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I STARTED OUT AS A MUNDANE...


If you were familiar with science fiction fandom, you knew what a mundane was.  To the rest of you, it stood for a person who was not familiar with science fiction. He or she would notice an event for science fiction fans (most likely a convention) and then usually looked confused by the whole thing. The Oxford Dictionary defined it this way: Mundane--dull, routine. 


I think this definition from the Oxford Dictionary best described me from about 1956 to ‘63 because before 1963, I was no different from any other “Post-World War II Baby-Boomer Child.”  


I was born in 1956, in Audubon, New Jersey, at a small maternity hospital.  Days later, my parents took me home to Clementon, New Jersey, a small town about 15 miles from Philadelphia, Pennsylvania.  The household consisted of my parents, Joseph & Julia Kurtz ; my two older brothers: Joseph, the oldest, born in 1947; James, born in 1952; and finally, me.


Therefore, if you saw some of those documentary films about the suburbs of the 1950s and 60s, I could have been among those pre-school children in the film.  I played with dolls, jumped rope, and watched TV (in black and white with only three or four channels).  Then, I looked forward to what Santa Clause was going to give me for Christmas and what I would get from the Easter Bunny at Easter. I believed in the Tooth Fairy and the Sandman, and I thought that an angel brought me down from Heaven when I was born. (That’s the story my mother told me.  Years later, I learned about other stories from my friends: cabbage patches, storks, baby stores, and so on.)  In other words, magic was just as real to me as any science.


One of my favorite holidays was Hallo-ween.  For that single day, I dressed up as someone or something else.  I went with my brothers from house-to-house and said, “trick or treat,” and received candy and sometimes money or apples!  (I loved Milky Way and Hershey bars.  Thus, I dreaded it whenever someone threw an apple into my candy bag and crushed some of those candy bars.)  


My mother made most of my costumes be-cause she thought the poorly made, store- bought costumes cost too much.  If the term “rip-off” were around then, she would have used it in describing those costumes.  She was right.  Each costume had cheap lining material with a silkscreen trim. The front named the character, and the plastic mask displayed the character’s face.  Fortunately, she knew how to sew.  I don’t remember all of the costumes I wore, but I have seen pictures of myself as a bunny, kitten, puppy, clown, ballerina, majorette, and cowgirl.


I remembered going to a few Lithuanian festivals and seeing dancers wearing costumes of brightly colored trim, and I had fond memories of eating there. The food consisted mostly of sausages, potatoes, breads, cabbages, and a kind of grilled cottage/farmers’ cheese.  (My mother, being of Lithuanian descent, had a chance to meet friends of hers from “the old neighborhood” in South Philadelphia.)


I also attended a few German festivals.  Again, I saw dancers in brightly colored costumes.  While I didn’t find the German food too different from the Lithuanian, some exceptions were in the desserts of German chocolate cake, Black Forest cake, and other famous German baked goods.  (This was my father’s chance to meet up with his friends from “the old neighborhood” in South Philly.)  (Ethnically, I am one-half Lithuanian, one-fourth German, and one-fourth English.)

IN 1963, THINGS STARTED TO CHANGE...


Some science fiction fans told me they plunged right into science fiction (SF) and were never the same again--the complete “Gosh-Wow” effect.


While I had something of a “Gosh-Wow” effect after reading two children’s books about space and SF, which my parents bought for me, it wasn’t a complete plunge.  (These books were similar to those Golden Books series for children.  One book covered the solar system and speculated about travel to the moon.  In the other book, I read a SF story about a little girl and her brother taking a trip to the moon with Mommy and Daddy.)  I still had my other interests.  Therefore, I kept on playing with my dolls, jumping rope, and playing games with my friends; I also liked reading juvenile space and SF books and watching SF on TV.  I especially remembered seeing Buster Crabb star in the old 1930s serials of Flash Gordon and Buck Rogers.  (Back in the 1930s and 40s, my father had fond memories of seeing those series at the cinema.)


In spring of 1963, I was in the midyear of first grade.  Our school put out a newsletter toward the end of the school year.  Encouraged students contributed some writing or artwork.  (Currently they use Desktop Publishing. Back then, the school used ditto.  Anybody who went to school in the 1960s and early-70s remembered ditto printing.  It was that purple print used in printing test papers and flyers.)  I don’t know if the schools do that anymore, but the end-of-the-year publication also taught students about writing and editing.  Besides earning extra credit for contributing some writing or artwork, students of a certain grade edited the work done by those students of the former grade.  Then the faculty edited the work done by those students in the highest grade (eighth grade).


Of course, first graders didn’t do any editing yet, but they still contributed writing or artwork; I did both tasks that year.  My first published writing was a small paragraph I wrote about that book I received earlier on space; I included a crude drawing of a rocket ship.  While art was not my forté, I got a thrill out of seeing something printed that I wrote (as well as seeing my “artwork” in print).  In the following years, I remembered writing about the juvenile SF and space books I read, the space launches I watched on TV, and the SF TV shows I saw, especially the three seasons of Star Trek (ST).


In May of 1963, I saw the first space launch on TV that I clearly remembered.  It was the last of the Mercury Missions when Astronaut Gordon Cooper orbited the Earth. I remembered being home from school because I felt ill, and I was lying down on the living-room couch.  My mother sat nearby and said, “Flash Gordon and Buck Rogers are make-believe spacemen.  This is a real spaceman.”  After this, I followed the launches through the Gemini and Apollo Missions, and the highlight became the July 1969 Moon Landing.  My family and I spent that whole night in front of the TV set.


For Halloween of 1963, I wanted to pick my own costume to wear.  Then, I told my mother what I had in mind.  After she watched Flash Gordon with my father and I, she saw some of the gowns that Dale Arden (Flash Gordon’s girlfriend) wore. Afterward, she said, “I could make something like that for you for Halloween.”  Therefore, she did.  


I thought I wore the most glamorous outfit in my life.  As I went “trick-or-treating,” I knew I had the greatest costume ever.


My spirits were high until I was just a few blocks from home. Then, I miscalculated as I stepped up to a pavement; I fell flat on my face.  I cried because of my bloody nose and cut lip; my brothers helped me as best as they could until we returned home.


The following year, my mother dyed the outfit a darker color. Then she trimmed it and shortened the skirt length to just below my knees (a wise move because none of us wanted a repeat of what happened the previous year).


I liked another outfit of Dale Arden’s: a short-tunic outfit with a fancy design and trim on the front.  Although my mother made my outfit a bit longer, just above my knees in length, it became my last non-ST costume for a long time.


I watched ST premier on September 8, 1966.  I remembered the episode, “The Man Trap,” about a creature who could change into different people in its quest to obtain some badly needed salt.  Though the plot seemed to be just a monster story, I liked the organized ship and crew.  Mr. Spock and his pointed ears especially interested me.  In the next episode, “Charlie X,” despite all the harm that Charlie had done to Capt. Kirk’s crew, Kirk pleaded with the returning inhabitants of the planet to let Charlie stay with his own kind. (Charlie was a human stranded on another planet and given special powers to survive there.)  The aliens, however, told Kirk if Charlie stayed with humans, then, in time, Charlie would use his special powers to destroy all of them.  I realized then that ST was not going to be another silly “sci-fi” series such as Lost in Space.  (I liked the pilot episode of Lost in Space. Later, after watching a few more episodes, the series became sillier and sillier.)


This started a long love affair I had with ST that lasted from about 1966 to ‘81.  (I still watch the different Trek series and films, but I can’t say that I’m as big a fan of ST as I used to be.  Anyhow, it was fun while it lasted.)


I even liked the uniforms. So much so that I wanted the women’s tunic in each of the three colors: red, blue, and rust yellow.  (For those of you who aren’t familiar with the classic ST series, Star Fleet officers wore rust yellow-colored uniforms in command; blue in science and medical; and red in engineering, communications, and security.) Upon seeing the women’s uniforms, my mother said, “You’ll freeze your ass off wearing those uniforms on Halloween!”  This time, however, I pleaded successfully enough with my mother to convince her to make that extra-short skirt length. In return, I had to wear thicker black tights under my uniform (not those sheer black pantyhose that the actresses wore in the series).


My mother had no problem making the basic uniform shape; she used a basic dress pattern in a much shorter length and made the matching panties.  For the ranking on the sleeves, I bought some wavy gold braid at a material store.  Then, the insignias gave me a problem.  I bought some gold-foiled paper and black felt; after several tries, I got it somewhat right.  (Command had a star-shaped design on their insignias, science had circles, and engineering had what looked a bit similar to a watch spring.)


I already had the black boots.  Does anybody who was around in the 1960s remember go-go boots?  They were one of the latest fads in footwear in the mid- to late-60s.  The boots worn on the original ST series were similar.


Other than some modifications for my more mature figure in later years and ordering mass-produced insignias as well, I started a Halloween tradition in wearing Star Fleet uniforms from 1966 through ‘77.  I changed departments (I rotated from red to blue to rust yellow; later, I would repeat the same color sequence.) and went up another rank each year, but the basic costume remained the same.  (Thus, I started out as an ensign in 1966, and I ended up as a fleet admiral in ‘77.)


Nevertheless, I did most of my SF activities alone.  My friends didn’t share my interest in space and SF that much.  I had other things in common with them, and I never based my friendships on sharing a common interest in SF and space. (On the other hand, as long as they didn’t try to put it down. However, that never happened; that’s why they were my friends.)


During the 1960s, I also acquired a taste for traveling. My family and I took trips through much of the Northeastern USA.  We even visited Canada once (the province of Quebec).  Still, the most frequent trips were to the New Jersey Shore and to different parts of Philadelphia.


I remembered seeing Center City Philly near Christmastime with the lights decorating the shops outside and the animated windows in front of the department stores.  Inside Wanamaker’s department store, I saw an animated light show. (The store is now Lord & Taylor, and they still have the light show.)  Another sight I remembered well was the Enchanted Village at Lit Brothers department store. (Lit Brothers closed, and the store became a shopping mall called Market Place East. I don’t know what became of the village.  Different places in the area tried to display the village. The last place was the Atwater-Kent Museum, across the street from Market Place East; I don’t know, however, if they still display it.)  My family and I would have lunch in Wanamaker’s Crystal Room.  Then, after a long day of shopping, we had dinner in Chinatown  (along Race St., between 8th and 12th Sts.).


During the year, my family also took me to the Italian Market (in South Philadelphia on 9th St., between Christian and Wharton Sts.).  After shopping in the open-air market, we would have a Philly-steak sandwich at either Pat’s or Geno’s Steaks (diagonally across from each other at 9th St. and Passyunk Ave.).


Another place we frequently visited was the Philadelphia Zoo, the oldest zoo in the USA (1874), in Fairmount Park, one of the largest city parks in the country.


I also spent the 60s partaking in several activities with my friends.  During this time, we went from playing with dolls and jump ropes to experimenting with makeup, hairstyles, clothes, and rock & roll.  At first, boys were a bunch of creeps; later, my friends and I started looking at them differently.  Before the decade was over, we were long past believing in Santa Clause, the Easter Bunny, and other myths.  I learned to question more of the things that I used to take for granted.

THEN THE 1970s BROUGHT MORE CHANGES FOR ME...


My first change occurred when I met a few people close to my own age that liked SF as much as I did.
  


To back up on the story a bit--I used to go to a local roller-skating rink as a child.  I usually went on Saturday or Sunday afternoons when families and elementary school- aged children were the majority of patrons.  As I got closer to being a teenager, however, I wanted to go skating on Friday nights.  I finally got permission in 1970.  Hooray!  At last, I had a chance to skate with other teens.  One of those first teens who skated with me was Tony Leoni.


Afterward, as we sat and talked, I learned that he, and the friends who traveled to the skating rink with him, liked SF.  Later, we exchanged telephone numbers.


As I talked on the phone to him a few days later, he started to wonder if there was a way to start a local SF & space exploration club.


The following Friday night at the skating rink, we talked about the idea of starting a local SF & space exploration club with his other friends.  By the end of the night, we called ourselves the Delaware Valley Science Fiction Association (DVSFA) and made plans to have a meeting at Tony’s house.


Because the club nominated Tony for acting president and me for acting vice president, it was up to us to draw attention to our group.


Tony owned a ditto machine and printed some flyers that he and I put together advertising our club.  Then, we kept ourselves busy by passing these flyers around at the skating rink and our schools.


Putting together a “quick and sloppy” set of guidelines for the club, we decided that the club would cover SF, both media and literary, and space exploration as well as having monthly meetings on the last Saturday of the month in the afternoon. (Unless that last Saturday fell on a holiday weekend, then we would put the meeting up to the Saturday of the previous week.)


Tony and I also put out a two page, twice-a-year newsletter (NL) that mostly covered club business. (Until 1977, we kept that two page, twice-a-year format because we were a local club, not a correspondence club.)  At first (1970-‘71), we hand wrote the NL in block capitals and printed it with a ditto machine.  Then, in 1972, Tony bought a second-hand mimeograph machine.  Therefore, we did the NLs in mimeo.  What a break.  On ditto, if you made a mistake, you had to cut a hole where the mistake appeared.  Then, you had to patch up the hole with another piece of ditto paper and rewrite the correct word.  With mimeo, you cut the letters in wax.  If you made a mistake, you applied liquid wax to that area.  After it dried, you rewrote or retyped over the mistake.  By 1974, I started typing the NLs.  In 1976, I gained access to a photocopy machine where I used to work.  This became a real break.  Thus, all I needed was correction fluid to correct my mistakes.


About eight people attended our first two-hour meeting. (We covered business on the first hour, and the next hour became more social.)  


One of our members talked about a fire hall where her mother was a member of the ladies-auxiliary group.  She suggested that this fire hall would be a good place to advertise the club if we attended their Mardi Gras Costume Party on the weekend before Lent.  So, one of the first things we voted for was to attend this party.


The group also decided that because Tony and I were doing a good job of running the club, then Tony should remain acting president and I should remain acting vice president--at least for those first two years until we got on our organized feet.


A few weeks later, we attended the Mardi Gras Party and started a tradition of attending this party every year (until 1983, the last year that group organized the party).


Our efforts on attending the party proved useful because we earned some new members, and some of our members joined the ladies auxiliary for this fire department.


Because I wore my Star Fleet uniform on Halloween, I decided to wear a futuristic-looking gown for the Mardi Gras Party and have done so for years to come.  By this time, I learned how to walk correctly in a gown; so, I wasn’t in any danger of falling flat on my face again.


That Halloween, we played host to our first Halloween Party. This event became a yearly tradition for our club.  (The timing was good because by then I was too old to go “trick or treating” and too young to go to Halloween parties at bars.)


The club officially elected Tony as president and me as vice president in 1972.  We really ran unopposed because nobody else wanted the job.  Around this time, we appointed a treasurer, Michael Genna, and a secretary, Katherine Ryan.  The club also passed a rule to have the elections every four years at the last meeting of the year before a leap year.  Therefore, the next election would be in late-1975.


We won again at the 1975 election. At that time, we had someone running against us for president, Lee Griffin, and for vice president, Mary Barret.  They both had been with the club since the beginning. Both of them also felt that the club should be less casual and conducted more as a business. They wanted to raise the yearly dues and require that members should attend at least three meetings a year or the club will vote them out.  Tony and I won by a landslide because most members had enough business at their jobs and schools; they didn’t need it in their hobby.


Meanwhile, my interest in travel grew more intense and when my high school guidance counselor asked me what I wanted to do in life, I told him I was either going to write, be a travel agent, or both.


During those years, my parents and I traveled up and down the Eastern USA, and I once visited the province of Ontario, Canada.


Around this time, I also traveled to New York City with my parents or friends.  Other than attending the 1964 World’s Fair in Flushing, Queens, New York, I had never been to New York until 1970.  That year, my parents and I visited NYC and saw the Christmas decorations in Midtown Manhattan.  We got off the train at Pennsylvania Station and walked to Macy’s department store.  After visiting Macy’s, we walked along 34th St. toward the Empire State Building, rode the elevator (or lift) to the top (102nd floor), and viewed the city.  Once we were back on ground level, we walked up 5th Ave. from 34th St. to 59th St. Along the way we looked at the stores, Christmas decorations, and animated windows.  The best looking, animated-window displays were at B. Altman, Lord & Taylor, and Saks Fifth Ave.  (B. Altman is no more, but Lord & Taylor and Saks are still around, and they still show their animated-window displays before Christmas.)  When traveling with my friends, I visited different parts of Manhattan and even traveled to the other boroughs.  I learned to become familiar with public transportation in Philadelphia and New York on their busses and subways. In 1976, this came in handy when I went overseas for the first time to visit London, England.


In my freshman year of high school, I had to take a course on English History. After I earned an A in the course, I wanted to visit England in the worst way.  In 1976, I finally got my chance.


I booked for a charter package that included airfare, hotel with transfers to and from the airport, breakfast, and a half-day tour of London.  (This was before airline deregulation when the only cheap way to visit overseas was to take a charter.)  I was 20, young, and a good-looking woman (or so I was told).  Therefore, I divided my time between seeing some of the major sights and browsing the stores by day and then going to discos and pubs at night.  I usually paid for my first drink and maybe my second drink at those discos and pubs.  By then, I usually met some fellow who bought the drinks for me as we talked; later, we may have danced.


Overall, I had a great time in London and promised myself that someday I would return.


Of course, all this traveling was expensive, and I was not rich.  I had my first taste of the working world during my high school years when I sometimes baby-sat, took care of pets, cleaned people’s houses, or cleaned their yards.


At 18, I became a legal adult and could look for a job that didn’t pay under the table; in other words, I looked for a job that paid into unemployment, social security, state taxes, and Federal taxes. 


My first “real” job was part-time production work assembling electronic parts for radios.  


I also put my foot in the door of the travel industry by landing a referral position for a travel agency--or bird-dogging as it was known in the profession.  Therefore, I bird-dogged by sending people cards with my name, the agency’s name, address, and phone number.  If that person came to the agency and showed them that card or just mentioned my name and booked a trip, I would earn 1% out of the agency’s 10% commission.  (It only happened four times that year.)


The following year, I changed regular jobs to a part-time office-cleaning job, and the travel agency allowed me to help potential customers on their itineraries. (For this, I now received a 2% commission.)


In 1976, I switched jobs again. I worked part time in a bookstore, but my best news was when I finally became an outside agent for the travel agency.  (I made the final sale with customers and earned the full 5% commission that an agent received. The agency got the other 5%.)  It was through working for this agency that I learned about the charter package to London.


Throughout school, I usually maintained a B average, and I graduated high school in 1974. Because I already had a part-time job, and that referral job with the travel agency looked as though it may take me somewhere (both “literally” and “figuratively” speaking), I wasn’t able to attend full-time college.  Thus, I enrolled part time at a local county college.


For six years (from 1974 until I earned an AA in 1980), I was a part-time college student maintaining a B or three-point grade average.  I usually worked on six or seven credits per semester.


Since then, I’ve taken non-credited or continuing-education courses in different subjects, off-and-on, throughout the years.


I also had a bit of a love life during the 1970s.


In 1970, Tony and I did some puppy-love dating.  There was nothing too deep; we just hugged and kissed.  After a silly quarrel, we broke up by 1971. Consequently, Mike Genna, our fellow SF club member, advised us not to bring a personal problem into the club’s business. (It’s too bad that more clubs don’t follow this policy; pardon my soapbox.)


In 1972, we went back to going steady in a deeper relationship.  Then, by 1973, we broke up again when Tony wanted to be with another female club member.


When I read about some of the early SF clubs in the New York City area, it sounded similar to a soap opera of swapping partners.  The same thing happened in our club too. In 1974, I had a deep relationship with George Strauss (a fellow member who joined the club in 1972).  His last girlfriend, another club member, left George for yet another fellow club member.  By 1975, George and I had mutually broke up, and we are still friends to this very day. (It seemed as though we could get along great as friends; when we took what we had a bit further, it became too tense.)


Late in 1975, Tony wanted to spend time with me, and I agreed to date him as a friend.  In 1976, he wanted to resume the relationship that we had four years earlier.  


I asked him, “What is to stop you from dumping me again for someone else?”  


He said, “It would be different.”  


I asked, “How different?” 


Then, he proposed marriage.


At first, I was skeptical; then he offered to take me to a jewelry store and pick out an engagement ring.  He proposed that we should get married in about four or five years.  This would give us plenty of time to complete our education and save some money.  Thus, I gave in, and we became engaged.


However, again, it was not to be.


I learned more things about Tony as my fiancé than I ever learned in my past relationships with him as my boyfriend; those little things multiplied. He preferred outdoor hobbies of fishing and hunting, and I was an urban creature. I liked taking quick trips into Philadelphia and New York City for excitement. (The few times Tony went to Philly or NYC with me, he felt uncomfortable taking the busses and subways, especially in New York.) Although I didn’t mind spending a day or two in the country camping, I became bored silly if I spent more time than that. The same went for the beach vacations he also favored.  He also couldn’t understand my spending money to go to London when we should have been saving for our life together.  When he got a job offer in Maine and a chance to go to college there, he accepted and assumed I would follow him.  When I wouldn’t, we formally broke up in November of 1976.

1977: THE YEAR I GOT INTRODUCED TO THE WORLD OF FANDOM...


Before my introduction to fandom, however, other changes were going on at that time.


By 1977, Tony had moved to Maine and that made me the acting president of the DVSFA.  Thus, I asked George Strauss if he would be my acting vice president, and he accepted.  Then we had a quick emergency meeting with Mike Genna, our treasurer, and Kathy Ryan, our secretary. With their help, we ironed out a few loose ends that Tony left unfinished.


I also had access to two photocopy ma-chines and bought myself a used electric typewriter that typed in elite.  (Before this, I used a manual that typed in pica.)


Anyhow, between the photocopy machines and that extra typewriter, I felt a bit cocky.  This resulted in a slight increase in club dues for 1977 because the NL became quarterly and had four pages.  Because most of the members didn’t mind the changes and membership cost increase, it was back to business as usual.


A few weeks later at the Mardi Gras Party, somebody mentioned a rumor about a ST convention (con) that was going to be in Philadelphia, but that was all she knew.


At the next club meeting, I asked the members if anybody heard the ST con rumors, and a few people did.  They filled the rest of us in on the details.


A few of our members attended the 1974 World Science Fiction Convention (Worldcon) in Washington, DC; the 1975 ST Con in Philadelphia; and the September 1976, Star Trektennial Con in New York City.  During that last con, the con chairman (or con chair) said he planned to have a con in Philadelphia in July 1977.


A few days later, a club member, Mary Ellen, telephoned me with the address and phone number of the con chair.


I found out for myself that there was going to be a July con in Philly at the Holiday Inn on City Line Ave.  (The present day Holiday Inn wasn’t built yet.  The Holiday Inn I’m talking about is now the Adam’s Mark Hotel.)  I received the exact dates and the rates for the con memberships and hotel rooms.


When I announced this at the next club meeting, Mary Ellen suggested that more members could afford to go to the con if we carpooled and crashed a room.


At her suggestion of crashing a room, we all drew a blank stare at her until she explained what she meant by “crashing a room.” (In a quad room meant to sleep four people, eight people may share the room and hotel expenses.  Some people will sleep on the beds and others will sleep on the floor--indoor camping.)  (Technically, it’s not supposed to be this way. But, if the hotel is full, the hotel staff will usually overlook it--assuming that they even knew about it.)


Because she attended three cons in the past, we voted for Mary Ellen to take care of the hotel arrangements for us.


This was my first con and my first meeting with fandom in general.  As I attended that con for all four days, I met many fans and made some new friends.  I even had the opportunity to meet and talk with some fanzine editors. (I later contributed articles and letters-of-comment [or LOCs] to many of those same fanzines.)


Then, I met Amy Roth, the president of a local SF club in the New York City area.  After talking about our clubs, she suggested that we should have a few joint meetings at both our clubs’ locations.  


Other activities for me at that con included listening in on panel talks, buying fanzines in the Dealers’ Room, viewing SF films, attending parties, and visiting the Art Room.  I also had a chance to meet some of the stars from the series of ST: Grace Lee Whitney (Yeoman Rand), George Takei (Lt. Sulu), James Doohan (Lt. Comdr. Scott), and Nichelle Nichols (Lt. Uhura).


On Saturday night in the ballroom, I saw cabaret entertainment on stage.  That night, a rock & Trek group, and later, some filk singers performed. (Filk singing is adding SF or space-related lyrics to popular tunes.  SF fans originally called it folk singing because they replaced the lyrics to several folk tunes.  Rumor has it that at a Worldcon, somebody misspelled “folk” to  “filk” and the name became popular.)


For that night, I wore a futuristic-looking pants suit as my first hall costume. (SF fans wear hall costumes at cons, but they don’t enter these costumes into the Masquerade.)  When people asked me who I was supposed to be, I said I was a member of the Federation Council (an organization in the United Federation of Planets [UFP] from the ST universe and similar to the UN).


On Sunday night, I entered the costume contest or Masquerade.  I wore a below-the-knee length, silky-looking, dark-blue dress with silver trim.  Then I added a fancy star- designed pin and a globe-and-dagger symbol to my costume. (This looked similar to the globe-and-dagger symbol seen in the ST episode, “Mirror, Mirror," when some of Capt. Kirk’s crew went into the parallel universe.)  Black boots, a dagger (or letter opener), and a gold-waist sash completed the costume.


When I arrived on stage, the emcee announced me as “a member of the Imperial Council of the Imperial Empire.” I received a good round of applause even though I didn’t win anything. 


Later, I wore the pants-suit outfit as a hall costume and the dress as a competition costume at three other cons in the next few years.  Of course, I modified them a bit by adding gold trim to the silver trim, putting on different jewelry, sewing on a few sequins here and there, and so on. I always received a good round of applause when I wore the competition costume on stage, despite never winning any prize in the Masquerade for this costume.


Overall, I had the time of my life at that con, and I looked forward to going to another con.


After the con was over, Amy Roth telephoned me.  Our conversation resulted in having her New York area SF club attend the DVSFA Halloween Party; later, the DVSFA visited them for a meeting & dinner on Saturday of Thanksgiving Weekend.


In October, I attended a one-day mini ST con in King of Prussia, PA (an edge city outside of Philadelphia). I saw a few SF films and listened to some panel talks.  This was a much more scaled-down version of a regular con.


For those next few years, I attended other cons: (1) In April 1978, I attended another one-day mini ST con in King of Prussia, PA. (2) For February 1979, I went to a three-day ST con in New York City (where I met Isaac Asimov and got French kissed by him twice). (3) In September 1979, I visited another three-day ST con in New York City. (4) For July 1980, I attended a three-day ST con called Shore Leave near Baltimore, Maryland. (This was my first fan-run con; professional con organizers, for a profit, ran the previous cons I attended.) Finally, (5) in November 1980, I went to Philcon or the Philadelphia SF Conference. (This became my first regional-SF con.  After only attending for a day, I was very impressed with the programming.  I even met SF author Ben Bova and never forgot his guess-of-honor speech, “Building a Real World.”)


Halloween of 1977 proved successful.  The NY area SF club had about a dozen members who attended our Halloween Party.  I wore my Star Fleet uniform for the last time (with the rank of fleet admiral).  Then, in the last hour, I changed into my normal clothes (or as near to “normal” as I could get). Finally, I auctioned off all three of my mini-dress-tunic Star Fleet uniforms.


During the next three years at Halloween, I wore ST costumes, but they weren’t Star Fleet uniforms: (1) In 1978, I found a brightly colored, shiny-blue top at a thrift store. I matched it up with an above-the-knee length, black skirt; then, I added a UFP insignia and said I was a member of the Federation Council. (2) For 1979, with my Halloween persona still being in the Federation Council, I made a t-shape, satin, dark-blue dress and ended the skirt length just below my knees.  To this, I added my UFP insignia as well as some silver and gold sequin trims. (3) And finally, in 1980, I wore a royal-blue, rectangle-patterned gown that I made for the 1980 Mardi Gras Party.  For Halloween, I added the UFP insignia, and this became my last ST costume.  (From then on, all my costumes were non-ST, SF costumes.)


Our club dressed quite normally to visit Amy’s club at her home in Teaneck, NJ.  We had a successful club meeting, and later, we came home stuffed from the Thanksgiving dinner served after the meeting.


In the next few years, our two clubs had a few more combined meetings before Amy’s group disbanded.


Other things were happening in 1977: I now worked part time inside the travel agency--no more outside sales.  I got paid a salary (even if it was, at first, part-time minimum wage) plus 5% commission.


I had other part-time jobs from time-to-time: security, sales clerk, office clerk, cleaning jobs, and so on.


My traveling found me taking trips to different parts of the USA, and I even visited Ottawa, Canada, once.  I traveled either alone or with a friend.  Again, however, my most frequent trips were closer to home in Philadelphia and New York City.  Around then, I also added Washington, DC, to my local-city hopping.  (I especially couldn’t wait to see the new National Air & Space Museum.)


I received a financial break with visiting DC because my oldest brother lived a few blocks away from the Capitol Building.  (He worked for our local congressman.)  Therefore, at least once or twice a year, I spent a night or two at his place and saw the sights during the day.


As for my love life, sometime in 1977, I started dating a fellow who joined the club in 1976, Steve Dubois.  By 1978, it became a relationship.  Still, that relationship finished toward the end of the year when he landed a job in Upstate New York. (We never made any promises to each other.  If I wasn’t willing to move with Tony to Maine while we were engaged to each other, I certainly wouldn’t move with Steve.)


I dated different fellows in 1979; in 1980, I met my future husband.


A close friend of mine wanted me to meet her boyfriend who played the drums in a rock band.  Later, she took me to where her boyfriend’s band was playing.  While I met her boyfriend, I also met the lead guitarist for the band, Larry Pezzuto.  During the band’s break from performing, I talked with both my friend’s boyfriend and Larry; then, at the end of the night, Larry and I exchanged phone numbers.


It wasn’t love at first sight. He seemed like a nice fellow, but at the time, I only thought of him as a friend. I went on a double date with him when we teamed up with my friend and her boyfriend.  I also dated Larry a few more times after that; however, I was still dating other fellows.


It wasn’t until about the autumn of 1980 that Larry and I went beyond friendship.  


Meanwhile, back at the SF club, by 1980, several of the original members moved on, and we gained a bunch of new members. The club officially elected me, as president and George, as vice president. By that time, we didn’t win by a landslide, and our opponents demanded a recount of the votes; nevertheless, the recount also proved that we won.


Even my former opponents, Lee Griffin and Mary Barret, thought that the present opponents went too far in their proposed changes.  Our present opponents wanted the club to be a business.  Selling items at cons and by mail would be the main activities.  They also wanted to change the emphasis from SF and space exploration to fantasy and media SF.  


During 1980, more and more media fans and fantasy fans joined our club.  (We always had an open-membership policy; we were never a private club.)  By the autumn of 1980, these new members, along with other mostly media and fantasy fans, took a vote. They decided to change the club’s structure effective in 1981.  


A sizable number of members, however, disagreed with this format.  They wanted to keep the club the same and said that they voted for me to be president for four years and not one year.


During that 1980 Halloween Party, the tension in the air was thick, but I didn’t go into any clichés. 


After the Halloween Party, George, Mike, Kathy, and I had an emergency meeting and wrote down our club’s guidelines.  Then, we visited a lawyer.


For a half-decent fee, our lawyer advised us about rewording certain parts of our guidelines.  We did as he said and presented this paper to the November meeting.  (Back in 1970, I never thought I would have to do something like that.  We were just a bunch of kids getting together with a few others who liked SF and space exploration.)


To say that Gina wasn’t too happy with having to form a different club would be an understatement; anyway, that’s what happened.  


We changed the meeting to the first Saturday of the month.  (This way, the members who wanted to belong to both clubs, wouldn’t have to choose which club to join.  Then, later, when Gina heard about it, she moved her meetings to the first Saturday of the month.)


We also moved the meeting’s location to Kathy’s house in Philadelphia because most of the members who wanted to stay with the old format lived in Philly or Suburban Pennsylvania. 


By the December meeting, we didn’t stay for the social hour, let alone the whole business hour.  We passed out flyers advertising where and when the DVSFA would meet.  


Gina started complaining about, “some people not being able to accept changes or defeat.”  Thus, I gave her an obscene gesture before we (George, Mike, Kathy, and I) walked out of Cara’s house.  (Cara was a friend to both Gina and me, and she tried to stay neutral.  That’s why this meeting was at her house.)


Much to my surprise, Gina followed us outside and continued her name calling and complaining. In a loud enough voice, I said to my three friends, “Let’s ignore her and maybe she’ll go away.” I no sooner said that when I felt a hard thump on my back.  Quickly I turned around and belted her with my fist!  While I did hit her, I didn’t hit her so hard that she fell backward.  Because the pavement under her feet was very uneven, she lost her balance.  


At first, Gina said something about calling the police.  Then, George told her that he and the others saw her attack me first.  


When Gina said something about a civil law suit, Kathy said, “We all saw you attack Dotty first; I don’t think any lawyer will take your case.”  


Gina’s final words were similar to  “You’ll pay for this.”  


Then Mike said to us, “You three go ahead; I’ll talk to her. Trust me.”


(To this very day, I don’t know what Mike said to Gina.  On the other hand, she has never bothered me again.  Even if she is at the same con as I am, she quickly walks away the minute she sees me.)

1981: THE YEAR I MOVED OUT OF MY PARENT’S HOUSE...


For the first time in my life, I felt grown-up.  I lived in Clementon, NJ, until the mid-1970s, when my parents; my brother, Jim; and I moved to an apartment in Blackwood, NJ. (My oldest brother, Joe, lived in his own place by then.)


We stayed in Blackwood for a few years until the later part of the 70s; then, my parents and I moved to a rented house in Berlin, NJ.  (We always lived about 10 to 20 miles from Philadelphia, PA.)


I lived in Berlin when I met Larry.  Sometime shortly after the autumn of 1980, he asked me to live with him.  Then in 1981, we lived in an apartment in Collingswood, NJ, for about a year and a half.


The best way to really get to know him was to live with him.  Larry and I did get to know each other in all our moods and feelings.


We later moved to a bigger apartment in Lindenwold, NJ (not too far away from where we live now), and we became engaged at that time (1982).


We were married on March 5, 1983.  (I legally kept my maiden name for several reasons: I already wrote several items in my maiden name; I wanted to make a point to some people that I said my marriage vowels only to Larry; finally, I felt too lazy to inform the different agencies and other people of a name change. Although I don’t privately mind being referred to as Mrs. Pezzuto, I’m still legally Dorothy M. Kurtz.)


Because most of us were going to a con in Northern New Jersey on the first weekend of the month, we moved our first 1981 SF-club meeting to the second Saturday in January.
     This three-day disorganized ST con resulted in many of the films never arriving and some of the panelists never showing up. The con chair had all the charm of a used-car salesman.  I attended what panels they had, saw what films the con provided, and talked to people in the Dealers' Room. Nevertheless, the Masquerade turned into the best event at that con.


To back up on the story a bit--in 1980, I saw the PBS science series Cosmos, presented by Dr. Carl Sagan.  To say that series “knocked me off my feet” would be an understatement.  I’ve never heard different subjects in science told and presented in such a clear and interesting way, especially astronomy.  


In 1981, I joined three different space-interest organizations: (1) The Planetary Society (TPS) (co-founded by Sagan himself); (2) Space Studies Institute (SSI); and (3) L-5 Society (now the National Space Society [NSS]).


The Cosmos series inspired me to make the following costumes on these three themes --“Spirit of the Cosmos”, “Spirit of the Galaxy”, and “Spirit of the Solar System."  Using satin materials of black, navy blue, and royal blue, I made three gowns and three dresses in a rectangle pattern.  I wore the gowns on stage as presentation costumes and the dresses as hall costumes at three cons in 1981: (1) “Spirit of the Cosmos” at the Northern NJ con in January; (2) “Spirit of the Galaxy” at a ST con I attended for two days in Maryland in July; and (3) “Spirit of the Solar System” at a three-day ST con near Washington, DC, in August.  I won consolation prizes at all three cons.  


My biggest work involved making the appliqués.  I obtained any kind of pictures of space, astronomy, space ships, and space stations that I could find. Then, I cut out these different cosmic and spacecraft shapes. I also made tiaras and back pieces for those same costumes, and I applied my cosmic and spacecraft appliqués to them as well as the gowns and dresses.  


I later changed the gowns and dresses to t-shapes and wore them at both the Mardi Gras and Halloween Parties for those next few years (1981, ‘82, and ‘83).


Our club progressed by gaining more members. The Philadelphia location seemed to be an asset for most members attending the meetings. (Maybe it had something to do with public transportation because most members used it to get around the area.) As a group, some of us attended Philcon 1981 and ’82; we also attended two Creation Cons: 1982 and ‘83. (Creation Cons are media-related SF cons.  They are run by professional-con promoters on a much smaller scale than the ST cons that I used to attend in the 1970s.)


In 1981, I sold my first writing.  


Back in 1980, I wrote an article, “Sunday-Opened Philadelphia Places.” (The old jokes about Philly were “It was closed on Sunday” and “Philadelphia, ‘PA’, becomes ‘PU’ on Sundays.”  Since the mid-70s, more and more places have opened for business on Sunday. I thought writing an article covering those changes would be interesting.)


I submitted this piece to a local newspaper for their sunday travel section.  Then, the travel editor wrote back a very nice rejection letter.  (I later learned that this was not the usual practice for most publications.)  He pointed out some suggested changes to improve the article and suggested that I should submit it to a publication where most of the readers were not from the Philly area.


Next, in November 1980, I submitted it to Shoestring Travel Quarterly, located in New York.  In January 1981, I received a cheque for $10 and a letter that stated they would print my article in their spring issue.  Needless to say, I bought several copies. (That’s where the $10 went.)


I would like to say that this led to a great career in writing, but “like to say” and “what really happened” are two different things.  So far, through the years, I’ve written other paying articles and made some spending money but not enough to quit my day job.


Speaking of my day job, in 1981, I became a full-time travel agent with visions of traveling to exotic places.  Again, as in the writing career, this was not to be.  In reality, I was the “low-person-on-the-totem-pole” in that agency. Thus, I received the travel offers those above me didn’t want.  This mostly involved weekends in New York, Philadelphia, and Washington, DC.  The best offer I ever had was a trip to London in 1982.  Larry and I spent the week there on a package plan that included air, hotel, transfers, breakfast, and a half-day sightseeing tour of London.  We also took time to travel to Windsor Castle on one day and to Canterbury on another.  Upon our return, we said to our friends about the trip, “The honeymoon went so well, we decided to get married.”


By late-1983, I felt over stressed.


A new manager took over our travel agency, and he proved to be a jerk.  Later, I learned that the owner planned to close the agency in a few months.  Therefore, I started looking for another job by first sending applications to other travel agencies as well as other retail businesses.  Anyway, I landed a job in a totally different field.


Shortly after I quit the travel agency in December 1983, I mentioned, “looking for another job and filing for unemployment...” and “expecting a six-week to two-month wait for the unemployment payments to start.”  Anyhow, I never had to collect unemployment because two people in our club were talking about starting their own business.  They were husband and wife teachers who planned to run a day-care center because they felt at the schools where they were employed their creativity was curtailed.  When they heard my comments about “looking for a job,” they asked me if I ever worked with children. I mentioned the occasional baby-sitting job.  They told me they couldn’t afford to pay me too much at first, but it would be for full-time employment starting sometime in 1984.


Seeing no jobs in travel or retail on the horizon, I accepted their offer.


I also received more offers to write for other publications (both fan and professional), and I had to put out the quarterly NL for the club. In addition, talking to others about space exploration became more interesting as opposed to mainly SF. Because of this, I announced in 1983 that I planned to resign from the club in 1984.  Instead, in ‘84, I joined a local space-interest club in Cherry Hill, NJ.  Almost everybody felt that I took a well-deserved break.  This became a very amicable break as well.  It was the kind of break I hoped to get back in late-1980, but didn’t.  (I am a friend with some of these members to this very day, and I still attend their Halloween Parties.)


One day, my mother telephoned me and said, “Your father and I plan to move in a year or two.  So, I would suggest that you and your brothers go up to the attic and gather what stuff up there that you want to keep, or we will throw it out!”


A few weeks later, I gathered my stuff.  I had items from as far back as the 1960s, although most of my stuff was from the 70s.  By the end of the day, I had a huge car full of stuff (or “junk,” as my mother called it).  It was at that moment when I decided to sell my “stuff.”

1984: THE YEAR I BECAME A CONVENTION DEALER…


For the many years I went to ST cons, I felt sorry for the dealers because they didn’t see too much of the daytime program.  When I mentioned this to one of the dealers, she said because she had been to ST cons since the early-70s, she could pretty much predict what would’ve been on the con program.  It became a “been there, done that” situation for her. Therefore, by having a dealer table, she made back some of her con expenses on an average day in sales and may even have made a little profit on a good sales day.  Moreover, by staying in a single place, such as the Dealers’ Room, she said the con came to her because almost everybody approached her table.  This became an especially good way to meet people because she was usually too tired at night to attend room parties.


By 1984, I felt pretty much the same way about ST cons. When I gathered my stuff (old SF books, SF magazines, ST models, ST pictures, posters, and so on) from my parents’ house, I decided to buy a dealer table at the next ST con.


During the mid-1980s through 1989, I attended several ST cons in Maryland and sold my stuff in the Dealers' Room.  (Yes, the con did come to me because almost everybody approached my table.)


On the other hand, regional-SF cons, especially Philcon and Balticon, were a different matter altogether.  Because I still found something new to see and listen to on their programs, especially the science-track program, I wouldn’t have a dealer table at those cons. 


I also spent my con time taking pictures of the costumers in the Masquerade (and I filled a few photo albums).  


Although I no longer wore presentation costumes, I still made futuristic gowns to wear as hall costumes; I even won three hall- costume awards.  (As far as I know, giving prizes for hall costumes started in the 80s.  My first experience with this occurred in the mid-80s when I won my first hall-costume award.)  Later, I wore the same gowns to the DVSFA’s Halloween Parties where I helped judge their costume contests.


At first, that NJ space-interest club was interesting.  They had monthly meetings and a quarterly NL.  Anyhow, as the 80s went on, it headed more in the direction of a celebrating-space club than an activist club on space exploration. Afterward, many of the members left the club (mostly because of job relocation, going away to college, or just losing interest).


I still wrote articles, both SF and non-SF (mostly travel), to both fan and pro publications.  I even bought a new Sears self-corrector typewriter (with an interchangeable daisy wheel that could change my typing from pica to elite).  


Meanwhile, I also had my day job at the daycare center as a teacher’s aid (translated to “glorified baby-sitter”), even if I only intended to have this job for a short time until something better came along.  Later, I started to like the pace of this job, and the economy at that time didn’t seem to be getting any better.


In 1986, Larry and I moved to an apartment in Haddonfield, NJ. By 1989, however, the landlord increased the rent too much, and we moved back to Lindenwold, NJ (but to a different apartment complex).


Although I no longer worked in the travel industry, I usually had inside information on travel bargains, and we traveled to London again in 1984. Besides seeing more attractions in the city, we also took time to visit York and Stratford-Upon-Avon.


In 1985, we visited Paris, France, and Geneva, Switzerland, on a package deal. Despite what most people told me, surprisingly, I didn’t find the French people acting nasty and cold toward Americans.  Maybe what helped in my favor was trying to use what French I remembered as best as I could. In Paris (and even in Geneva), it seemed as though every other person spoke English.  I think I could count on my fingers how many times (in either city) I finished a sentence in French.  Most likely, upon hearing my accent, the person I spoke to (or the person next to him or her) started talking to me in English before I finished what I had to say in French.


From 1986 through 1990, I decided to see more of the USA from Maine to California, and I did.


I also took my weekend trips to NYC; Philadelphia; Washington, DC; and different parts of NJ.  Most of my travel writing included those weekend trips. 


By 1990, we stopped having a dealer table at the ST cons because we were losing money when our sales didn’t even cover the cost of that table, let alone any other con expenses.  It also didn’t help when Star Trek: The Next Generation became successful, and ST cons started to put more guest stars in their program. This resulted in raising the prices on everything. Because of the higher prices, con members had less spending money for the Dealers’ Room. In 1989, we cleared our stock by offering it to other dealers. They took what they wanted, and the con committee could have the leftover stock after that.


Larry and I also decided that we wanted to add Canada to our places-to-visit agenda in the next few years.  Thus, we trimmed the number of cons that we attended in a year.  Because we didn’t plan to be dealers for a long time, we limited our con going to regional-SF cons, especially Philcon and Balticon.


By the end of 1990, I was in the process of joining a journalists' organization, the North American Association of Freelance Journalists. Once this private organization accepted you, they offered you a press card that was as good as any offered by the media.  It also opened doors to other journalists' organizations that offered their press cards.  (I now belong to several.)

1991: THE YEAR I BECAME A PROFESSIONAL JOURNALIST…


In 1990, a friend of mine told me about the North American Association of Freelance Journalists (NAAFJ). Then, she nominated me for membership and introduced me as her guest to several other members at one of the club’s meetings.


I told the NAAFJ about my experience in writing: the articles for the school NL; the NLs for the DVSFA; the travel articles; con reports; LOCs; and even interviews that I have done about different people involved in SF, ST, and space exploration (writers, actors, people working in space science, and fans in general).


Later that week, my friend informed me that she and two other members wrote letters of nomination on my behalf for membership to the NAAFJ.


Early in 1991, I received my membership package; this included my press card. Afterward, I paid an initiation fee and the yearly dues. At that point, I could call myself a journalist. Believe me, I went through some easier job interviews than to join the NAAFJ.


Speaking of jobs, even with a press card, I was only making spending money in my journalistic writings.  In 1991, the owners of the daycare center where I worked planned to move to another area of New Jersey.  Although the area was more upscale, it was also much farther away from where I lived.


I do not drive, and I don’t want to go into the reasons why. The long trip and bus fare increase would have made a bigger dent in my pay cheque, even with a salary raise. Therefore, I decided to quit.  


During the early months of 1991, I looked for work.  Finally, I answered a help wanted ad for a production worker in an electronics factory.


When I went for the interview, I applied to work full time as a production worker.  Then during the interview, the personnel manager kept asking me many questions about my last two jobs: in daycare and for the travel agency. He also asked a few more questions about some past production experience I had when I was 18.  After this, he finally asked me how soon I could report to work as a forelady or supervisor at the factory.  I couldn’t believe what I heard.  Therefore, I asked about the salary. (In other words, was my salary better than the salaries of the regular production workers?)  He told me, and it paid much better than what the regular workers received. Thus, in March 1991, I took the job and started on the following Monday.  (He later told me he was especially impressed with the experience I had on my last two jobs, and the little experience I had in that part-time production job also helped.)  


I celebrated by buying another typewriter: a Smith-Corona SD-670 that “beeped” whenever a word was misspelled.


With a full-time job and what money I made in writing, I took those many trips to Canada (between Newfoundland to British Columbia).


In addition, I made a few trips within the USA.  Most of my traveling took place in the Northeastern States as well as to Florida and California.  I also took my usual weekend visits within NJ, Philly, NYC, and DC.  Those weekend visits still provided me with material to write articles about my travels.


I also continued to write con reports, LOCs, and interviews with different people; one of those people that I hoped to interview was Carl Sagan.


For 1994, the space community celebrated the twenty-fifth anniversary of the Moon Landing and kept a close eye toward Jupiter because of the Shoemaker-Levy 9 Comet.


In Washington, DC, at the Mayflower Hotel, TPS planned a conference to celebrate both events, but most of all, they wanted to cover the latest news about the comet.


Carl Sagan, Gene & Carolyn Shoemaker, David Levy, and Louis Friedman attended this event.


In the weeks ahead, I ordered tickets to the event and booked a hotel room.  Then, I got in touch with certain people. 

     At first, it looked as though the interview may happen.  Unfortunately, a few days before the event, I received a telephone call. The person on the phone told me that Dr. Sagan had to leave DC shortly after that event. 


Anyway, I usually had contingency plans. Instead, I covered the conference at the Mayflower Hotel.  Three different publications printed my article, and I think this event may have drawn more interest than the interview.


Carl Sagan’s death on December 20, 1996, meant a big loss to many people.


Because that NJ space-interest club disbanded, I joined the Philadelphia Chapter of the National Space Society (Philly/NSS).  They had monthly meetings where I became acquainted with many of the members.  Membership included a monthly co-op NL that our chapter shared with several other chapters of the NSS.  In 1996, the chapter members elected me as president of the Philly/NSS chapter for 1997. (Since 1998, I returned to being a board member.)


Being good to my word on trimming down my con going to regional-SF cons only, at Philcon, I helped the Philly/NSS man or “woman” the recruitment table.  Besides material on our chapter, we also provided material about the main organization of the NSS as well as information on the SSI and TPS.  When our chapter changed its name to the Philadelphia Area Space Alliance (PASA), I even made a new banner for the table. 


In 1994, I attended my first Worldcon. That year, the con took place in Winnipeg, Manitoba, Canada.  Originally, I thought about going to a Worldcon for almost every year.  Then, afterward, the planning for this con became such a hassle. Although it was a very good con, I received the same quality of programming from going to both Balticon and Philcon--without the Hugo Awards. (The Hugo Awards have been awards given at Worldcon for the best SF novel, novella, novelette, and short story as well as awards in editing, writing, art, and dramatic presentation. Members of Worldcon voted for them in advance.  Those awards were named after Hugo Gernsback [1884-1967], editor of the first SF magazine, Amazing, first published in 1926.  He also coined the term “scientifiction” that year; later, the term changed to “science fiction” in 1929.)  I never had to plan as much to attend either Balticon or Philcon. Anyhow, from then on, I only attended Worldcon if it were located in the Northeastern USA.


For 1996, I attended a Space Development Conference in New York. (If it ever comes again to the Northeastern USA, I’ll go.) The programming looked similar to several space-science-track programs from different regional-SF cons all rolled up into a single con.


During most of the 90s, I limited my costuming to Halloween only when I attended the DVSFA’s Halloween Party and helped judge their costume contest.  I usually wore a futuristic-looking evening gown for the event. At SF cons, I no longer wore costumes.  During the day, my usual attire became a t-shirt or sweatshirt with shorts or trousers.  For the evening, I dressed up in a dress or gown. 


At this point, most of you could guess that my main interests have been space exploration, SF, travel, and other things, pretty much in that order.  One of those other things became British comedy, especially a BBC TV comedy from the 1970s and 80s called Are You Being Served? (AYBS). 


To back up on this story a bit--from the early 1970s, at 7:30 pm, one of my favorite TV shows became Evening Magazine.  This local Philadelphia-area show covered events, places to see, and things to do in the Delaware Valley.  They even had some interesting food recipes made by a local chef. At that time, it was a great relief seeing this show (especially after I saw some of the unpleasant stories broadcasted on the local and national news between 5:00 to 7:00 pm).


Then, by the 90s, some new people took over the show and it became a low-budget version of Entertainment Tonight.  It covered a lot more LA and NYC stories and much less Philly-area stories.  They especially seemed to be in a rut because most shows presented many scantily dressed women.


One day in 1991, just before 7:30 pm, as I scanned TV Guide to see what was on TV instead of Evening Magazine, my parents, who were visiting that night, suggested putting on Channel 12, WHYY, and watching a TV show called AYBS.


As luck had it, WHYY aired the black-and-white pilot episode. While I found this episode somewhat funny, it was better than watching Evening Magazine.  I watched the rest of the episodes in color for the next few nights, and the show became still funnier.  Then, I got hooked; I watched it on weeknights at 7:30 pm.  In time, I taped the entire series.


AYBS was a comedy that took place in Grace Brothers, a fictional department store in London.


My favorite character in the show was Mr. Humphries, played by John Inman.


In 1992, John Inman showed up at WHYY to help the station in its pledge drive. (He also toured other Public Broadcasting Stations in the USA.)  Because he seemed like a nice person, I pledged a membership. I later received an AYBS program book. Inside, I saw his fanclub address from England; then, I joined.


During 1993, I saw John again as himself when he made a second appearance in Philadelphia on WHYY for another pledge drive; once more, he seemed like a nice person.


After a four-year absence, Mr. Inman appeared in Philadelphia in 1997.  This time, I wanted to see him in person. When I tried to arrange for an interview, this was where he had something in common with Carl Sagan. Upon contacting John’s manager, the interview looked promising.  Then, early on the day John was due to show up in Philly, I received a telephone call from WHYY. The caller said that because Mr. Inman would be coming into Philadelphia a bit later and leaving the next day after his in-store appearance at a local mall, there would be no time for an interview.  Nevertheless, the person at WHYY said John asked her to make sure she phoned me about it. I, for my part, felt it was a very nice gesture on his part not to leave me hanging.  That night, I made a pledge to the station and briefly talked to him on the phone.


The next day, I saw John in person at Willow Grove Park Mall, Willow Grove, PA.  He signed my book and asked if I received that telephone call from WHYY.  (John signed a book called Curtain Up; he wrote it in 1981.  This was mainly a children’s book about how to put on a play.)  Then, he posed for a picture with me. Later, I took some distant pictures of him as he talked with other people.


A week later, I saw Mr. Inman in person again at the Pentagon City Mall, Arlington, VA.  He signed another book for me. (This book, called Are You Being Served? The Inside Story, covered the making of the show.)  I posed for another picture with him, and later, I took more distance pictures of him talking to other people.


All I could say, so far, was that he seemed like a very nice and down-to-earth person.  No big ego-trips with him as far as I could see!  I came away from those two meetings very impressed. Shortly afterward, a few publications (both fan and pro) printed my article, “Meeting John Inman."  Therefore, I think my coverage of these two events may have also drawn more interest than the interview.


During the 90s, I experienced some very sad events in my life as well.


On March 25, 1994, my father died of cancer after a long illness.  Later, my mother received a cancer diagnosis. She died on June 11, 1996.  I tried to keep myself busy to keep my mind diverted, and I spent much time with my friends and brothers during those years. (I still keep in touch with my brothers as they do with me.  We all get together during the summer and at Christmas.)  


(For a happier note, I have two nephews and a niece that I also try to keep in touch with throughout the year.)


Late in 1997, I heard a rumor that my workplace was moving south to North Carolina.  Then, I asked the management if the rumor was true: they confirmed it.  Because I did not intend to move to NC, I looked for another job.


At Philcon 1997, I mentioned my job-hunting to some book dealers in the Dealers' Room.  I knew these fellows, brothers Bob and Ed, since the mid-80s when I had a dealer table at the ST cons.  Many a time they would watch my table when I had to be away from it and vise versa to their table for my part.  


Bob and Ed told me they owned a New Jersey franchise of a book-distributing company called Capital Cities. The franchise’s main Washington, DC, headquarters communicated with several of its different state-capital branches, including Trenton, NJ. Anyhow, Bob and Ed opened a branch office in Camden, NJ, because the Trenton office became too crowded, and it proved less expensive to operate another office in Camden than to expand in Trenton.   


Bob, the older brother, managed the Trenton office, and Ed managed the Camden office.  Then, both of them asked me if I would be interested in working as an assistant manager for the Camden office.  Needless to say, I accepted.

1998 IS THE YEAR THAT I FINALLY GOT TO WORK IN A MANAGEMENT JOB.


My new job involved distributing books from different publishing companies to different bookstores.  Most of our clientele were small-press publishers who couldn’t afford to hire a distributor or a distribution staff on their payroll.  Therefore, those companies found it cheaper to pay us a service fee plus a certain percentage of their sales commission.


Our Camden branch was very small; Ed and I were the only full-time workers.  


In the morning hours, we had Steve, who worked part time.  He was also a full-time student at Rutgers University.  Because we made most of our overseas telephone calls in the morning, and Steve was fluent in German and French, he assisted us in the morning and went to school in the afternoon. 


Maria filled in for the afternoon.  She was a part-time student at Camden County College, and she worked the afternoons because that was when we made most of our West Coast telephone calls.  A few of our clients on the West Coast mainly spoke Spanish, and Maria grew up speaking Spanish at home (and English outside of the home).  


So far, this system worked very well.


I kept myself busy with my freelance writing.  Again, most of it had to do with events and places in the four areas I liked to visit for my occasional weekend trips: NYC, Philly, DC, and within NJ.  By that time, I used a word processor.


Meanwhile, I also wrote my SF con reports and LOCs, but this kind of writing mostly ended up in the fan publications.


In 1998, I attended three cons: Balticon; another Worldcon because it was nearby in Baltimore, MD; and Philcon.  


For 1999, I attended Costume Con, Cherry Hill, NJ. (I’ve been to three past Costume cons: two in Maryland and one in NJ.  Although they were interesting in their subject matter of SF, fantasy, and historical costumes, they were not my favorite kinds of cons. Because they were nearby, however, I found them worthwhile to attend.) In addition, I decided to attend Lunacon, Rye Brook, NY.  (This has been the NYC area regional-SF con, run by a local NYC SF club: The Lunarians.)  Later, I attended Philcon as well.


Halloween 1998 and ‘99 found me at the DVSFA’s Halloween Parties as I judged the costume contests again.  Those two times, I wasn’t in costume myself.  Although I wore Halloween jewelry (pumpkin-shaped earrings and a pumpkin pin), I also wore a regular sweatshirt and jeans.


Meanwhile, I’m still a member of those four space-interest organizations, and I try attending some of the monthly PASA meetings.


In early-September 1998, I saw John Inman three times: (1) the Willow Grove Park Mall, Willow Grove, PA. (2) The next day, I saw him closer to home at the Cherry Hill Mall, Cherry Hill, NJ. (3) Then, a week later, I saw him at the Lynnhaven Mall, Virginia Beach, VA.  At all three events, he signed a few items for me: photos taken in 1997 of him and I, program books, and some publications where my article about meeting him in 1997 appeared (“Meeting John Inman").  John posed for a few more pictures with me, and I took several distant pictures of him as he spoke to other people; he seemed just as nice and charming as ever.


At a Virginia Beach motel, I watched John as himself on TV; the local PBS station, WHRO, interviewed him.  He acted just as friendly, witty, and charming at the station as he did earlier that day at the Lynnhaven Mall.


When I visited England in 1998, I stayed in London most of the time.  Outside of London, I visited a friend near Southend, Essex; I also saw a pantomime show starring John Inman called the Adventures of Robin Hood, Grand Theatre, Wolverhampton, West Midlands.  John played Nurse Wanda, governess to Maid Marion’s younger sister and brother.  The next day, I met him in his dressing room.  I took a picture of him, and he signed my program book from the play.  Because this wasn’t a PBS promotional appearance, I didn’t know how John’s personality would be. I need not have worried; he seemed just as nice and charming in his dressing room as when I saw him at the PBS Store of Knowledge.


As a result of those meetings with John, I wrote two articles: “Meeting John Inman II: The Wrath of the Traffic”; and “Meeting John Inman III: The Search for Wolverhampton." Three or four different publications, both fan and pro, published my articles.  (Yes, I did “rip-off” the titles from Star Trek II: The Wrath of Khan and Star Trek III: The Search for Spock.)


On September 9 and 10, 1999, I saw John Inman in Charleston, West Virginia.


For September 9, as I entered the Embassy Suites’ bar and restaurant, I glanced at John and his assistant sitting at the bar.  Then, I went over and we exchanged “Hellos.”  Because I noticed that they were dining, I quickly went back to my own table.  Both John and his assistant were very polite and cordial to me.


Weeks before I arrived in West Virginia, somebody at the WV PBS station told me Mr. Inman would be doing a 20-minute to a half-hour question-and-answer (Q & A) session with the audience.  Then, he would circulate around the room for one-on-one pictures and autographs.  Nevertheless, on September 10, upon entering the ballroom, the staff running this event told me there would be no autographs. As they handed me a raffle ticket, they also told me that only 10 winners would get a one-on-one picture with John. After a hassle with the staff (I needed a recent picture for a magazine article I was writing about this event; John was also aware that I wanted a picture of him.), I finally noticed John outside of the ballroom.  Quickly, I ran over to him and explained what happened.  Being ever the gentleman, he posed for four pictures. Then, it was time for the show.


Mr. Inman held an hour-and-a-half Q & A session with the audience.  Although he was his usual charming and witty self, about 90% of the answers covered the same subjects I read about or heard him say on TV before that event.


Meanwhile, many people in the audience complained about spending $25 and not getting any autographs and one-on-one pictures of John.


After John’s hour-and-a-half Q & A session ended, those who didn’t hold any of the 10 winning raffle tickets were told to leave.  I saw many angry, disappointed, and hurt fans leaving the ballroom that night.


(I only hope that John returns to a more fan-friendly environment in the future.)


A few months have passed since I wrote the last paragraph, and it was getting closer to the year 2000.


My bosses, Bob and Ed, pulled out of the Capital Cities franchise and bought a distribution company in Midtown, Manhattan, New York, called Big Apple Distribution.  Their main office was no longer in Trenton, NJ, but in NYC. Anyhow, they kept the branch office in Camden, NJ.  Needing more space, however, they moved to a bigger office a few blocks away from where their previous Camden office was located (late-1999).  The best news for me was that I became the manager of the Camden branch.


Thus, my biggest problem was--whom would I make my assistant manager? Will it be Steve or Maria?  When I called both of them into my office, I asked them that question.  I planned to give a test to them. Then, whoever scored the highest would get the promotion.  


Anyway, I never had to give any test because Steve said he was still a student at Rutgers University and wouldn’t have time for a full-time job.  


Maria graduated from Camden County College that past June and was looking for full-time work; therefore, she got my former job.


Next, I had to hire another part-time clerk to take Maria’s former job.  That was where Steve helped me.  He brought in Bill, a classmate of his, for me to interview.  Because Bill had office experience before and could speak French and Spanish fluently, I hired him, and I received approval from Bob and Ed.


The last few weeks of 1999 would be very busy as we moved office equipment and other stuff into the new offices.  This would also be a bit of a shock for me after I returned from my trip to England.  Our new lease, however, started in the New Year, and I hoped things returned to normal in 2000.


As I wrote this next paragraph, I had just returned from my 1999 England trip.  Because my husband had to do extra work concerning Y2K, I visited England alone.  When I was there, I saw some sights in London and spent a day with a friend.  Later in the week, I spent two nights at a hotel in Southend-on-Sea, Essex.  I visited Southend because I wanted to see John Inman at the Cliffs Pavilion in a pantomime called Jack and the Beanstalk.  John played Jack’s mother, Dame Wanda, and an actress played Jack. (How’s that for gender confusion?)  Even though John was as funny as ever, some of his comic routines and costumes were the same as in 1998’s show, Adventures of Robin Hood, performed in Wolverhampton.  After the show, security let me into the stage door to take some pictures of Mr. Inman (still in his stage makeup because he had another show to do in a few hours).  A few things marred this trip: My wallet was stolen in the London Underground; the train from Southend to London broke down; finally, as I rode the tube back to Heathrow Airport, I lost my balance and took a hard fall on my right foot and knee.  Despite those misfortunes, I still had a good time. (Next year, however, I will make sure that my husband comes along with me.)


As many of you know (or may not know), I plan to put out a quarterly publication called DOTTY’S DIMENSIONS.  It will be four pages each, typed on a computer, and printed in black and white photocopy.  


It is nothing fancy.  I plan to talk about space exploration, SF, travel, and other things that interest me.  It’s called a personal zine or “perzine”.  


I’ve spent many years reading several different zines: media, SF, and others (including perzines).  My biggest source for information on zines, until recently, was a magazine about different zines called Factsheet 5.  


I am thinking of setting up my zine in a printing format similar to Ansible, a SF fandom (mostly British SF fandom) newszine.  Still, this is where the similarity with Ansible ends.  Ansible serves a need for fandom news very well, and I subscribe to it myself.  My zine will have a totally different kind of content.


Meanwhile, I hope it will help readers to obtain some information on space-exploration events, SF, travel tips, and other subjects.  


Dimensional Press, owned by Virginia Louise Davis, will publish it. Ms. Davis is also giving me a free hand to publish other publications (mostly one shot publications), including the publication you are reading now.


In addition to the four space-interest organizations that I’ve been in for years, I’m also thinking of joining the Franklin Institute Science Museum in Philadelphia and subscribing to Air & Space Smithsonian magazine.


Therefore, I might as well join the Smithsonian Society and the National Geographic Society.  Both of their magazines have had some articles about space, but they are not space-related magazines.  They print articles on other sciences, geography, and history; the Smithsonian magazine also covers several trivial subjects.  


There are some benefits of being a member to both of these organizations, especially when visiting Washington, DC.  


As for my cons, at the very least, I want to attend Lunacon and Balticon in 2000.  In 2001, I will be going to the Worldcon in Philadelphia.  I also hope to be able to attend other cons as well.


Anyway, I plan to keep on taking my weekend trips to NYC, Philly, DC, and within NJ.  Then, I may also want to take a mini trip to Canada in late-spring 2000.  (A mini trip to me means less than a week, maybe three or four days and nights.)  Later in the year, I might take a main trip to the United Kingdom for about a week.  


In between the trips, cons, and other events, I usually spend my weekends very mundanely: visiting friends; or sometimes staying home and watching TV, reading, or working on a project for an upcoming publication or con.  


Thus, I like to think that I’m in neither the jet set nor the poop group but something in between those two categories.  Therefore, I made no definite plans. A lot can happen in a year and even more can happen in five or six years.  


One plan I have definitely made is that I do not want to go out New Year’s Eve to celebrate the Millennium.  I am going to stay home and watch TV.  A week or two later, however, I will start to celebrate.  Therefore, I’ll celebrate because the world did not fall apart due to the Y2K-computer bug.  


What I plan to do for those first three months of the year 2000 will be in Issue #1, Spring 2000, of DOTTY’S DIMENSIONS.  


I’ll see you there!

About the front and back covers…
You will notice that I am a brunette on the front cover and a blonde on the back.  I am currently a brunette--my natural color.  Somebody took those pictures during two different years as I recruited my different space-interest organizations.  The drawings are my attempt to imitate that spaceship drawing I did at seven-years old.  I added some color for the front-cover drawing.

Any typos, errors, misspellings, and the rest may (or may not) be figments of your imagination.  I am Y2K compliant, and I didn’t harm any animals during the making of this publication.  (Maybe a few people have some shattered nerves, but that’s another story!)
