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On that cheerful note, we come to the end of something that hardly qualifies as an era, but it
is a kind of coda for one persistent background melody (but not necessarily a leitmotif) of
my fannish life. As noted way back at the beginning of thish, I’m closing the door, but not

locking it. Gosh, if I can’t avoid mixing metaphors any better than that…
I recently brought a semi-closure to my novel, Angel Without Wings —semi in that, in fitting

with the times, it has become the first book in a trilogy, so that there are great unresolved situations
hanging (and more to be raised in the second book, of course)  that I only hope I can resolve before
my own eleventh hour edges into view. Check at PageTurnerEditions.com to see if it’s available yet.

I’m not certain I did my absolute best in my own contributions to this fanzine. I’m sorry if that’s
true, but the focus is, of course, on the writers of the LoCs that appear here. I acknowledge that the
letters run a bit of a spectrum in and of themselves. In most of those whose writers are gone I still
replied as if they would be reading this, as I’d like to think they were in some way, but occasionally
lapsed into addressing them directly. I trust this inconsistency will be forgiven. What’s most
important to me is the small expansion of fannish historical legacy this may bring to our
microcosm.And truth to tell, I don’t mind also letting you in on some of the egoboo I received from
some these cool people, close to one-third of a century ago. 




