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articles and essays by Rich Lynch 

 Iôll start off this issue with a mea culpa.  Even though I donôt include a letters column in My 

Back Pages, I do get mail.  In fact, I was taken to task, recently, by a friend who was wondering 

if his letter of comment had ended up in the round file.  So I want to reassure those who have 

taken the time and effort to write that I do read your correspondence.  Thank you, and I 

appreciate the feedback even if I am sometimes not very good at acknowledging it. 

 Anyway, fifteen issues into the run, I figure itôs probably time to describe exactly what MBP 

is, and also what it is not.  Strictly speaking, it isnôt a fanzine at all ï itôs an archive collection of 

previously published writings that is masquerading as a fanzine.  As such, it wasnôt designed to 

have a letters column ï my intention, someday, is to publish a one-off fanzine that includes the 

best of the letters that I received during the run.  As for how MBP is being published, itôs mostly 

an e-zine that is part of the efanzines.com website.  I have a very small print run, about 15 

hardcopies per issue.  These are mostly intended as trades for the few printed fanzines that I 

receive and for a couple of people who review fanzines.  And also one for my sister Beth, who is 

the reason I started doing collections of my writings in the first place. 

 Meanwhile, another holiday season is upon us.  For most people it will extend only to New 

Yearôs Day, but for my wife Nicki and me, it goes through the first full week in January.  We 

always use that week for a midwinter vacation in New York City.  Last year, as you will read, we 

had a helluva time there. 

 Rich Lynch 

 Gaithersburg, Maryland 

 December 2015 
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Itôs a Helluva Town 
Prolog: Whatôs in a Name? 

 It might seem contradictory but of all of the Broadway 

theatres in New York (and there are about 40 of them), only a 

very few are actually located on Broadway.  The Lyric 

Theatre is a case in point ï itôs on West 42nd Street, about a 

block from The Great White Way.  Itôs also the largest of the 

Broadway theatres, seating more than 1,900, and thereôs a 

reason for that.  The Lyric has only been in existence since 

the beginning of 1997, and itôs as large as it is because it was 

built on the site of two much older theatres that had fallen 

into disrepair and had been condemned.  The architects, to 

their credit, kept and restored many of the older theatresô 

design elements, some of them truly glorious. 

 The Lyric has only had that name since March 2014.  

Before that it was the Foxwoods Theatre, and before that the 

Hilton Theatre, and before that the Ford Center for the 

Performing Arts.  Productions staged in these previous name 

incarnations of the theatre have included musical adaptations 

of Young Frankenstein and Spider-Man: Turn Off the Dark.  

In fact, the Lyric, under its present name, has so far hosted 

only a single Broadway production, On the Town, and on the 

evening of Tuesday, January 6th, Nicki and I were there to 

see it.  But first there had been some obstacles to overcomeé 

 

Naptown 

 Annapolis, Maryland, is a pleasant place to spend a day, even 

in late-December.  Nicki and I were there ten days before our 

New York trip, and it was mostly, until late in the afternoon, a 

very fine day in some unseasonably warm weather. 

 Annapolis dates back to the mid-1600s, founded by Puritans 

from Virginiaôs eastern shore who were not happy with life 

under the Anglican Church which was dominant there at that 

time.  During the 1700s, Annapolis was an administrative capital 

of the British mid-Atlantic colonies and after the American 

Revolution it became Marylandôs capital.  Itôs the only state 

capital that was also, briefly, the United States capital (in 1783 

and 1784).  The Maryland State House, which dates back to 

1772, is the oldest state capitol building in continuous use, and it 

was the place where, in 1783, George Washington resigned his 

commission as Commander-in-Chief of the Continental Army. 

 The Maryland General Assembly was not in session that late 

in the year so there was not much of a crowd inside the State House.  And we immediately 

inside the Lyric Theatre 

Maryland State House 
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observed that itôs really not very 

big.  The Senate and House of 

Delegates chambers are the largest 

rooms in the building and each is a 

work of art, or whatever the 

architectural equivalent is.  There 

are arches and columns that frame 

viewing galleries, and each 

chamber also has a grand Tiffany-

style skylight.  

 There was a lot more to see in 

Annapolis than just the State 

House.  I was amused to learn that 

all the locals refer to the city as 

óNaptownô, as itôs about as far 

from a serene and sleepy community as can be.  The city center, where Main Street meets the 

Chesapeake Bay waterfront, was teeming with people.  

The waterfront area is also the location of the United 

States Naval Academy, but we were more interested in 

experiencing some of the history of the city through its 

architecture.  One of them was just up the street from the 

entrance to the Naval Academy ï the Hammond-

Harwood House, which was constructed in 1774 and was 

described by Thomas Jefferson as having ñthe most 

beautiful doorway in Americaò.  Back then it was the 

home of Jeremiah Townley Chase, one of Marylandôs 

delegates to the Continental Congress of 1783, and later 

on his descendants.  Itôs now a museum and was featured 

in Bob Vilaôs Guide to Historic Homes of America TV 

series.  Nicki and I took advantage of a fascinating docent 

tour of the place, and it was like stepping backwards in 

time to discover what life was like when the United 

States was young. 

 Alas, Nicki and I are also no longer young.  Even 

though weôre a long way from being geezers weôre 

certainly not nearly as spry as we were when we 

published our first fanzines back in the 1970s.  That may 

have been a contributing cause of what happened on our walk from the Hammond-Harwood 

House back to the city center.  Nicki didnôt notice an uneven spot in the brick-paved sidewalk, 

tripped and fell flat on her face.  It happened so suddenly she didnôt even have enough time to 

brace her fall with her arms.  It was really scary and she was in so much pain that at first I 

thought sheôd broken a cheekbone.  If that had been the case we would have had to cancel our 

New York trip but it turned out that the only lasting damage was to her eyeglasses, which were 

ruined.  Even that might have caused us to cancel out of going to New York, but she found an 

older set that worked well enough and the optician was able to beat its estimate in getting a new 

set made. 

Maryland's House of Delegates Chamber 

the ñmost beautiful doorway in Americaò 
at the Hammond-Harwood House 
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Polar Vortex Redux 

 We were hoping the unseasonably 

warm weather from late December would 

persist into January, but thatôs not what 

happened.  Instead, there was another of 

those frosty polar vortexes like what we 

endured in last yearôs trip to New York.  

Half a week out from our departure day 

the weather forecast had called for a 

chance of snow.  One day out that had 

changed to about an inch accumulation in 

the early morning.  We awoke on the 

morning of our departure to find there was 

a brisk snowstorm in progress with two 

inches already down on the ground.  It 

wasnôt a huge snowfall but that it 

happened during the morning rush hours 

was more than enough to completely 

disrupt traffic patterns.  What should have 

been about a 45 minute trip to the Amtrak 

parking garage at BWI Airport took nearly 2½ hours.  We missed our train. 

 It could have been a lot worse, of course.  We were not involved in a traffic accident, and 

once we finally made it to the Interstate it was a relatively steady if slow drive to the airport.  It 

cost about an extra $80 to get the Amtrak tickets re-issued for a later train but it would have been 

more than that had not we both 

been eligible for seniors discounts.  

By the time we reached our hotel in 

Times Square it was nearly 

4:00pm, and the TKTS discount 

Broadway tickets booth had 

already been open for about an 

hour.  But then our luck finally 

changed. 

 I have become a firm believer 

that karma exists and that it is 

inevitably a zero-sum game.  In the 

end, thereôs only so much good 

luck or bad luck that can descend 

on you until something occurs to 

offset the streak.  And thatôs what 

happened.  It turned out that not 

only were half-price tickets still available for On the Town, there were some really good ones to 

be had.  A block of them had become available sometime around 4:00pm and when we got ours 

we found that they were second row, center.  If we hadnôt missed our train, we would have been 

at TKTS too early and we wouldnôt have gotten them. 

snarled traffic on the morning of January 6th 

at the TKTS ticket booth in Times Square 
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Celebs On Stage 

 We took in four Broadway shows during our 

New York trip, all of them themed in some way 

about the city.  On the Town was an entertaining 

restaging of the Leonard Bernstein-Betty Comden-

Adolph Green classic 1944 musical comedy about 

three sailors with a 24-hour shore leave in New York 

and wanting to experience the city in the fullest.  

And they do, complete with the requisite 

misadventures and romances. 

 There werenôt any celebrities in the cast of On 

the Town, but there was no lack of them in the other 

three shows that we saw.  The very next evening we 

enjoyed another revival, of a non-musical this time.  

It was George S. Kaufmanôs and Moss Hartôs You 

Canôt Take It With You, set in New York during the 

middle of the 1930s and filled with engaging 

characters.  Itôs a comedy about a romance-in 

progress between the son of an upper-class family 

and the daughter of an eccentric tinkerer who 

manufactures fireworks in the basement of his home.  

What put it on our shortlist for this trip was the cast, 

which was headlined by the great James Earl Jones 

and also featured Richard Thomas.  That, and its 

pedigree ï its original Broadway production back in 

1936 won a Pulitzer Prize and was the inspiration of 

a 1938 movie adaptation directed by Frank Capra that went on to win the Best Picture Academy 

Award. 

 The other non-musical we took in, Itôs Only a Play, was on the final evening of our trip and 

had an equally stellar cast that included F. Murray Abraham, Stockard Channing, and Martin 

Short.  But this one was a modern-day comedy and it was so filled with contemporary in-

groupish references about Broadway and New York that I think itôs doubtful the show could be 

staged in a different city.  The plot hinged around what happened at the reception following what 

turned out to be a disastrous opening night for a new Broadway play.  It was all a bit too much 

ómetaô for my taste and the characters a bit too caricaturish.  But it was entertaining, even though 

the actors were much better than the material they had to work with. 

 There was one other show we saw, another musical, on our next-to-last evening in the city.  

And we had some angst over deciding which one to see.  Cabaret with Alan Cumming was 

nearing the end of its run, Idina Menzel was still headlining If/Then, and last yearôs Tony Award 

winner, A Gentlemanôs Guide to Love and Murder, was still in production.  But we decided that 

we probably wouldnôt have been all that interested in If/Then if not for Menzelôs presence, and 

we learned that lower level seats were not available for Gentlemenôs Guide nor were seats of any 

kind for Cabaret.  So, in the end we decided what the heck, letôs go see Tony Danza in 

Honeymoon in Vegas.  Itôs a musical adaptation of the 1992 Nicolas Cage movie, with Danza in 

the role of the casino boss that was played by James Caan in the movie.  And Danza really is an  

outside the Lyric Theatre on January 6th 
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The Solomon R. Guggenheim Museum 

Grand Stairway in the Frick Collection 
(the painting is a Renoir) 

entertainer ï he can sing and dance, and he was visibly enjoying himself on stage.  The show was 

still in previews and it seemed obvious that it needed tightening in a few places, but making a 

musical out of what had been a popular comedic movie really worked and I expect it will have 

enough legs to still be there a year from now when Nicki and I are next in town. 

 

Zero the Hero and Other Exhibitions 

 The cold weather severely limited 

what we could do during our stay in the 

city.  Being outdoors for very long was 

pretty much a non-starter, but there 

were alternatives.  A section of 5th 

Avenue that borders Central Park from 

82nd to 105th Streets is known as the 

óMuseum Mileô and there are at least 

nine notable museums and galleries in 

that stretch.  So we visited The 

Guggenheim, which in its permanent 

collection includes works by Dali, 

Cézanne, Degas, and Van Gogh.  But 

most of the museum was taken up by a large 

exhibition titled ñZero: Countdown to Tomorrow, 

1950s-60sò, an avant-garde extended multimedia 

display that emphasized visual texture and motion 

more than structure and appearance.  The title of the 

exhibition comes from the so-called ñZero Networkò 

of artists in the 1950s-60s that originated the 

movement.  As for me, a little modernism goes a long 

way, and this turned out to be way, way too much.  In 

the end, the star of the show was the museum itself.  

The Frank Lloyd Wright design, with its huge atrium 

and continuous spiral ramp from the ground to the top 

level, had caused some architecture critics to write 

that the building might well overshadow any exhibitions within.  For this show they were right. 

 We did much better the next day at The 

Frick Collection, housed in a converted 

mansion formerly owned by early 20th century 

industrialist Henry Clay Frick.  He was also 

an art connoisseur and spared no expense in 

filling his home with major works by famous 

European artists, as well as antique furniture, 

sculpture, and decorative objects.  I think my 

favorite of all the wonderful works in the 

collection is a self-portrait by Rembrandt, 

painted late in his life.  He looks very wizened 

and resigned, and I think I can relate to that. 

interior of The Guggenheim 


