
Littlebrook 9 



This page unintentionally left blank. 



Littlebrook is published by Jerry Kaufman and Suzanne Tompkins (aka Suzle), on an 
irregular and unpredictable schedule. The publishers’ address is P.O. Box 25075, Se-
attle, Washington, 98165; phone number is 206-367-8898. Email can be sent to lit-
tlebrooklocs@aol.com. This ninth issue is dated May 2013. Littlebrook is available for 
the usual: a letter commenting on a previous issue, articles or artwork, or your own 
fanzine in trade. We will also accept in-person requests, the provision of a beverage, 
or $3. We do not accept subscriptions. Littlebrook is also available on-line in a PDF 
format at eFanzines.com, usually a month or two after we mail the paper version. If 
you prefer the electronic version, let us know, and we’ll send you an email announce-
ment when another issue is ready.  

Bewitched, Bothered & Bemildred 
 

Jerry Kaufman 

Littlebrook 9 

I  go way back with Stu Shiffman. You might say 

I discovered him. (You’d be wrong, of course. I imag-

ine that if anyone discovered Stu, it was Moshe Feder. 

Or maybe Barry Smotroff. As Barry is long gone, 

we’ll never know unless Moshe writes a loc.) 

Stu was a part of some crazy Queens fan group 

that included the aforementioned Moshe and Barry, 

along with Lou Stathis, Susan Palermo, and others. 

Aside from Moshe, the others eventually moved to 

Manhattan or Brooklyn. But enough about them—this 

is about Stu. 

I met Stu soon after moving to New York in 1971. 

Although Stu was the same age as the rest of the 

Queens mob, he looked quite young. (He now has a 

mustache in an attempt to look older. He grew it about 

two years ago.) He was already a talented cartoonist. 

He already knew the words to the Baskin-Robbins 

version of Handel’s Messiah and had a taste for hot 

Szechuan food. (I don’t believe he ate chilli peppers 

for their macho value, like Elliott Shorter did.) 

I shared an apartment with Stu for a year, in 

1976/1977. We spent many an evening working on 

one fanzine or another—I would be running off pages 

while Stu produced art on stencil and Suzle cut head-

ings with stencil guides and pasted in e-stencilled art-

work by other artists. One time when Phil Foglio was 

in town, we set Stu and Phil at each other’s throats, 
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metaphorically, and their artistic duel flowed through 

the pages of an issue of The Spanish Inquisition.  

After Suzle and I moved to Seattle, we saw Stu in-

frequently but kept in touch. He continued to ma-

ture—both artistically as his lines became finer and 

more assured, and personally. He and Andi Shechter 

met and bonded. The next thing we knew, they an-

nounced they were moving to Seattle.  

And almost immediately, we lived upstairs from 

them.  

We spent years sharing the house on Linden Ave-

nue: sushi outings, shopping at Ikea, watching the 

Academy Awards, driving through rain and sun to 

conventions in Portland or Vancouver. Stu and Andi 

were a good fit for each other and good friends for us. 

But it became time for us to buy our own house in the 

northern marches of Seattle (Winter is Coming, But 

Won’t Stay Long). 

During the fifteen years that followed, we stayed 

connected, though sometimes good intentions substi-

tuted for actually getting together. We still managed 

most birthdays, Thanksgiving (sometimes celebrated 

in February), movies (like the time that Andi was 

stuck on the top level of the Thornton Place 14 thea-

ters because their single elevator broke down between 

floors), and sushi outings. 

Stu used his time wisely: he became active in The 

Sound of the Baskervilles (Sherlock Holmes) and An-

glers’ Rest (P.G Wodehouse); read scads of alternate 

history stories and novels for the Sidewise Award; lis-

tened to a lot of klezmer and Celtic music; investi-

gated French pulp heroes and wrote stories about 

them; helped Andi run mystery conventions. 

Almost a year ago, Andi called us in a panic. 

She’d found Stu in his favorite chair, unable to move. 

She was at Harborview Medical Center, waiting for 

doctors to tell her what was wrong. It seemed unlikely 

to be a stroke—but that was, in fact, what Stu had suf-

fered.  

Over the years, as Andi had more and more back 

and hip pain, Stu was her greatest help and support. 

Now it was Andi’s turn, through the barely hopeful 

summer and excruciating fall. As Stu accumulated ad-

ditional injuries and infections, she never lost faith 

and spent days at a stretch near his bed in whichever 

hospital or nursing facility had custody.  

    This year we’ve seen Stu making enormous 

progress. He’s been alert and aware for months; he’s 

gradually spending more and more time without using 

the breathing apparatus he’s been hooked up to; he’s 

started to regain the strength to write; he’s talking, 

albeit in a wretched sounding croak.  

We’ve used two of Stu’s pieces as front and back 

cover as a way of welcoming Stu back to life; we still 

have the frozen Thanksgiving turkey in the freezer in 

hopes of celebrating Stu’s return home; and we’re 

dedicating this issue of Littlebrook to Stuart Shiffman, 

hero of his own life (with thanks to Andi as faithful 

sidekick Wheelchair Woman). 

 

R ecently, Thom Walls posted the following on 

my Facebook wall: “Jerry, you will be happy to know 

that I've finally found your long lost program book for 

Syncon 83 when you were a GOH there. I couldn't 

find your address, please send it to me off line and I'll 

mail the program book back to you. I sorry about tak-

ing so long to get it back.” 

Syncon 83, the 22nd Australian National conven-

tion, was 30 years ago. Thom had taken the photo 

used in the program book, and had borrowed my 

copy—I should have brought him one of his own, as 

the convention committee didn’t send him a contribu-

tor copy.  

It brought back a few memories—of course, I in-

cluded all those memories in my Down Under Fan 

Fund trip report, but I wrote and published it 25 years 

ago. The program book in itself is an interesting docu-

ment of the times. 

I should first correct part of Thom’s posting—I 

was not a Guest of Honor. Harlan Ellison and Dr. Van 

Ikin were. As Fan Fund winners, Tom Cardy (of New 

Zealand) and I were Guests.  

Syncon 83 is officially titled Wahf-full 12.5. Thus 

it was an issue of Jack Herman’s fanzine as well as 

the Program book. Jack was also what I would call the 

Chair of the con, although his title was Convenor. I 

recognize a few of the names of the committee—the 

one still active internationally is Kim Huett.  

Jack wrote the brief bio of Harlan Ellison, but 

more useful at the time was Keith Curtis’ “Checklist 

and Commentary,” several pages of tiny type, listing 

all of Harlan’s books to date. Terry Dowling contrib-

uted a longer piece on Van Ikin, a busy academic spe-

cializing in SF. (The bottom of the page features a 

sweet drawing by Marilyn Pride of a woman snug-

gling up with two dinosaur-like creatures, all reading 

the same book.) 

The program featured the eternal subjects—

fanzines, SF as Prediction (the program listing says 

“SF as Future Prediction,” which seems redundant), 

auctions, trivia quizzes. But there was also a presenta-
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tion of the Melbourne in 85 bid and a panel on Space 

Colonies and how Australians can play a part. 

The L-5 Society was in full bloom, with 3 pages of 

ads. Shayne McCormack’s Galaxy Bookstore in Syd-

ney had a full-page ad, and Space Age books in Mel-

bourne flew its colors with a half-page—was that 

Justin Ackroyd’s place? No, Merv Binns was the pro-

prietor. Justin worked there. I visited both shops dur-

ing my trip. (A quick look-see in Google tells me that 

Galaxy still exists, but in a different location; Space 

Age closed two years after I was there.) 

I’m tempted to annotate the membership list: met 

him, met her, flirted with her, he’s dead, he’s on a 

farm near Poulsbo, she’s a part of the PLOKTA Cabal. 

But that way lies madness. Besides, it tends to destroy 

my delusion that my visit to Australia was only a few 

years back, and Australian fandom as I found it con-

tinues with the same cast of characters and Andrew 

Brown, in chiffon scarf, is still in the act of putting 

another Go-Betweens single on his turntable.  

 

O ur main outside contribution this issue is 

the last article on films that Jim Young wrote for us. 

Jim hoped to write enough of these essays to fill a 

book. We’re proud to publish it, and a little embar-

rassed that we didn’t get it into print before Jim’s 

death. We miss Jim, his sly sense of humor, and his 

anecdotes about trying to get into the movie busi-

ness.  

 

W henever the lag time between issues of 

our fanzines reaches two years, we have stopped 

publishing that title, rested for another year or two, 

then started up an entirely new title (especially 

when the title itself occurs to us). Is this the fate of 

Littlebrook? Stay tuned.  

 

A ugust Addendum: In between the time I 
wrote the above and now, Andi and Stu gave me the 

honor of being a witness to their Tenaim. This is a 

medieval Jewish ceremony in which a couple makes 

a formal commitment to be married. 

Stu and Andi wanted a formal way to tell their 

community about their decision. The wedding itself 

will take place next year. They found a rabbi willing 

to officiate, invited around thirty of their friends to 

join them, and asked Lauryn MacGregor and me to 

sign their commitment agreement as formal wit-

nesses. (I was told this would not rest any responsi-

bilities on my shoulders beyond writing my name.) 

The ceremony took place on the patio of the facil-

ity where Stu has lived for at least six months. The 

staff took photos, greeted people, and laid out a lovely 

buffet of finger food. (Many of the guests took pho-

tos, too.) The rabbi, a slender woman who looked too 

young to have gone through rabbinical school, spoke 

about commitment and read a prayer. Stu, speaking 

through a valve attached to his breathing apparatus, 

and Andi, said their commitments. We cheered. As 

Stu shakily used his left hand to sign his name, I an-

nounced, “He really signed it!” and everyone cheered 

again. 

Their wedding will be the high point of our sum-

mer next year, and we wish them improving health 

and continuing happiness.� 
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1. 

M ost people today tend to think of Buster 

Keaton (1895-1966) as one of the three great comics 

of the silent film era, along with Charlie Chaplin and 

Harold Lloyd. A few may still think of Keaton as pri-

marily a surrealist—it’s a view that was once quite 

common. But I think it makes as much sense to con-

sider Keaton as one of the foremost makers of science 

fiction and fantasy films in his day, in addition to his 

achievements in other genres. 

Besides, he’s probably the only man who ever 

broke his neck making a fantasy film—but more about 

that later. 

At the heart of Buster Keaton’s approach to story 

telling lies the reversal of fortune. Almost all his com-

edy grows from that concept—whether it’s the rela-

tionship between characters, their situation in life, or 

sight gags through which they stumble. Often as not 

Keaton’s films are structured as parodies of famous 

movies or of aspects of popular culture or even of fa-

mous figures of his day. In the silent era he usually 

portrayed a single character—a young man trying to 

make his way in the world. 

Nowhere is his love for reversals and parody 

clearer than in his famous short 

film Cops, released in 1922. From 

the very opening of this two-

reeler—in which Buster appears to 

be standing behind prison bars, 

which are quickly revealed to be 

the entry gates to the luxurious 

home of the girl he hopes to 

marry—it’s clear that life is not 

going to be easy for poor Buster. 

After several twists and turns he is 

mistakenly identified as an anar-

chist bomber and chased by what 

appears to be the entire Los Ange-

les police department. Since at 

least Dickens’ Bleak House (1853) 

the chase has been a staple of 

crime fiction, and Keaton prods it 

until it cracks open in a final plot 

twist (which I won’t describe so as 

not to spoil it for those who have-

n’t yet seen the movie). 

Just as soon as Keaton was put in charge of his 

own production company in 1920, it became clear that 

his striving young character was an admirer of just 

about any kind of technology and was prone to having 

hopes and dreams that sometimes took control of his 

life. 

That technophilia is the foundation of what’s gen-

erally regarded as Keaton’s greatest feature-length 

film, The General. It’s loosely based on a true story of 

the American Civil War, in which a young engineer 

saves a locomotive (the name of which gives the film 

its title) from Union forces. At the time the film did 

not do well at the box office, and so it languished in 

relative obscurity until the critical celebration of Kea-

ton began in the 1950s. Keep in mind that Orson 

Welles famously said he thought it was probably the 

greatest movie ever made. 

Of course, that love of technology is also the 

source of much of Keaton’s science fiction and fan-

tasy. 

2. 

K eaton grew up on the stage, starting at age 

two with his parents’ vaudeville act. He had little if 

any formal education, but he clearly absorbed every-

thing he could from the popular theater and early si-

lent films. Reading doesn’t 

seem to have played much of 

a role in his youth, although 

(as we’ll see) he seems to 

have been familiar with some 

of Jules Verne and Edgar 

Rice Burroughs, perhaps as a 

result of film treatment of 

their work. 

As he explains in his autobi-

ography, Keaton and his 

mother decided to end the 

vaudeville act in 1915 be-

cause of his father’s prob-

lems with alcohol. Not long 

afterward Keaton learned that 

a friend of his who had also 

been a child vaudevillian, 

Roscoe “Fatty” Arbuckle, 

was starting to make comedy 

ffilms in New York. Ar-

The Fantastic Buster Keaton 
 

Jim Young 
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buckle hired Keaton and quickly made him a co-star 

in tthe series of shorts that Arbuckle made during 

1917-20. 

Keaton made six films with Arbuckle in New York 

before the unit relocated to Hollywood in October 

1917. Then his career came to a temporary halt when 

he was drafted into the army in June 1918 toward the 

end of World War I. As a result of his service in uni-

form, in which he saw no action, there was a gap of 

almost a year in which Buster made no movies. Once 

he mustered out in 1919, Keaton returned to Califor-

nia and completed the last four of the 17 pictures he 

made with Arbuckle. 

By 1920 his fame and his business sense had 

grown to the point that, as mentioned before, he set up 

his own production company in a distribution deal 

with the old Metro (some four years before it became 

MGM). 

Clearly Keaton and Arbuckle worked well to-

gether, especially considering that the Arbuckle films 

were mostly improvised on the spot. However one 

movie—even though Arbuckle got the credit as both 

writer and director—certainly seems to show Keaton’s 

influence, and that’s Out West, which was released in 

January 1918. It’s a parody of just about every cliché 

of the western film that existed up to that point, which 

is a distinctly different approach from Arbuckle’s 

other films with Keaton. Because it’s a parody it ex-

hibits a more coherent plot structure than the marvel-

ously anarchic improvisation that prevailed in most of 

Arbuckle’s pictures. 

Though Keaton doesn't explicitly say in his mem-

oirs that he had any particular influence on Out West, 

it clearly points toward the kind of thing Buster 

started to make once he was in charge. Unsurprisingly 

enough, one of his films was a feature-length western 

comedy called Go West. 

 

3. 

K eaton’s directorial premier was a film called 

One Week, which opened on September 7, 1920. It’s 

the story of newlyweds, played by Keaton and Sybil 

Seeley, who are given as a wedding present a plot of 

land and a build-it-yourself kit for a house. They 

spend their first week of wedded bliss assembling the 

building, and naturally enough, things don't quite go 

as planned. 

For Keaton’s rival for Seeley's affection takes his 

revenge on Buster by re-numbering the boxes in 

which the pre-cut house was shipped. As a result 

Buster and Seeley assemble one of the stranger look-

ing structures ever seen. Indeed, with its bulging up-

per story and oddly slanted windows it might have 

slipped easily onto the set of any number of German 

Expressionist films of the day. Nor do the building’s 

oddities end with its peculiar looks, for at times it 

seems to have nearly magical qualities; one of its ceil-

ings has the ability to sag like rubber, for instance, and 

in a stiff wind the entire structure spins like a merry-

go-round. 

It is, in short, the sort of crooked little house that 

might have been built by the crooked little man of the 

famous nursery rhyme. 

There’s a kind of mythic quality to this film—not 

just because it seems to have been inspired by a nurs-

ery rhyme, but because it deals with the honeymoon, 

that period that separates one way of life from an-

other, and the young couple's struggle to build their 

house—that foreshadows how Keaton would use fan-

tasy in the pictures that followed. Not to mention that 

it's a wonderful spoof of the great American dream of 

owning one's own home. 

After this first foray, of course, Keaton would 

struggle to let a dream have even a fighting chance. 

 

4. 

O f the 19 short films Keaton made in the early 

1920s, nine have overtly fantastic elements. A couple 

of them are what might be called “mundane” science 

fiction today (The Electric House and The Bal-

loonatic), one other is a comedic fantasy satirizing 

theater (and by extension, Hollywood; it’s called The 

Playhouse), while the others tend to contain fantasy 

elements that are eventually revealed as dream se-

quences. 

In addition, Keaton’s first feature film, The Three 

Ages (1923), portrays life in the Stone Age and more 

or less qualifies as science fiction. However, his great-

est venture into fantasy was the short feature, Sher-

lock, Jr. (1924), which was and still remains a marvel 

of technical production. 

Let’s consider his two-reelers first. 

A few of them contain a brief fantasy element that 

Keaton called an “impossible” gag. For instance, in 

The High Sign (1921), Buster paints a hook on a wall 

and then hangs his hat on it. That's always seemed to 

me the kind of thing that inspired Harpo’s antics in a 

number of Marx Brothers films a decade or so later. 

And then there’s Buster's consultation with a horse 

about what kind of horseshoes she’d like in The Black 

Smith (1922), one of Keaton’s funnier scenes with an 

animal, right up there with his trouble herding cattle in 

Go West. (For some reason I feel compelled to men-

tion that Buster has a contretemps with a giant octo-
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pus in The Navigator [1924], although I don't find it a 

particularly funny sequence.) 

It’s worth noting that the opening of The Scare-

crow (1920) has Buster teamed up with Joe Roberts as 

two young men sharing a small house even though 

they're in love with the same girl. Before their rivalry 

developed they had invented a number of gadgets, in-

cluding a garbage disposal (which feeds a small stable 

of pigs), a dishwashing sprayer, a combination phono-

graph and cooking stove (obviously intended for play-

ing hot jazz), and a string-pulled food server. But the 

story quickly abandons their inventions and focuses 

on Buster’s attempts to hide from the wrath of the 

girl’s father by disguising himself as a scarecrow. 

To some extent The Scarecrow was a warm-up for 

Keaton’s most forthright science fiction film, The 

Electric House (1922). In the latter picture, a wealthy 

academic mistakenly thinks Buster has an electrical 

engineering degree and asks him to electrify his house 

while he’s on vacation. Plucky as ever, Buster makes 

the attempt, outfitting the house not only with lights 

but also with an escalator, an automatic book finder 

for the library, an automated pool table, and a high-

speed pump for the swimming pool. As you might ex-

pect, everything Buster installed develops problems—

in part because the guy who really received the degree 

in electrical engineering sneaks in and fiddles with 

what Buster has done. After the opening sequences, a 

preponderance of the comedy here is slapstick, and it 

quickly becomes wearing after the first time the esca-

lator goes so fast that it 

throws its passengers 

out the window. Hugo 

Gernsback used to pub-

lish this sort of humor in 

Science and Invention 

and Amazing Stories in 

the 1920s, and it hasn’t 

aged well, I'm sorry to 

say. 

The Balloonatic (1923) 

was the second-to-the-

last short that Keaton 

produced before turning 

to feature-length films, 

and it seems to be some-

thing of an homage to 

Verne’s Around the 

World in Eighty Days. 

(It’s worth noting that 

the story had been 

staged many times since 

its publication in 1872 and that a German film parody 

of it appeared in 1919, any of which Keaton might 

have drawn inspiration from even if he never read the 

book.) The film opens at a fun-house at a fair; Buster 

escapes from its fright gallery and becomes intrigued 

by a balloon that is to be launched from the adjacent 

fairground. Through a mishap he becomes its lone 

passenger and is carried off to an Arcadian wilderness 

that appears to be none other than that long-lost fron-

tier, the Hollywood Hills. Here Buster meets an inde-

pendent mountain woman, and after a few hijinks 

dealing with how to catch fish and ways to avoid sur-

prisingly well-trained bears, they fall in love. The film 

closes as the two are drifting toward a gigantic water-

fall aboard Buster’s canoe (named the “Minne Tee 

Hee”), but instead of plummeting to disaster, they 

keep floating along because Buster has attached the 

canoe to the balloon. 

This is the sort of extraordinary voyage that was so 

popular in France, and which Méliès adapted in some 

of the very earliest of all silent films. Especially look-

ing at the balloon, which resembles a mid-19th century 

aerostat rather than something contemporary, The Bal-

loonatic gives the impression that it was a tribute to 

Verne, perhaps by way of Méliès. 

The nearest that Keaton came to doing a traditional 

fantasy film was The Haunted House (1921). It being 

a Keaton film, however, it burlesques the form. In this 

one Buster plays a bank clerk; unbeknownst to him 

one of the officers of the bank is a counterfeiter who 
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is spreading the rumor that the abandoned house from 

which he operates is haunted. Through a series of mis-

adventures Buster is blamed for shenanigans at the 

bank, and to clear his reputation he investigates the 

house. 

What really distinguishes this one from its prede-

cessors is its dream sequences. In the most original of 

them Buster sees a couple of skeletons build a man; a 

little later he climbs the stairway to heaven, is denied 

entrance and is sent sliding down the stairway to the 

devil—after which he wakes up. In the end, despite all 

the odds, Buster leads the police to the basement lair 

of the counterfeiter and gets the girl. 

Although The Frozen North (1922) appears to be a 

Klondike travesty, it’s actually a long dream se-

quence. The film begins with a view of “the last stop 

on the subway,” in which Buster exits from a New 

York City subway station into a snow-covered, moun-

tain wilderness.   He plays a desperate character—the 

only time I’m aware of that he portrayed a villain—in 

a send-up of the foremost western actor of the day, 

William S. Hart. Since much of the rest of the story 

has nothing to do with the subway entrance seen at the 

start, the image of the kiosk-like structure among the 

snowy mountains seems surreal until the final reversal 

is revealed—Buster had fallen asleep in a movie thea-

ter while watching a cowboy picture and dreamed it 

all. 

The remaining two-reelers are the wildest of the 

bunch. 

In his autobiography Keaton singles out the first of 

them, Hard Luck (1921), as his favorite of all his 

films. For almost 60 years it was lost until, in 1987, a 

partial print of it was discovered. Due to the decay of 

the old nitrate film that copy was missing roughly its 

last three minutes, which Keaton said got the biggest 

laugh of anything he ever did. In the Kino Interna-

tional DVD of the film, production stills are used to 

provide a sense of the wonderful “impossible” gag 

that takes place at the end of the picture. And here's a 

spoiler alert for those who haven’t seen this one-—I 

have to discuss that ending in the next couple of para-

graphs. 

Considered as a whole, Hard Luck is as dark as 

anything Keaton produced. In it, Buster is going 

through such hard times that he decides to commit sui-

cide. He tries laying himself down in front of a trolley, 

only to have it stop just before hitting him; he tries 

hanging himself and fails miserably. Even as a sui-

cide, he’s a failure. Then by accident he’s sent off to 

capture an armadillo by a zoological society, and 

winds up saving a wealthy girl from robbers. Invited 

by this possible love interest to a country club, Buster 

attempts to dive into a swimming pool from the high 

board, misses, and creates a hole that apparently leads 

to the center of the Earth. In the missing conclusion, 

several years later Buster returns by climbing back up 

from the crater. He is wearing a traditional Chinese 

costume, and is accompanied by his Chinese wife and 

children. 

This was the greatest of Keaton’s “impossible” 

gags, according to his own monitoring of audience re-

action to his pictures. Unfortunately, Keaton found 

that audiences would welcome this sort of thing in a 

short film, but not in a feature, with results I'll come to 

soon. 

Without a doubt “Play House” (1921) is the weird-

est of all Keaton’s films. Roughly its first half is an 

extended dream sequence in which Buster plays just 

about all the roles. It opens with him buying a ticket to 

a vaudeville show. On entering the theater, we see that 

Buster is playing the conductor and the six members 

of the orchestra, as well as the members of the audi-

ence, all through the miracle of split-screen technique. 

A bit later Keaton reprises his parents' vaudeville act, 

doing a comic dance with himself as partner. 

After Buster wakes, the viewer discovers he’s actu-

ally one of the stage crew at a vaudeville house. He 

has to help with all the acts, including appearing on an 

emergency basis in a military drill team. Having acci-

dentally allowed a kindly orangutan to escape, Buster 

is consequently forced to appear as a chimpanzee 

billed as “Tarzan, Jr.”—the only direct allusion to Ed-

gar Rice Burroughs's work I've found in Keaton's 

films. 

One of the more macabre aspects of the film is the 

two elderly military veterans in the audience, each 

missing an arm, who have to agree on whether or not 

they’re going to share the other’s hand to applaud the 

act they're watching. 

In the course of the chaos that rules behind the cur-

tain, Buster eventually finds himself in love with one 

of a pair of identical twins; they resemble one another 

so closely that no one, least of all Buster, can tell them 

apart. So, as the film closes and the two go off to get 

married, Buster paints an “X” on his love’s neck to 

make sure he can differentiate his fiancée from her 

disapproving sister. 

After Keaton turned to making feature-length 

films, the need to have a firmer script governing a lar-

ger project meant that there was less room for the kind 

of improvisation on which Keaton had thrived. And to 

a certain extent that also meant there was less chance 

for his imagination to roam—though as we’ll see, 
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there were two features yet to come that were as filled 

with the impossible as any of the two-reelers. 

 

5. 

K eaton said that the plan for the first feature 

he would direct, The Three Ages, was to tell three sto-

ries that might be broken up into shorter films if they 

didn't work as a unified whole. Be that as it may, 

Three Ages works as well as it does because it’s a 

parody of D. W. Griffith’s Intolerance (1919), which 

is a long film covering stories set in ancient Babylo-

nia, Renaissance France, early 20th Century America, 

and oh yes, the crucifixion of Christ. By contrast, The 

Three Ages covers Buster’s efforts to marry and settle 

down in the Stone Age, the Roman Age, and America 

in the Age of Prohibition (circa 1923). Wallace Beery 

plays Buster’s rival in each of the three ages, and I 

confess that I find him particularly amusing as a cave 

man. 

The Stone Age was a hot topic in popular culture 

when Keaton was a young man, and though Edgar 

Rice Burroughs was probably its most successful pro-

ponent, everyone from H. G. Wells to Jack London 

wrote stories in that setting. Keaton’s view is that 

cave men weren’t so very different from their modern 

descendants, and though civilization clearly improved 

the lives of both men and women, people still tried to 

get ahead even then. 

The highlight of the prehistoric sequence is 

Buster’s first appearance, wearing a bear -skin and a 

Mod-looking wig, atop a sauropod dinosaur. There's a 

short stop-motion animation sequence showing 

Buster riding on the dinosaur’s head as the great beast 

lets him scan the horizon, then gently lowers him to 

the ground. The sequence was animated by none 

other than Max Fleischer of Betty Boop fame, and the 

models were probably built by Keaton’s art director, 

Fred Gabourie. 

In addition to the animated sequence, The Three 

Ages abounds in “impossible” sight -gags, such as 

Buster’s stone-age business card (a block of stone 

bearing a likeness of Keaton’s face), the invention of 

baseball by cavemen using sticks and stones, and the 

sundial wrist -watches of Keaton’s Age of Rome. 

Apparently they didn’t get the laughs Keaton was 

hoping for, and as he indicates in his autobiography, 

that came as a bitter disappointment. So for his next 

film, Our Hospitality, Keaton set out to parody 19th 

Century melodrama and dropped the impossible. I 

don’t find the parody particularly funny or compel-

ling; the film’s few comic moments derive primarily 

from Buster's character as the earnest young man. 

Keaton’s comments in his autobiography give the 

impression he wasn't satisfied with Our Hospitality. 

So for its successor he produced Sherlock, Jr., which 

was released in April 1924. It is, I believe, every bit 

the equal of Keaton’s masterpiece The General, as 

well as very likely being the first movie to deal with 

alternate time lines. 

Sherlock, Jr. covers two story lines—one waking 

and one dreaming. In it Keaton is working as the pro-

jectionist and janitor at a small-town movie theater, 

and dreams of becoming a detective. He is about to 

ask his girl friend (played by Kathryn McGuire) to 

marry him, and has just given her an engagement 

ring, when the town “sheik” (played by Ward Crane) 

intervenes. Crane has stolen the pocket watch of 

McGuire’s father and pawned it in order to buy her a 

large box of candy. To cover up his guilt, Crane 

plants the pawn ticket in Buster's jacket pocket. Hav-

ing discovered this, McGuire's father orders Buster 

out of the house, and Kathryn returns the ring as well. 

Back at work, Buster falls asleep as the projector 

is rolling (showing Hearts and Pearls, Or the Lounge 

Lizard’s Lost Love) and in dreamland walks into the 

screen and enters the movie. Meanwhile, the charac-

ters transform into the people Buster knows in his 

home town. 

Crane tosses Buster out of the film and onto the 

stage of the cinema, but Buster charges back in and 

then staggers through a rapid succession of different 

landscapes. At first he’s sitting on a garden bench; it 

disappears and he falls onto a busy urban street; sud-

denly he's teetering at the edge of a cliff; then he’s 

dropped into a jungle next to two lions; he escapes 

into a desert where he’s almost run over by a speed-

ing locomotive; turns and everything changes again 

and he takes a nose dive into a pile of snow; finally 

he winds up on a rock projecting up from the ocean as 

the waves roll in. 

After that bizarre transition, Buster appears as the 

world-famous detective, Sherlock, Jr., on the set of 

the wretched crime drama Hearts and Pearls. Kath-

ryn McGuire is transformed into the film’s leading 

lady, while Crane becomes a lounge lizard with 

slicked-back hair—the head of a gang of criminals 

who has stolen the family jewels mentioned in the ti-

tle of the film within the film. After Buster escapes 

being killed by an exploding billiard ball planted by 

one of Crane’s confederates, Crane’s organization 

kidnaps McGuire and Buster, through a series of mis-
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adventures, manages to rescue her. 

At this point Buster awakens to find himself once 

more in the projection room, still faced with a ruined 

reputation and no girlfriend. But to Buster’s surprise 

McGuire shows up to apologize. She’s taken the 

ticket to the pawn shop and found out that Crane was 

the one who took her father’s watch, not Buster. Turn-

ing to the romantic scene playing on the big screen, 

Buster takes his cues from it to reconcile with 

McGuire. He puts his hands on her shoulders, and 

bowing to small-town ways, pecks her on the cheek. 

And then as the film skips forward in time and shows 

the leading man and woman years later with their two 

children, the movie closes with Buster looking 

stunned. 

Sherlock, Jr. began as an effort to help Keaton’s 

long-time friend “Fatty” Arbuckle. Because of Ar-

buckle’s troubles with the law following the death of 

a woman at a party he hosted in San Francisco in 

1921—it was the greatest Hollywood scandal of the 

1920s—he was banned from working in the film capi-

tal, even though he was eventually exonerated. Kea-

ton brought him in with the intention of paying him 

and helping him get started again, but not listing Ar-

buckle’s name on the credits (which would have pre-

vented the film’s distribution). 

Unfortunately, Arbuckle didn't fit in with the cast 

of Sherlock, Jr. Keaton reports in his autobiography 

that Arbuckle had the leading lady in tears for the 

couple of weeks he worked on the film. As a result 

Buster eased his friend out of the job by helping him 

to get work on another production; subse-

quently Arbuckle worked as a director un-

der various pseudonyms until his death in 

1933. Keaton doesn’t make clear which 

sequences Arbuckle directed, but gives the 

impression it was the initial scenes in the 

small town. 

For me the real height of the film comes 

when Buster falls from one landscape to 

another near the beginning of the dream 

sequence. One reading of that process, of 

course, is that he’s skipping through scenes 

from all the different movies he’s shown 

from the projection booth. But there is an-

other—that he’s transiting through parallel 

worlds, or as we might say in modern sci-

ence fiction, alternate timelines. 

The concept of parallel worlds was first 

launched in The Heads of Cerberus by 

Francis Stevens (the pen name of Gertrude 

Barrows Bennett), published in Thrill Book magazine 

in 1919. While the Thrill Book didn’t have a large cir-

culation and was only in business for a few months, a 

couple of years later a novel dealing with the same 

topic appeared in the country’s largest-circulation all-

fiction publication, Argosy All-Story Weekly—Austin 

Hall and Homer Eon Flint’s The Blind Spot. Both 

novels draw on the spiritualist concept that there is 

another plane of existence parallel to our own worka-

day world, a concept that was a source of comfort to 

many people who’d lost loved ones in World War I. 

That said, it’s worth bearing in mind that Hollywood 

paid considerable attention to Argosy-All-Story; eBay 

is full of issues of the magazine originally from the 

Fox Studios development library. 

But the idea was so widespread after the First 

World War that Keaton need not have read either 

novel in order to parody it by having his character fall 

from one plane of existence to another. 

Sherlock, Jr. was Keaton’s most audacious and 

successful fantastic film and it remains a source of 

inspiration to filmmakers to this day. The best know 

example is Woody Allen’s homage to it, The Purple 

Rose of Cairo. 

It’s also the film that almost cost Keaton his life. 

During a scene in which he is being chased along the 

top of a moving railway train, Keaton is swept to the 

ground by water gushing from a railroad water tank. 

In his autobiography he says that he felt a sharp pain 

in his neck when he landed, but got up and carried on. 

After all, neither Keaton nor Harold Lloyd ever used 
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stunt doubles. 

And a year or so later when Keaton had a medical 

exam, the doctor discovered that he’d fractured a ver-

tebra in his neck. It had mended in the meantime. 

Clearly all those years of being tossed around on the 

vaudeville stage as part of his parents’ act had really 

toughened up Keaton, for which we should be thank-

ful. 

Sadly, Sherlock, Jr. seems to have been the film 

that convinced Keaton he couldn’t get enough laughs 

from his “impossible” gags. He never made another 

movie that ventured into the fantastic as far as those 

I’ve discussed here. 

After having produced a number of successful fea-

tures in the mid-Twenties, Keaton’s career began to 

crumble after he released The General in 1927. De-

spite its brilliance, it wasn't a commercial success; 

many critics attribute this to its having a Confederate 

for a hero. 

In response, friends of Keaton’s like Chaplin and 

Douglas Fairbanks convinced him to let a major stu-

dio take over his production company, and so he even-

tually joined with MGM. This proved an impediment 

to Keaton’s improvisational approach, complicated by 

his marital difficulties and problems with liquor. He's 

very open about these matters in his autobiography, 

making it clear that his third marriage changed his life 

for the better, and that the advent of television revived 

his standing as one of the country’s greatest comic tal-

ents. He continued working in TV and film right up to 

his death. 

Toward the mid-Sixties his career seemed about to 

take him to a level like that he’d enjoyed in the Twen-

ties when he was cast in a big-budget comedy, A 

Funny Thing Happened on the Way to the Forum. I'm 

very fond of Keaton’s appearance as Erronius in it, in 

which he has to run around Rome seven times in order 

to lift a curse upon his family; the film was released 

several months after Keaton’s death in 1966. He re-

mained as funny as ever right up to the end. 

Daniel Moews, in his excellent book on Keaton’s 

feature films, suggests that—personal problems 

aside—one of the reasons Keaton’s career stalled was 

because he essentially portrayed only one character in 

the Teens and Twenties of the last century, a young 

man. By the late 1920s, when sound films were intro-

duced, Keaton was in his mid-thirties and growing too 

old for that part. Moews suggests that Keaton might 

have avoided the collapse if he’d developed a comic 

detective character, based on that in Sherlock, Jr. I’d 

add that he could also have developed a character as a 

comic inventor; he certainly had the makings of one in 

The Scarecrow and The Electric House. 

I wonder if there’s another time line out there 

somewhere where Keaton made such films. If so, I’d 

certainly like to see them. 

 

SOURCES 

 

T here are plenty of versions of Keaton’s silents 

on the market, but I’ve watched the Kino International 

DVDs of them. Worth noting is that Wikipedia reports 

a print of Hard Luck recently turned up in Russia that 

provides the missing conclusion, but I have not seen 

it. 

Keaton’s autobiography, written with Charles 

Samuels, My Wonderful World of Slapstick (1960, 

with several later paperback editions), is a joy to read. 

Unlike so many theater or film personalities, Keaton 

doesn’t spare himself, although he does gloss over 

some of the more painful parts of his life. 

Daniel Mowes’ Keaton: The Silent Features Close 

Up (1977) is probably the best survey of Keaton’s 

longer films, and Robert Knopf’s The Theater and 

Cinema of Buster Keaton (1999) is useful for the two-

reelers. 

Finally, I’d like to thank Ken Priebe and Jerry 

Beck for their help in identifying Max Fleischer as the 

animator in The Three Ages. They directed me to A 

Century of Stop Motion Animation by Tony Dalton 

and Ray Harryhausen (2008) for this information.� 
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Mark Plummer 
mark.fishlifter@googlemail.com  
February 17, 2011 

Thanks for Littlebrook #8 and for your 

(Jerry’s) kind personal endorsement. The expression 

‘we are not worthy’ springs to mind. 

I was going to say you were wrong about Ald-

iss being guest at the 1965 Worldcon, but no, you’re 

correct—and yes, it does seem a little premature now 

(I wonder, did anybody feel this at the time?). But 

Aldiss was also a guest at the 1979 Worldcon, as well 

as toastmaster in 1987, and so while I wouldn’t dis-

pute his status as elder statesman of British sf—

although I suppose technically the as yet unhonoured 

John Christopher has the edge—inviting him yet again 

might be seen as betraying a paucity of imagination. 

I’ve never tried driving a car in a foreign 

country. In fact, I haven’t tried driving a car in this 

country for well over twenty years—it’s easy to get by 

without when you live in Greater London —and it pe-

riodically alarms me to think that I could, theoreti-

cally, go down to the nearest car hire place right now, 

brandish my driving license, and drive a car away 

quite legally when I’m probably no more competent to 

do so than a complete beginner. 

I’ve been told frequently that adjusting to the 

Other Side is relatively easy, that it just comes natu-

rally, but from the way you describe it the wrong-side-

of-the-road bit is only part of it. Our recent experience 

in California with Spike was that it took a degree of 

concentration from me just to remember which side 

was the passenger seat, and taking corners never 

seemed entirely comfortable although thankfully I re-

sisted the urge to reach across to grab the steering 

wheel and pull us back to the ‘right’ side. Actually, I 

think at one point Spike very nearly did end up taking 

a junction on the wrong side, something I put down to 

the fact that at the time she was ferrying Dave Hicks, 

Claire and me while we were all listening to the 

Bonzo Dog Band and the car had just become too 

British. We changed the CD to Warren Zevon shortly 

afterwards, just to restore the Americanness. 

Back in 2002 at the Annapolis Corflu, which 

was our first American trip, organiser Nic Farey went 

out in his car on a beer run and took me with him to 

navigate for reasons that I trust were wholly explica-

ble to him as they were entirely opaque to me, not 

least because we’d only been in-country for about four 

hours at this point. We found a liquor store and got 

stocked up but on the way back we took a wrong turn 

somewhere and got lost. However, as luck would have 

it, we somehow pitched up at a junction Claire and I 

had previously passed through on the way in from the 

airport, and thus quite possibly the only place in the 

whole of the Americas where I knew which way we 

wanted to go. ‘I think we go right here,’ said Nic. 

‘Nope, I’m pretty sure it’s left,’ I replied and we went 

left and within about 30 seconds there was the hotel. 

Claire watched us pulling into the carpark, and was 

temporarily convinced from our relative seating posi-

tions that I was now driving the car, forcing her to 

spend a few seconds running through alarming scenar-

ios in which Nic had become somehow incapacitated 

obliging me to drive the car back. 

Reading ‘In Calvin Trillin Country’—

possibly again, as while we don’t have Space Junk #9 

that title is very familiar—I was struck by the fact that 

aside from two or three people who are no longer with 

us (your comment ‘that things keep changing and peo-

ple keep moving from present to absent in our lives’) 

for the most part you could have been describing a 

convention you’d just been to rather than one from 

twenty-seven years ago. An awful lot of the people 

you mention were at Corflu just a few days ago. 

A small point on Mike Meara’s letter but the 

Jeremy Brett Sherlock Holmes series didn’t quite 

cover the entire canon. There are sixty Holmes stories 

but the Brett shows made between 1984 and 1994 

only adapt 42 of them. I’m currently working my way 

through the entire run and reading the stories in paral-

lel, but haven’t yet worked out which stories were 

never dramatised. The broadcast chronology has little 

in common with original publication. 

And Suzle, your enthusiastic promotion of 

Renovation has sold me. We have joined and have 

booked a hotel. It’s true, technically, that we joined 

Backwaters 
 

The Readers [[featuring Jerry & Suzle]] 
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last Easter, and booked our hotel during the that brief 

window of 37 minutes 28 seconds when it was still 

possible to get a room in The Atlantis, but I’m con-

vinced this was only because we knew you’d now be 

encouraging us and the rest of the Littlebrook reader-

ship to attend. That makes perfect sense to me. See 

you there. 
[[I believe Mark wrote this either on the 

flight home from the 2011 Corflu, or immediately on 

arrival home. Comments in the letters following to 

the “most recent Corflu” also refer to the Sunnyvale 

Corflu. Jerry]] [[Hope that you enjoyed Renovation 

even if I didn’t “talk you into it.” Everyone on the 

Committee, especially those of us monitoring the 

reservations when they were opened, was taken by 

surprise when the Atlantis sold out so fast. We could 

not get any more rooms there so we were not able 

to add any. I was too busy running and scootering 

around doing my job to be able to really talk to or 

spend time with friends. *Sigh* Suzle]] 
 

Hildefons Took 
hildefonstook@prodigy.net 
February 21, 2011 

Greetings! Good to see you again, Jerry, and 

great fun to take part in the play on Saturday night. 

My flight was delayed out of San Francisco, so I did 

not leave until 1:20 Monday morning. This gave me 

ample time to read most of the shorter fanzines that 

were graciously given to me at Corflu as well as those 

older ones that Chris Garcia was good enough to sell 

to me. Have you ever been stared at while reading 

mimeo’d fanzines while waiting for your plane? Evi-

dently, I was quite a spectacle. 

[[If I have, I’ve been oblivious to it. Jerry]] 
There are two things that I have never aspired 

to do...travel to New York City or drive in a foreign 

country. I know this makes me provincial and seem-

ingly unadventurous. I may be one but not the other. I 

am sure that it is the Absolute Fear Of Screwing Up. 

Twenty years ago, I was travelling down winding 

English high-hedged roads with Ken Cheslin at the 

wheel. It made me realize that he knew what he was 

doing because he had survived that long. Had I tried 

it, I’m sure that my beneficiaries would have had 

quite a party in my honor. Having said that, I’m very 

impressed that you both threw caution to the wind 

and jumped in with both feet, so to speak. 

[[No one was more surprised than I that I 

had such a troubling time driving in England and 

Wales on this trip. We had driven in the UK on two 

trips in the 80’s—and having driven back and forth 

across Scotland on the latter, this latest adventure 

was a disappointing ordeal we don’t want to repeat. 

I might drive there again, but only in a small car! 

Suzle]] 
I am mystified as well about how people just 

go to this con and that. Rich uncles? Not buying U.S. 

Savings Bonds? Eating peanut butter sandwiches to 

save money between cons? You could buy a lot of 

peanut butter sandwiches for what it costs for a week-

end at Corflu...and I’m talking Skippy peanut butter, 

not the store brand. 

Your reference to Richard Powers reminded 

me of something that I just read in Bruce Pelz’s Rata-

tosk 17 (1965). It was rumored that he was going to 

illustrate the Ballantine editions of The Lord of the 

Rings. Instead Barbara Remington was tapped and 

her outrageous covers became iconic (tho’ Tolkien, 

when talking to the publishers to ask just What Was 

Going On, wrote later he felt like he was locked up in 

a madhouse). 

Your 1984 con report is still very readable, 

even without the footnotes. Thank you for reminding 

me about Fanthorpe. I believe it was at a Corflu that I 

first heard about him, so I’ll definitely have to pick 

up some of his work. Am I correct in thinking that 

this was the author whose mother ran a typing 

school? So in order to type up her son’s manuscripts, 

she employed her students? Or maybe that was one of 

the Fanthorpe sub-plotlines... 

I picked up a copy of The Enchanted Dupli-

cator (3rd ed) at Corflu. I’d heard that there was a 

boardgame that someone made of it (there have been 

quite a few boardgames made of Pilgrim’s Progress). 

David Bratman said he’d never heard of it. Have you? 

[[No, I never have. Maybe one of our other 

readers could say. Jerry]] 
 
Milt Stevens, 6325 Keystone St. 
Simi Valley, CA 93063 
miltstevens@earthlink.net 
March 3, 2011 

In Littlebrook #8, Jerry mentions vowing 

never to do something twice that I would never even 

do once. I would never try to drive in the UK or any 

other left handed country. The effort might turn my 

brain inside out or cause other topological horrors.    

It might even cause me to exaggerate outrageously. 
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I had never heard of Calvin Trillin! It’s 

strange that I should feel slightly disturbed by that 

fact, even though there is no earthly reason why I 

should have heard of Calvin Trillin. Having to admit 

you don’t know something is always a little disturb-

ing. Maybe some part of our mind expects us to be 

omniscient. That part of our mind must be very disap-

pointed in us. [[And I am truly surprised that you 

wouldn’t have at least heard of him, if not read him. 

Of course, I’ve had access or my own subscription to 

The New Yorker since I as a child. He writes both on 

crime and food equally well, and is one of my favour-

ite humorists (in the, uhm, food category…). Suzle]] 
The article on the 1984 NorWescon included 

some names I hadn’t encountered in a long time. I 

haven’t heard of Marta Randall in years. I haven’t 

heard of William Gibson in quite awhile and he was 

big news at one time. Not having heard of Charles 

Platt doesn’t really surprise me. He had the most re-

markable ability to offend just about everybody al-

most all of the time. I remember the time Harlan Elli-

son tried to strangle him. Normally, I wouldn’t en-

dorse such an action, but I made an exception in that 

case. 
[[Bill Gibson continues to write and publish 

novels, but they are no longer marketed as genre. 

Jerry]] 
The worst SF ever? I’ve never actually read 

anything by Lionel Fanthorpe and plan on keeping it 

that way. However, I have read “I Remember Le-

muria,” and I can state that Richard S. Shaver is un-

speakably horrid. My blood runs cold when I con-

sider there might be an SF writer worse than Shaver. 

Suzle’s comments on the Winchester Corflu 

naturally caused me to think about the most recent 

Corflu. There were so many Brits at this Corflu that I 

started feeling I was in their country, rather than them 

being in my country. The hotel may have had some-

thing to do with it. It felt so Japanese that we must 

not have been wherever we thought we were. Wher-

ever the heck we were, it certainly was a lot of fun. 

Suzle is in charge of room reservations at 

Renovation? That’s too bad. I’m sure she must be re-

ceiving some not terribly pleasant comments from 

some less than satisfied folks. I was surprised the ho-

tel block in the Atlantis filled so quickly. I still got a 

room in the hotel at an only somewhat exorbitant 

price. It’s not a wonderful situation, but I don’t feel 

like getting upset about it. 

[[No, I wasn’t involved on the Housing front 

at Renovation. I handled hotel function space, not 

sleeping rooms. I am handling sleeping rooms for 

LoneStarCon 3, though, so I may be on the receiving 

end this time. Folks sometimes don’t know what 

goes into hotel negotiations and why things that 

seem wrong to them are the way they are. The only 

serious problem I know of regarding the Atlantis was 

caused by a fan who blatantly ignored the clearly 

stated rules and regs by which parties were allowed 

in the hotel sleeping rooms and placed the con in 

real jeopardy. Suzle]] 
 

Kate Schaefer 
kate@kateschaefer.com 
March 5, 2013 

I have greatly enjoyed reading Littlebrook 8. 

I especially enjoyed the account of the 1984 Norwes-

con, which I remember both fondly and with a certain 

amount of oh-my-goodness-I’m-so-glad-not-to-be-

young-any-more. I wasn’t on Rich’s mailing list 

when the article was first printed, so I had never read 

it before. I enjoyed it right up to the mention of Jane’s 

chocolate party with Jane’s keg of Redhook. 

Jane and I threw parties at several Norwes-

cons. Jane always bought the chocolate; I bought the 

beer. Sometimes she rented the room; sometimes I 

did. We never shared the room, because she smokes 

and I don’t. It’s true that she threw a few parties be-

fore I joined her in hosting them—after all, she 

started throwing parties at Norwescon a year before I 

moved to Seattle—but by 1984, we had a tradition 

going, which continued until we gave up on Norwes-

con altogether a few years later. Some of the parties 

were enlivened by Mr. Tank as well, brought by 

Doug Faunt and Mike Farren (Mike was indignant 

when I remembered Mr. Tank as Doug’s solo contri-

bution, so I’m familiar with this kind of error). One of 

them—I think it was 1983, but I could be wrong—

was mellowed out by the pot brownies I foolishly 

added to the chocolate supply, much to Clifford’s 

eventual dismay. I think 1983 was also the year that 

John D. Berry learned that he had better sit across the 

room from the keg, not right next to it, if he wanted to 

be able to stand up at the end of the evening. 

Remember, in those days microbreweries 

were still new, and beer in kegs was an exotic idea, 

nearly as exotic as the idea of good beer. 

I think 1984 was the year that I invited Tim 

Powers to come to the party, because of the beer con-

nection, and he thanked Tom Whitmore (who had 
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been standing silently beside me) for inviting him. 

Tom politely pointed out that it wasn’t his party. 

Later, Tim did come to the party, did drink some of 

the beer, and again thanked Tom, who again said that 

it was neither his party nor his beer, giving credit to 

Jane and me. Later still, David Brin came to the party 

and argued with Jane and carl juarez about the rela-

tive merits of men’s and women’s brains. The high-

light of the evening was when Brin said to carl, “I 

know what you’re going to say, and you’re wrong.” 

carl, naturally, said, “What was I going to say?” Brin, 

just as naturally, was unable to answer, and he left the 

party a few minutes later. We gave carl a round of 

applause. 

I can’t remember any particular incidents 

from the next few years’ parties until 1987, when a 

friend of one of the daughters missed connections 

with the people who were going to take her back to 

Bellingham. She drove Jane bonkers by sitting on the 

floor of the room, quietly banging her head against 

the wall and muttering that she wouldn’t get back to 

school on time. It put a real damper on the party, 

which ended early. We did find the young woman a 

ride the next day, and she is now a perfectly rational 

grownup who regularly attends Minicon without 

banging her head against the wall. 

Of course, that junk food party of Dave’s was 

co-hosted by Steve Bieler, and Steve never got the 

equal billing he deserved, either.  

Just so you can tell that I did too look at the 

rest of the zine, my favorite art in the issue is Steve 

Stiles’s illo of ““Draw Cthulhu” day. 

[[On behalf of Suzle and me, we apologize 

for robbing you of much-deserved egoboo and your 

place in fan history. Jerry]] 
 

Rich Lynch 
rw_lynch@yahoo.com 
March 14, 2011 

Thanks for Littlebrook #8. I’m not a very 

good letter writer, but I did see a couple of things I 

want to comment on. I read with interest your experi-

ences in driving in the U.K., and you are much more 

straightforward about doing that to get around. I’ve 

been to Europe maybe 25-30 times and I’ve never, 

not even once, rented a car to get around. In 2007, 

when Nicki and I were in Italy, we came across what 

were obviously out-of-country tourist drivers several 

times, and not once did we observe any of them look-

ing happy. Given a choice, I’ll always plan my travels 

over there using public transportation wherever I can. 

I am impressed that you were able to get around by 

car with so little difficulty. 

Also, concerning suggestions for Worldcon 

guests of honor, you and Suzle should be on any pro-

posed list for Fan Guests. As for Pro Guest, there are 

now only a very few writers who date back to the 

1960s who have not yet been so honored. Ron Gou-

lart and Barry Malzberg come immediately to mind 

(though there may be others). I would hope that they 

will be asked to be Worldcon guests before too much 

longer. If you want to limit the discussion only to 

possibilities for European guests, you should also in-

clude people who don’t reside in the U.K. There are 

German fans, for instance, who were active in the 

1960s and 1970s. 

 
Ed Meskys 
edmeskys@roadrunner.com 
March 22,2011 

Liked your report on your post-con trip. 

Sandy and I usually vacation wherever the Worldcon 

is, and after Glasgow in 05 we did Birmingham and 

Cardiff. Sandy is not a self-assured driver, and hates 

unfamiliar cities. We never rent a car, but depend on 

public transportation. 

Back then we started with the con, and then 

did the touring. Now we do the touring first, so we 

will be fresh for it. Anyhow, after doing a bit in Glas-

gow, where we had been before, we took the train to 

Birmingham for the Tolkien conference which took 

place there. Only touring we did was to visit the Ora-

tory where Tolkien grew up after his parents died, 

and where Cardinal Newman had lived. 

We stayed at a hostel in Cardiff for about a 

week. Sandy says it was a gaudy building, painted 

bright purple and other colors on the outside. Only 

problem was it was a one mile walk to the terminal 

for trains and busses. We did tour the Cardiff Castle, 

and took a Gray Line tour of the city. We loved the 

Welsh Life center on a large campus, entering by the 

manor house. On the bus there we met a small group 

of local blind people, about a half dozen, who had ar-

ranged for a guided tour of the manor, so we asked to 

go in with them. The tour was only of the manor 

house, so when we left we started to explore the rest 

of the campus. My wife started reading me the cap-

tions and they hung around with us. It was a bit like 

Sturbridge in MA, or any other living history mu-

seum. They moved a number of old buildings onto 
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the campus, like a smithy or pottery, and had people 

in period costume practicing and explaining their 

crafts. Sandy asked the smith, for instance, to hand us 

various items he made so we could explore them by 

touch. Most interesting was a series of about a half 

dozen identical homes moved from the housing for 

workers at a slate quarry. Each was furnished and 

decorated as it would have been at a particular time, 

starting in the mid-1800s. Next one was as in 1900, 

and then every 20 years, up to 1960. The last had a 

betamax recorder in its living room. Docents ex-

plained how the homes were modified with time, and 

what outbuildings might have been added. After we 

were done one of the locals invited us to her home 

where she fed us a spaghetti dinner, and the group 

invited us to return to their homes the following Sun-

day where they had a cookout and party. 

There was a lot more to see on the campus, 

and we want to go back when we go over for the 

2014 Loncon. We also want to see the archaeological 

dig of the Roman encampment. 

We also went by train or bus to Hay on Wye, 

with its dozen or so used book stores, and to Shrews-

bury where we saw the remnants of the monastery 

where Brother Cadfael supposedly lived. The town 

catered to the Cadfael tourists, with silver bare foot-

prints in the sidewalk marking significant places in 

the books. 

Your talk of going to France in your previous 

issue reminded me of my visit to Paris before the 65 

Loncon #2. I had my first well-paying job and I spent 

5 weeks in Europe, touring Edinborough for 3 days, 

then Copenhagen for three, staying at youth hostels. 

There local fan, writer, and translator, Finn Janick 

Storm Jorgeson, had me over for dinner, and gave me 

a guided tour of some of the sights. He recommended 

I take the train to Elsinore, and then another train to 

the town where Carl Brandon Jr. was vacationing 

with his family. I had dinner with them, and then took 

a rail-bus back to Copenhagen. I then spent 3 days in 

Hamburg, one day in Koln, where I did a Gray Line 

tour. Then I went to Paris and stayed in an empty 

apartment made available by a distant relative. Like 

most Parisians she was in Algeria on vacation for two 

weeks, and she arranged for a friend of hers to give 

me a key to the apartment. Unfortunately the person 

gave me the wrong address and I could not find it. I 

found a small hotel nearby and got a room for the 

American money I had, and next morning in the 

lobby I was fortunate to meet a black woman from 

the Caribbean who spoke both French and English. 

We got the phone number of the relative’s friend, 

who explained the mistake. She told me to turn left 

into an alley off Rue St. Germaine, but she should 

have said right into the opposite alley. She could not 

go out, but sent her daughter, a high school student 

with no English, to help me find the right apartment. 

The girl was studying German in school, and I had 

had three years of German in College. Neither of us 

could talk well, or fast, so we managed to communi-

cate. Next day I met Diana Paxson, who was also 

touring Europe, and we toured Paris together. She 

was working on a MA in comparative literature, 

French being a specialty. Day after Diana went on, 

my relative returned to Paris and we spent two days 

together. Wherever we went we always spoke in 

Lithuanian. Shopkeepers and museum guards must 

have wondered where we were from. Actually, she 

taught French at Manhattanville College north of 

NYC, but was working on her doctorate at the Sor-

bonne. 

After that I spent five days with George 

Scithers in Frankfort, and attended a small German 

con there. I took the train to London just in time for 

Loncon. After the con I hung with Dick Eney, Ron 

Ellik, and Al Lewis, touring London, and flew home. 

I did not get back to Europe until the 1995 Worldcon 

in Glasgow. 

Anyhow, it was your trip to France which re-

minded me of all this, especially the conversation in 

school German in Paris. 

 
Lloyd Penney, 1706-24 Eva Road  
Etobicoke, ON, CANADA M9C 2B2 
April 16, 2011 

You envy those who travel as much as they 

do? We hardly travel at all…I wish we could, but we 

are fairly frugal with what we have. We are saving to 

go to Reno for the Worldcon, but there are still no 

guarantees. I would love to go to London in 2014, 

should they win, of course, and we are discussing a 

TAFF run. 

Fun article on Seattle fandom of yore. “Eye 

of Argon” was recently discovered to be real, IIRC. 

Was there much contact between Seattle and Vancou-

ver fandoms at that time? The border then was a lot 

easier to cross then it is now, but the values of the 

dollars were much different. 

[[We went to our first Vancouver convention 

in 1978, along with other Seattle fans in our circle, 
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and met Bill Gibson, Fran Skene, Allyn Cadogan, 

Steve Forte, Garth Spencer and others. We already 

knew Susan Wood. At the time, Eli Cohen lived with 

Susan. We travelled to the V-Cons for years, traded 

zines, fell in and out of love with Vancouver folks (I 

speak of the general connections, not me person-

ally). Jerry]] 
The locol…I talked to Yvonne about a bucket 

list earlier today, and I think that I won’t create one. I 

think it would just set me up for disappointment that I 

didn’t get some of the things on the list done. Be-

sides, a bucket list is planning for death, and I’d 

rather be planning for some more life. 

Steak and fries…nothing wrong with that. 

Quality steak houses around here happily provide 

fries if you’re not much for baked or mashed. I re-

member at the Dutch Worldcon, the restaurant staff at 

the Nederlands Congresgebouw expected that every 

North American was going to have the beef steak…it 

was good, but we sometimes surprised the staff by 

ordering different things from the menu…eating 

Dutch was very good, and quite healthy, too. 

 
Mike Meara 
meara810@virginmedia.com 
April 18,2011 

It was good to meet you both at Corflu 2010 

in Winchester, and Jerry at Corflu 2011 in Sunnyvale; 

I hope we can make it four out of four at three out of 

three, and all get together at Corflu 2012 in Las Ve-

gas. And if you’re coming to the Worldcon in 2014 

(always provided that the UK wins it) I expect we’ll 

see you there too; though I’m not a fan of Worldcons 

any more, I expect we’ll somehow make it along for 

at least one of the days. 

I’m sorry to hear you had such trouble with 

your car rental in the UK, but I have to confess 

amusement at Suzle’s notion that the car was “too 

wide”. [[I meant that literally. I had only driven small 

cars in the UK and this one was, in fact, a large 4-

door wider car. Our own car, a Toyota Matrix, is also 

wider than our previous cars, and both of us have, 

uhm, dinged both the car and our garage entryway 

as judging one’s exact location is tricky. It was even 

more so in the hired car. Suzle]] Some of our back 

roads are indeed too narrow for two cars to pass, but 

many of these are signed as “single track with passing 

places”; common sense, a willingness to give way 

and an ability to reverse are all that are required to 

negotiate these, but alas, as many as all three of these 

attributes can be missing in some drivers. How these 

people ever passed their tests is a mystery. Driving in 

a foreign country is one of the things I look forward 

to when I visit. I have no trouble on the quiet roads of 

France (where I am as I write this), though I wouldn’t 

drive in Paris, just as I wouldn’t in London; and the 

US had its good moments, though California traffic 

was too often too much like the UK’s for my taste. 

And if you’re baffled by roundabouts - so are most of 

the French by theirs, or at least, they drive as if they 

don’t understand them – have a thought for us Brits 

encountering your four-way stops. 

I’m estimating that your reprint is at least 25 

years old, and it shows in the writing style, which is 

quite different from how you write today. Neither 

style is better, they’re just different. 

 
Joseph Nicholas 
josephn@globalnet.co.uk 
May 20,2011 
            Belated thanks for Littlebrook 8. The Win-

chester Corflu seems so long ago as to be nearly an-

cient history, and by that standard your report of a 

1984 Seattle convention has surely been exhumed 

from the Mesolithic permafrost. 

Anyway, you both mentioned visiting Lyme 

Regis (as “Lyme Regis’s oceanfront”, which is a bit 

of a misnomer—it’s the English Channel, after all!). 

You perhaps won’t have realised this, but the “beach” 

you would have seen, with a huge bank of shingle 

piled up along the promenade (Marine Parade, to give 

its official name) is a relatively recent addition to the 

seafront, added in the early 2000s to prevent the 

waves from scouring out the sand beach to the east of 

the Cobb (the harbour) and thus undermining the 

foundations of the Parade itself. Until then, the scour-

ing used to be kept in check by breakwaters running 

perpendicular to the Parade, but this was never much 

of a solution: every few years or so, bulldozers and 

graders would have to be brought in to gather up the 

sand and shingle that had been swept along to the 

other end and truck it back west. The reason for this 

scouring out was the building over of the gap that had 

previously existed between the landward end of the 

Cobb and the land itself —a gap which had been in 

existence since the medieval period, and had been left 

specifically to allow the Channel currents to sweep 

through parallel to the beach without carrying any of 

the sand away. Thus the idiotic “improvements” of 
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the modern period (the gap wasn’t closed until some-

time in the 19th century, when the first inshore life-

boat was stationed there), which forced the current to 

sweep around the Cobb instead and thereby made 

things worse. 
[[Not sure why I said “oceanfront” as of 

course I knew it wasn’t the ocean we were looking 

at. There is a running joke here in Seattle about con-

fused tourists who look out from the downtown wa-

terfront at Puget Sound and think that it is the Pa-

cific Ocean. It is a big sound, but the actual ocean is 

about 100 miles west. Suzle]] 
You will also have noticed the rather Napole-

onic-era looking set of quasi-fortifications —

platforms, ramps, stairs—at the eastern end of the 

beach. Will it knock you down with a feather to learn 

that this was constructed in the mid-1990s to mask 

the modern sewage treatment works built there at the 

same time? Still, it all looks very nice—a much better 

access route to the fossil flats of Black Venn (as the 

stone beach area beyond the east of the town is 

known) than used to be the case, although it has abol-

ished the previously rather dramatic setting of the 

Marine Theatre, above a vertical drop into the crash-

ing waves beneath. (We saw Martin Carthy play there 

once, around ten years ago.) But it has allowed for the 

expansion of the Lyme Regis Museum, which is all to 

the good. 

You mentioned visiting Paris in your previ-

ous issue. Here in London, of course, it’s easy to visit 

Paris on the Eurostar—so easy that we treat it as 

though it was an annex to London, and ignore it. (We 

are surrounded by museums and art galleries, we can 

visit them any time, there’s no rush...and in conse-

quence we never visit them at all, unless we make a 

supreme effort to tear ourselves away from our gar-

dening one weekend.) The first time we went to Paris, 

in 1990, there was no Channel Tunnel and we had to 

take the ferry, which required effort and advance 

planning; in other words, it wasn’t like an annex of 

London after all. But on the other occasions we’ve 

visited, it’s been because we’ve had to spend half-a-

day or so there on the way back from somewhere else 

(Prague, Tine la Brevieres, the Loire Valley). Or al-

most all: we finally went back, for a proper visit, last 

August, in part because Judith’s sister Zena and her 

family were touring Europe on her husband’s long 

service leave and this was a good opportunity to catch 

up with them. So perhaps not really visiting Paris at 

all, then...although we did spend a day at Versailles 

(only 20 years after promising ourselves that we 

really should go there), and made time for a number 

of other, smaller museums. We are talking seriously 

of a return visit this August, provided nothing goes 

wrong. 

 
Bob Jennings, 29 Whiting Road  
Oxford, MA 01540-2035  
fabficbks@aol.com 
May 28, 2011 

I really loved the Brad Foster cartoon on your 

front cover. In fact I am green with envy. I wish I 

could have run that in my own fanzine, Fadeaway. 

This is a cartoon that certainly speaks to the media 

hype of the present day. I wonder if you and Brad 

would object to that cartoon being reprinted? 

[[Fine with us – I forgot to ask Brad two 

years ago, but he can answer you now. Jerry]] 
Your mentions of barbecue in the reprinted 

“Calvin Trillin Country” reprint article made me hun-

gry, and I only finished lunch an hour ago. It seems to 

be a sad and pathetic comment that there are no good 

BBQ places around my part of the world. Of course 

there are those who claim that there are no good bar-

beque joints north of the Mason-Dixon Line, but I 

wouldn’t go that far. 

There is plenty of horrible science fiction out 

there, including plenty of crap written by established 

and famous authors. I think every successful writer 

has at least a few absolutely atrocious science fiction 

or fantasy stories in them. Unfortunately once you 

have an established track record in the publishing in-

dustry some of that incredibly awful stuff finds its 

way into print. Some writers have revelations of san-

ity after this happens and decide never to allow those 

novels or stories to ever be reprinted again under any 

circumstances. 

This of course creates an ardent desire on the 

part of fans to obtain this rare out of print item to see 

what it was all about. Out of print book sellers love 

this kind of dedication, and even write-ups declaring 

such and such a book to be an abomination unto 

heaven are not enuf to prevent the curious and the fer-

vent from seeking the stuff out anyway. 

Just witness the popularity, and the expense, 

of such horrendous dreck as Clones and Galaxy 666. 

People know it’s bad; nobody has ever said a kind 

word about it from the day it first saw print until the 

present, and yet there are plenty of SF fans out where 

who want copies anyway. What does that say about 
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the people in our hobby? Nothing pleasant, I wager. 

A few years between issues of your fanzine? 

Ha, amateurs! Last year I decided to revive Fade-

away after a gap of forty-three years. Beat that one. 

Of course I’ve maintained a strict bi-monthly sched-

ule since then, and after that last Fadeaway issue in 

the sixties I produced a lot of other different fanzines 

over the years, but still, I think the principle stands. 

Going to Paris, or seeing the pyramids or the 

like has never been on my bucket list. Personally I 

hate & despise travel of any kind. The supposed joys 

of visiting exotic places, eating exotic food, experi-

encing exotic people and the richness of history does 

nothing for me. I can easily imagine becoming 

deathly ill on badly prepared foreign food, spending a 

fortune to sleep in some vermin infested room, being 

cheated, bullied and insulted by the locals and spend-

ing zillions of bucks doing all this. Plus the scenes in 

books and magazines are much better. Any issue of 

National Geographic will provide you with far better 

pictures and a much better historical tour than you 

could ever get by actually going there. No thank you. 

I’d rather stay home and try to turn that warehouse 

full of stuff into money. 

I’m with Bill Breiding; time travel stories are 

strictly impossible. If it were possible to travel into 

the future then that would mean the future is a fixed 

tableau that we cannot affect by any of our present 

actions. That would mean all reality past, present and 

future is fixed and unchangeable, so what would be 

the point of life itself? 

I’m not so sure the past is a nebulous as he 

suggests in his letter. There was an interesting story 

in F&SF some years ago that suggested that if time 

travel into the past were possible, it would be a great 

disappointment to most people because the imagina-

tion and perceptions of people living in today’s pre-

sent invariably mold the past into whatever the cur-

rent imaginative sees it as. I can’t buy that idea. I 

think the past is pretty much fixed. Additional knowl-

edge about the past may emerge, but what has oc-

curred in the past will not be changeable. 

However, I can’t imagine any realistic way 

time travel either back or forward would be possible. 

Despite that some good fantasy stories have been 

written around the premise anyway. 

By the way, I notice that some letter writers 

in your zine do not have their addresses posted. If you 

ever decide to run any part of any LOC I send in, 

please run my name and complete address. I am abso-

lutely opposed to the new trend in fanzines of not 

providing letter writer addresses. Fans need to be able 

to communicate with each other, and adding those 

addresses to letter column comments is a well re-

spected step in the process. 

[[Generally, we print the addresses that the 

writers send with their emails & some folks have 

asked us to not print their addresses – postal and/or 

email. Jerry & Suzle]] 
So, new issue of Littlebrook out next month, 

or do we have to wait another year or longer? 

[[I think you know the answer to that. Jerry]] 

 

Murray Moore 
murraymoore @gmail.com 
June 24, 2011 

This late LoC is courtesy of my 2011 New 

Year’s resolution to write a LoC on each paper fan-

zine I receive.  

Not a burden, of course, to loc Littlebrook. 

We too considered how to get around Eng-

land in the course of visiting Winchester (Corflu Co-

balt) and Bath, and Brighton (World Fantasy) and 

Heathrow (Eastercon). 

The quotes I obtained for renting a car with 

GPS plus the estimated cost of gasoline and parking 

fees, I compared with the convenience of the more, 

but not hugely more, expensive train passes. 

We do not regret buying the train passes. We 

never had to wait long for a train and we always had 

seats. The only time we could not sit together was re-

turning to Brighton from a day trip to London. 

But now we are more likely to rent a car in 

the U.K. 

On our way to Aussiecon 4 we drove a rental 

car for four days between Auckland and Wellington. 

Only twice in four days did I begin at an intersection 

to turn into the wrong lane. 

No sheep were injured during our visit. I 

came home with an appreciation of roundabouts. 

[[Glad to hear of unmaimed sheep. Some 

local small cities are installing roundabouts that are 

quite similar to those in the UK. I don’t know if am 

relieved or horrified that I have as much trouble 

navigating the multiple-lane ones here as I do in the 

UK. Suzle]] 
New Zealand is a good country in which to 

first drive on the left: for most of our trip we were on 

rural roads in New Zealand winter (few tourists) 
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where traffic was minimal. 

Re. English roads: on the train from Glasgow 

to London in 2005, after Worldcon, I told a fellow 

passenger we were on an English train for the first 

time. He corrected me: “It’s a Scottish train.” 

I see Dave Langford was Special Fan Guest 

during Conspiracy. British Worldcon Not Special Fan 

Guests have been Harry Bell (Seacon), Joyce and 

Ken Slater (Conspiracy), Vincent Clarke 

(Intersection) and Greg Pickersgill (Interaction). 

Peter Weston was FGoH of Noreascon 4. 

John Berry was FGoH at Detention. Eddie Jones, St. 

Louiscon. Walt Willis, Magicon. 

Nearly as many Brits have been FGoH at U.

S. Worldcons as at British Worldcons. 

Would Claire and Mark be popular FGoHs? 

Certainement. 

Have Claire and Mark been asked? I have no 

idea. 

Would either of them, if asked, say Yes: I 

think No. 

 
Robert Lichtman 
rlnf@yahoo.com 
July 18, 2011 

Your account of “adjusting to English roads” 

parallels my own experience there back in 1989. 

While staying with Christina Lake and Peter-Fred 

Thompson in Bristol, they lent me their Hillman to 

drive out to Llangorse in Wales to visit with Mike 

Christie and Sherry Coldsmith, who were then living 

there and producing their wonderful fanzine, A Free 

Lunch. I had no difficulty adjusting to the driver’s 

seat being on the “wrong” side of the car nor to driv-

ing on the “wrong” side of the road, but taking off 

early morning from their house I definitely wasn’t 

used to the road being only what seemed like one and 

a half car widths wide. But I noticed that there was a 

courtesy observed by oncoming drivers, who wher-

ever possible pulled into a section of the road where 

no other cars were parked—and in the absence of that 

both I and the oncoming motorist took great pains to 

pass one another very slowly. 

Once on the highway and over the bridge 

leading out of Bristol (where I enjoyed dropping a 

50p coin into a waiting hopper) I was at first on di-

vided highway (whether M or A I don’t recall) which 

was (as you note) “the easiest parts of the trip.” Be-

fore long these gave way to two-lane roads, which 

were also easy to navigate—and unlike you, I had lit-

tle trouble figuring out the road signs and negotiating 

the roundabouts. But perhaps, having learned to drive 

and done my earliest driving in Los Angeles, I’m 

more of a natural driver than you (?).  

Eventually, though, I ran out of two-lane road 

as I neared Llangorse and found myself on the “B” 

routes, which at their worst were only a single track. 

And when that one lane went around a blind curve 

obscuring the possibility of oncoming traffic because 

of tall, thick hedges growing right up to the edge of 

the road, I did get to experience a degree of discom-

fort. 

I did reach Llangorse finally, though, and en-

joyed a pleasant day with Mike (Sherry being away). 

The population there was only a hundred people or 

thereabouts, and yet there were three local pubs from 

which to choose. Mike took me to one for lunch, 

where I enjoyed a vegetarian “buckwheat crumble” 

and what was without a doubt the best beer of any I 

drank while in England. 

And the road back was much easier, moving 

as it did from bad road to better and better. 

A week or so later, when Chuch Harris drove 

me into London from fairly rural Daventry to visit 

with Arthur Thomson, I was very glad that it was 

him, not me, negotiating the streets of London! 

“In Calvin Trillin Country” was an enjoyable 

read, all the more so for the dropping of names 

who’ve mostly now disappeared from the fannish 

consciousness. And I certainly agree about how en-

joyable Trillin’s writing on food is! I had a moment 

of WTF when I read your note that this was reprinted 

from Space Junk #9 because I had a clear memory of 

the final issue of that fanzine being the eighth. A run 

to my files and—sure enough, your credit contains a 

typo. I pulled out the issue and soon was reading 

Gary Deindorfer’s “The World of Tomorrow, Some 

Aspects,” and laughing out loud more than once. 

Then I noticed it was reprinted from John D. Berry’s 

Paper Soul and rushed to my copy of that, where I 

discovered it was first published in Arnie Katz’s Quip 

#3, so I took a peek at that, too. Oh, how I wish Gary 

was still with us writing articles such as this one! The 

last issue of Trap Door I sent him, late last year, 

came back with a yellow label saying he was no 

longer at his long-time address at the Trent Center 

and it wasn’t forwardable. Wondering, of course, if 

he’d died I tracked down an e-mail address for the 

Trent Center administration office and shot off a 

query. No, not dead—just moved to another building 
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in the Center. I re-sent the Trap Door with a chatty 

note enclosed, but alas Gary does seem to be com-

pletely gafiated. 

In Mike Meara’s letter, one of the things he 

liked about Littlebrook was “the paper size, un-

changed…none of this A4/A5 nonsense for you 

Americans.” That reminded me that one of the things 

that really baffled me when I got back into fandom in 

1980 was that most British fanzines weren’t any 

longer printed on the 8x10-inch quarto of my earlier 

fannish years. Pulp was just about the only exception 

I could think of. 

Stunning to read that Suzle “grew up in an A.

B. Dick distributorship”! I get a mental image of her 

surrounded by mimeographs as a toddler, perhaps be-

ing cautioned not to get her hands inky by playing 

with them, learning to turn the crank at an early age. 

There’s a faan fiction story here trying to get out! 

[[When I first got into fandom, I would get 

some attention if I mentioned that my parents were 

A.B. Dick distributors. I was cranking a spirit duper 

by the time I was 8 or so, could run a mimeo and 

then an offset press as a teenager. All the early 

Granfalloons were run off in my parent’s showroom. 

Suzle]] 
In her editorial Suzle writes that she “could 

not figure out…who had right of way when encoun-

tering one of what seemed like hundreds of places 

where the road was, literally, not wide enough for 

two cars of any size.” See my comments above for 

how it worked out for me. 

 
Randy Byers 
fringefaan@yahoo.com 
October 26, 2011 

It’s been too long since I locced Littlebrook, 

and by grab I intend to do something about that. 

You two were certainly braver than I’ve ever 

been to drive in the UK. I’ve driven in Australia, I 

guess, and even in Melbourne, and that was okay. I 

only pulled out into the wrong lane once, to much 

shrieking from my co-pilot and heart palpitations for 

all. No Aussies (or anyone else) were harmed in this 

exercise. Anyway, I was contemplating driving in 

Scotland after Anticipation in 2005, but I was re-

lieved that it never came to that. The train (and bum-

ming rides off friends) seems to have worked pretty 

well on my trips over there so far. 

It was terrific to read “In Calvin Trillin Coun-

try,” which I wouldn’t have read at the time, since I 

wasn’t on the Space Junk mailing list. Part of what’s 

interesting to me is that the 1984 Norwescon was the 

first Norwescon after I moved to Seattle in January of 

that year. I had been attending Norwescons regularly 

since 1979, yet I remember that one as a very alien-

ated and disconnected one for me, although it’s hard 

to remember the details now. I remember talking to 

Victor, and it’s possible that that’s where I met him, 

although maybe I’d met him at a Vanguard in the 

meantime. I certainly didn’t remember that that was 

the one Tom Disch was GOH at. He was one of my 

favorite writers in those days, but I don’t have any 

memory of meeting him or even seeing him on any 

programming. I must’ve been depressed or some-

thing! (And indeed the transition of the move to Seat-

tle was tough for me) The mention of Jane’s choco-

late party is also a bit of a puzzle, because I always 

loved Jane’s chocolate parties. How could I have felt 

alienated if I went to one of those? Likewise the men-

tion of Red Hook at a later party. I have fond memo-

ries of a keg of Red Hook at a Norwescon party (and 

I happen to know that Kate Schaefer was responsible 

for it), but was it in 1984? Is it my memories of feel-

ing alienated that are false? Or maybe that’s where I 

talked to Victor, because I do remember that I was 

talking to Jane when he sat down in the hall to talk to 

her as well. 

Well, Jerry’s report does a great job of con-

veying the flavor of those old Norwescons, which 

were an important part of my early years in fandom. I 

recognize almost all the names. (Whatever happened 

to Marta Randall? Mike Farren? Alas, I do remember 

what happened to Dave Clements, whose junk food 

party I attended the previous year.) It’s also amusing 

to see how much was invisible to me back then. 

There were TAFF-DUFF auctions at Norwescon? 

Who knew? I don’t think I had much sense of what 

TAFF or DUFF were yet in 1984. I apologize for not 

spending any money at the auction. 

So I really enjoyed the trip down Memory 

Lane, even if my own memories of the event are 

more than a tad blurry. Jerry, I remember talking with 

you a couple of times last year about your plan to re-

print something for this issue, although I 

can’t remember (again!) whether you told me what 

you’d settled on. An excellent choice, and a vivacious 

piece of writing. Many thanks for that. 

Sorry I wasn’t able to join you guys at Corflu 

Cobalt, which sounds like it brought some rare Brit-

ish fanzine fans out of the woodwork. Here’s hoping 
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there will be another one over there one of these years 

that I can actually make it to! 
[[You were missed and enquired about. 

Suzle]] 
 

Greg Benford 
November 21, 2011 

Shelby Vick’s restoring a typewriter reminds 

me that I learned to type by teaching myself on the 

family portable Royal. So I learned badly and have 

always wished I’d taken typing in high school—

though I had no time free on my schedule. Every time 

I recall Carol Carr typing at 100+ words/minute I 

envy her. 

The Eaton Collection at UC Riverside dis-

plays mimeos, dupers, presses etc in its main room, 

right along with fanzine displays etc. It’s a fun place 

to browse through antique machines. They even teach 

a printing class, using the old flatbeds.… 

 
John Purcell 
j_purcell54@yahoo.com 
December 28, 2011 

I suppose this is late - but then again, in the 

world of fanzines, late can be a virtue. So be it.  

Time is relative, of course, so reading about 

your Winchester Corflu trip, Jerry, doesn’t really sur-

prise me. I never would have attempted to drive in 

England, leaving that up to the locals to ferry me 

around. You are certainly brave to do so. At least the 

experience gave you something to write about and 

prepare you for the British WorldCon in 2014. I don’t 

think any other groups are bidding against them (and 

a quick online search proves this is true), so you 

might start your wrong side of the road driving prac-

tice early. It might prove hazardous to other drivers, 

but oh well. A fan’s gotta do what a fan’s gotta do. 

I thoroughly enjoyed reading “In Calvin 

Trillin Country.” Even though I have never been to a 

NorWesCon, I am very familiar with it and heard 

wonderful stories from those who have been there. 

This article definitely gave me a good feel of what the 

con was like, even 27 years removed in time and 

space. It also helps that I know most of the names 

mentioned herein, too. Thank you for reprinting it and 

reminding me of a time when we were all so much 

younger. 

Perhaps the one item from this article that 

really leaped out at me was your quest for barbecue. I 

love a good BBQ; in fact, I love to grill and think I do 

a pretty good job at creating scrumptious ribs, 

chicken and other dead animal meals on our backyard 

grill. I use real charcoal, sometimes with mesquite 

chips to add more yumminess, and my wife recently 

paid me a high compliment by stating, after eating 

grilled inch-and-a-half thick pork chops and french 

bread, “You’ll never get this kind of flavor in a res-

taurant.” Nice. That makes me feel good. So maybe 

you and Suzle - and others—can wander over to Col-

lege Station after LoneStarCon3 for a backyard BBQ 

at our house. I have some plans in the works for a 

one-shot relaxacon for the weekend after LSC3, so 

stay tuned. It would be great if things turn out as 

hoped for. 
[[Lovely invitation; thanks! We can’t take 

more than the nine days we have to spend – have to 

be there several days before the con starts—so I 

hope others will be able to join you. Suzle]] 
Great lettercolumn, of course. I have no real 

comments to make here, but it certainly bears out the 

fannish adage that the loccol is the heart and soul of a 

fanzine. That is most definitely the case here. Good 

folks saying good things. I like it. 

And Suzle bookends your Corflu Cobalt re-

port with hers. I like the way you two do this; it gives 

an added dimension to a con when you’re both at the 

same convention and each have your own perspec-

tives to share. Nice touch. 

 
Gary Mattingly 
7501 Honey Ct.,Dublin, CA 94568 
gsmattingly@yahoo.com 
February 11, 2013 

I think I’m very late with this one. Many 

thanks for sending it to me!! Very nice artwork by 

Brad Foster and Steve Stiles. 

“Bewitched, Bothered and Bemildred” by 

Jerry Kaufman. Enjoyable albeit too short a report on 

your trip to England for Corflu in 2009. I don’t usu-

ally take a lot of luggage although I frequently get 

bogged down with books, photo equipment and mu-

sic. Clothes and a limited number of bathroom items 

fit in half of a small backpack usually, unless I’m go-

ing to a funeral.  That evil suit thing and dress shoes 

take up a ton of room. 

We went to England once but it wasn’t for a 

convention. We rented a car for a day. No real prob-

lems once we got out of London but it definitely 

sucked trying to drive in London. Instead of returning 

the car in London, we left it at a rental place on the 
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outskirts and took public transit back in. Admittedly 

we did rent a relatively narrow car as opposed to your 

wide car, whatever it was. “You may find yourself 

behind the wheel of a large automobile...You may ask 

yourself, well, how did I get here? ...You may say to 

yourself, my god, what have I done? “ [Talking 

Heads—Once in A Lifetime] If we do go back I’ll 

certainly attempt to rent a car with GPS/Garmin/

whatever. It makes life so much more pleasant. Ah 

gee, we did not get to Glastonbury to the Neo-Pagan 

shops. Patty would not have found it interesting, but I 

certainly would have been curious as to what they 

had in stock. Will we go back to London in 2014? 

Um, doubtful. Patty really has shown no desire to go 

to any convention so if I went I’d probably be on my 

own which would attack my guilt centers way too 

much. The whole anti-smoking thing has really put 

her off traveling since she still does. I do agree with 

your choice of Mark Plummer and Claire Brialey as 

Fan GoHs. Hm, horses, well, I did listen to Patti 

Smith’s album just yesterday. 

Also enjoyed “In Calvin Trillin Country” by 

Jerry although I need my magnifying glass to see 

those footnote numbers. I had to return after reading 

the whole article to attempt to find them. I guess I 

missed that convention too. Where have I been? 

Where was I? [“Letting the days go by, letting the 

days go by, letting the days go by, once in a lifetime 

(?)” Ah, and a mention of Ro and the Secret Handgrip 

of Fandom. He just joined Trufen (yahoo group) and 

has undergone some changes. You certainly sounded 

busy at this convention, panels, fan room, running the 

mimeo, getting BBQ and dancing for hours and 

hours. You have far more energy than I do now and 

more than I had even then.  Amazing. 

Onto “Backwaters,” the lettercol. Interesting 

throughout. Changes noticed though, mentions of Jim 

Young who sadly passed last year. Mentions of 

sleeper trains and the thought that I will try my first 

sleeper from Oakland to Portland and back in a few 

months, on the Coast Starlight. I’m sure it won’t be as 

nice as the ones the Thin Man always travels in, oh 

well. Then I see more mentions of Val Lewton and 

think I really must watch the collection I bought enti-

tled “The Val Lewton Horror Collection - 9 Tales of 

Terror From the Legendary Producer” (http://www.

stephenjoneseditor.com/dvd2005-

vallewtoncollection01.htm) probably way more than 

Brad Foster would be interested in tuning in to see. 

Milt Stevens mentioned becoming a fertility god 

(well not having thoughts of becoming one actually) 

and I think about invoking them …. Caning keeps 

coming up but I never was caned, scourged yes (no, 

not in school), caned no. Probably all those mention-

ing having been caned have not so fond memories, 

whereas…. Ah well, never mind. 
[[I borrowed that Val Lewton collection from 

Randy Byers. Even the mediocre films had interest-

ing things in them. Jerry]] 
Hm, mothers dying. Last year both my step-

father and my mother died. He was supposedly in fine 

health, relatively speaking and for his age, and died in 

his sleep. My sister, who was just arriving on a trip to 

see our mother appeared on his door step the night 

after he died. She didn’t know why he hadn’t picked 

her up at the airport nor why he wasn’t answering the 

door. The police were called and then they all found 

out the reason. My mother had been in a nursing 

home for a number of years, with Parkinsons, demen-

tia, osteoporosis and a general inability to care for 

herself, speak, or walk over the last year or two. My 

step-father visited her every day while alive, usually 

for most of the day. He knew the names of nurses, 

staff and other residents. He was quite the talker.  Al-

most a month after he died, she died. No one knew if 

she was really aware of his passing but everyone as-

sumed she knew and just decided at that point to join 

him.  A month before his death one of our dogs, 

Buku, died.  He had a heart condition and we did 

keep him alive probably well over a year longer had 

no one been taking him to the vet and attempting to 

give him multiple pills for his heart several times a 

day.  Finally he stopped eating and we decided that 

he’d decided.  Although I’ve loved all of the dogs 

we’ve had I must admit a certain closer tie to this one 

than all the rest.  Later that year, a sister of my 

mother’s died, one of his Patty’s sisters died and even 

more than I cannot recall at the moment.  Of course 

Jim Young also died last year.  Really not the best of 

years.  However we did get a new puppy, Cosmo, 

several months after Buku’s death.  He is almost one 

now, we assume.  He was found along the side of the 

road by an animal rescue in central California. Fortu-

nately he is still doing well.  He is at least part Cata-

houla, which is not one of the dogs you’ll see at 

Westminster or any AKC dog shows, I don’t think. 

I enjoyed Suzlecol although I’m sorry about 

all those car troubles and airport troubles.  Still it 

does sound like she did have some enjoyable times.  
[[Mostly had great times, but I will be more 

than surprised if the LonCon trip in 2014 is without 

an airline strike or two….Suzle]] 

22 



Reno, I was there.  It was close to where I 

live.  I cannot really say that it made me want to go to 

more Worldcons though.  Too many people.  Too 

many things going on.  Corflus are so much better. 

See you in Portland? 

[[A good example of the turn of the sea-

sons – our final letter arrives just about two years 

after our first. Jerry]] 

We also heard from (in alpha order): Gary 

Erwin, Nic Farey (who insists on calling Jerry 

“Killer”), Brad Foster, Guy H. Lillian III (a review in 

The Zine Dump #27), Robert Sabella, Alan Stewart, 

R. Laurraine Tutihasi (who noticed I introduced new 

typoes into “In Calvin Trillin Country”), and Henry L. 

Welch.� 

 

C ato was a miserable excuse for a cat. 

He was a big, sullen, yellow-eyed, ginger tom whose 

fur looked like a cheap acrylic throw rug. Our 

daughter called him Wonderlump. We speculated 

that he was not actually a cat but rather the crude 

prototype of an animatronic toy that had somehow 

escaped from the factory. 

Hasty judgment had led us to this unsatisfac-

tory pet. After losing Cato’s adored predecessor, 

Errol Flynn the Kittykin, I began studying want ads 

for “cat free to good home.” One offering “young 

neutered male, declawed, with all shots” seemed 

promising. But when I went to inspect the animal, he 

couldn’t be found. He was hiding from his owner’s 

children. They showed me a picture, told a sad story, 

and I agreed to take him. 

Delivered in a box later that day, he emerged 

snarling. After an hour-long inspection of the house 

for signs of children, he crawled into my lap. We 

named him “Cato” after the grim Roman senator 

Cato the Censor. 

Closer acquaintance disclosed that Cato 

couldn’t purr. The best he could manage was a 

breathy rasp, like an obscene phone caller. When he 

hopped on the bed in the morning, he would sit on 

my chest and rasp passionately while kneading the 

pulse points in my throat. Admittedly, he was con-

siderate enough to wait until after I had awakened.  

Cato wasn’t playful, either. Given a fresh 

sprig of high potency Indiana Gold catnip, he would 

hold it in his paws, systematically consume the 

leaves, roll once, and depart to sleep it off. 

Another systematic thing Cato did was lick 

the fireplace bricks. One by one, side to side, as high 

as he could reach, he scoured the bricks with his 

tongue, presumably for a salty residue left by ash 

dust. In any event, it made an unsanitary spectacle. 

But Cato loved my computer. He’d appear 

as soon as I turned it on, drawn by the whirrs and 

cheeps of the booting-up process. Clumsy as he nor-

mally was, he took care to step daintily around rather 

than on the keyboard. But he insisted on being held 

when I used it, so I learned to write while holding 

him in my left arm. 

Cato did have one remarkable trick: he went 

to bed on verbal command. Exactly at ten P.M. we 

would say, “Time kitty go beddy-bye, trit-trot, trit-

trot,” and he was off to the room where he spent the 

night. But keeping him up past his usual bedtime, 

made him surly and uncooperative. 

Over the course of seven years, we devel-

oped Cato to the limits of his potential. He even 

eventually managed a rough purr. But he was not to 

be the cat of our sunset years. On election night, 

1994 Cato took horribly ill. He had to be put to sleep 

the next day. 

I cried most bitterly over losing him, 

wracked by guilt because I had not loved him the 

way he had loved me. Then I realized that he had not 

been put here for our sakes; we had been put here for 

his.� 

 

 

The Blue Light Special Cat 
 

Sandra Miesel 
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Y ou can all relax–no horrendous airline mis-

hap stories this time, not that we haven’t flown any-

where in the past two years. We are ‘eagerly’ await-

ing the flights back and forth to London next year for 

more material, although I wouldn’t despair if I don’t 

get any. 

Two flights during this period were to Reno for a 

convention staff meeting and Renovation itself. We 

all worked hard to put on a good con and most folks 

I’ve heard from enjoyed it. No con report here–I was 

on three panels in the midst of it all and didn’t re-

member two of the three until I read someone else’s 

con report (we were on a panel together). The third 

was a Charlie Brown/Locus remembrance panel 

which I do remember being on, but not anything I 

said. It was recorded, I think, so perhaps someday…   

Otherwise I did my job as best I could–handling 

the hotel function space needs pre- and at con. I do 

remember signing approximately 140 individual ban-

quet event orders between the Peppermill and the At-

lantis Hotels, after reviewing to be sure each was cor-

rect, within the contract, didn’t leave the con vulner-

able, didn’t exceed budget, etc. I relied heavily on 

Ben Yalow, Facilities Division Head, and Ulrika 

O’Brien, who took over most of the pre- and at con 

work at the Atlantis, for assistance. 

Alas, she is unable to help this year. I am working 

on LoneStarCon 3 Facilities as the Housing Liaison 

(sleeping rooms except suites). So far, I’ve not done 

as much as I should have, but did attend the all staff 

meeting in San Antonio earlier this month. I’d never 

been there before so it was vital that I get to see the 

hotels, the location, and the environment. I must say I 

was pleased with hotels, the convention center, and 

the surrounding area–the Riverwalk.  

A number of cities have areas called ‘Riverwalk’ 

or some such, but invariably they are paths along a 

river–often lovely, but unprotected from the weather 

and temperature, on an ‘edge’ of the City. Fun for 

many but not something I would do on my own. Most 

cities’ Convention &Visitors Bureaus put out glossy 

brochures and guides that show the best features of 

their city, making even the most mundane sites look 

gorgeous and exciting. I saw San Antonio’s River-

walk photos–on-line, on our own web site, in meeting 

planner literature I get, and thought that it looked just 

lovely, but didn’t expect it to ACTUALLY LOOK 

LIKE THAT in ‘person’—but it does. 

I’m not sure that I will be able to walk outside 

much in August temps, but I did see a portion of the 

San Antonio Riverwalk and really enjoyed it in early 

April. The river is more like a canal in width with 

many tourist-filled boats motoring past in both direc-

tions. Lots flowers, lights, tropical touches, many 

shops and restaurants, even riverside entertainment 

venues appear on both sides along with small parks 

and gardens. I rarely eat outside (heat, serious insect 

phobia, direct sunlight aversion), but I had three 

meals outside at Riverwalk-adjacent restaurants and 

did just fine (again, early April). (*) 

LoneStarCon is using two hotels (Marriotts – 

Rivercenter and Riverwalk) and the convention cen-

ter, all located on one end of the Riverwalk, which 

extends throughout the city. You can easily go be-

tween all three venues on the Riverwalk. And if it 

was walkable for me, it’s walkable for just about any-

one. 

Another bonus is that there is a large shopping 

mall, a food court with some interesting vendors, and 

many shops and restaurants right there near the ho-

tels. Some including the food court/mall are reachable 

through the Rivercenter Marriott without having to go 

outside at all.  

If you are thinking about attending Worldcon–join 

now and get your room reservation in soon. Hope to 

see some of you there. I’ll be pretty busy, but not as 

swamped as at Renovation, so perhaps we can talk! 
 

 

(*) I’m not sure if learning there are very few 

mosquitoes in humid San Antonio because all the bats 

there eat them was disconcerting or not… 
 

 

Memories Stored in Memories 
 

W e are one of the only households in our 

fannish circle that decorates for the Holidays. By that 

I mean Yule/Christmas/New Years, not Thanksgiv-

ing. I also decorate for Fall/Thanksgiving, but that is 

a separate holiday aside from what we hear now start-

ing about August!). Jerry has kindly obliged me for at 

Suzlecol 
Suzanne Tompkins 
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least 35 years, helping in general, stringing the lights 

up around our porch roofline, working on the tree 

when we could still have one (this house has no place 

for a tree larger than the small artificial one I’ve had 

since I was a teenager  - it has stories all its own). I 

know I wrote about the fun of watching Jerry and 

then Vancouver resident Eli Cohen string lights on 

our tree, both for the first time for obvious reasons, 

back in the early 80s… 

Each year Jerry hauls up the four or five boxes of 

decorations from the basement storeroom and I set 

about redoing the house, mostly the living room. Our 

decorations are mostly winter-y, some older in tradi-

tion than Christmas—wreathes, pine cones, poinset-

tias, candles, etc. We also have some Chanukah deco-

rations and Jerry lights the Menorah each year. They 

have their own places and are around still when the 

two holidays intersect each other. 

Over the years I’ve gotten rid of older, more tat-

tered items, some long ago hand-me-downs from 

home (like strings of pink lights left over from the 

aluminum tree we had in our business showroom 

sometime in the ‘50s when silver/grey & pink com-

bos were all the rage), some acquired while in col-

lege. Just this year, I finally tossed the once very nice 

wreath I bought at Kaufmann’s in Pittsburgh when 

Ginjer Buchanan and I shared an apartment, Basic 

Basement. It had been relegated to the back door for 

many years, and, well, it was just time. 

Each year I add and dispose of a few items, al-

though in recent years I haven’t gotten much new, 

just the occasional replacement item. This year, while 

unpacking and packing everything away for the ump-

teenth time (will I remember where everything goes? 

If I don’t, it won’t all fit and we’re reducing the num-

ber of boxes we use), I thought about the storage 

boxes themselves.  

Two are from packages sent by my mother, who 

passed away 20 years ago this May. One still has the 

slip of paper with her handwritten address taped in-

side; she was a master packer from the A. B. Dick 

days and I always emulate her putting an address in-

side a package, just in case. One is from gifts Jerry’s 

sister and brother-in-law sent here to their mother 

years ago—it’s just the right size for certain items. 

And the largest one, where I store wreaths and other 

large items, was used to send bedding to our house-

mate, Bob Doyle—a gift from his mother in the early 

80s. Bob passed away a few years ago, as have 

Jerry’s mother and Bob’s. 

Each of these boxes have memories of their own 

and each year I pack away decorations, many of 

which have sentimental value, whether it’s the last of 

the old ornaments I still have (a very 1940s-angel 

dinner bell), a few things I bought or was given by 

friends over the past 45 or so years, or newer items 

Jerry and I picked out, memories all. 

 

 

Onward to Corflu XXX 
 

A nd that’s all for now. It’s April 29th and 

we’re leaving for the Portland Corflu in a few days. 

There are already a few wayward Brits passing 

through Seattle on their way, although we haven’t 

seen anyone yet. It will be a very fannish week and a 

half, I think. 

We now realize that unless they invent the 48-

hour day, we do not have enough time to get this fin-

ished and printed to take with us. We will get it out to 

folks by Worldcon. 

By the way, thanks to all of you who continue to 

send us fanzines, printed and electronic, in spite of 

our lack of reciprocity for the past two years. We read 

and appreciate them. � 
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