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²ƘŀǘΩǎ ŀƭƭ ǘƘƛǎ ǘƘŜƴΚ 
 

A good question.  [ŜǘΩǎ ǎŜŜ ƛŦ L Ŏŀƴ ŎƻƳŜ ǳǇ ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ƎƻƻŘ ŀƴǎǿer. 

 

I guess I should start by saying that this is the 44th issue of Askance, the fanzine I have 

ōŜŜƴ ǇǊƻŘǳŎƛƴƎ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ƭŀǎǘ мм ȅŜŀǊǎΦ ¢ƘŀǘΩǎ ƴƻǘ ŀ ōŀŘ ǎǘǊŜŀƪΣ ŀƴŘ L ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ŎƻƳǇƭŀƛƴƛƴƎΦ Lƴ 

fact, I am grateful to have enjoyed one heck of a run with this zine and will be continuing its 

publication for (I hope) many more years. Askance is a fun aspect of my hobby interest in SF 

to maintain, one that keeps me relatively sane and in touch with all the friends I have in 

science fiction fandom.  Not only that, but the more reading I do over current research done 

in the field of cognitive development ς ƴƻǘŀōƭȅ !ƭȊƘŜƛƳŜǊΩǎ ŀƴŘ ŘŜƳŜƴǘƛŀΣ  ŀǇƘŀǎƛŀΣ Ǉƭǳǎ 

language development (one of my academic fields of interest) ς reveals the benefits of 

keeping an active mind and body.  If a person continues to be mentally engaged and gets some 

kind of regular physical exercise, there appears to be a positive correlation between living a 

more productive life past retirement age.  (My preference is to call this the Twilight Zone 

years, for obvious reasons.)  My goal is to keep going at this fanzine fandom thing as long 

as I am physically and mentally able.  

 

Speaking of elderly fans, many of my fannish peers are announcing their retirements on 

Facebook and in other venues. The cover artist for this issue, Kurt Erichsen, reached this 

life plateau earlier this year, and he seems to be enjoying himself quite a bit. I am very 

happy for Kurt and other friends of mine (such as Yvonne Penney and Laurel Krentz) in the 

science fiction community who have now retired. The way I figured it, now Kurt has more 

time to create artwork for fanzines, so I asked him for a cover. As you can see, he responded 

ǿƛǘƘ ŀ ōŜŀǳǘȅΦ  !ƭƭ L Ŏŀƴ Řƻ ƴƻǿ ƛǎ ǇǊƻŘǳŎŜ ŀƴ ƛǎǎǳŜ ǿƻǊǘƘȅ ƻŦ YǳǊǘΩǎ ǿƻǊƪΦ  

 

The crazy thing is that all this talk of retirement and other effects of aging makes me think of 

ƻǘƘŜǊ ƳŀǘǘŜǊǎ ŎƭƻǎŜ ŀǘ ƘŀƴŘΦ CΩǊƛƴǎǘŀƴŎŜΧ 

 

¸ƻǳ ǎŀȅ ƛǘΩǎ ȅƻǳǊ ōƛǊǘƘŘŀȅ 
 

Since the last issue my age has advanced yet another year, and in light of the number I have 

now reached, when ǇŜƻǇƭŜ ŀǎƪ ƳŜ Ƙƻǿ ƻƭŘ L ŀƳ Ƴȅ ǊŜǎǇƻƴǎŜ ƛǎΣ ά¢ƘŜ ŀƎŜ ƻŦ ŀ ŦŀƳƻǳǎ 

.ŜŀǘƭŜǎ ǎƻƴƎΦέ  Lƴ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǿƻǊŘǎΣ спΦ {ƻ ƴƻǿ ǘƘŀǘ L ƘŀǾŜ ǊŜŀŎƘŜŘ ǘƘƛǎ ƳŀƎƛŎŀƭ Ƴȅǎǘery tour of an age, there 

are certain things that come to mind. 

 

First among them is that I am now the same age my father was when he died nearly thirty years ago. 

That is definitely a sobering thought, more so ǿƘŜƴ L ǘƘƛƴƪ ŀōƻǳǘ ŘŀŘΩǎ ƘŜŀƭǘƘ ŘǳǊƛng the last decade of 

his life. He suffered from severe emphysema, a direct result of being a two-pack a day smoker for nearly 

forty years of his life. By the time he did quit ς in his late fifties ς the damage had been done. While 

visiting mom and dad in Utah back in (I think) 1987, I had to clip his toenails and help him put socks and 
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shoes on his feet because ƘŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ bend over: these simple tasks were too much effort for his 

ravaged lungs to handle. By then I had cut back on my own smoking habit substantially, indulging in 

maybe only four cigarettes a day, and maintained an active lifestyle by bowling, playing in a community 

softball league, and walking a lot. Eventually I quit smoking completely by mid-October of 1988, two 

months before dad died.  If you do the math, that is now approaching the thirty year mark. 

 

Bemused readers may be wondering what prompted these mauŘƭƛƴ ƳǳǎƛƴƎǎΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ CŀǘƘŜǊΩǎ 5ŀȅ ƻŦ 

2018 as I write this, trying to crank out this issue before the end of the month of June.  Every year I think 

of dad on this day ς mom, too ς and believe that he (they) would be very proud of what I have 

accomplished in my life. While I may not be considering retirement yet ς I really do love my job as a 

professor of English and ESL at a community college in Texas, making a nice wage, with full benefits, and 

all ς that will probably happen in six years. Heck, teaching is one of those professions a person could do 

well into their Seventies or even their Eighties, health permitting.   

 

Therefore, here I sit, typing out a new issue of Askance, reflecting on a life that has resulted in almost 29 

years of marriage, in the process gaining children, grandchildren, the incredible experience of traveling 

through Europe last year, and accumulating a passel of great friends with memories of everyone and 

ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎΦ  !ƭƭ ǘƘƛƴƎǎ ŎƻƴǎƛŘŜǊŜŘΣ L ǿƻǳƭŘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƻ ŀƎǊŜŜ ǿƛǘƘ WƻŜ ²ŀƭǎƘΩǎ мфту ŀǎǎŜǎǎƳŜƴǘΥ άƭƛŦŜΩǎ ōŜŜƴ 

ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ǎƻ ŦŀǊΦέ   

 

Still ς ǿƘŜǊŜ ǘƘŜ ƘŜƭƭΩǎ Ƴȅ ŦƭȅƛƴƎ ŎŀǊΚ 

 

Blast from the Past 
While perusing one of my old USB drives, I ran across this, which I had written for my SNAPS (Southern 

Nevada Amateur Press Society) zine, Nukking Futz #38 (early 2011), the last contribution I made shortly 

before that APA folded. Untitled, it was my way of sharing a common early morning occurrence in the 

Purcell household at that time. I have taken the liberty of revising it just a tiny bit. 

 

John announces: ñGood morning, listeners! Itôs 6:45 in the morning,  and time for the daily feline 
running of the Daybreak 150: that refers  not to the distance covered, but the speed at which the 

Purcellôs cats ramrod around the house.  
 

According to the Leaderboard, after four  laps, Eyegore is leading Inga by a length, followed 
closely in a battle for third between Theadorable and Frodorick. I am enjoying the race while 

munching on a whole wheat muffin slathered with orange marmalade, washed down with a cold 

glass of generic cran-grape juice. This race is sponsored by KrogerÊ: your familyôs place to shop 
for all your needs. 
  

Five minutes into the race, we have  an official update: There has been a massive collision! Inga 

and Eyegore are entangled, blocking Frodorickôs progress, giving Theadorable the opportunity to 
literally spring into the lead.  

 

Now on the seventh lap, t he yellow flag is out for the track crew - me - to clean up a spill.  
 

Good news, fans! The green flag is waving, so they're off again!  
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The racers appear to be slowing down as we approach the back turn on the tenth lap.  

Apparently, the pace set by 9-month old kitten Theadorable is too much for the older trio of cats 
to maintain for much longer. We may have a winner shortly.  
 

And yes, we do have a winner! It's Theadorable, who obviously had more gas in her tank than 

the older competitors.  Inga finishes in second place, a half lap behind, followed closely by 
Eyegore nipping at her tail , while Frodorick was disqualified by settling in for a nap  on the infield 

just before starting the ninth lap."  

 
"Yes, John, Frodorickôs indifference was definitely a key factor in this morning's race."  

 
"Tell me what you like the most about the Daybreak 150, Bob."  

  

"Well, John, the Feline Daybreak 150 has all the spills and thrills of NASCAR, and is not limited to 
only taking left turns, but also resembles steeplechase races as competitors leap over assorted 

obstacles while incorporating many of the features of Roller Derby: the slingshots, the free use of 
elbows, hip checks over the rails...Everything."  

 
"Thank you, Bob. And that brings us to the close of today's Feline Daybreak 150. Tune in 

tomorrow morning for still more classic races from the Purcell Indoor Race Track, live from 

College Station, Texas, here on KRAP radio, 1973 on your AM dial."  

 

²ƘƻΩǎ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎǎǳŜ 
¢ƘŜ ŘƻƳƛƴŀƴǘ ŀǊǘƛŎƭŜ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ƛǎǎǳŜ ƛǎ άL {ŜŜ CǊŀƴŎŜ ς ŀƳƻƴƎ ƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘƛƴƎǎΣέ ŀƴ ŀŎŎƻǳƴǘƛƴƎ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƳǳǎŜǳƳǎ 

and sights of Paris that Valerie and I visited last summer. Honest, I did my best to keep this article as 

succinct as possible, but it kept going and going and going. It is hard to limit yourself when you have so 

much to say. In spite of my verbosity, I hope you enjoy it. 

Bill Fischer 

Since my old college chum just turned 70 and his laptop has been exhibiting signs of dementia, there is 

no new άFigbyέ cartoon hŜǊŜ ōŜŎŀǳǎŜ ƘŜ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ƘŀǾŜ ǘƘŜ ǘŜŎƘƴƻƭƻƎƛŎŀƭ ǘƻƻƭǎ ŀǾŀƛƭŀōƭŜ. So I am reprinting 

ŀ ŎƭŀǎǎƛŎ άCƛƎōȅέ that first appeared in Askance #22 back in March 2011. 

Teddy Harvia 

All hail the return of άChat: the 4th Fhannish Ghodέ! It has been awhile since this felonious feline has 

been here, ǎƻ ƛǘΩǎ ƎƻƻŘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ƘƛƳ ōŀŎƪΦ hǊ ƛǎ ƛǘΚ  

Lloyd Penney 

Besides being a massively prolific letter writer, Lloyd has been involved with conventions for many, 

many years. So many, in fact, that he was written up a batch of his convention experiences that have 

ŀǇǇŜŀǊŜŘ ƛƴ ǘƘƛǎ ŦŀƴȊƛƴŜ ƻǾŜǊ ǘƘŜ ȅŜŀǊǎΦ ¢ƘǳǎΣ ǘƘƛǎ ŜǇƛǎƻŘŜ ƻŦ ά¢ŀƭŜǎ CǊƻƳ ǘƘŜ /ƻƴǾŜƴǘƛƻƴέ ƛǎ ŀ Ŧǳƴ ƻƴŜ 

about the time Lloyd and his wife Yvonne were in charge of the con suite at the 1994 world convention 

held in Winnipeg, Manitoba, a.Ka. Conadian. 

Taral Wayne 

This issue contains the final chapter in the Taral Triptych. This contribution is yet another fine example 

ƻŦ ¢ŀǊŀƭΩǎ ǳƴƛǉǳŜ ǾƛŜǿ ǳǇƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΣ ŀƴŘ ƘŜ ŜȄǇresses himself so well. Now what I have to do is see if 

ƘŜΩǎ ǿƛƭƭƛƴƎ ǘƻ ŎǊŜŀǘŜ ŀƴƻǘƘŜǊ ŎƻǾŜǊ ŦƻǊ ŀ ŦǳǘǳǊŜ ƛǎǎǳŜ ǎƻ ǘƘŀǘ ƘŜ Ŏŀƴ ƎƛǾŜ Ƙƛǎ ǘȅǇƛƴƎ ŦƛƴƎŜǊǎ ŀ ǊŜǎǘΦ 9ƴƧƻȅΗ 
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In our last episode, we left our two wide-eyed, love-struck world travelers 

John and Valerie Purcell  on that sceptered isle, who had finished 

their nearly three week trek through England,  Wales, back to London, 

meeting legendary British scientifictional fans, and seeing all sorts of 

legendary sights throughout the United Kingdom, where History is Made. 

They would eventually return ς in mid-August ς but for now, Europe lay before themΧ 

We arrived late in the evening of July 28, 2017, in Paris, France, after an uneventful trip via the Eurostar 

from London, England. It was quite the experience to rocket underneath the English Channel at 200 

miles per hour and facing backwards the entire time. Granted, this train ride did not take long at all ς 

not even two hours ς and it was rather exciting. We had no trouble at aƭƭ ƎŜǘǘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ŀǘ {ǘΦ tŀƴŎǊŜŀǎ Χ ŜǊΣ 

I mean, St. Pancras Station in London, stowing all of our luggage (plenty of storage space near our seats), 

ŀƴŘ ǘƘŜƴ ǳǘƛƭƛȊƛƴƎ ƻǳǊ 5ǊŀƎ !ƭƻƴƎ aŜǘƘƻŘƻƭƻƎȅ bŜŜŘŜŘ ό5!abϰύ ǎȅǎǘŜƳ ǘƻ ƎŜǘ ŜǾŜǊȅǘƘƛƴƎ ōŀŎƪ ƻŦŦ ŀǘ 

Gare du Nord in Paris at 10:40 PM, local time. The trick, we realized, was in getting our pile of stuff to 

the Hotel Jarry Confort, which was only three-quarter of a mile from the station. We considered walking, 

but decided against that since we were all alone in a strange city in a strange land and it was dark. Nope. 

Not A Good Idea At All. We thought of taking a cab, but one glance at the beady, lecherous eyes of all 

the cab drivers lined up by their cars outside ended that thought. Besides, we had been warned by Mike 

and Pat Meara about Parisian cab fares, so I pulled out my handy-dandy iPhone 7+ and arranged for an 

ªōŜǊ ŘǊƛǾŜǊΦ ¢Ƙƛǎ ǘǳǊƴŜŘ ƻǳǘ ǘƻ ōŜ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǎƳŀǊǘ ŘŜŎƛǎƛƻƴΦ ²ƛǘƘƛƴ ǘŜƴ ƳƛƴǳǘŜǎ ŀ ǾŜǊȅ ǇƻƭƛǘŜ ƎŜƴǘƭŜƳŀƴ of 

roughly age pulled up, helped load our luggage into his car, and in short order we were at our hotel. 
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I suspect that many readers of this zine have already read a previous chapter of this TAFF Trip report in 

DǊŀƘŀƳ /ƘŀǊƴƻŎƪΩǎ ŦŀƴȊƛƴŜ Vibrator #46 όbƻǾŜƳōŜǊ нлмтύΣ άwƛŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ aŜǘǊƻΣέ ǿƘƛŎƘ ŘŜǘŀƛƭŜŘ ƻǳǊ 

first three days in Paris, but a quick recap would help set the stage for this ƛǎǎǳŜΩǎ chapter. In short, the 

Hotel Jarry Confort was more like the Hotel Jerry Lewis because staying there for only two nights was a 

comedy of errors.  Located in the Tenth Arrondisement, like the Gare du Nord train station, this hotel 

has no air conditioning ς hell, neither does most of Europe ς which is no fun at all during yet another 

summer of record heat across the continent. By day, the Tenth Arrondisement is a lovely part of Paris ς

breathtakingly beautiful buildings dating back a couple centuries are located here ς but at night, the 

Tenth transforms into its sinister twin. As much as we enjoyed wandering the streets of the Tenth and 

its neighboring Ninth Arr., where we marveled at the Grand Opera building, and taking the Metro to see 

the sights during our first two days in Paris, we had no desire to be outside in that part of the city at 

night. The criminal elements were very much lurking at every corner underneath streetlamps or huddled 

in alleyways or bus stops. This is part of the reason, in addition to the conditions in the Hotel Jerry Lewis, 

why Valerie and I switched hotels on Sunday July 30th ǘƻ ǘƘŜ [ΩIỖtel Opera Richepanse in the First 

Arrondisement.  

 

tŀǊƛǎΣ CǊŀƴŎŜ ƛǎ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ Ƴƻǎǘ ǾƛǎƛǘŜŘ ŎƛǘƛŜǎΣ ŀƴŘ L ŀƳ ƴƻǘ ǎǳǊǇǊƛǎŜŘΦ ¢ƘŜǊŜ ƛǎ ǎƻ ƳǳŎƘ ǘƻ ǎŜŜ ŀƴŘ 

do here, that quite frankly I think Paris can be very overwhelming if you are not prepared to have a set 

plan of attack of where to go and what to see and do on any given day. Valerie and I had prepared 

personal Must See Lists long before we learned that we would actually be going to Europe. I think if we 

had not, the two of us would have been 

completely unprepared for such a trip. 

Therefore, since we knew that our 

arrival in the City of Love ς among other 

things ς would be quite late on the 28th 

of July, our plans were to spend our first 

full day, Saturday the 29th, by doing a 

brief wander through the 10th and 9th 

Arr., which are home to quite a few 

notable attractions, such as the 

gorgeous Palais Garnier (the Grand 

Opera, its main entrance pictured here, 

gracŜŘ ōȅ ±ŀƭŜǊƛŜΩǎ ǇǊŜǎŜƴŎŜ) about six 

blocks from our hotel, and become 

acquainted with the extensive Paris Metro system.  

 

Even though we wanted to sleep in the following morning, I am an early riser so was up around 8 AM, 

and went down four flights of narrow, twisting stairs and got a couple cups of coffee, creamer, juice, and 

fruit at the bar/bistro in the lobby. Bringing that back upstairs was a trick, but I asked for a tray to 

accomplish this balancing act. While Valerie awoke and breakfasted, I went back downstairs to talk with 

the manager about changing our room accommodation. At first, he wŀǎƴΩǘ ǾŜǊȅ ŎƻƻǇŜǊŀǘƛǾŜΣ ōǳǘ ǿƘŜƴ L 

mentioned that we had no problem with taking our business to another hotel, he had a sudden change 



 8 

of heart and became most, shall we say, magnanimous.  Thankfully his English was pretty good, and 

after I checked out room 605 ς oh, joy! up two more flights of a medieval stairway ς I showed Valerie 

the room, and she approved. It was *much* larger with a king-sized bed, large French doors (figures: we 

were in Paris) that opened out onto a narrow balcony that overlooked the street, so the room had much 

better airflow without the sewer stench of room 402. Yeesh! Plus, we were on the top floor, so there 

were no loud, arguing Italians above usΦ ²ŜƭƭΣ ƘƻǇŜŦǳƭƭȅ ǘƘŜǊŜ ǿƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ōŜ ŀƴȅōƻŘȅ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ ǊƻƻŦ 

screaming at each other in the middle of the night. All this for the same price. Heck of a deal. 

 

[Not to get too far ahead of myself here, but when we did return to the Hotel Jerry Lewis just after 

midnight that Saturday, there were people being loud and obnoxious on the street in front of our hotel, 

but this gathering of bellicose youths (a half dozen twenty-somethings) were hanging out, not directly 

below our room, but their loud voices and laughter echoed up and down the narrow street, and this 

kind of atmosphere is not part of my defƛƴƛǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ άŎƘŀǊƳƛƴƎ tŀǊƛǎƛŀƴ ƴƛƎƘǘ ƭƛŦŜΦέ]  

 

Fortunately, we were able to spend most of that day in the First Arrondisement, where the Louvre 

Museum is at one end of the Jardine de Tuileries, which is a massive expanse of gardens, paths, outdoor 

cafés, a small amusement park, and sidewalk artists, musicians, and peddlers abounded. So did hordes 

of Chinese tourists, who apparently 

had followed us from Cambridge, 

the Salisbury Plains, and London all 

the way to France. It was hard to 

believe, but these Chinese groups 

were substantially larger than the 

ones we saw at Westminster 

Abbey and the British Museum. 

Little did we know that two days 

later, when we visited the Louvre, 

that museum appeared to be 

jammed full of mostly Chinese. We 

marveled at not only the size of 

these groups, but at how well-

organized they were, moving along 

with military precision. Well, that 

makes sense because it would be the best way to keep such a large group together. This was when we 

noticed that every one of them wore earphones and carried the same kind of handheld device. Now it 

all made perfectly good sense. They used wireless technology to stay linked. A Good Idea. 

 

Shaking our heads at this sight, we enjoyed wandering about, admiring the wares vendors offered while 

soaking up the atmosphere in this nexus of European culture and history. We were surrounded by 17th 

and 18th century palaces converted into assorted museums, offices, and shopping centers. The gardens 

themselves were immaculate, populated with statues both old and modern. At one point I bought a 

ŦŜŘƻǊŀ ǘƘŀǘ ōŜŎŀƳŜ ǇŀǊǘ ƻŦ Ƴȅ άƭƻƻƪέ ŦƻǊ ǘƘŜ ǊŜƳŀƛƴŘŜǊ ƻŦ ƻǳǊ ǘǊƛǇΣ ŀƴŘ ±ŀƭŜǊƛŜ ǇǳǊŎƘŀǎŜŘ ŀ ǿƛŘŜ-

Valerie, approaching the Palais Louvre. The museum is a series of 

connected palaces converted to a museum in the 1780s. 
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brimmed sun hat, which would be immeasurably valuable on bright, sunny, and hot European days. 

Suitably arrayed, we eventually descended into the Concorde Metro Station located in the heart of the 

Jardine de Tuileries and took a train out to the Fourth 

Arrondisement where the Eiffel Tower is located.  

 

Emerging from the bowels of the Metro two blocks from 

the Tower, we followed the crowd along the sidewalks 

lining the Seine to this architectural wonder. Words 

cannot describe how awestruck we were by the size of 

the Eiffel Tower looming over our heads. It is massive, and 

the entire area around is a perpetual carnival. There was 

no way we would be able to venture up the Tower 

because the line was impossibly long. We contented 

ourselves by sitting on the grass in the park underneath it, 

agog with the realization of where we were: in Paris, 

enjoying a lovely sunset in a park in the shadow of the 

Eiffel Tower; listening to the excited babble of voices in a 

multitude of languages around us; the aroma of fresh 

baguettes in the air; boats slowly cruising the River Seine; 

street artists sketching, musicians playing, children 

laughing.  We were immersed in this wondrous diverse medley called humanity gathered together to 

marvel at this incredible landmark.  

 

Gawddamn, what a sight! 

 

Eventually we shook ourselves out of this reverie and started walking back to the nearby Metro station, 

but by then we were extremely hungry, and our water bottles were long dry. I remembered passing a 

restaurant ς one of many, in fact ς about a block from the Eiffel Tower that appeared to have gluten 

free food on its menu, so we located it and enjoyed a late evening ς it was after 10:30 at night! ς dinner 

in a sidewalk restaurant in tŀǊƛǎΦ Lǘ ŘƻŜǎƴΩǘ ƎŜǘ ƳƻǊŜ ǊƻƳŀƴǘƛŎ ǘƘŀƴ ǘƘŀǘΣ Ƴȅ ŦǊƛŜƴŘǎΦ Unfortunately, we 

still had to get back to the Hotel Jerry Lewis in the 10th Arr., but the Metro runs all night long, so that 

ǿŀǎƴΩǘ ŀ ǇǊƻōƭŜƳΦ ¢ƘŜ ŀŦƻǊŜƳŜƴǘƛƻƴŜŘ ƴƻƛǎŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǊŀōōƭŜ our hotel mentioned earlier was a big 

problem, though. The racket of those punks kept us awake until three in the morning, and by then we 

had located another hotel to switch to on Sunday. 

 

Well, what can you do? We had our credit card, and figured that since we never had a proper 

honeymoon 28 years ago, why not treat ourselves now? As I chronicled in άwƛŘƛƴƎ ƻƴ ǘƘŜ aŜǘǊƻέ ƛƴ 

DǊŀƘŀƳ /ƘŀǊƴƻŎƪΩǎ ŦŀƴȊƛƴŜ Vibrator #46, we moved our entire pile of luggage to the [ΩIỖǘŜƭ hǇŜǊŀ 

Richepanse down in the First Arrondisement, which is where the Louvre and all sorts of wondrous sights 

are located. Doing this on the Metro on a Sunday afternoon was not only an adventure, but also 

damned dangerous. While attempting to clamber aboard with our suitcases, the train doors began to 

close, hitting me square in the back and knocking me down. I smashed my right shin into one of our 
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suitcases, bending the handle and giving me one beauty of a bruise on that leg. We made it, though, 

licking our wounds once it was all over. 

 

So we did the deed, switching hotels, making an appreciable upgrade from the Hotel Jarry Confort  in 

the 10th arrondissement to the [ΩIỖǘŜƭ Opera Richepanse (a.k.a., The Rich Pants Hotel).  Yes, it cost 

much more, but we decided, "Hell with it! This TAFF trip is doubling as our long-delayed honeymoon, so 

we're doing it." End result, on our own dollar (not the TAFF funds), we were living it large in Paris. After 

what we had been through these past few days, we deserved to treat ourselves.  

 

After unpacking and resting for a bit, we headed out to see the Paris Catacombs, which is across the 

Seine, but when we got there, the queue was a massive snake winding its way up, around, and down the 

sidewalk. It would have taken to too long to enter the Catacombs before it closed, so we figured we 

would wander about this cool old part of Paris (the 14th Arrondisement). During our meanderings we 

bought fresh veggies, cheeses, a bit of ham, and crackers (this last was more like matzo bread) down at 

the Rue de Gaugherre, a long, straight street lined with lots of shops and little cafes and restaurants.  

What surprised us was the abundance of sushi shops on that street. Go figure. I even found a small 

bookstore, which was closed - this was early Sunday evening, you see - so I snapped a couple pictures of 

it. We eventually arrived back at the Square Claude-Nicolas Ledoux across from the entrance to the 

Catacombs ς the line to get in was still lengthy - and sat down on a bench to enjoy some of our 

purchases while observing a number of very large rats running to and fro. None of them approached us, 

even though they certainly smelled the food we were eating and scampered back into the bushes. We 

ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ǘƘŜƳ ǎƻ ǘƘŜȅ ŘƛŘƴΩǘ ōƻǘƘŜǊ ǳǎΦ L ŀƳ ǎǳǊŜ ǘƘŜȅ ŎƭŜŀƴŜŘ ǳǇ ǿƘŀǘŜǾŜǊ ŎǊǳƳōǎ ǿŜ ƭŜŦǘ ōŜƘƛƴŘΦ 

It was an environmentally friendly repastΣ ŘƻƴΩǘŎƘŀ ƪƴƻǿΦ  

 

Eventually we took the Metro back to the Louvre (which was a major portion of ǘƘŜ ƴŜȄǘ ŘŀȅΩǎ agenda) 

to await the lights turning on there.  Again, that was one hell of a sight that made us linger much longer 

than planned. When you are surrounded by such enchantment, 

it is very hard to leave. We were living in a fantasy world. But, 

what can you do?  Back in our new-fangled, upgraded, air-

conditioned, fancy-Nancy hotel room, Valerie and I kicked off 

our shoes and relaxed, flipping through the channels on the 

wide-screen HD TV, settling on a feature-length Asterix the Gaul 

animated movie. Somehow that was the perfect ending for that 

Sunday. 

 

Monday, 31 July 2017, was definitely the heart of the Parisian 

leg of my TAFF trip. While the first two days in Paris were 

undoubtedly unique and memorable, today we were going to 

ŦǳƭŦƛƭƭ ±ŀƭŜǊƛŜΩǎ ƭƛŦŜƭƻƴƎ ŘǊŜŀƳ ƻŦ ǎŜŜƛƴƎ ǘƘŜ tŀƭŀƛǎ Řǳ [ƻǳǾǊŜ, the 

ƘƻƳŜ ƻŦ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ǿƻǊƭŘΩǎ ƭŀǊƎŜǎǘ ŎƻƭƭŜŎǘƛƻƴ ƻŦ ŀǊǘ 

masterpieces in all genres. The Louvre is a massive complex of 
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wings and pavilions on four levels, that started out as a fortress (begun early in the 13th century) and 

would eventually become the royal palace of Charles V in the 14th century. The palace was added to 

starting in the 16th century, and after the French Revolution, in 1793 part of the complex became a 

public museum (known as the Musée du Louvre) which now encompasses most of the original palace. 

The glass pyramids in the courtyard were built in the 1980s and early 1990s, forming the underground 

lobby, and today they are recognized as iconic an image of Paris as the Eiffel Tower.  

 

The problem with going to a museum as gigantic as the Louvre, just like our visit to the British Museum a 

week and a half earlier, is figuring out where the hell to begin? Practically everybody who enters makes 

a beeline to see the Mona Lisa, but Valerie and I have other 

ŀǊǘƛǎǘƛŎ ƛƴǘŜǊŜǎǘǎΦ ¸ŜǎΣ ǿŜ ŜǾŜƴǘǳŀƭƭȅ ŘƛŘ ǎŜŜ 5ŀ ±ƛƴŎƛΩǎ 

masterpiece ς it is quite small, housed in its own display room 

with extensive security both human and inhuman ς that day, 

and I wanted to visit the Rodin sculptures in the Richelieu 

²ƛƴƎΣ ōǳǘ ±ŀƭŜǊƛŜΩǎ ōƛƎ ƭƻǾŜ ǿŀǎ ǘƘŜ Lǘŀƭƛŀƴ wŜƴŀƛǎǎŀƴŎŜΣ ǎƻ ƻŦŦ 

we went, oohing and aahing all the way.  

 

Everywhere you looked ς walls, floors, columns, doorways, the 

ceiling ς there was ART.  We marveled at the works of 

Raphael, Botticelli, Titian, Donatello, Piero della Francesca, and 

L ŦŜƭƭ ƛƴ ƭƻǾŜ ǿƛǘƘ !ƴŘǊŜŀ ŘŜƭ ±ŜǊǊƻŎƘƛƻΩǎ ǇŀƛƴǘƛƴƎǎΦ ²ƘŜƴ 

±ŀƭŜǊƛŜ ǎŀǿ .ƻǘǘƛŎŜƭƭƛΩǎ άaŀŘƻƴƴŀ ŀƴŘ /ƘƛƭŘ ǿƛǘƘ {ǘΦ WƻƘƴ ǘƘŜ 

.ŀǇǘƛǎǘέ ǎƘŜ ōŜƎŀƴ ǘƻ ŎǊȅΦ L Ƴǳǎǘ ŀŘƳƛǘΣ ƛǘ ƛǎ ƘŀǊŘ ƴƻǘ ǘƻ ōŜ 

moved by these master works. I managed to actually get a 

clear photo ς nobody blocking the view ς of the Mona Lisa, 

despite the swarming crowd. It annoyed me to see people 

ǘŀƪƛƴƎ ǎŜƭŦƛŜǎ ǿƛǘƘ ǘƘŜ aƻƴŀ [ƛǎŀΦ hƪŀȅΣ ƳŀȅōŜ LΩƳ ŀƴ ŀǊǘƛǎǘƛŎ ǇǊǳŘŜΣ ōǳǘ ǘƻ ƳŜ ŘƻƛƴƎ ǘƘƛǎ ǎƻǊǘ ƻŦ ǘƘƛƴƎ 

demeans ǘƘŜ ƻǊƛƎƛƴŀƭΤ ƛǘΩǎ ƛƴǎǳƭǘƛƴƎΦ  

 

There was simply no way a person could spend Just One Day in the Louvre and see it all unless you were 

on a high-speed express tour. Valerie and I wanted to spend much more time than available inside, 

soaking up all of the history and beauty. Just like our 

half-day at the British Museum, we knew in our 

hearts that we could spend a month in the Louvre 

and still not see everything. No question, this was an 

overwhelming ŜȄǇŜǊƛŜƴŎŜ ǘƘŀǘ ǿŜ ŎƻǳƭŘƴΩǘ ƛƳŀƎƛƴŜ 

being eclipsed.  

 

So naturally, the next place we visited that day was 

the Cathedral of Notre Dame.  Ho-hum. Just another 

marvel of Gothic architectural engineering in the 
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heart of Paris. aƻǾŜ ŀƭƻƴƎΣ ŎƛǘƛȊŜƴǎΧ 

 

Properly named the Cathédrale Notre-Dame de Paris (meaning, the Cathedral of Our Lady of Paris), this 

magnificent structure, possibly the most famous church building in the Western World, is located on the 

Île de la Cité of the River Seine (14th Arr.) and like anyplace in Paris it is accessible via the Metro. We 

were surprised at how quickly the long lines moved; this was due to there being two main entrances, 

and people dutifully doffed hats as they entered. The interior of the Cathedral inspires you to silence. 

Just like Westminster Abbey, photography was not allowed inside except for specific areas, such as on 

top of the one open tower (should you aspire to climb something like 300 steps to get there). The view is 

spectacular, I am sure, but we were not feeling physically fit enough to do so. Even so, the beauty of this 

church ς the altar is astonishing, and the artwork depicting the Stations of the Cross was simple yet 

beautiful. I marveled at the size of the pipe organ, imagining what it must sound like during mass; 

behind us, the choir loft likewise was adorned with finely carved filigree and figurines. Being there 

definitely brought back memories of my childhood growing up in an Irish Roman Catholic family. Closing 

my eyes, I imagined hearing again the Gregorian chants echoing through this massive knave during 

mass, my father as usual dozing off during the homily.  

 

Though we were stunned by the magnificence of 

the Cathedral de Notre Dame, the Archeological 

Crypt of the Ile de la Cité blew us away. See, 

underneath the cathedral are Roman ruins: the 

remains of the earliest settlements in what would 

eventually become Paris. The brochure we picked 

up stated that these ruins were discovered in 1965 

as part of excavations that lasted until 1972, and 

the crypt was established in the 1990s.  Perhaps it 

is not surprising at all that we spent more time 

underneath the cathedral than inside it. Valerie and 

I were completely mesmerized while looking at the foundations, walls, rooms where Roman legions and 

their families lived 2000 years ago. Just incredible. Naturally, we took a lot of pictures. Eventually we 

had to leave because the crypt was closing, so we reluctantly ascended into early evening daylight to 

explore more of the this island before taking the Metro back to the Jardine de Tuileries again, slowly 

making our way to our hotel. Heck of a day exploring beauty and history. 

 

The next day continued this trend of making us Americans feel miniscule in the face of European history. 

Our plan for Tuesday, August 1st ǿŀǎ ǘƻ ŘŜŦƛƴƛǘŜƭȅ Ǿƛǎƛǘ ǘƘŜ aǳǎŞŜ 5ΩhǊǎŀȅΣ ƻƴŜ ƻŦ ǘƘŜ ƛǘŜƳǎ ƻƴ ōƻǘƘ of 

our Must-See Lists because Valerie and I are enamored of the Impressionist Period. Once again we 

walked the three short blocks from the Rich Pants Hotel to the Tuileries gardens and started our slow 

stroll to explore the flower beds, watch the ducks in the ponds, enjoyed some freshly brewed espresso, 

perused sidewalk art, etcetera, etcetera. In short, we walked along the length of the Champs Élysées 

until we finally came to the Arc de Triomphe.  


