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ind the pagecount is out-of-hand again, of course. In fact, Llinor mentioned
carlier this evening that perhaps our title should be neither CRY of the Nameless
nor just plain CRY, but rather: CRYsis. It's worth a thought.

licanwhile though, this is CRY /139, May 1960 issue of a relentlessly monthly zine
that sells for 25¢, 5/81, 12/§2 (with equivalent UKstyle tariffs of 1/9, 7/- & 14/-

cyable to John Berry, 31 Campbell Park Ave, Belmont, Belfast, HHorthern Ireland)——
Nﬂ“e checks payable to slinor Busby, please, since she is also allowing for a few
traodes, as well as the free copies to contributors including letterhacks who make it,
RS checks, of course, Chegh_e should be made payable to John Berry. Like, the
- one handles these things in Seattle and the- other in Belfast. All clear now?

CRY exudes from Box 92, 920 3rd Ave, Seattle 4, "Jash. The situation is a bit
confused because Vally %/eber receives his personal fannish mail at Box 267 at that
same street-address, though he resides at 10833 24th Ave S, Seattle 88. Ron Bennett
has managed to muck things up thoroughly by listing Elinor and me under the CRY's
address in his Fan Directory this year, instead of at 2852 14th Ave '/, ‘Seattle 99.
«esl just thought maybe you'd like to be as confused as we are, is all.

Oh, let's quit stalling and list the Criol mushcE nERtRSE:

Cover by ATom, Gestallax by H&M Duplicator Corp, title Iiultigraphed by Toskey....l

Tage Three by Buz 3
4 Quaint 0ld Scottish Custom (TGGY, Part 8) John Berry 4
That Hell-Bound Fan George Horace Blotch L1l
Iwyll  (a column) Elinor Busby 12
“ail of the Burbless Art Rapp L3
T'andom Harvest Terry Carr 14
The Plow That All Too Often.. : Renfrew Pemberton 18
Legends of lancaster Layabouts (Part 1) Ilal fishworth 20
Carpsville J Les Fiper 22)
Fanuish Iiusic Pestival (a TATFF Benefit) Donald Franson 23
Li+T+N+U+T+E+S _Wally Vieber 24
Uith Keen Blue Eyes and a Blcycle.. . T li Busby 26
Letter From the Tuture ‘Les Nirenberg 28

CRY of the Readers conducted by’Wally leber 29-48

Illo-credits: Adkkins 294 ATom 14 17, Nirenberg 22, Pier 51,
Stencil- cutt1ng~ 'ally Vieber 22, Elinor 16, Buz 8, H& Duplicator Corp 1.
Cn the duper: Toskey, 'leber, & Uebbert Also expected for Assembling: Vally Gonser.

For awhile there, we really thought that by holding down to TGG/, Fandom Harvest,
CotR, and l-or-2-page items for the rest, CRY could be held down to size. Like, this
rnionth, with an 8-page TGG'/ chapter, it seemed safe to but in a couple of 2-page items
nyself. The result, you see; l-and-2-page items add up, too. :....and if a few items
aprear a little unfamiliar, to the contributors thereof, it's because they did not
arrive here as l-or-2-page items, but as li—or—2"—page items. U/ell, everybody knows
what happens when things pile up here until so late that I get stuck with cutting the
stencils. This is a sort of apology to Rapp, Nirenberg, and Franson (and g warning
to TCarr that people who send material last-minute Special Delivery don't go to
Heaven). Y/lhat we need is a micro-elite typer for each member of the CRYstaff...

Next issue¢}4o’be published Ilay 29th) comes the final summarizing chapter of
"The Goon Goes llest'; maybe we'll have an idea by then of the publication-date, page-
count, and price of the book version. Then in #141 for July (to be published June
26th, the week before the lesterCon at Boise) will be Terry Carr's Solacon Reporit,
whether or not Norm Shorrock ever publishes it in Space Diversions.

Note to contributors: Unless you specify otherwise, any material that we can't
worlz (or rather, rework, which is usually the problem) into the first issue or two
after its receipt; will be handled thusly: first, Vally&Otto's up-and-coming "JRR will
h"ve a chance at 1t; in the event that /RR does not take this chance,; we'll be send-

ing occasional bundles to help build Dave Rike's '"FFanzine llaterial Pool". OK?

——Buz.
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Mo Sl e c s e EpRESSRILY emotions, as I sat down in the D.C. 70 of British Over-
seas Airways Corporation. ' :

My American Tour had come to an end. My three weeks had been packed with incident..
and I had gleaned a wealth of experience from the thousands of miles I'd travelled across
-the .vast continent, and from all the many wonderful characters I'd met.

T recall vividly that T looked out of the window of the airliner and gazed at the

terminal buildings of Idlewilde International Airport. My last few moments in America,

—d

-

-1 thought, -and would 1 ever come back again?
5 eimiel e steward told us ~

ind then the engines started to whine at high decibel pitch

to fasten our safety belts.
T ‘must tell you about this particular flight.

cl
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The aeroplane could probably have held well over one hundred passengers, and yet
T swear there were wore stewards than passengers. In front of me was a clergyman. I
. heard one or two voices way up in front of me, but raising up as wmuch as I could with -
my safety belt on, T could see very few heads. My seat wasn't too bad. I sgt on the
extreme right, about half way along the cabin. I could see the wing by looking out
. normally, but if I screwed my nead round behind me, I had a reasonable view. I sup-
pose I could have moved backwards or forwards, but I reasoned that most of the flight
would be made during the dark hours, and for all that I would see on the morrow iE was
prepared to suffer pain. I like to be as consistent as possible, you see€, and getting
a seat which would have afforded me a perfect view would have been inconsistent!
Once again the aeroplane followed various coloured lights on the tarmac....Once
v again the pilot strained the engines at their highest revs at the end of the runway,
and then took his foot off the brakes. :
_We took off perfectly, circled TIdlewilde whilst the navigator figured out where
East was, and we climbed and settled down. I screwed wy head round and looked out of
the window, and saw that the exhausts from the engines were belching long blue flames.
These flames seemed to lick the nacelles and the wings rather affectionately. A steward
told us we could unfasten our safety belts. I clipped mine off, and crossed my row of
seats to the left side of the aeroplane and looked out. The other two engines were
spurting blue flame, too. I reasoned that the Law of Averages precluded the possibility
of four engines burning at the same time, and no one else seemed to bother.

I returned to my seat, and to pass the time I pulled out a cellophane wrapper
affixed to the rear of the clergyman's seat. It contained an illustrated diatribe which
dealt with the best way to abandon ship. I peeked out of the window again, and saw that
if anything the flames were belching more strongly. I wasn't unduly perturbed, I was
insured, and B.0.A.C. had a pretty good safety record, and, dammit, the D.C. 7C was an
American aeroplane, and 9ED, it couldn't go wrong. There was a clergyman on board too.

© T looked at the window, as if it were a mirror, and the blackness outside in fact gave
it reflective powers. I saw that the clergyman in front was reading a book. I made a
more careful scrutiny, and saw that it was a prayer book. Just at the moment, the

= gentleman looked out of the window, his eyes widened as he spotted the flaming engines,
and he returned to the book and seemed to flip the pages over rather more quickly, as if
to get as much on the divine wavelength as he could. s

A nice polite English voice came over the loudspeaker and said that everything was
just great, and that passengers were not to get alarmed if they saw the flames from the
exhausts. This was quite a natural process, and it would eventually die down.

I uncrossed my fingers and peeked at the clergyman again, and saw that he was read-
ing PLAYBOY. '

I sat back happily and closed my eyes.

»

I slept reasonably well. There was plenty of room to stretch out, and as there was
no one behind me I could retract my seat at will without fear of causing anyone injury.

The lights were switched off, except for a few small wattage lamps, and although
the engine noise was much more pronounced than the Jet-Electra, my ears eventually got
used to it. i '

I woke up with the grey light of dawn struggling to get through the window.

I hadn't shaved since Wednesday in Seattle, and my stubble rasped as I ran a finger
round my - chin. I had no idea where I'd packed my razor, but it was somewhere in one of
my lgrge suitcases which were esconced somewhere in the body of the aeroplane. I wasn't
worried about my appearance, anywdy. 1 don't know whether or not you've gathered this
fa§t, but I'm a sort of scruffy individual. If necessary, I can deck myself up like a
Fallor's dummy , but I am happy to say that such situations don't arise very often. For

.1nstance, at the Masquerade Ball at the Detention on Saturday night, when I went as a
-man, I modestly admit to being really slick. Mrs. DeVore had put such a crease in my ~

trou i '
= re scintil i in fact : i >
. might blind someone. illating, and in fact I had to rub dust on them for fear I

I'd kept [f- i
pt my stiff-collared white shirt especially for the occasion
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But in this DC 7C, sartorial elegance was the farthest thing from wy mind. I'd
worn the plaid American shirt for days, I hadn't polished my shoes since the Detention,
and I'd stumped around in a dust-storm in Blanchard in the interim. My trousers had no
crease, my hair was just aboutllong enough to qualify for a ribbony and, . assI;saiao et
had stubble trouble. I didn't care though. I was happy. I was carefree. I was filled
with a Sense of Wonder, and I didn't give a damn for the consequences. I didn't care
how untidy I looked..... and that, friends, was probably one of the worst mistakes I
ever made. You'll read about it soon....

Breakfast was served. Nothing ostentatious, but it was clean and wholesome, .and
that's the main thing, isn't it? The cutlery was in cellophane wrappers, and the
stewards served with deftness and dexterity, with big beaming smiles. They could afford
to, because trade was slack and they weren't getting a share of the profits, anyway!

After breakfast, I plastered my eyes on the window to try and see a bit of coast-
line. DNow that I was away from America, and all its many fascinations, I began to think

more and wore of my family....I wondered what Diane, my wife, would say when she saw
the underskirt...and what my small daughter Kathleen would say when she opened the box
with the Indiarn Squaw outfit in it..... and my nine year old son Colin when he got his

totem pole and the silver dollar I'd saved for him and the dollar note from Mabel Young
and Roger Sims...and when they saw all the other souvenirs I'qd garnered...plaster Indian
heads....plaster pheasants....a silk headscarf from Montana, etc..... and I wondered if
all the airmail postcards I'd sent had arrived regularly....and I just sat back and
thought how great it would be to see them again, after three weeks.

I struck up a stilted conversation with the clergyman in front. I noticed he was
reading a prayerbook in some obscure language which I guessed to be Latin, but I decided
not to show my ignorance and ask him. Actually, I think his reading a prayérbook at all
was just affectation. He seemed fairly old, and he should have had it all ‘word perfecic.

It got quite light outside. The cloud formations were remarkable. Surely this
must be the greatest thrill in flying....to fly above the clouds and see the cottonwool
effect below, and, occasionally, watch a few vagrant white tufts rush past. One of the
most magnificent feelings I ever had was flying in the bomb-aimers position in a ILancaster
heavy bomber when I was an air cadet in 1943 or thereabouts. I lay flat on a sort of
couch right. at the front of the aeroplane, looking through the perspex. I could see
nothing man-made at all..... Just me and the clouds and the sun and the patchwork quilt
below. I recall I lay there until they dragged me EREN o 0, o

Occasionally the clouds parted, and the Atlantic was revealed below...it looked grey
and uninviting...and then, just on the horizon, the clouds parted and I saw the Scottish
coastline.

The voice over the loudspeaker told us we would be landing 'in about twenty minutes'
and the clergyman looked at me and we smiled knowingly at each other.

The aeroplane sank steadily, and the coastline grew nearer and then we crossed it.
several islands with high hills sweeping down to the surf....then Gcotland LLEET G 6. 0.6 5
soon the hedges were just below us, and the inevitable 'Fasten your Safety Belts'...and
we landed smoothly, and taxied to the terminal building, which, when compared with
Idlewilde, was pretty drab and undistinguished.

Prestwick.

We climbed stiff-legged out of the aeroplane and followed a hostess into the buil-
ding. We sat arouund whilst our passports were given the once-over, and then we were
directed, tol the, customs. ... ;

Now I would be the last to complain  about officialdom. You've got to have Custous
Officials...some unscrupulous people would try to smuggle things into the country. But
not me. I had the regulation 200 cigarettes, and T didn't care whether they seized them
or not. I was happy to go through those Customs. I never felt more co-operative in wmy
life. I had had three glorious weeks, weeks crammed with hospitality such as few fgns
have undergone before...and in a few hours, loaded with presents for my wife and children,
I would be at the front door of 31, Campbell Park Avenue, Belfast, Northern Ireland,
hammering on the door like mad to get my feet up over my own fireplace and talk and talk

H jol
and talk..... that's what I was thinking as I stepped into the Customs Room. T was O
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top of the world....everything was one hundred per cent..........
Have you taken an aspirin?
No?
Take two....quick....then read on.....

I waited behind the other travellers at the counter. The counter was about twenty
feet long, and there were about five Customs officials behind it. They were kind and
courteous to the travellers. With a smile and a joke they opened the odd case, made a
tentative safari into the innards, then snapped it shut wtth a grin. My turn came. I
would say there were still another dozen folks waiting to be done.

Hell, I must try not to be too critical. I've already gone to extreme lengths to

explain how scruffy I was. Hair parted neatly, I saw to that, but long..... definitely
stubble.....creaseless trousers....nice loose Harris Tweed jacket, nice and broad-shoul-
dered, as I like them....and perchance I looked tired too.

But one fact soon became obvious.
The Customs official dealing with me took an instant dislike to me.

T don't like to think I have the criminal look....and it never struck me before that
I had the look of a dipsomaniac....I can't look all that blatantly dishonest....and
surely I don't have the shifty features of a persistent and flagrant liar..... NI ML Ot

trying to kind myself that I'm sorta handsome, but break it to me gently, do I look like
a dipso, a crook, a liar, a reprobate and a smugller all rolled into one?

The nice lady Customs official at Idlewilde three weeks before had been kindness
and politeness personified. True, she had taken a crafty nip through my kit, but she
told me frankly that I didn't look like the type to be a smuggler.

And, as I've said, I had nothing to hide from this official at PrestW1ck

I WAS PROBABLY THE MOST INNOCENT TRAVELILER EVER TO PASS THROUGH PRESTWICK.

But the boyo on the other side of the counter couldn't control the sadistic gleam
in his eye when he saw me.

Oh, I'11 give him his due: he played his hand well. DNot for him the rapid attack
and seizure...he had to play it smooth and cool. i

He forced a smile. : :

He passed me a thick card with large writing on it, giving details of what shduld
be declared, and the dire penalties which would ensure 1f some smart Alec trled to smugz-
gle on regardless.

He looked at me, and he licked his lips.

Look, I want to be fair. He could see before him a tlred man. A happy, an elated,
a carefree man....but a tired one....and that stubble....would an honest man not have
a shave before landing? Would he not apppear apprehensive before the mighty British

”Have you anything to declare?" he asked, his voice silky and knowing.

I gave him what I hoped was an engaging grin.

"I have just two hundred cigarettes," I smiled.

"Oh?'" he said, with lifted eyebrows. '"Oh, just two hundred cigarettes?"

Then I remembered the small packet which was. on the tray of breakfast goodies on
the Jet Electra. 1I'd stuffed 'em in my breast pocket.

"Well, two hundred and five, actually."

He dldn t like that. 1I'd hit a sensitive spot. I'd told the truth, of course. But
he didn't like it I was shifty. I was too smooth, too confident. Where had I got the

He took a deep breath.

"Open the case, please," he said.

He was polite. Too polite.

I hefted up my stout brown suitcase, undid the strap (I had to have a strap on it;
the catches didn't!) and opened the 1id. - 3

He looked at me once more, his fingers twitching.

"Have you any whiskey?"

So that was it. I had the dipso look.

I laughed out loud.

I shook my head and grinned.
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His fingers sought between my dirty socks and dirty shirts. He burrowed like a mole
who'd forgotten to hibernate. And then he got the pant. An astute international smuggler
like me wouldn't be so green as to have the hooch in a suitcase which he, the Customs
man, would obviously look through. He looked at me, and for a second a look of respect
flashed across his face. He'd met his match. All his training had attuned him for this
one great coup.

But, like I said, he played it with great skill.

He pointed to my camera.

The Ilford Spotsman. -

I'm not ashamed to admit I got it on the installment system. (I" findsh paying for
it next month, incidentally). I'd obtained it from a firm in Belfast who'd been pre-
pared to give me extended .credit. It had cost 15 pounds with case (about $43). 1I'd
got it in'May, 1959, especially for the trip.

"You've just come from America:'" he asked..

"Yes," I said. I looked at him with wide open eyes.

Moy - <isxepilded . ¢ "Mmgot- itiin Belfasti"

"In Belfast. That's interesting. How much?"

"About fifteen pounds."

"When?"

"Last May."

"Please®"

I passed it to him.

He opened it. He looked at it. He squinted through t.

"And you mean to tell me you got this in Belfast?"

i'Yes . "

"When."

"last May."

"How Much?"

"Fifteen pounds."

"You got this in America, didn't you?"

It wasn't really a question. It was a statement.

IINO . n

I didn't please him by pleading or professing indignation or starting to look fright-
ened. I was nettled deep inside. It takes a lot to annoy me. But I do sometimes get
rejsibille dua AN ool al ] Ne ool and «i ey ' '

"I put it to you that you got this camera in America.'

e s aiid. Sl elichched my - jaws -

He looked at it again. He seemed to like it. Perhaps he was a cameraphile.

"So you got this in Belfast last May and it cost fifteen pounds?"

His smile made my toes curl.

"Yes. I got it in Belfast last may and it cost fifteen pounds...and watch you don't
press the release....it's triggered. : o]

I grinned happily. It took a lot, but I grinned. I had to peel my lips back with
my fingers afterwards.

Everyone else had been dealt with. I was alone, except for the other officials.
They stood about, chatting amongst themselves, but their ears flapped hopefully.

My man looked at the camera again.

Then he gave it back to me. His face said, 'look, you're a bloody liar, but I'll
play along for a bit.!

He pointed to a big cardboard box the Ellingtons had given me, to hold the under-
Slsibelr

He snapped his fingers and pointed to the counter. I hefted up the box, and it was
big, and opened the 1lid after untying the string. '

"The whiskey in here?"le bantered.

"No," I smiled. "A red underskirt, a box containing one miniature Indian Squaw
outfit and two hundred cigarettes. The other five are in my breast pocket." I tapped it
significantly. '

'

|



"And no whiskey."
"And no whiskey."
He did everythingin that box except curl up and have forty winks in it.
s His eyes were glazed with awe. Where the hell was the liquor?
Over my shoulder I had a brown satchel I'd bought in Fond du Lac. I intended it
for my son for his school books. It contained a bronze model of the Statue of Liberty,
a cute combined ash tray and cigarette box I'd purchased in Washington, an Indian doll,
a totem pole, two Indian heads made of plaster, two pheasants with bewildered expressions
on their faces (also made of plaster), one plonker gun and three suckers, given to me
by Steve Schultheis, assorted postcards showing views of America, four pairs of dirty
socks, three dirty vests and one green ticket stub certifying that the purchaser had been
to the top of the Empire State Building.
Reluctantly, he admitted defeat after a long scrutiny.
AND THEN HE SAW THE BLACK CASE WHICH HELD THE TYPER.
His sharp intake of breath made the other officials pause and wonder.
"And what have we here?"
"L typewriter."
"f typewriter...and why did you not declare it, pray?"
» Big time. No hooch. ©No diamonds, no reefers, no opium....but a typewriter which
wasn't declared. Disappointing. Not what he'd hoped. But revenge..... SRS it & 8o
sweeeeeet revenge
"It's second hand. I purchased it in New York." I lied, didn't I? But I didn't
want to start telling him about fans and Leslie Gerber and CRY letterhacks and George
Nims Raybin's impassioned appeal for more typer cash at the con. Not for him the full
story of the wonderful generosity of American fans. So I told him I'd purchased it in
New York.
"It looks nice and new, doesn't it....hmmmmm?"
I waited. I had the receipt for it nice and snug in my pocket.........

ERASMUS TYPEWRITER CO., INC.
Bought.Sold.Ranted.Repaired.
2262 Church Avenue
To John Berry
31, Campbell Park Avenue,
Belfast. Ire.
Corona Portable
Used typewriter....... $L0.
SRAPCERIC, = . . - . . o $1.20

And I kept it there.

"Very new."

"It's second hand," I ventured. My turn. I gulped visibly, as though I willed him
to believe me. He bit.

"Can you prove it," he hissed.

10 wEnleEel

Clowly, I opened my wallet and slowly opened the receipt and put it on the counter
before him. ' '

He read it.

But he won.

For him the sweetness of success..... ROBRMERET- & well.....he won anyway.
“Socal*Fights" 1t leS8caond thandes But you must pay ditageensut " “
I shugged.

PRI " pa T e dNiars

Sure I was bitty, but why not?
Hell, he wasn't so bad, really.
I mean, there was no getting away from it. He'd won. When he knew victory was his,
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he mellowed. He became almost friendly.

"Tt's a nice typewriter,'" he smiled. "I'd say it was worth about...oh....ten
poulids?"

About 530. ;

"So you'll have to pay duty on ten pounds...that'll be..... er...two pounds.

5 Not bad. I think he'd purposely under-valued the typer as some sort of recompense
for his ultra-efficiency. I gave him $6 and he handed back a receipt and a two shilling
piece change.

B havertheNReECceiipit forthis fduity

Post of Prestwick on 18.8.59. Noé. C 3017378
Ship. (or aircraft) G-AOIH at New York.
ARTICLES IMPORTED.
One typewriter.O.K.Corona. 22 lbs weight. Value ten pounds. Duty two pounds.

I gathered my luggage together and looked at him. O. K. I gave him the beady eye.
Let's be fair, though. It was his job. He took me for a big time smuggler, although I
was Just a fan returning home. I'm as sure as I can be that if I'd been shaved and tidy
my Customs inspection would have been a formality. I hope someone benefits from my experi-
ence.

Outside, the small 'bus was waiting for me. Only half'a dozen passengers were in
it. Two of them were well dressed Americans who explained to the ticket collector that
they were daing a tour of Europe. Sensing an easy buck, he sat in front of them and
described the Scottish scenery as we drove along. It was a lovely morning, the grass
was green, everyone was happy except me. I was still smarting at the unfortunate cus-
toms episode. The ticket collector cum unofficial guide certainly gave those American
tourists their money's worth. I don't know much about Scottish history, but from his
non-stop travelogue it certainly seemed that the twenty miles between Prestwick and
Glasgow had seen some bloody action. The ticket collector wasn't too partial to English-
men, and he described in gory detail the many battles which had taken place en route,
centuries ago. . I'd previously always thought that Collodon Moor was in the Highlands,
but according to him the battle with the Redcoasts had taken place Jjust over there, Jjust
by the sewage disposal plant. e

A young woman had a small boy about four, who had a curious interest in my moustache,
which was really flamboyant. He edged closer to me for a closer looksee, but his mother
gave me a dirty look and pulled him away. Must have thought maybe I'd managed to salvage
a bottle from the conflict and had it poised with the cork out to give him a sniff.

I felt my stubble: it was pretty pronounced. I combed my hair again, and straight-
ened my tie and looked inquiringly at the wooded copse from which Bonnie Prince Charlie's
rowboat had been made. T

The drive to the Brttish European Airways air terminal in Glasgow took about three-
quarters of an hour. Ve trooped out of the 'bus, the American's eyes revolving like
roulette wheels, the ticket collector smiling happily. He'd given a pretty good perfor-
mance . _

I checked in at the reception desk, and they told me a 'bus would arrive in a few
moments to drive me to Renfrew Airport for the Belfast. 'plane. I handed my luggage over,
and went into the canteen for a cup of tea. I sat in a corner, and almost fell asleep,
and in fact when a loudspeaker gave a message, I only heard the last part of it...
"..Flight Number 936 board the 'bus outside."

I drank the cold remains of the tea and staggered outside. I WAS TIRED.

Only half a dozen Belfast-bound passengers were on the 'bus, and in no time at all
we were at Renfrew Airport. I went over to a store and purchased a couple- of boxes of
swgets; the boxes had thistles on them, and said 'A present from Scotland'. Sure, they
were made in London, but what the hell. ;

Our 'plane for Flight 936 was my old friend a Douglas D.C. 3 in its B.E.A. guise as
SSRilonceRN

A shapcly guide (I wasn't that tired) led us to the aeropléne; and I sneaked in first
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and got a front seat on the left, giving me a good view.

We took off, and a stewardess came round with sweets. I smiled and took one. Ghe
asked me to take another. I must have looked rough.

The engines, old and tired but well preserved, bit the air and dragged us off the
ground. I still felt as if it was my first flight, and stuck my face to the window and
looked downwards. We weren't flying too high, and every detail below stood out in
superb clarity. In ten minutes we crossed the Scottlish coastline and were over the
sea. We crossed land again at the Isle of Arran, more sea and we skirted the coastline
of Campbeltown, a long finger of land jutting from Scotland at the north.

As soon as we crossed the Northern Irish coastline just north of Larne, a minor
port, I felt at home again. The sky became cloudy and I couldn't see a thing. When I
did catch glimpses of the ground below, it looked dull and dismal..... an expected home-
coming.

By some miracle our pilot landed amongst the cloud and ddzzle; we bumped a little and
and taxied to the terminal building.

We climbed down the steps onto home soil, and we were told that the 'bus would be
arr1v1ng soon to take us to.Belfast.

The long green 'bus of the Ulster Transport Authority screeched to a halt and after
making sure that my luggage was aboard I climbed on too.

I'd done the drive quite often, so I closed my eyes and woke up at the BEA building
at Glengall Street ih the centre of Belfast.

I signalled a taxi and the driver dumped my stuff in the back after he'd used a
little decorum and dumped me inside first. I did note, however, that he took a crafty
glance at the United Airlines and British Overseas Airways Corporation tags on my luggage.
This meant to him that I had cash, although I do shudder to think that perhaps this led
him to believe I was a rich America. I make that statement in deference to Americans.

I mean, most Americahs are neat and tidy and clean-looking, and as I've sald so often
Ayl thls chapter, I looked rough.

I've taken a taxi from the centre of Belfast to my home at 31 Campbell Park Avenue
several times, and the fare has always been round about six shillings or. six ag&d sixpence
(almost one dollar). This time tlemeter wobbled at the eleven shilling mark. I strongly
suspect there is a little clockwork addition to these meters which can be titillated
when the driver assumes that he has a sucker or a millionaire aboard. I gave him a mean
look to show that I wasn't in the former category, and he handed my string-tied luggage
out with a sneer to show me he knew I most certainly wasn't in the latter category.

I gripped my kit and dumped it on my front door step. I kicked the door like mad
and Diane opened it. ©She blinked a couple of times, and then Kathleen rushed forward,
her eyes oscillating parcelwards, and she flung her arms round my neck and said, in the
sort of soft cuddly voice that little girls use in such circumstances, "Daddy's home."

...........

((Next month, the concluding chapter: a summing-up in retrospect, John says it'11 be))

The Hellbound Fan by George Horace Blotch

Lffey Hackerman was the only fan of the early '70's who couldn't publish a fan-
zine if he wanted to. His problem was. a domineering mother: it wasn't just that she
wouldn't let him publish a fanzine; she wouldn't let him do anything. At 25, he began
to smoke cigars; his mother caught him at it, and that was the end of that. In thoD
search for another source of pleasure, he began reading Analog l/onder Stories. 1In
this way, he became a fan, and soon graduated from the action-type stories in Analog -
to the more intellectual material of IF: Jorlds of Adult Science-Fiction. Finally
of course, his mother caught him, and burned his entire collection. So he did the’
only thing a fan in his right mind could do... he committed suicide.

On his grave appears this epitaph:

LEFFEY HACKERIIAN

His was a Life of liisery:

No II'sy no An's; no butts!
FOR SALL: TIamous Fantastic liystery, complete from V.1,Nr.l through 1950 with some
later issues. liark 'Blsted, 3745 University ilay , Seattle 5, "m. Best offer takes.




HWYLL a column by Elinor Busby

I didn't have a column last month--and you'll never guess why. It wasn't because
I was discouraged at not being able to think of a name. Tt wasn't because evil ol'

Buz wouldn't let me have the room. Nope! It was because I, Elinor Busby, who have
filled countless stencils quite readily for the crummy ol' CRY, got the tight collar

at the idea of putting a column into the fanzine rated 2 on the FANAC jolils = (CEely ' o
Estantedstofiirst-draft-a column. ™ Gee, it¥Wdbtawful. ‘I started to tell you-all about
a book I borrowed from Delcie Austin. It's "The Virgin and the Swine," by Evangeline
‘Walten, and is real great fantasy, being the re-telling of an old story (in this case
from Mabinogion) and peopling/%ith living characters. Actually, there's hardly any
point in telling you about this book. It was published in 1935, and I should imagine
it to be very hard to come by. As I say, the review I started to write was rather
BOSLE sl Nehidageta'of fRoneSc tiff ddittle |joke ; Sthe, *and :I shalii Bepeatsith now, so that all
fellow Alex King fans can feel sort of haughty and ingroupi.sh.

"Gwydion is the heir of his mother's brother; legally, his heir must be his siger's
son. In Dyved, however, inheritance goes from father to son, and it occurs to. Gwydion
that this must be a very satisfying thing, & he longs for a son of his own. But his
heir must be his siger's child. The solution to Gwydion's problem is obvious, although
we are not informed as to his feelings toward folk-dancing."

You will note that my column now has a name. It is pronounced 'hooelh', and I
found it in a book called "The Book of the Three Dragons" by Kenneth Morris. This is
a juvenile, based on ancother part of the same Welsh story that "The Virgin and the
Swine" comes from. Unlike the other book, it's a juvenile; it's a darnsd good juvenile,
tho, & I recommend it highly, too. Although it was pubiished a long long time ago, I
do not feel that in telling you about it I am tantalizing you with an unavailable goody.
It was distributed through the Junior Literary Guild, and so there are doubtless many
copies available  in second-hand bookstores. It's illustrated by Ferdinand Huszti Horvath
(whoever he may be) and although unfortunately black&white, the illos are romantic and
exquisitely detailed, and are very reminiscent of Kay Nielsen's lovely workin "East of
the Sun & West of the Moon."

One warning: like so much good fantasy, these two books take a while to 2, aonge),
The ‘first 4th of "Virgin" and the first 3rd of "Dragons" are actually rather dull. It
you are fond of fantasy, and are fortunate enough to get hold of either or both of
these books, be prepared to slog it out. I think you'll find it worth your while.

I've asked myself why it is that so much fantasy takes a while to get: into. Look
at Tolkien. The first part of "The Fellowship of the Ring" is downright dull. This
1s because it's a rehash of "The Hobbit", but the first part of "The Hobbit" is a bit
dull, too, I think. It occurs to me that perhaps fantasy tends to get off the ground
slowly because it's so necessary that the background be well laid out and thoroughly
understood before the action gets going.

And what is the charm of fantasy--what makes wading thru a slow beginning worth-
while? T suggest that one charm, at least, is that very much fantasy--Tolkien, the
two books mentioned above, even Jack Vance's "Dying DBarth"--take place on an Earth which
is fairly lightly populateq. In much fantasy one can see morning sunlight on the dew,
hear birdsongs, smell the intensely fresh and lightly fragrant air. The trees in the
forests are mossy and ancient, and relationships between animals and man are somehow
different from now. I .suppose the world in fantasy is a world that never was, but we
thought it once was, when we were very young, and perhaps will always be nostalgic for
pilgtos

We borrowed two books by E. R. Eddison from Toskey, and I somehow didn't manage
to wade thru the dull part. Perhaps it was because "Ourobouros" was set on Mercury
& so'did not conform to my mental picture of a fantasy world. Perhaps I feel that sci-
ence fiction can zip about from world to world, but fantasy belongs right here on Planet
HEirth. . = :

How do you feel about it?
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13 Woasd © it t he BRUS e bIEScRISES : .
——by r-t Rapp

In typical attitudes of dissipation the CRYgang sprawled around their squalid
habitat, illuminated only by the intermittent flicker of an improvised wick burning
in a saucer of dittofluid.. -

- "Y'should've paid the light billl" Buz muttered thickly, the boitle of Captain
llorgan Black Label trembling in his hand as he tried to tilt it to his lips.

“Aah, quit houndin' the 1:id," snapped Hlinor, muscles tensed with concern ovdr

wvhether or not Buz would leave any Captain Morgan in the bottle for her.

Tlally was too benunbed even to notice this defence of his actions. Sprawled on
the floor, propped against the shelf-lined wall, he poured the contents of a milk-
bottle equally into his mouth and dowvm his chin, then tossed the empty onto the pile
of similar flasks which littcred the floor around his outstretched legs,

"Objectively,' observed Tosk judiciously, 'one must realize that failure to
reimburse the utility company is reprehensible only in tcrms of mundane respectabil-
ity. After all, it's not as if CRY depended on an electric mimeo."

"Why don't you go somewhere and differentiate a variable?" snarled. Buz.

"Look here," continued Tosk patiently, "why do all you people start drinking the

“instant you finish up a CRY? You don't sce gg‘behaVing in such unseemly fashion aftcr
I complete an issue of Flabbergasting, do you?"

"Someday," said Tlinor,:'"you'll do a subzine instead of mere apazines; you'll
Inowi why, then!" "Bat, drink, and be merry!" roared Buz, "for tomorrow we gotta

start on the next -issuel"

"Jllogical," replied Tosk. '"You complain about the work, but obviously you do
prefer the fabulous profits to th@ leisure you are sacrificing."

MPabulous profits my aching back!'" cried. Buz and Elinor simultaneously, leaving
"one to conclude that the truth lay somewhere between.

"Shpent 1ight-bill on poshtage," muttered Wally. '"Had to, to mail out CRY."

"See?" Buz peinted out indignhatly, '"IFabulous profits! ‘lhy, we can't even run
‘extra copies; a few extra shcets of paper would throw us into the red."

. "Tlinor screamed! "Baby," soothed Buz, 'concentrate on pleasant thoughts lilie
‘Tiper cartoons and Berry articles, and those nasty thoughts of GliCarr will fade away."
"MTt's not that!" she ‘criéd hysterically. "You just reminded me that we forgoi to
run an extra copy of #138 for Burbee! He's got to have a contributor's copy!"
' “"Ahem!" said Tosk, "If I might make a suggestion-- remembcr how you always sct
etit 57 Rapp's copy aside for a few days before mailing it to him?"

"Hey!" said Buz. "How'd you know that? It's supposed to be a secretl"

"Oh, for goodness sakes," retorted Elinor, '"how could he help knowing, the way
you melodramatically stash Rapp's copy behind the home-brew crock, muttering about
how maybe this time it will really drive him nuts with suspense?"

"Phis is a solution to our problem?" queried Buz sarcastically. "Look, it may be
shcer fannish 'suicide not to send Burb his contributor's copy—— he's formidable when
" insulted-— but it's the height of folly to hold out Rapp's subscription copy, because
he is fiendishness personified:!"

t "As Blotto Otto would say," observed Tosk, "it's a dilly of a dilemma.'" Buz hit
him with the rum bottle, having first made sure that it,; too, was empty.

"Tosk just doesn't have a subtle fannish mind," said Llinor. "It's simple,
really. We merely unstaple Rapp's copys extract Burb's article, and mail it to Burb;
he's not interested in the blatherings of other fans, anyway. And Rapp is too high-
rninded to even notice the omission, chances are."

"] dunno," Buz said dubiously. '"Rapp isn't exactly dumb."

"Oh?" said Llinor, "Then howcome he isn't feuding with G II Carr?"

"Mighod, I never looked it that way," agreed Buz. "OK, let's try it."
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21, and 22 IN 1Y APRIL CRY? Hell, you forgot that I am a Burbee fan, too!

"Stop it!!" CRYA Vrai Ballard, blushing furiously.

——-her true sex was discovered in the course of an attiempted rape--—-
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A Every now and then a fit of hysteria strikes me, and I find myself rereading some
of my own stuff. I was doing that just the other night, in fact, going through last
year's issues of CRY, and it has given me a topic for discussion this month.

- In one of last year's columns, I started off on the subject of the future of fan-
dom; I believe it was something John Berry had written which occasioned that topic. I
was bemused and somewhat puzzled when I reread what I'd written on the subject: 1I'd
started off in a casually serious tone, saying that the future of fandom was fascinating
to contemplate, and it seemed like I was going to go on and make some serious predic-
tions as to what might happen in fandom in the future--but instead, I made some ridicu-
lous, flighty suggestions like FAPA growing old and dying, and the N3F someday amounting
to something, and like that.

I'm sure all sincere fans were disappointed by my frivolity on that occasion, just
as I was myself when I reread it, so this month I'd like to return to the topic, and
discuss it as intelligently as I can.

The future of fandom really is a fascinating subject, you know; fandom has changed
immensely in the past thirty years, and with the accelerating rate of change in the
world around us it looks like it will change even more in the next thirty. I'd like to
make a few predictions here concerning the state of fannish affairs a few years hence,
but I think I'll limit myself to predicting only five years forward; for one thing, it
would be foolhardy to try to look much further ahead, and for another, I'm only doing
this for the hell of it and I'd like to be able to reread and check on the accuracy of
my predictions before my eyesight grows dim from old age and riotous living.

Okay, then--Fandom, 1965:

Iet's begin with the broader aspects. It's becoming more and more obvious that
sclence fiction as a major magazine field is a thing of the past; as I write this there
are only four publishers active in the U.S. field, with a mere six titles. There isn't
a fan-column in a one of them, nor a single lettercolumn that cnn compare with those
of the great days of fan&pro symbiosis, the 'h0's. TIt's quite natural, too: when you're
fighting for sales, you don't cater to a handful of cynical "experts" who criticize your
faults so much that it's hard to realize that instead of being stf-haters they're really
such sincere fans that they want the field to be as good as possible.

denist expect stfmags to climb very far out of the financial troubles they're in
now (they're Que toaa number of outside influences, toco many of which seem permanent ),
and I don't expect stfmags to go back to paying much attention to fandom, so I suspect
that fandom will be a bit smaller in 1965 than it is now. But I don't look for the
extinction of fandom by that time, because fandom simply isn't completely dependent on
the pros for new blood, no matter what cries of doom have been appearing lately. More-
over, fandom seems to have reached the point where it has picked up a fairly large num-
ber of non-gafiatory members--those fans who have already proven their willingness and
intention to stay around permanently. Fandom simply isn't a group which must replace
each departing member with a new convert in order to remain in existence; there's a

-sizeable hardcore which can be expected to be around five years from now, or ten or
fffteen or as long as there's a fandom to be a member of. (I think it was Jim Caughran
who recently pointed out to me that the problem of the overlong FAPA waitinglist won't
abate much in the future , because FAPA has many members who will probably be permanent,
and there are fewer and fewer memberships which will be open to turnover every year;

the same situation prevails in general fandom, though of course there's no membership
limit.) :

1965, then, will see a somewhat smaller fandom than we have now, but still an active
one which will be far from the edge of extinction. And, given the prozines' ignoring
fandcm, I doubt that fandom will be paying too much attention to the pros. Probably
there'll still be a fair amount of talk about science fiction, but never again the stf-
centeredness that prevailed in the 'LO's; it's becoming more and more obvious that fan-
dom is not a fangroup, despite that term, but a group of writers, publishers and partiers
congregated in a sprawling, anarchic society. That's an dimportant distinction.

Considering this, I imagine the apas will be about as active and important in 1965
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random as they are now. The only questionmarks are the Cult and the NFFF Apa. The
Cult is an unstable group with very little purpose, actually; it fulfills no purpose in
fandom that isn't fulfilled elsewhere, and exists only because its members find it en-
joyable. As soon as the Cult hits a protracted spell of inactivity and/or loss of
interest by most of the membership coincidentally or otherwise, then the Cult will dis-
appear from the fan scene. The N'APA is a different matter, a very intriguing group.
I doubt that the N3F itself will be as prominent in 1965 as it is now; after all, the-
type of fan who is attracted to the N3F is the type who is gradually but surely disap-
pearing from fandom: the collector, the avid reader, the fan who just wants to corres-
pond with other readers of stf. (This type of fan usually lives in an isolated area).
The N3F attracts this type of person because it has something worthwlile to offer him-~
the roundrobin-letter groups, etc.--but if a fan's interests are wider or more compelling
than these, he usually moves on to general fandom and gets interested in writing, dis-
cussions of a more wide-open nature, and the whole fan social scene. I think the
collectors disappeared because of the incredible boom in stf publishing and the people
who were burring to discuss stf and stf alone disappeared because stf, for better or
worse, began to get literary and commercial and even a bit respected generally, so the
feeling of apartness from nonstfreaders became less acute--one could actually discuss
with a nonfan an interesting idea that was in a recent stf novel, even if the nonreader
had no interest in the novel iself, because suddenly the nonfen were willing maybe to
pay attention to a stf-writer's idea, if it was interesting; stf, its writers and its
fans were no longer in automatic disgrace. These are the reasons why the N3F type of
fan has been slowly disappearing from fandom. And I don't think the situation will be
lessened by 1965.
‘ Because even though there won't be many stfmags coming out in 1965, there'll be so
many back issues to collect that anyone who might be considering collecting seriously
will give it up as an impossible task; and though stf won't have a huge readership
then, still it won't be sneered at either (I don't think stf will ever be widely sneered
at again), and that will mean that the burning desire to seek one's kind which charac-
terizes the fan-correspondent of the N3F type will be disappearing too. And that's why
I say that the N3F will be on the wane by 1965.

But that doesn't necessarily mean that N'APA will be floundering. APA's are in for
a good future, as I've already said, and all indications are that N'APA has a good future
too, as long as it doesn't continue to be too dependent on the NFFF. APA memberships
are in demand now and will continue to be in demand, so I suspect that N'APA will be
inundated with general-fandomites with little or no interest in the parent organization,
and eventually N'APA will split away from the NFFF. And the APA will flourish while
the NFFF itself draws in upon itself a circle of hardcore members and-a few newcomers
each year.

I've been writing so far with an ey: primarily to U.S. fandom, but while I'm on
the subject of APA's I suppose I should take up OMPA and, by extension, British fandom
in general. I think the stf drought.in éngland is.going to.hit.femdom fairly hard
there; stf seems to be more a subject of discussion and interest in British fandom than
it is over here, and we may suppose therefore that the health of the British stf field
is more important to the health of British fandom, both as regards new fans coming into
the fold and established fans maintainingz interest. Of course, it's possible that the
NSFA will do a lot to avert the consequences of the stf drought over there, but even the
most optimistic estimate I .can give to its effects still leaves British fandom in a
much less healthy situation by 1965 than it enjoys now. And consequently I expect OMPA
to see quite a few changes. The group has already been feeling the effects of apathy
and fast turnover, and though it's pulling out of it now I suspect that this current
revivial is mostly a by-his-bootstraps situation with the members determined to get the
APA back on its feet. Such a situation cannot te expected to last forever, and I imagine
it will be long past by 1965, and that in the meantime OMPA will have undergone another
decline, a lot of English fans will have dropped out, and their places on the roster -
will have been filled by fans on this side of the Atlantic. And so by 1965 I expect
- OMPA to be primarily a U.S. APA, like the rest of them.
I don't think there'll be quite as many fanzines published in 1965 as there are now,
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but that's only because (as I've already said) I think there will be fewer fans. The
general fanpublishing scene will be much the same as it is now--a fair amount of materi-
- @l about stf, but most of it concerning itself with things of just as diverse natures

as Jjazz, sportscars, peyote, and A-bomb tests.

Perhaps I should expand on that. It seems to me that there is a trend in evidence
“today, and that it will continue and be quite noticeable by '65: the trend to material
connected neither with stf nor "fannishness:, but simply to subjects of interest. Mun- °
dane subjects today ‘are covered mostly in mailing comments and lettercolumns, rather
than as articles and fiction and such--but I've already said above that fandom is becoming
primarily a social and journalistic group, and in five years this will probably bhe quite
apparent. The social side will be covered by parties, conreports and the conventions
themselves (oh, by the way--the 'G5 worldcon will be held in Cincinnati), and the jour-
nalistic side will be characterized by articles and stones on all subjects imaginable--
Including, of course, science fiction, because in a journalistic society the field ofi
writing will always be at the center of interest, and science fiction will no doubt
still be the favorite form of writing of fans and therefore the field most likely to be
written about. But there will be articles about archaeology, cultural trends, politics,
music, history in general, personal experiences of all types, personal philosophies,
and the whole gamut of what man can find of interest. Fanzines will be well on the
road to becoming the prime repositories of that literary form which is waning more and
more in Mundane these days, the personal essay.

And that seems to cover the highpoints. Iet's take a few particulars--1like, what
fans will be prominent in 1965, what fanzines, what local fanclubs? In this instance
I'm afraid I'll have to be completely intuitive in my predictions, so I won't bore and/or
confuse you with the dubious methods with which I arrive at my conclusions.

Of the prime fancenters today, I'd say that only New York, London, Los Angeles,

-and San Francisco are very likely to be prominent five years hence. Such current centers
as Chicago, Cambridge, Detroit, and (yes, alas) Seattle will probably have only two or
three fans each who will be at all prominent by then. Earl Kemp will still be around,
active in SAPS but nowhere else; Jean Young may well be the only truly active fan left

in Cambridge by then; Howard DeVore will be the cnly fan in Detroit who will be 'at all
active above the minimum page-requirements of some APA; and while the Busbies, G.M.Carr,
and Wally Weber will no doubt still be around in '65 Seattle I doubt that there'll be

a CRY OF THE NAMELESS or an active Nameless Ones or much of a group spirit at-alil.

Even the fancenters which will still e active will be largely unrecognizeable by
'65, probably. In New York, Ted White will be confining himself to the APAs and Sylvia
will be almost totally inactive, Bob Silverberg will be out of FAPA and thus will have
severed his last continuing link with active fandom except for parties and such, and
the bulk of the activity will be carried on by Belle Dietz and lLes Gerber, who will be
two of the top fans of that period. 1In London, Sandy Sanderson will have been gone from
Inchmery for a goodly length of time and both he and.Vinf Clarke will be pretty inactive;
while Joy Clarke will be fairly active, probably issuing an irregular genzine in addition
tc her OMPAzine; Arthur Thomson will be drawing only for local fanzines and .a few othemrss);
George Locke will be completely out of fandom; Mal Ashworth will be quite active in both
FAPA and OMPA but will be quitting most of his writing in genzines about that time.

(The London Circle will be healthy and flourishing, but largely unheard of by fans on
this side of the Big Pond, and any other clubs in the area will have merged with it
before then.) In Los Angeles, Bjo and John Trimble will be hyperactive in the APA's,
but the only genzine activity from them will be cartoons by Bjo here and there; Ted
Johnstone will be quite active in SAPS and general fandom, as will Bruce Pelz; Ron
Ellik will be hyperactive in FAPA; the rest of IA fandom will probably be minimum-activ-
itiers in apas or off the scene altogether except for LASFS meeting and some attendance
at conventions. In the S.F. Bay area, Ron Ellik will have been back in IA for sevexral
yerrs; the New York immigrants like Curran, the Ellingtons, the Castillos, etc. will have
moved to other parts of California or back to New York; Miriam and I will be less active
than now, though far from gafiated; and Bill Donaho will probably be the most prominent
fan around here, being the fan who will carry the Publishing Jiant torch.

Top fanzines of today which will still be around in 1965 will be HYPHEN, COPSIA:,
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YANDRO, A BAS, and maybe SHANGRI-L'AFFAIRES; mcst of these will be quite irregular.
Dick Eney will still be around, and Forry Ackerman of course, and Bloch and Tucker and
Warner and Grennell and Ieman and Rotsler and a whole lot of other fans of today. But
it must be obvious by now that I've been listing all sorts of people going into semi-"
gafia or retiring into the APA's or disappearing, and so maybe you're wondering where
all the activity that I was talking about will be coming from. Well, always quick with
a comeback, I reply: there will be new fans.

Yes, Virginia, there'll be new fans, even after the stfmags are almost completely
ignoring fandom, even after stf itself has lapsed beack into being a comparatively little-
read form of fiction. There'll be new fans because fandom will be less cliquish and
esoteric to outsiders (as explained above), because fans always have a tendency to try
to drag their friends into fandom (an enjoyable pastime is almost always more enjoyable
when shared, after all), and because even if the stfmags completely ignored fandom we'd
still get new fans thru the local clubs and especially the conventions. I seldom pay
much attention to those who cry Doom and Woe and prophesy such things as the second
coming of Degler, and in the case of those who say that fandom will wither and atrophy
simply because the fan-columns in the proznnes have faded away, I say Balderdash! (I
say this for several reasons, not the least being that it's a lovely word to say. Try
it sometime.) : . .

Naturally, I can't tell you the names of these new-fans to come, nor the names of
their fanzines, nor the articles they'll write, the cartoo<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>