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You are looking at a sheet of paper that says that this is page ==3== of CRY ;%135
for January 1960. It probably says that CRY comes from Box 92, 920 3rd Ave, Seattlc 4
Viashington, USA, and that ordinarily CRY is available at 25¢, 5 for a buck, or a full
l2-issue year for $2, with equivalent rates (based on 1/9) to John Berry, our UK rep.
It might mention that contributors get free copies (letterhacks included, usual%z) &
that Elinor is gradually making some exceptions to Tosk's former "No Trades" policy.

Somewhere on here may be found mention that this is CRY's 10th Anniversary Issue,
and that because of its size, it'll cost you double, one way or another.,

That's what you're looking at. I'm looking at a stencil that is blank from here
on down, and-wondering how to get all the pertinent info on it, because this is the
101st and last stencil to be cut. 59 of them, in fact, are run off.

Pirst, let's consider the CoatdO RIS T S NS TS
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e A 9-102
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Important Note #l: the narrative of ‘'The Goon Goes Wlest reads perfectly in crder if you
read page 35 before page 34, like this: 33=3%5-34-36.. we had a slight goof here.
Important Note #2: this Annish would be even more intolerable if we didn't fudge it:so
that nearly all items come out even on the pages. ‘Entitled to grotch at me personally
if the cuttlng—to—flt goofed 'their contributions, are: Hal Lynch, Bob Lichtman, Leslie
Gerber,/Je?¥ Wanshel, and rich brown-— to say nothing of DAG re the job of excerpting.
Everyone else appears almost exactly as submltted by shcer luck or a pagew1se eye.

Art Credits: ATom 1, 32: Garcone 104; Nlrenberg 78° Weber 89, Yesu 2.
Stencil—cutting: Elinor 38, Buz 174, Tosk 16,IGonset 14, Weber 13%, Webbert 2.

Dupering: Dec 13, Webbert—Busby, 27pp (+ Fanac Poll). Dec 27,-Webbert—Toskey,'BZPP,_
Jan:3 (we predlct), Toskey-Vlebbert, 42pp. Assembly by conscription; finances as con-
fused as usual, but Tosk paid for the bacevers for SAPS and donated extras to CRY.

Ve don't figure on succumbing to Annlshthes1a, but I assure you we're content to
allow this issue to stand as the high-water mark for CRY (We consider that the half-
size 150-page #87 is fairly beaten) #136, to be published Jan 31, -will revert to an
under-40-page size-—— probably 907 TGGV/-&-1lettercol, but with extras as feasible. r"h:Ls
issue is published in an edition of 124 copies or less, dependlng on how it goes on
the morrowy with the multiple-feeding. Your friéndly neighborhood CRYstaff than'zsyou.
(Ohmlghod I forgot all the plugs: TAFF, BoiCon, PlttCon, PuCon) Oh, well-= Buz.
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With Eney on my left, Jean Young and Butch on my right, supported by my suitcase, I
edged through the swinging doors. :

For a moment, I got the impression of just another hotel lobby....the desks were op-
posite the swinging doors; sure, the foyer was big, and lots of people were moving about
aimlessly, like they usually do, and then my eyes were drawn magnetlcally to my right,
and there were the fans.-

I have a sorry confession to make here and now. That actual moment; and the ensuing.
ones, affected me so forcibly that even an hour afterwards I could not name one single
fan I saw as I entered the swinging doors. Entranced, I staggered forward, my mind in a
befuddled daze. I gulped, and I felt completely useless. Eney introduced me to fans,
and I recall I grinned and ran sweaty fingers up and down my bracers. I've no idea what
I said, or what sort of abject figure I represented. Quite possibly I comported myself
without any undue cause for embarrassment, but the fact remains that for about fifty win-
utes I have no recollection of my actions. I do remember that I was in such a state that
I asked Eney to take me out to get my suitcase, and we trudged back to the car round the
corner and I suddenly turned red and said damn and confessed that I had my case with me.
Eney passed it off and said he intended to get his case, anyway, and we returned, cases =~
in hand, and I tried to give a nonchalant smile, and furrowed my brow a little, so as to.
show that, crlkey, the case was heavy. ;

Mary Young bumped into me, and offered to take me to the Detentlon Suite, where I was
to stay. We went up eighteen floors in the elevator, trudged along thick plle carpet, and
Mary opened the door. The suite was big. And very comfortable. Mary told me that they
were a little disorganised, that she couldn't at that moment tell me exactly where I was
to sleep, but that I could depend upon eventually being fixed up somewhere. In the mean-
time, she said, I could leave my suitcase in one of the bedrooms, and she took me into one
near the bar. Two single beds were there, and I dumped wy suitcase on an armchair in the
corner. Mary said that as far as she knew, Howard DeVore and myself would be sleeping
there, but she wasn't just sure.....

Mary left,‘and I freshened up. A young man came into the suite, and introduced him-
self. He spoke with a strange accent, and said he originally came from Latvia. I think
his name was Dainis Bisenieks. He had the slightest 'suggestion of a beard, or perhaps he
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had been there for a couple of days (as some fans had) and the convention urge had al-
ready struck. We had an interesting talk. The main topic of conversation dealt with the
pros.and cons of autograph collecting. Dainis said, in effect, that it was nonsensical.
I pointed out that, right enough, I didn't go for the frenzied attention film stars got
at the stage door, but, I said, what could be nicer than a llttle collectlon of fan
autographs?

I felt hungry and told Dainis I wvas g01ng downstairs. After'the wash and a vigorous
towelling, I felt mighty good. 6 nipped into the elevator, and’went to the foyer. I saw
Bill Donaho making his méjestic way towards me. I also bpotted Steve and Virginia ' )
Schultheis, and went over to them. They looked very happy. ' Steve told me ‘they had been
there since Thursday morning. Nick came up when we were talking, and 'said he had a letter
for me from Diane, my wife, which had been sent to his address. I let my tongue creep
out and told him I'd like to see it, and he gave a knowing grin and said he'd fetch it.

Bill Donaho said that he and the Elllngtons were going out for a meal, and would Steve
and Virginia and I come along. Noreen and Larry Shaw came up, and said they would go
ahead with Steve and Virginia to re/ngltre a swanky French restaurant nearby. Nick re-
turned with the letter, which burnt a hole in my pocket but which I dldn't read. I men-
tally reserved the pleasure for the next time I was on my own.

I got my first really good look at Detroit. It .seemed a nice enough place to have
a convention. As it was my first convention, and the company was so convivial, maybe I m
prejudiced. But it did seem a good choice. _

We reached the French restaurant, and there seemed to be a little confusion. Steve
was lingering outside the door, as if he thought the handle was connected to the electric
circuit. I must say that Steve was looking remarkably well- dressed. His appearance, and
that of his wife Virginia, was impeccable. The knife edge crease of his light ‘grey
trousers seemed to glint in the evening sun. That, as it transpired from the grins and
nervous glggles of the company, was the main trouble. This French place, it seemed, was
exclusive. It catered to .a smart clientele. Steve and Virginia and Noreen and a couple
wore of the company would fit in, but, well, ILarry Shaw and myself were in shirt sleeves,
and T also sported untidy moustache and bracers As if some mitosis were taking place,
we seemed to divide into two groups....the tidy ones, and us scruffy on€s. I felt lonely,
and then Larry Shaw came and stood by me, and I think much against his will, Donsaho came
oMEREEoEe

Schultheis gave a tight- -lipped nod, as if he saw the significance of things, and he
took a deep breath and entered the 1mpre551ve portals, to'see about the situation.'

He came back in a moment, and gave a grave shake of the head. He looked serious, as
if excommunication was to follow Someone muttered about a 'steak place' and by this time
I was starving with hunger, and I let my nostrils twitch, and I told the others they were
heading in the right direction.

We eventually found the place, and it was unique in my experience.

I stood behind Steve and Virginia in a queue. We loaded trays with knives and forks,
and moved along to a sweaty individual who looked as though he were a refugee from L.

Ron Hubbard. He had a muffled conversation with Virginia who shook her head and asked
for chicken. The sweaty man grinned in triumph, and approached Steve. SteVe.Sneered and
said 'medium'. The man gritted his teeth, and came to me. Heck, what was ‘good enough for
Schultheis was good enough for me, so I said 'medium' too. The man snarled and passed
along the fans.

Then the strange ritual began.

On the other side of the counter was a row of parallel iron bars, horlzontally fixed
about six inches apart. A glowing fire beneath the bars illuminated the place with flick-
ering shadows. I looked round, waiting to see the figure with the horns, tail and rake
make an appearance. Instead, the sweaty man took a grip on himself. He coiled himself
up and let go. He reached 1nto a wysterious recess, and came out with big steaks. And
when I specify big, I mean BIG. They were like suitcases. He dumped them on the grills,
and went back for more. He danced along the row of steaks like a conJuror AL saw when I
boy, who kept a long row of plates spinning. From the way he turned over" some, and left
others alone, I concluded that the fans had all made different requests about what ‘they
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wanted done with their steaks. From the perplexed expression of the 'steaker', it seemed
that at any second he was g01ng to tell them exactly what he thought they should do with
them.

" Periodically, he would llft one up, snlff 2l and fling it over h1s shoulder into a -
sort of ovem. Steve and I and the rest of us stood watching this uncanny show, whilst
Virginia kept flicking eager eyes at a lump of cold chicken.

Meanwhlle, lots of other people had queued up behind the fans, and they were saying
'medium’ and 'well done', etc., and more and more steaks hissed on. the grllls, and then
another man came up, looking rather suave because he hadn't got the steak-~flipping chore,

and, with 'a refined delicacy, he manhandled the steaks onto our plates. -My steak hung
over the sides of the plate. And a smell wafted upwards, was sieved by my moustache,
and reached my nostrils. My mouth literally watered..  We sat down. I was next to Steve

(who'd kindly. paid for my steak) and raised my knife and fork and I was off.

It was an unforgettable meal.. .

‘Wle walked back to the hotel in a jolly, frame of mind. Being well fed changed my
attitude completely. I felt that, instead of being a stranger, I was one of them. Per-
chance our environments and ways of living were different, but we were fans, and that was
the connecting link, the essential medium which kept us together. I felt in a philosoph-
ical frame of mind. I felt'good even .ready.to be sadrificed to, Bloch; -should it-.be'‘con-
sidered necessary.

Back in the hotel, we went up the stairs to the second floor, and lots and lots more
fans. I shook hands and conversed with dozens...fans I'd read about, written about, and
written to. It was all so wonderful. Soon afterwards I wrote a list_of all the fans I'td
shook hands with, and then I couldn't remember one or two; so if I published the list I'd
be bound to miss someone off, and that would never do. But I was thrilled. Everyone
was nice to me, said they were glad to see me, and what did I think of America? I told
them the truth, that I was glad to see them, that I had each and every one of - them to
thank personally for my actually being there, and I thought America was wonderfuyl.

"Look at this," someone said. A fan, who shall be nameless for a reason you'll soen
discover, but who was certainly well-meaning, handed me a thick fanzine. It was called
REVOLUTION. I opened it, and saw my name cropping up all over the place. It was, I saw,
‘in the nature of a JOHN BERRY APPRECIATION ZINE. I sat down, forced my Adams:apple back
out of my left nostril, and flipped over it. I saw a wonderful list of BNF contributors,
I saw, also, that the whole thing had been concocted by Johnny Koning.

I stuck out my chest. Then:.it suddenly occurred to me that Koning would undoubtedly
have a copy for we, and might conceivably be dlsapp01nted if I knew all :about it prior
to his presentation, so I folded the. fanzine back up -and thanked the fan for showing it
to me. A couple of moments later, Johnny Koning came up, and, slightly nervously, I
thought, handed me a small parcel wrapped up in black paper. - . P

"I think I know what this is, Johnny," I told him. :

"You do?" he said. He was incredulous. - .

"I saw a copy of REVOLUTION a moment ago," I. sald "but I didn't really get a detailed
look at a6 vk opened the black paper, and there was my own copy, suitably inscribed by
Johnny i

I went through it page by page, with Konlng and others standlng round and I read a
few words here and there on every page, and I was quite touched at this very nice job.

I thanked Koning profusely, and told him exactly how I felt. It would have been better
if I'd not had a sneak preview, but it is the spirit behind a thing which.counts. Johnny,
if I was a bit stunned .and short of words at the tlme, you'll see here and now what T
thought of the gesture. Good bhoy.

i Then someone tapped me on the shoulder.

I didn't recognise the person, put he told wme hlS name was Gonser, Wally Gonser, and
that he came from Ceattle, and that Burnett Toskey and Wally Weber were looklng for me.
Ye did a tour of the second floor and the foyer, but no Seattlites. -

Someone else tapped me on the shoulder.

"I wonder, who Hgs that acolyte?



"Bloch wants to meet you," I was told.

Please allow me to digress for five and a half thousand words.

I once saw a movig...an American movie...and I think ‘Robert Taylor was the star. The
movie was in Clnemascope,'and dealt with, as far as I can recollect, King Arthur and the
Round Teble. It was full of blood and guts and folks tripping about in armour, and Robert
Taylor ‘being half killed in every scene and staggering back for more. But for one more
reason this film was memorable. It featured a strange man, of delicate feature and
rusty armour, who had only one ambition in life. No matter what the situation, this
strange man made an appearance which I thought at the time to be one of the all-time
masterpieces of film-making.. I thought it to be the most sensitive humour I had ever
seen. let me tell you why I shrieked out loud in utter bliss whenever the strange man ,
appeared. Take, for example, the seduction scene. TRobert Taylor, in full battle kit, was
on the battlements of this castle, gradually edging the beautiful heroine into a corner
of the buttress where he, if my filthy mind was on the right lines, would attempt a crafty
coup. He succeeded, and his eyes were alight with passion and photo-flcod bulbs when a
clumping noise was heard, and the man appeared. He had a glazed expression on his face.
Robert Taylor was indignant about this, and was about to castigate him for bad sportsman-
ship, when the man looked upwards, reach for the sky, and spoke the mystic words, "I am
looking for the Holy Grail." He seemed to gain inches in height, and he forced his shoul-
ders back as far as the cardboard armour would allow, and strode off. Quite rightly,
Robert Taylor shock himself, threw the interloper a nasty grimace, and proceeded with his
work. : . %

Take the battle scene. — - s S S0

The ancient .Picts and ucots on the Scottlsh border had ambushed Klng Arthur and a
bunch of his cronies. The battle swung first one way and then the other. Then a hush
descended on the scene of pillage and bloody slaughter. The ranks parted, and a figure
appeared. It grew nearer and nearer, and it was the man. As he took up the entire centre:
of the screen, he stopped. He looked upwards again with a raised fist. "I am seeking
the Holy Grail," he announced to the militants. Then he strode on out of view. The two -
opposing sides looked after him, shooP their heads, walted for a second, then renewed the -
conflict. ‘

lakelthebrers.

Heck, you've got the idea, anyway. I've never been quite so forceful about my Holy
Grail, or so flamboyant in the search for it, but, to be serious, it's my equivalent.

You see, as this man was so keen to find what he was looking for, so was I all through
the years.hbuoyed up with the hope that once, some time, I would meet Bob Bloch. For you
must realise that this man Bloch inspired me in fandom as no other man or fan hds. ' True,
Walt Willis guided and nurtured me into the ways of things fannish for years. 'Materially,
he has probably done much more for me than anyone else. But there are more than material
things in life, and in fandom, and Bob Bloch supplied a great deal of the inspiration that
kept me going when Ifve felt dejected with fandom. Every fan, at some time or other, has
sat back and asked himself 'WHY?' It's a natural consequence of participating too enthus-
iastically in a goddam hobby. - :

Bloch, you see, provided me with a reason for all my efforts. It wasn't just a matter
of egoboo. Admittedly, I went out of my way to obtain copies of IMAGINATION, but I can
say in all truthfulness that it wasn't for the egoboo, it wasn't to see my name in print,
and it certainly wasn't.to show and flaunt to my non-fannish friends. It was simply be-
cause I could not quite bring myself to believe that this fabulous Long Time Big Name Fan
actually liked what I wrote, and expressed the fact in such a warm-hearted way. For in-
stance, when he wrote in IMAGINATION Number 62, dated August 1958: "I wonder if there
are any John Berry completists in fandom;_that”;s, people who make a point of:collecting:-
everything that John Berry writes? Or doesn't anyone live in a 27 room house.  Might be
worth making the move..." I literally flipped, and, believe me, it's almost anatomically-
impossible! A mad spasm passed through my brain, and it occurred to me that it was a very
good idea, and how many fanzines would take up a 27 room house? I bashed out some 20 or -
25 stories inside a fortnight, and I think for a moment I really believed I was going to:
fill such a gigantic. structure. -
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So the sudden rush of Berry manuscripts in the fall of '58 was directly due to -Bloch.

This man Bloch was my guiding llght my beacon; I spoke his name only w1th awe in my
eyes and a sigh on my lips.

AND HE WANTED TO SEE ME. : ‘ tear, ; i

I zipped my bracers, ran encouraging: flngers along my moustache,flooked round for my
stomach, and forced my. feet to ascend the stairs to the second floor. I seemed to hear
a choir of voices, and a pounding noise drumming in my ears. i

I saw a group of fans sitting cross-legged on the floor, probably a FAPA group, and
amongst them I recognised the figure of this most magnificent faan.

I rushed forward blindly in hero worship, flung myself full length,; and attempted to
kiss his shces. As quick as a flash Bloch sized up the situation: this humble Yan, .struck
with a blaze of genuine bliss, lying prostrate before ‘him, and Bloch got down on his hands
and knees too. -

"Can anyone join the crap game?" he said. e S

I staggered to my feet, and muttered & greeting, and shook hands with Bob. Noticing
my knees playing tag with each other, he ushered me to a seat, and he sat on one side of
me, andpPhyllis Economou on the other. We chatted about this and that (mostly that) for
some time, and gradually, I really felt that I was living, and this meeting was truly
the climax of my fannish career, come what may. And as you'll read, lots and lots of
really magnificent and wonderful things happened to me, and I see no reason to alter my
statement. Meeting Bloch has been my greatest experience in fandom....

His eyes were always creased in humour, and I got the impression that so many w1tty
things were flashlng through his mind that he found it difficult to keep track of them,
and although he would've liked to.have shared them, so many other clever thoughts and
ideas were queueing up that to pause and surrender one would perchance ruin a partlcularly
happy train of thought. I always observed that he wis kindness personified, his conversa-:
tion always sparkled, and he never seemed to be tired.  No matter who he was with, or .who:
interrupted him, or what situation arose, he maintained a dignified deme€anour, and with a:
grin and a quip passed on his way, a rare ray of sunshine, a fan supreme....a personality
who made one feel that it was somethlng to also be a fan..... v

ILater'on,, I c1rculated I met many wore: fans, none’ of whom seemed to be strangers
They all seemed to e ke personalities I had gleaned from reading about them. I had
no shocks, no surprises, .no disappointments. s

Wally Gonser, the Seattle fan, rushed up again, and said he'd found Toskey and Wally
Vleber. Ve threaded our way between fans, and Wally proudly pointed to his two friends.

NSt was brilliant meeting these two boys. Through the media * of CRY OF THE NAMELESS
and SAPS, T had come to know them, and-to understand thelr points of view and to appre-
ciate their 1nd1v1dual talents.

Burnett Toskey was small of stature. His eyes were sharp and keen. He bore a boylsh
expression on his face, innocent, and yet at the same time, understandlng._ He wore a. .
shirt of incomprehensible pattern and-colour, but I strongly suspect he made it himself
out of an old curtain thrown away by the denizens of Swemphouse. I complimented him on :
the receipt of his PhD, and said I'guessed he was to be called *Doc' henceforth. For all
his innocent expression, I noted that he was firm and direct. g 't

Wally Weber was tall, happy-go-lueky and really pleasant. He seemed to me to be in-
capable of'hav1ng a base thought, .and looked so-kind and helpful and humorous. I later
discovered that I had made no mistake at all in my initial dlagn051s This Weber is one
of the most modest and sincere chaps I've ever had the privilege to meet.

I must also say a word about Gonser. I hadn't heard of him before he introduced him-
self. Rumour has it that he is about to equip himself with a Gestetner, and if this is
true, I'm pretty sure that fandom will take to him in a big way. He is mature and sharp,
and has a ready wit. But I mustn't write any more about these three characters, because
they form the basis of the next chapter. No need to €specially remember all I've said
about them.... '

I had a long talk with Bruce Pelz, a quiet and intelligent fan with whom I had long
corresponded. He sported a small but neat beard, had penetrating eyes and obviously
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thought about things a great deal. I happened to mention to him that I was very tired.

Bruce snapped his fingers. _

" "Come with me," he saifl. We went down to I think the 8th floor, walked along the cor-
ridor, and he opened a door with a key. He switched the light on. I saw two single beds
in the well-furnished bedroom. : ' s

A face peered above the sheets, and I spotted the shrewd face of Professor Toskey,
obviously interrupted from some involved mathematical calculation which most probably con-
cerned the physical properties of his dream woman. I know who she is but I'm not telling.

"Rest on my bed," said Bruce, "and if I get tired I'll go up to the Detention Suite
and settle down there. Sleep as long as you like, and try and get all the rest you can,
because you'll need it during the next three days." :

"~ This was a most generous thing for Brucé to suggest. He didn't'look wwlisEel E -eally Touhy
he'd travelled up from Florida, and its was hundreds of miles away. I was about to refuse
“his offer, but'I was really so tired, and Bruce, being a fellow GDA man, beside having my
interests at heart, was sincere in his suggestion, so with a hoarse vote of thanks, I sank
back on the pillow. It felt so soothing. I didn't waste valuable time undressing. I
lay there, and wy eyes closed. The last thing I remember was Toskey working out a com-
plicated algebraic thesis, which functioned on three main groups of figures...}38:23:37...
2692235656 56 0 822K T o nooe G

A clock somewhere chimed eight. I opened my eyes. Light streamed in through the win-
dow. I sat up. I shook my head. Suffering Catfish. It must have been just after 11 pm
when I'd met Bruce. He took me straight to his room, and told me to rest, and I'd fully
intended to sleep just a couple of hours and then go up and relieve him. But I'd slept
all night through. I sneaked & look at Toskey. He was still asleep, and his face was
wreathed in smiles, so I noted for future guldance that instead of countlnr7 sheep I would
henceforth concentrate on mathematical formulae....

I lay back, wondering how Bruce had fared, and at that second the door opened and he
came in, just about or his hands and knees. He asked me if I'd slept well and I nodded,
and I asked him if he'd slept well and he opened his mouth and closed it again and, with
difficulty, straightened himself up. I expressed thanks for his unselfish action, and,
humbly, I want to repeat those thanks now. That good solid night's sleep kept me g01ng
the next three thrill-packed days. The fact that I was reasonably alert, and lasdted so
well, says much for Bruce's shrewd appraisal of the state I was in when he first saw me.

You are a Good Man, Bruce.

I got off the bed, stretched, and scratched my ribs and felt good. I went back to
the 18th floor, and pushed open the door to the Detention Suite, which was open. No one
was at home, and I went into the bedroom, and sorted out my kit. I shaved, and had a
shower, and I 'would have gone into the ring with Marciano. I went'to the w1ndow, which
served a magnificent view of Detroit, and the Canadian town of Windsor across the river.

I opened the window, breathed in the good air, and thumped my ribs. ' I said to myself that
I was going to have a good convention, and then I thought about the speeches I'd have to
make, and I felt tense for a moment, and then shrugged. I said to myself that although I
was supposed to be a poor public speaker, I might not be:. I'd never really tried. I might
be as good an orator as Sir laurence Olivier, if the truth were known. This inspired me,
and I decided to do a bit of shopping in Detr01t and have my breakfast; and send a few
postcards to my family and friends.

- So attired in American shirt and bracers I walked round Detroit:-for an hour or so. I
didn't meet any fans at all. I sent postcards. (It was expensive, too, because I had to
send them all airmail, at 10 cents a time. I felt that it would be a bit stupid to send
them surface. I imagined myself back homein Belfast, and back at the office for'a couple
weeks, and coming home one evening and Diane saylng to me, "Thanks very much for:the card."
Some things are sacred, you know. ) -

After a cup of tea, neat, with slice of lemon, I returned to the hotel. ¥ went to the
second.floor, and saw masses of fen queueing up at a desk. Ellis Mills came ‘up 'to me,
and introduced me to hiis mother. It seemed strange to see a happy wanderer like Ellis
with hisimother. He told me the fans were registering, and had I done so? I shook my -
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" head and queued up too. Mary Young gave me a copy of the Convention Booklet, and a red
ticket which, I saw, entitled me to roast beef at the banquet the next day. This cheered
me up:. Made me feel the slightest bit homesick too. It's'a staple British diet, you know,
roast beef. We have it almost every Sunday.

Mary also gave me a lapel badge, made of cardboard and covered w1th cellophane, which
announced me to the world as being:

John Berry
: ; _ " Eireland.

I was shaken by this, at 'first. Far be it from me to bring polltics into this account
of my travels in America, but to get the significance of the 'Eireland' I must perforce
say a little. Ireland is divided into two parts. The smaller part, at the northeast of
the island, is Northern Ireland, where I have lived for almost twelve years. The rest of
Ireland, which is self-governing, is known as theé Republic of Ireland, or Eire. Much has
been written, and will be written about Irish politics, and, at first, I thought I was
the victim of a hoax. I pointed this out to several fans nearby, and -they thought it a
huge joke. Some fans advised me to change it, and some dared me to leave it as it was.

I must confess that w1th a pen and a strlp of stamp hlnge, I altered my classification
to:
John Berry, ,
: ; Belfast, N. Ireland.

The only reason I did alter it was to be act¢urate. I was- proud to come from' Northern
Ireland. Another thing. Someone said Curran might be around....

I clipped the badge to wy shirt front, and circulated. ' ;

: A fan camé up and shook hands, and I sneaked a crafty glance at his lapel badce, and
saw it was Bob Madle.  He'apologised for not being at Washington' the previous Monday
night. He'd been at Cape Canaveral. I thanked him for the pin-up postcard he sent me.

"I owe you a glass of beer," he said. I clamped down firmly on the glands which cause
sall‘faremembered that when the fund first started, rumour had it that Bob Madle, as a
TAFF Fund organiser of the 1940 ballot, objected to the Berry Fund. - Buz Busby wrote to

" him, and it transplred that he wasn't against the fund at all. 'He sent .a subscription,
and promised that we'd have a glass of beer together at the conventlon. - And Madle obvi-

. ously remembered.

' Ve went downstairs to the bar of the Pick Fort-Shelby, and Madle duly set me up a glass
of ice-cold beer. It tasted good. It tasted very good. It wasn't just the beer, it was
the spirit behind it. I had a long talk with Bob, and found him most charming and friend-
ly. I told him it was a great pity he hadn't been able to come to Belfast when he'd been
to the British Isles in 1957, and he agreed that it would have been nice if he'd been able
o) (O e

- Boyd Raeburn, Fan of Fans, came down to the bar, and said he'd been looking for me.
. He pointed out that a Fan Editors Panel was scheduled for the afternoon at 3:30 pm, and
that the panel members and the Moderator; BJO Wells, had decided to have dinner in the
restaurant, and discuss tactics. I excused myself, and said that I'd buy Bob a glass of
beer at a later date. Unfortunately, I didn't keep fy promise!

.+ . Boyd and I went to the restaurant, and pulled up a few tables (the staff were a mite

_ snooty, and didn't seem to be really keen. It was twenty minutes before a waitress came

~ up to take our order...and to get out own back, most of us ordered a single cup of coffee! )
and began to sort out a few spontaneous toplcs for dlscu551on I .sat between Boyd and
BJO. : '

Boyd, of course, was an old favourite fan of mine. He'd come to my house in Belfast
in 1957, and we'd also had good fun at Walt Willis's and James White's. Boyd was ex-
tremely popular with everyone. He was carefree, witty, and always had an answer for the
trickiest question. : .

BJO....well, what can one say about this paragon of fannishness? It's all been said

“before. The fact that she is a most talented artist is but one of her many virtues. She
is a most pleasant conversationalist, and has a personality plus. Plus everything. She

. seemed embarrassed about her freckles, but I. consider them to be a back-drop, as it were,

" to her personality. ‘She wouldn't be BJO without them. I was really proud to consider



JLIL

that I was officially backing her for TAFF. I knew she'd make a wonderful TAFF representa-
tive. I was enthralled with her retinue of fans, mostly from the Los Angeles area, who
acceded to her every wish, and answered with alacrity every beckoning of her 1ittle finger.

Ted White and Ron ElllA were also present at this session. :

Ellik was a surprise to me, in a way. Physically, he reminded me very much of Super-
man. Every time I looked at him I expected him to whip off his spectacles, leap on to the
table, and disappear through the ceiling -at supersonic speed. However disappointed I may
have been because he didn't do this, I was greatly impressed with his mature grasp of
things. He seemed to be in complete control of everything.

I've spoken about Ted White in Chapter 2. He was always most serious about fannish
matters, but I admired him immensely. He always gave his opinions quite frankly, regard-
less of who he annoyed, or-who disagreed with him. Definitely a ‘fan to be reckoned with!

Boyd ate a large meal, and we sipped our coffee and made a rough framework for our
panelling activities. We talked for over an hour, and when we got up; BJO had quite a
list of interesting features of fan publishing for us to dlscuss that afternoon.

THAT AFTERNOON? o

1E only we'd known what frustrations were to come our way before the panel flnally
performed o

I didn't: feel hungry at all. I went up to the Suite and had a shower and comhed .my
~ hair. Howard DeVore was lying on the bed, having a rest, and I asked him about the Offici-
al Welcome, scheduled to start at 1:00 pm, and if I'd have to make a speech.  He grinned
and told me, yes, I'd have to say a few words, -possibly a 'thank you', and oné or two con-
ventional remarks. "It doesn't really matter what you say," he told me, "as long as you
are sincere." This pleased me, because I knew "I'd never be more sincere whilst saylng
"thanks' in my life!

- I went back to the convention hall on the second floor, feeling happy an&,elated
at the chance of making a public expression of my gratitude to all the people responsible
for my trip.

Fans crowded outside the hall entrance for half an hour and more, before we finally
staggered in. I sat next to a nice girl, a FAPAite ‘of repute, Phyllis Economou.

Roger Sims, Howard DeVore, Fred Prophet and others‘of the Detention Committee appeared
on the stage to a polite round of applause. The Committee were dressed in a most unusual
manner. They wore Jjackets with black and white stripes running vertically up and down.
Squinting stagewards, I got the impression that the committee members looked like a Sing
Sing reunion.

They introduced the convention with a gimmick or two, repeated their slogan about
making Detroit 'green', and called for Dave Kyle to make an appearance.

" This wily old WSFS campaigner stood in front of the microphone, and told us that his
pleasant duty was to introduce 'familiar names and well-known faces' to the ‘audience.

‘Reading from an especially prepared list, he called out many names, all within the
category he had mentioned. I was one of those called, and I stood up and beamed all
round me, and sat down again. "So," I whispered to Phyllis, "that was much easier than I
expected. No speech."

For some considerable time, Dave called out various names, all, as I said, well-known,
but Phyllis told me with a certain amount of hilarity that he hadn't introduced Harlan
Ellison. She pointed out this fabulous fannish and vile proish figure to me. He sat in
the front row, immediately infront of Dave Kyle. When Dave began ‘to run out of well-
known names, Harlan stage-whlspered suggestions, and Dave Kyle appeared to be thankful
for this help, and duly shouted out Harlan's suggestions. But he didn't wmen<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>