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“I ain’t getting any younger.”

Probably didn't have to tell you that. Chances are you ain’t gettin’ any
younger either, and a casual look in the mirror confirms my fears.

No, I’m not afraid of immediate bucket kickery, but I’m sure someone
somewhere is making the bucket I’ll be kicking at some point in the future.

Just wondering, should I drop dead tomorrow what’s the disposition of
everything I own? I’ve thought about giving things away to certain friends as I
shudder at the thought of everything simply thrown into the street.

Keeping afloat during my year of living cancerously had me put everything
I own on eBay. Still, I have several boxes of fannish photographs and a
handful of knicky knacky things that have been around far too long yet have

no value. I've tried to give them away to a younger crowd who might enjoy fannish relics, but alas my
nostalgia is not their nostalgia and they want nothing to do with the anything I hold dear.

As much as I dislike anyone younger than myself I’ve visited their homes to find virtually all of the walls
empty. No bookshelves, thus no books of any kind; nor anything of interest hanging from anything. Maybe a
pile of John Wick movies and some video games on the floor. This is the nostalgia of the future. Oh sure, a
few fans have some Star Wars, MCU stuff readily available anywhere that will eventually find it’s way into the
rubbish immediately after forty years discovering it’s worth nothing because everyone still has it in mint
condition.

I still have a box of letters and photographs passed down from my mother’s side of the family. They were
quite the Bohemians and given to things spiritual in nature and adventures at the drop of a hat!

There’s a handful of letters written by my great grandmother Hettie B. Sturgill, and her daughter Georgie
who wound up my grandmother, by way of her daughter: my mother Saxon.

Since my father’s father was an orphan and kept no records of anything, the trail peters out quickly,
leaving them merely ghosts.

The Matriarchal side of the family were quite into keeping in familial touch through the post and diaries,
with tales of their adventures. So this issue I’ve taken a well-typed but brittle manuscript from 1909, written by
my Great Grandmother, Hettie B. Here she tells her adventures and hardships wandering the country in the
late 1800s. Interesting stuff but I wouldn’t have wanted to be there.

In The Beginning, There was Hettie B. Sullivan. . .
My great grandmother Hettie B. Sullivan (Sturgill)

and a smattering of others appear
in the timeline as they will.

Followed by:
A collection of letters and adventures by Georgie Richards

(Hettie’s daughter, my grandmother)
Who carbon copyied everything.

I am the last trembling leaf blowing in the wind
on our family tree.





When they reached the spot where we were
my father noticed a dark object and jumped off
and ran to see what it was. When he got to us
he called to my brother and they took us to the
log and held us on so we completed our
journey home. They had to take my brother off
the leader to a cold room as the warmth from
the stove fire would make him sick, and he
shook until the house trembled like it does
when there is an earthquake, only it lasted two
hours. Dishes were taken from the shelves to
keep them from falling on the floor, and other
things quivered and rattled about the house.

The next summer was a very busy one.
Dozens of hired help had to be cooked for
besides all the other extra work, and it lasted
from 4 o’clock in the morning until 9 o’clock in
the evening.

The next fall we moved into our new house
in the year 1882. My father sold our home place
in Illinois and we moved to Nodaway County,
Missouri on a farm two and a half miles from
Pickering where I had to walk to school the
greater part of the time in the snow but the
weather was much milder and we enjoyed
snowballing as a sport. Our school lasted five
months commencing in November and ending
in March. In the summer there was three
months of school but I had to work then.

In 1884 on the last day of May I was
married, at my father’s house to William (WT)
Sturgill, and then went to live on my husband’s
ranch in 1885. A little girl arrived to brighten our
home () in the year 1886 in the month of March.

I left Missouri and went to San Diego,
California while the big railroad strike was on.
My ticket cost me $24.00 and I got $12.00
rebate when I got there.

San Diego then consisted of a very small
business district, a few board sidewalks and

three hotels. It was then recommended as a
health resort for consumptives and a desirable
place for one interested in the apiary business.

When I first entered the San Bernardino
Valley after leaving the sloppy icy slush of
Missouri, I wondered if it could be heaven. It
was impossible to imagine a place so beautiful
and the aroma from the fresh blossoms was too
exhilarating for words. We had been in San
Diego about four months when we decided to
go out through the Cajon Valley to a mountain
stream and take up a claim which we did. After
we had been there a short time, we ran out of
supplies. WT went in to San Diego to stock up;
stayed overnightand we were living in tents

In the night I heard a noise which I took to
be a three year old child crying. It seemed to be
in the brush near the creek a short distance
from the tent. It was so pitiable I couldn’t stand
it. I got up and went out under the tree nearby
and as I tried to locate it or the noise. I mean it
would seem to change location and made me
feel suspicious.

The crying seemed to die down. I thought I
better go back to my little girlies for fear
something might happen to them and wait until
morning as soon as it was light enough to see
there was no crying nor teething to produce it
to be found. Men had told my husband that
lions were common and it was there and that I
would have a chance by being in a tent.

On his arrival he informed me that was the
way a lion had of luring their prey to them. It is
needless to say it was my last stay alone in that
place.

Soon after the creek was dry and we
couldn’t stay without water but there was
Elderberry bushes all over the mountains and
lots of bees. They had every hollow tree and
every crevice in the rocks filled with honey and

California Southern Railroad - 1886
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they would build their honey comb on the
underparts of a limb and it was good honey. We
ate it on bread.

We returned to San Diego. There was a Lot
Sale on Coronado Beach. WT went over there
and bought a lot. They were improving the
Beach, cutting down the brush and laying out
the streets. We were the third family to move on
the beach. My husband and brother done the
first work that was done on the grounds of the
Hotel Del Coronado. Before the hotel was
finished my husband sold out and we went to
Fayetteville, Arkansas.

In the year 1887 after arriving, he bought a
covered wagon and a span of mules and we
traveled in it for two weeks when we came to
Powell in the foothills of the Boston Mountains
where there was a sawmill and he hired a man
with an ox team to jolt us up the mountain
about six miles where he bought 200 acres of
land which was covered with Black Walnut.
White Ash, and Chinkapin, the tallest timber
without knots in it of any in the U.S. Which
made it very desirable for finishing lumber.

The whole 200 acres was covered with a
beautiful tall timber so sick it didn't have limbs
on, that is the reason it was so valuable for
lumber. There also grew PawPaw Trees,
Sassafras and Spicewood. The branches of the
Spicewood is used to make delicious fragrant
tea that is very healthful and the Sassafras bark
is very common and used for tea and the twigs
are cut in about 3 inch lengths and used for

dipping snuff
and the twigs
splinter and
make a little
brush that
holds the snuff besides being
delicately flavored.

The Persimmon tree grows there also and
set them out on the fence corners and places
that they can’t farm and they never need any
spraying.

The people that live in these mountains are
the most illiterate of any in the U.S. The ladies
all chewed tobacco and will call on each other
in the afternoon around the open fireplace and
pass their plug of tobacco around and chew
and spit in the fireplace. They also don’t believe
in taking a bath. I have had grown people tell
me they never had a bath all over in their lives.

The ladies dig Ginseng which grows there
plentifully and sell it to buy tobacco and snuff.
The boys have a pack of dogs, they use them
to hunt coons then sell their hides to obtain
their tobacco.

Each house is well supplied with plenty of
clean, nicely made bedding and they have
plenty of poultry. They go into the mountains
away from habitation and kill what deer they
want to eat being careful not to exterminate
them and they never go into those parts with
their dogs for fear of scaring them out of their
haunts.

Hotel Del Coronado - 1886
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Their windows is a piece of chinking which
they pull out when they want to let the light in
and put it back when they want dark. I asked a
girl as she returned from school what books she
studied, she answered ‘spelling-book’. I said
“Well, you study something besides spelling
don’t you?” Her grandma says “I send my girl to
school with a spelling book; that’s what I took
when I went to school”.

I had real windows in my log house. The
houses were all Lincoln houses that is the best
recommend I can give them. Mine was a little
improvement on his; it had both ends in it and a
real door in the side and an Ash floor made of
White Ash with a cobblestone fireplace.

One of the neighbors told me my windows
would scare the cows out of the country. The
people were happy and perfectly contented;
they didn’t care to have anyone come in and
advance any new ideas as the families would
grow up they would marry and procure farms
nearby and proceed to make their home. One
woman wouldn’t go to town because she would
see a train and hated them and said “They
always brought trouble into a country.”

There was an order there known as The
Knights of the Black Horse. When a man moved
into the mountains and the natives disapproved
of him in some way; his views or what he did, or
if he assumes to enlighten them, any number of
the men would band together and take that
man away into the mountains and whip him

sometimes to death and sometimes they would
bring him back almost dead and throw him
down on his doorstep and tell him there was
plenty more where that came from if he didn't
watch his step he would get plenty.

In February, the winter of 1888, my husband
sold our land and took the team wagon and his
personal belongings and went to the Indian
Territory as the government had announced that
a portion of it would soon be declared open for
white settlement. I took my three little girls, the
baby (Hettie V), three weeks old and we went to
Sacramento, California.

I stopped at the Western Hotel, hired a
carpenter to put up a house on a lot we had
previously bought there, and moved into it
during the summer. My husband came and sold
our house and lot; he went back to the Indian
Territory and I went to San Louis Obispo, at
Santa Margareta. I took the stage hauled by 2
span of horses to finish my trip to San Louis
Obispo; where my father and other family lived.

The summer of 1891, my husband came to
California after me and we went to Arkansas
City, Kansas to wait for the opening of the
Cherokee Strip. In 1882 we went into the Osage
Nation across the Arkansas River from Ponca
City and located on a rented ranch and stayed
there until the strip was declared open which
was September 16, 1893 at 12 o’clock noon.
My husband was not one of the winners and
didn’t get a claim.

Another little girl had been
added to our family (Bessie) and
we were broke. There was no
chance to get work of any kind.
People that didn’t get claims
were getting out of the country
as fast as they could; the roads
were lined with them.

My husband went to Catskill,
New Mexico to work in a saw
mill. I followed as soon as I
could obtain means which was
about six weeks. We where fairly
located at Catskill, when the
milling company went broke. We
went to Trinidad, Colorado and
was fairly settled when the
mining company called a strike
which was followed by a railroad
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strike. The price of food advanced to war-time
prices. If a man would express his opinion on
the street in regard to the strike he was arrested
and sent to Denver.

So tense was the situation 3000 Negro U.S.
soldiers were stationed there to keep order. My
husband said he would “sit down and watch
and starve to death or walk off and leave us”.
The strikers would march through the streets
then the Soldiers. An engineer brought a train
into town; the mob met the train and he jumped
off and lost his cap and no one knows what
became of him and how would you find out?

Big strong men would come to my door and
say the were hungry. I could give them a little
bite to eat if I had two bites. I would divide but
some of them wouldn’t take it when they saw I
had a family. I went to the grocery and pleaded
with them to take my furniture for security and
let me have a little something to eat; but what
would they do with furniture and they could get
any price they asked for.

The women were afraid to stay alone and
they held a sympathetic meeting and decided
to stay with each other.

My oldest daughter () died while I was here.

My husband located in Colorado, Archuletta
County when he took up a homestead claim

seven miles from Pagosa Springs, the country
seat of Archuletta County.

The claim had a Lincoln Cabin on it which
he completed and built a fireplace in it; it had a
puncheon floor in it instead of a ground floor. It
was situated in the foothills of the San Juan
Mountains. A creek ran threw it. Coal Creek it
was called there as many coal mines were close
by. There was a few acres of the valley land the
rest was covered with big pine timber and quite
lovely.

I went there in 1894 in the month of October
at Pagosa Junction. At Pagosa Junction I got
off the train and completed the trip in an old
time stage of 30 miles of steep mountain road
arriving in Pagosa Springs about 4pm the next
day and went to the ranch any lumber. I went to
the ranch in a lumber wagon when the road was
not too steep. Then we would walk some times
and could only take a few steps at a time on
account of it being so steep.

On our arrival at the house ranch I tied a few
pine bows and proceeded to sweep the floor
and found it to be a very good substitute for a
broom. Our furniture was all homemade when it
wasn’t possible to get rough lumber poles
which were used even to make our hairs and
table. There was plenty of grouse and deer;
they would come right in our door yard as they
hadn’t been disturbed enough to be afraid.

Catskill Lumber Mill
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Bears were
quite common, also principally of

the brown Cinnamon variety. After procuring a
few vegetables from the distant neighbors for
the nearest one was four miles away and killing
a venison. We proceeded to clear a cattle ranch
and ground for a domestic garden, until the
snow fell and got so deep the house couldn’t
be seen until one would get lose up to it.

We had to dig a tunnel out in the morning.
It would fill up at night either by snow drifting in
or snow falling. Until the tunnel was eight feet
deep, four feet on the level was a common
depth for the snow. Some times it would fall so
thick and fast you couldn’t see a yard away.
When it would stop and the sun shone
awhile we might go to town on snowshoes.

Tame fruit couldn’t grow there it frosted
too late but there was wild fruit in places in
the Mountains. Service berries, Wild
Cherries, Red Ruby Raspberries and
Thimbleberries.

These last two varieties the bears were
very fond of also.

We moved out to a branch of the Cajon

Valley but when the water commenced to dry
out we couldn't dig fast enough to keep up with
it. Consequently we had to abandon it and
moved back to San Diego.

In July, in the fall we bought a lot on
Coronado Beach at an auction sale; and built a
house on it of redwood lumber. We were the
first ones to take up residence on the peninsula
although others got credit for it and the writeup
of the peninsula. Roland helped run the first
trolley car across the peninsula and the
conductor's name was William T. Barnes.

My husband helped to do the first work that
was done on the Hotel Del Coronado. Then he
got restless and wanted to have a farm of his
own. After we had lived there 18 months, he
sold out and bought a ticket for Fort Scott,
Kansas. We had $1000 to start with when we
got to Fort Scott, he bought a span of mules
and covered wagon; we loaded our baggage
and ourselves into the wagon and started on
our search for a farm. We traveled for two
weeks.

We took the Northern Pacific route, and
stopped in Sacramento and put up at the

Western Hotel which was a nice hotel then, and
bought a lot on the corner of 25th and K St.
which looked over the capital. We saw the
biggest pear orchard in the world at that time
which bordered on Sacramento.

While we were preparing our bunks one
evening just as we had passed the summit of
the range of mountains before entering Mojave
Desert the brakes on our train refused to work
and our train was like a cyclone on the wheels
of one side as we went around the curves but
we landed right side up when we got to the
bottom and outside of a few bruises and the
scare we were alright for all of our haste.

https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Rubus_parviflorus


In a southernly direction we camped on the
famous Wilson Creek Battlefield also on Pea
Ridge where we gathered up some relics of the
wars there.

We camped in the valley of three Springs;
this was a beautiful fertile valley. We arrived at
the foot of the Ozark Range of mountains thirty
miles from Fayetteville in Benton County and
there hired an ox team to jolt us up the
mountainside.

The ox wagon would just jolt from one big
rock to another, nothing but an ox could have
the endurance and strength to do it. It was
impossible to ride on account of it being so
rough, the mules were taxed to the limit to get
the empty wagon up. After we had traveled all
day, at about sundown we reached a 200 acre
piece of mountain land with not a level foot of
land on it that which he bought for our future
home.

In the morning they started to build a stable
out of poles of which there was a bountiful
supply, which didn't take long, The ground was
cleared and foundation for a log cabin laid. By
this time a man came to make his home with us
by the name of Dunbar. He was from Michigan,
and used to the frontier life and help in building
the log cabin which was one room, one story
and a half high with shake roof; very pretty.

With a lean-to kitchen with a fireplace in it
made out of stones. The lean-to was made out
of lumber and there were was three windows,
and two doors in the house and White Ash floor.
It was as white as white paper and wore
smooth.

The bed was homemade with inch rope
woven back and forth for springs, and a straw
mattress, and much more comfortable than
some of the modern beds of today. A strong
mattress, this process took about three months
as the trees were cut off of the place and
hauled down the mountain 3 miles to a sawmill
and a post office named Powell which was the
end of the railroad which was put in there to
haul out the lumber made from the finest timber
in the United States.

During this time I was doing the cooking for
the family of six-in-all on a campfire.

We got cold soft mountain water out of a
spring close by where there was a creek that
furnished an ample supply of water for all our
needs. The whole 200 acres was covered with
beautiful tall timer so thick it didn’t have limbs
on it. That is the reason it was so valuable for
lumber. The timber consisted of Walnut
Chinkapin, White and red Ask, several kinds of
Oak, and other kinds I can’t think of now. There
was Sassafras, Witch Hazel and Spicewood.
There were more on any other kind. It was very
pleasant tasting and very aromatic.

The finest peaches grew there that I ever
ate. It is the home of the peach, without
cultivation or spraying. They grew in the fence
corners and rock piles, that they had to pile up
in order to find enough dirt to plant corn and
potatoes in.

I made soap and used a hollow log stopped
up at both ends for a container, the men were
falling trees and hauling trees or logs down to
the mill which kept up our expenses, besides
clearing the land.

Well in December we were located in our
cabin with a cookstove and a White Ash table
and a few chairs.

In January of 1895 the 26th, Bernice arrived
at night about 10pm. Mrs. Bertha White was in
attendance, with WT as acting physician. I had
done up the family washing and cleaned the
floors, which made it a very convenient time, so
we could enjoy her company and had in plenty
night-wood. Her papa had bought her clothing
at Powell and they were all made by hand and
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she looked very comfortable in and evidently
enjoyed her new quarters.

By this time WT had almost 2 acres of land
cleared, so he sold out for what he gave for the
land, sold our belongings at auction, except for
the team and wagon, to a man by the name of
Bleathens, the community preacher.

The Indian Territory was about to be open
for settlement and our little Bernice was three
weeks old. Then there was packing to do and
WT took me and our three little girls to
Fayetteville and bought me a ticket for
Sacramento, California and he and Roland
started for Gutheria, Oklahoma with his team
and covered wagon.

In packing and preparing for our journey I
had taken a severe cold and other occupants of
our emigrant car thought I had consumption
and shunned me and kept as far from me as
possible but we arrived safely and took a room
at the Western, again. Went in search of a
carpenter and got him to build a house on our
lot in less than a week I was located in it.

In May one night a sudden knock came on
my door on finding out who it was, it turned out
to be WT he come to sell the lot and take us to
Oklahoma to live with his friends or live in a
tent, until the Indian Territory was declared open
for settlement; but the summer being hot I
didn't think it best for teething baby, so decided
to go to San Luis Obispo, where my father and
sister lived with their families.

During this time WT had applied for a
pension, and was getting affidavits for it and I
commenced nursing. He got his pension in
September, 1891 but he didn't get a claim in the
Indian Territory

His pension dated back to the time he first
applied for it which
was three years if I
remember right
and I am
convinced I do.

He got $12 per
month and
received it every
quarter. Very soon
after WT received
it he came to San
Luis Obispo, after
me and the
children. We went
to Arkansas City,

Kansas over the Southern Pacific route which
took us through a parts of Texas and El Paso,
New Mexico. We lived in Arkansas City 2 1/2
years expecting from one day to the next while
Congress was in session that the Cherokee
strip would be open for settlement.

By this time we were broke aside from his
pension and what household goods we have so
he sold them that we could and gave the rest
away and went to Missouri to visit our folks,
Father, Mother, Brother and three sisters and
their families.

We stayed until fall when WT and his brother
Allie and Father, took two of his teams and two
covered wagons and Ruby and drove through
to the Osage nation on the Arkansas River
across from Ponca city which was our post
office.

I took Emma and Bernice and went on the
train to Winfield, Kansas where Willy Sturgill
met me and took me to their home to wait for
WT’s arrival which was about three weeks.

Then we camped and the men husked corn
and set up a tent bedroom and built a dugout.
Between times, and while they were doing this,
at nights I could hear the coyotes howling and
hear the Indians beat their tom toms and sing. I
cooked on a campfire, and our
accommodations were anything but
accommodating. Besides putting up with the
cold.

In December we got into our dugout and got
a cook stove and some lumber for a floor,
mother Sturgill and my brother John came
down from Missouri and Roland came in
January, and Bessie our Osage baby arrived 16
April and the strip was opened in May. WT met
with his usual luck and didn't get a claim, about
the last of May 1893 he went to Catskill New
Mexico to work in the lumber mill.

The spring of ‘94
the mill went
bankrupt, we
moved back to
Trinidad, Colorado
just a short time
before the Pullman
Car Company went
on strike which
affected all roads,
and the coal miners
in the vicinity of
Trinidad were
always on strike
which amounted to



A Slight Resemblance

Meanwhile, back at the
sandwich shop in Pagosa
Springs, Uncle Clarence
dreams of bigger things.

Bessie

about 5000. This paralyzed every industry and food could only be obtained in margin. Well we didn't
Starve but we didn't have what we wanted to eat either.

Bessie was very sick for three weeks teething, there was nothing left of her but her breath and
her little skin and bones but she got better. lived on the Picket Wire River which was very
treacherous and filthy owing to cloud bursts.

Emma took Bilious Typhoid from the effects and died September 22.

WT took Don, the shotgun and the burro and got a friend by the name of Jim Northcut to go with
him and left me and the four girls there. On account of my health
being poor I have to make some allowances for my weak minded
and lack of stamina I took the children and went to Pagosa Springs,
where WT was located on a ranch 5 miles out in the foothills of San
Juan Mountains. It was impossible for me to live there at that time,
the latter part of January 1895.

I went back to Pagosa Springs, rented a house and sent Bernice
to school in September, and it was September 8, when Georgie put
in her first appearance.

The following February we all had the measles in a severe form.
It was very cold weather the bed and drinking hot water from the
springs improved my health. In the fall of 1897 I moved back to the
ranch, and continued to move back and forth Winter and Summer to
send the children to school. The winter of 1898, Billie arrived.

If you have any questions, just ask.

William T. Sturgill:1846 - 1932 • Hettie B. Sturgill: 1865 - 1953

Grace: 1886 - 1893 • Hettie V.: 1888 - ?

Bessie - 1893 - 1964 • Emma: ? -1894

Georgie: 1895 - 1958 • Wilhelmina (Billie) 1898 - 1965



Bernice, Georgia, Bessie,
Violet came along too late for this tale,
Hettie B., Bessie’s son Lee, and Billie

My Mother Saxon, Grandmother Georgie,
Great Grandmother Hettie B, and me:End of the road -1950

WT in Venice, CA - 1930.
Hand-tinted photo by Georgie



Billie and Violet - 1910Billie and Violet - 1910
Saxon & Violet - 1930
Saxon & Violet - 1930

Saxon & Violet Growing UpSaxon & Violet Growing Up

Violet, Billie & Bernice - 1905Violet, Billie & Bernice - 1905

Saxon, Straight Out of Compton - 1930Saxon, Straight Out of Compton - 1930 Saxon, Violet, Georgie and Billie - 1944Saxon, Violet, Georgie and Billie - 1944

Billie & Hettie B. - 1920Billie & Hettie B. - 1920



A

Georgie on Santa Monica
Beach - 1945













Dearly beloveds:

Greetings! If you will get behind me
this auspicious Sunday morning and look
through my watery, blood-shot, wind-blown
hazel-gazels, I shall take you on the joy
ride of your life; providing, of course,
that you're bottom teeth are good and you
keep your shirt on.

Are you all ready?

The weather is fine, but you will find
it a little rough in the back seat of The
Screaming Zephyr, as usual. For some
reason, I seem to have acceded to that high
born privilege of sitting with the
chauffeur this time.

All right, let’s go then. Yes, thank
goodness, the starter is working for once.
Land sakes! I nearly lost my lid when we
pull out of that rut.

Here we are passed Oakdale already. How
was that for speed? I am not sure I am
still breathing or if they have gotten one
of those pulmotors working on me. Hang on
to that quilt if you want to keep it. This
old Ford has got a regular mania for
leaving the road behind. Never mind the
car. Watch the scenery!

Now, on the right hand, you will notice
cherry and olive orchards. On the left
Whew! Look at that vivid pink of the
almond blossoms against the creamy white

of the Satsuma plum Bloom. Surely spring
was in a flamboyant mood when she
concocted that color scheme, and it is all
enhanced by the delicate young green of
the background pastures.

Just had time to see the last farm fly
bye. Now we are leaving civilization
behind. Here and there are fields of
molten poppies, and those blue things.
Whatever our they anyway? Nature just
split herself decorating this spring.

Talk about your contented milk! Look
browsing in the shade of those picturesque
oak trees. For a minute, and not a second
longer I wish I was a cow so I could wade
classically through the bachelor buttons
and butter cups calf deep.

You'll just have to bear with me if I
bust out singing out “Blessed be thy Name”
every little bit - because the harmonic
blood of the Sturgills and Browns is
caroling and rioting in my capillaries
something terrific. For this cause was I
born! Oh, Gee!

Now we have come to the historic
Knight’s Ferry. Hey, chauffeur, ease up a
little on that gas so I can read this sign:

“Named after Capt. Knight, who here
established a trading post and ferried the
gold seekers across in the rush. . . . . . . . .”

By Georgie!

Violet in the “Screaming Zephyr”
1912 Ford Model T Touring Car



Never got to read it all, but you probably
caught on this boat doesn't stop for love
nor money.

The Oaks have thickened up and we are
climbing. Looks like we might have to
shift into intermediate. Nope, just made it.
Nevertheless, I'll have to shift my gluteus
Maximus. It's getting sodden

We all have to marvel the way this old
puddle-jumper runs since the chauffeur
ground the valves. I knew where to get my
valves ground so I wouldn't skid quite so
fast to the happy hunting ground.

Say, things are beginning to look
reliquarious of prehistoric antiquity,
whatever that is. The barns are all
swayback and the shacks in desperate
degrees of disintegration. The toilets are
all in the backyard. Some towns are white-
washed, but they can't for me.

If it wasn't for the eloquence of an
occasional modern domicile that rudely
reminds us of the 20th Century, we would
think for sure we were a Forty-Niners.
Indeed, feel strangely the presence of
their ghosts.

Here it begins to look like Jehovah had
his finger in the pie, from the way huge
jagged boulders have been tossed ‘round in
lordly confusion.

Again we are beside a sparkling
streamlet over which Lacey Boughs mingle
beautifically I'd be for getting Down in
primitive fashion and lapping it up if
there wasn't a big sign saying:

“Danger. Do not drink this water.

It is poisonous. Runs from the mill,
”Et cetera, et cetera.”

Boy! What a narrow escape! On our way
again.

“Get over you big road hog.” This, from
the chauffeur.

On the left is a gold mine with the
usual California sign displaying “Keep
out.”

Between KEEPING OUT and KEEPING OFF
and NO TRESPASSING, I feel like a lame
duck and a menagerie.

That was Jamestown just went by.
Quaint, wasn't it?

Here we are at Sonora. Of all things. Did
you ever see such narrow streets with his
second-story stores crowding up tight
against them? Reminds me of an alley in
China. And some of those buildings just
reek with the details of mad gold rushers.

Four miles more and we are in Columbia,
the former primordial center of the
rushers orgy. It would be the ideal
deserted village but for the endless
stream of tourists and curiosity seekers.
There is the old stage depot, the bar,
several of them, fire department, dance
hall, bulletproof doors, everything a gold
digger would want.

The streets are still narrow and
winding as mentioned heretofore in
Sonora.



Wish I had more rubber in my neck. My
gullet feels indignant over being imposed
upon.

“Hey, chauffeur, let's get out and shake
ourselves and get a good look at things.”

Nothing doing. Might just as well talk
to the great Stone Face. It seems that we
are going to see snow today yet. Back we go
to Sonora-lickety brindle - and then take
the dirt road to the left.

Up, up, up. The oaks have given way to
the Pine and fir. And they are stately and
tall, shading the roadway. Now I Now I know
love is grand. Seems like we are riding the
ridge bareback. This is a regular forest.
What was that I saw?

Through those trees, down in the gap?
Big emerald, looking glass of the gods.
Hold your breath class my feeble pulse. Am
I in Switzerland gazing down on the Lake
Lucerne, or in the Andes, gaping at
Titicaca?

What? No? Twain-Harte Damn? Oh. Is that
all? The tall trees clapping their hands
and say “Amen’’. So now that I am back to
earth - Drive on.

We had to shift gears that time all
right - and the next - and the next. Dizzy
Heights? I'll say. The blood sings and the
youngster’s years, but believe me this old
bird can climb.

What's that? I What's that? I welcoming
lodge. The sign reads:

"You are now at the Haven of Rest” (Lord
I believe)

“Chicken Dinners, etc.”

Looks like the chauffeur is stone-blind
as well as deaf. Sits like a statue with his
hand on the wheel and foot on the
throttle. Never looks to the right nor to
the left. Verily his face is set as a flint
and he cannot be moved.

Up, up, up. Everything is below. Timbered
canyons fall off from us on both sides. We
hold to the road in spite of our missed
giving when we swing those curves on two
wheels. Snow is in evidence in numerous
places, but nothing you can put your
finger on it as yet.

“Say, chauffeur, where are we going to?”
He doesn't seem to know any more than

we do about it. Perfectly non-committal. I
should worry.

Surely, we will have to pause anon and
reflect upon the unsurpassed glory of
Sylvan solitudes Robed in the freedom of
primeval investments; and disclaim
somewhat over the trail left by man's
skill as well as carelessness - evidenced
by the well-constructed highway and the
burnt and charred remnants of
disinherited woods, respectively.

Jamestown

https://youtu.be/TllDf3Iqu-o


Now we swoop down on an ample log
structure known as Long Barn Inn.
Wonderful place in the midst of the
Stanislas Forest reserve.

The chauffeur suddenly breaks the
silence and says “We have a flat tire.”

Now I realize with a start that the
nameless thing I have unconsciously been
expecting since we started has happened at
last. Although I always have my doubts
about what the chauffeur says. Somehow
I believe every word of his present state.
And the strain I have been laboring under,
snaps, and I realize again with
satisfaction that it is no use to worry
about a thing any longer when it's over
with.

I am beginning to think the chauffeur
is a humorist in spite of his English
ancestry. We pull up at the roadside to
find to my amazement that said tire is not
flat any such thing. All are OK. I had
rather anticipated an opportunity to
rattle my bones out of the seat and rattle
out a few kinks. Said chauffeur further
demurs and says, he will tighten the
brakes and then we will go home, and adds,
to our utter and intense disgust “I won't
take a minute’'.

Boy, how we do make for that snow pile
and ram our hands up to the elbows.
Someone soaked me one. Blah, blah. Every
Second counts, so we rush madly to the
pine trees and sniffing with dilated
nostrils the keen scented odor of Alpine
Heights, molded by a wayfaring Chinook,
treading on a carpet of pine needles.

Gracious, if it don't look like pine gum.
Quick, help! Get some!

Soon I have an immature piece of pitch
between my upper incisor and lower gold
molar that neither time nor opportunity
can pull off. But, believe it or not, it
carried a fragment of an old familiar
flavor that swept me back to childhood in
Colorado, on the old Ranch, racing beneath

giant spicy pines with a cud a cow
wouldn’t be ashamed of.

The impatient hunk of the motor
rudely makes me a moment again with all a
woman's griefs, such as getting back into
the car beside the flinty inflexible
Knight of the Wheel; who, meanwhile,
hadn't stirred 2 feet from the car, during
all this time. I can see that I that I will
have to reinforce those patches in the seat
of his breaches tomorrow.

Woof, Bing, Bang!!!!! Down the hill we go -
with a vengeance. We are trying to beat
time. All of the aforesaid strain comes
back in a rush as I get a death grip on the
side of the car with one hand and grab
Teddy around the collar with the other. If
I had previously entertained any doubts
about soon being face to face with the
Forty-Niners, they are all thoroughly
dispelled now. I am prepared to meet my
nemesis.

I can see by the hectic flash on the
chauffeur's cheek that he has the "Going
Fever". I feel "gone" myself and sort of
weak in the clutch.

I gaze aghast at that the mobile profile
and back at the speedometer. He seems to be
trying to keep it at 50. When it wavers
beyond that, I say my beads and try to
remember in a dazed fashion if I ever did
anything good, which I if I ever did
anything good, which I can't.

Oops, we almost took that man's ruxle
axle off that was stooped over fixing his
car. . . Who says we can't coast downhill!

I’ll declare to say to you, I never saw a
thing on the way back for dust. Did you?
But, honest, ain't we got fun?

Home at last. A good place after all
when you are out of gas and the only asset
you are sure of is a bottomless pit or in
plain Anglo-Saxon, stumjack.

Georgie



Odd place this Evermore
Park! Found by fluke and only
by fluke shall it be found.

Don’t remember how I found this
place, but we decided to include it on a
rafting trip to Utah.

Odd, not a soul we spoke with had
heard of the place. Even hotel staff
where we stayed, just across the
street drew a blank.

Having said that, upon our arrival,
queueing behind fifty or so renfaire-style
slash steampunked guests, the person standing
immediately in front of me was the fabulous Shelby
Monday: frequenter of the Fan Bar here in Vegas!

So what the hell is it then? A quick and dirty explanation might be “A
Visitor Participation Amusement Park.”

Let it be said that Evermore Park is far from complete and remains in a
state of continual “Under Construction” mode. The place is only open
Friday, Saturday and Sunday from 6pm to 11pm. And you must sign a
waiver forbidding you from acts of stupidity.

The place was bright and colorful with children running both helter
and skelter. We were told we had been transported through a portal
into another dimension to find the land of Evermore, though there
was nothing to tell us what was expected of us as visitors, where
anything was located or when programming might happen. We didn’t

realize we were flying blind for the
first half hour.

We found a jolly play which was
long, convoluted and didn’t
understand any of it. The play
stopped for some reason and
said it would continue in a



second of three segments along with a bird show somewhere on the
grounds, but we never found either of them.

We walked along the stone path, peering into windows of various
abodes and admiring the surrounding gardens; streams, pond and other
territories waiting for habitation.

There were a half dozen partially built structures and evidence of a
train to circle the property in the works.

The landscaping, stonework and statuary is intricate and
amazing. Everything at least near-finished is meticulously precise
and handsomely appointed, though the newness lends a certain
sterility, but that should change in time. Things need to be
“crapped up” overgrown and surly for that lived-in look.

There are axes to be thrown as well and arrows to be
dispatched, humans and fairies to be inquired upon and musical
sorts to be enjoyed.

Here is what I gathered from reading Yelp comments:
Arriving at the park, you pick up a pack of Evermore Adventure

cards from the Kettle Cafe & Mercantile inside the gate.
Chat up all the players walking about, each

wearing a necklace with a glowing stone to
show they are in the know.
Clues (for something) will
be distilled here and there
by the players at locations
about the park, and there



are flyers showing coordinates that can be located using your phone.

Somehow by completing quests earn points and souvenirs.

You may also join one of four Guilds to increase your potential reward points.
Bring a camera and notepad for keeping track of clues. Good thing our technology works in this

dimension.

Picture yourself on a giant game board dashing here and there at whim and I think that’s what
they were aiming for. And get this… during the year, there are three themes that change the story,
motif and quests. We were here during Mythos; something about Goblins and fairies. Next up is
Lore, about an illness befalling the Fae King. Wrapping it up is Aurora; involving a Nordic Fantasy
and Dickensian Wonderland.

Then there was a downpour and we left.

Who should go:

Costumers: Here’s a new place to show off your duds. Note: Costumes are encouraged. Masks and
anything smacking of weaponry is forbidden.
Gamers: Real time following clues on quests for adventure and
booty.
Larpers: In time, I have no doubt this will be as real as it’s going
to get.

It will be interesting so see what happens over the next year.

WEBSITE • VIDEO

https://www.evermore.com
https://youtu.be/R5w_U3cUQvE


Any given issue of Skyliner does, I feel, have an
internal consistency, which you'd pretty much
expect given that it's essentially a perzine. I've
generally expressed a liking for themed ishes
(unless they're Journey Planet), cf my own Arrows of
Desire, excepting the first and last ones of that title,
especially when there's a range of styles, (and
approaches in certain cases) that are shown. As
you're well aware (and perhaps even more so
following my weed discussion with Ulrika in BEAM
#14), I'm not a participant in the ingestion of THC
products so familiar to our Faniverse, though again I
don't much care what others do as long as they
don't do it in close proximity to me since I really
don't like - ooh - "that smell". Nevertheless, I always
find your fannish reminiscences entertaining, and
the overall potted threads you're stitching here
doesn't put me off, at least until you decide to punt
the scratch 'n' sniff version, which I shall decline to
receive, thank you very much.

What truly fascinated me, and this might be
surprising given your theme (although I was known
to partake in "certain substances" back in the day
before I resolved to become a dedicated drinker)
were the parallels between your entry to the
Faniverse and initial experiences therein and my
own some 20 years or so later. Not necessarily in
specific details and events, but most definitely in
spirit and in philosophy, "your" fandom of back then
is one I recognize and appreciate when compared to
"my" fandom of the mid-80s onward, I suppose in
terms of the sense of community that defined us. I
suspect that's a primary reason why we've become

such good friends, both having an instinctive
realization that we're simpatico when it comes to
this.

I'm totally stealing your "I'm at the age..." quote
from page 46 for inclusion in the 'Indulge Me'
section of the next This Here... (RSN!), with proper
attribution, of course!

And O my good Gawd, when Lloyd remarks (the
letter) that "The worst thing [Arnie Katz] could
receive from fandom is oblivion", my knee-jerk
reaction is that the best thing fandom could do is to
utterly forget the divisive contributions of that
manipulative, nasty, lying old fool and his endless
procession of poorly produced crudzines. It's a
crying fuckin' shame that so many good writers
(and, ahem, artists) were consigned to that gulag,
although at least you, I and others make valiant
attempts to shatter those shackles and alert the rest
of what's left of our Faniverse to a Vegas fandom
that continues to exist, vibrantly, apart from that
choking proprietorial hand.

NicFarey



My apologies for letting this go. I could offer any
number of excuses, and all of them good! Spent a
month getting the last bits done for our three-week
vacation in England, getting ready for a big
steampunk event in the village of Coldwater,
Ontario, fighting insomnia, all the usuals. And, of
course, responding to fanzines took a back seat. I
am back, and I am TWO issues of Skyliner behind,
so here goes for issues 6 and 7.

6… “The Letter From Lloyd”? Am I really the
only one responding? Loccing Vegas zines is an old
habit I am happy to keep indulging. Can’t others
respond as well? Hmm?

I won’t say I never drink, but I seldom do, even
with a really nice strawberry-kiwi flavoured cider at
the Eastern European grocery store down the street.
Marĳuana? I have never smoked anything, and I
don’t really care to start, but with it now being legal
here, it has become a multi-billion-dollar industry.
Even the provincial government here is involved, but
I gather the quality is poor, as you might expect,
licenced stores are out there with better stuff, but
always, the best stuff comes from the
neighbourhood independent vendor, shall we say.
Every so often, the air around this building gets a
little skunky.

I had my cataract operation early, close to ten
years ago now. Easily fixed, and with my artificlal
lens card in my wallet, I am truly the Bionic Man.

Around here, fandom, at least what I remember,
is nearly dead, but every year, the dead come back
to life at Ad Astra, our annual litcon which has
become the annual fannish family get-together. This
was earlier this month, and we had ourselves an
old-fashioned blast. And like before, every so often,
the air around the con got a little skunky. Such as it
always was. Fandom has become a little too PC for
me these days, and that’s one of many reasons we
don’t go to Worldcons any more. A long hug from a
female friend got whispers of “Get a room!” and a
threat to tell Yvonne…

I wonder if the talented people that were in
fandom, or who could have been in fandom, took to
social media to get a more immediate audience on a
continuous basis, instead of having to wait for
conventions to come around. That way comes some
immediate sales, too. It seems that social media

may be used to (if not designed to) keep us in our
apartments and houses, and live our lives remotely.

I find fandom is still that hotbed of simmering
sexuality, even though we are older. At Ad Astra this
year, there were so much exposed female flesh, and
miles of cleavage everywhere. Even at my age
(turned 60 in London), it would be easy to get a little
overstimulated. The costumes were fantastic, too.
At the annual anime con (which we did not get to
this year), there are always quiet librarian-types who
use the weekend to let prudery go to the four winds,
and wear something truly revealing and low-cut.

Love DeDee’s nun costume…Yvonne has one,
too! She is the fannish Sister Wendy. Lately, she’s
been using a similar costume to be Queen Victoria
for the various steampunk events. At the Coldwater
event coming up, she hasn’t been asked to the
Queen, and she won’t be bringing the costume up,
and four people so far are terribly unhappy that QV
won’t be there! It is good to be in demand, but at
the end of this year, I think QV is going into
permanent cold storage.

While there was no nudity at the conventions I
would frequent, I will say there was one local well-
built female costumer (ah, memories) who would
appear at various cons as Tigra, and while no
costume is no costume, a little body paint sure is a
little body paint. You missed a spot… (And it also
made it real easy to pack for the con.)

Somewhere around here are pictures of Yvonne
in ape makeup, too. Arnold Gargulio’s Jr. was a
prosthetist, and he specialized in the Planet of the
Apres makeup, and as she often does, volunteered

LloydPenney



to have the makeup applied. She spent half the con
wandering about in ape makeup and a top hat.
Lunch consisted of hot dogs and French fries, long
food to get past the facial appliances.

What do we do these days? Lots of steampunk
for me and Harry Potter for Yvonne. Fandom was
getting stale (What do you mean, getting?) and we
looked close by for other things to do and be
involved in. We know of all the local steampunk and
HPO events coming up, and there are surprisingly
mean of them. Some, we will vend at, other, we will
just go and have some fun. Sounds like you’ve done
the same thing with HempCon or HempFest.
Something like that will be here at some point, as
soon as the various levels of government can get
their heads out of their asses and coordinate the
legality of the green leafy stuff.

And, my letter… more work on Amazing Stories!
Just finished my edit on what’s being called issue 5,
but really is Volume 77, No. 1, I think. I’ve actually
put all of that on my resume, and I am still job
hunting… I wonder if mention of Amazing Stories is
making some of the people in the HR departments
curious, or even nostalgic…

7… Wow, what a change. My original shops
were Bakka Books (the local SF shop) and Silver
Snail Comics. Who introduced me to these places?
None other than Ed Greenwood, he of many D&D
dungeons and lots of Elminster novels. Ed and I met

at Ryerson Polytechnical Institute in Toronto, both
getting our BAA in Journalism. While I was
studiously taking notes, Ed was designing his
dungeon he sold for millions. Who spent their day
better, hm?

I never was a comics reader, but it wasn’t from
lack of trying. I remember buying two old Dennis the
Menace comic books, and really enjoying them, and
then putting them aside to do other things. My
mother threw them out, because “Well, I didn’t see
you reading them!” My folks never saw the appeal of
collecting, and while I did have a collection of
Ripley’s Believe It Or Not! paperbacks, I was
constantly asked what I was going to do with them.
All are gone now, no idea where they went, unless
my brothers sold them to their friends while I was
back east going to Ryerson.

So much here was of interest, but so much more
unfamiliar. Comics were frowned upon by so many,
and for me, much of it was unavailable in Canada,
and if it was there, it was unavailable to me because
I never had more than a buck or two in my pocket;
my parents made sure of that, even with me having
two paper routes.

I am about to hit two full pages, so something
here hit a chord with me. Sorry I let two issues pile
up, but I think I am now caught up. Thanks for this,
and thanks for more, soon, I hope.

Thanks for your continued support, Lloyd. If not for you, this zine would be a hollow vessel indeed.

Back in Delineator days, I received many LoCs, mostly scolding me for saying spot-on. With everyone
having such prickly buttons these days, I thought with all the drugs and fannish flesh in issue six, somebody
would have crapped their pants and found some insignificant morsel they could use to push an old fanboy
with one foot in the grave into the abyss. Just goes to show, my distribution ain’t what it once was and Hugos
winners are people I’ve never heard of. I sent a copy to “Lady Business” as an olive branch, but they never
responded, so there. Here’s a question: If we are still giving out “Best Fan Artist” Hugos, why do faneds have
to pull fillos off the internet?

I found a Reddit comment the other day: "Bradbury's books always have a little something racist in them".
Hunh. Maybe that Waukegan statue will be coming down before the first pigeon craps on it! Or maybe
everyone is taking a breather after the Campbell dethroning.

I don’t see anyone tossing out their kale ‘cause
Hitler was a vegetarian. Oh well, it’s a new world.

Oh no, still on the job hunt? Yikes - What
happened at the pot shop?

Our next issue BTW, will be the last for months and
months. I’m just waiting to fill it up and kick it out door.
Anything you’d like to include, now’s the time to garner
that instant fame and fortune you’ve been dreaming
about! Over and Out!


