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            PREFACE

          

          BY BERNIE ARDIA

        

      

    

    
      Fate? Happenstance? Karma or Predestination? Perhaps it’s Divine Decree or What is written. Possibly it’s The Wheel of Fortune, or simply “the way the cookie crumbles.” Or, in my case, “the way the ball bounces.”

      None of us can plan the direction our lives take. Yet, even if we arrive close to where we thought we were going, characters can steer us toward new and surprising experiences.

      Born in Pasadena makes me a Southern California native. Yes, we exist. Being creative has been a constant in my life. Show business seemed the only path forward.

      I was fortunate to have an Auntie Mame in my life. My grandmother. We didn’t travel the world together, but travels we certainly had. She opened my eyes to what guided my career, my interests, and gave me a curiosity for people, places, and things, that I still have today.

      My grandmother was an award-winning hairstylist. She could do wonders with the type of elegant hairstyles of the 50s, 60s, and 70s that could only be seen in films or magazines. She owned numerous salons and gift shops in Southern California. To me, it seemed like she could turn any idea into reality and switch ideas as fast as they were completed. She always created.

      My favorite memories began when I was quite young, on Mondays—salons back then were closed on Mondays. So I got picked up in a beautiful Cadillac, driven by my grandfather, and we headed to Beverly Hills. The classy marble storefronts, and windows displaying the finest goods, made me aware that more could be had in life.

      The real reason for these drives into ‘the city’ was to spy. And spy we did! Very exciting for a young boy.

      Because all the salons were closed on Mondays, my grandmother had a route of stops. These included every one of the top salons of the day. As I remember, we would all get out—though my grandfather sometimes stayed behind the wheel with the Daily Racing Form. We stood at the windows with our hands up to our faces to cut the glare, as my grandmother studied the latest trends in salon interiors on the West Coast. I’m not sure what I was absorbing, but I think I learned way too much about chandeliers and mirrors. Certainly, ‘style’ was being taught to me by my Auntie Mame. Sadly, I paid no attention to hairstyles or anything at all to do with hair.

      And what have I done for the last forty years? Hair Design!

      I have created hair designs for countless performers and for many musicals. I have surpassed my goals more than a few times. Like my own Auntie Mame, switching gears to turn a side hobby into a book, Barbra Streisand in New York City: A Self-Guided Tour of Landmark Locations in the Career of Barbra Streisand. Life does stay interesting.

      I usually look ahead, and I’m far more interested in what’s next.

      I love to study the past and use it as a foundation for something new and unseen.

      My circle of friends has always been a colorful group. Performers, designers, producers, and collectors. These people have made my life larger. Listening to stories of their personal journeys, about the paths that bring us together for whatever reasons, creates wonder and growth.

      It’s said that LUCK is the intersection of knowledge and opportunity.

      During the late Fall of 2020, I received a box of “Things I think you will enjoy reading” from one of my extraordinary friends, Ms. Lori McCormack. There were many folders of photographs of her sister, singer-actress Ann McCormack (Married name, Livermore). Photos of her nephew, actor Don Stroud, signed books she had been given, and a spiral-bound manuscript called Patrick & Me.

      In the past, I had heard many stories of Lori’s writer friend through the years. Stories of their time in our mutually loved Waikiki. Coincidentally, Jerry and Robert “Raub” Karr now lived blocks away from our home in Rancho Mirage. Since the day we called this desert oasis our home, Lori tried to get my husband, Steve, and I, together with Jerry and Raub. “You’ll have a ball getting together with those guys,” she would exclaim. We tried. A few phone conversations and exchanged emails were as close as we got to meeting them. Unfortunately, Jerry and Raub had health issues at the time, which finally led to Raub's passing in 2017.

      Back to the future. Now, three years after Raub’s passing, his manuscript, Patrick & Me, is on my desk, and I am intrigued. At the time, a world pandemic was going on, and I was too busy to read the manuscript. So, it sat on my desk, looking at me, and I at it. It was when we packed for our annual jaunt to stay in a bungalow at The Beverly Hills Hotel to write Holiday cards (This is normal, right?) that I picked up the spiral-bound manuscript and put it in my bag.

      By page twelve, I was on the phone with Lori. “Lori,” I announced, “This is really good!”

      She wholeheartedly agreed and continued with more stories of Robert and Jerry in Waikiki and the years beyond. Towards the close of our conversation, I asked, “What is going to happen to this? Is the family going to try and publish it? Who even owns it?”

      I just couldn’t bear the thought of it sitting in its spiral binder, only being shared with a few people. I was upset by this and hadn't even finished reading it!

      Lori couldn’t answer my questions, but she promised to give Jerry a call and inquire about it.

      I finished reading the manuscript; and loved each chapter more than the last.

      It didn’t take long before Lori called me back to tell me there were no plans at all for Patrick & Me. After a few letters and emails, it was settled. I was blessed with the gift of sharing this incredible tale of a fascinating adventure with Robert, his friend Walter, and the legendary Patrick Dennis, the author of Auntie Mame—as well as many more beloved stories.

      It was the way the ball bounced. Right into my lap!

      I now felt the obligation to rescue this story for those who love adventure, colorful characters, and the kind of true-life story that, when told, nobody will believe!

      To me, the story reads visually, like finding an old Polaroid photograph. The kind of photograph that the longer you look at it, the more it reveals.

      Andy Warhol said, ‘A Polaroid of a time—An experience through a lens.”

      The incredible American designer Halston said, “Life is like a picture.”

      This book that you hold in your hands takes me on a visual ride through the lens of a writer, about a writer. I believe it will do the same for you.

      In his autobiography, The Kid Stays in the Picture, film producer Robert Evans wrote, “There are three sides to every story, your side, my side, and the truth. And no one is lying.”

      The original title by Robert Karr was:

      
        
        “I”

        Patrick and Me

      

      

      A brilliant title to me as I read the manuscript. However, had his title remained, you probably would not be reading his book.

      Robert’s original introduction explained so much, and the cleverness of his original idea should not be lost. All a part of the rescue.

      Robert Karr’s Original Introduction:

      During my long life, I have thanked God for my thousands of friends, and I can happily say that I could call Patrick Dennis one of them.

      Patrick, or in actuality, Edward Everett Tanner, III, was the author of countless books: Auntie Mame, Around the World with Auntie Mame, Genius, The Joyous Season, Tony, How Firm a Foundation, Guestward Ho!, The Pink Hotel, Little Me, First Lady, Paradise, and 3-D. At least, these were the ones he “fessed” up to.

      He was vain, married, and ambitious, but terribly insecure. His writing was fabulous with unending ideas. His typing, punctuation, and spelling were highly questionable, but never his usage of grammar. He could write notes to me in a humorous way, “he don’t want no more of this” and never give it another thought, but if I typed it the way he wrote it, it took on a new dimension. To Patrick, the “King’s English” was the only English.

      My title of Patrick and Me would be unbearable to Patrick. I was constantly corrected in my speech and typing. Therefore, in honor of “he who is always correct,” I corrected my title to read:

      
        
        “I”

        Patrick and Me.

      

      

      Bernie Ardia, 2023, Rancho Mirage, California
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      There were more people in the journey for this book to becoming a reality.

      First and foremost, Jerrold Peterson: Robert Karr’s partner and only by coincidence, my neighbor! He has become a friend that shares a great sense of humor and looks at the world much like myself.

      Lori McCormack: One of two surviving women in a most fascinating family. She and her sister Judy are as dear to us as their one of a kind sister Ann McCormack.

      Trudi Licht: the first editor to tackle the spiral bound manuscript and dissect the words within.

      My publisher, Ian Henzel and the folks at Rattling Good Yarns. His immediate reaction to this work was so similar to mine that I knew this was in the right hands.

      St Sukie de la Croix: Who masterfully tackled a challenging edit to a book without an original author who could be consulted. The rhythm and bite I felt with my first read, remains.

      James Magruder for stepping forward to present a stunning foreword.

      Thank you to my husband, Stephen Jopson, who has put up with more “I have an idea” than Ricky Ricardo ever heard! Without him, this and many other dreams would never have come true.

      I feel extremely lucky to share this story.

      Perhaps the characters in one of Patrick Dennis’s novels drew you towards this book, or perhaps a colorful witty friend of yours shared it.

      Whatever way it came to you, you can call it … fate.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            FOREWORD

          

          BY JAMES MAGRUDER

        

      

    

    
      
        
        ALMOST TRUE

      

      

      In 1903, ragtime genius Scott Joplin, who would only find fame a half-century after his death with the cinematic release of The Sting, was touring the Midwest with his first opera, A Guest of Honor. In Illinois—or Kansas—a company member stole the box office receipts, which left Joplin unable to meet payroll, or to pay for their lodgings. His confiscated belongings, lost forever, included the score to A Guest of Honor, which dramatized a White House dinner President Theodore Roosevelt had held for civil rights leader and educator Booker T. Washington in 1901.

      In 1922, journalist Ernest Hemingway wired his first wife, Hadley, in Paris, to gather up all his fiction manuscripts, which included a novel he’d written about World War One, and get on a train to join him in Geneva. At the Gare de Lyon, Hadley stepped away for a moment from the suitcase she’d packed. On her return, it had vanished. As had the manuscripts and the carbon copies. Hemingway never attempted to rewrite the novel, and would later claim, when in his cups, which was often, that Hadley’s lapse of attention was the reason why he divorced her.

      Lost (and recovered) luggage, as well as the (chronic) non-payment of bills, are plot features in Robert Karr’s At Sea with Patrick Dennis: My Madcap Mexican Adventure with the Author of Auntie Mame. I reference the Joplin opera and the Hemingway novel, because Karr’s sensationally entertaining memoir was also nearly lost forever. I’ll leave the story of its near consignment to a landfill to its savior, Bernie Ardia, and focus on how its current publication by Rattling Good Yarns Press is an act of cultural restitution.

      Gay and queer men of my vintage (b. 1960) grew up without the Internet. To join the boys in the band, you had to look for clues, and follow the trail of breadcrumbs from one high or low cultural artifact or icon to another. The acculturation was precise but piecemeal, and seldom positive: Charles Nelson Reilly and Paul Lynde on the game shows. Late-night talk show appearances by Truman Capote, Waylon Flowers and Madame, and Rip Taylor. Rex Reed. Liberace. The Front Runner and Faggots and Maurice and Dancer from the Dance and Giovanni’s Room and Death in Venice and The Lord Won’t Mind. Davis, Crawford, Dietrich, Edward Everett Horton, Don Knotts, Tony Randall, Cobra Woman, Song of the Loon, The Lion in Winter, “Notes on Camp,” Cole Porter, A Chorus Line, Judy and Barbra, and Mabel Mercer and Portia Nelson. After Dark magazine, That Certain Summer, Ruth Draper, Andy Warhol, Little Richard, Cruising, Dog Day Afternoon, Sunday, Bloody Sunday, Elton John, David Bowie, David Hockney, Lance Loud, Paul Cadmus, Ned Rorem, Montgomery Clift, James Dean, and Sal Mineo. Tennessee Williams. Grandfathers Whitman and Wilde. Auden and Britten and Pears, The International Male catalog, The Village People, Cecil Beaton, Noël Coward, Christopher Isherwood, Myra Breckinridge, Uncle Charlie on My Three Sons, Mr. French on Family Affair, and was it true that Rock Hudson and Jim Nabors were secretly married? (Despite my rejection of all things Gomer Pyle U.S.M.C, I wanted their love to be true.)

      Am I leaving anyone out? (Don’t answer that.) Suffice it to say that the combined forces of Bette Midler, Lily Tomlin, Liza Minnelli, Fran Leibowitz, Steven Sondheim, Maggie Smith, Jennifer Holliday, and Keith Haring, not to mention the ever-escalating global catastrophe of AIDS permanently blew the door off the closet by the mid-'80s.

      Add Patrick Dennis to my longlist. N/ever heard of him? Neither highbrow nor lowbrow, Patrick Dennis was the nom de plume of Edward Everett Tanner III, who was born in Evanston, Illinois, in 1921, and published sixteen comic novels from 1953 to 1972, the first three of them under the pseudonym of Virginia Rowan. He struck gold with his fourth, Auntie Mame: An Irreverent Escapade. One would have to compare Auntie Mame’s instant success in 1955 to that of Beyoncé dropping her latest album. It spent a record-breaking 112 weeks on the New York Times Bestseller List. Success begets success: playwrights Jerome Lawrence and Robert E. Lee turned Auntie Mame into a stage vehicle for screen star Rosalind Russell. It opened on Broadway while the book was still selling a thousand copies a day and ran for 639 performances before closing at the end of June in 1958, with Beatrice Lillie now in the title role, Russell having left the show in April to make the film version. Released that same December, after the publication of Dennis’ fictional follow-up, Around the World with Auntie Mame, the movie was a critical triumph and a box-office success, as well as an entry point into the material for gay men living outside of New York—at least until 1966 when…

      Mame, the musical, opened at the Winter Garden Theatre. Lawrence and Lee had adapted their play version, and Jerry Herman, fresh off of his first “Big Lady” show, Hello, Dolly! (1964), wrote the score, which included several piano bar classics, among them the ballad “If He Walked into My Life,” “Open a New Window,” “It’s Today,” “We Need a Little Christmas,” and the witchy-bitchy “Bosom Buddies.” The title torch was passed from Roz Russell to Angela Lansbury, who won her first of four Leading Actress in a Musical Tony Awards and, given how strenuous the role was, sometimes passed out in her dressing room during intermission. Celeste Holm, Ann Miller, Jane Morgan, and Janis Page succeeded Lansbury in the part.

      The 1974 film version of Mame starred Lucille Ball through Vaseline-smeared camera lenses. Considered the worst stage-to-film musical transfer ever, until Cats in 2019, it finally killed the franchise. (It is hoped that Dennis, who died of pancreatic cancer in 1976, never saw it.) To date, the play has never had a Broadway revival (its cast is enormous); and although show queens are incessantly recasting the Big Lady in the Broadway chatrooms (Cher, Streep, Gaga, Beyoncé), Lansbury herself only managed to run a month in an under-advertised revival in the summer of 1983.

      Yet Auntie Mame’s oft-quoted philosophy—"Life is a banquet, and most poor suckers are starving to death!” and Dennis’ captivating portrayal of glamorous, high-life New York and its people between the World Wars are an evergreen lure to the generations of gay men who have followed the trail via the book, the movie, and/or the musical. But here’s the thing: Dennis was resolutely middlebrow; his works reached a mass audience; although he slept with men, he was a devoted father of two, and until his death, remained married to Louise Stickney, whom he’d wed at the age of 27; although shot through with a sensibility, a certain tone, if you will, that today practically shrieks lavender, Auntie Mame is hardly a coterie artifact. Everyone who encounters her wishes for his/her/their own magical Auntie Mame to show them how to live. If alive today, Dennis might be out and proud—or he might just as easily identify somewhere else along the gender spectrum.

      I might now wax about the history of comic novels, from Jane Austen to Zuleika Dobson, but will not, as my list would exceed the roster of gay icons and artifacts with which I’ve previously taxed your patience. Let’s just say that in the matter of Patrick Dennis, whose work goes by the outdated publishing category of “light fiction,” P.G. Wodehouse, E.F. Benson, Evelyn Waugh, and to a lesser extent, Carl Van Vechten and Ronald Firbank, are his literary forebears. His current descendants would include Armistead Maupin and Carl Hiassen, and the female-centered beach reads of Jennifer Wiener and Elin Hilderbrand.

      Light fiction is meant to entertain the way a stage farce does. It is not mean-spirited, and it doesn't punish. Instead, it relies on plot contrivances and coincidences, mistaken identities and aliases, behavioral tics and repetitions, fixed characterizations, improbable romantic inclinations, a supporting cast of utter oddballs, and endowed props. It features a narrative eye that delights in exaggeration and absurdity, a lexicon that favors the unusual word choice (e.g., “portly” or “rubicund,” rather than “heavy” or “ruddy”), and a breezy, bemused tone that suggests that no matter how weighed down the characters might become by the vicissitudes of plot and circumstance, everything will turn out right in the end. Order is comically restored. The check clears. No one dies. The luggage is found. There is a non-stop flight home. God and His mysterious ways stay out of the picture.

      The subtitle for Auntie Mame—"An Irreverent Escapade”—is an apt description for At Sea with Patrick Dennis: My Madcap Mexican Adventure with the Author of Auntie Mame. It is a caper that could have been written by Dennis himself. Sometime in the mid-1960s, Robert Karr, known as Raub to his friends (and in the memoir), embarks on the S.S. Caprice for a 21-day pleasure cruise from Seattle to Mexico. Accompanying him is Walter Healy, a Felix Unger type when it comes to his outfits. In fact, Walter’s sartorial fastidiousness is one of the great running gags of the memoir.

      From the very first page: In our mid-twenties, each weighing about 160 pounds and standing six feet tall. Wearing the same size clothing, we often traded and switched sweaters and Levi’s. We had lived together in Hawaii for several years…

      Hmmm. Roommates, but not lovers? Their cabin has twin beds. Raub’s silence throughout the book about their bond is curious; but for a very occasional reference to male hookups, the memoir, like a pre-Stonewall Dennis novel, is completely queer, but utterly chaste. I think it adds to the charm of the book.

      At their first port of call, San Francisco, Raub and Walter head to Juanita’s Gallery, a decommissioned paddlewheel ferryboat nightspot harbored in Sausalito, where the clientele is, as they used to say, "mixed." There they meet the tall, dapper Roger Danbury, a shipmate who seems to know everything about them already. They make it back to the Caprice in the nick of time, and the adventures really begin. Danbury, of course, is Patrick Dennis.

      Walter and Dennis jump ship for different reasons in Mexico, and, in the way of some drunken benders, twenty-one days somehow becomes two years. The unlikely trio de amigos wander the country by foot, bus, or car, fall in and out with each other, split up, then miraculously reunite in unsavory brothels and high-end hotels from one end of the country to another: Mazatlan, Puerto Vallarta, Acapulco, Oaxaca, San Miguel de Allende, Mexico City. Dennis has a typewriter, and boxes of autographed copies of his works to flatter his way out of scrapes. When his bar bill gets too high, which is nearly always, Walter clips tourists and natives alike with a shell and pea game. Raub maintains his sober good nature and generally plays the straight man, the ideal perspective for describing a dizzying array of secondary characters: Juanita the restaurateur, society ladies false and true, horrid grandchildren, oafish ship pursers, harlots high and low, chiseling hotel managers, heroes on the Mini-Estrella midget wrestling circuit, and a rich gay couple by the names of Roberto and Al Jahiz.

      Dennis sporadically writes his next book on Roger Danbury's purloined typewriter; money is wired from Dennis' literary agents and quickly spent; Walter loses most of his wardrobe, lets his hair grow long—it is the sixties, after all—and gets deeply tan. Millions more cocktails are consumed before the trio finally breaks up for good. Like Ulysses before him, Raub discovers there comes a time for home again, home again, jiggety jig.

      As we know, truth is stranger than fiction. Because At Sea with Patrick Dennis is a memoir, and not a work of light fiction, it is granted permission to have a serious ending. When he finally left Mexico, Patrick Dennis reinvented himself one final time; he lived in San Diego and worked as a butler named Tanner to Joan Kroc, wife of Roy Kroc, the founder, and CEO of McDonald’s. As his health declined, he revealed his true identity to his boss, and was flown home to be with Louise and his children, Michael and Betsy, in New York, where he died in his sleep on November 6, 1976.

      All that the world has learned in the half-century since Dennis' death about manic depression, ADHD, and alcoholism cannot diminish the shine or still the laughter in Raub’s memoir of unforgettable friendship. A gay man of my vintage (b.1960) cannot help but pine for that far-off time before GPS and Venmo, when three knights errant could wander by the seats of their pants untracked for two years, bickering, often hungover, sometimes penniless, in a foreign country. The best books make you homesick for places you have never been—so it is with At Sea with Patrick Dennis. Enjoy.

      James Magruder has published four works of fiction, the most recent being Vamp Until Ready (Rattling Good Yarns Press, 2021) and written the books for two Broadway musicals, Triumph of Love, and the Sir Philip Sidney/Go-Go’s blank verse mashup, Head Over Heels.

    

  


  
    
      
        
        “I always start writing with a clean piece of paper and a dirty mind.”

        ―Patrick Dennis
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            WALTER, THE SOIGNÉ

          

        

      

    

    
      My God, in a few months, it will be coming up to the half-century anniversary of the first time I ever spoke to the character that would forever change my life. His name was Patrick Dennis. It was during one of those terrible so-many-days-at-sea adventurous trips to Mexico: leaving Seattle, to San Francisco, Los Angeles, Mazatlan, and finally, our furthest point south, Acapulco—the rumored city of sin, where fellow travelers engaged in excessive drink, wild sex, exotic Mexican food, and new strange people.

      The time of year was early spring with the usual foul weather in Seattle. The rain and snow caused white-haired ladies to drive with extreme caution during their afternoon visits to Nordstrom’s, Frederick & Nelson’s, and Best Apparel—where my fellow traveling partner, Walter Healy, was personnel director. In the 1960s, the women were more fashionable and wore hats and gloves as they drove their personal cars to a bridge game or shopping session downtown.

      Each woman driver considered herself an expert in navigating icy roads on the possibly semi-bald tires of her automobile, up and down the ramping streets of smooth concrete roadways and ancient cobblestone inlaid bricks. The roads had been paved with worn cobblestones on the downhill streets in the center of downtown. Cars slide sideways with bewildered lady drivers clutching their steering wheels with both gloved hands. A look of absolute terror froze on their faces as the heavy automobile slid sideways into cars parked along the road’s edge. This made Seattle an insurance man’s paradise with wealthy clients and lots of afternoon “outings” for the wives.

      Walter and I had been planning this trip for several months. In our minds, each day of rain that fell on the city of Seattle added another five days before the official departure date. As the sailing date grew closer, so did Walter’s extensive packing of luggage for the 21-day cruise.

      The steamship company agreed upon and suggested that each passenger be allotted one suitcase per person in writing. Our stateroom on the ship, the SS Caprice, was small—so small, in fact, one had to step over the end of a single bed to enter the lavatory. With two beds in the room, the bathroom door was unable to fully open.

      We both commented, “Gee what do fat people do to get to the bathroom?”

      Walter and I were in our mid-twenties, each weighing about 160 pounds and standing six feet tall. Wearing the same size clothing, we often traded and switched sweaters and Levi’s. We had lived together in Hawaii for several years, where Walter had been employed in a formal office setting. Being in the broadcasting industry, my wardrobe in the islands tended to be more on the casual Hawaiian side.

      Walter’s clothing collection was extensive and always pristinely relegated to each item’s proper clothes hanger, positioned in his closet first by the item (i.e., trousers: black to the right and lighter colors in varying degrees to the left). Also, he was most insistent that the hangers be evenly spaced on the hanging rod with no hanger being allowed to touch another. Walter never wore the same shirt twice before being laundered. His dry-cleaning bills would have provided food on the table for a family of four for a week. He owned seven suits, six sports coats, and a collection of over forty neckties. His laundered dress shirts were meticulously ironed, hung on a hanger, and again arranged by the darkest color to the right and the lighter to the left. His entire weekend would be ruined if one pair of his ten pairs of leather shoes was not returned from the shoe-repair shop polished and ready for its designated shoetree. I won’t even mention the dress-sock situation other than to say that two complete dresser drawers were allocated to his sock collection. All laundered, properly folded and arranged by color. You’ve got it—the darks on the right and the lights to the left.

      The preparation of Walter’s suitcase for the ocean voyage began exactly four weeks before our departure date. His bed was artfully covered with possible clothing selections from his vast collection. Chairs held underwear and socks, all perfectly color coordinated.

      Walter had covered my bed with a clean sheet over the ruffed-up linens and blankets. Where I slept became a platform for Walter’s “casual” clothing. The proper necktie was draped around the collar of the finely starched shirt on its hanger. Trousers, with belts coiled in a circle like rattlesnakes ready to strike, were the base foundation on his bed. Appropriate shoes were lined up like soldiers with the proper color socks draped over the shoetrees. Everything was on display, and two plastic containers of safety pins were required to attach labels to the item, identifying that article as belonging to Selection Number 1 through 46. Walter was now ready to determine his wardrobe for each day on the twenty-one days at sea. Group Number 1 was to be worn on the day of departure. Number 2 was for the first night onboard and into the dining room—second seating, of course. Number 3 was the first morning for breakfast, followed by a tour of the ship’s facilities. Number 4 was that day’s lunch. Number 5 was the afternoon cocktail-hour array, and so the numbers progressed.

      Walter’s secretary at Best’s Apparel had typed a master dressing list. I’m sure it became the subject of great conversation during the secretary’s lunch break with the other employees.

      Some of the numbered groupings were used twice, subject to close inspection of wrinkled shirts and changes of socks. These numbered groups were the days we were allowed off the ship for touring visits into the various Mexican towns at the assigned dockings.

      In total, Walter arrived on board the SS Caprice with not just one but four new suitcases, which once emptied of their contents, were stacked one inside of the other

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
        
        
      

      

      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
      
    

  

OEBPS/images/rattlinggoodyarnspress_logo_square_transparent-background-close-crop.jpg
RATTLING 00D YARNS






OEBPS/images/at-sea-with-patrick-dennis---with-completed-back-cover--front-cover---hd.jpg
04t Sea with
CZDc:utrtc:Iz Dennio

My Madcap Mexican Adventure
with the Author of Auntie Mame

Robert Karr





OEBPS/images/bernie-at-sea-high-bw--res-1640x806--gigapixel-very_compressed-width-1500px--gigapixel-standard-width-1500px.jpg





