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Director of of the Library. It was part of what she
called the “Conceptual Art Movement.” It was
mind boggling to me to see what some of these
people conceived and called it “book arts.”

We then found somewhere to eat lunch. The
group [ was with ate at a coffee shop located about
half a block from the Art Institute.

We had a time set up to view the Warren J.
Brodie Collection at the Western Reserve Histori-
cal Society. Low and behold the lady pulled out a
picture of John Gillick with a C&P Pilot press
which had originally belonged to Warren Brodie.
I had actually bought that press from John Gillick.
I already had an 8x12 C&P but wanted it for the
historical value. A friend wanted it badly so I sold
it to him with the understanding that if he ever got
rid of it I wanted to buy it back. A few months
later I asked him how he like the press and he said
“I'sold it.” I ask him who he sold it to. I contacted
that person and he had sold it and didn’t know the
name of the person he sold it to. So it was gone
forever. —Gary Bossler
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This is my fourth convention in Ohio in my
twenty years in AAPA and also my first trip to
Cleveland. I am nearly a native Buckeye (I was
born in Indiana and brought to Ohio at four years
of age) and oddly enough my wife and I have never
been to Cleveland.

One of our field trips was to Western Reserve
Historical Society and The Cleveland Art Insti-
tute. This really involved two different places,
more accurately three or even four tours. The ones
I visited were automobile museum, an art tour
which featured what the “originators” called
“books.” Most around me could hardly keep from
laughing. Not that these “books” were not artwork
but it was stretching the truth to label them a
BOOK.

I need to begin a new paragragraph to tell about
the third place we visited. The Western Reserve
Historical Society’s Library is worth a trip to
Cleveland itself. Their genealogical census records
start at 1930 back! If you have feet or leg prob-
lems, every where it is WALK. —Bill Venrick



