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My wife, Janis, coincidentally a former Santa Monican, deserves
all the thanks and praise | can muster for having stood by patiently
while I've followed my muse, first to San Simeon, then to Wyntoon
(vicariously, for I've never been there in person), and then back to the
Southland and Santa Monica, from which locales | sprang in my youth.

To all of you that I've mentioned here, profuse thanks once more.
I hope you'll find the waiting and the watching to have been
worthwhile.

— TAYLOR COFFMAN
FaLL 2010




