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Be it known that this is page ==3== of CRY ;136, Feb 1960, and whoever told
you we hadn't clowned around with the page-numbers, Ella, honey? Used to do it all
the time, back when the Plow was still turning an honest furrow.

Yehe CRY. Box 92, 920 3rd ive, Seattle 4, VIn. John Berry, 31 Campbell Park
ive, Belmont, Belfast, Northern Ireland: UK agent. 25¢(or 1/9)each, 5/$1(7/-), 12
for $2(14/-). Free if you appear herein. Some few trades. lMonthly as they come.
Checks payable to Elinor Busby. Stamps hardly acceptable, especially 25¢ airmail
stamps, Schultz. Return postage advisable with contributions, Henstell, unless we
already hold one such offering, but you're forgiven this once. And like, wow,
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The Sort of Thing You :iight TZxpect ) 3)
“The Long Haul" ("The Goon Goes 'est", chapter 5, or most of it, anyway: Ran into

a time~shortage, Elinor did) John Berry 4
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Minutes ' ' by Vally 24
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URY of the Readers conducted by Vally VWeber 28-46

Interior Art: ATom 4 & 18, Nirenberg 21, Reiss 46, Veber (I hope) 28, Babyis 3.
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Duplicating: Vally Gonser & Vleber, Tosk, & Jim VWebbert propose to be here for that.

CRYplugs Dep't: Get your registration fees in for Pittcon and (westerly) Boicon!

Get your Fanac Poll ballots in yesterdayl.. and your Hugo nominations in soon! And
getcher programs, folks; get 'em here: can't tell the puns from the typoes without a
program. Vote early and contribute like, loot, to TAFF. Seattle in '61, Chicago in
162, D C in '63, and we're a little hung up on '64 until we know for sure whether San
Prancisco is bidding, since SF's last Con was 4 years before LA's. '65, anyone?

Personal Plugs Dep't: Elinor & I say "Mal Ashworth for TAFF!" Ve say this without
prejudice to the other two fine nominees known to us at this time: our good friend
Sandy Sanderson, and Eric Bentcliffe, with whom our acquaintance is slight but pleas-—
ant. But we do, heartily, commend to you "Mal Ashworth for TAFFI" This particular
commendation is based solidly upon two major items: (1)A sort of helpless (with
laughter) acceptance of lal's superb mastery of such things as wit, humor, farce, &
gimilar ways of upending the ordinary viewpoint so as to give the reader a charge,
and (2)Reports by such as Vally Weber, among others, of Mal's indispensability at
fangatherings at London (Pseeronics comes to mind, and how are we doing at beating
the Russians to the development of the Inter-Continental Ballistic Psneer?) and else-—
‘iiere. Re item (1), we hope to have material in CRY to refresh faanish memories and
to convince those who didn't see Bem or any of Mal's material in UKzines or TFAPA,
As for item (2), the only proof can be at PittCon, given a favorable vote.
So, from this slate of three fine candidates, I urge "lfal Ashworth for TAFF'j; so
farashilolcnoly; <MtenCR - has wno Pol ey (we live, and somctimes we learn). Live it up.

Bob lLeman, we are covered with rue that pages 59 & 60 turned out backwards in
the Annish & threw your story all out of kilter—-- rue, Rue; RUE is on our heads. (1%
itches.) But people who contribute to CRY Annishes live dangerously.

Joming up this week, here, is a sub-convention: Dicl: and Pat Ellington are in
town; upcoming are Jim Caughran, Terry & liiri Carr, Bill Donaho, and Dan Curran. IT
all goecs well, maybe the Feb 13th Nameless mecting can be updated toyRebnbth, to zive
the club and the visitors a good unobstructed view of each other & damn the torpedocs.
"his gimmick always vorls pretiy well when schedules permit, except for guitarists.

(5andy Cutrell excepted,)
This issue of CRY comes to you thru the courtesy of your friendly neighborhoo

Post Cffice. If at all. Be warned; live right, and cat "heaties. —— F., M. Busby.



I've been looking forward to writing this chapter ..... for many reasons, but
mainly because it represents a unique incident in my life. y

From 3 pm on Monday the Tth of September 1959 to 11 am on Thursday the 10th of
September I travelied just over 2,350 miles by car..... in other words, this (to me)
fantastic distance was covered in under three days. By Americans this will prob- -
ably be met with a shrug. A lot of them are used to it. But to me it was phenomenal.
It is perhaps pertinent to consider why this Jjourney appears so outstanding and note-
worthy. . =

Northern Ireland, where I have lived for the last eleven years, is under 100 miles
from rorth to south or east to west. In the course of my job as a dactyloscopist I am
sometimes sent to the furthest Point of Northern Ireland to carry out my duties. This
‘necessitates a two and a half or three hour Journey, and it is a red letter day when
this happens. I feel I am living. I talk about the long journey for days afterwards.

When' I was in the army I sometimes travelled the length of Enzland in convoys. The
distance would be about 400 miles. There was usually no rush, and I can still vividly
remember passing throush different places like Yor:: and Chester and Oxford, etc. This
after sixteen years or so.

In Germany, I did a couple cf long tres:s on the autobahns in army truc’is and jeeps,
but none of them could have been more than a very few hundred miles.

You can see why I was so looking forward to this long haul from Detroit to Seattle
....1 mean, comsider that, as the crow flies, the distance from London to Moscow is
55208 mitilles|*& Sin fefificeit) i traveililled 1,000 miles more than that in under three days.

I am going to tell the story of this journey in great detail. I am sure that
nothing like it will ever happen to me again, and in my old age I intend to read and
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re-read this narrative, and for this reason I'm rather selfishly writing down now every-
thing that comes to me. I've a considerable amount of material to assist me. I've

got my memory. In some things, I find I can retain details. In the fingerprint line,
for instance, I have successfully identified a finger impression from the scene of a
crime by coming across it by chance in a set of fimgrprints two years afterwards. I
can also recall conversations I had when I was a child. On -the other hand, I forget
things, important and unimportant. I forget appointments....I forget who I owe money
to (and, more important, who owes me money)....and on one significant occasion (when

I woke up one morning two years ago) I even forgot who I was!

But insofar as this Detroit to Seattle jaunt is concerned, I can see everything,
if I close my eyes. ‘I.can recall scenery, conversations, place names, etc. But just
in case some little detail- does escape me, I have my diary. Perhaps ‘'diary' is rather
an ostentatious term for a big rough note book with scribble all ‘over it, but I can
understand it, and it reveals lots of things which I might ordinarily have forgotten.

I wrote down notes in' the car, when the others were asleep (yeah, I'm 1nc1ud1ng the
driver), and when we stopped for petrol.

Then I have my photcgraphs. I took about a hundred on the haul, and they all came .
out well. (I used a 35 wm Ilford 'Sportsman' camera, made in Western Germany.) ST

Finally, I made it almost a fetish to collect maps. I have maps covering the' whole
of the northern United States, and my route is marked on a large scale map, with red
pencil, with pin point accuracy. '

Cne more thing. You Americans will perchance find some of my story boring, because
it reflects scenes and occasions you probably think are common and everyday, but, for
example, consider the awe and mystery which will flash across the bewildered eyes of
British fans and readers when they céme across 'Burma Shave'! Because quite a lot of
things I saw in America which are taken for granted amazed me, I want to tell other
people, strangers to your wonderful country, all about it. So ‘bear with me.” You might
find something interesting in my approach to things you consider mundane and uneventful..

Wally Gonser took the wheel. Toskey was on his right. I sat behind Wally Gonser
with Wally Weber on my right. Weber stretched himself, closed his eyes, and rapidly
passed away from our ken. I was tired, too, but I wasn't missing anything. The boys
made it quite clear from the start that their main aim was to get to Seattle as quickly
as they possibly could. They planned two detours, but except for those brief stops, the
car would be moving all the time, day and night.

I was thrilled. I felt like a little boy seeing Santa Claus for the first time.

I had driven all over the eastern part of America with Eney, but I was now going to be
whipped through the part of America which I'd always dreamed about. I've always been a
Western fan, you'see. Dakota, Montana, etc.; names Wthh cropped up all the tlme in
Western films and books were about to be mine. i

Gonser moved the car into gear and we swung off the parklng et There seemed to -
be a difference of opinion between Toskey and Gonser as to which was the proper route
to take to get on Route 10. The car was whipped about with abandon. I was tempted to:
tell them I was an expert at finding my way around Petroit. It was on the tip of my
tongue to say that I had personally navigated Eney with pin point precision, and all
that was required was for them to stop and let me sort out my maps from the suitcase
in the boot. But a sign showing Route 10 appeared both Toskey and Gonser took the
credit for the discovery, and I sat back.

Gonser was ‘a smooth driver. ' After all, it just had to be. It was Wally Weber's
car, and he seemed quite satisfied to let Gonser take the metaphorical reins, and if he
could take the the responsibility with but a snore, what was it to me? I insured myself
for a considerable amount before leaving for America, and that was some consolation.:

w I was"secretly worried that we'd maybe have a crash. I had learned with some misgivings,
before I came to America, that because the roads are so good and wide, and because the
cars are so highly powered, Americans have a fatalistic attitude toward driving on the
road. I read gory statistics of the literally hundreds of thousands of road accidents
in America every year. It seemed to me that the law of averages was bound to be against
.-me. Consider that it was planned to drive the car non-stop, day and night, for over:
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2,500 miles....and the car drivers, Messrs. Toskey, Gonser and Weber had had very little
sleep for three days. I will not attempt to deny that these thoughts flashed through
my mind. But I'll keep you out of suspense by telling you now that the three boys drove
superbly and we did not crash.

The trouble was, I didn't know that at the time!

Although I tried my hardestto keep awake, I must have slipped over. I didn't think
I had, yet we drew in to a garage for petrol (or should I say 'gas') and I looked at a
sign post which said it was '20 miles to Detroit,' I was flabbergasted.

Whilst the car was being gassed up, I swaggered into the building and sorted my-
self out a couple of maps. I went into the toilet and washed my face and combed my
hair, and noticed how big my moustache seemed to be. I ran fingers up the insides of
wy bracers, and felt really on top of the world. I was atingle all over. ‘To think
that Berry was on his way to the west coast, thus completely traversing America, from
east to west, by road. It maybe seems a queer thing to be thinking about in the toilet,
but that's the way my mind works.

We drove on northwestwards, along Route 10. Toskey, who through the power of his
personality rapidly assumed the leadership of the group, made a few lightning calculations
and said he hoped we'd cross the Mackinac Bridge by 9:30 pm.

I examined my map, flltched from the gas station, and saw that we had to travel
approximately 290 miles. And with all my straining will power I could not keep my eyes
open all the time. But I was pleased that I kept waking up. I aimed to stay awake
for the whole journey. Actually, I didn't think it was humanly possible to do the haul
in under three days. I suspected that even if our frames were capable of the strain,
the car couldn't manage it. But it did. Don't ever let me hear anyone disparage Ameri-
can cars or ‘their drivers. i :

Some of the places we passed through I'd heard of before. Our first big city was
Pontiac....then Flint...then Saginaw. At Clare, we parted from Route 10, and joined
" Route 27. It began to get dark, and then, as Gonser continued driving, I again began
to have fears that he needed sleep, and no matter how good a driver he was, he was bound
to succumb to ‘tiredness. It was a physical impossibility for him to drive much longer.
Maybe Toskey saw my worried features in the mirror, I don't know, but he turned to me
and told me that the system was that as soon as one driver felt the slightest suspicion
that he was going to sleep, he was to stop the car, and let someone take over. The
theory appealed to me enormously, but the only drawback I saw was that he, Toskey,
wasn't catching up with his sleep, so that when his turn came he'd be refreshed.

Later, we stopp=d at a roadside cafe for food. With typical shrewdness ,. Gonser
came out-with the interesting observation that wherever a long-distance lorry was parked
outside a snackery, that place sold good food--cheap. The place we stopped at had this
sign post, and it proved true. We didn't have too much. Toskey was anxious that we
should be on our way. It seemed so exciting, sitting at a table in a snackery somewhere
in Michigan, with three fans, all tired out, with the wonderful prospect of thousands
of miles yet to come. I suspect that, to them, my enthusiasu was somewhat childish,
but I honestly felt like an explorer, or, if you will, I confess I felt like the original
trekkers must have felt a hundred or so years ago, when America was still largely virgin
territory, and they set out in covered wagons. This probably sounds foolish, but, truly,
that's how I felt. For the greater part of this Jjourney, I felt less a fan and more a
dedicated soul. I knew I was tremendously lucky.....lucky not only to be going to
Seattle and crossing America on the way, but even more lucky with my hosts. The three
of them were completely diverse characters.

Gonser I was very impressed with. He seemed to find fun with everything and every-
body. He cracked jokes with the waltresses, said witty things when he was driving (and
when he was sleeping) and, to sum up, seemed to find life an endless opportunity for
fun and enthusiasm and enjoyment.

Wally Weber had been asleep most of the time since we'd left Detroit, but he was
always quiet and courteous and kindly.

Toskey seemed to have a natural flare to be a leader. He wanted things run his way,
which he said, by implication, was the best way. He was also kind and polite, but def-
initely a thinker. He worked things out and did everythlng to-ensure that his calcula-



tions became fact.

We started out again, Conser continuing to drive. We passed through Gaylord,
Sheboygan, Mackinaw City, and then came to the toll at the Mackinac Bridge. The charge
was $3.25. To my everlasting regret, it was dark, ‘redly pitch black, and we did get
to fully enjoy the sensation of travelling across the world's longest suspension bridge.
Toskey, with a grin, said it was twenty past nine, and we were on schedule....his sched-
ule! ' e,

It must have been a magnificent sight to cross the bridge in daylight. All we
could see by the headlights of the car were the vertical steel hawsers reaching upwards.
I can at least always say I've cross the bridge, even if I'm unable to go into detail.

I must, however, give here a few details about the Mackinac Bridge, for the perfection-
ists:

"Connecting Michigan's two great peninsulas at the straights of

Mackinac. The world's longest suspension bridge, 8,61k feet from

anchorage to anchorage. Centre span 3,800 ft. Two majestic towers

are 552 ft. above water, and their foundations (on rock) reach a

depth of 210 ft. below water. There is a total of 33 spans and

34 piers. One of the south shore trusses is 2,080 ft., the world's

longest continuous truss." :

The drive through the night continued.

I was half asleep, when the car suddenly stoppe&. Without a word Wally Gonser
got out of the driving seat, and Toskey moved into it. Gonser appeared in Toskey's
seat, settled back, his eyes heavy, and the drive continued along Route 2. We passed
through towns; I see on the map they were Blaney Park, Manistique, Gladstone, Escanaba,
Spalding, Iron Mountain, Crystal Falls, Iron River, Waters Meet, Ironwood, and as we
passed through each of them I ticked them off in my notebook. I was certain that the
scenery must have been glorious, because of the place-names, but, unfortunately, I shall
never know!

It gradually became light. I shook myself and combed my hair, and felt the stubble
on my face. I saw blue water on the right, long stretches of it, and Wally Gonser
opened an eye and told me it was Lake Superior....that we would soon leave Michigan and
enter Wisconsin. It seemed too incredible to be true.....that we'd been driving at a
very fast rate for fifteen hours, and we were still in Michigan. I've Jjust checked on
the map, and I see the distance from Detroit to Ironwood, just on the Michigan-Wisconsin
border, is roughly 630 miles. That means our average speed for the first fifteen hours
was 42 m.p.h. Average speed is the operative phrase. Remember part of that drive was
through the heavily built-up area of Detroit, and we stopped a couple of times for
snacks, and gas, and to pay toll, arnd to change drivers....and half of the drive was at
night. Remember also that the boys had had little sleep for some days. Weigh those
things in mind and you see that the 42 mph average assumes a greater significance.

All night long, Wally Weber had been asleep next to me. He hadn't moved during
the night, but as we approached Ashland, on the shores of Lake Superior, Toskey turned
left outside a snackery.

Vie woke Weber, crawled out of the car, and streeeetched.

We slammed the car doors shut, and, as if still half asleep, slouched to the door
of the roadside eating place, and looked inside. s

A girl, maybe about twenty, stood behind the counter. Her eyes were, to say the
least, apprehensive, as she surveyed us. I caught a look in the mirror, and I could see
what was passing through her mind. I guess Ernest Hemingway, when he wrote 'The Killers,'
would have loved to have seen us, for copy.

The girl had every reason to be alarmed. I've seen a similar sort of scene in
American movies. A car, packed with gun-totin' gangsters, are half an hour in front of
the. state police...or..perhaps...want to hold up the cafe for the cash in the till.
Well, our entrance would have made Alfred Hitchcock get on his knees and blow kisses
all round him. _

We stood in the doorway, surveying the room. We were looking for a comfortable
table near the window to get a view of Lake Superior as we were eating, but the girl
didn't know that. All she saw were four grim-looking men, unshaven, grimy, and, let's



‘face it, ‘dressed for the part. Heckj 'all right, I admit it..I felt as though I was in a
charade. Gonser tool a step inside, his hands clutchlnc at his side. He said to the
bV PR :

He meant it as a pleasant’ dreet At such "an early hour, but his voice was throaty,
and it sounded razor-fine....and....menacing. Tossey stepped in behind him. There is
no need for me to explain to you all that Toskey in the early ay ems is a horrible
sisht! Beside that, his shirt, made from oldicurtain material, looked as though its °
primary function was to clean the windscreen after driving through a thunderstorm...or..
perhaps; to titillate the sump if it was wishehaving. Also, and this is another well-
- krown fact, Toskey has a passion for women. I don't mean that-in the 1iteral sense, I -
just mean that Toskey takes even more interest in them than I do, and I spend‘a good ten
hours a day in pursuance of tHis absorbing Hobby. And, you've guessed it, Toskey looked
*at the girl, with big and hungry eyes.....T could see she-didn't mind so mueh the vision 3
of Gonser hunching from table to table, butJthosé'Toskey eyes, filled with unexpurgated
chapters ‘frouw his Hubbard Green stories....:.

VWally Webér entered next. Well, let's face it, he still had his beanie on, and
that, to normal eyes, is uncanny, but at six am? He still seemed to hé in a somnambu-’
listic state, moré, 5o it seemed to the girl, lie a zombie. : '

She put Her hand to her -mouth and her eyes srew bisger as Wally Weber meandered for- .
ward, oblivious to ever/thlnc except the bacA of Toskey s head ]

Then T came' in. : ‘ - ; t

Vell, it's no secret that I was the orly one of its type in America.’ Vivid purple
and orangé Amierican shirt, wide dirty -bracers- and ‘& big uncontrollable’ moustache which i
turned up at the ends at the sisht oi the girl, whoj by the way, wore her swédter very
well thank you. I tripped over a table, got-up on all fours, and crawled over to the-



table Gonser had seized in the corner.

Wle sat there, daring the girl to come over to us.

She stood and dithered, and I swear we'd be sitting there still, but the door
opened and a blc man came in, built like a barn door, and spoke to her. She obviously
knew him, mebbe her brother or husband, and at the sight of those bulging muscles she
came over to us and took our order.

I remember I had ham and eggs. The ham was about half an inch thick, and the eggs
were probably laid by an ostrich. Then I had four cups of coffee, with liberal dashes
of cream and sugar, and I felt ten feet tall.

The other three perked up enormously, too. Toskey had egg all over his mouth from
eating and looking at the girl at the same time, which I recall I thought to be disgus-
ting behaviour on his part, and I told hlm s0 after I'd mopped up the rest of the coffee
I'd been pouring in my ear!

I walked over to a postcard stand on the counter and sorted through picture post-
cards to send to my friends and family and fans in the British Isles, and Toskey saw
immediately that it brought me to within three feet of the girl, and came over and
said he'd like a postcard of the Mackinac Bridge as a souvenir. I must confess admira-
tion for his mind, because he gave her ten cents for a card with 'Postcards Five Cents'
written on it, and didn't seem to notice. He even forgot his change, ‘and' I got it/ for
him when I went back for mine. Yep, that girl could sure fill a sweater. s

Gonser took the wheel again, and we continued along Route 2, whlch ran along51de
Lake Superior through Ashland Iron River and Duluth.

Duluth is just inside the State of Minnesota. We stopped for a few moments, and I
took a couple of snaps of the place.

- Then on we drove, Gonser still at the wheel.

. Minnesota sported most delightful countryS1de.. the fields seemed greener, small
lakes abounded, and I sat in the back of the car and let my eyes feast on the'superb.-
surroundings. I tried to imagine how the early settlers must have gazed in awe at this
new and beautiful world.

Then, gradually, gazing out of the window, I found I had unknowingly become a
'Burma Shave' advert. addict.

Pausing to allow my non-American readers to reach for the iced water and aspirin,
I must explain that Burma Shave is an interesting aspect of American advertising psych-
ology....done on a nationwide scale which is permanent and a little bewildering, but
with a dash of fascination thrown in.

The advertising is done on a series of small notice boards, some yards apart from
each other. The letter is black, on a yellow background, and on each board is a line
of a gimmick poem which purports to show how superb Burma Shave really is. I couldn't
resist the temptation to jot down all the different poems I saw (I suppose 'poem' is the
word) and I became such a fiend at this novel hobby that the other three in the car,
yep, even the driver, went out of the way to ensure that I had them written down word
perfect. Well I remember Wally Gonser, the whéel spinning in his hands, craning over
his; shoulder to get.the last line of a gem. And I'm not g01ng to keep you in‘suspense
any longer, I'm going to quote a few of the choice ones. This will undoubtedly bore you
Awmericans, but take pity on the provincéials who ‘haven't seen life as I havel....

Said Farmer, Brown, ; Drinking drivers,
Who's bald on top, Nothing worse.

"Wish I could They put the quart:
Rotate the crop." Before the hearse.
This cooling ‘shave : If daisies’are

Will never fail Your favourite flower,
To stamp its user Keep pushing up

First Class Mail. Those miles per hour.
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The draftee

Tried a tube

And purred.

"Well, whaddya know?
I've been defurred.”

Men with whiskers
Neath their noses,
Ought to kiss

Like Eskimoses.

He lit a match
To check his tank.
That's why they call him

Baby your skin;
Keep it fitter.
Or 'Baby' will have
BAnother sitter.

The poorest guy

In the human race
Can have a

Million dollar face.

Many a forest

Used to stand

Where a lighted match
Got out of hand.

Skinless Frank.

Use this cream

A deay or two,

Then don't call her,
She'll call you.

I've lots more, but I'll spare you. You must admit, though, that they all contain
good common sense. Unfortunately, I happened to ask if Burma Shave was any good for
shaving...only one of the three had tried it, Wally Gonser, and he said it wasn't any
good. Pity, in a way.....

Another interesting thing, at least, it made my eyes open, was the subtle blurbs
on the registration number plates of the motor ‘tars.:

For instance, in England and Northern Treland, a' car number plate is: thusly

[\/1[ K_93|,

In America, however, I soon spotted the technique. The number plates, besides
doing their normal function and showing the number of the car, also express a choice
little phrase about the nicest or most prominent feature of the .particular state in which
the car is registered. So:

19 ILLINOIS 59 |
3(76 fz ’-4— /f @ l
LAND OF LINCOLN |

And a few random examples:

Michigan Florida Alabama
Water Wonderland Sunshine State Heart of Dixie

Wisconsin
America's Dairyland

All this I found absolutely fascinating. You see, I did more than just sit back in
the car and peer at the scenery. I really tried to delve into everything I saw, to try
and glean what I could about the American Way of Life. I know, even as I am writing
this in December 1959, that the chance of my going to America again is remote, and I have
no regrets that, instead of resting and sleeping and talking, I kept my eyes open, and
jotted down things that interested me. I'm sure that Messrs. Gonser, Toskey and Weber
thought I was asking some damn fool questions, but there was logic behind all my curi-
osity, a reason for my hurried scribbled notes whenever I saw anything the slightest bit
unusual or interesting. '

And all the time the car thundered along, stopping only for fuel for the car and
sustenance for ourselves.....

After leaving Duluth, we diverted off Route 2, and applied ourselves to Route 210,
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at Motley, and carried on along Route 10. I'm not exactly sure of the time we left
Duluth, must have been somewhere around 8:30 am, and we reached Fargo, on the Minnesota/
North Dakota border at exactly 2:30 pm. The distance across Minnesota, from east to
wvest, I make about 260 wiles. Therefore, on this jaunt, our average was about 43 mph.
But I didn't tell you of the stop we made at Brainerd, almost in the exact centre of
Minnesota.

Wally Weber and Toskey had been telllng me about a strange propens1ty which Gonser
possessed, that of having a relative or relatives in almost.every town in the north of
America. I took this: to be a slight exaggeration. It seemed that the rush to get to
Seattle was so great that it wasn't possible for''Gouser to:do. a tour of his kin, but we
stopped in Brainerd for almost an hour whilst he visited a dear old lady, who greeted
him with open arms. Ve went up to the room with him, too, and I was truly touched to

see that Wally Gonser possessed a tender side to his nature, which it seems to me is all
too rare these days. The halt at Brainerd brought up our average wph to over 50, and
we made other stops beside. For the record, we passed through the following places in
Minnesota: Carlton, Cromwell, McGregor, Altkln, Brainerd, Motley, Wadena, Detroit Lakes,
Moorhead, and into Fargo.

Fargo was an important Junctlon to us, because, from there we were scheduled to do
a safari in search of Wrai Ballard, who lives in Blanchard,’ somewhere up north in the
wilds of North Dakota! :

One glaring obstacle stood in our way. Toskey, usually the essence of preciseness
and accuracy, had lost. the map glVlng dlrectlons, and we -had to rely on his memory to
bring us to the oroverbial doorstep

We drove north from Fargo, along Route 81 Weber was at the wheel and sitting
next to him was Toskey, who, in the great mental strain required in recalling all the
minute details in the 1nstruct10ns, had curled himself up into & llttle coiled spring
with the effort. His eyes were tlghtly compressed with concentration.  He' ‘knew, of
course, that his prestige was at stake, as mine had been: when I'd guided Eney into
Detroit, and when I'd lost the letter giving instructions for Eney to find Parma, where
Nick Falasca lived,: and when I'd nipped from door to door-looking for Nick's house.

After driving northwards for some time, Toskey opened his eyes, took. a mental grip
on himself, and said, "Turn left at the next junction.'

I had noticed that the countryside had suddenly become flat and dry, with raised
tracks running from north to south and east to west, cutting the flatlands into squares.

~It-was onto one of these tracks that Toskey diverted us. It was just wide enough
for the car wheels, and there was a hump in the middle of the track, and the chassis
of the c¢ar glided along on this, occasionally bumping sharply upwards. ; ;

"Turn right after two miles,” ordered Toskey, not looking as confldent as’ ‘he'd have
us feel. Ve duly swung right along another track and drove along this for some distance.

To add to the excitement of the situation, a dust storm sprang up. In some places
it swirled near us, and, looking northwards, the whole horizon was blotted out.

Eventually, we stopped at a shack. Toskey sauntered out of the car and knocked at
the door. Some moments passed before it opened, and when the woman saw Toskey in his
unbelievable shirt, she refused to go to the extreme and open the transparent partltlon
behind the door. She looked through it, and started to bite her nails. . Toskey and she
nodded- their ‘heads like a couple of pigeons, and Toskey came back to the car agaln, his
face wreathed in smiles.

"Up the track for two miles, turn right, third farm along," he sa1d 1n his confld—
ent manner.

; We duly bumped along the track, and...look....I'll cut a long story short. I was
quite happy to traverse the whole of North Dakota....it was all fresh and new and fas-
cinating to me. After all, it wasn't my car, and if Wally Weber didn't mind the new
sensation of chassis-jumping, why should I worry? I'll just let you get your breath
again by confessing...yep....we did get to Wrai's house eventually. And don't think
that Toskey's prestige suffered in any way by the zig-zag route we took to Wrai's house...
all the same, it was pleasant to see a learned mathematician with such divine faith
in the law of Averages!

Wrai Ballard!
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Well, from reading about him in SAPS, and from using wy perhaps over-vivid imagina-

tion, I had formed a mental picture of Wrai...and this is what I saw in my mind's eye..

I saw an old, bent, senile figure, thin, grizzled, and with a short clay pipe hanging
upside down from his mouth. I imagined this mental Wrai to be wearing a dark blue
shirt, well worn at the cuffs, and to have a pair of dirty light brown overalls on top.

A straw hat was clamped on the side of his head, and he was sitting outside a shack

such as is oft pictured to be delapidated and bereft of roof, like in the Ozark Mountains:

Honestly, folks, this I thought to see.

And what did I see?

Suffering Catfish.

The Ballard House is a large timber-built structure, clean and tidy looking, which"
incorporates all the modern conveniences. The bathroom and toilet is even better than
the one in my suite at the Fifth Avenue Hotel.....HONEST!

More about the house later, but Wrai....,

He was about seven feet tall, and as broad as a Chev with both doors open. His
features are clean cut and intelligent..rather like Superman just before. .leaping from
the Empire:State. He is handsome,. cultured, talented and packs. finesse with a capital
phew. He was: dressed impeccably, and he spoke in a dellghtfully sincere way. He was
young, and say, girls, it's worth the trek! :

Wrai introduced us to his parents, who were most courteous. Then he took us up to
his bedroom for a talk. :

His bedroom was like Rockerfeller's office with a bed in it. The room was but BIG,
and prozines in shelves bordered the walls, and a few guns lay against the wall, giving
me the impression that Wrai might at some time find it necessary to jump from his bed
and leap for the window, pushing a round up the breech at the same time, ready to repulse
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