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No doubt you've all deduced by now that this is actually the C * R * ¥ you have
heres CRY #134, it is, & the Dec '59 issue. From Bozeg2nie0 2083 A%e, Seattle 4, lash,
with sterling-area subs available from John Berry, 31 Campbell Park Ave, Belmont, Del-
fast, Northern Ireland. Ordinarily (see below, regarding next month's Annish, which
is likely to be the exception to our rule), subscriptions are 25¢ per copy, discounted
for quantity at 5 issues for $1 or 12 for $2. The equivalent UK rates are 1/9, 7/—,
and 14/—, respectively., Publication is monthly; hopelessly so,in fact: CRY is usually
cranked out on the first Sunday of the month for which it is dated. Sometimes, to give
ourselves a break on special occasions such as the Annish, we publish a week early as
we're doing this time; we try to remember to announce this in advance...

Quite a few of the CRYstaff managed to get out of town over CRYday this month,
what with Thanksgiving and all., Wally Weber headed for Ritzville; Jim Uebbert caught
a plane for Salt Lake City; Otto Pfeifer drove up to Vancouver, B.C. (Otto has been on
the Inactive List for a number of recent CRYdays, but he's still considered one of the
Staff until he gets out an injunction against this sort of thing); Tosk was out to
Auburn for Thanksgiving but is back in town and will be around tomorrow for Pubbing,
along with Wally Gonser, Elinor, and me. Thus, the CRY malkes the scene, regardless.

Now, for This Month, we have:

Cover by Don Franson ("The Stealing of the CRY", as immortalized in Gemgzine ):page 1

Offset Process by the Staff 2
You Name It; VWe've Got It F M Busby 3
The GOON Goes West (thru end of Ch.3) John Berry 4
Vith Keen Blue Eyes and a Bicycle F M Busby 38
Minutes of a couple Nameless meetings Wally Yeber 40
CRY of the Readers conducted by Wally Vieber & F M Busby 42
A Pew Little Digs Donald Franson Sk
Fandom Harvest Terry Carr 52=-54

((About 1l1pm last night, "Fandom Harvest" arrived by Special Delivery, and thanks,
Perry. But that's why we have the unusual situation of items following the lettercol,
in order to make everything come out right without blank pages or etc.i)

Art Credits: ATom 7, Nirenberg 37 54, Weber 42, Boycon 60. Kinda short-shrift,this..
Stencils cut by: WVally Gonser 1, Wally Veber 6, Buz 8, Elinor 38 (OhmiGHOD!)

Dupering: Jim Webbert & I ran off pp4-30 last Sun-Mon, slipsheeting all the way on
that verschtunken green paper, on account we forgot to stock up on the white. The rest
of the zine takes its chances with Tosk and me and Vally Gonser, tomorrow; prayforus.

Yearly production: CRY appears to total 494 pages (disregarding blanks) for 1959, so
the 496 pages for 1958 still stand as the high-water mark, & we still have Hope.

Hext lMonth comes CRY #135, the CRY's Tenth Annish, and for this one occasion, the page
count limits are up the flue. Featured will be Chapter 4 ("Detention For the Goon™)
of "The Goon Goes Vest". The Science-Fiction Field will doubtless be Plowed out-of-
season by Demberton, Ve'll be chopping up the backlog, and are even in the market for
new unscheduled material, for once—— but no straight fiction, please; save that for
the prozines, along with the Feghootnik bitsj OK? Mostly the Light Touch for ol!' CLY.
If (as expected) next month's Annish goes over 70 pages, it's going to notch two
numbers off everybody's subscription; price will be listed as four-bits. Major con-—
tributors will get the Courtesy Copy as always. However, anyone depending on lettor-
excerpts or single illoes for inclusion on the CircéMail list might be well-advised to
enter a minimum small sub by way of insurance, because these deals will probably draw
the usual two-bit credit, and we'd hate to cut afybody off<at thissfruitfule-timeniBiies s

We're into the Final Heat on this TAFF deal: Bob Madle, 672 Ripley St, Brookville
Alexandria, Virgina, is the place to send your vote-and-contribution. I suggest that
you could best serve this Good Cause by voting for Terry Carr and inclosing at least a
buck (preferably meredie < Of Jeoumse,” 118 perfectly legal to vote for a measly 50¢ and
mark your ballot for Bjo or for Don Ford (both fine people), if you can't afford the
best. Bless you, anyhow, so long as you do contribute. --Buz.




N
QUL GOON GOES WEST -- Chapter 2: The Heat is On (Continued from last month)

Whilst on top of the Empire State, Sylvia White had some difficulty in controlling
her skirt. Vagrant gusts of wind swirled round, taking her skirt with them. This happy
accident happened to several other women on the flat roof, too, and I was pleased to see
that Bill Donaho had seated himself against the wall in an advantageous position to wit-
ness this phenomeron. I quickly Jjoined him, but by this time the females had developed a
technicgue which counteracted the wind. Pity.

A thought cccurred to me whilst gazing out at the panorama below. I recall that in
Ron Bennett’s excellent account of his visit to the Empire State, he mentioned that he had
been told that a Wellington bomber had crashed into the Empire State in 1945. I should
hate this information to get around, because in fact it was a United States aeroplane,

a North American Mitchell which actually perpetrated the dirty deed. The Wellington was
a British aercplane; and was obsolete at this time. I must confess that this information,
gleziced from 20 years' study of aviation, makes that 20 years study worth while. I was
hoping that someone would come up to me and tell me it was a Wellington bomber which
cras:ied into the building. But no one did.

We moved from elevator to elevator to elevator to get to the ground floor. I don't
know the mechanics of those elevators, but I've gone down three flights in Belfast and
a most had my stomach coume out of my ears. At the Empire State we whipped down 86 flights
in such a very short time, without any sensation whatsocever.

Back on 5th Avenue (was I really on 5th Avenue???) Bill held a conference, and we
went in a drug store for cokes. Ted White wanted me to try a Pepsi-Cola, but the store
¢idn't stock them. The atmosphere outside was so terribly hot and humid anyway that the
iced coke was like a cooling salve on my parched throat.

Outside the store, Eney parted from us. He had to make a long car journey to pick up
Jean Young. Ted and Sylvia also went their own way, and I was left with Bill. He sudden-
]y ctepped into the road, and a car came whizzing up, and Bill ushered me inside. The
texs. roared away, and it suddenly struck me that in New York CARS DROVE ON THE WRONG SIDE
Of THE ROAD. I was Jjust about to scream a warning, when I recalled that, right enough,
~-ery_country (except Sweden and Britain) drives on the right hand side of the road. It
oo Frightening 2t first. I travel about a great deal by car in Belfast, and leaning out
the right hanf window I expected to see cars going the other way. Instead I saw
pedesturians.

After ten minutes the car pulled up, and I saw that I was at Pier 81. It flashed
thrcugh my mind that meyte the Awmericans wanted to get rid of me in such a hurry that they
coulin®s walt to get wy luegage, but Bill smiled in his wide happy way and told me that he
was taking rie on & cruise round Manhattan.
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With a heart pounding with enthusiasm, I followed Bill onto the ship. We went on the
top deck, and sat on two seats on the right hand side of the ship. The sun burnt down,
ané even thocugh I was only in my shirt (I had trousers on, idiot, I mean I had no jacket
on) the heat still bteat down and down. Yet I didn't perspire. We don't have too many
reelly hot days in Belfast, and when we are lucky enough to see a strong sun, I always
versnired. But here, with the temperature well up in th 90's, no sweat. In my opinion it
weSs 30 hot that the sweat svaporated as soon as it formed. The ship moved off, and I
think Bill saw that the heat was becoming too much for me. He went down to the bowels of
tha ship, and care up with large cardboard cartons of iced lager. How cool it was, how
coothing, how good it tasted, Too. Bill made many such journeys before the ship returned
‘to Pier 81 three hours later.

My one regret about the cruise was that I hadn't got my camera with me. Bill pur-
chzsed a guide book, with lots of wonderful pictures in it but I would have loved to have
hed the opportunity to take some hisvoric pictures mysslf. We saw some fabulous sights...
evern more fabulous when I discovered that there are people who have lived in New York all
their lives who haven't done the trip. They don't know what they are missing. They don't
re2lizz that in three hours they can see more of their city than they ever thought existed.
T must ve honest and confess, though, that wy heart ached when I saw the Statue of Liberty.
T scemed so small that I just couldn't believe it. Of course, I was sitting by Bill




>

Donaho at the time, so perhaps it suffered by comparison. But the statue seemed so insig-
nificant, after the build up of many years. Heck, it was big and vast, but the photogranhs
I've seen of it in the past must always have been taken from sea level. On the top deck
of even a small ship, there just wasn't the expected effect of majesty and height. OfF
grandeur, yes, but majesty, no. I may be wrong in this. I may have been expecting too
much. For instance, the Empire State I thought to be much better and more fascinating
than I expected. The Statue of Liberty didn't quite measure up in wmy estimation. There
is of course one reason. I had lots of lager, and I could feel a dull hecadache, and, as
it transpired, I was on the verge of a severe attack of heat exhaustion. Ilaybe my disap-
pointment was a result of these three causes. But it was a short-lived disappointment. I
travelled some thirty-eight miles round Manhattan, and I was filled with awe at what this
great metropolis had to offer to the sight-seer. We passed under some sevenieen bridges,
some small, some mighty, like the George Washington Memorial Bridge and the Queensboro
Bridge. This latter is unique because a part of the bridge consists of a large building,
the floors of which are numbered downwards, i.e., the ninth floor is actuaily the bottom
floor. The United Nations Building looks especially imposing from the sea, much morz so
than when passed by car. I could go on and on and tell you about all the most interssting
places, but perhaps this book would assume the category of a guide book. T'm lucky be-
cause I have the official guide book, and to merely flip through the puages brings the
whole exciting three hours back to life again.

Bill Donaho, with heat exhaustion and everything, you'll never know how much T enjoyed
myself!

Bill ordered another taxi, and was dropped off somewnere ir the centre of Manhattei.
He gave me two dollars, told me it would suffice for the fare, and told the taxi driver
to -take me to Cooper Square. I didn't really feel too well at this time, and of course
it was the heat, although, as you've read in Chapter One, the plaue was crowded end L Lkad
-no sleep. A combination of the two began to affect we. But I shrugged it off, and the
taxi dropped me at the Nunnery. I couldn't even see the meter in *the texi, but I siivped
him the $2, and he seemed happy enough.

The Nunnery was deserted. <

I bathed my face in cold water, and felt better. I went into Bill'c room and sorted
through his pile of records. He had hundreds, and wonder of wozders. they were all
clagsical pieces. I had a little concert to myself. I picked out Tehalkovsky's 1812
Overture, Sibelius's Symphony Number 2, and the first movement of Rechuaninoff’s Second
Piano Concerto. The Hi-Fi boomed out in a massive cascade o souni...and I've always liked .
clessical music played at a high cecibel count. I waved my hands cbout; and whilst the
1012 was on 1 lashed myself into a fury.

Soocn, the fans began to arrive. Ted and Sylvia, Dick and Pat Ellington ceme, and a
little later Bill Donaho came hack, armed to the teeth with nev hurks cf Hi-Fi eguipment,
There and then he assembled a new loudspeaker.

Later, Bill said he was going to take me to dine at a Spanish restaurant he knew in
Greenwich Village. Ah, my heart fluttered once again at the wentior of wnst I knew to be
the artistic quarter of the city.

We took a bus to El Paro's. I like American buses. There is nothing ostentatious
about them. There is no conductor, as there is in buses in the Eritish Isies. You simply
clamber into the bus, drop your 15 cents into a transparent receptacle by the driver, get
your change, if any, and assume your seat. The system works wonderfully. Conductors are
absolutely unnecessary. The movement will never spread to Great Lritain, however. Tasz
drivers are so busy, and some cars drive at least 30 w.p.h......

El Faro's had air-conditioning, and after the humidity of the cutside, it was cquite a
shock, and I found myself shivering. No one else did, however, and £ kznew tiat although
T didn't really feel too bad, I wasn't by any means my usual seli. "The decor of El Faio's
was suited to its name, and the waitresses also looked a little Spanish. with off-the-
shoulder blouses, and elaborate earrings. Donaho was the perfect nost. He told we I vae
going to get a surprise dish, and that it was exotic. EHe ordered two Lottles of clavetn,
which he poured liberally, and I awaited this food phenomenon. Doranc had nob exaggeruted.
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Imagine a large dish, in fact, two large dishes, almost full of rice. Mixed up in the
rice were clam, lobster, shrimp, chicken, and other delicacies which I couldn't identify.
This type of food was completely new to me. I copied the rest and filled my plate sever-
al times with the contents of the two big dishes. I ate and ate, and washed it down with
a most excellent claret. The general atmosphere of the fans, the sparkling conversation
ard the novelty of the setting made me feel quite warm inside. I forgot my headache, and
felt on the crest of the wave.

We left El Faro's, and walked through Greenwich Village. Some artists had their
works of art propped against the sidewalk, or on window sills, and we stopped to look.

The village was clean and had a certain undefinable atmosphere about it. I was quite
taken with the place.

Bill led us to a place frequented by Greenwich Villagites, known as FIGARO'S. Artist-
type people sat at chairs drinking through straws, and we edged through the throng and
reached a quaint place at the rear of the building. Actually, it was a square formed by
four walls, and it had no roof. It was dimly lit, and had wooden seats, and a tree here
and there sprouted from the paved floor. We met Sandy Cutrell there, escorting a girl
with long hair named Nina who fitted the place exactly.

We ordered drinks. Bill said he'd order for me, and after fifteen minutes the wait-
ress (and what a beauty she was, too) brought back a high glass with ice cream in it, and
other tasty ingredients. I sucked it through a straw, and was it good?

Soon after we left, and slowly walked back to the Nunnery.

Some strange people were at the Nunnery, listening to jazz records. By strange, of
course, I mean that I didn't know who they were. I felt tired and hot and Jjust a little
unwell, and I decided to retire to the guest room.

Here again, now, I've got to tell you about the cockroaches. I want my story of my
trip in America to be factual, and in retrospect, the cockroach incident was really quite
funny, although the essential humour of it didn't hit me at the time. The Nunnery isn't
the cnly place in New York to have cockroaches. My observations have lead me to believe
that most places in New York have them. In fact, I remember once in the Army, in Germany,-
T had a scuffle with cockroaches, big ones too. But the Battle at the Nunmery was Jjust
out of this world. It was incredible.

I brushed aside the fabric guarding the gest room, and switched on the light. Cock-
roaches flitted about everywhere. HUNDREDS OF THEM. I shook my head in disbelief, and
looked into the other rooms. No cockroaches. I looked at and under Terry's bed (he was
on the 9-5 shift). No cockroaches. In fact, the guest room was the only place where they
were to be found. And unfortunately, I had the guest room. What to do? I'd battled
with the blasted things beforc, but only isolated groups, not whole militant regiments.
With compressed lips and eyes full of fear, I peered round the fabric again. Suffering
Catfish. They'd called up reinforcements. And at the move of the curtain it seemed to
me as if they'd swung round and poised themselves for a frontal assault. I retreated in
confusion. Then a thought struck me. When I had been in the kitchen earlier that day I'd
seen two long blue round cylinders which bore some sort of blurb which stressed their
power to inflict great losses on the insect world. Should I accept the challenge and give
battle? Whoosh. I had no alternative. The cockroaches had captured the guest room, and
the honour of the Berrys (and the Berry Family Tree stretched as far back as Hastings in
1066) was dependent upon my decision. I gritted my teeth. I gave the sprayer a prelimin-
ary flick, and the noxious liquid shot forth. I stood with my chest out. I muttered a
silent prayer to Roscoe. I tried to recall if I'd told my wife about the $3,000 insurance
policy. And I strode forth to the guest room. The cockroaches seemed surprised to see
me. For one moment, they we e struck dumb with the utter audacity of this mortal who had
dared to offer combat. I leaned slightly forward, as I'd been taught in the army. I
spaced my feet wice apart, and balanced my body firmly on them. And as the first assault
group almost reached my feet, I blasted forth. I sprayed from right to left. I knew no
mercy. I fought for my life in particular and the prestige of fandom in general. I would
not budge an inch. The line wavered and withdrew. The cockroaches huddled in the middle
of the bed, and the ones on the walls drew a little higher, like a Venetian blind being
lifted. I took a deep breath whilst I could, and waited for the next move, which I knew



was sure to come. Suddenly, three distinct prongs of cockroaches separated and waddled
towards me. I sprayed them unmercifully. I gloated in sheer triumph and their bodies
shrivelled up and lay in twisted piles. But I found myself retreating. One foot, two
feet. I sprayed, both jet and nozzle, but to no avail. The cockroaches on the walls
were straining to reach the fabric, and cut off my retreat. What could I do? I had
to admit I was beaten. And I had caused so much devastation in their ranks that I
knew they'd show no mercy. They'd crawl all over me all night. Then I had the answer.
The ONLY answer.

I shouted for Bill Donaho at the top of my voice.

He came in in his underpants. y

x "Quick, Bill, get a sprayer," I yelled. He didn't’wait for whys or wherefores. He

thumped across the floor, and in seconds he was by my side.

"My Ghod," he shouted, when he saw the array that faced us. And he crouched by my
side. I felt that with this sterling character by my side, right would triumph. The
cockroaches had obviously met Bill before. They retreated again to the limits of the
lights, and I swear I almost heard a buzzing noise as they plotted their strategy.

Ponderously, inevitably, they advanced. But now I saw their Master Plan. No less
than a concerted attack from all sides, INCLUDING THE CEILING. The airbourne formation
proved to be too formidable. If we lifted the sprayer to attack them, the ones on the
floor scuttled forward in darts to right and left. The wallbound ones, who seemed big-
ger than the other ones, moved forward in a sheer sheet of insectry. Bill was game,
T°11 say that for him. It was his house, and he was letting them know who was master.
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As we fought a valiant rearguard action, he told me all about his previous conflicts with
them. "So that's where they went," he panted, cutting a swathe through the packed ranks.
"We all carried out & campaign against them last week, and thought they'd all gone."

In the nick of time, we backed through the fabric covering, and into the safety of
the main room. "Bill," I breathed, "my suitcase is in there."

He looked shocked. "I''1 give you covering fire," he finally decided. I made certain
that the positicn he took up was one which gave me the most chance of success, and with
a final cry of aggression to try to raise my hopes, I rushed in, grabbed the suitcase and
rushed out again. Bill wasn't quite accurate with his fire, but having read on the
cylinder that the fluid didn't stain clothing, I dismissed it from my mind.

"You'll have to sleep in Terry's bed, said Bill.

"Won't he mind?" I queried.

"People are always sleeping in his bed," Bill laughed.

To the strains of a jazz band recording and a soft shoe shuffle from the front room,

I lay on Terry's bed. I didn’t feel tired at a2ll. I looked through the masses of books
which lined the wall, and decided to be mundane. Ninety percent of the books were soft
and hard cover editions of science fiction stories, but I chose a Raymond Chandler Phillip
Marlowe story. Chancler nas always fascinated me. He is one of those writers who, for
some unknown reason, finds it necessary to exaggerate all the time. It seems gueer to me,
but there must be some psychological reason for it. To a factual writer like me, it seems
totally unnecessary.

As I read, something distracted me. Marlowe had a bedroom next to the heroine's, and
wes about to open the door, but dammit, I lied to look up. 1 saw a most uncanny sight
shadowed o1 the far wall. Two huge cockroaches, about three feest long, were chasing each
other. THREE FEET IONG. I looked behind me, and saw a large bedside lamp shade, and two
cockroaches were chasing each other round snd round the rim. The light from the lamp
reflected their shadows on the far wall. Was it fate? I remembered that I had once
written a story "Barvig Oh¥ Again,'" dealing with fans who suffered at the hands of insects.
Now it was happening to me. Well, who was I to interrupt a potential cockroach seduction?
I left them tc their devices, whatever they were, ard returned to Marlowe's!

I read about ten pzges, and gradually slipped over to sleep. I don't know how long
T was acleep, but something woke me up. and I sew that a cockroach scout had located me,
and sat icoking at wme on the pillow. T knew there and then that I was going to vomit.
it was a fin:l accumulation of all the things which had happened to me in the last twelve

hours....no sleep on the aeroplanc....the great excitement at this chance-in-a-lifetime
fan tour of America....the heat., which, during the early hours of the morning became even
more humid, if such a thing were possibie....the strange and exotic food at the Spanish

restaurant, though it was my fault entirely that I had mede an absolute glutton of
myseli....all these things meshed together. I got up frow the bad and ran through the
kitchen, across the flat roof where pscple were sitting and talking, up some metal steps
onto a higher flat rcorf, across this roof to a wall which overlooked Ccoper Square. I

lay against this wall, and, wonder of wonders, from somewherc a soif't cooling breeze
emerged. I gulped great breathfuls into my lungs, and suddeniy. the scuzaling brakes

and screeching sirens, wnich had gotten into the background of iy senses, became excessive.
...--and my head began to spin. I lay against the wall, and vomited....and vomited.....

...............

At about eleven am on Friday, the 28th of August, Sandy Cutrell picked me up in his
Volkswagon, and with Tom Condit in attendance, we drove to Dick Ellington's apartment.
By the time I reached the apartment, which was many flights up, I felt like Sherpa Tensing.
(In case you don't know, he climbed Everest.) Pat made us tea, and it was exactly like
the tez I got back home, except it was made with little teabags, whicih I found cute but
ostentatious. As a matter of interest, the tea Pat made was the nearest approach to home
brew that I tasted in America. Americans scemed surprised when I scemingly adulterated
my tea with milk and sugar.

We talked for a time, and then Pat suggested we go to Greenwich Village for a meal. I
Jikad the idea. My nausea irom the early wmorining had gone, and although I felt weak, the
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heat hLad not yet become torrid, and my stomach felt empty. We piled into Sandy's car,
and drove to the Village. Unfortunately, we couldn't find a place to park. Eventually,
we came to a lovely vacant space by the kerb, into which his car fitted just exactly.

A green car was behind us, and I saw a card on the windscreen which announced that the
car was in the service of the local detective department. I grinned to myself, and
turned to Sandy. "What does p-o-l-i-c-e mean?" I spelled out.

He looked blank. ‘There is a police car behind," I told him, "and you said it isn't
permissible to park in New York on Fridays."”

He didn't believe me. He gave me a look which demonstrated that he had expected such
a sneaky show of humour from me. Condit looked out of the back window, and panted out
confirmation. Sandy gripped the wheel, there was a blur of speed, and we were about five
blocks away in as many seconds. It was no good. We could not find a place to park.
Sandy let us out and drove away, and Pat, Tom and I (and the Ellington baby, of cogpse)
went into a restaurant. It was about 1 pm, and the place was crowded. It took some time
before we were served. I had a bowl of hot soup and coffee and felt GOOD. B

When we left, Pat headed in one particular direction, as if she were following a com-
pass reading. Oblivious tc traffic and passersby, she strode her way. Eventually, .on
Fifth Avenue, she stopped and went into a hotel. Tom and I stayed outside and played °°
with the little girl.

Ten minutes passed by, during which time Tom and I controlled Marie Louise as a
collie dog controls sheep. We followed her in and out of the hotel, stepping into the
way when she directed her energies to places where little children shouldn't play, such
as the roadway, for example.

Pat came out, and asked us to follow her. We went up in an elevator, and a bellhop
took us to a room. What a room. The furnishings were superb, the decor artistic, the
bed COMFORTABLE, the 21 inch TV screen ostentatious, the tiled bathroom and toilet smooth,
and the view through the window magnificent. a

"Is Bloch coming?" I asked in my innocence.

"This is your room," said Pat. "Is is air-conditioned, and in your present state, you
won't get any rest unless you do have air-conditioning.” ¢

T sat down on the bed (and how delightfully it acccmmodated me) and lookegn amazement
at Pat, then at Tom.

I stammered and stuttered.

"But...but this room must be terribly expensive," I panted.

"That's all been taken care of," she said.

"By whom?" I asked.

"I'm not going to tell you," she said firmly. "It isn't wme, I'll say that much. You
have to have an air-conditioned room, and that's final. We want to get you in good shape
for your tour, and we want you to come to Coney Island with us tonight. So I suggest
you go to bed now, and have six hours good sleep, and we'll ring you about seven, and if
you feel up to it, and only if you feel up to it, we'll call for you."

Pat and Tom left the room, and I lay down on the bed, and pondered. I had heard Pat
say to Tom that the rent was $14 per night. Gosh. That was the equivalent of five pounds
in British currency, and only a really rich dignitary could afford such a lavish room.
Question, who had paid for it? (Pat had told me that the room was booked until Sunday
night, that was fifteen pounds in British currency.) Suffering Catfish. It was incredible
that anyou. could be so kind. I knew I needed a good sleep, in the coolness so apparent,
in this room. But, question again, who was responsible for the payment? I think I know
who it was. I am almost certain. I taxed this person about it, and he (or she) looked
at me blankly, and denied any knowledge of it. This is of course the sign of a true
benefactor. To this person, and he knows I know it was him (or her) I can only say, in
all humility, that because of this extremem generosity, I rapidly built up my strength.
You see, this kind person didn'‘t only stop there. He (or she) arranged for a "DO NOT
DISTURB" notice to be put on my door. I don't know what he (or she) said to the manage-
ment, but when I opened my door one day, outside I saw a large basket filled with fruit,
pears, grapes, peaches and a tig red apple, with a card expressing the good wishes of
the management. To +his unknown person (and 1 know it's you) I can only say how sincere-

1
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ly I appreciate it all. You are kind, and because you refuse to accept the credit for
this most generous act, I recognise even more the sterling qualities you possess. The
only reason I don't print your name is because I way just be wrong. I know I'm not,
99.9 per cent sure of it. But YOU know how I feel.

With these thoughts in my mind, I lay down on the bed. I didn't take any of my
clothes off, I don't think I had the strength. I rested my head on the pillow, and took
one last unbelieving glance round the room, the epitome of luxury, before things became
blurred and finally vanished......

CRCRCRCN) ce 000000 LR

The telephone awoke me. I recognised Dick Ellington's voice. He asked me how I was,
and I told him the truth, that I felt in fine shape....that six hours' really deep sleep
had done me the world of good. He said he would come and pick me up, but I told him I
could find the Nunnery all right, and that I would walk round in about half an hour.

I got up off the bed and stretched. I went into the bathroom. The bath was so com-
fortable-looking I was almost tempted to bath, but I decided not to go to extremes. In-
stead, I had a shower. I tried to get a blend of hot and cold, but due to some defect
(probably in my reasoning power) I could only get ultra hot or horribly cold. Whilst I
twiddled the knobs I leapt adroitly in or out of the spray as the temperature dictated.

T towelled myself with a towel that had a half-inch pile and was as big as a blanket.
Maybe it was a blanket. I felt but good after a vigorous towelling.

I dressed, putting on my Harris Tweed sports jacket, opened the door, and bingo. A
blast of heat stood like a barrier. I almost literally had to force myself forward to
negotiate it. I made a great decision. I decided to go to Coney Island in my shirt....
my shirt and BRACERS...or suspenders, as they are called in America. I'd spent a week
in Newcastle, County Down, a seaside resort, and my uncouventional display of bracers
caused a local controversy which spread to the local paper. To wear bracers was JUST NCT-
DONE. But I had seen so many peculiar garbs in New York, especially in Greenwich Village,
that I decided to take a chance. So with my bracers on permanent display, I gritted wmy
teeth, twirled my moustache, took the elevator, crossed the foyer, and out into the slieck.
No one looked...or at least, no one looked with any undue surprise or fascination.

Although I'd never traversed the route before, in twenty minutes of trial and error
I found the Nunnery. A bunch of fans were waiting outside the Nunnery...Sandy Cutrell,
Ted and Sylvia White, Bill Donaho, Pat and Dick Ellington, Larry and Noreen Shaw, and
two people I'd never met before, and who were introduced as Jerry Marshall and Val.

Jerry Marshall, it appeared, although not of a fannish disposition (relatively speaking,
whatever that means) was a frequent visitcr to the Nunnery. Val was his girl friend,

a coloured girl of considerable beauty and charm, and with a really sweet temperament.

It was unanimously decided to go over to a bar called rather esoterically, the 'Landmine’.
We had iced Lager, Sylvia White had a Cola, and Pat Ellington invited me to play bowling
witn her....she pointed to a miniature bowling alley along a side of the room. If the
ball knocked some of the skittles, various scores were illuminated on the scoreboard.

The main idea was to try and knock all the skittles down with one ball. We had ten tries
each, and several times I managed to knock all of them down with one bowl. The scoring
seemed complicated, but the general consensus was that I'd won. I felt pretty good about
that.

We went outside, and split into three groups, arranging to meet at Coney Island. 1In

‘my group were Bill Donaho, Ted and 3ylvia. Sandy drove off in his Volkswagon, with, I
think, Larry and Noreen, and the Ellingtons and Jerry and Val crossed the road. 05
became a battle of wits as to which of the two remaining groups could get a taxi first.
"Bill Donaho stepped in the road many times in an attempt to flag one down, but it just
wasn't our night. The Ellington group seemed to fare no better. They stood across

the road, thumbs rampant, all to no avail. Suddenly, at my shoulder, I sensed an evil
presence. I looked round, and saw a really rough looking negro. He had a long scar
down the side of his face, and he looked real mean. He spoke....it seemed guttural to
me, and Sylvia asked me if I understood. I shook my head. She said he was asking for a
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handout. He addressed himself to Bill. Bill shook his head. "You're getting nothing,
boy," he said firmly. The negro persisted. It was all very uncomfortable. Then a taxi
drew up. We opened the door and scuttled inside. The negro stuck his head through Bill’
window, and muttered away. I don't know what he said. I fancied I head the word 'kill'.
The taxi driver snorted and pulled away from the kerb. He explained that it was a good
idea to give a handout in a case like that, because 'sometimes they become really violent'.
I got the point all right.

The ride to Coney Island took about half an hour. It was ifannishly a pleasant time.
I had a long talk with Ted White about various things. I refused tc look out of the
window, because I could tell by the squeal of brakes that the driver had another deadline
to meet.

And Coney Island. What can I say about it? Is there another place like it in the
world?

We left the taxi at the place we had arranged to meet the others. I was introduced
to root beesr. Pretty soon the others arrived, within minutes of each other. Bill
Donaho led us to the CYCLONE. It was an infernzl machine. It consisted of five little
round trucks, attached to each other, which, suitably filled with idiots, disappeared into
a mass of tunnels. Some moments later, it was ejected, and people staggered out of it,
and we in the queue moved forward. We tried to get all the fans in the train at the
same time, but couldn't manage it. I was in a little truck with Sandy Cutreil. We moved
forward into the darkness. Suddenly, the truck became alive. We went up and down and
sideways at violent spceds. I closed my eyes and hung on. I felt as if I was a refugee
from an Edgar Allan Poe story. When I thought my last moments had coime (I swear we
looped the loop) the train came into the light again. "Tet's have another go," said
Sandy, full of enthusiasm. I tried to grin. I was not going to appear cnicken. So I
had to go around the blasted course again. It was even more horrible the second time.

T swear if Cutrell had asked me to go round again I would have raised my fist to the sky
and shouted supplication.

We staggered back to terra firma again, and Donaho was talking in horrible detail
about the switchback. "It's much worse than the Cyclone," I heard him say. I imagined
I could see him wink at the others, and that it was merely a joke. It wasn't, though.
Donaho never said anything more factual in his life, We paid our money and got in the
trucks which were to take us over the switchback. The truck moved off and turned a cor-
ner, and started to climb. We climbed for a considerable time..and finally we were poised
at the top. So slowly the trucks negotiated the summit, and then gravity took over. It
seemed to me that we were dropping vertically. And at the bottom of the drop centrifugal
force plastered me to the bottom of the truck, and we whizzed upwards again, leaving umy
stomach behind....and I don't think that particular one ever came back! Up and over
again. Once or twice I opened my eyes, just for the hell of it, and I saw Bill Donaho.
who was next to me, with a gleam of pure happiness in his eyes, delighting in the tor-
ture. We whipped round a bend at an angle of about sixty degrees, and I can say without
any doubt whatsoever that if centrifugal force had. not squashed Bill against me, I would
have performed a double flip at the apex of the bend before taking off for places west!
The ride seemed to last forever. I opened my eyes again, and we roared round another
bend, and I saw faces then the tops of buildings then the sky, and I just didn't give
tuppence what happened to me. Slowly, we shunted to a half. I pulled myself out, and
swayed slightly, and then turned to Bill, but he had handed the attendant more money, and
signalled for me to get inside again. I grinned weakly and turned to the exit. I had
lived through the terrible thing, and I felt that honour had been satisfied. But never,
NEVER again!:!

Bill Donaho, to my knowledge, went round the switchback five times. T had always
previously regarded him as being perfectly sane, but when a man is such a gliutton for
punishment, who can tell? Rumour has it that Cutrell went round five times, too, but
this I refuse to believe. He shows much more perception than to be so foolish.

I observed Jerry Marshall at the balloon stand. The far wall was covered with in-
flated balloons, and if so many were punctured by darts, beautiful fluffy dolls could be
won. Marshall was at the stall for a considerabie time. I don't krow how many darts he
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purchased, but a continuous series of shafts flashed from his fingers, and in time, he
burst nearly all the balloons. Two of the stall attendants helped him, too; I think they
regarded the complete annihilation of their balloons as inevitable, and Jerry Marshall
gave me the impression of being the sort of man one didn't argue with. In fact, at one
stage of the Balloon Bust, Jerry complained that he had handed over a $10 bill and re-
ceived the change for $1. These stall attendants are mean, and in this case, two of them
argued with Jerry, but he got his other $9, as I knew he would. Eventually, possibly to
get rid of him, the attendants filled his arms with big teddy bears and dolls and statues,
and he took them and gave them to Val. I was very touched with what she did. She gave
Sylvia and Noreen each one of the biggest and fluffiest of the doils, and so the women
were happy-

I went for a walk along Coney Island beach with Larry and Noreen. We talked about a
great many things, some mundane, some fannish. Eventually, we went to a previously
arranged rendezvous, and met the others. Cutrell and the Ellingtons decided to stay at
Coney Island, but it was well after 1 am, and in deference to my fragility, the others
decided on a home run. Jerry called up two taxis, and gave them certain directions, and
the taxis played ducks and drakes with each other until, half an hour later, we drew up
outside a hotel. At first I thought it was my hotel, and they were dropping we off, but
we all got out.

"Jerry is taking us up to his apartment for a drink," explained Noreen.

We went up via the elevator. What a magnificent suite Jerry had. Soweone mentioned
they thought he'd been at another hotel, but Jerry explained that he'd had a party there
and the management had objected. We sat around, and Jerry suggested drinks. We all
nodded, and Jerry picked up the phone, and asked for drinks to be sent up. He wasn't
pleased with the answer. It seemed there was no one they could send up, and the bar was
closed, and they had no drink anyway. Jerry looked pensive. Tien he spoke into the phone.
He told them the position. He said he had guests in his suite, and that they wanted
drinks, and that, by golly, he was going to make sure they had drinks. He gave them an
ultimatum. He wanted a bellhop up immediately, or else..... He put the phone down, and .
we waited.

Fifteen seconds passed, and the door was rapped. Jerry opened it, and a bellhop
stood quivering at the threshold. Jerry asked him in. Jerry asked us what we wanted to
drink, and relayed the order to the bellhop. Jerry said it would be a good idea to bring
some food up, too, and the bellhop nodded vigorously. Then came the climax. dJerry
peeied off a $100 bill and gave it to the bellhop. I closed my eyelids lest I lose my
eyeballs.

Spurred on by the incentive of a good tip, the bellhop produced all sorts of wonderful
drinks and eatables. ;

Jerry picked up the phone, and rang some mystic place called 'Birdland", presumably
a jazz hall of some sort, because I recall Ella Fitzgerald singing a song 'Lullaby of
Birdland', and I asked Jerry if that was the same Birdland, and he said it was. ‘He in-
vited us all to be his guests, and said that taxis would be coming at 3:30 am.  But we
all declined. Another hour went by, and we trooped downstairs and drove off in our taxi,
leaving Jerry and Val waving under the awning of their hotel. Sy

I was dropped off at my hotel, on Fifth Avenue; yeah, that Fifth Avenue, and with
bracers still rampant but with a little of my swagger gone I walked across the foyer and
got my key and went to my room. The 'DO NOT DISTURB' notice was still on the doorknob,
and I left it there.

The room was so cool after the dense heat outside. The clean white sheets were thrown
back, and they looked so inviting. I took off my shirt and trousers and got into bed.

I remember reaching a hand out to switch off the bedside lamp. I don't think I quite
reached it....... LRy

Once again my sleep was shattered by Dick Ellington on the telephone. I was complete-
ly bewildered when he told me it was 6 pm on Saturday. I'd slept right through the day,
and that fifteen hours did me a power of good. I hadn't had any food, but sleep was what
I wanted, and sleep I got. Ellington told me there was a party being held in my honour
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at the Nunnery, and that lots of people had been invited, and that some of them, in fact,
had arrived already. I told him to give me half an hour.

I showered, and walked round to the Nunnery. Lots of people were there, as Ellington
had told me. Groups of them sat on the flat roof at the rear. Bill Donaho took me to
the kitchen and waved a hand. The place was stocked with liquor...everything that the
drunkard could wish for. Even bottles of ginger ale and cola for the lighter spirits.

I circulated amongst the people, fans and non-fans, and then went to the roof garden.
Donaho had set up a sort of grill, with strange cog-wheel shaped lumps of coal underneath.
He threw petrol or a similar agent on the coke, and, well out of range, flicked a match
at it. A sheet of flame belched out, and Donaho, with a professional air, tended the
fire until it was a dull red. Then he spoke. He told everyone that they would find a
mass of steaks nearby, and that it was every man for himself. He picked up a lump of
stezk as big as an armchair seat, and dropped it cn the grill. I lifted my nostrils, and
ti.ey twitched in appreciation. Noreen took me under her wing, and selected another huge
steak. It took both hands for me to lift it. She told me how to grill it, and then
thought btetter of it and said she'd grill it for me, whilst I circulated. I forgot about
the steak until Noreen called me some fifteen minutes later. What & magnificent sight.

I hadn't eaten for many hours, and I had to couwpress my lips to control my tongue. The
steak was cooked perfectly, and it hadn't lost any of its size in the preparation. if§
grabbed a plate, levered the stealk on to it, and attacked it with a knife and fork. I
cut out huge chunks, and the juice ran down my lips. I poured myself an ice-cold bheer,
and then decided that the knife and fork ritual was too slow, as the steak was so vast
that its perimeter was getting cold. I grabbed each side of it in uwy fists and gnawed
into it as if I was starved. I was starved, actually. I don't know what the record time
is for steak-shifting, but I reckon I came pretty close to breaking it. On top I poured
another beer, and I could have faced anything.

I met wany nice people. I'll see if I can recall their names.....Ian McCauiey, a pre-
sentable young chap....Ken Beale, whose name I recalled from HYPHEN days, and who proudly
flashed a Frankenstein magezine in which he’d made a sale...Dave McDonald, who I thought
to be quite a character and who proved it the following day, as you'll read....Alex Kirs,
who came irto the room in a space-like crash-helmet. At first I thought possibly he
thought it was a fancy-dress oall, but it transpired he had come on his motor cyele...
Joe Casey, a young ginger-haired New Jersey fan...lLarry Ivie, another young New York fan
with a serious expression, who didn't speak at all, but just drifted round the wails of
the rooms....and of course, all the regulars were there, Ted and Sylvia White, Larry and
Noreen Shaw, Dick and Pat Ellington and the baby, Sandy Cutrell, Jerry Marshail and Val
....and many other people who were non-fans, yet who were all very pleasant.

I was pouring myself a beer in the kitchen, and f=lt someone looking at me. I looked
to my left and saw two young wmen, heck, young men indeed, they were littie more than
boys, about fifteen years of age, possibly.

They looked at me with wide innocent eyes.

"He doesn’t recognise us,” said one to the other.

"Iook," I said, being non-committal. "There's hundreds of people here, and I know
very few of them. So if you'll....?"

"I'm les Gerber," said ona.

"I'm Andy Reiss,' said the other.

We si. ok hands.

Gerber was short (but then he's only fiftean) with spectacles, innocent eyes (weelll..
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