to stroll alonrs the sandy hicghways for hours
at a sime, un and down hebween the plots, and admire all the carsefree architecture.
I sunnese those old homes are still therey but snp sandwiched betwesn taller new
buildinss,”I di'n't ~lirmpse a single ons. Or maybe they're pones, more likely, torn
dovm for bhiccer naw homes.
And then the "South Sza Islands" off-shore, ~rith nalm.

tr2es and resort-lookine bulldings, (discuised nil-rizs!) The Isle of St. Brendoa,
" (or Borondon in Son ish aoends, nhantom--annearine end vanishin~--=wouldn't, couldn't,
have surpriszd mes mcra!

I'd selacted for my bus the one taking the costal routs. Un-
fertunately 1t was foegy., OCOr smogey. I don't know which., It was & blindingly
bricht cwtain hanrine over the sea, in any case., The Valley o Ten-Thousand Smokzc
was surely smoking....

When we went through Ios Zneceles and its suburbs, the hair
on ta= nane of ny neck rose, My zoodness, of a2ll the haunting things +o occur'
Here I was back, and familiar landmarks reminded me of s rirl nearly Tifty years
youngar, who had walked between her parents here...going to Glsndale, coine to hear
limee Semple MacPherson (vhich was no triurmh for that Faith, for ny narentv dloa -
proved thenthey watched); going to a nearbv park to ro boat1n~

I sawv the hills,

their outlines, and knew them as I'd knowm them in the way thev'd anvearzad to ths
eye of my childish former self, But what were all these skyscravzsrs? And the
tastic sky-roads we rode, the windine bridges, the cloverleaf "crossines", and =211
23 our bus found its richtful route, curv ns up and un batween stately pillars, an
I saw--was it five levels of curvine roadways above me and balow--I thousht: "I’
THE TUTURE NOW!" And T wvondered... "vhars can I set a photo of this ™"

a8
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I have it
ennraved, of course, in my mind's eve.

But I'd reellv

1ik= a nhoto, if zomeone can
snap it while hurtlines uowards, in a gsteadily-flowinae stras

am of cars!

A1l the fashe
icnshle beaches of California ley to my lsft as we vod2 northwsrds nov. The breaik:
were just as I ramerbered them—-hure! The sands as invitine snd nice. I watched
swvimmers carrying surfboards in. Thev sll seemed so carafree an’ casual, Lifs is.
more relared even if you feel mors 1ts tensions than when I Was thars, so lonz bhe-
Torel

(=]
2k

M1 day we rode, aad I stay=d awsks watchine till niesht fell. I sunpose thea
T dozed, thoush every now and then I'd rlance out and imacine I glimpsed a redwood
richt by thz road. (I hove so.)

It was midnicht when we reach2d the huge old bus-
depot of San Franciseo, which rather alarmed m2 because it wasn't 1like all thz other
bus-deposts I'd found go homey and nice. This was more liks the barns I knew dovm
zouth, passing for trsin depots. (Oh we do have some nav bus depocts, too. But——..0
well-~different. You feel like a sore thumb, sticking out, with no way to hide the
a’ien ocuality in yourself. I rmuess I feel down ha2re in our new crowdad wmlaces tha
way those Argentine tourists felt in the States, Yet tha bygone lrgentina I could
cog2 with easily., Perhaps it's just I'm srowing old, maybe?)

Actually, the differ-
ence here batween "Now"and "Then", (as any oldster will say is the difference also
in the U.S.A.) is that the nopulation is a million times biseger, more rushins, mors
rowded and desperate, than whan I was younes, in any public place. dJust that! /nd w
wa2're not so mood at pushine nast evervone, as we usad to be, when necessary! We're
a bunch of over-fertils rats in a maze and Cod veers in with his Eyes, (speaking anth-
ronemorphieslly). Thz Sun...the Moon...zither! That's vhat primitives, anyway, vsed
to sumnose!

&

MAnvvrav, I was rlad.to chencs buses end =2t out of tha San Francisco bus-
stetion as quickly os I could., Ths othzar bus-staticns misht have szemed like "aome”,

-y
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Not thet one. And the folks there scared me & bit too, I have to confess, Just
there. Not elssvhere, somshow.....Il felt my ame that night.

e even had a bit of
a scare on our bus over the loss of a Pass suffered hyv some oldster, hut it was soon
over, and I merely had to leave mv signature on s form assurinsz the bus company
that as a witness I considered the driver suiltless of whatever had occured, and I
did. (Poor fellow! He was so upset, and tryins yet to jolly us along till the
case could be solved, quickly.)

After that T slent,

But I did rmet to see the in-
credible constellations of lights in th=2 bleck darkness, that must have been Berke=-
lev, I sunnose. Cr mgyhe San TFronciscn itself?

W2 r=ached Redding just bebre the
dsym, and I was ~iven my choice of twro routes I could select for continuing mv jour-
ney, There waes a local bus that would notter slon~ endlesslyv, or en express that
would cut throurh ths territorv of mount Shasta which they said I'd 1like the hest
for sure. So I arresd and am I ~ladl

You ent2r tha Sheste rermion throuzh a sort of
natural rats of rocks that in the daym-1iht clowed with almost humen expressions,
1ik= o0ld Indian Aeitiass smiline a welcome as we rode richt in.

What viaws! I've
never s=zen anything like it, in its way. ‘nd with Fall coming on, the treses swrere
21l ahkze with every color--vermillion wredominatine rirht then! We had a very
friendly Adriver who ohviously loved the scsnery and would quietly point out all the
wonders and keep rlancing himself appreciatively at same too. The lake, for instance,
formed by a dam=-—another of the many such I'd already seen on my journevinzg, And
fount Shasta 1tself with a sprinkling of snow and the nink of suarise still upon it.
It looked easy to climb., It didn't look harder than our hill in front of our house
here, which I've sometimes included in hecto-naintines. But of course, I'm quite
sure it was a decention and it must be a real rusced mountaln whan you tackle 1it,.
©imilarly, from above, in the jet going back south, how miniature and "toylike" were
the volcanos of Ecuador.)

I just hated it vhen we had to leave that resion-behind,
thourh the smiling plains and farmlands and lower hills heyond were worth seeing
elso, But the mountains could not he matched!

I reached Sesttle by ten that nigati,
so missed seeins the last »nortions of scenery due to the dark, (I'm really sorrv
ehout thet.) Mv companion on the hus had been a Cansdien lady =oine "home" and she
was trvins her best to convince me to stay on board and enter Canada with her richt
awvay. (Well, she would have to chanme buses a4t Seattle, ~nd suffer a bit of a wait,
to he sure.)

I snswered, "I'1l see. Fivrst I'll phone riy friends, and sive them =&
chance to mostnene ry comine, in case theyle not shle to nut m=2 up just vet, since I
difn't warn them by »hon2 I'm on my way."
9o I mhoned the Busby's,
"Je'll be there
in ten minutes! Can you wait? Do you mind?"
I was stunned.

I told the Canadian

lady, "Sorry!" Ve exchanged addresses, and then I went outdoors to wait.
At onea2

the Busbvs apoeared in their car!

I certainly had a toppins time with them! PRemenw
ber,we're friends By corresvondence since the CRY-days beck in 1962 or 3!

Seattle's

Fall was less vivid thon “fount Shasta's, but it toc had its golden browns, yellovws
and oranres here and there., They took me to see their favorite places--Buz and Eli-
nor did, knowing me. On one lofty vpromentory above the bay we feasted on blackber-
ries and admired the view snd I took cff my shoes and socks to feel the luciousness
of the clzan white sandy snots on that height,
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But I think the most »noignant deteil was the way Buz end Elinor know so intimately
all the waterfowl inhzbitin~z Greenlske Park, in Seattle itself. Each distinct and
individual bird has its own story. Thay pointed out each personality oresent to
me, with its backsround attached. And I gmot to walk ripght around the entire lake—-
some three miles, briskly--—=snd found I could keep up with Buz easily! Sitting end-
lessly in Greyhound buses hadn'’t turned me into a softy yet! (Iet Grandmaw boast!)

We had fish-and-chin lunches in town and I loved it. With the smell of the sea so
near, it was "just richt". And beer! How I love the Busbys' fannish choicz in
that--bheer! I drank it while readins Buz's published novels, happy to have a chance
to see them 2ll at last. I told him, "Thev're real stories for readins with heer."

"T had a nlass of heer at my side when I wrote them also!" he grinned. They were
glad I wasn't a teetotaller (thoush my mother was, to be sure, beinr of Bantist ex-
tract!) "I'm slad ith not a coca=-cola story!" he added,

In Seattle, I didn't once
net to see MMount Renier, however, It was smospy, Just aftzr I left, I read in a
Canadian newspener, thev had a "Smoz Alert--First in Sevaral Yesrs=-in Seettle'.
Too bad...such 8 lovelv nlace. I'd hava 1liksd to live in one of the high hills °°
there, in the type of hons2a ryou se2 therz built to 2ndurs reel rainy seasons, yes,
I'd have liked living thare too always,

§6888

"Whare are vou coin next?' Elinor asksd me, as shs drove m» to th2 bus-station in
the early mornine, on her way to work. (I stoutly thoush really resgretfully rafused
their insistent invitation to stay lonser, but I felt the nzzd to hurry stroncly,
gt411.:)

"It depends," said I, "I'1ll shop for the nicest route beck, when I'm there,
If T can go via Canada, so ss to see Susan azain, I'1l have a try!"

Mt thes ticket-
counter I was told, "Why, of course, vou can smo that way. There's an express leav-
ing soon for Vancouver. Shell we mark your ticket for thst place next? From thence
you can get a Canadien Greyhound furthzr on!"

I acreed!

So almost at once I was
back on a Greyhound (not quite so icilvy-codled, fortunately), rollinz Vancouverwards
at a regulation speed of just 55 miles per hour. But wvou should have seen the pace
change once we'd crossed the border. (No problem for me with ry British passvort,
of course!) We absolutely HURTLED! We got to Vancouver in no time at sll!

I had
a whole afternoon to myself in Vancouver, on a brisht warm day. Office workers were
vouring out of the city buildines in lisht sarments, =irls oTten wearing hackless
blouses ovntimistically, even thoush to folks from farther gouth, it wasn't such a
hot day at sl1l11

I courht a trolley vhich would take me to the aguarium. (Vancou=-
ver, Susan, is surely a lovely towvm and how hapny I am for vou that vou have this
lovely teachines job in this tep-flisht university risht thers!)

Here, I think I'11
cony out an evisode from = letter sent wrivately to » fannish friend (Ned!), who had
a nood lauch over it, emnarently. Tt concerns "= =nd the Baluza Whale"...

Peach=-
ino the park, I shot alonz its various shady maths, in search of thz fAquarium, and
accosted various trarmps in the process 3o ask them the way, but they only looked at
ne calcwlatin~ly and rather meanly, snat, and said they didn':t know.

Well, I m~o%
there at last, both trotting and practically ruanine, (not 4o miss my bus and still
have time to spend endlessly watching dolvhins and whalss--for I'd never seen anv
in eny aquerium).
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Reaching the bnildine, I found you had to nay quite a lot to get in unless vou were
a senior citizen, in which-case just 2 few nencsz was requested. So I went upn and
asked ensaginzly, "Can I vass as assenior citizen?"
She took one look at me ard
said, "Yes".
(I don't know whethzr I should have “elt nleased or sad, Actually, T
felt pleased, savin- all that monev!)
S0 in I sliipned and hastened towzard the pool
vhere the dolphins and orces are said to leap for their meals.

Soon they did. It
was fun to watch but nothinz in comparison with ny discovary that ir another nool
dwelt two baluga whsoles, the vhite ones of the Arctic., The orcas ere sunposedly
their deadly eramies, hence the caste system used at the Aguarium, keeping them in
separate vools., Funnily, dolphins snd orcas share the same nool and coonerate in
leaping fencily to show off tor thz2 »nublic for their mesls of fish,

: You could study
the balugas through a slass window rcranting you an underwater view., At that same

- wvindow one of the two balugas was as interestedly studvine us humens, vho passed hv.

I don't know vhich of us was the mors curious--the baluge, possibly! /‘nyway, I
tried communicating, like I do with 211 our animals back home, (but failed so shame-
fully in the U.S.A. with the bier black doe and thz racoon, if you recall.)

Yell, T
quietly told ths baluga vhan no humans wers around, that I could omen my mouth nmuch,
much wider than could hz or sh=. The creasture looked skeptical, then opened its

" mouth to a tremendous wideness in proof. I was startled, for it next roared so loud-

ly the glass rattled, (or I suspezet it did. Sunarsonically!)

Not to he outdone, I
naxt informed the belusa, "Oh, sure, vou're just showinr off, But I »et you, 2s
things are now, I could chop vou up in little nieces and eat you all un, too."

It
lookad ot me simply horrified. Surely I was only jokine? It swam sidewas next sc
a3 to fix its tinv he2dy eye the better erainst the thick nane to teke & really sood
new look at me. I was laurchines at it triumphantly, then hzard 2 lot of grunts and
gasps, Glancinz behind me, I found e hure audience of two-lsgred creatures had col=-
lected. Silently I slunk evsy, my hesrt a centive of that baluea whale till novw...

That was my GREAT ROMANCE in North Amarica last year....
§65§§

I zot back to the bus-station in vlenty of time to board the bus setting off for a
nicht journey all the way to Calmary, to which place my ticket was now made out.
(FProm thence I;d have to czhnpe buses to continue on to Regina and Susan. )

But T
wasn't dressed in Canadien "cold-proof" clothes, nsturally. I had the surmerv gar-
ments with me, I'd started off with, in Washington. (Indeed, I had brought from fr-
gentina no winter clothes,rather, departing from that frigid winter in many layers
of surmer-—clothes as I've said, so very practically. Remermber, my mother is of New
England pioneering ancestry, and we're practical to the very bhackbone in our tenden-
cies to thrift!)

But everybodv was sterins at me, of course. They reallv were, and
these folks with their British accents (or more British than American) A4id not quite
aporove of the goose in their midst, when they all were swans, (Or more like furry
bears, the way thev looked.)

Sti11l, I wasn't zoinz to sive up soceasily....
I paid
no ettaention &s my fellow npessenrers described the frost and ¢old end glaciers await-
inm me rish%t chead! T sat tight.
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The bus-conductor put the heatins on., "I hone vou'res warm enourh?' he askad us all.
"The heatineg system needs to be overhanled on this bus.” g
I snuraled under my canvas
raincoat, as thourh 1t were a blanket, tuckad my blue nlastic Greyhound »illow into
mv neck, and weat to sleep, Here I must mention that I was no lonrer lugsing that
gvful leether bag with me, I'd sent it hack 4o Washington, N.C., via Greyhound, and
my worldly posessions were now stuffed into the "Hocket" in the infiatable plastic "pil-
low=bas",
There weren't any extra nullovers within!
' But I still m=ant to keep risht
on & bit more.... and see!
I mean, I'd becom= en old hand at traipsing along all
over the place, totally unafraid as long as Grevhounds could be causht and Grevhound
Bus-Stations remainesd open to shelter the weary traveler! They were my "home-bases”
saving me from any further asssults of "Cultural Shock", I presume.
And besides, if
o0ld gentlemen with wheel-chairs could even reasch Alssks on thils Greyhound Pass, I
ought.to be able to reach even Alaska too if I so wished., (lot this tims, hovever,
I must hurry, hurry, hurry...the vheels took up the rhythm as I dozed.)

As we climbed
the heights in the blackness of that valvety northern nicht, at a rippine pace, round-
ing curves right merrily in a wesy that nroved the sradients must be steen; (and mv
ears clicked to confirm the message), I really rerretted we veren't making tiis jour-
ney by daylisht instead, 2nd not shoard this "nicht exmress", but I'd had no choice.

The little towns lookad so jewellike far below us, now and thaen vhan they'd flash into
view, =nd as suvddenly bz blanked out by more bleck cliffs, as we climbed sver hicher,
coing northeest.

At that moment o nice 1little Csnsdian 12dv sst beside me, Shs was
teking 2 bir bag of roodiss to the weddine of a son., I amorrvy to sav whan she
changed buses further sheasd, and I woke up and found her ~one, I discoversd the haz
of moodies still =t =y feet, With o cry of ensuish I told the bus-driver, "Oh, she's
left her bam bzhind," and he answered firmlv, "I cen't do anythine about it, Bdy!"

- "Then what am I to do with ths ba~?" :

"Put it up on the rack. That's =11 you cen do."
How it hurt m=2. I thousht of har reaching thz wedding-festivities and wondering
whera the goodies had gone. I hone she traced thenm and found them, how I do!

Inyvey,
between dozine, I had looked out while she was still with me, and cried, "What's that?
Searchlights ¥

: "Whewh-why=~I don't—I-—cen't-=" she sounded astonished. "It can't be,
Whv would there be searchlipghts here?"
"Could it=--" I whispered reverentlv., '"Could it
be the furora Borealis?"
"It has to be., But I've never seen it this far south, eso-
ecially not at this times of the yaar,"

Apain the mean black cliffs blotted out the
view, but I was sineging within myself, "Even that, even that! Not just baluea whales
but the Aurors Boreslis said hello to me. Thank you, Ma!" A lurm was in mv throat,

I was so moved.
fee, I felt hanoy that nicht.

Then that dear old lady was gsene, I
rot a new companion, a2 bic burlv minins enrineer returaine to Alaska to the wines to
recoup & venished benkeaccount. (Apparently rarhling was his ruin, i€ I'm to judpe
by his 1life history told me also with the encourarsment of my appropriate ohs and
ahs as I dozed end listened subconsciously.) (It's nice to switch to alphe and bhe
111 at neace".)
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He was truly gloomy. His marriare was a ruin, his children had heen taken from hinm

.and were being brought up as Jehovah's Witnesses by his estranged wife, thousgh he

continued supporting them all. He was so bitter it could bresk your heart, (thoush
personally I find Witnesses awfully sweet, in South America at least. Sort of for-
Torn and lonely!)

He kept pointing out sites where we could be covered any moment by
an avelanche. He sounded very hopeful and rafused to be cheered, He tslked "ava-
lanches" at me ti11l I fell so deenly asleep I failed to hear him depart, when he too
left to catch another bus. But Just as thaf .other fellow goins to Barslow peonled
my nizht with fiery hells descrihine those rolling-mills, this poor suv Bd filled my
new nicht's visions with their icv counterpart, also once ceslled "Hel" in Northern
myths of the Indo-Europeans.

' I hope thines brightened for him. I read in a paper a
plane goine to Alaska risht after that crashsd snd the men were all killed. His
last lap of the trin was toc be by plane. I hepe he didn't wish for it so had it hen=
vened.,,.
Poor wuy...

By early morning ny couragse had altogether deserted me. T was
frozen to the hone. I knew I must not zo on. They told me blizzsrds were already
raging beyond Calgary. the way to Reglns ,who could say what it would be like by
the time our bus «ot that far.

I gave up. I got off at a tiny staetion called Nelson,
in a little town between steep hills, Outdoors, it was bright snd sunny, but the
wind was so icy I stayed inside the tiny depot. I waited there, bored as I'd never
been, for the folks weren't even entertaining when I trisd to lure them into sveech,
and only at noon was I saved, by the arrival of the southbound bus, a “Maple-leaf com=-
bining with the Greyhound Symbol, as thourh temvering my image of Grey Hound myster-
ies, at last. (Well, the other Night Express towards Calgary had had the Maple leaf
also on it o, of course.)

Yr soul was nov burdened forever, with the stories of all
the shadow=-peovle I had listened to on journeys here and thzre by night, on "Charon's
hoat", as it sometimes did sesm, Timeless, this meeting of strangers in the night,
whan faces were hidden in the bus's =loom and voices and souls alone svoke from the
rev material of each heart. Why? I don't know. Why do we treat one snother as
thoush in a confessional on such journeys? Or is it me trigeering this? I think it
heppens to us &ll in circumstances of this sort, surely?

That poor mining engineer
ooing back towards the Yuken, for instance., He'd "talk=d avalanches" so much at me, °
I was sure to run into one sooner or later and indeed I did., I'll mention 1t, fur-
ther alone.
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I destination now was Snokane vhere the World Teir was entering its closing period.
Th= bhus that took us southwerd from Nelson was almost empty. dJust an old lady or
two, mysalf, (another), and the driver--conductor--I forget th= name, oh, yes, "oper-
ator" is the prover term used in North America.

_ We went throush such ravishing
nasses, lever-~NEVER--have I seen anythings to match., Not anyvhere. And the driver
mentionad places along the way where he'd bheen caught in a blizzard and how awful i1t
had been at such times. It mede the golden sunshine, the blue bright haze, the in-
credible heights and chasms, the fiery and golden treeclad hills, (so steep!) sude
denly seem like an illusion while his snow snd ice heaped up around me in mv mind,
everywhere. He brought it back from his nast for me. Time was indeed an illusion
throughout that strange trip, all the months by Greyhound, swent traveling...

He
asked me asbout the Andes, Could he get a job driving a bus up there? He longed for
real sdventure, challence! I assured him he was better off right here; to forget the
Andes and South fmerice unless he'd studizd Spanish till ha'd lose his accent and not
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be an alien down here. It's not cood to be s mere extranjern here today, belleve me,..
He was a bit sad to hear that. Sutdying Spanish seems not to have been his forte!
He then told me he bought bonds regularly in the Grevhound Comnpany becauss it really
wes a very fine compsny, and he loved his job here, snyway. (Puttin-~ the wild dream
of the remote Andes reluctantly out of his head, havine listened-to-Granmaw! Did I
do wrong? Please say NO!)

He left us at one of the stons along the way and another
operator took over and on we waent. (Perhaps we also chanced buses. Iittle detalls
I by now don't recal’.) Ve stopped at a place called Yek, Yalk, or Yalik. I bet Yalw
ik is the proper Indian term. Yek would also be "proper", for in old terms throughout
men's old languages, s middle L is so often optional, in such cases.

It was night when
we reached Spokane, too late to visit the fair., I settled dowm for another night of
"waiting=-for-it-to-pass"--the long, cold hours till my next bus might be arriving, I
had quite a few of these nights, spent yaiming in bus-stetions, or strolling from
water-fountain to 'Sandwich case" (sthere you »ut in a coin then do some fancy pulling
and punching to select which type of biscuit or sandwich you prefer, The lottery is
fun! The first time I tried it, and nothing drovped into any slot, I felt I'd been
"cheated", and walked sadly away. Only later I learned you have to slide open a lit-
tle glass door to get the coveted delicacv, finally, a3 your last strategic "move".

These were my games, More sophisticated voung Yankees played electronic gamess of
baseball, or drove fighter planes, instead, on other whatever-thev're-celled (ead-
gets? Doodads? My mreatest triumph in the Stsates, however, was just the crocodile
~ already mentioned, for 25 cents, as my vnartings splurge, most tender memory, being
the "last" on the shores of North America for me.)

Once I even tried out one of those
private T-V things with the seat for thz viewer, you know. It even worked and I saw
somebody producing o concert with s lot of sweat, wavine a baton at me. Thet was al-
so nice,...

(I felt so cultured, too, that time!)

I d1a by than start trying to
make s few notes~--scrawling on screps of naper little hapnenings. Hence, one tiny
scravl informs me:

"Thursday, 17th October. Iast night aboard the bus, on the way
to Spokane, betwesen Cordelains near Kelloss and Wallace," (here, I wes gquoting info-
rmaton fotten from my fellow passensers), "a landslide pitted the bus's windshield.
The slide was probably caus=d by blasting nearby, people say."

As for the bullet-like
indentation in the windshield, some folks insisted it could only have been caused hy
a bit of gravel along the road thrown back at us by a truck right in front (and not
by the last bit of the avalanche that now barred our way risht ahead, delaving us for
several hours there in the darkness, till e way could be cleared for traffic,)

Any-
way, I slept through most of it, and in my sleep supposed we'd just stopned at
another bus-station for more coffee to keen us aswake. Who needed it? Not me,thoucht
I. (And irnoring all the bustle and excitement I slept risht on, peacefully. "Where
there's a will there's a way."

§558§

Well, pmeonle. It's been an awfully lon~ story. (Trust Grandmaws to be loguacious
and never stop talkins once thzy start.) Still, this is as far as the older manu-
serint pot=="Un to Spokane". The rest of the cross-country journsy has only been
"yritten up" by me in little bits in letters, of which I 4o have carbons. (A new
resolve made since I aot back, since mail is sometimes uncertain but this way I have
proof of the letters I did too write, and even meil!)
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The rest of the adventurs would take Just as lons or lon~er to tell, if I ever rot
down to it. But I saw no more fans, regretfully., I just rushed from bus to bus,
feelinm my way eropingly, for even at the bus-stations they were so vazue as to "how
long will it take from hers to there?' It all depended on so many thines, and thus I
went feelin~ my way from bus-denot to bus-depot, asking "Which bus leaves next?' and
so found my wey after meny days, (perhaps four more or was it five?) traveling con=
stantly savz when hauntins bus-stations in the nisht freguently, till I suddenly
found myself one Sunday morning in Atlanta, Georsia, and could have s real good sleep
in a proper bed &t my Aunths.

It was a treat.

Nothing like a nice soft bed to stretch
in, and shaeke out thes cramp in the legs that develops after days and nirchts of never
doing anything but sit, stand or wallk around.

I had & marvelous time sseing my aunt
and my cousins, but all too soon I was rushing northwards in another bus through the
ineredibly rosy hills and sutumnal woods of North and South Carolina (what gracious
pastoral and village scenes I glimpsed, what nice company I had with me!) And late
one evening I was again in Vashington, D.C., thouzh my ticket was made out for con=-
tinuing on, in the same bus to New Yorkm and perhaps still furt er, duly, to Boston,

But first I phoned the Gillilands and they told msz a stack of letters from Vadim -
awaited me. Of course I must first see them! Alesxis fetched me, and--once more with
my big, leather bag-~I went "home", for indeed their home is like my own, as I do
feel, It was festively 1it with two sovlendid huse jack-o-lanterns cut out artistic-
ally by Alexis from the bigpest pumpkins I ever did see., The candles within burned
brichtly for me to sece when I came in. Dollv met me delighted, at ths front door,

We huegeed each other. I had a million thines to recount. But when it was done,

when I opened the letters and read them, I knew=--'"this is the end of the journey.

I must rush back todsy!" (for already the morrow had come.) The rest you probably
know, the Gillilands booked a nlace for me on an Eastern airlines j2t to Miami and
fr m thence on a Braniff once arain . (I love the Braniff! I just loved the trip
both weys with them.) As for ths views en routz, the compeny I had, the people I
took into myself by observation, cahttins, till they bacame »art of me in thz Clifford
Simek way, (remembar his story of the "mind-chanres" en alien shared with a hum=n?),
this must be another tale some day, not now. I love you all, all thz more since

I met you., Thank you =2l1l, again, a million times...

Mae
Vancouve
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