
        
            
                
            
        

    
Los Angeles: Genre City by Christopher J. Garcia Genre fiction is all over LA.  

One of the finest genre bookstores in the world, and the only one run by a cast member in the Jurassic Park franchise, lives down an alley off Sunset. Where better to find Chandler and Hammett first editions?  

The store exists because LA is a town with money for incredible first editions (and they had a copy of the legendary Asbestos cover version of Fahrenheit 451), but because, as a city, LA is soaked in genre…and not just books and movies! 

But let’s start with the movies, because that’s the obvious.  The genre film has been around since the 1890s, when France, the UK, and New Jersey were still where movies were made. By the 1910s, when folks trying to escape Edison’s thugs left Jersey, first for Chicago, then for Niles, and then for LA, it was clear that this was a land for genre filming, and thus the wave of westerns! LA was adjacent to so many wild areas that it was a natural for western films, with stars like William S. Hart and Tom Mix, and directors like Thomas Ince all making excellent use of the location. Through the 1950s, Westerns were one of the most popular genres for films, and so many were made in and around LA, and that seldom gets talked about except by silent film nerds.  

One phenomenon was the movie ranch, western sets all but onto a single of land, often owned by one production company, but sometimes they were indies. The most famous of these were the Lasky Movie Ranch, Paramount Movie Ranch, the Iverson Movie Ranch, and Spahn Ranch, which was where the Manson family was headquartered. Most of these are gone now, with the legendary Columbia Ranch, later sold to Warner Bros., being knocked down in 2023. Corriganville, which doubled as Spahn Ranch in Tarantino’s Once Upon a Time in Hollywood, is still around and worth a visit if you can wrangle it.  

Science-fiction films have been around for just about ever, too, and not just Méliès. One of the first Hollywood sci-fi flicks was Dr. Jekyll and Mr. Hyde, just to show that Hollywood has been a genre-adaptation machine since the beginning. Of course, as time went by, science fiction became a favorite, and by the end of the silent era, dozens of silent fiction features, shorts, and serials had been produced in the sunny climate of Southern California. The Master Mystery starring Houdini was shot in LA during a period when the master magician was living in LA and not frequently touring or being punched in the stomach by drunk frat boys.  LA, of course, became a setting for science-fiction films. The Three Stooges in Orbit and George Pal’s War of the Worlds are just two of the earlier ones, but the 1980s gave us Blade Runner, E.T., Halloween III: Season of the Witch, The Rocketeer, Night of the Comet, The Terminator, Alien Nation, and They Live! There are so many now that it would be impossible to list outside of one of those thorough Wikipedia lists.  

Fantasy films set in LA are a big deal, with LA Story and Mulholland Drive being the best of them. Buster Keaton’s classic Sherlock Jr. was also set in LA, and certainly counts.  Horror in LA? Yes. Lots. Everything from It’s Alive in 1974 to MaXXXine was set in LA. It’s things could jump out at you! 

No genre is better represented by LA on film than noir. So many classics were set in LA, including Double Indemnity, Chinatown, Kiss Me Deadly, and LA Confidential. The image of noir, the high contrast and fast-talking folks in a word, is the LA of the 1950s, and there are still elements of it in town today. The way folks say “the” in front of freeway numbers is a great example, strictly there to add a beat, the kind of thing that screenwriters take advantage of, the patter, the rhythm. That’s LA, and always has been.  

Moving beyond movies to books, LA has been a city of science fiction writing for decades. A big reason is the Los Angeles Science Fantasy Society, LASFS. The gathering of science fiction folks in one place is bound to make it into a nexus. Ray Bradbury, Octavia Butler, Harlan Ellison, Larry Niven, Steven Barnes, Tim Powers, David Gerrold, and on and on and on. There is so much great science fiction that came out of LA, and that is still coming out of LA! Of course, they’re going to set their stories in the hometowns, too.  Butler had what I consider to be one of the finest short stories ever written in English: “Speech Sounds.” One of my all-time fave what the hell did I just read??? novels is set mostly in LA – Flight: A Quantum Fiction Novel. The absolute gems are Weetzie Bat by Francesca Lia Block, The Valley-Westside War by Harry Turtledove, and Epiphany Jones by Michael Grothaus. There are so many others, but start there.  

I could go on and on about LA-based fantasy novels, including Tim Powers’s magical Earthquake Weather, which is an absolute must for Powers fans or LA nerds, who take advantage of the strong surreality that has always existed in LA and turn it into something more than normal. There’s a lot of fantasy, like Queen of Air and Darkness. Horror is all over the place (start with They Thirst, one of the creepiest novels I’ve ever read), and of course, as fundamental as LA was to noir film is exactly how fundamental LA is to crime fiction, partly because of a guy named Chandler.  

Now, there are many great bookstores, and not just those run by celebrities. The best was the one where Humphrey Bogart as Philip Marlowe walks into a bar so he can ask Dorothy Malone some questions, but that was sadly fictional. Arguably the greatest is The Last Bookstore, but I can name half-a-dozen others, including Vroman’s in Pasadena, Skylight, Book Soup, The Ripped Bodice, Dark Delicacies, and Once Upon a Time. Do try to enjoy these gems.  Now, architecture. LA is the science-fiction architecture capital of the world. The 1950s saw the rise of Googie architecture, which was basically the look of the Atomic Age. Buildings like the Theme Building at LAX are clearly influenced by science-fiction imagery from the 1930s through the 1950s, clearly, when aerospace was a big thing in LA, mostly after WWII, expressing the connection to space and science was a natural, and the shapes that are associated with those, the wing, the cantilever, the parabolic arch, all were favorites of science-fiction artists of the 1930s and the 1940s. The connection is clear to me, at least. Then there’s the SF specific, which is sadly dying. The most famous was the Fry’s Electronics, with a saucer that crashed into it. Sadly, it was torn down after Fry’s died from the slow bleeding of customers to Amazon. Of course, as Anaheim is also a part of Los Angeles now, as ruled by Major League Baseball, anything in Disneyland, like Space Mountain, is sci-fi architecture, though I guess amusement parks might be immune. Many buildings look like flying saucers, and don’t get me started on mailboxes!!! 

LA is a city of artificiality, and really, isn’t that what genre is? It is meant to take elements of our real world and stretch it, bend it, fold it into a narrative. That’s exactly what LA has always done, and why it is the genre capital of the USA.  

How I Learned That the Map Is Not the Territory or How One Person Can Win A National Team Tournament All By Themselves by Steve Davidson 

I've only been to California a few times; once in early childhood to do the Disney and Knott’s Berry Farm thing, once during a layover on my way to Thailand, and, in between, once to attend and manage the first leg of a national paintball tournament series. During a somewhat lengthy GAFIAtion, I became involved with the sport of paintball. I started playing pretty much during that sport's “first fandom” era, formed one of the first tournament competition teams, and became an advocate for improving the sport and taking it to professional levels.  

Incidentally and parenthetically, those efforts were greatly informed by my prior experiences with science fiction fandom. I felt that the community had much to offer as examples of how to run a social organization, and I attempted, unsuccessfully, to translate many of Fandom's concepts and sensibilities to the paintball community. 

The upshot of my many years of effort bore fruit in 1990 when representatives of twenty-eight teams from across the country came together in Chicago and ended up forming the National Professional Paintball League*, crafting a set of rules and organizational requirements, and putting together a series of six national tournaments for the following year. I got elected to be the league's commissioner, in all but title. (All the responsibilities...) A lot of hard and fast work went into organizing that first season of events – finding promoters to run each one, vetting locations and facilities, finalizing the rules, and getting the teams to attend. The first scheduled event was to take place at a paintball facility near San Jose, California. As commissioner (but not in name), it was my responsibility to visit the facility and assess the officiating crew that would be used to vet their suitability. However, since not everything would be ready until about a week before the event, I couldn't schedule the visit until that time. As luck would have it, San Jose and its environs were subjected to extreme weather, and the chosen facility was under about four feet of floodwater. Since most paintball players did not possess SCUBA gear, we decided to cancel the event and start the schedule with our event a few months later in Texas. 

However, I already had my plane tickets, rental car, and hotel reservations in hand and needed a vacation, so off to Los Angeles I went. 

Why Los Angeles instead of San Jose?   

I planned to drive up to the event, stopping at various locations along the way. Those locations included both paintball facilities and bookstores. 

Day 1 of the trip was arrival and decompressing in the hotel room with room service. Day two was scheduled for visiting various locations around the Los Angeles area. After that, I'd head north. 

And that's when things began to go bad, though I did not realize it at the time. I'm originally from New Jersey. I learned to drive there. I bought my first car there. I learned all about jug handles (we must turn right to turn left), traffic circles, and other state peculiarities. I learned all about how to decide whether to take the Turnpike or the Parkway. (No need to ask – Exit 4.) Most importantly, I learned how to read a road map when there was no such thing as GPS. 

Before we continue, I'd like you to take a look at a map of the United States and note that both California and New Jersey are coastal states, and if you flip one or the other of those states over and squint a little bit, you'll see a vague resemblance in shape as well. Returning to our story...I obtained a California map from the front desk of my hotel, took it back to my room, pulled out my list of target locations, and began charting out a route for the day.  Now I want you to take out your fingers and place a thumb and forefinger about a quarter inch apart.  THAT, my friends, represents a travel time distance of approximately fifteen to twenty minutes. On a New Jersey road map. 

You can probably see where this is heading. 

That road map of California, opened up on my hotel room bed, was the same size as my New Jersey road map. 

I probably spent about an hour figuring out a route that would find me back at the hotel in the early evening. Finished with my notes, I grabbed my things, got my rental car from the parking garage, and headed out onto California's highways. 

After about fifteen-twenty minutes of driving, I noticed that the exit numbers were not getting substantially closer to my target destination. It took me about an hour and a half to travel that fifteen-minute distance. 

WTF? 

I'm sure you can see what my problem was. I neglected to take into consideration that while the maps were the same size, the states weren't. In New Jersey, “this” is about a fifteen-minute drive. In California, “this” is about a ninety-minute drive. California is roughly 900 miles north to south. Jersey, about 170 miles. A five-to-one difference in scale. (Although if you've ever tried to drive into the Lincoln Tunnel during rush hour, you'll know that the traffic volume is about the same. While populations are vastly different (9.5 million vs 39.2 million), Jersey's millions are packed into a much smaller area. 

I did manage to visit one paintball facility, and one used bookstore (where I acquired issues of Astounding Stories containing Heinlein's Universe and Van Vogt's Slan, bookworms). That paintball tournament? 

Remember that I was the league “commissioner,” the author of the rules book, and the liaison for the officiating crew. 

We had a rule regarding forfeits: if a team failed to appear within fifteen minutes of their scheduled start time, they'd forfeit the game to the opposing team (provided that team did show up). 

We specifically did not have rules regarding how many players were required;  if your team was foolish enough to field 1 player against a full roster of fifteen, who were we to say no? As “commissioner” and sole attendee, I ruled that I had won all of my games (I allowed myself to stand in for my team, even though I would normally have recused myself) by forfeit and, since another rule awarded my team 75 points of a possible 100 for each forfeit, I'd accumulated the most points, entering the semi-finals as the number one seed, taking the semi-finals with three more forfeits, entering the finals again as the number one seed and winning the event following three more opposing team forfeits. 

A first and last in the history of competition paintball. 

Which, if you think about it, is yet another example of the map not being the territory. 

*I was not alone in pointing out that including “professional” in the name suggested that it wasn't, but we were outvoted. 




My Los Angeles Eating by Christopher J. Garcia I love LA.  

Always have.  

I also happen to love food, and a lot of my love of food came from the times my family would go down to LA and enjoy the fine restaurants. Well, mostly the step or two below the fine dining of LA. There was RJ’s, a rib joint with amazing cornmeal-crusted ribs and a salad bar longer than one of my mom’s grudges. There was Spago’s, where I went at the age of ten and was only impressed by the duck pizza. Of course, we went to El Coyote, where I discovered enchiladas. I remember going to Imperial Gardens, right by the Chateau Marmont, and enjoying the place so much, I’d ask if we could go down to LA and see Uncle Wayne so we could eat there every weekend.  

Now, I go down two or three times a year, usually for work to research at UCLA, USC, or the Academy archives. I still have places I love with all my heart, though, except Bob’s Big Boy (which I’ve written about so often!), almost all of the places I go now are ones I discovered over the last decade…with an exception or two.  

Also, pretty much everywhere I list is a chain or mini-chain. LA believes if it’s good once, it’s good for far more.  

 

Yoshinoya 

In the late 1990s, Japanese food was making inroads into the fast food world of Silicon Valley. That brought us a lot of teriyaki bowl joints, which suited me just fine. Over the first decade of the twenty-first century, Yoshinoya started popping up, serving as an Arby’s of the Japanese fast food world. Like Arby’s, they would close over the last decade or so, save for one that I go by every couple of weeks, but never eat at these days.  

I do, however, ALWAYS go to Yoshinoya when I’m down in LA. The meat is sub-par, but the sauce, a ginger-like soy sauce, is magical.  When I headed down to WrestleMania weekend in 2023, I walked over between shows at the Ukrainian Cultural Center and enjoyed a wonderful teriyaki chicken rice bowl that was not great, but it was tasty enough for a meal I could grab in the forty-five minutes between shows.  

 

House of Pies 

It’s hard not to have extreme love for a place where you dined with Ray Bradbury and Forry Ackerman, where you knew you could run into Kenneth Anger most days. House of Pies is a place where the food is dependable, and the pies are legit fantastic.  This is exactly what I remember from being a kid and going with my Uncle Wayne and my mom. It’s a diner, and a throwback, but it’s also a legit diner, and not a reference to a diner that so many places are these days.  

The last time I visited, also during that trip down for WrestleMania weekend, I sat at the same table I had with Ray and Forry on our visit in 1995 or so. I was alone, but I had a steak. No pie, though.  

Norm’s  

Let me say that Norm’s is the kinda place that I grew up loving. It’s a mid-century modern chain that does a good breakfast and a great burger. The Classic Hamburger is great, but really, what you want is the Patty Melt. The fries are good, the meat is solid, and the rye is perfect, every time. I had the Turkey Patty Melt, and I loved it on my last visit! 

 

Lawry’s 

OK, I don’t go every time I’m in LA, but I always want to go every time I’m in town, and it’s close enough to LACMA that it’s worth tacking on.  

Except for San Francisco’s House of Prime Rib, Lawry’s is the best prime rib joint you’re gonna find. I always get the Diamond Jim Brady cut, which is thick and amazing if you order rare or medium-rare (which both end up pretty much rare) and not bad at medium or medium-well. The cook is perfect, and the meat quality is top-notch. The creamed corn and Yorkshire pudding are fantastic, even if that’s not why you’re there.  

The one in Vegas is nice too, but that’s a distant suburb of LA.  

 

Massis  

Ah, Glendale. I love Glendale, the third most Armenian city in America. Massis is kebabs and wraps, but really, what you wanna do is order yourself the Cornish Game Hen. It’s succulent. It’s delicious. It’s served with the best rice in Glendale, and a grilled tomato and jalapeno. It’s unbelievable, and I’ve ordered it about half the time.  

The rest of the time, I get the Persian Koobideh Chicken. Two skewers of grilled chicken with the fixings. I accidentally got the beef version, not great for my gout, but I made up for it with the red cabbage salad, which I had never had before and will order every time I visit again.  

 

El Rio Bravo 

Enchiladas. I love tacos. I adore chilaquiles. I adore a really well-made pozole. None of them holds a candle to the enchilada. El Rio Bravo is the best of them. No questions. Not a hedged bet in sight.  

There are two dishes I order: Enchiladas Verde or the Sour Cream Enchiladas. I’m not sure why they don’t just call them Enchiladas con crema, but here we are. In Culver City, there are at least a dozen world-class Mexican places, but not one of them approaches El Rio Bravo.  

 

Zankou Chicken 

Nowhere in Southern California do I frequent more often than Zankou.  It’s perfect, perhaps a step down in presentation from Massis, but three steps up in sheer wonder. First off, there’s the Chicken Tarna. It’s unpretentious as they come, and you get their excellent hummus, the best in LA.  

And then, there is the garlic sauce. It’s clearly a variation on toum, the single greatest culinary contribution from Lebanon, but it’s fluffy and amazing. I add it to my hummus and wow, does it amp things up.  

I wrote about Zankou in my first book, Food and Crime, because of the founder’s murder of his mother and sister, and then his suicide. It’s a gateway drug, true crime.  




LA TV from a Guy Who Watched a Lot of LA TV by Christopher J. Garcia 

I grew up in the Bay Area, but my Uncle Wayne went to UCLA, and I used to visit him with the family a lot, for a week at a time, a few times a year. I was always watching TV because, even as a kid, I had bad sleep patterns, and it wasn’t unusual for me to wake up at two or three in the morning, or to not fall asleep until four or five am. I would usually turn on the TV and watch all sorts of fun stuff. When you were in a hotel room, usually a small suite, because of my nighttime shenanigans.  

And the first thing I remember is the Z Channel.  

 Z Channel was one of the earliest pay channels for cable, focusing on movies. They tended to show films that HBO and Showtime didn’t. They focused on arthouse and foreign fare, which was cool. I can’t remember exactly what I watched, but I know that films like Rashomon and 1900  I saw during that period, and this was before we had Showtime or a VCR. It’s highly possible that I watched them in a Westwood hotel room at the age of six or seven.  The best part of Z Channel was that it was nearly entirely LA-based, and they had this great little magazine. We got Showtime eventually, and it had a magazine too, which I loved, but the Z Channel one was prized by collectors. They’re insanely hard to find today.  I know the exact date I saw Elvira’s Movie Macabre – October 17, 1981. I was down there spending my birthday week with Uncle Wayne. I remember it because I absolutely remember seeing House of Usher on Elvira, and that’s when it showed! Elvira has become an international horror culture icon, but really, she has been an LA phenomenon for ages. I know I watched her other times, but that first one I absolutely remember.  

I came across New Wave Theatre because I think I was going back and forth through the channels, and came across a punk band playing. I am not sure which one, but I know I’ve seen The Angry Samoans and Hollywood Trash on TV, and I don’t think I saw either at the Mab in San Francisco. I know that in my college years, a VHS of episodes was all around Emerson, the home of TV nerds.  

And New Wave Theatre was amazing! It is one of the primary documents of the LA punk scene in the early 1980s. It was originally a local UHF show, and one that featured incredible acts. The Dead Kennedys, The Unknown, Plugz, Los Microwaves, FEAR, and Circle Jerks were all cutting-edge at the time, and the show was both lo-fi and unpolished. I adored it! I probably only watched the whole series once I was in college, but the two or three I saw down there left a mark. Most music scenes had a show like New Wave Theatre, but it was Peter Ivers, the host, who gave it an incredible vibe. He’d do these monologues that were weird and cool, but sometimes made no sense. Then there were cut-ins of folks like Elvira. Iver's introductions to the bands were weird, and the mini-interviews he’d do were simple. He was very much not a logical host for a punk show. In many ways, he reminded me of the legendary host of the punk shows at the Mabuhay: Dirk Dirksen.  

If you ever wanna see how avant-garde the punk scene in the Bay Area could be, just watch the episode with San Jose’s own Los Microwaves. It’s insanely good artsy stuff.  I didn’t spend as much time in the late 1980s and early 1990s in LA, but by the late 90s, I was back down once in a while, and mostly doing stuff in the evenings and nights; thus, I pretty much only watched the morning shows. LA ALWAYS had good morning shows, in particular Good Day LA and the KTLA Morning News. I have always loved soft news. There is nothing I love more than human interest stories, and morning shows in Los Angeles are full of those kinds of pieces.  

There’s a strange connection I have to all of that. In middle school, and continuing through high school, my buddy Chris Burrous would host the morning announcements, and my buddy Elliot, our friend Greg, I, and a few others would be on it doing the sort of banter that I love on morning television. We were good at it!  

Chris went on to work in journalist, and ended up on Good Morning Sacramento, doing the soft journalism I crave! Later, he moved to KTLA and was on the morning show, and I remember the first time I saw him and knowing that he was born for that! He’d eventually die of an overdose while on a Grindr hook-up at the Super 8 in Glendale. Go figure.  There is far less local TV these days, though LA’s morning shows are still legit. I miss the days of knowing you’re seeing something you can’t watch at home when you’re on the road. This is why I spend way too much time in my room watching stuff when I’m in the UK!!! 




My Last Time by Chuck Serface 

It’s been a minute since I last entered Disneyland. My first visit happened in 1965, when my mother was seven months pregnant with me. My second was around 1973 or 1974. The third was when Jimmy Carter was president, and Star Wars, now Star Wars: A New Hope, had dropped a month and a half before. Yes, 1977 was the last time I set foot in Disneyland. Why so long? My parents had stopped planning vacations southward, instead devoting downtime toward faraway family visits. I thought my high-school class might journey by train down to the Magic Kingdom for Grad Night, but no. We opted for Santa Cruz instead. My prolonged absence, then, involved others’ decisions, circumstances beyond my control, and, later, feeling no desire whatsoever for anything Disneyland. 

In the implausible event of my return, my friend Mortefina will join me, recording my reactions to all the changes and expansions. I wouldn’t recognize the place, I’m told. Mind you, I can’t say I’ve avoided Disney properties completely. I’ve shopped at the Disney Store. Who can keep track of what Disney owns? Any given restaurant or hotel where I’ve hung my hat may have been a Disney joint. I can’t say I’ve broken any records either. One friend reports having not dropped by since 1974, and several acquaintances admit they’ve never gone at all. Even after a comparatively modest forty-nine years, I remember enticements that tickled my fancy and others that did not. 

 A combination of the Disneyland Guidebook for Summer 1977, located at 

https://ia903204.us.archive.org/5/items/disneyland-summer-1977-guidebook-01-

images/DisneylandSummer1977Guidebook01.pdf,  and fans’ accompanying commentary reveals developments for that year. Disneyland’s PeopleMover now had the SuperSpeed Tunnel, which in 1982 became the Tron SuperSpeed Tunnel. On January 2, the Mine Train through Nature’s Wonderland closed and was replaced by the Big Thunder Mountain Railroad. Most importantly, on May 27, two days after Star Wars exploded into our lives, Space Mountain and the Space Stage opened in Tomorrowland. 

Space Mountain 

In 1959, the Matterhorn premiered, and Walt Disney started springboarding ideas for a space-themed coaster. Several incidents stalled development, however. Walt Disney passed away. Disney Company commenced building Walt Disney World, and there wasn’t enough real estate for a second roller coaster. The idea resurfaced in 1975, and in 1977, the world met Space Mountain. 

I remember loving the exhibits designed to at least psychologically shorten waiting in line. We viewed snippets of animated science-fiction space adventures as we moved along conveyor-belt walkways toward a ride that would last between two and three minutes. I wanted more than the two turns I rode it, but E tickets were dear. One could spin inside the Teacups endlessly, but not the bigger E-ticket attractions. The A-E ticketing system died long ago, but I continue referring to expensive dining and other undertakings as “E-ticket rides.” Country Bear Jamboree 

On January 24, 2024, Disneyland closed the Country Bear Jamboree, an animatronic stage show featuring hillbilly bears singing beautiful mountain-country music. There were the Five Bear Rugs, the Sunbonnet Trio, and, best of all, Big Al, crooning “Blood on the Saddle” with his sad, drawn-out baritone. Certainly, not an E-ticket ride, but I loved those bears. One female bear was named Teddi Barra, which could have been a reference to silent-film era superstar Theda Bara, but I doubt it. Teddi slowly descended on a pink-flowered swing from a hole in the ceiling. Her costume was mostly pink and blue, unlike the sumptuous Ms. Bara's more somber outfits. Overall, the Country Bears resembled Hee Haw, the musical comedy show set in mythical Kornfield Kounty, with your “pickin’ and grinnin’” hosts, Roy Clark and Buck Owens. Big Al partially resembles Alvin “Junior” Samples, the slow-moving yet enterprising yokel hawking Samples’ Sales, reachable by BR-549, his phone number, and now the name of a popular country swing band. Yes, Big Al was no salesman, and Junior played no instruments nor sang, but my eleven-year-old brain went there, nonetheless. 

Mr. Toad’s Wild Ride 

The Wild Ride is running today, and, most importantly, riders still collide with a train, die, and go to Hell! I worried that far-right evangelical Christians would have compelled Disney to remove this wonderfully unique ending, but quick research shows that, although Disney has refurbished the ride, a not-so-eternal damnation awaits those who dare! I went to Hell five times! In one day! And I could do so again, theoretically at least, given I’m not likely to share that twisted drive again. Take that, evangelical Christians! (Irony alert: evangelical Christians always tell me I’m going to Hell regardless.) 

Pirates of the Caribbean 

Pirates of the Caribbean was quite a life-slice for tween Chuck, traveling by boat through tepid waters, serenaded by an unseen masculine choir intoning, “Yo ho, yo ho! A pirate’s life for me,” surrounded with tableaux of, well, images of a pirate’s life: sea battles, drunken escapades, and what I’ll call a brothel. My television-watching generation was familiar with sex workers and drunks, but the bride auction provided a new experience. Back then, I didn’t possess the wherewithal to understand misogyny and human trafficking. My older and wiser lip curls at the memory now. Thankfully, this scene no longer stands, and the ride has been altered to reflect the Pirates of the Caribbean cinema franchise. A soused pirate wallowing with pigs offered another tragic attempt at humor. I’m not certain if he’s left or not. Sing it: no thanks, no thanks! No pirate life for me! 

Motels 

Katella Avenue sported several theme motels, reasonably priced for working-class families, nowhere near rich enough for the Disney Hotel. In 1977, we stayed at the Musketeer Motel, right outside the Disneyland parking lot. Motels were new and exciting. Previously, we stayed at the Tinker Bell, which had no vacancy, and so on to the Musketeer with its heated pool and continental breakfasts. 

One evening, my father and I walked down Katella Avenue, seeking a convenience store where he could buy smokes. Outside a 7-11, a young woman wearing a fluorescent green mini skirt commented that I was a handsome boy. Dad thanked her. On the way out, I noticed her leaning into a car where a man was telling her to watch out for a brown Chevy sedan. I asked my dear old dad what was wrong with brown Chevy sedans. “Cops. She doesn’t want to get arrested,” he answered, matter-of-factly. The motels were a business hub, I learned, for the real life I witnessed on television. She thought I was handsome, however. I hope no brown sedans ever crossed her path. May Disney’s alleged magic keep protecting her if she’s still with us. 

The Musketeer Motel eventually was demolished and replaced with Disneyland Resorts, which I’m sure charge a packet. I’ve slept in worse accommodations than the Musketeer Motel. I once shared a room with three drunken snorers at the remnant-Soviet hotel in Lviv, Ukraine. Vodka filtered through human sweat stinks. Thankfully, those gents didn’t find me handsome. Blessings abound. 

Why I’m Done 

I’ve lost all desire for Disneyland. Age and a lifetime of third-shift work have killed my tolerance for crowds. I understand why people love the place, however. Disney owns what fuels our fantasies, everything Star Wars and Marvel, particularly. Fans wonder at immersive attractions that put them right into their favorite adventures and dreams come true. I get it, but I’m a wet blanket who can’t pay for what are essentially fancy commercials. I’m content with letting Disney remain a pleasant memory, a fragment from when my parents were alive, loved me, and sacrificed for their children’s entertainment. I’m afraid the Happiest Place on Earth feels less so personally these days. Sorry, not sorry. Despite my reticence, I pray your bliss never falters, and that your gallivants within Walt’s phenomenon rocks your world endlessly. 




On LA Story: The Truest Fantasy of Los Angeles by Christopher J. Garcia 

LA Story is one of my favorite films.  

It’s a masterpiece of 1990s comedy, one of Steve Martin’s most fascinating performances, and it’s just good fun. It is, at once, utterly absurd and far too accurate. Even hiring a director like Mick Jackson, who was yet to establish himself fully as a motion picture director, was a bold choice. This is clearly a Steve Martin movie, and it’s a damn good one.  The story is the story of Harris K. Telemacher, the wacky weekend weatherman for an LA television station. His reports are zany, not particularly useful as a weather report, and they are the bane of Harris’s existence. He’s in a relationship with a woman named Trudi, who is high-maintenance to a level that would make the British Royal Family blush. He’s tragically unhappy but hasn’t noticed because he’s been spending all his time being so happy all the time.  If you don’t understand that, you do not understand Los Angeles.  It’s a city where you are desperately trying to manifest the life you want, where if you’re just accepting that the world as it is all there is, you’ve already failed the assignment. The fact is, LA became an actual city on the back of a strange set of lies, dreams, and general falsehoods. That’s the recipe for the idea that if you go around being happy, you’ll end up happy. Harris K. Telemacher was the first character I ever heard express that idea, and as soon as he did, I completely recognized it as Los Angeles, and I knew my second city a whole lot better because of it.  

Harris meets Sara, played by Martin’s wife, Victoria Tennant. He’s instantly smitten. They go to brunch with a group of folks, including Larry Miller (who delivers the line “and what about all these goddamn wrong number dialers!” as if he’s ready to go and buy a gun) and Iman. Harris says one of my favorite lines in the entire film: “As far as I'm concerned, there are three mystical places in the world: the desert outside Santa Fe, the tree of life in the Arab emirate of Bahrain, and the restaurant at Sunset and Crescent, because that's where I first met her and touched her.” Now, that is the part of town that’s home to the Chateau Marmont. I talk a lot about the ChatMarm, as you’ll see in a minute, but that part of town, the end of the Sunset Strip, is a place I know well. Which is why it has always bugged me that they said it was at Sunset and Crescent (technically Crescent Heights) because it was clearly a highly made-up Ambassador Hotel! That was located on Wilshire, and I had been there a few times as a kid. It was also clearly imitating the famed Bel-Air Hotel’s Terrace Garden, and did an admirable job of it.   Harris still has to navigate his relationship with Trudi, and let me say, if I were able to land a 1991 Marilu Henner, I would put up with a whole lot, but he’s clearly interested in Sara, and agrees to take her around Los Angeles to show her the real LA.  They end up in a graveyard. Harris shows Sara William Shakespeare’s grave, noting that LA was where he wrote Hamlet Part 8: The Revenge.  It’s also where they encounter a gravedigger who is digging and comes across the skull of The Great Blunderman. That leads to the obvious reference to Hamlet, where Sara recites the Yorick speech.  The whole film is basically an LA-based mashup of Willy Shakes, from Hamlet to The Tempest to A Midsummer Night’s Dream, with callouts to Macbeth and Othello. It’s a super-smart piece that shows Martin’s incredible grasp of what audiences can take in and make comedic hay.  

Sara and Harris keep getting entangled with one another and others. Trudi dumps Harris for his agent, played by San Jose’s own Kevin Pollack. Harris meets and dates SanDeE*, a young woman who sells him some pants. Sara is trying to work things out with her ex…maybe? That’s a tricky one. He’s played by Richard E. Grant, who was also in 1991’s other masterpiece: Hudson Hawk.  

Now, this is a fantasy. That element comes in the form of a freeway condition sign. It’s never named, but it does play the role of a mentor and guide in Harris’s life, not to mention it sets him on a quest. Apparently, the sign has power over everything from the weather to the internal combustion engine. He’s a great character in the piece, and I love it so much! In 1991, we were just starting to get those freeway condition signs in NorCal, but I knew them from LA.  Here’s where LA Story goes incredibly right: Harris has a hobby that is weird. EVERYONE in LA has one of those hobbies, and his is going with his friend to museums, putting on his roller skates, and taping himself rolling through all the galleries. They shot this at LACMA, one of my favorite museums with an incredibly varied and smart collection. On one of his visits, Harris runs into, literally, Sara and her ex. They walk around together, and Harris delivers the famous speech while looking at an abstract expressionist painting. “I like the relationships. I mean, each character has his own story. The puppy is a bit too much, but you have to overlook things like that in these kinds of paintings. The way he's holding her... it's almost... filthy. I mean, he's about to kiss her, and she's pulling away. The way the leg's sort of smashed up against her... phew... Look how he's painted the blouse sort of translucent. You can just make out her breasts underneath, and it's sort of touching him about here. It's really... pretty torrid, don't you think? Then, of course, you have the onlookers peeking at them from behind the doorway like they're all shocked. They wish. Yeah, I must admit, when I see a painting like this, I get emotionally... erect.” 

Now, let me say I’ve looked at that painting many times, it’s Renaissance by one of my favorite artists, Helen Frankenthaler. It’s a lovely piece, and looking at it through the eyes of a guy who is desperately trying to impress a new love interest, and looking at it, something of a slight departure from Frankenthaler’s work, you can actually make a stance that this was legit or completely made-up.  

The story goes on, and in the end, Sara and Harris end up together. The story is utterly charming, and the end is funny, sweet, and smart.  

The thing is, there’s never any question of the ending; it’s obvious not only because it’s a romantic comedy in the early 1990s, but because it’s Hollywood, it’s LA, it’s the magic of the place. There are so many strange things that happen in real LA, and LA Story almost keeps it too normal. The idea is “LA is a magic place which will guide you to you to your dream,” and nothing says anything as powerful as the freeway sign saying, “LA Wants to Help You.” There is the myth of Los Angeles – that it is dog-eat-dog. That’s both true and false. There is a desire to succeed, to step on the backs of others to get to the promised land, but at the same time, there’s the desire to take people with you, and even those worst back-steppers know you need the backs on which to step. New York is different, colder, perhaps. LA isn’t a strange place of powerful love that lives alongside the drive. LA Wants To Help You isn’t as funny as it is an incomplete truth. I’ve never felt better cared for by a community than the brief period I lived near the Hollywood Roosevelt. Everyone was going for their dream, and I was one of them at that moment.  

The greatest moments are when we see things that do feel amped up. The restaurant L’Idiot, where you can get a table in six weeks, is absolutely based on several impossible-to-get tables in LA in the 1980s. Spago was briefly like that, and there were others up and down Wilshire. The maître d' was played by Patrick Stewart, who nailed it, and in one of the greatest scenes, Carlo Christopher shows up and asks for a good table, but is told that it will not be possible by the maître d', and Carlo asks, “Part of the new cruelty?” Just perfect.  Of course, there’s one of the greatest cut scenes in history. John Lithgow, an actor whose annual Christmas card the Garcia-Disher household would get around this timeframe, was cast as an LA power-broker, Harry Zell. He’s referenced in a few places throughout the movie, but originally, he showed up in a scene. Harris goes to Zell to try to get advice on how to move forward. Zell keeps getting calls. He arrives via jetpack, which is great. The scene features Zell pitching Harris on three ideas, one of which is a rape joke, which is likely why it was cut. Zell then sings a song whose main lyrics are “I fuck for a living.” He delivers everything so fast and without pausing for any sign of understanding from Harris. He also gets a return of the “New Cruelty” idea. Plus, he advises Harris to take up skipping as the perfect choice between walking and running.   Lithgow is one of the finest comedic actors in American history. Here, he’s perfect, but the script wasn’t. It’s also what would have cost it a PG-13 rating and required it to get an R. You can only say “fuck” once, or you get an R, and that song had eight or so.  The movie is charming, funny, smart, and weird. There are points that those of you who have spent time in LA will simply shake your head in recognition, and then you’ll see a character, played as an archetype, who is exactly the guy you met at the Galleria, or that barista at that weird coffee shop in Burbank. They’re all there, and you know them if you’re LA people.  And, sooner or later, we’re all LA people.  




My Los Angeles Horizon: A Conversation with my 8-Year-Old Self By Ric Bretschneider INT. Office in a retired software designer’s home in San Jose, California. - Day The room is messy, but little of it is trash, just well-loved collections and other clutter. There is a desk facing an open window.  

MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF, a tanned and blonde kid who mostly runs around in cutoff jeans looking for friends and things to do on the weekend, is present, but invisible.  ME, NOW, an older gentleman, fifteen years into an early retirement, tries to remember himself in Los Angeles as he sits at a desk, typing. 

He is visibly frustrated, apparently having trouble getting started on whatever it is that he’s writing. We don’t see his face, only his fingers in action. Typing is hesitant, sporadic as he starts the process. 

MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

I want to tell you about Los Angeles, when it was mine.  

ME, NOW 

Is that what we’re doing now? That’s the decision? 

MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

Yes. That’s what I want. My Los Angeles story. 

ME, NOW 

Okay, but how’s this work? You’re using my memories, and they’re suspect at best. MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

Yeah, but my imagination still lives on in you. You just have this “doubt” stuff you’re having to deal with. I’ll just be telling you what happened, what I think happened, and why. You’re too bothered about being right all the time, and I haven’t developed that problem yet. ME, NOW 

Okay, sure. So yeah, go ahead then. 

MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

Well, I don’t remember all of the beginning. It’s mostly from things in old photos, movies, and stories Mom and Dad told me, but I was born in a Los Angeles hospital. And then we came home. 

ME, NOW 

You know that home at that time was an LA apartment, maybe near the airport. After I was born, we moved into a house. Grandma gave Mom and Dad most of the money for the down payment.  MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

Well, neither of us really remembers that, and it’s not important. The house was where my first memories come from. The house in Inglewood.  

ME, NOW 

It’s kind of funny that we think of it as Inglewood. The city of Inglewood is entirely surrounded by Los Angeles city, and the house had a Los Angeles address. But yeah, if you think about it, Inglewood is in Los Angeles then, and so we were from both.  MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

You only know that because of Google searches. Nothing Mom or Dad ever told us. They probably didn’t think that much about it. Don’t be so worried about being right. Anyway, here’s what I first remember about living in Los Angeles. We had the biggest backyard. The back fence had a bunch of devil grass along it. If you weren’t careful, you could cut yourself on the grass. Dad always talked about taking it out, mostly because my brothers and I would get cuts from it, but he never did. We had a covered patio with a green plastic roof. Everything under that roof was colored green in the afternoon. I spent a lot of time out in the back yard, sitting on or in the doghouse, and playing on the patio. All before Mom would let me wander the neighborhood.  

The house was small, but nice. Wooden floors everywhere, and a heating grate in the main hall that you didn’t walk on barefoot. We had the best fireplace, it was plastic, and you could watch it anytime. A light bulb would turn on and shine through a moving tube of colored plastic that made it look like flames. We had a phonograph player, a few records, and there were lots of books on shelves. Some had pictures that I would look at.  ME, NOW 

Okay, but weren’t you going to talk about Los Angeles? 

MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

I didn’t really know anything about Los Angeles until I was old enough to leave the house on my own.   

ME, NOW 

Okay, it’s all right to jump ahead. We don’t need to know about writing on the floor with crayons, your first GI Joe, or getting a dog. What happened when you started wandering? MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

It wasn’t really wandering at first. I walked to school with a group of kids from the neighborhood. I didn’t know then, but it was a mile-long walk. I never got driven there or picked up afterwards. Even after I got a bike, I always just walked.  

ME, NOW 

Yeah, I looked that up. It was a little over a mile away. Seems amazing that a kid in kindergarten would be allowed to walk that far from home unsupervised. Crazy. MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

Yeah, well, coming home, we’d sometimes walk to friends’ houses, goof around in people’s front yards. I especially liked it when I found a house with animal sculptures to play with.  ME, NOW 

You know you weren’t really supposed to play with them.  MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

And that’s why you’re no fun. 

ME, NOW 

Keep going. So far, we’re just repeating stuff that could have happened on any TV sitcom. Don’t start mixing in stuff from Leave It To Beaver. MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

Okay, so yeah. Our street was kind of up on top of a hill. Nothing really big, but enough that it was easier walking down it to school than it was coming home. Looking East, you would be looking down on rooftops of houses a couple blocks away. And sometimes, way far away, you could see large buildings, and planes flying in and out of an airport. ME, NOW 

That would be Los Angeles International, just East of Inglewood. Could you really see that far?  I kind of remember it, but it doesn’t seem real.  

MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

It depends. We couldn’t see that far in the morning, ever. The sky was kind of grey, or maybe dirty yellow and green in the morning. Mom always said we had to wait for the “smog to burn off.” That sounded scary, but around the afternoon it would be clear enough to see the buildings and the planes.  

ME, NOW 

So that was on the horizon. 

MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

Yeah, just sky after that. My horizon.  

ME, NOW 

Still, the airport is more than 4 miles away (again, thanks, Google).  MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

Dad had binoculars and would point them out to me.  

ME, NOW 

Okay, believable, but iffy. What else did you see?  

MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

There was one big building that was like half a ball on top of it.  ME, NOW 

A dome. 

MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

Okay, sure. Anyway, when the sun was setting it glowed. I could look down at it, and it was like it was a huge light bulb, turned on and glowing. Kind of like a building in Oz.  ME, NOW 

Yeah, Mom read me a lot of the Oz books.  

MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

Sometimes when the smog was burning and you could just about see through it, it really did feel like looking at the Emerald City.  

ME, NOW 

Yeah, illusions are one of the few good things about smog I expect. The pollution in LA is much better now than it was back then. Fixing that is one of the reasons it’s so expensive to live in California. Our gasoline is treated to make cars pollute less, but it costs more. And all California cars get checked every two years to make sure they’re not hurting the planet or at least hurting it less. The last few times I was in LA, I enjoyed blue skies in the morning.    MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

Wow, cool.  

Dad told me about the fire winds too. Sometimes we’d see smoke in the skies in the afternoon and evening. Sometimes with a red glow. They started in the East, and they made the morning sky even uglier. We would see them on the news, and Mom would tell me that they were far enough away that we weren’t in danger.  

I miss Mom. 

ME, NOW 

Me too, buddy.  

Yeah, that would have been the Santa Ana winds. They are still dangerous today. A lot of people lost their homes last year because of fires that were made very dangerous by huge Santa Ana winds. Some lost more than their homes.  

Any more memories about LA? 

MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

I remember the railroad around Disneyland and the huge parking lot. I remember going to see Dad at work, where he was the assistant manager at Thrifty Drug Stores. We always got a single scoop of ice cream. Mom liked shopping there because we got a discount. There was this park with a really tall metal rocket ship, it had three floors, a steering wheel, and an escape slide from the top. 

ME, NOW 

Yeah, they stopped making those for some reason. 

MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

I remember how everyone seemed to have a pool except for us. Everyone was talking about Beach Boys, but we never seemed to see one. Our neighbors’ kids were in high school, and they tried to act like beach boys, but didn’t fool anyone. We would take trips to go fishing at Lake Arrowhead or go to Palm Springs. That name just didn’t make any sense. I sat on a cactus there once. Dad said that made me a real cowboy. We rode a sky cable car from the hot desert to the mountains, where there was snow. That was crazy. I remember fishing with Dad when he obviously hadn’t planned the trip. For lunch, we ate the cheese he brought for bait, and I got sips from his beer. Great day. I remember being out late at night when Dad took me, just me, to see How the West Was Won in a movie theater. I remember POP, which was Pacific Ocean Park. They had a giant metal robot at the front gate that would talk to you, a trip to Mars ride where you walked through and saw Martians and craters and stuff, and go-karts running out on the pier over the ocean. I think I liked POP better than Disneyland.  ME, NOW 

Yeah, we went there more because Dad thought Disneyland was too expensive. They filmed the last episode of The Fugitive at POP.  You wouldn’t see that for many years. POP is long gone now. 

How about leaving Los Angeles? Do you remember that? MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

I remember Mom and Dad talking a lot at night. And then Mom telling me later that Dad was getting a new job with Thrifty in a new city, and we were going to leave Los Angeles. I did not want to leave. I told Mom I could stay and live in my backyard tree fort, but that didn’t work. I left all my neighborhood friends, and it took a long time to make new ones.   ME, NOW 

Yeah, San Jose was very different back then. We moved into a brand-new house that had orchards on one side and across the street. Those were great places to play. Made new friends, but was surprised that there weren’t any black kids at school. Most of my friends in Los Angeles were black. My best friend was “Pete from across the street.” That's what Dad called him.  So we lived in a valley where we could see mountains on three sides. Dad’s new store was a lot of work, and we saw him less during the day. Mom kept us busy and took us on trips, including a car trip to Disneyland.  

There was a sign at the end of our block that said “San Jose, California Pop. 750,000”.  Every year, it would get updated with a new, higher number.  It’s currently around 1,900,000, and there are almost no orchards left. 

MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

That’s kind of sad about the orchards. Did you tell it that way to make me sad? ME, NOW 

Nope, it just came out that way. Sorry. 

Remember the song? 

MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

We sang it all the time, the whole family.  “Do You Know the Way to San Jose?” Kind of made the city feel special, like it was the right place to end up.  ME, NOW 

Yeah, Dionne Warwick. Great song. But I kind of disliked the way it talked down about Los Angeles.  

MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

You really don’t want to end this on a happy note. Do you? ME, NOW 

Well, not everything ends on a happy note, but I don’t regret any of it. So, I guess that’s a happy note. 

MY 8-YEAR-OLD SELF 

I guess that’s the best I’m gonna get from you. 

FADE OUT 




A brief note on LA Surrealism by Chris Garcia LA is an art city.  

It gets carted into the category as a city of the movie industry, but that, honestly, is just another art technique.  

The Surrealists came about in Europe in the 1920s, mostly, following WWI, but they loved something surprising: Silent Comedies, in particular Buster Keaton.  His films, like Sherlock Jr. and One Week, showed that you could have weird moments of the fantastic or uncanny, such as when Keaton jumps through a woman and ends up outside, within a realistic film context. Buñuel, who loved the silent comedians and would make Un Chien Andalou, once said, “The equivalent of surrealism can be found only in those films, far more surrealist than those of Man Ray.” 

And Man Ray? He fled Paris and came to LA.    

Man Ray’s work, both before and after his LA sojourn, was very much concerned with being both of this world and another. I always felt that he was documenting the unreal and impossible. He also did simple things like photopaper photography that felt somehow unreal. He was often looked down on by the Europeans, especially Dali, but really, who didn’t Dali look down on?  Man Ray spent a decade in LA, from 1940 to 1951, but while you may expect that he turned his attention to making films, he mostly moved towards painting. His work in LA looked much like those works of his dear friend Marcel Duchamp, with pieces like A Night at Saint Jean certainly feeling as if they were more influenced by the likes of Munch. He was not a Surrealist in the mold of Dali, but more as a trailblazer that would lead to the world of 1950s and 60s works by the first generation of LA fine artists to be taken seriously. He was also clearly a major influence on the legend Kenneth Anger.  

Man Ray was friends with George Hodel. You’ll hear more of him soon, and there was a group of  folks who made LA an Artists enclave, of sorts, and Man Ray was one of the building blocks. When CalArts really ramped the scene in the 1970s and 80s, the voices guided them, like Emerson Woelffer and Paul Brach were clearly influenced by his work.  




LA’s Unsolved Murders by Christopher J. Garcia Any city of significant size is going to have legendary crimes.  LA has dozens, from frauds to riots to murders to drugs to those less-rare-than-you’d-wish combination crimes that cross all boundaries. LA attracts so many people with dreams that criminals can find victims of vulnerable kinds: young people out to chase their dream, people from small-town America there to make their fortune, immigrants who discovered the dream of America and managed to make it out. Not to mention sex workers who have been attracted to LA for generations.  

Many of these go unsolved, or at least officially unsolved. Many crimes are of the kind you might call “solved by not publicly” variety. These are the ones that always get me.  The first and most famous of the early Hollywood crimes was the murder of William Desmond Tanner. Born William Cunningham Deane-Tanner, Taylor came to Hollywood after abandoning his wife and daughter in New York City, heading off to the Yukon and down to San Francisco. He ended up an actor and found his way to directing at Famous Players.  He was known as a strong director and one of the better directors. He was known for working with some of the best young women actresses in Hollywood. He was also known for womanizing and may also have been a manimizer, but who knows?  

Taylor went off to WWI, came back, and was working hard. He directed Mary Miles Minter, one of the best new starlets, in Anne of Green Gables, which turned out to be a fair hit.  On February 7th, 1922, the police were called to Taylor’s bungalow on Alvarado Street. Taylor’s houseman, Henry Peavey, had come to work and found the forty-nine-year-old dead on the floor. The investigation was brutally flawed as the Studio got to the scene first and removed (and possibly burned) a lot of potential evidence. The story goes that a “doctor” declared that Taylor had died of a stomach hemorrhage, but then they turned him over and found that he had been shot. There have been hundreds of leads, everyone from the mother of starlet Mary Miles Minter to Taylor’s own brother to the KKK. No one has ever been fingered as the killer for sure, but most serious investigators point towards Mary Miles Minter’s mom as the likely culprit.  The most famous, and most brutal, unsolved crime in LA history is the Black Dahlia.  How could it not be? A young woman, eventually identified as Elizabeth Short, was found in an empty lot. She had been bisected, and there were portions of her body mutilated at the same time as she had been scrubbed with a wire brush. There were various other indignities Elizabeth Short suffered, and there’s a missing week of her life during which they were performed. She was given a Glasgow smile, her mouth cut ear to ear, and it was done while she was alive.  This set off a lifelong obsession for many people, me included, at times. There are suspects, Mark Hansen, who I believe was responsible, even if he didn’t do it himself, George Hodel, a monster of a doctor whose son (LAPD for a couple of decades) has championed him as the culprit, and Marvin Margolis, an original suspect recently revived in Dahlia-ological research.  The Dahlia’s shadow, though, towers over several murders of women, still unsolved, that might be related. Jeanne French, Georgette Bowerdorf, Mimi Boomhower, and Jean Spangler. Different Mos, but victim profiles were so similar, and one or two of them may have known one another. The fact that none of them are solved is another thing. If the cops covered up the Dahlia for someone, it’s possible they covered up other times for them. Hollywood and Crime covered all of these and did an amazing job.  

You go to the 1950s, and it’s interesting in that so many are ignored. Pearl Eaton, who appeared in silent films and on Broadway in The Follies. She married an oil exec and was murdered in her home in 1958, with a rather limited investigation after ruling out her husband. The next year, there was an unsolved series of murders, the Bouncing Ball Killer crimes. Never identified, Bouncing Ball was named after the fact that the suspect was seen bouncing a ball.  The 1960s had one of the stranger ones, only because, for some reason, it’s tied to the JFK assassination. Karyn Kupcinet was a twenty-two-year old actress, and there are claims that she had called an Oxnard phone operator about JFK being killed before he was. This probably didn’t happen, but her death six days later by strangling was the second that conspiracy theorists point to as suspicious.  

In 1971, one of the most interesting humans of the mid-to-late twentieth century, Robert Montague, was murdered, most likely. His story is the basis for The Mad Man by Samuel Delaney. His philosophical and mathematical works were highly influential, especially on set theory. He also supposedly went cruising the bars of 1971 LA, and that night brought home several people to party. He ended up strangled. Never been solved, and the investigation was slow, some say because he was either gay or bi.  

Actors Barbara Colby and James Kiernan were shot while heading to Kiernan’s car. Colby was dead on the scene, but Kiernan lived long enough to give a description. He said that they had been jumped by two gunmen for no known reason. Some have tried to show a connection to the Zodiac in San Francisco; it is something like the first two murders in that series, but it’s a slim connection.  

The co-founder of the Crips, or at least the gang that would become known as the Crips, Raymond Washington, was murdered in 1979. Funny thing is that he had basically been out of the running of the gang for a while. He was shot after walking up to a car, having a brief chat, and then getting shot in the stomach with a sawed-off shotgun. While the gangs of the time were already violent, this was one of the earliest high-profile murders.  One of the most LA of all LA songs,  “Low Rider” by the incredibly underrated band WAR, was written by Charles Miller, the band’s sax player. He was murdered in 1980 during a botched robbery on the street. He was stabbed several times.  

The Wonderland Murders are one of those cases where the cops are sure of who did it, but it is unofficially unsolved. The cops know that it was Eddie Nash who put it together. Nash was an underworld figure who was crazy, and the basis for Alfred Molina’s character in Boogie Nights. Legendary scumbag and porn actor John Holmes was implicated. The murders clearly were tied to the local drug trade. 

New Wave Theatre is something a lot of avant-garde nerds of LA know and love. It was an experimental television show hosted by Peter Ivers. He’d do their crazy wrappers for every episode, and then there’d be amazing musical acts like The Circle Jerks, Dead Kennedys, and, I believe, it was where I first saw Elvira. The whole show was insane, and you can find episodes today on YouTube. In 1983, Ivers was beaten to death with a hammer. That was a huge loss, and New Wave Theatre ended, to be replaced by The Top, which is a story that involves Chevy Chase, KTLA, Harold Ramis, Rodney Dangerfield, and so much more! There’s an article on it later in this issue. The LAPD did not handle the case properly and failed to secure the scene, and that has meant that there’s no closure. 

We all know that OJ killed Nicole Brown and Ron Goldman, but officially, it is unsolved. Often forgotten is the 1995 murder of Michael Nigg, a friend of Goldman’s. He was likely involved in drug trafficking, though the fact that he knew Goldman makes him a key figure in conspiracy theories.  

The Notorious B.I.G. was killed in LA in 1997, and the connections to the murder of Tupac in Vegas the year before, and the ties to the various gangs of LA, well, his cohorts’ connection, have led to various breaks in the case over the decades, and some believe that this will be officially solved.  

There are so many more, and they do broadly fall into three categories: crimes before the modern age of investigation, crimes the LAPD botched or simply covered up the best they could, and crimes that were just missed.  




STILL CHASING THAT (IMPOSSIBLE?) HOLLYWOOD DREAM by Frank Wu 

"Never tell me the odds" - Han Solo 

1. The Odds 

Applicant getting into Harvard Law School: 1 in 10 

Getting into UCLA as an undergrad: 1 in 11 

Getting into UCLA film school: 1 in 30 

A script winning the Austin Film Festival: 1 in 500 

A script being a Top 10 Finalist at Cinequest: 1 in 150 

Getting a spec script made into a movie: 1 in 2000 

Navigating an asteroid field: 1 in 3720 

(I have done NONE of these things.) 

Hollywood keeps telling me lies. Interplanetary distances are too vast to allow star wars. Dogs can't play basketball, penguins can't dance. But it's fun to pretend. The biggest lie Hollywood tells, though, is about itself. You can make it! Your dream needs all the love you can give it! If you write it, producers will come. You're the ONE! (A statistical improbability.) 

My odds are bad. Almost asteroid field bad.  

I should give up. 

2. Fuck the odds. 

Getting into University of Wisconsin grad school: 1 in 4 

A story being accepted by Analog magazine: 1 in 27 

Winning the Anlab Award for best short story in Analog: 1 in 60 Having a story accepted by Analog and winning the Anlab: 1 in 1620 Winning the Illustrators of the Future: 1 in 800 

Winning a Hugo Award for art: 1 in 2000 

(I have done ALL these things.) 

I've beaten the odds before. 

Sometimes with an assist from Lady Luck.  

I only won the Illustrators of the Future because the better artist had visa problems, and couldn't make it to the ceremony. They like to give it to someone who's actually there (or it looks bad). So technically I won. (She did, too.) 

And sometimes I succeeded because of insane, dogged persistence. The first story I had in Analog? It was published in 2015. But I had started writing it around 1989. That's 26 years. 26! It was draft 81. Jay Lake once said, "It took me years to become an overnight success."  And my dream now? 

My space war novella, written with Jay Werkheiser, was published as POISON in Analog and it won my third Anlab. I desperately want to see it made into a movie. I'm 61 now and not getting younger.  

I've beaten tough odds before, right? 

3. But the Hollywood dream will KILL YOU. 

Once I met a magically handsome young man who ran off to Hollywood. A couple months later, he overdosed at a party. 

Once I met a man who'd left his family to chase the dream. He had many small credits in many small movies, but never made it big. He was in his fifties and poor health, and you could see the disappointment in his eyes.  

To paraphrase PULP FICTION, the path of the Hollywood-bound is beset on all sides by the iniquities of wolves and tyranny of scammers. More people make a living helping you chase your dream than chasing their own. Blake Snyder made a killing on his screenwriting book "Save the Cat!" but only actually wrote two forgettable comedies. Sad and lonely film festivals will take your entry fee and make up an award for you, so you don't have to tell your friends you've been scammed.  

Once I made an animated short about a giant space chicken and Federico Fellini-wannabe named Guidolon. He said: "In this life we have a choice of nightmares. For me, one nightmare is to make a movie. The other nightmare is to NOT make a movie." But... but... HOLLYWOOD! 

I chose the filmmaking nightmare.  

4. Let's GOOOO! 

I am having dinner with my pal Mikel Wisler, and we're plotting our paths to victory. I had met Mikel years before when he was on the street handing out business cards for his film to strangers. I was super-impressed by his hard work. His short film STOP is about a scientist studying strange phenomena with a film camera (can't be digital!) - and is really great. Check it 

out here: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=WQdKm9OLnDM Later, we worked on a short called WORM FREE SOCIETY together.  His current project? A nifty, well-directed short called PROXY, a teaser for a full-length film, CODE DEMON. A guy has an AI girlfriend and rents a human surrogate for her to inhabit. The surrogate is supposed to have her brain wiped-- but that's not what's happening, and she hasn't consented. Unless he reports it, the trafficking will continue, but if he does, he'll go to jail for illegal mods to his AI. So what will they do to get out of this mess? And what will Mikel do to shop this around for funding for the full-length version? He told me that some film festivals have a "pitchfest". It's like speed-dating, but for filmmakers and studio execs. I needed to hone my pitch, and build a pitch deck document, summarizing my plot, ideal cast, budget and comparators. 

The pitch deck sounded easy! After the space war story was published, I had hired Tomislav Tikulin (who had done the original Analog illo) to do more, and specifically asked him to make it look like a movie. Just splat on some words, and voila! Pitch deck done. 

5. Let's get pitching! 

Going to film festivals would cost $$$ for travel, hotels, dinners, and special passes. And vacation days. 

Could I do this online? 

I signed up for Stage32.com - a filmmaking community. You can buy 10-minute Zoom meetings with studio execs. $35 each. Hmm. Let's try a couple. But only a couple. That I can afford. But I'm not risking my family for this.  

Mikel, his filmmaking partner Diana Porter, and their pal George O'Conner heard my pitch. I was terrible.  

I went off on tangents, telling Mikel (play-acting the exec) how much I liked his movies. I wasted my time on jokes. Diana timed my pitch at 12 minutes and I had 10. Oof.  How do you increase your chances? 

Not suck. 

So I practiced, maybe 20 or 30 times. Got it down to 3 minutes 15 seconds. Here's my pitch: 

I'm Frank Wu, a published science fiction writer with many stories in Analog. This is the magazine that brought us FOUNDATION, DUNE, ENDER'S GAME and THE THING. And now me. The original IP I'm pitching is NO PEACE WITHOUT WAR, co-written with Jay Werkheiser. It won the Anlab award for best novella in Analog. LOGLINE: Do you want PEACE or TRUTH? You can only have one. Humans have been fighting the Skolopendrans - horrible space centipedes - for a century. Our hero wants nothing more than an end to the war. 

One scheme to end the war is this: We build a cool-looking space fleet, and so do they. We duke it out. This will end the war, by destroying their civilization. And ours. [NAME OF EXEC], you, me, and everyone we knows dies. So that sucks. 

What if instead we team up with the hideous space monsters? Buddy up our space army with theirs and fight these OTHER ALIENS, who hate both of us? After several exciting action scenes, hero leads us to victory and that's the end of the war! 

But not the end of the story. 

Our hero notices that some details don't add up and does some detective work. He discovers how the war REALLY ended. 

Important question for you, [EXEC], do you want to know the secret, and can you be trusted with it? I need a verbal yes or no. 

[EXEC invariably says yes.] 

Before I tell you the truth, it's important to emphasize that no individual act our hero did was illegal or a war crime. But it all added up to this: When we said we were friends with the centipedes, we were totally lying. And those other aliens we were both fighting? Totally fake. Everything led to us engineering the centipedes into a civil war. They're too busy fighting each other to fight us. 

Now that you know the truth, what will you do with it? Do people have a right to know? And if you tell them, you will gain riches and fame. But the centipedes will find out and restart the war. Do you want PEACE or TRUTH? You can only have one. A pitch never ends with a handshake and a $50M deal. 

You either get a PASS (no thanks) or REQUEST (for the deck, screenplay, story, etc.).  You up your chances by picking execs in your genre, but... Odds of a pitch session yielding a REQUEST: 1 in 10. 

I bought 8 sessions.  

6. Aaaand....? 

The first was with a woman who worked with a studio that did mostly horror. As soon as she started asking about plot beats, I knew I'd lost her. PASS. Another got sidetracked into random questions about the characters. PASS. Another exec didn't even show up. Maybe he read my profile and ran. But the others? 

Most told me that I pitched it well, and some seemed genuinely interested. I got a total of 4 REQUESTS. 4 out of 8! 

How many of these requests were as fake as my aliens-- really just a polite way of saying "Don't call us, we'll call you"? We'll see. 

Odds of a request turning into an option: 1 in a gazillion. 

Into an actual movie: 1 in a gazillion bajillion.  

But after these pitches, my odds are 4 in a gazillion bajillion.  Right? 

After all, I'm the ONE. 

TO BE CONTINUED... 




Journey Planet is on the Ballot!!!!! 

Chris Garcia 

Woohoo!!!    

We are so excited to find ourselves on the Hugo ballot once again with so many incredible folks! I’m personally excited that it’s some of my favorite people with me on Team Journey Planet this year, especially Jean Martin, as we’re celebrating the 20th anniversary of the first time we edited anything together. LACon will also be the 20th anniversary of when James and I met!!! I wanna thank everyone for everything, all the writers, all the artists, all the readers. Pretty much everyone! I’ll be in LA, so the Team Journey Planet light will be lit!

Allison Hartman Adams  

Even from a distance, Los Angeles feels like a city built on imagination: sunlit, sprawling, and alive with stories waiting to be told. It’s the perfect backdrop for celebrating fandom at LACon V, where creativity thrives on connection and shared passion. Being nominated for my third Hugo Award for Best Fanzine honestly feels a bit surreal...in the best way. I’m so grateful to be included alongside such a talented, imaginative group of contributors and creators who make our ever-evolving fandom such a welcoming space. Fanzines are where that energy really comes alive, and it means a lot to be part of this world. While I won't be able to come to LA for the convention, I am grateful for fandom's continued energy and vibrance, both of which will certainly be center-stage this August. Have fun everyone – I'll be cheering you all on from the East Coast!   

Jean Martin 

I originally wasn't planning on going to LACon V as I already had a lot of conventions and travels planned for this year. But when I found out I was nominated for the 5th time in the Best Fanzine category with Journey Planet, I started trying to figure out how I can go. LA isn't too far from the San Francisco Bay Area and I wouldn't need to fly. I love going to SoCal and the convention is going to be right next to Disneyland! So not only would I get to attend another Worldcon as a nominee (I'd been to Worldcons before, but it was extra special attending Chicon 8 as a first-time nominee), I can visit the Happiest Place on Earth! With all my plans squared away, I'm now very much looking forward to being at the convention, doing panels, being a judge in the masquerade, cosplaying, seeing friends and meeting new people... and, of course, attending the Hugos!     




Enditorial by James Bacon

Los Angeles. 

I went to Los Angeles twice, the first time was to work the Children's programme at LA Con in 2006, the second was for Galifrey. 

LACon was  a wild adventure, and there are some amazing stories, hiring the wrong type of car, Jerry Pournel sitting in a child's inflatable sofa, the crowds filling the talk with Jerry and David Brin, which soon became a rally call for all the children to join the Armed Services. The incredible Steve Jackson who came along and then adjusted our crazing game with space and pirate Lego which had both rolling of dice, as well as kinetic catapult damage. The Xerps parties were amazing and then we got roped into a dead dog and had a terrific time. It all went down well enough, and we were appreciated, and it was a world away from the stress that occurred six months previously, during the traditional February Fannish Financial Fuck up, which doesn't always occur, but takes work to be avoided. 

I never had enough time in the LA, I wished I had more, but there were pressures, and so the chance of languishing and enjoying comic book shops, and book shops or even finding places from film, escaped me. We did buy some vans, and they lasted years! Gallifrey was a little more relaxed, a destination fourteen years ago, as part of promoting the London bid, in 2012. Following working with Alissa McKersie on Reno in 2011, we decided to work together again and ran a Tea Party at Galley, which was in Andy and Kevin's room, and was terrific. 

This was very relaxed, and I enjoyed meeting people more. Mike Glyer took me to the most amazing restaurant where we got to see information about the Red Tails and see lots of planes. I also was delighted to go to a diner in a train carriage, something that is always very close to my heart. And I got to a few amazing comic stores. 

This was one of those crazy trips, where I was going to Capricon, then going to Galley. It was a tricky time for me personally, but I met so many wonderful and warm people around this time, who were just terrific. And still are. Even if I haven't seen them for years, I'd love to sit down, smile, share a beverage and catch up. The convention itself was great fun, and I made some solid friendships that have lasted till now. 

I think I went to Secret Headquarters, and picked up some items, I know I parked out back of a place that had a cinema, or staged area, which was amazing and I was in one shop that was just so large. I know I drove along Hollywood boulevard, for sure, and stopped at a really interesting book store. 

I know I found Pablo Parente's "Dust" on this trip and I was totally hooked, I loved the way the Mechs were done. Interestingly one of our Co-editors suggested a Mecha issue, and that is really very interesting. 

Blade Runner may be set in LA, but it doesn't feel like LA. The California Highway patrol,  Ponch and John on their Kawasaki’s, just demonstrated how vast Los Angeles was, and just how different with their freeways and sprawling city it all was to Ireland. That was the TV LA of my youth. TJ Hooker felt like that, although apparently it was LCPD, which I may have missed, but Blue Thunder was definitley in LA.  V was definitely an LA feel, given that was the actual setting and they used locations there, and Alien Nation really did have the right police procedural LA feel to it, Beverley Hills 90210 was as far removed from the teenage reality that I was encountering at the time, although in many regards, as I hung out with SF fans, drinking in pubs at 16, it also felt that they could keep their cars and their stresses although I did really like some of the characters. Predator 2 was definitely an LA film, as was Rocketeer, although a different LA if that makes sense. 

There are not that many memorable LA-based super heroes, well apart from The West Coast Avengers, who have been brilliantly funny at times, and the “Mocky Wocky” malarky between Hawkeye and Mocking Bird, as well as Jim Rhodes as Iron Man, it was an odd set of stories, and interesting how The “Avengers” voted to disband them. Runaways by Brian K. Vaughan had an LA setting, but was a great comic. 

Of course, I am Legend is set in LA, and that is some book, Matheson told an incredible story there, and The Big Sleep, Flow my Tears the Policeman said,  Kindred, which is an amazing graphic novel, all set in or near LA. Of course, there is much about the place that is amazing. I must get back. That the city is not one I am as au fait about, is not relevant, we need to push our understanding and so again we have some amazing contributions and great writing, and that is what Journey Planet is about.  

We welcome all contributors, do get in touch.  

journeyplanetsubmissions@gmail.com  

It is wonderful to hear that Journey Planet is nominated as a finalist in the Hugo Awards fanzine Catagory, and our sincerest thanks to everyone who did do. It really does empower and encourage us, it is a wonderful honour to have bestowed, and it really does make one feel so proud about the work that we do. It and amazing feeling of excitement, and hard to explain. I am delighted that the administration of Hugo Awards has come so far from the unfortunate moments of dark times. It is a testament to the teams involved, that there were no queries or issues about listing Co-editors, something that previously, and sadly still impacts co-editors today. To see them still excluded from lists as a finalist is unfair. That the dark days of being told that we accept being called “Team Journey Planet or don’t get nominated” are in the past, like wise accusations about co-editors integrity, utterly unfairly and nastily. Administrating the democratic process that is the Hugo Awards is a highly regarded important role, but it is about stewarding the awards, Administrators do not and will never own the Hugo awards and while owning the process, owning the delivery and ensuring fairness is vital, the power of administration should never occlude that it is the will of the constituency, the voters, that is being enacted upon. I am grateful that this seems to be now understood. Those who volunteer for the role, those of the highest integrity who undertake this vital and time consuming task, who do so in full awareness of the workload, and the precious nature of what they are carrying out, are appreciated and that appreciation is shown, in a very unique way, and deservedly so. 

It appears those upsetting times are in the past, thankfully. Administrators still face challenges, and crikey, Hugo Finalists are so excited and full of joy and energy that it can be hard for them to channel that well, when there is an expectation going astray, but I think overall, Worldcon's do a superb job, and are very caring and careful and all the volunteers do fab.  My advice though, as with all aspects of conrunning, is to take a break, don't get tired of it, help sustain the future, and recruit and delegate for the future and do something else. Long may this excellent undertaking continue to be undertaken in an exemplary fashion as Glasgow 2024 and now LACon have demonstrated.  

I am not planning on going to LACon this year, many reasons, none of which are about the politics in America. I feel that in the current landscape and climate where hatred and bigotry are encouraged, that supporting a beacon of light, for the future, for hope and acceptance is something I should support myself and not shy away from, and so I support LA CON, and would be happy to go. 

The guest selection is superb, and the programme is brilliant, so there are lots of good reasons to go, and I am very sorry I will not be there. 

There are other positive pressures at play at the moment, and so travelling, it is a considerable expense, is just not on the cards right now. 

Journey Planet #93 was nominated for an ESFS achievement Award in the Fanzine category by 

Irish fans, and that is very exciting also, and we as co-editors find ourselves all working on fascinating and interesting projects. 

At Dublin Comic Con, I was speaking to comic book writer Gary Maloney who does the Irish language in The Flash Gordon comic strips that are published currently in the Tallaght Echo Newspaper. He mentioned this book.  He's part of the Limit Break team and he has produced some lovely work, but he's also now being published by Marvel Comics.  Flash Gordon is part of the Tallaght Academy of Sequential Art, which is very impressive, and run by Eoin McCauley and  he's really very driven and he delivers. 

Next thing you know, Peppard Saltine is telling me about the same book in detail, and I am like - this is a level of synchronicity that is phenomenal, and then, Jean suggests a JP about Mecha. This is all too much.  So what about the actual book.  

Manannán was written by Máiréad Ní Ghráda and published in 1940 by the Oifig an  tSoláthair (Government Publications Office). This was an Irish language YA Science Fiction novel. Michíl Ó Flaitimh is an Astronomer,  Seáin Ó Mhaolchatha is a pilot and there is University Science Professor Máirtín Mac Con Midhe, with financing American Billionaire Énrí Mac Giolla an Chluigthey plan to go to Manannán.  

Manannán is a planet that rotates the sun between the Earth and Mars, but gets very close infrequently and is not visible with the human eye, it is obfuscated. A rocket plane is their means of transport, and they are joined by the astronomers son. 

On Manannán, there is less gravity, and they meet a new people, who have a "Grand Master" who is a dictator and have various experiences, and adventures, and imprisonment and there are electric devices, machines and robots, and rather like Gulliver's travels, complexity. There are Egg Like burrowing engines, "made of hard, white metal, and it shone and sparkled in the light. It had a sharp beak and suckers on the beak like plowshares, but they were larger and sharper than any plowshare that had ever been made".  They get involved in a conflict, helping the Grand Master, against "The Créadhmí " an armored monster like creature, although one could question if there was a higher level of sentience, and do so under mild duress really. Martin while in prison, designs and then when released builds a Robot "in the form of a man, but much taller and more robust than any man who had ever lived on this earth. It was over a hundred feet tall. It had two arms, each arm sixty feet long." The gang can enter through the foot, and climb up internally, and Martin controls it from within the head. and so can fight. There is much about the dangers of mechanization, the dangers of oppression of people, and robots, machines, engines, and well.... a Mecha.  

In 1940.  

Anyhow, it makes me look forward to the prospect of a Journey Planet about Mecha, there is no doubt that my mind would be thinking about Starfleet,  In Japan it was  X Bomber marionette tokusatsu TV series, that ran in the UK in 1982 on ITV as Starfleet, for 25 episodes. The English dubbed version, was revoiced, but also had to have new music, and this was a synth based sound from Paul Bliss, of the Moody Blues. Brian May was a fan, as he  watched it with his son and the theme song captured his imagination, so much so, that he first jammed and then did EP.  And of course, Macross or Robotech depending on where you grew up, with their Variable Fighters! The Armored Trooper VOTOMS, Mobile Suit Gundam, and of Science Ninja Team Gatchaman, taking on Galactor and his Mecha's and even the teams vehicles are considered Mecha's or Battle of the Planets and G-Force taking on Zoltar. So much to think and write about   In regard to future issues, and of course a call for contributions: -Mel Brooks which is being co-edited by Steven H. Silver -Giant Size X-men at 50 with David Ferguson 

- Mecha WITH Jean Martin 

- Battle - The British War Comic, with John Vaughan doing fab interviews - Hiberno-Pulp with Stephen Walsh 

We may look at the The Boys as the season comes to and end. There are no shortage of ideas, that is for sure, and we hope to continue to bring interesting subjects forward for discussion. We also now have a well maintained Facebook Page and have started our Blue Sky Page, please do check them out and follow them if you are so inclined 

journeyplanetsubmissions@gmail.com 

Our sincerest thanks once again to all readers and hard working fans. 
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