CRY of the Nameless

130

August 1959

////

NOwW PLAYING
VIY FRIR F FNMHAN
CARL-ON BRANDVO
— AL SO —
-\ o N SERRY CoOME DY

THEATR

FOOTRRINTS

[N THRE CEMENT

G
BIVFs

OF & TIME

| IX

‘\g\\\\\\ \ 1501 E,Wv
\'\“\i\\c:\°

TH c BUSHY .S\EN\MANDODD B

T
000 00 ww\ & mw\& S
e A A A AN A
e 20 B T (¥
% Oﬁ oy 00 %% OQQ ,
Q& ;czq o 2%%%;/ U o
Codrioy— ek “’"/“g‘ = ;:/00 TEnD E WHITE \) ORN V\J\Q\g
e YRR
5° / 0 \39 \~ |
N e Q
pet L, v
%b?ob 00 Mﬁ/a’%
/‘;9 W ] ESMRNR . W | 280 ()%, o j:f,‘ ) Wl

(Over my dead hody.

..BRT)

TCARR ' TAFF




ol = 4 ) = ] =~ \ 1 ey iy
&f“tn_ = v e S T e
) -a.t P : s E;.;‘L‘:_': == ok e ,_Yh,*,
3

. s

. 5 )

' | ) pt \ » -

} e e
i e g e

e ST M'.—J; ¥ —;!-‘?

i :
Ld41P e

i e



==3._—=

This is indeed Cry, the Precarious lionthly Fanzine. Ve have here issue #130,
dated August, 1959. In deference to its predecessors, issue #130 claims residence
at Box 92, 920 3rd Ave, Seattle 4, Vlash. Cry is sometimes obtained for 25¢ (5/51,
12/32). Sterling characters in the UK may send moneys (1/9 per copy, 5 for 7/-, or
12 Gene 14/—) to John Berry, 31 Campbell Park Ave, Belmont, Belfast, Northern Ireland.,
However, it should be mentioned that Mr Berry will be away from home for a few wecl:s-
toward the latter part of August and for a goodly portion of September (1like, hoo-IIAH)
so patience is urged upon our sterling subbers during that period. Cry also goes to
contributors, upon publication. This includes writers of letters that are printed, -
or which miss publication due to lack of space rather than lack of interest, as
adjudged by Elinor. Up to and including this issue, editors of zines reviewed in
Cry also receive a copy of the issue containing the review. Read ony we also have

The Contents (in new, Quick-Drying Black ink):

Cover by Don Fransonj liultigraphy by Toskey page 1
All this, and the Editorial, too F 1i Busby 3
The Science-Fiction Field Plowed Under Renfrew Pemberton 4
Fandom Harvest Terry Carr 8
I 'Jas A Takefan For The IBI John Berry 110
CRYing Over Bent Staples Rich Brovm & Bob Lichtman 14
WErndCon™ ;0" What™ funt™ Ds Adams 16
Charlie Phan at the Detention Les Nirenberg 18
Iittle Dustace's After-Schocol Hour Terry Carr 20
IIigh CRYteria Leslie Gerber 23
LINUTLES Vally ‘leber 24
CRY of the Readers conducted by Dlinor Busby 26

(If this Q-D Black

reguces gffset_as prgmisedl we stay Blgck except fgr spegials.:.)

Illoes: Adkins 44, ATom 26 32, Bjo 8 9 35, Bourne 37, Cameron 42, Nirenberg 19 29,
Stiles 40, Puconin 61. ((Corrections: in #129, Franson 28, Nirenberg 34, Schoolzonc20))
Stencil-cutting: ‘/ally 2, Toskey 6, Buz_9; Elinor all the_rest Lshg'sznoz f;nigheg)._

With Keen Blue Iyes and a Bicycle-- a squinched-in wlumn by F M Busby

Future Policy Dep't (or Dep't of Prophet—and-lLoss): after reading all the good
suggestions on how to cut down the page-count, we've decided to foul it up after our
own fashion (or, don't feel badly; it's not your fault). Regretfully, Cxry drops both
book reviews and fanzine reviews after this issue (losing a lovely pair of titles,
too). Prozine reviews run two more issues and that's all for them, but see the RP
column before passing judgment. Also, we've had to drop the "no-backlog" policy;-
Cry is now holding material, for lack of space just now, that may yet be returned, if
‘on more leisurely scrutiny we get qualms about it. I dunno—- we cut the heck out of
nearly everything this time, and two short unexpected contributions threw things out
of whack-- along with a welcome but frightening deluge of letters (Toskey took a good
look at the letter-stack, and groaned). Stick around and see what goes next...

Ilost of you seem to have been highly amused by Toskey's little coup on the cover
of 7129. Unfortunately, it didn't strike Llinor and me as being especially funny.
Because: immediately after SouthGate, we (as charter-siginers of the TCarr-for-TALT
petition) specifically checked with V/ally and Tosk as to the CRY's supporting Terry,
vs just our personal support. The fellows couldn't have cared less, at the time, &nd
so OK'd the CRY's full support of one each Berkeley Publishing Giant. Good enough,
except that when Tosk decided to change his mind, he did it in the Big Print with ne
qualifying notations until it came to the Fine Print on the inside. Tosk had the
right to transfer his support, any old time; I do not consider that he should have
made it look, even superficially, as if I had double-crossed a friend after pledging
him my support. Tosk says his fast-switch while we weren't looking was just good
clean fun bzcause after all it's just a hobby; I sagtatganh% word is either good or
it isn't, and that it helps to know in advance, which?hngs true., It's a perfectly

nuine lack of agreement on common terminology, but it . made thlnqslgr%tzi gr%Z)—_
und here. (Let us continue on page-— hmm, yes—- page 22, it ERyre T
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The Ste sl o eLe = Bgio ki o Wate Id Plowed Tnderx
with Renfrew Pemberton in the traces

The October Cry (#132), God willing, will carry the 50th installment of this
qolumn under its present title. It will be the 48th consecutive monthly appearance,
and, for a number of reasons, the last one. It's not so much that the Cry needs to
cut pages as that I need to cut dovn on deadline-type activity. So the Pemberton
hat goes into the closet for possible infrequent future use; perhaps that will frece
this typer for attempts at writing material just a Dbit less intrinsically ephemeral
in nature than reviews necessarily are. So,; laying the Unabridged aside...

The lettercol persistently echoes a nagging idea I've had around for a long
time: that the month's high and low spots should rate more space, with the liiddle
being not exactly LExcluded, but getting short shrift. Once again, we'll try it— .
For instance, Science Fiction Adventures #9 (July) contains two short novels:

viynne Vhitford's "Distant Drum" is sequel to his "Shadow of the Sword" in which
an Alien Ship was discovered on Neptune's moon Triton, amid interplanetary hassle.
This one expands the action of the earlier one. Clifford C Reed's "Children of the
Stars'", from quite similar background, follows the escape of a prison (space)ship
as it is' taken over by the convicts and routed to a new planet. They have their
problems, enroute, at destination, or wherever. For years. Both of these stories
read fairly well for the Solid Action type of thing, and I had to loock carefully at
them just now to make sure I had read them at all, a mere three weeks ago.

Under the system we're attempting, there wouldn't be too much to say about If
for September, except that the volume-numbers have been straightened out after the
unaccountable faux—pas on the July issue. I was pleased to see the name of James II
Schmitz on the cover, but his "Summer Visitors" is one of those Cute Iddy-Biddy
Aliens deals (menacing, though), like warmed-over Edgar Pangborn or Richard Vilson
or maybe Rob't F Young or the rest of that flock that write about Tiny Aliens, when
the Shottle Bop theme wears out temporarily. Vhat price "Uitches of Karres', Jim?

I hate it when a guy who used to write terrific stuff slumps like this. ,

I suppose the main thing that bugs me about this issue of If is the preponderance
of tale in the llan Is A Helpless Tool tradition. i/hiteford, Dick, St Clair, Fontenay,
Kirby Kerr, and Biggle all seem to be enchanted with this theme, and Gordon R Diclison
(in "Homecoming", a novelet) has his hero "win" by cutting back out to the colonies
with his good old semi—intelligenz-Ekt and his new girl. Too much Lit-tul Pee-pul.

'lell, there are a couple of goodies, at least, in Fantastic Universe for Sept.
John Brunner's "The Round Trip" is a little on the decp side, but he does a good job
and doesn't get lost in double-talk—- I like this kind, once in a while. Lucy Cores'
"Deborah and the Djinn" is midway between the F&STF and Unknown treatments, and has
some good laughs in it. Editor Santesson's '"Universe in Books'" is more free-wheeling
than ever, with all sorts of references to fan-doings. FU is to my mind the best
current candidate for a fan-written fan-columnj anyone interested in plugging for it?

There are no real stinkers in here, but: Asimov surprisingly comes up with a
negligible item; Myrle Benedict's piece would rank much higher if Zenna Henderson
hadn't written the People series (as it is, Benedict is fresher and cloys less);
Hob't F Young has the gall to cap the overthrow of the "TekGod's Prophet" with so
help me I would not lie to you a parallel to a certain Betihlehem stable; a Stephen
Lloyd Carr has a music article that attempts to tie in to space travel with something
less than resounding success; Ed Doerr usas the good old ignorant peasant with his
venomous superstitious piety, to clobber an unsuspecting time-travelling vl A(tHese
Futility pieces always bug me, somehow); Joseph Farrell and Cal Knox have minor
variations on old themes, that go well enough.

IZvelyn E %ith's alien-menace, David Knight's colony-eugerics problem, and Ted
Pratt's version of the Afterlife are all more original than average, and maybe this
format isn't the answer after all, you know? Carry on, thoughe...
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Bob Lowndes, in Science Fiction Stories for Sept, editorializes shortly and to
the point as to howcome he's no longer running a fan-column. Although he does not
quote the Cry lettercol, he easily could have, and well to the point: all you jolkers
who give this column a nice hand 2although I no longer read the prozines very much -
are in the direct line of reasoning-- RAVL says, why should he devote a column to the
activities of a gang that's so determinedly paying little or no attention to the
science-fiction field as sugh? Can't say as I blame him; pages cost money, you know,
And when you come right down/it, for some time now I've felt pretty silly wasting
time and stencils summarizing the field for people who are too lazy to read the stuff
or too self-consciously sophisticated to admit reading it. End of testimonial.

SES has trouble getting good longer material: Jgckson Barrow's "Special City"
sets up a reasonably original future Vorld of Injustice, and makes a good job of the
protagonists' struggles with it, but it's all so "either-or", if you follow me.

This criticism cannot be leveled at the shorter items. Jim Harmon adds a nice
wacky touch to Kan-vs-llachine in the interstellar-colonizing games MZBradley sets up
a variant philosophy for alien invaders and neatly hangs them by it; Bob Silverberg
sets a lively stage dominated by an alien art-buyer, and pulls the rug out from under
one and all at the end; Vallace West runs a slightly confused shindy with world
problems solved from out the future or alternate time-—tracks or something: vague.
These shorts are enjoyable but not outstanding enough for Full-page Novel treatment.

V/lell, the scene can be expanded a bit on Astounding for August: this zine has
some handholds cn it for digging in. First place, John V/ Infallible norates as how
Dr Land (he of the Polaroid camera) has dee-molished the 3-color theory of color
vision. Land took pics on black-&-white film thru red filter and thru green one-—-
projected same on screen thru red filter and using white light for the green. Only
various shades of red should be on screen-- everybody sees full colot, says JUCjr.
LErgo, humanimel sees only part of color scene, deduces the rest in his visual centers
and comes up with full color '"vision', the man says. He could be right, and it's a
fascinating deal, to be sure. But I recall semething about white light & prisms...

Leinster's "The Aliens" is as good a rework of his "First Contact" (aSF, May'47)
as you'd care to see. lle's added a girl, and-- it always was a good story. Actually,
this version winds up with different crises, and all...

Garrett's "Dead Giveaway'" refutes the charge that aST is dedicated to proving
that \le are Better Than #nybody. In this one, we're sort of On llelfare, mentally..
Chandler's "The Outsiders' continues the Rim Series and expands its scope, even
though Bertram has ceased to convince us of the utter desolation of the Rim, and now
simply reminds us that he made this clear in the earlier stories, like.

. Anne Valker's "A liatter of Proportion" is supposed to be carrying Astounding's
current HERO kick, I guess, but it's too incherent to do the job, and somehow
managed to omit the point, besides. The editor's soft spot, vulnerable as always.

Geez, here we have George l/hitley under his own name with "Familiar Pattern',
and in this one, the Humans lose, for Cxrysakes. Let's sit back and recuperate....
Pretty doggone well-worked story, it is, too-— sort of authentic and like that.

Ted Thomas' '"Day of Succession!" reverses the old bit about the Stupid Military
by having one man act the old role to the hilt, turn out to be R¥I*G*¥H*T, and end -
up potshooting his lawful superiors in order to be free to act. Tsk... are you
there, Lieutenant? Are you there, L Ron Hubbard? You are there, aren't you?

Actually, there's no reason why I should kid Campbell so much in here. I agree
with some of his basic ideas, from logic, intuition, and experience. As, 4You don't
have any idea what you can do until you have to do it&, or it is almost impossible
to stop a really determined mant, or (particularly) “there must be a simpler way to
do the job® -- I agree with these, for instance, from experience. Campbell is not
pushing stupid or fallacious ideas; he is simply doing (or gzggdoing) a clgmsy job -

f trying to sell verbally what can oily be truly iildmgiediz?ﬁzzizt1§2; sgﬁiidhell,
: i , are genera -
\v:eln ?’%r:ed‘;’;?}é }11]:: :lﬁ:tBiﬁiinﬁigg ioys gg’c hold )(;f that quote; they might got the
ﬂéi ihatul think some people aren't as equal as other people--— perish forbid).
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There's an interesting little deal in the September F & S F: five short vignettes

(3 stories, 2 poems) of which "at least one... was written by a child undex 12, and

at least one... by either Damon Knight, Theodore Sturgeon, Jane Rice, or Alfred Dester"

——the rTeader is invited to guess who did what. Iy own guesses are:

- "The Black Nebulea'--Sonny Powell (I hesitantly tab damon knight for this one)
"Up, Down, and Sideways"--John Cunnington. (strong flavor of Sturgeon, here)
mitch's Charm"—-Nina Pettis (most apt to be a good bright child's work)

- "Dhe lian Uho Told Lies"—-Billy Vatson (I'll bet on Bester, here).

"Night Thought'—-llary Austin (Jane Rice,.and Amelia agrees with me on this one)

Of course, it's only an assumption that all four writers and only one child are in

this group, but dknight is the only one I'm guessing without well-defined clues, such

as favorite tricks or characteristic flavor that comes through/m%sspelling and etc.

Anyhow, this is a provocative gimmick, and I'1l be most interested in the answers.
Edgar Pangborn writes a very workmanlike story, lovingly molding his cast of

characters in the old familiar molds we know and love from his previous works. In

"The Red Hills of Summer" (novelet) his paranoidish semi—villain is strongly similar-

to the guy who llent Vlrong in "Vest of the Sun". And aside from this-distinctive guy,

everyone else talks in the same typeface... a usual problem with Pangborn, who. could
be a much better writer if he could only shake these repetitive tendencies.
The other novelet is Edw Aarons' "The Makers of Destiny", which stands out as

the most unintentionally incoherent piece ever to appear in this magazine. It's a

sequel (predecessing type) to "The Communicators', which dealt with a postwar world

in which both the US & USSR were held-down wards of the rest of the world, and in
which psi-types organized toward breaking free of the guardianship. The original
story had its loose ends, as I recall, but this one is almost entirely composed of
loose ends held together by Gordian knots. Doesn't anyone do rewrites, any more?
Tsaac Asimov, well-known robot—fancier-about-tovm, neatly lines out not only the
mathematical concept of Infinity but also the various gradations of same. Good job.
The 5 short stories are a diverse lot. Robert Arthur's "The Devil's Garden'" is
reprinted (from 1941) lurchison Morks (who, say what you will, will never replace the
immortal Jorkens)., 1ill Stanton's "Uho Uill Cut the Barber's Kair?" gets no points
for coherency but is absolutely packed with choice lines lovingly embedded in a wild
flow of context; I have no idea why an attempted "ending" was tacked onto <his ramble.

"or Custom Stale" (Joanna Puss) is sort of derivative Padgett, but straightfaced.

Rob't Graves' "Interview with a Dead lMan" is two pages of sheer whimsey, with salt.

And there's a gentle pornographic echo of Thorne Smith to Leslie Bonnet's "Game Uith

a Goddess"-— all in Impeccable Taste, mind you, and rather enchanting.

This column would be a lot less harrassing to write if I could be more go-to-hell
about deadlines and being up-to-date. For instance, both T&SEF and Galaxy have been
all too dependable about arriving at the last damn. minute, latelys the former day-
before-yesterday, and the latter today (July 30th). Leaving last-minute arrivals for
the next issue has always meant having to review half-forgotten material-in the wooden
style you'll have noted at the beginning of most of these essays. Oh, well...

In Galaxy, Oct, the editor comes up with a combination editorial/lettercol, using
only short quotes, of course. (Hi there, Vic Ryan, leading it off-— I somehow doubt
+he existence of Pinky Finger of IMussent Point, Tice.2) '

“le have a novella, 3 novelets, and 3 shorts. The longer bit, Christopher
Crimm's "Someone to Vatch Over Me', begins as if we came in in the middle of the
" feature and for a time (before the flashbacks) lets us grasp at the clues as they
arise. I like this Figure-It-Yourself presentation-- always have, when it's done
well (this one's pretty good at it, though not ideal). In any event, here is a good
t. piece of stfy it has considerable originality, all the scope that's £ oy, prabnit, ssand:
some damn fine dollops of character development, roughly sketched here and there. it
a couple of the twists are on the obscure side, maybe it's my fault for reading fast,
or Galaxy's for reaching my mailbox so late, so's I had to read it fast.a-

T guess there will be another page to this priceless gem of insight and trivia.
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The Galayy novelets: Clifford Simak is on his unity-of-life theme in "A Death
In The House": Simak writes in a warm-hearted vein, as usual, though with reservations
as to the innate fuggheadedness of John Q Public in many of his manifestations. This
story went very well with me, as it happens. "Silence" (John Brunner) is a more
specific sort of piece, dealing very well with the reactions of a man rescued from
solitary imprisonment by aliens after nearly thirty years. If there's a flaw, it's =
Brunner's reliance on the stock Idiot IMilitary Man for conflict; the piece would have
been stronger for the additional effort necessary to portray the ship's commander as
a reasonably decent guy under pressure from headquarters based on current events: I ~
deplore the casting of villains by sheer Author's Necessity. "Vay Up Yonder" (Chas
Sgtterfield) is largely farce-- an interstellar-war theme in the background, and a
transplanted Old-Plantation foreground (duly admitted-- no steal). The best and most
original contribution is the idea of radio-controlled robots developirg a sort of
voodoo (dancing to the radio-frequency beat of static from malfunctioning machines);
the choice idea that the robots' voodoo really works is thrown away in an abortive
scene while the author fumbles toward a Climax of some sort. laybe I'd better
rephrase my earlier question: don't editors ever demand and get rewrites, any more?

0f the shorter works, Wilson Tucker's (Tucker? Bob Tucker? Gad, but it's been
a long time. Vhere you been?) "King of the Planet'" is <‘he white meat. The rationale
boils down to "it just is", but the treatment of the old geezer who is bored by the
visits of starships several hundred Yyears apart, is very good reading. Ted Tubb's
"Last of the Morticians' satirizes that profession's reactions to alien-given immort-
ality, lightly and without reference to any of the very real gripes that could be
made against the profession's legal position in this country. "True Self", by Thomas
Ilann's daughter, Blizabeth Mann Borgese, is not a story at all, but rather a slice-of-
life episode dealing with future beautician's salons in somewhat the fashion of Tritz
Leiber's setup as used in "Poor Superman" and the others in the same vein. llacabre
in an'underplayed sort of way, I guess you could say. Inte-ecsting enough while it
lasts, but it -stops while the reader is still sitting around w&ting for the plot to
get under way, not realizing that here is an episodic bit, ncs a plotted tale.

Floyd C Gale should not be reviewing science-fiction books for a readership the
size of Galaxy's. BHe's iEiroving, but he sti1ll goes "Hoopla' over Charles Eric
Maine's tortured attermits at the genrs (you mighs say vhai TFleyd is kissing-off the
Field with a "Dear Genre" letter), for instance; he's alsc carriad away over "Not In
Solitude" (Kenneth F Glantz), which is high on taut cryptic prose but low on overall
well-rounded continuity. (I will admit that Glantz i not afraid to throw in a page
or two of genuine physical fact for extrapolation, where it fits the plot.) Gale is
picking up, but he does not give the caual reader a very good picture, as yet.

OK, that's all the zines, this timcz. So? T{fell, let's second Les Gerber's
"sight-unseen" recommendation of Brian Aldiss™ anthclogy, "No Time Like Tomorrow!"
(Signet S-1683, 35¢). I've had time to read it. Ten (I believe) of the twelve itéms
are new to us here on this side of the Poi.d, and Aldiss is a Good Fresh New l/riter,

lle have placed a subscription to Science--Fantasy through Ben Stark; there'll
likely be an issue on hand for next month. Nebula 7#40 did not show up on schedule;
I intend to order what future issues may apﬁgg;:-glong with back issues as offered.
I'd buy New Vlorlds if it were convenient, but I don't feel like subbing at something
over 40¢ per issue; the same holds true for SFA.

Les Gerber sent me "Theory of Flight'" by Jacques Casolet; in addressing the
parcel; he inserted "Guts" as my middle name. I don't know whetier he's right or not,
as yet, since I haven't had time to read the item. Stick around for next month's
treadmill; according to my schedule-sheet, there should be room for all sorts of odd

auxiliary works.

It was probably a mistalke to ‘announce the demise of the ~olumn two months ahecad,
but I've always been a forthright sort, and you'll just have <o bear with me in that

\spect. See you next month a couple of times, anyhow. - - ol' Renfrew.

b
)
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s CARR

Ron Ellik and I were talking a few weeks ago about Fabulous Seattle Fandom, and I
said,""You know, I'd really like to go to Seattle and be there for a CRY publishing ses-
gion.

"Yeah," said Ron, a reflective look coming over his face. "Imagine it--publishing
a L4O-plus page fanzine in one day!"

"Well, I don't think they do all the stencilling on CRYday," I said. "After all,
for the last several issues Elinor seems to have average o5 stencils per issue, and no-
body cuts 25 stencils in one day...I don't think."

"You never can tell about those Seattle fans, though,” Ron said. "They're publish-
ing dynamoes." And we went on talking for awhile about Fabulous Seattle Fandom and how
astounding it is.

Now, I suppose this may sound a bit odd, since Ron and I are the two original Pub-
liching Giants, but these Seattleites are fans to be reckoned with. Why, just recently
in SAPS John Berry wrote that he considered Seattle a sort of Fan Heaven--this from a fan
iiving in Belfast, which is almost a Mecca of fandom!

Yes, they're astounding people up there. I can see one of those CRY publishing ses-
cions now... Buz has laid aside a refrigerator-full of home brew, the rendezvous time
L'z been set, many stencils are already prepared. Comes the appointed hour and fans
bacin to arrive. Tosk, Whally, Blotto Otto--in they straggle, leading Garcone at the
€1’ of an eleven-foot pole, hissing and spitting. Elinor starts rushing around looking
fur stencils which have been cut in the days past. She finds them in bureau drawers,
shadowy corners of the Fenden, under the breakiast dishes, rolled up behind Buz's ear,
hidden behind the couch by one of the dogs, under a bedpillow, sitting on the back of ‘the
toilet, stuck in with Buz's underwear so that the mint-scent would be imparted to them,
filed in the pages of the dictionary under "S", and waybe even one hanging on the clothes-
line to let the correction fluia dry.

The stencils all collected, a typer is hauled out to the Fenden and set up on an
applebox and Elinor starts typing the WEALSOHEARDFROM section. There's a five-foot high
stack of unopened letters next to her, and she simply holds each up to the light and types
whatever comments she can read. Toskey ie busy slapping stencils onto the Gestetner and
umning them off, phwoom-phwocm-phvoom. Buz has also brought a typer out from the house,
and he is working on the last page of the prozine revievs. He wears a badge saying "I Am
Renfrew Pemberton, not Shelby Vick". He curses softiy, "Why didn't Cold let it fold?"
and reviews the latest If.

Now things are humming along nicely. Elinor finishes the lettercol and throws the
lest of the unopened letters into the iacinerator. In a feu umoments, the latest Lf fol-
lcws it. Buz grabs another stencil and says, "All right, whatta we got?" Otto, who has
Teen assisting with the duplicating, grabs the already-run pages and the to-be-run stencils
and starts calling off names and titles.

Buz says, "Who wrote the fanzine reviews this time? Brcwn, ye.h...and Lichtman again
tco, eh?...okay...Gerber too?...Did we print 'em?...0h well, he won't mind if they were
cut...Es Adams wrote some too?...oh, only five zines, that's okay...and Pelz sent some?...
uho else?...Belle, yeah, and Stone, and Pauls and Durward and Cameron and Mercer and
Caughran...look, why didn't you just note down all their ratings and make a one-page
graph?...yeah, and Meyers and Koning and Moran and...who?...Ted White?...oh, you rejected
them, not critical enough, okay...look, this contents page is already half-filled just
with the byline for the damn fanzine reviews..."

Otto f}nishes the fmz-review column and goes on to other macerial. "Next piece is a
story by...




Page 9

"John Berry, yeah, what's the title?"

"It's called 'Horse's Erse'."

"Oh yeah, that's the one about fanspeak with an Irish accent. What comes next?"

"Well, Carr got his column in for once...we had to write and tell him not to worry,
that 3jo hadn't sent a heading illo for it...and there's E. Maximus Cox..." =

"Is that a title or a byline?"

"Byline. Title is 'The Demolished Tiger, Burning Bright'." $

"Ghaaa..."

And so it goes, until the contents page is finished and the stencil is whipped off
the platen and onto the drum and the last page is run off. Then they all survey the
stacks of pages to be assembled.

"I need a beer," says Buz.

So beers are poured all round and midst quaffing and gay fannish chatter the pages
are laid out in order and the assembling begins. Only fifty-five copies are assembled
and stepled when Elinor says, "Hey, you know we left out pages 18 and 197"

The staple remover is brought, all copies are unassembled, the missing pages inserted,
ti2 copies restapled. Fabulous Seattle Fandom looks at the stacks of CRYs that are fin-
ished, and turns to the stacks of unassembled pages still remaining. They face them with
determination.

As Buz puts it, "So it's one in the morning and I've got to be up at six-thirty; so
even the crickets are asleep outside. Do we care if there's still three hours of work
to do? Are we daunted?” His eyes are the color of cold steel, and = helf-smile plays
at the corners of his mouth.

"Maybe..." says Tosk, surveying the mailing list.

"Well, we held it down to fifty-four pages this issue," says Elinor. "Of course, we
hed to reject that unsolicited stuff from Leman and Tucker and Bob Shaw and Sid Birchby
and Jack Speer, and we cut Warner's ten-pager to three pages, but we held it down. We
cught to be proud."

"I an proud,"” says Otto. "I'm a proud fan, and tired."

"But are we daupnted?” says Buz again, pounding the table.

"Hell, no," says Toskey. He grabs the assembled copies and dumps them into a large
box. "We always corz through," he says, piling the unassembled pages in on top. "CRY
will live on!" he shouts, throwing the mailing list into the box too. He takes a sturdy
rope and ties the box firuly i1or mailing.

"lNow...what's Ted White’s address?" he says.

--Terry Carr
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I WAS A FAXEFAN B O.R Te FL L R,

by John Berry

((A chapter from the recently published memoirs of Special Agent Elmer T. Sneidgoot, of
the Federal Byreau of Investigation.))

When the 5 cent postage stamp bearing a three—quarter face view of Harry Truman wearing a
beanie appeared in 1977, the government decided Something Would Have to Be Done! :

It was the culmination of a whole series of similar incidents -- who will ever forget the
legend 'I AM A BERKELEY PUBLISHING GIANT' painted across the chest of the Statue of Liberty in
1965...0r the banning of the best-seller 'I WAS A SEX~FIEND IN THE LASFS' (subsequently made
into a film starring Mjckey Rooney and Gloria Swanson).., or the first message from the '64
Mgrtian Expedition "What is the deadline for the 68th SAPS Mailing?" ...or, most fentastic of
all, the zap being introduced as the issue sidearm for the Aperican armed Forces.

The authorities set the F.B.I. to investigate the apparent cause of these emazing episodes
....fandom...and as I had once appeared in the letter column of OTHER WORLDS in 1954 (when I
was nine years 0ld) I was assigned to the operation because of my Technical know-how!

My instructions were explicit...to join fandom, to get to the top, or as near to the top
as was possible, and to try to discover exactly what made sf fandom such a potent force in
AmeTrice.

e es e s e e e AnrRosecsesnsoe 0eee®3esscoe

I shall never forget the first fannish meeting I attended. Security Regulations forbid
me to mention the actual situation, but it was somewhere on the West Coast.

Special Agent Myckroot had infiltrated to a club meeting the week before, and, in the
seclusion of the local F.B.I. office, he briefed me about the uncenny experience he had under-
gone. He gave me a concentrated wordage course:-

", ,.and every few words mutter 'blasted duper' or ‘'off-set' or iGerber' or 'sub' or
ipotential gafiate'. Do you know that I was in the club premises for five hours, disguised as
that film man, Forrest ickerman, and all I said the whole time was a permutation of those five
words and expressions, and no one penetrated my disguise." ' :

Special Agent Myckroot also dressed me for the part. He told me to put on black jeans, a
green vest, with a bronze beanie on my head. He put a smear of blacs duplicating ink on my
left cheek, and gave me a copy of FANAC 972 to hold. He told me that the local F.B.I. office
had already written to the club and explained that the undersigned, Larry Sprokett, was anxious
to join., Common stationery had been used, and tre address given was a Top Szciet F.B.I.
Accomodation address. :

"Iy other words," Muckroot told me, “everytning is erranged for you to join this group.
From now on, you're on your own. In case anyone calls at the address you give, we've arranged
for a wmen agent to live on the premises as your mo*her. If you have any urgent messages to
pass on, use the address. Good luck." :

I felt rather odd as I left the F.B.I. office. Peo ple looked at me in amazement, especi-
ally at my head-gear, and the black mark down my cheek, but once I got to the club premises, L
really felt part of the group.

Someone asked:me my name, end I told them, Larry Sprokett, and that I'd written, and the
character said:— "Better get a BNF to look you over."

A studious men in his early twenties came over to me, looked at me, and asked me if I'd
ever read any fenzines. I explained that I hadn't, but that I would certaialy like to. I'll
never forget his next words:-

"Give me two dollars here and now eand I'1l put you down for my next ten SNAP-FOLLIES."

I gave him two dollars, end he grinned and said I should consider it as a 'sub'. This was
.one of the words Muckroot had given me, which said much for the oasitv efficiency of his ground-
work. _

fe! re having a dupering session now, Spokett," this BNF said to me, and he ushered me
into another room, where six young people, two of them girls, were hunched over a Gestetner,
which seemed to be giving them trouble. 03

Before I joined the F.B.I., I had been a Gestetner salesman for three years (could that
be another reason why 1 was picked for the Operation?), and, acting sheepishly, I went over to
the group and mentioned I once worked at Gestetners. Ope of the giils looked at me and said:

((page 10))
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"Chee, another neo."

I looked over my shoulder and couldn't see anyone else, so I presumed she was referring
to me. "No, I'm a Presbyterian," I told her, znd a couple of them laughed like enything, and
the others sneered openly.

"Been in fandom ten minutes and already considers himself a second Leman," said one. I
remembered the name Leman, with good reason, because, as you'jl hear, it was to be important
later, :

Anyway, I finglly convinced them that I knew my Gestetner, and they let me exemine it. I
saw immediately what was wrong. I closed my eyes and felt around inside, just under the bottom
roller, and pulled out what looked like fluffy balls, but which one of the group identified
as being:- "One of them blasted red cardboard front covers from last years annish!"

There were murmurs of approval at my mechanical knowledge, end a couple of them patted me
on the back and openly complimented me, although one of the older ones muttered something
about "flippin' neo's luck".

I explained a few of the finer points of duplicating, and had the group eating out of the
palm o my hand, as it were, when I heard a door open and close, and the group around me hushed
and stood quietly as a tall figure walked past.

"Evening, Mr. Leman," they chorused. .

He nodded, and walked a few paces, when he stopped. He slowly turned and looked at me.
He retraced his steps. He looked into my eyes.

"Who are you?" he asked. He looked shrewdly at me, but at the same time I could see his
question wasn't prompted from conventional curiosity. Typere was stark cunning in those eyes.

MV o s pEiEhoEEs o'l

"He's Larry Sprckett, the new neo, you know, Bob, the one who wrote in the other day,"
said the BNF.

"Oh," said Leman: "Where did you hear about us, Sprokett?" he asked. Again, I sensed
a deeper motive behind his questioning.

"Ti,I saw a review of SNAP-FOLLIES in a magazine someone gave me the other day," I said.
I had to take a chance. ‘I didn't have eny idea that the club published a fanzine....l mean,
rather, that I didn't have any idea of the name of the fanzine, but I mentioned what presumed
to be the BNF's fanzine, and from the fact that no one looked surprised, I knew I'd been
lucky. Myckroot had slipped up there.

"Mr. Leman," said one of the girls, "I think the neo's going to be en asset to the group.
He fixed the Gestetner; it hasn't been working properly for months."

Tyis Leman looked at me for some seconds.

"ou worked for Gestetners?" he asked. I nodded. He asked me which branch, and I told
him, and I could see he repeated it to himself, as if to memorize it.

"Welcome to the club, Sprokett," he said eventually, and forced a smile. He motioned to
the BNF to follow him, end they went into another room.

Within the next twenty minutes, seven men came into the club premises, and went to the
room Leman had gone to. Each of the seven men must have been of considerable importance, be-
cause the common fans were respectful to them, called them 'Mister', and, in one 1nstance, SRt

"What are they doing?" I asked one of the girls, and I saw the look of terror in her eyes,
and the wary look that followed, and she excused herself end moved over to the stapling group.

It was obvious to me that here, in en adjoining room, a bevy of high-ups from Fandom had
congregated, and from the girls' reaction to my question, it seemed as though an important
meeting was taking place. Then again, there seemed to be deep thought behind Leman's ques-
tioning, and I knew that he intended to check up on me via the Gestetner form. I had to find
out what that meeting was about! ' :

But it was easier said than done. I couldn't blatantly crouch outside the room and
listen, or look through the keyhole, because the other fans were around. I had to just take a
chance and hope for the best. ; 3

I, a few moments, the oprortunity arose. Someone said:- "Where's the new tube of ink?"
and before anyone could stop me, I shouted:- "I'll get one," end I rushed over to the door
of the room where the BNF's were, snd I opened it quickly.

Nine horrified faces stared at me...eyes wide...mouths open. For a split second, I could
see a sort of gauge on a table, with numbers on it, and a needle peinting upwards, then
protective arms covered it, and Leman shot to his feet.
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"ithat do you want, Sprockett?" he snarled.
I remember I coughed and backed away. I said that someone asked for ink, and I thought
it would be kept in here.
He sneered openly, then slammed the door in my face. The other fans 'tut tutted', and said
that, really, Leman wasn't so bad, but with the Big Deal on....then they became silent again.
i I left a few moments later, promising to come to the next meeting, the following week.
- I took a bus to the accomodation address, and sure enough, there I saw a woman agent, who
told me, vhen I'd revealed my identity, that she was acting as my mother. Some deal. I guess
she was old enough to be Hoover'g mother. No chance to combine business with pleasure on that Jjob.
I sat down end wrote a long report to my superiors. I explained that Leman was bound to
check on me, end to fix it so the Gestetner firm gave the right answers. I expressed the opinion
that, as a whole, fans seemed pretty harmless, but that undoubtedly something big was in the wind.
I explained that, in my opinion, the only way to get to a meeting was to be a BNF, which, ordi-
narily, took months to do if ruskad, end most BNF's took years. I wrote that it was essential
that I siould attend the meetings, and therefore I had to be a BNF fast. I went into detail,
and seid exactly what I wanted done.....

ilhen my report arrived znd was read, it seems that a top level meeting was held, at which the
Vice-President attended. The result was that the go-shead was given for me to become an immedi-
‘ate BNF, regardless of expense. Secret Agents all over the country moved smoothly into action.
Bob Bioch was resting in his bath-chair on a beach near San F_ancisco when he was escorted to a
closed car and driven hurriedly away to a secret hideout. Soon, Arv Upderman, Guy Tervilleger,
Wally Weber, and DAG, all the top ranking BNF's...and BJO...were also taken. It seems that they
were to get together, to form a personality between them, and to write batches of articles, both
sercon and humorous, on all aspects of science fiction and fanzines end missiles and prozines etc.
BJO was to create a new and original style of illoing, end to draw some hundreds of suitable _
sketches, It is said that, with a high expense account, because they were working for the govern-
ment, they went to the task with enthusiasm.

Tyree weeks later, a bulky parcel of papers arrived at the accomodafion address. 1 read
then(and it nearly killed me...laugh, I thought I'd blow a lung) end, with pounding heart,

I took the contents to the meeting.

"My, Leman," I said, "I've only been here three times, and yet, although you may think it
strange, I feel I'ye been coming here for years. During this last three weeks, 1've been spende
ing all my time writing down my opinions of fandom, from what I've gleaned here and read in pro-
zines and fanzines you'ye lent me...and I'vye tried my hand at illoing....I thought mebbe you'd
like to read them, and perhaps, if they' pe good enough, publish them in the club fanzine. Of
course, I haven't had much...." !

Leman grunted, seemed to decide to ignore me, then took the parcel off me. He looked at
the illos, and his eyebrows raised.

"Not bad..not bad at all," he mused. '"Say, folks, we'll use these."

He picked out one of the typewritten pages, and read it. He sniffed. He read more. He
sniggered. He read more, sat down in a chair, and screamed with laughter. He threw the paper
up in the air, end collapsed on the ground, literally sobbing with laughter.

The other fans crowded round, looking at me with awe-filled eyes, and picked up BOTE of the
sheets. In five minutes, it was fantastic to see the results. Ope fan, under a table, was
blue in the face, and choking for breath, burst out laughing again as soon as he regained is.

"Get the duper going quick," gasped Leman, tears pouring down his face, "we'll have to rush

out an issue of SNAP-FOLLIES immcdiately, with all this stuff of Sprokett's in it. Neary as
good as my stuff......Christ....." and he wheezed great breaths of pure delight.

In two months, I was the sensation of the fannish world. Every few days, a registered letter
would arrive, with ad libs written down, and whenever the situation arose, I'q say one, end the
local fans nearly killed themselves laughing. In one day, three sackfuls of mail arrived,
praising my literary style to the Heavens, and asking for material, which I sent.

One evening, Leman opened the door of the secret room, and beckoned me OVer.

K%pvﬁng that sooner or later it was bound to come, but’ acting as if" T was surprised, I
went over to him. : : '

He put an arm on my shoulder. "Cyme in, Larry, it's about time you joined us."

e



The BNF's inside the room stood and applauded for some moments, as I stood thers blushing.
"Iis is just the fan for the job, boys," said Leman. "I feel he'll be an asset to our
plot, and I think he should have the job of bringing Mr. X here."
_ The others nodded in agreement. I tried to make out what the shape was in the middle of
the table. It was about one foot high, but a cloth had been thrown over it. What WIE, o Bl
"So here'!'s what you do, Larry " said Leman.

I met lir. X at the local airport. I took him to a taxi, and although the drive lasted for
over half an hour, he said nothing, and merely grunted at my pleasantries. His trilby brim was
pulled low down over his eyes, end his trench coat collar was pulled up. He held a small
attache case in his hand.

We halted outside the club rooms, and I took him in to the BNF room, and, as we passedtthe
ordinary fans, they stood to attention as Mr. X passed.

Ipside the room, two candles, thrust into the necks of bottles, were burning, and sent
waving shadows across the wall. It was indeed the lair of conspirators...and, due to the fore-
sight of the FBI and my own efforts, I was in at the kill, for I sensed that the climax had
arrived.

"Gentlemen," said Leman, in a soft and throbbing voice, "allow me to present to you New
York's biggest BNF, George N.ms Raybin."

We all clapped, until Lemen held up his hand for silence. '"George," he said in a whisper,
and I leaned forward to catch every word, "you'ye done the legal side of the business for us...
how do we stand®"

Raybin stood up, looking like a man who had just successfully haranged the DA on a
murder trial. He rustled some papers before him, and then told us what it seemed we had been
weiting for months to hear. '"Gentlemen," he said, his lips firm, "I have investigated this
affair, from the lega. standpoint, from every point of view, and I can assure you that it is the
greatest thing that has ever happened to fandom. The government would pay hundreds of thousands
of dollars for the information, but we must keep it to ourselves/"

I bit my lip, and edged forwzed even nearer. The FBI had successfully penetrated into
fendom, and I, an agent, was sbout to hear something which, judging from the past, would probably
shake the government even mcre than when Robert Bloch had turned down the Presidency.

Reybin leaned forward, end lifted the cloth off the object in the middle of the table.

I expected to hear my eyes rebound from the far wall. I saw a weighing machine. What
the hell....?

Raybin put a small parcel on it,

"As you see, Gentlemen,' he said, "this fanzine, sent by normal printed matter rates, costs
7 cents. Ngw then, sub-section 3a of section 497 of the Post Office Code distinct.y states...'
'Providing the wrapper bears an endorsement to the effect that the goods inside are exempted
by government guthority, the parcel can be sent for half the normgl printed matter rates.' Tpat
is the law, gentlemen. The point is, that sub-section doesn't specify that the contents must
be exempted by government authority, it merely states that the label must say so...."

"therefore..." panted Leman, his eyes wide with emotion.

"therefore, as I see it, henceforth, all fanzines, provided that endorsement is put on the

wrapper, can be sent through post at only nalf the present co st
j Shauts of jubilation made the rafters tremble, but I gradually sank to the floor. 'So
this is fandom'...I thought, before my head hit the floorboards.

My superios didn't feel too bad about it, strangely enough.

I hadn't revealed any world-shattering secrets such as they had hoped, but to keep my
status secret, they decided not to get the Postal Laws altered, with the result that the govern-
ment, indirectly, has been subsidizing fandom for years.

And, just in case enything did arise in fandom, I was ordered to maintain myself as a
fan....I had the money for it....but, under Secrecy Oaths, the BNF's, Bloch and Upderman znd
Weber and Co were released, and I had to do all the writing myself......

T at was all fifteen years ago, and say, do you know this, even though I'ye left the
FBI, I m Still in SAPS end FAPA, and my subzine LOOPHOLE has reached its 77th issue....

Jould you care to subscribe.....?

L] S

John Berry
959



==l4==
(R A L 0 ORvalel ix Bent 9] =25 4y 10 wdb S

((Part I: Rich Browm Dep't))

“Innuendo 7#+9: Terry Carr, 70 Liberty St, ;#5, San Francisco, Calif; trade or com-
ment, only; 62 pages, mimeo.
i I've read more goddam Top [Fanzines this month... not that I'm tired of it, by any
means... and INN is indeed a Top Fanzine. Carr's editorial has its good points, and
its bad (as, re "Brandon's'" "The Purple Pastures", Carr says he couldn't think of a.
-fannish counterpart to Jesus-- mighod, Carr: Tucker, at last report, was two up on
Christ hisself, in this dying-and-being-resurrected game). But INN has a lot of
redeeming features: Bennett at the SolaCon (Part 12), Carl Brandon's fannish parody
of "On the Road", more adventures with Bill Donaho, '/arner's fan-history re-vicwed
column, and scads of letters. This is another fannish liust. Rating: 9 ((Bob L: 10))

JD-Argassy ;#46: Lynn Hickman, 304 N 11lth, lit Vernon, Ill: 20¢, 12 pp, multilith.

I would call this the best monthly newszine, except that strictly speaking it
isn't entirely a newszine. For instance, most of this issue is letters. Altogether,
JD-Argassy is a genzine-cum-newszine—cum-letterzine-cum-what-have-you. 1ith this in
mind, I can only say that it's the best zine of its kind. Rating; 6. ((Bob L: 5))

Ploy 714: Ron Bennett, 7 Southway, Arthurs Avenue, Harrogate, Yorkshire, Lngland
(US agent Bob Pavlat, 6001 43rd ave, Hyattsville, Iid); 25¢, 43pp, mimeo.

You can almost always expect top material from Ploy, and this (the Bob Tucler
Appreciation Issue, with material by, about, and concerning Bob Tucker) is no except-
ion. Also included is Sandy Sanderson's "The Goddamned Hobbyist" column, letters,
fillers, and like that. The cover is the usual depiction of Tucker and mimeo, by
Bill harry, and from cover to end, Ploy ends up a thoroughly enjoyable zine.Rating: 8

Hocus #/9: liike Deckinger, 885 Locust Ave, 1fillburn, N.J., 10g¢, 26pp, mimeo.

This issue isn'%t too bad, having some likable material and general improvement
in artwork (plus the usual feeling of "Oh well, the next one should be better"). I
shudder to contemplate what kind of person Paul Shingleton must be: in something
called "Generalities", he says he enjoys horror movies. Bid 1 “Durkom, -1n hitsEGcd PeSh
column, has this issue's piece of unintentional humor: he says that “baseball is the
only game played by idiots, talked by idiots, and written about by idiots® (underlin-
ing mine)-— and then spends 2 pagss writing about (how he hates) baseball. Durkom
knows his place, at any rate. Rating: 3

Fanac ;#40: Ron Bllik, 127 Bennett Lve, Long Beach 3, Calif, & Terry Carr, address
abore (no, higher, you idiot); 4/25¢, 6pp, mimeo. ‘

News, views, blues, and reviews: Fandom's top bi~weekly newszine (there arc two,
you know). If you don't get it, then you aren't In The Know. Get Ianac; it's in the
spance of all (ghad). ((How's that again, Rich??--FiiB)) Rating: ot ratable

Fanachronism: Dean Grennell, with Fanac ((occasionally)), 2 pp, mimeo.
Undoubtedly the best rider-with-TFanac since LeZ, this is Grennell from both sides.

Let us hope there is a second issue. Rating: as above

Xoah: Don Caldwell, 417 Pine, Altadena, Calif; free, 14 pp, mimeo.

This doesn't look too well, but that's my fault, since I ran it off for Don on
my ex-mimeo (it's now Paul 3tanbery's). Don is a friend of mine, a science—-fiction
fan, and a fine artist (cover was stencilled by me, so that's my fault, tean: 2hands
editorial on the local Beatnik coffce-houses is rather Eﬁdﬂ and not unhumorous. 1¥
w1mhe Disenchanted Pinwheel" isn't as good as I'd've liked-- outdated, for one thing.
4s fanzines go, this is no great shakes, but I have the feeling that it would be. .
infinitely better if it were only a bit more readable. DRating: 4

Fanview ;’4: Johnny Bowles & Butch llanka, 526 \/ Riverside Dr, Jeffersonville, Ind.
4/25¢, 6pp, mimeo. This is improving; in fact, it's vastly improved from the first
issue: book reviews, news that is news ((lile TAFF bringing Berry to Detroit?)), fmz-
reviews, even an article, and getting a bit into the fannish vein. Could be better,

but could be a lot worse. Rating: 4 .
== € ———= Rich Browm
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Aporrheta 711: H P Sanderson, "Inchmery", 236 Queens Road, New Cross, London
S L 14, Sngland; 15¢, 52-pagely, mimeo.

QEE is back to the old format, from the "all-Diary" one I liked so much in the
last wo issues. It doesn't really matter: Ape is still one of the best current Drit-
ish fanzines, and well up on the Top Ten.

Other than the always-engrossing Fan-Diary, this issue contains columns by Ron
Bennett (rather innocuous this time), Penny Pandergaste (interesting as usual--I say
this is ATom)((I'd sooner believe it's Churchill in a blonde wig--TiIB)), and Joy
Clarke (good interesting ramblings). It's editorially announced that 'Brandon'd'
"Cacher of the Rye'" will appear soon in fApe in rewritten form, as well as many other
interesting-sounding features. Definitely, Ape is a zine to get. Rating: 8

Amra 573: Geo Scithers, Box 682, Stanfiord, Calif; 24pp, 20g, irreg/frequent, litho.

This is mostly for the Conan enthusiast, with articles on (& off) the subject by
Poul Anderson, Robert Coulson, Steve Schultheis, George Scithers, and Roy IHunt. Dut
even if you're not a Conan buff, you can't help but dig the artwork in this issuc.
Fine Adkins cover, interiors by Adkins, Gilbert, Pearson, Scithers, and (the high-
light of the issue, atwise) a 2-page center spread by George Barr. This, if not the
best single example of fanzine artwork ever, is the best I've seen. Barr has a fine

technique,; and should be a top-ranking pro artist someday. Get this mag for the art-
icles if you will, but don't miss it for the artwork. Rating: T

Dafoe ;‘l: John Loning, 318 S Belle Vista, Youngstowvm 9, Ohio: I'ree, quarterly,
15pp, mimeo. A first effort, and so suffering from lack of outside material, mosct of
the zine being written by the editor. Cover is a steal from an early lad...

Phere's a record-review column by Don I'ranson (which somehow seemga-inadequate——
perhaps he didn't go deeply enough into the record), and a few letter-quotes fronm
Boyd Raeburn (lile, "No, T will not contribute to your fanzine"). Xoning writes
interestingly in fanzine reviews (supposedly by a '"Eugene Hyrb"), as well as in his
other appearances. Ilis system of exchange and etc, takes the prize for Best Item in
the issue, though: you must seec this, to believe it. Rating: 3 ((Rich B: 5))

Void ;18: Ted Vhite, 2708 N Charles St, Baltimore 18, 1id;25¢,monthly,24pp,mimeo.
Appearance-wise, /hite has outdone himself; all illoes & most headings are Stenofax'ds
combined with.superb Gestetnering, it makes the zine Stand Qut.

The 'material, also, is of stand-out quality in this issue. Fine articles by
7alt Tillis, Ron Bennett (Part 9 of "Colonial Likcursion"), and Bill Ivans (on "Rail
Fandom'-- extremely interesting). ODditorials by Benford & Vhite, the latter's long
review of Galaxy, a few fanzine reviews, and a nice-sized letter column made longer
by micro-elite type. ALl in all, Void seems to be heading toward that IFocal Point
position.  Rating: 9  ((Rich Bs 10))

Orion-722: Tlla Parker, 151 Canterbury Rd, 'est [Iilburn, London INV 6, England.
15¢, irreg, 40 pp, mimeo. .

This zine seems determined to lkeep up its high standard; I 'm well aware that
British zines are usually quite good, but this is ridiculous. It just can't kcep on
this way (but I hope it will). -

Completely illoed by ATom (except for Eddie Jones' TATF ad), this issue presents
a report on the London @ by Bulmer (very good), two Conreports (Brian Jordan, and
Ivor lMayne), an episode of John Berry's Sergeant Series (this is excellent-- don't
miss it), and a TAFT report by I’en Bulmer (again!): what more do you want?-—Bulmer
twice, Berry at his best, etc, etc. Get QOrion, now. Rating. 8 .

You Said It:Letter supplement to above zine, separate due to small stapler.

Sirius I(i): Drwin Scudla, Vienna XVII/107, Rotzergasse 30/1, Austria. No price
or schedule, 32 pp, offset(?). Apparently a special international edition: mostly
info on various Duropean s—-f clubs. An ISFS (International Science Fiction Socicty)
zine, this 1s printed in a number of languages, with Cnglish and Cerman used on all

i i ' 1S W king into.
i ous other languages used in places. This would bear loo :
B et Tary e Rating: No rating possible ——Bob Lichtman
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Lctually it seems that I'm the only candidate for TAFF now, like whether I'm eligible or
not. TFor I'm both an 0ld time convention organizer znd a prolific world reknowned fanzine
faaan loved by many nations. I admit I'm not cute and cuddly, but I do have several freckles,,
and draw (heh ho).

No doubt you're familiar witn my prolific world reknowned fanzine faanishness. This
article is an example of it, which serves in smagll part to show that for good reason it isn't
so world reknowned that you necessarily know of me. Byt I must bring to the fore the Till
Now They Couldn't Tell It story of my old time convention orgenizing.

The Crudcon I, held over the fourth of J,ly weekend, 1959, whispered about by fen the
world around, was held at my house. Many attended. Why, two that come to mind instently are
Alex Bratmon and Bruce Pelz. There were rumors that BNF Peter Pryor, Jr., whose latest work
seems to be a slashing letter in a recent SLANder, was rumored to be journeying all the way
across Hntsville to attend. None of the fen I spoke to saw him, but he might have been there.
Occasionally I thought I heard horrid shrieks from a cabinet my hi-fi speaker sits on while I
was pointing out to the other fen in attendance (Alex Bratmon and Bruce Pelz come to mind
immediately) that Bo Diddley plays guitar not unlike Van Cliburn plays the piano. Many of
the fen present, incidentally (Bruce Pelz end Alex Bratmon come to mind), seemed to disagree
with me.

I guess fen aren't as clever as everybody says.

The con got off to a start with a delegation of Florida fen (Bruce Pelz comes to mind)
driving up to the glorious palatial iAdams estate (a typical Southern Mension...you've seen
pictures of the general type house in "Gone With the Wind" or magybe "Tobacco Road"). After
thrashing his wsy through the cotton fields filled with softly singing old darkies, someone
from the Florida delegation later reported to me (possibly Bruce Pelz), the throng found my
sub-bellum (those of you who read what's inside parentheses should be pretty well lost by now) °
home, and entered. The time being the crack of noon, I was coming to consciousness, preparing
to find my misplaced bullwhip and check on how my adoring darkies were doing, as the Delegation
arrived.

Greetings, I mumbled in my concisely incoherent early-noon menner. And with elen el @)
faanishness the Crudcon was underway.

A little later the Southern California (you know, T&MCarr, Ron E1lik, Carl Brandon, Dave
Rike, Byrbee, Norm Harris, Bjo, Rich Brown, Forry; that's the SouCal group) delegation arrived.
I particularly remember Alex Bratmon, who had been doing some sort of travelling work for his
uncle vhich fortunately had placed him at Redstone Arsenal near H ntsville at Con time (I )
suspect Alex, sly soul, of having taken adventage of this uncle and planned his travels thusly). -

There was one incident hanging over the gaiety of the con. That was the incident due to
come up at the business meeting, the faanish feud of the year, the idea of moving the second
day of the Con to Chattanooga. All of the previously mentioned fen attending (such as Bruce
Pelz and Alex Byatmon) kept their faanish records clean by staying in the Den of IpiquitiEs
during the meeting, but I attended in order to be able to report on it.

The meeting began with Basil R S Adams, virtually unknown in fandom, but virtual dictator
O JoEtkst- T Huntsville fandom, calling the meeting to order. There was little hope that the
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matter of the Con Moving wouldn't arise, so I brought it up myself. Then Basil R S Adams took
comnand, gnnouncing that the Con would not be moved, and that the matter was closed. The threat
to faandom had been removed by this man previously unknown to all practical purposes by those
whom he saved. When I returned to the Den with the wondrous news, there was a split. The SouCal
group, led by Alex Bp.atyon, I believe, took the news badly, and announced that it was moving to
Chattanooga the next day, that it was no longer a part of this dream-come-true, the Crudcon.

The Florida delegation, under the leadership of Bruce Pelz, saw this wise decision, saw that

the Very Purrose of Faandom would be endangered by taking such an important portion of faandom
as was gathered that day into reach of the Meyers, fabled to destroy fen that ventured to
Chattanooga. Byt it was via the idea that "4th of Jyly traffic is too bad for you to drive up
there" wvhich Basil R S Adams had used as his reason for closing the discussion, that we (the
Florida delegation end I) said we oprosed the move.

Bratmon and his friends did stgy for that night's parties, which will be more fully covered
later, but vowed to move to Chattanooga the next morning, mumbling that his Uncle Doesn't Gjive
Me This Mych Time Very Often. SouCal didn't make it, though. Tpe excuse was something about
bus schedules, but we know that fazns hitchhike. ¥We're still laughing about that one around
here.

The problem of moving the Crudcon having been officially decided, the threat of the
following morning's split was put aside for the evening's party. It was held at the home of
Butch Martin, not an active fan, but fabled throughout fandom for the lies degradingly thrown
by Bill Meyers (yes, this seme Meyers mentioned before) in his nefarious crudzine, "aghast",
but marvelously straightened out by me in my own wonderful zine, R*¥0*C*K., as I realized that
Meyers was trying to efttack my friends and me by bringing in personalities.

Meyers obviously has a personality defect.

The party went well with the Fiorida snd SouCal delegations engeging in pseudo-intellec-
tual conversation (mostly sercon) while the Hyntsville delegation (trufen,all) partook of
bheer, unloosed an unending string of interlineations that will doubtless fill meny HYPHEN
bacovers, and engaged in deep thoughtful intellectual coriversation that solved a majority of
Faanish and Mundane World problems.

Though they didn't get to Chattanooga, the SouCal fen didn't put in snother appearance
during the con. I believe evefybody from SouCal was out at the Arsengl, one of the vacation
homes of B.atmon's uncle.

411 that was left was running around being faanish with the Florida group, notably Bruce
Pelz, to vhile away the time before the Crudcon came completely to an end, and the Florida
delegation turned for home.

It was indeed a Dpeam-Come True, and the only regret gside from the unfortunate split
was that WUalt Willis, who had shared in the dream with me, hadn't been able to mske it over.
And now all we have is the cry, "Crudcon II, but 'When?' knows only Ghu."

- and I think now you'll agree that I should be sent to England as TAFF delegate. The
reasons should now be apparent, as I'm the one for everyhdy. For those who think the fund
isn't solely for the Fen Across the Sea (also known as "Goddam Buncha Furriners") to meet a
really faanish personality; for those who don't think the fund is Just a reward for services
to fandom; for those who don't think the important thing is a fabulous conrerort; I'm the man.

I got a cruddy personality.

I haven't done a damn thing for fandom and don't intend to.

I wouldn't write a conreport, more than likely. If I did, it wouldn't come out for ten
or twelve years. And it wouldn't be worth reading.

Yup, I'm the one who can take care of TAFF.

But good.

Is Adams

Congrﬁtulations and many, many thanks to all who helped put the Berry Fund aver the
topd John will arrive in New York about a week before the Detention. TFannish trans—
portation and hospitality are arranged through the Con and to the llest Coast. Ve!re
puShihg'for-a bit more loot, for transport the length of the goast and thencg taclk to
Chicago, where fan-auto can pick up again. The Tour is practically made, friends}
This bus deal is about $80, and approx half of that should be on hand already.--TL.
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CHARLIE FHAN AT THE DETENTION

"Nobody leave this room!" shouted Inspector O'Neo. "I inow one of you did it, and

e
I'm going to find the murderer if I have to stay here all night."
"What's going on here?" asked the manager, who had just walked in. "Why have the

police surrounded my hotel? Is John Lackey on the balcony again?"

"It's something more serious than that," said 0'Neo, his eyes narrowing to slits.
"One of your guests, a fan named Don Ford, has been found bludgeoned to death with an
apple crate full of 1925 Amazings. I also happen to know that the murderer....." pointing
an accusing finger at-a flock of fen huddled in a corner, "is in this VERY room."

"What's your name?" he snapped at one of them, a ravishing, freckle-faced redhead.
She undulated towards him. "My name is Bjo Wells," she breathed huskily. '"What's
yours?". ; :

' "Inspector O'N...never mind!" I'll ask the questions around here," bellowed O'Neo,
blushing like Eney at-a stag movie. "Where were you at 3 o'clock this morning?"

"I have an airtight alibi, Inspector," she pouted. "Right at that time Miriam Carr
end I were holding a big paper-bird-folding party in my room."

Just then a strange figure walked into the room. "How do you do, Inspector,” he
said. "My name is Goon Bleary. I happen to be attending the Con and I thought I might
besof dal

"You're THE Goon Bleary, the famous investigator?" gasped the Isspector. "We cer-
tainly could use your help. I'm just grilling a suspect now. Would you care to take
over?"

"With pleasure, Inspector," replied the Goon, his eyes glistening. "Now, young JeaEy!
hz said to Bjo, "I hope you realize you're in a very serious position. Ted White has
inferred that you are running for TAFF on a platform of sex, and with Don Ford, the candi-
date of the rew First Fandom, out of the way, your chances of winning TAFF are considerably
imsroved."

"A fine theory, but how could 1i'l ol' me hit anybody with a big heavy box of pulp
crud? If I had done it, I would have been much more subtle. I'd have had him bitten on
the leg by a fanzine with poisoned staples. That way nobody would even have known it
was murder. The marks wouldn't have been noticed among all the other scars."

"I can see that you're a young lady with lots of interesting ideas," leered the Goon.
"Let us go to your room so that we can continue this discussion in private," and, taking
her arm, he waltzed through the door, his moustache twitching nervously.

ALs they entered her room, she pressed close to him and whispered, "Make yourself at
home while I change into something more comfortable." Watching her disappear into the
next room, the Goon removed his scarf and draped it over a chair. He pickad up the crock
of home brew sitting on the desk and was just pouring two drinks when he heard a rasping
gurgle from the next room. Dropping his drink he rushed in. "Mighod!" he exclaimed.
"Strangled with her own Saran Wrap negligee!" He reached for the phone. His eyes widened
and he slumped to the floor.

Inspector O'Neo sat in the hotel bar, silping a nuclear fizz and quietly congratu-
lating himself that he had the Goon doing all the legworlk on the case. A bellboy came up
- to him, carrying a telephone. '"Call for you, sir," he said, dropping the phone and
automatically extending his hand. Noticing the prop. beanie on his head, the Inspectof
wondered at the lengths to which some hotels go to_attract convention business. Pressing
ar "I Go Pogo" button into the boy's palm, he pick®dp the phone.
."What is it?" :
It was Sgt. Fanagan, his voice trembling. "Come quick, Inspector: A double murder
hes been committed. I've just found Goon Bleary and Miss Wells, both dead, in her room."
0'Neo almost knocked over his fizz as he grabbed his derby, jumped off the stool,
and dashed for the elevator.

Now here was a mystery. The cause of Bjo's death was obwious, but what had killed the
Goon?
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"Please excuse intrugion," came a voice from the doorway. "Could not help over-
hearing commotion during Zen meditation period."
0"Neo turned, his face brightening. "It's Inspector Charlie Fhan, the famous Chinese

detective. What brings you here, sir:"

"Humble Chinese detective and neo Number One Son journey to attend con, in order T
'write con report in humble fanzine, "Egg Oboo Young."

"Goshwow, pop! A real fannish murder. Wait'll the guys at the Lhasa Amateur Science
Fiction Society hear about this." :

"This is certainly a stroke of luck, Inspector Fhan. You are just in time to help
~us. We are trying to find out what killed Goon Bleary."

"Suggest you look in wastebasket."

"But all it contains is a torn up Marilyn Monroe calendar."

"Exactly. Honorable Bleary saw it as he reached for phone, and suffered heart
attack at sight of such desecration."

“Ilm. I see. Well, that still leaves us with two murders."

"Information please. I understand both victims were participants in contest called
TAFF. Who, please, are other candidates?"

"There's only one other. His name's Terry Carr."

"So. Mr. Carr is last remaining candidate. There is a motive."

"Goshwow, pop!" screamed Number One Son. YA BNF turned murderer. Wait'll the
letterhacks hear about this!"

"Ignorant Number One Son remain quiet," said Fhan firmly. "Must not forget,
Confucius say: 'He who turn out fast copy, always have many typos.' But let us visit
I Bary. "

"But he isn't at the con,'
body on our hands too."

"Excuse please," said Fhan. '"Reference was to Carr of San Francisco. Iet us go to
his rocu.'

' replied O'Neo. "Otherwise we'd have had Franklin Ford's

Climbing over the mound of beer cans outside Terry Carr's room, O'Neo flang open the
door. At once a figure rushed to the window.

"Stop!" yelled O'Neo.

"You stop," replied the figure. "Right there, or I'll throw this beer can full of
mace."

"Great Chu!" breathed O'Neo. "It can't be..."

"Yes it is," was the reply. "I'm Carl Brandon."

"But you're a hoax." % o
- "That's what Carr told everybody. He said he wrote my material.. He stole my egoboo.
I hated him for it. I thought that if I killed the other TAFF candidates, he'd be sus-
“pected. I came here to plant Saran Wrap and old Amazings, figuring that when you found
them you'd pin the murders on him. You came too soon. But you'll never get me!"

He leaped through the window and dashed down the fire escape. Quickly Inspector
Fhan drew a can of ditto fluid from his pocket and threw it at the escaping Brandon. It
burst at his feet, causing him to slip, and he plunged to the street below, impaling
"himself on the tail fin of a passing Detroit Iron. A young neo stepped out of the
crowd which had gather to view the morbid sight. He wrenched a crumpled note from the
dead man's hand. It read: "CARL BRANDON LIVES."

-~ Leslie Nirenberg
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HiTke  ELUSHACES ARTER-CEHOGIERERE = |
TERRY CARR

Mr. Carr, why did you grade me "F" on "Fandom Harvest Chaffed" in CRY? Didn't you like

it?

No, Eustace, i'm afraid I didn't, not very well.

Didn't you think it was a good rebuttal to your earlier piece? I wmean, didn't you think -

that stuff about your stupid, incompetent wife was very funny? Like, about her "inex-

pertly lighting a cigarette" and leaving it "lying on some newly-cut stencils as she

went to the mirror to study traffic-stopping possibilities"?

I'm afraid the humor of it eluded me, little Eustace. In the first place, insulting
my wife is a poor way of rebutting something I have written, don't you think? In

the second place, your characterization of her, besides being in very poor taste,
simply didn't ring true. Of course, I may be prejudiced, because I happen to love
my wife, but to my prejudiced mind these seem to be relevant objections.

Well, wasn't it more to the point when I mentioned that Bjo's first fan article appeared

in 1952, to show that she couldn't be considered a neofanne?

It would have been, if she'd been continuously active instead of gafiating for about
five years before becoming active again--and if I had called her a neofanne, which

I hadn't. For the rest (what there is left) you were right in there with that one,
young Plunkett.

How 'bout where I puinted out that she'd been to three worldcons and four Westercons?
Well, that was fine, except you were fudging a bit, because you neglected to wention
that two of those Westercons were held as part of the worldcons, so that it's five
cons, not seven--which isn't a bad record, of course, and that's why I graded you
down for fudging on the accounting. It just wasn't necessary to be misleading like
that. :

Then there was the place where I had you call her an "upstart'--of course, you've never

really called her that, but I was having fun putting words in your mouth...
Yes, I noticed that.

.. .and it gave me the change to have you say you didn‘t see how she rated so high as

Artist and Cartoonist in the FANAC poll...

...which was putting more werds in my wouth, wesn't it, little Eustace? Tt YsHtnue
that with only two picces of artwork published in 1958 (as distinguished from cartoons
--I meen, we did have the tuwo scparate categories in the poll), Bjo's rating as

artist surprised me a bit, but certainly I‘'d never claim that she isn't a fine car-
toonist. But as long as you were having fun, little Eustace...

Well, wasn't it hilarious with 11 those Young-and-Repressed Love-Starved Goons who kept

wandering through the scene?

That wasn't bad at 2ll, littie Hustace; your characterization was really sharp there.
Which reminés me. you deserve a pat on the head for that bit.

You sound kind of bitter about the sex angle in this TAFF business, and after I pointed

out that Fandom's Living Iegend said that sex is the finest TAFF campaign he's ever heard

of! BSacrilege!
I'm not bitter about all the humorous stuff that's been written about it--I think I
made it quite clear in "Fandom Harvest" that I think using sex as a TAFF campaign
platform is screamingly funny. But I croggle when people take it seriously--and you
do know what "croggle" means, don't you?

What about that fabulous part where I made you out to be a melodramatic Sercon type, all

wound up in the Significance of Fandom? Didn't that make you laugh? Wasn't it original?
No, it didn't make wme laugh, and no, it wasn't original, since you were merely exag-
gerating the leg-pulling I did on myself in "Fandom Harvest". Of course, I did for-
get to add "(JOKE)" at the end of each paragraph...

Oh, I dig humor all right. Didn't you notice the fine irony I used in having you sneer

at Bjo for having no part in the "Hoax of the Century"?

You mean Carl Brandon? T docn't know about the fine irony, but you certainly showed
fine imaginative talent, finding any such inference irn "Fandom Harvest'. I mean,

RS
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wouldn't it be 'a pretty pointless sort of sneering? Of course, while you were at it
you could have had me run her down for not writing "The Harp Stateside" or "The Incom-
pleat Burbee," except that of course I didn't write those, either.

But you do try to ride on the coattails of Carl Brandon's reputatlon quite a bit, don't

you think? You weren't all of Brandon, remember. .
No, I wasn't--80% is “the figure I've been quoting, and I think it's about right. So
I'm entitled to ride on 80% of Carl's coattails, I guess, and no smart remarks, please.
There are a lot of Brandon fans who might think it in bad taste, and of course you're.
very concerned with keeping your arguments in good taste, aren't you?

Iet's get back to the subject, which is Bjo's contributions to fandom. Like the Fashion

Show, and how I had you say that you could never do a thing like that.
Now, in the first place, I gave Bjo full credit for the Fashion Show in "Fandom Har-
vest". And Ronel and I were plugging for her and the Show all last summer, in FANAC.
But isn't it a little premature for you to have me say that I couldn't produce a
program event for a worldcon? I haven't done so yet, but it seems silly to argue
about what any -of us wmay or may not achieve in the future, especially when the argu-
ment is composed of words you put in my mouth for ue. '

But geewhiz, it’s fun to put words in other people's mouths, and a great way to conduct

an argument, besideés. Remember where I mentioned how Bjo had revived the LASFS and sneak-

ily convinced the club to buy a new duper, and had you say you could never do anything

like that? .
Yes, that was a fine job of putting words in someone else's mouth. It especially
impresses me because in this case I can prove that I could have done such a thing,
because I have. I had a hand in two such revivals: the Golden Gate Futurian Society
several years ago, and the Cult (with Larry Stark) about two years ago. Matter of
fact, I held most all of the offices in the GGFS at one time or another and edited
or was connected in some sort of editorial capacity with most all of the group's
fanzines--and there were a lot of them. As for the cult, I was its only officer two
terms running--once under my own name, once as Carl Brandon Is this the sort of
thing you had in mind, Eustace?

I'd like your comments, Mr Carr , on the part where I had you say that you've "constant-
ly kept well-meaning, harmless fanclubs in the limelight as ridiculous and bumbling clods".
I suppose you mean the Burbee and Laney reprints I've used? Well, to my mind those
two men have produced some of the best fanwriting of all time; that's why I reprint

their material. Some of it deals with LASFS as it was ten to fifteen years ago. The
items were printed with the original publication dates; it should be abundantly clear,
except perhaps to illiterates, that LASFS today is an entirely different group of
people. I don't publish for illiterates, and I can't be held responsible for their
reactions, now can I7?

Well, then .there's where I had you say that you'd "consistently pointed out the differences,

the dissensions, the gulfs between convention fans and fanzine fans'"...
Yes, and I'm afraid I'm going to have to be a bit strict on you about that, little
Eustace. I haven't the faintest idea where you got that impression--in "Fandom
Harvest" I laid the satire on thick concerning the alleged gulf between the two sup-
posed groups--so I'm going to have to ask you, little Eustace, to back up that crack
with solid proof, or swallow it whole. I think you have access to most of my writings
within the past two years in which the controversy has been going. So in next month's
CRY I would like to see either a good long string of documented quotes to support
that little smear, or a nice big retraction from you. And, since you used the word
"consistently," two or three humorous comments of mind (if you can find even that
many) simply won't do. To be "consistent" over a two year-period, I think a good
round dozen quotes would be needed at least--and serious ones, too. Since you won't
find any such thing in my writings, "1'11 be waiting for your admission that this
particular charge was--ah, shall we say, a damn lie?

Er, well--as a clincher, now, how about where I have your wife say that you ehould "work

on your campaign: like better writing, with trufannish quality, and more action instead

of just elaborate promises with-each irregular issue of one of your few popular fan-

zines"?
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That was a really strange line. Of course, you have a perfect right to think my
writing stinks, if you want to. I'm happy to be able to say, though, that the voters
in the FANAC poll and the FAPA poll (I didn't conduct that one nmyself) don't appear
to agree with you. And as for asking for more action--look, dear little Eustace,
in the first six months of 1959 I published 205 pages of fanzines, plus writing a
few items for other outlets.

You've got a smart answer for everything, haven't you? Then answer me this: if you're

- so virtuous and unassuming and like that, then how come you ever wrote that bit of obvi-

ous TAFF politicking in the first place?
Who told you it was politicking, little Eustace? I said myself in that piece that it
was a simple matter of stating my views on TAFF. That's what it was. If it reflec-
ted badly on the campaigns of other candidates that's only because I don't have a
very high opinion of some aspects of those campaigns. I think I have a right to state
my opinion. As a matter of fact, I think the fans who are voting in TAFF have a right
to know my opinion on TAFF matters. That's why I wrote it.

Well, you've got a lot of gall, that's all I've got to say.
Dear little problem-child, I must admit that I have a lot of gall. For instance, I
have the unutterable gall to sign my own name to what I write. Like this:

--Terry Carr

With Keen Blue Eyes and a Bicycle (continued from page 3)--

Yeh, we and Tosk 'were’ . unhappy with each other, : for a
while after ;4129 came out, We . had hassles, discussions, and simple post-mortems
on the issues involved; I hope it all works out OK, since Tosk has been one of our
better friends for a number of years and we'd like it to keep on in like fashion.

At any rate, you'll note that the ungood-feeling Wa5- not from simple disagree-
ment over TAFF, but from differing definitions. : g Judging from what I've
seen of the upcoming lettercol, it's possible that the consensus will be against me
and in Tosk's favor. If so, this won't make us enemies, any more than it
s ~ set Tosk & I permanently at each other's throats-- but I have my ‘own
ideas about what constitutes good faith, " "=— and I see no reason

to abandon them, ; . » : ] i .

Vhile it's true that concern over the TAFT outcome wasn't the motivating factor
for our beef over the #129 cover (honestly, folks, we don't plan to set fire to a =
gum'mint snowman, no matter who wins-- Terry & Bjo & Don are each personally-met
friends of ours), I seem to be doing more talking about supporting Terry Carr, than
actually rendering voting-support to this fine young fan's TAFP-campaign. Now, you

might well asks: why support ol! T Carr (and 80%-Brandon, at that)?

Well, now, I'11l tell you (whide the stencil holds out): Terry Carr is a quiet-
but-articulate, friendly young character whose conversation occasionally approaches
the high spots of his fabulous writing style-—- which is more than you can say for the
most of use. Terry played a major role in the Carl Brandon presentatiaon (a better
word than "hoax", when you consider that all we readers had much enjoyment from the

* works of Carl Brandon, and no ~ne lost anything at all)., Terry, enchanted with the
earlier works of Chas Burbee, reprinted them so that the rest of us could share his
enjoyments Terry had lots of help on some of these deals, and readily admits it.

" And to sum it upy, I'm happy to go along with the people who officially nominated
Terry Carr for TATF: Charles Burbee, William Rotsler, Bob Shaw, Ted Vhite, and Valt
Wallis (alphabetically speaking); I can't think of any five fans I'd rather go along
with, since they got in first on the nominating petition. Yep, T Carr for TAFF,say ITe.

There were a number of peripheral-importance items I'd hoped to find room fors
let's all of us sticlk around until next month and-- yipe! Tosk & Wally will be at the <

Detention next CRYday, Well, get your contributions (incl letters) in early: we'll
rublish #131 cn Sunday, August 3Cthl —-— FLB - g : = 0%
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by Leslie Gerber

I've promised to hold this down to a page, so I'll only consider originals. here,
review.them thoroughly, and handle the overflow and reprirts elsewhere. Any publish-
ers of regular monthlies or bi-monthlies, who are interested, please contact me.

“The Falling Torch", by Algis Budrys: 158 pp, Pyramid Books, 35¢., This is the
nost disappointing failure of the season. Budrys has a great deal of promise in this
novel; for the first half, I thought he would make it, but the book falls apart at
the end.

The idea is intriguing: exiles from a conquered Barth, who have formed a figure-
head "government in exile" on a friendly planet, are given a chance to start a rcbell-
ion on Barth, with the possibility of strong support if their initial efforts are
successful, They succeed; I'm not telling you anything, since Budrys tells you hin-
self ir the first six (beautifully written) pages. The best part of the book isn't
the plot, which starts well enough, but the people in it. The characters are as well
drawn and the writing as well-done as anything in science—-fiction since "A Case of
Conscience"—— and this, from me, is very high praise. :

Unfortunately, the plot begins to fall apart somewhere in the middle, becomes
more and more confusing as it goes on, and finally disintegrates into complete and
utter tripe. OIvents seem to happen without any relationship to each other (which
shouldn't surprise me too much since the novel is, I've been told, built around a
sceries of short stories** , but it disappointed me very much). And finally, the last
"the—old-may-fumble-but-youth-will-always—be-there-to-carry-on" scene is sickening.

Budrys has demonstrated in "Uho?" that he is capable of writing one of science-
fiction's Great llovels. He started to do it here, but the book as a whole must be
decmed a failure. I can only hope that, like Arthur C Clarke, Budrys will some day
in the future become dissatisfied with the way he handled this novel's potential, and
go back and write it over again.

"Theory of Flight® by Jacques Casolet: 82 pp, privately printed, 35¢ plus 6¢g
postage from James H Vlorley, 20 W 3rd Ave, Sturgeon Bay, Wlis. Your money gets you
this ultra—-short book, even shorter than it sounds, because 11 pages are blank-and 8
filled with verse, not counting title & copyright pages. Now, if the book. were good. .

If Buz is really intsrested in finding the worst s—f book of all time((I'm not--
MIB)), he should read this. The verse is unequalled except by liorris Cottrell; the
writing is unbelievable; the grammar isn't good; the spelling is poor (thcagh consist-—
ent, so it can't be tyroes)s; even ths punctuation is inept: If that weren't enough,
the '"'science'" is absolutecly out of tlis world (maybe it works somewhere else, but not
on this world): "heavy water" is "H,0"i An air speedometer works in outer spacelAgghl

Buy this, only if you must have every s-I book ever written—-—-but don't read.it. .

"Vanguard From Alpha’ & "The Changeling T/orlds", by Brian Aldiss & Kenneth Bulmer
(109 & 145 pp, Ace Books, 35¢). Aldiss is on= of the best current British s-f vwriters
- of short stories, and he has written what I hear is a pretty good novel ("Hon-stop",
reprinted here as '"Space Ship")a So I was totally unprepared for this trite piece
of future cloak-and-dagger formula. It's readable enough, but far below Aldiss!
standard. And it doesn't help a bit that the formula is spy-story and not s-f..

"Phe Changeling liorlds" is also strictly formula, but it isn't even readables
a future pla yboy society, "inferior" worlds producing food and other necessities
(including babies!) for the playboys, a playboy hero who turns reformer, ad nauseurm.
Bulmer piled in 145 pages pages of clichés to build this book out to standard length.

T1ith the decreased length and quality of Ace Doubles, you can afford to pass it.

For those impulsive buyers who can't wait for a review, there will be a collectl
ion of Aldiss stories published by Signet this month. I recommend it, sight unseen.
((**"Falling Torch" consists of 3 novelets, the Dscape Sequence, and some filler. The
coherency suffers from a major printers' goof that completely garbles the pivotal
scene with the Classifier. See aSF for llarch, 1959, for the original. ——RP))
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BINUTES

by Wally ‘leber
nINUTES OF THE JUNE 28, 1959 MBETING OF THE NAMELLSS OWiS:

The June 28, 1959 meeting of the Nameless Cnes almost didn't take place. Burnett
Toskey had learned that cake would be served during the refreshme nt period following
the meeting, ard he came close to ccnvineing the assembled re mbers that the meetirg
should be skipped so that the cake could be eaten immediately, Perhaps if President
Llinor Busby had been present, things might have turned out that way, but Eiinor had
fled Seattle to her retreat in eastern ‘Jashington where she was spending many sleepless
hours dreading the forthcoming llestercon. IZora Jones, our fearless Vice rresidemt,
would not be swayed by Toskey's hungry pleas, ald opered the meeting at B 15=p g

Having no mercy, Flora asked that the minutes be read. Having even less mercy,
the Secretary read them aloud. The fact that the reading of the minutes finally erded
was enthusiastically applauded. The minutes were not unanimously disapproved, although
the fact that the Secretary was allowed a vote on the matter ray have had som thirg
to do with it.

The Vice President brought up the subject of the club treasury, ad wanted to
know why Geneva .fyman, the club treasurer, was not one of the two persors uwho were
authorized to wit hdraw morey from the d ub savings account. Ually Yeber, vho was
one of those authorized, pointed out that much paperwork would be required at the
bank in order to add lirs. ‘fyran's name tothose who could withdraw more y from tre
accourt , but that if she was that greedy, it would be possible. Zurnett Toskey,
who was the other authorized withdrawer, suggested that the matter be dropped amd
that we all & ould have sore cake. Geneva fyman, tho had no doubt embezzled club
furd s to finance her trip even without being authorized to withdraw morey from the
account, was in Los Angeles spending sleepless nights dreading the forthcomirg ‘lestercon,
She could not be reached for comment. Eventually the conclusion was reached that Geneva
¢ould be authorized to withdraw morey legally if she could stand the red tape involved.

Flora then brought up the subject about squandering club funds on things like
llestercons. Some ® mbers felt that the llestercon could have been advertised less
expensively, ad core members felt the .estercon itself could cost less to put on ol
it were planned properly. it least one member felt the matter should be dror;ed so thav
we could eat some cake.

Before any real econcmy move could get under way, Burnett Toskey made an impassioned
plea for the Berry Fund, with the suggestion that any money not spent or embezzled from
the treasury should go to this worthy cause. Flora Jones argued that she would prefer to
see the club receive greater benefit from its treasury, but Jim ‘/ebbert was made of softer
;tugf.t Jim was so moved by Toskey's words that hec turncd over his life savings to the

und at once.

Varda Pelter:: deci i ;
behind the officialdcﬁﬁgegasgi?ghSﬁgngggsgeg%gdgﬁagigﬁr2§ﬁeg?%hdg?aggggr;%i§gg? Eggtsg%ry
it lies, not only about the gavel but also about the tombstone it once was pounded upon:
(The gavel, incidentally, is the left shinbone of the fan who founded the llameless Cnes.)
= The club then delved into the problem of notifying Seattle fans about the -estercon,
Scme members thought the ‘lestercon would be better off if these fans were not notified,
but eventually it was decided to notify them and hope they would not show up. The sug-
gestion was made that local radio stations be contacted for free anncuncements over the

% This 1s as bad a place as any to mention a Tact that Elino: Busby pointed out during
the July 12 meeting. Tor some time the Nameless Ones have regarded Varda Pelter as a
curiosity because she has a record of attending meetings only when she had a broken
leg. 4As far as could be determined by your Secretary, Varda's legs were both in very
good shape at the June 28 meeting. (ile hasten to point out that the examination of
Idiss Pelter's legs were made with due caution at a considerable distarce.) ds Elinor

pointed out, Varda's presence at this meeting can only be attributed to the fact that
_ she had broken her record instead of her leg.
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air. Flora appointed the Secretary to do this since the Secretary was known to be the
least reliable person present. : -

2 By this tiﬁe Doctgr Toskey was becoming violent in h1§ efforts po get at_the c:ke.
Then some member unfortunately mentioned that Toskey certainly had h}s heartbég g?aeg 3
cake, another member pointed out that this was only because the required num g
had not been available. : '

There was little use in trying to carry on with the meeting, so Flora recogn}zei
Ed Yyman's fourth attempt to move that the meeting be adjourned, and Toskey left in the

irection of the cake at 8:55 p.m.

S honest and true honorable sec. www

LINUTES OF THE JULY 12, 1959 IEETING OF THE MAMELESS OMES:

i i i ' i ad ters

The July 12 meeting of the Hameless 6nes took place in Thalia's headquar
located in ggattle's little-known Broadway District. President Ellnor.Busby demanded
that the meeting come to order, and it did. You can't depend on anything the§e days.
The minutes of the preceding meeting were not read, due to the fact that the Secretary
was not present to request that they be read.¥ 3

hucﬁ of the convggsation had to do with the previous weekend when the club had~
been involved with some sort of disturbance at the Gioore Hotel dormtowm. Jpparently

i : i tstandi so the club voted that :84.70 be removed from the
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