










I Love Bob’s Big Boy.  

 When I was a kid, a typical Saturday afternoon was my family going 

to a matinee at the Century 21 or 22  in San Jose. We’d swing by the Winches-

ter House to play games in the arcade or to walk around the gardens, but be-

fore all of that, we’d go get breakfast at Bob’s Big Boy.  That represents three 

of the things that would go on to define much of my life—movies, the para-

normal, and Family Restaurants.  

 I covered a bit of my love for the place in the coverage of my trip to 

LA, but I don’t think I mentioned that I’ve been collecting Bob’s Big Boy stuff 

lately and a big part of it has been TikTok.  

 Yes, I know I’m too old for TikTok.  

 Anyhoo, it started when I went to an event and ran into the Ephem-



era Society of America. I  started going through various things they had, and 

there were a lot of collectors and dealers in old menus. 

  I love menus.  

 I used to, in my younger, more vulnerable years, take the occasional 

menu from a restaurant, but only if they were those booklet type, not the 

flimsy paper ones. I used to have a huge number of old pamphlets and a few 

menus I’d keep in a old clear storage bin. They’ve been lost for a couple of 

decades, but I loved them so.  This is what moving does! 

 So, I started reading posts and articles about menus, and I saw a sale 

for a 1985 Bob’s Big Boy menu. I instantly looked to see if the Fisherman’s 

Platter was there, and by Jove it was! It’s my all-time favorite meal (fried pol-

lock, shrimp, and scallops, with French fries) and I did not know that back 

then, it was ten buck, a significant amount of money to spend on a 9 year 

old’s dinner!  

 I bought it. It was ten bucks.  

 The next night, I posted a TikTok of me doing a reading of the menu. 

When I post me doing a reading, it’s just me sitting and silently reading. Men-

us are perfect for that kind of performance art. They’re colorful, easily recog-

nizable, and people will talk about food. I posted it and it went over pretty 

well. My friend Living Dead Delilah posted saying that she had a Bob’s Big Boy 

shirt and would I want it? 

 Now, let me say three things about Delilah—she’s incredibly funny, 

she loves horror films, and is stunningly gorgeous. She also really likes chain-

saw, though I think that might be an after-effect of her fond admiration for 

Texas Chainsaw Massacre and it’s ‘hero’, Leatherface. 

 Now, I comment on some of her posts, and here she was, asking if I’d 

like a Bob’s Big Boy shirt! I said yes, she mailed it, and while it’s in that awk-

ward size between being too big for the kids and too small for me, it’s got a 

place of honor in my shirt collection!   

 I bought a couple of more menus, a late 1970s and another from the 

1980s, though not the same menu. It was one I remembered because it had 

the most perfect looking burger plate on the cover. I used to order the burger, 

but it was only OK, and what I really loved were the fries that came with it, 



and especially the ketchup.   

 A few weeks later, my dear friend Chuck Serface, many time co-

editor for Journey Planet and the King of Men, sent me a FuncoPOP figure of 

the Big Boy! It was perfect, and while Vanessa opens her’s up when she gets 

them, I have mine in  the box, displayed for me and kept dust free!  

 It’s also harder for cats/kidses to known over if they’re in the box.  

 So, a few weeks later, my TikTok friend Oslowe recommends a friend 

to the world—Girl Henry Rollins. She’s another GenX-Toker who happens to 

lead tours in Salem, Massachusetts. She’s hilarious, and about a week after I 

added her, she mentioned that she had been given a Bob’s Big Boy piggy 

bank! I always wanted one of those, but my family wouldn’t buy me one 

when I was a kid, and when I was grown up, as collectibles they were out of 

my price range. This one was clearly from the late 1960s or early 70s. I asked 

her what she wanted for it, and she gave me a really low price, roughly half 

what I’d seen it for on eBay in comparable condition. She mailed it a few days 

later and now it lives on top of the TV stand with the boxed FuncoPop, staring 

out across the living room at the bookshelf with the Menus.  

 It ain’t a huge collection, but I love it.  

 And I love TIkTok! 



 



This is another sports story, but it’s more.  

 The anthology By Any Other Fame, is another AltHist collection by 

Resnick and Greenberg. It’s a fun one, mostly light, and each story in it posits 

a different kind of fame for the iconic targets of their pieces. In this case, Hal-

deman uses the story of James Dean, but takes him from the world of Holly-

wood and turns him into a race car driver.  

 And Natalie Wood is his love interest, a reporter, and Sal Mineo plays 

his mechanic.  

 It’s a cut story, very much a telling of almost every race car driver 

story (both fictional and real) that focuses on the need for speed as well as 

living fast in every area. Dean is presented as a speed-junky, well a goin’-fast 

junky, and Natalie is the woman who loves him, but sees that he’s going to 

end up dead if he keeps pushing the envelop.  



 The story plays in a field that I can completely see—that James Dean 

was going to die, and likely in a fiery crash.  

 That’s an interesting take, and there’s a lot behind it. In the time, 

there was no question that he wasn’t going to live long. There are stories of 

Dean’s proclivities in Hollywood, some saying he was a human ashtray (I first 

heard that from Kenneth Anger, but then heard about a discussion with Vam-

pira that confirmed that) and he clearly liked driving fast. He was a complicat-

ed guy, and the way he was presented on-screen wasn’t completely different 

from who he was off-screen.  

 So, he kinda had to die.  

 The story is solid, and says as much about American mythmaking. No 

matter the field, there are archetypes, and the James Dean type is indelible.   



 









 



So, I went to the hospital.  

 I felt weird, had arm pains, chest tightness, and just generally felt like 

I did in October when I went in and ended up having to stay for three days.  

 So, I went to the emergency room at Dominican Hospital in Santa 

Cruz. On 4th of July.  

 The waiting room was empty, and so I got an EKG, bloodwork, and 

chest x-ray in about an hour. I’ve waited as long as four hours to even be 

checked in no less in and done! They all cae back looking good, save for a mi-

nor strangeness on my chest x-ray.  

 It turns out there was a gas bubble high-up in my stomach, pressing 

against everything. That’s never happened to me before, that I know of. The 

prescription: Gas-X and drinking lots of water. I laughed because I drink a ton 



of water.  

 Other strange coincidence. The next morning, I took my pills—

Techtronix (I think that’s a stomach thing) Lipitor, and my blood pressure 

meds, Norvasc. I keep them in a container that has a section for day and a 

section for night meds. I forgot my night meds, my diabetes meds, a couple of 

times, but I’ve been religious about taking my morning meds. I leave the sec-

tion where I’ve taken the pills from the morning open so I can tell if I still need 

to take my night pills. Highly effective.   

 So, I tipped the bottom portion of the container into my mouth, less 

than 7 hours after I got back from a cardiac workup, and failed to notice that 

my blood pressure pill had been caught in the lid. I didn’t find out until the 

next morning.  

 Luckily, I feel fine and dandy, but still, weird.  



 



 

That’s enough for this time!  

 Today, which is before you’re reading this, Journey Planet was nomi-

nated for the Hugo award! It’s our tenth, I think, and it’s for a set of issues 

that I’m really glad we managed. There were times it did not seem likely.  

 There’s a minor issue with how many people exactly were actually 

finalists, and I still can’t answer that, and we’re working on getting something 

at the business meeting to settle that hash.  

 This issue was pretty much all Kauai Coffee Vanilla Macadamia Nut 

blend, except for the last article. I cheated: it was Ginger Tea that one.  

 Next Time—The 2021 Video Registry, The (Other) Haldeman Story, 

UFO thoughts, and probably a bunch about True Crime (Paul Bernardo, Alison 

Mack, and more) 



 


