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So, Happy New Year! Another year has rolled around (somewhat lopsided and wobbly,
lobis ~aban  @hlel t ¢ bring:
Ul - al id get us here 0K), bringing along CRY 146 e

which is also CRY's Lleventh Annish, no less.

Purists could claim that this is only CRY's 5th Annish (purists who have a
complete CkRYfile, that is), because it was only with CRY 99 for January 1957 that
CRY bothered to notice that it was even having Annishes at all, so that "7th Annish"
was hurriedly added to the dittomaster for the cover. Egad} Remember dittoed CI¥s?

This issue is dedicated to Jim Vebbert, in penance for failing to give nim his
egoboo last month as Duplicating DLngineer on the crank of the FenDen Gestetner. Jim
is out there right now, by the way, here on Jan lst, 1961, cranking out a good half

(maybe more) of this issue, in advance of tomorrow's windup publishing-session.

Distribution: CRY goes to subscribers, contributors, and some trades. The sordid
financial side is: one issue for 25¢ or 1/9, B) ifjomspilg or 7/—, 12 for {2 or 14/-.
US subs to Box 92, 920 3rd Ave, Seattle 4, Viash (checks payable to Ilinor Busby).
UK subs to John Berry, 31 Campbell Park Ave, Belmont, Belfast, Northern Ireland.
CRY is ordinarily so monthly they set the moon by 1t; however, there will be no July
or September issues for 1961 unless the loyal outlying precincts take over again as
Rich Brown did for September 1960.

CRY the next will be published on Jan 29, 1961, to give you half a chance to cet
the TFanac Poll ballots in to TCarr by his Feb 15th deadline. S ey I@nlE Lotz &

T h e CiReRn=tt e SRS

Cover by Terry Carr, Multigraphed headings by Burnett R Toskey, Ph D. page 1
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Recruiter rich brown A
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ANV [0)  1LE) AL John Berry 10
Journal of the I. E. S. (short sketchy quick review of, that is) 14
Soft Sell J Les Piper il
Hwyl Llinor Busby 16
TPandom Harvest Terry Airmail SpecialDelivery Carr 10
Progress Report Buz 20
alser Liiller's "Canticle for Leibowitz"—-Tom Furdom 21
T/ith Keen Blue iyes and a Bicycle F. M. Busby 24
LB T¥N*UHT*L*S Vally Vleber 26
CRY of the Readers conducted by VWally Veber 29-46 |

Lrt credits: Adkins 7, ATom 9 23, Buz 20, TCarr 1, Joni Cornell 29, Nirenberg 15,T 42
Stencil—cutters: Vallyl 21, Blinor 13, WallyG 6.5:+BU 2 # 4 IO & T

Duplication: looks to be mostly Jim, though Tosk may get a hand on the crank latcr
hssembly & stapling: probably tgﬁ‘ghole furshlucgin' crew: 2 Yallys, Elinor, Jin,

Tosk, and Puz. %ally G generally/improves the hour by cutting?%gxtCRY's stencils.
Delivery: this is the last month you get to cuss Summerfield. Next month a new nNan...

The Late Late HNews: Robert A Heinlein will appear as Guest of Honor at the SeaCon,

to be held at the new and fabulous Hyatt House over the weekend of Sept 2-3-4, 19061,
Convention membership fees ($2) are faunched for at P O Box 1365, Broadway Branch,
Seattle 2, Vash (checks payable to Seattle Science Fiction Club or to Vally ileber).
The additional §1 registration fee will be bled from attendees' veins at the Regist-
tration Desk, on the spot (yum).

Phere are a couple of Good Men named like Ron Lllik and Rich Eney running for

TLFF., One of these two (too bad it can't be both) will hit the '62 BritiCon if we
get on the stick and support TARF. Don't let the timing put you offj Don F'ord has
announced that it's planned to try for a UKfan to come over here in the same yeaT.
So let's help. i4#ipologies to one and all for whosc deals we ran outa space.

—DUZ e
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I knew Bob Healey and Ben Lucas back before they were even neofen. In a way, you
might say I was their recruiter, since I introduced them to fandom. I met Bob at a second
hand book-store, buying up back issues of aSF and F&SF, and we got to talking about
science-fiction, and quite naturally in the course of events I broached the subject of
fandom to him. At first he didn't seem too interested in active-fandom, but I thought I
might at least get him to come down to the LASFS, so I took down his address and promised
to come by some time and give him an outline of fandom.

What with one thing and another, it was about three weeks before I was able to get a
day free to go visit him. I phoned before I left home, just to be sure he'd be there, and
he asked if it would be okay if an interested friend of his were there. I said sure.

The friend was Ben Lucas. Whereas Bob seemed to be the sober, serious, slow but
intellectual type, Ben proved to be the direct opposite; that is., witty, excitable, quick,
but not as bright. He wasn't dumb -- you certainly couldn't say that -- but he didn't have
Bob's solid intelligence.

Anyway, I had brought along a few things to introduce them to the best side of fandom
--- 01d promags, good fanzines, and a case of bheer. You can probably guess what happened.
Lucas immediately wanted to put out a monthly, 28-page, hecktoed fanzine, which would
undoubtedly bring in enough profit to buy him a mimeograph, and once he got the mimeo, he
would have the best fanzine in fandom. You know how it is. Of course, I'd heard the same
story enough times to realize that he probably wouldn't make it, but Ben had real enthus-
jasm, and I could sympathize (though I couldn't tell him that's what it was) with him. I
was a neofan once myself.

Bob, well, Bob wasn't quite as enthusiastic, but it was something new. Ag he put it,
"The concept of putting my ideas down for open-minded people to read, and reading the
ideas of other open-minded people, appeals to me." That was the way Bob was; I might
have expected it.
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That was all three years ago, but I can still see, in my mind's eye, Ben's enthus-
jastic face and Bob's unenthusiastic-but-interested response. It was quite a contrast to
the two I saw just a few weeks ago -- Bob, with a haggard look about him, worried, Jjumpy,
excitable; and Ben, worst of all Ben, with a typer on his knees, and tears streaming
down his face........

Bob's monthly never really got off the ground. It was heckto, and pretty poor
heckto at that, and even if it had been offset, the material wouldn't have been worth
wasting a glance on. The second issue, which came out three months after the first,
was just as bad. It folded with the second issue.

But Ben wrote letters. Ghod, though, did Ben ever write letters! I never liked his
fiction or articlés -- and in the two issues of BEN-GAY, his "monthly" fanzine, I'd seen
enough of them to be able to tell -- but his letters were superp. He had a facility with
words that he couldn't develop in the style-characterization-ploy ridden forms such as
articles or fiction, but in writing letters he held his own with the truly greats in fan-
dom from the very beginning. He was good. It surprised me when I saw his first letter in
print, because in person he never said much, except when he was really enthusiastic. He
had a lisp, and I once ventured the idea to a correspondent of mine that because of his
lisp he never talked much, and so most of his ideas had been kept bottled up inside him
until he came in contact with fandom, where, via his typewriter, he could talk and be
understood, and not feel self-conscious. Once, when we were drunk, Ben told we his lisp
had always bothered him, but that hadn't been all.

"I always get ahead of myself," he told me.!fdﬁfjust think faster than I can talk.

By the time I get one idea spoken, I'm three or /ideas further ahead. Not only does my
typer omit the lisp, it doesn't have to stop and start again when a trend of thought is
lost." He lapsed into silence.

“ PRen's letters had a kind of sarcastic humor to them. As I've said, he held his own
in letter-writing. I remember Bill Bryant, who was one of the worst sercon fuggheads 1
ever hope to know, didn't like Ben's sarcasm about good old ScienceFiction. Well, Ben
was an SF fan right down to the core, and he said as much, adding, "pbut I'm a humorous
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writer." Bryant's reply was hot and angry. I don't even remember most of it, but it called
Ben out for being "a traitor to Science Fiction" among other things, and added, "I am a
serious writer." I'll never forget Ben's reply. "Well," he said, "maybe we're both wrong."

Whatever the reason might have been, Ben wrote some mighty fine letters. And a good
number of them went for ZEU3, Bob Healey's zine.

Bob took his time about coming into fandom. At first, after he subbed to a few fan-
2ines and let the subs run out, I began to think he might not make it. Bob was averse to
making a fool of himself, as he hoticed so many neos doing. Instead, he often spent
parts of Saturday and Sunday afternoons talking to me about fandom, asking questions and
testing his opinions. I answered the questions, argued the opinions I thought unsound,
and tried to give him an insight to things fannish. I had thought then that he would
probably rather be fannish in the serious sense (discussing seriously everything under the
sun) than in the humorous sense, and I was eventually proven right.

ZEUS came out mineoed on 40 half-sized pages. 25 of them had been taken up in an
editorial discussing everything from religion to box-top bargains. There was a satire by
Leman about an advertizing executive who couldn't find a mistress, a fannish poem by Geo.
Stevens, and fanzine reviews by Leslie Ge€rber. It was quite good, in fact, for a first
issue.

Now Bob, unlike Ben, could express himself easily, but the way he phrased things
sometimes confused people. ©Sometimes, but not often, he would forget to put in some
connective ‘thought in his arguments or opinions and his readers would blink twice, won-
dering, "Now, what in hell does he mean by that?" Like this one time I remember him
writing a great article on the worits of Edgar Allen Poe. It was a great article, and
while I was reading it, in that issue of ZEUS, I kept thinking that it was possible the
most interesting thing Bob had ever written. The article had given a detailed history of
Poe and his writings and added several profound observations on what had made Poe the way
he was. The article had been edifying, interesting, and totally logical, except for the
offending last sentence -- "Poe enveloped himself within a world of fantasy, within a
world of his own creation, and lived in fear and dread of reality." There had been no
build-up towards this €nding; and it had been entirely useless.

Bob had other writing faults as well, but even so he did quite well. He managed to
attract attention to himself and his fanzine, and it wasn't long until ZEUS had a paid
circulation of 55 and was heading towards becoming a Focal Point. Although it had been
listed as "irregular" all through its first year, ZEUS saw seven issues. After two
monthly issues in January and February it officially went monthly. It had by this time,
dropped the half-size sheets and was running about 30 pages a month, dittoed. And at
least five of these pages were letters from Ben ILucas.

I never talked to Ben about his opinions on ZEUS, but it was pretty obvious, even from
the first, that he liked the zine. A friend of a friend later told me that Ben had once
said that ZEUS was the fanzine he'd always wanted to publish, but didn't have the time,
money or ability to do so. In a way, ZEUS was partly Ben's fanzine -- he was more regular
than anyone else in writing for it, (no doubt the fact that he lived so close to Bob
helped) and a lot of his ideas were incorporated, as well as opinions adhered to. But
don't get the idea that Ben was a master puppeteer, pulling all the strings behind the
scenes; Bob and Ben often had differences of opinion, sometimes getting heatedly angry
with one another. It was to be expected, though, that their personalities would clash
occasionally. And their arguments were always interesting, even to those uninterested in
the topic. Ben, using his wit and fine letter-style against Bob's sometimes cold, always
intellectual replies. As I said, living close together probably helped them a lot. They
never misunderstood what the other was saying, nor his object in saying it. They were
really a fine pair. X

ZEUS lasted 31 issues. The last four were possibly the worst of them all -- they
were beginning to show signs of the speed with which Bob had to put them out (there was
once a rumor that Ben helped type the stencils for many issues of ZEUS; this was completely
unfounded. Ben was one of the world's warst typo fiends, as witness his own BEN-GAY), and
the number of pages per issue was dropping off. And there were no letters from Ben Lucas.

About the time of the last four issues I had been, first, attending the NyCon III,
and when LA won the next year's bid, I had been put on the con committéé. Busy was hardly
the word for it, and when I finally for around to writing Bob, noting in my letter the -
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decline of ZEUSes #28 - 31 and the two-week lateness of #32, it was too late. He wrote
me -a postcard saying that there would be no ZEUS 32, and that he was losing interest in
fandom.

I was driving out in his direction, some weeks later, and I decided to stop by and
see how things were. Now I wish I hadn't. I wish to GHod I hadn't.

I rang the bell and a voice inside said, "Come in," and I came in. In the center of
the room was a table with a lamp, which cast a feeble yellow glow on the typewriter beside
it. DNext to the table, on the floor, were a few letters and a pile of seven or eight fan-
zines, several used envelopes and a few unused ones, a small stack of typing paper, a
cardboard box containing some old PLANETs and aSFs, a pen, three pencils, and eight or
ten paper clips. Bob was reclining on the divan, long-uncut hair strayed about his head.
Even from half-way across the room I could see his eyes. They seemed grotesquely out of
preportioh. teo et est Lof thim =~ large, bloodshot eyes, with heavy dark bags hanging
under them. I could see this, even in the dim light, from halfway across the room. He
seemed thinner, too.

"Hi," he said sluggishly, half-heartedly waving a hand up from where it lay listlessly
beside him, and then he added with more fervor, "you goddam fan." I was even more stunned;
to see Bob like this was one thing, but to hear him say that was totally unexpected. He
was the soft-spokenest, un-cussingest fan I had ever known, and I had often wished I
could have been more like him in this way.

We exchanged a few more words; somehow, though I"1l never be able to remember how,

I managed to find out what had happened. He'd lost his job, for one things o " calied
the foreman a fuggheaded rosebud,” he told me, "and he was. That son-of-a-bitch was a
slob stuck to a 2l-inch universe, and when I told him so he got mad and fired me." He
told me he was quitting fandom ;; "I'm through," he said. "Fandom is too much for me.

I let everything go just to put out a goddamned fanzine. There was even a time when I
didn't eat, just so I'd have the money to buy more stencils. I finally came to my senses
when I got so hungry I could have eaten the stencils. They tasted horrible," he added
with a little laugh. Then he was very serious. "Now I don't want to see another fan or
read another letter or fanzine or prozine. Ever. I've been burning everything today --
what you see on the floor is all that's left. You can have the fanzines and prozines if
you like; if not, I'll burn them anyway. Then I'11l see if I can get my job back ....and
maybe get stuck in a 2l-inch universe myself. Now, you represent fandom. If you want
any of these zines, help yourself. If not, goodbye. Goodbye to you, and goodbye to
fandom'!" I left.

A few weeks later I was going by Ben's. I knew he hadn't written a letter in some
months -- they weren't appearing anywhere. I hoped that things weren't as bad for him
as they had been for Bob; but my hopes were in vain.

I knocked, and Ben came to the door. His demeanor was strained too; in fact, he
Jooked like hell. -"You," he said bitterly. I said hello. "Come in," he said, "come
in. I just want to show you what in the hell you've done to me." I followed him in,
hesitantly.

"No doubt," he said, "no doubt you're wondering why I'm not writing letters any
more. Come here, and I'll show you why the hell I'm not writing letters any more." He
went to his desk and I followed him. He snatched a piece of paper from the wastebasket,
thrust it at me, and sat on the edge of the desk as I looked up at him blankly. '"Read
thebs' e S Neread:

Dear Bob,

Got ZEUS 731 today. I liked it. YOur editorial was interesting. Liked

Warner's piece too. Bellemay's had quite a humorous twist: to it.. I likedsites Tate

has an interesting article, but he doesn't say wmuch. I don't agree with him that

Hubbard's characters are bad. Gerber's fan reviews are as good as ever. . lLetter

column is getting more interesting.

Best,
Ben.

I looked up. '"Yeah," he said, "that's why. I've been writing that way for months.
I've been blaming you for letting me in for this, but I don't know why. It's not your
fault, Ghod knows. I'm sorry I went off half-cocked. 1I'll be okay pretty soon. I've
lost the touch, but I'll catch on to it again pretty soon. Real soon, because I've got
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a lot to say. Just wait and see -- yes, I'll be back cn the road -- just wait." He
turned and sat down at the desk, in front of the typer. He seemed to be ignoring me. He
got two sheets of paper, rolled them in, and started writing. For five minutes I stood,
horrified, rooted to the spot, watching him type each letter of each word slowly and
painfully, remembering all the while how he used to complain about the slowness of the
typewriter, because even it couldn't keep up with the fast stream of thoughts that poured
out of his head. While I hadn't been watching, he suddenly grabbed up the fanzine he

was commenting on and hurled it across the room. He put a hand to his head and moaned.
Then he .smashed one big fist into the typer, choked, and leaned forward, resting his
forehead on the carriage, and sobbed silently to himself. :

15 - @ithe
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It was four or five months later that I walked into the second-hand book-store where
I had first met Bob Healey. I was down to pick up a batch of PLANETs the owner had been
saving especially for me, and I noticed this fellow perusing a copy of IMAGINATION. I
started talking to him, thinking only of passing the time of day.

"SF fan, eh?" I said.

"Yeah," he said. We started talklng, just. about this, that and the other. "I don't
usually read this type of mag," he said, "aSF is more my speed; I'll be picking up the
ones I missed, since it's gone down so much since it became ANALOG. But I've been
noticing this column by Robert Bloch, talking about these 'fanzines' and stuff. I
wonder, at times, what it's all about."

I studied him for a few seconds. "Sometimes I wonder, too," I said. "But damned
if I know," as I walked out the door.

rich brown
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Dear CRY,

So you're not sitting back resting contentedly in the shadow of your Hugo? Instead
you are branching out into new items? Well, I'm naturally honoured that you should ask me
to write you the latest news from the British fan scene and I think that it's probably a
good idea. So many fans over here have come to regard CRY as the fanzine that American
readers may care to know a little of what's going on over here. . It would probably be a
good idea to start off by giving you some impressions of who is exactly who on the British
fan scene, by way of introduction, and as British fandom has undergone many changes during
the past couple of years, it might also be an idea to go over just what is what for some
British fans, too.

The old guard of fan faces here in London pas virtually retired to the sidelines.

We still run into well known fans from time to time at the Globe on the first Thursday of
the month, but the o0ld place is no longer a weekly rendezvous of pros and fans. i@
probably sad to see people like Ted Tubb and Ken Bulmer, who have done so much for fandom,
drift away to the outer fringes, but it's generally conceded that they lost heart with
fannish affairs after the London Circle rows toward the end of 1959. The Ratigans are
active only in OMPA and the Buckmasters are now living in Scotland, where Ron is at pre-
sent stationed. Daphne is keeping the fannish flag flying, however, with an excellent
sercon discussion magazine called Esprit and she is also the OMPA Association Editor this
year. There has been little activity since the Easter Convention from Mike Moorcock and
Sandra Hall who were engaged early in the year and Ivor Mayne is now living in Sweden.
The most active London fans during the past three or four years were the Inchmery group
and it will be know that they split up in extremely sad circumstances. Little has been
since heard or seen of Vin¢ who seems to have lost heart with fandom completely.

This is not to say that London fandom is either dead or dying. Far from it. On
the credit side of the ledger there is the Science Fiction Club of London which is an
extremely active and thriving group. The Club meets twice a month at the home of Ella
Parker, a lady of uncertain age who was unknown in fandom three years ago. Ella is a
fabulous personality in everything she does and she must take much of the credit in
gathering round her a bunch of enthusiastic and energetic young fans. Amongst them are
CRY letterhacks George Locke, Ted Forsyth and Joe Patrizio. Jimmy groves and Bruce Burn
are members of the gang, whilst other members include Ethel Lindsay, Ken and Irene Potter
and Brian Burgess. Ella, Jimmy and Ted seem to be the centre of two groups, actually, for
Ella holds open house every Friday evening to members of the British Science Fiction
Association who either live in or around London or who happen to be visiting at the time.
Obviously the Parker Penitentiary is the subject matter for a full length article in its
own right. ((* prthur Thomson's name inadvertently left out by typist. Sorry, Atom))

If London is once again stepping out in front as the leading British fan group, the
provinces are certainly not inactive. There are still the two main socially inclined fan
groups in Cheltenham and Liverpool whilst over in Northern Ireland the wheels of Irish
Fandom are by no means dead, as the recent issue of Hyphen showed. Ian McAulay of Eire
has now moved up to Belfast and his ready wit is an acquisition to this group which is
already by no means lacking its humorists. John Berry has cut down his output of late and
appears these days to be writing regularly only for three or four fanzines.

Possibly the most active fans of recent years who do not live in London do not
belong to any of the mentioned groups, but are scattered around the country. I would like
to develop the theory that these fans have been so active because they have no social
obligations that group fanning might impose --if that is a correct term-- upon them, but
these fans haven't been exceptionally active during the past six months or so. Probably
the most prolific writer of any consistently good standard is Sid Birchby of Manchester.
The last two TAFF Delegates, Ron Bennett and Eric Bentcliffe have been busily occupied
compiling their journey reports, though Ron is still producing his newszine, Skyrack, and
Eric is now in partnership with Liverpool's Norman Shorrock in producing their fanzine
Bastion, Eric's former partner on Triode, Terry Jeeves, having married and retired to the
sidelines earlier in the year. Mal Ashworth, defeated by Lric in the TAFF election, seems
to have made a comeback to fannish writing but is not by any means as prolific as he was
during his peak years. Archie Mercer, the B.S.F.A. Treasurer who made his name entirely
from letter-hacking to fanzines, is still highly active and probably does more beneficial
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A1l in all, things are pretty quiet 6; the fannish front over here. It may be that
people are sitting back in some contentment, for things are pretty quiet right now, there
are no burning feuds in the air and everything in the garden is fine and in keeping for
the time of year. I'm writing this just before Christmas; the Science Fiction Club of
London is having a party and no doubt other groups will be celebrating in fine fannish
style, too.

No doubt many eyes are looking to the Cheltenham group which contains such well
known fans as Eric Jones, Bill and Bobbie Gray, Bob Richardson and Keith Freeman. These
west country fans are responsible for producing the 1961 national con in Gloucester.
Originally the idea was to hold the convention in Kettering once again, but the Cheltenham
gang, even with the blessing of 5t. Fantony, were unable to book the well known George
Hotel at Kettering. On reflection, it may be that the Cheltenham's patron saint knows
what he is doing, for the popularity of the Kettering conventions is mainly traditional.
British fandom held its annual Easter gathering in the Northamptonshire market town for
four years, 1955-58 inclusive. There were many dissatisfactions apparent at the third
and most certainly the fourth gathering and fannish opinion opted against Kettering in
1959, when the convention was held in the central city of Birmingham. It is perhaps
indicative of the recent turn-over in active British fandom that the new BNFs would like
to revive fannish tradition and hold a convention in Kettering. Even so, holding a full-
scale national convention, which caters for both sf fans and faaanish fans in Cloucester,
may have its hazards. The chosen hotel is not large enough to accommodate everyone who
is expected to attend and conventioneers will have to be farmed out to other nearby hotels.
The London Committee which organised the 1956 Kettering Convention (which was attended by
Dave Kyle, Lee and Larry Shaw and Dick Wilson) met with this problem, too, and it was
agreed at the time that having convention attendees spread over three or four hotels was
not the best of arrangements. Still, optimism reigns, and everyone is looking forward to
overcoming this difficulty in spirit. The Cheltenham gang are known to be fine fans who
hzve aided other people's conventions in many ways and it is to be hoped that "their" ;
convention is well supported. They are an enthusiastic bunch and there can be nobody in
British fandom who can see them putting on other that a first rate affair.

Best wishes,

e

WHAT'S HAPPEN ING
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JUMP TO IT... by John Berry

People often ask me what it was like to be a paratroop. They always seem to have
a totally wrong impression of the risk involved. Just because a man is willing to throw
himself out of an aeroplane, they (54 they haven't done it, or because of ridiculous
movies like "The Red Beret') think that such a man is endowed with a much-above average
physique and nerve. T mention "The Red Beret' specifically. It starred Alan Ladd, the
film was made in England, and it shook me rigid. It demonstrated that Alan lLadd, in his
character of a paratroop, had grit with a capital GEE. I sobbed and had to be led out
when a battle-hardened Scots Regimental Sergeant Major called him 'son'.

I have the theory that anyone reading this article could jump from an aeroplane.
Could actually jump and like it. Because it is a great thrill, whimsically termed by an
instructor as 'the second greatest experience in the world.' The point is, however,
although it is a great thrill, it doesn't reguire above-the-average nerve. I did seven-
teen parachute jumps, and never once did I see a wman the slightest bit worried about it.
When we were asked to volunteer for display jumps, the officer had to jump backwards
hastily and try and ballot who wouldn't be able to participate.

¢ So. 101 qeg2Ilil: en * @Ikl ) o eRUhme v A

When I was sixteen years old I knew I could jump from an aeroplane.

I was in the Air Training Corps, and I was spending a weekend at an R.A.F. station.
I was allowed a flight in an Airspeed Oxford, a twin-engined trainer. I sat behind the
pilot, and looked at the ground below, and instinctively it struck me that sure it would
be a cinch to step out. I knew I could do it.

When I was seventeen, almost eighteen, I passed tests at an R.A. F. recruiting depot
which promised that when I joined the R.A.F. at eighteen I would be trained as a wireless-
operator/air gunner. Most of you know I'm mad about aeroplanes, and you'll never know
how thrilled I was at the immediate prospect of joining the R.A.F. Trouble was, in 194k,
there was a surplus of aircrew, and I was dumped into the army without any choice.

T volunteered for the paratroops specifically to be as near aeroplanes as I could.
That was my sole reason. The fact that two shillings danger money was paid per day was
simply a minor detail.

Lfter a few weeks of basic training I was posted to an Army Air Corps training centre
near Chesterfield. This place was designed to weed out the unworthy. Conditions were
rough. We had to sleep in tents, and there seemed to be no organisation at all. 'Seemed'
is the operative word. Many of the volunteers got fed up, and asked to be e transferred
to their parent regiment. And all day long for two weeks or more the emphasis was on
physical training. Climbing trees, cliffs, playing football, unarmed combat, and long
route marches in double time.

I loved it. I was fit and strong and keen. I didn't like sleeping in a tent, but
our numbers gradually thinned.

One day, we were issued with red berets with the paratroop badge, and marched from the
camp to Chesterfield, and thence by train to Manchester.

It is a standard music hall (and TV) joke in Britain that Manchester has the wettest
climate in the country. It rains all day, we are led to believe. There must be something
in it, too. And it always seemed strange to wme....why choose a place to train paratroops
to jump (which of course required the maximum of fine flying weather) in the one place
in England with the greatest rainfall? Never solved the problem, either.

Our camp was at Ringway aerodrome. And straight away we fledglings ran inmto a type
of class distinction I've never met before or since.

Squads: of men came to the camp every week for the parachute training. Usually there
were three squads. The ones who'd been there almost three weeks and had just concluded
their training and were actually wearing the PRIZE...a parachute with two blue wings
sewn on their right arm. Secondly, the squad who had been there over a week and done
three or four jumps. These felt good..... although they instinctively recognised they
weren't as good as the boss who'd done their eight qualifying jumps, they were better
than us new chaps. And they wouldn't speak to us, except, perchance, under the spell of



free beer brought for them by us neos, and then their talk would deal solely with the
dangers which were in front of us. Fair put the wind up us, too. They said it was superb;
admittedly, but you had to be o ot T o WTa [l e (a it Lo TS looked at us and sort of spread
out their hands, telling us silently that we were just not the right sort of material.

Our training took a more practical turn. We were taken to a big hangar, and taught
how to put the parachute on. We were taught how to fall, to sort of keep the knees and
feet together, and to roll over like a ball. The instructors had a certain degree of
superiority, too, and expressed the opinion quite often that few of us would get our
wings.

We flew many times..... 'air experience' it was called. We were piled into Dakota's
(American Douglas D.C.3's in service with the R.A.F.) and the yawning pilot took us a few
miles away to get the feel of being in the air. Most of the men in my squad hadn't flown
before, and I wasn't slow in letting them know I didn't actually need the air experience..
Then the pilot wickedly banked sharply to port and I scrambled to prise my stomach off
the roof of the plane with the rest ofikh CIPSvEN- . .5

In an endeavour to inspire us with some degree of confidence from a practical point
of view (although it seemed official policy to baffle us) we were taken along to a room
where the parachutes were packed. This chore was done by W.A.A.F.'s (the feminine coun-
terpart of the R.A.F.) and they worked at long tables in a well-1lit room. We were shown
in detail how the parachutes were rolled and packed, and we were assured most gravely
that if a girl did pack one wrong and it didn't work she was frightfully peeved about the
whgle s thing, Once, & girl packed a blanket by mistake," we were told rather wittily
by an administration RAF man whose duties didn't include parachuting.

Ve neos went to the canteen at night, and sat quietly and it must be admitted ner-
vousiy in the background whilst the boys who had their wings and the apprentices who
nearly did sang bawdy songs about parachuting, one clever line of which informed us
happily that "they scraped him off the tarmac like a pound of Strawberry Jam."

' One wingite who was being posted next day supped up our beer and condescended to

tell us that parachuting from an aeroplane wasn't so bad, it was the parachute from a cap-
tive balloon which really shook him. He allowed an ostentatious twitch to flicker round
his mouth, and in a voice oozing with evil portent gritted, "God, it was rough."

Next mgrning, our instructor had a particularly noticeable leer.

"Get in the truck, lads," he said. "It's the balloon for you, today."

We staggered ‘to a room, were each- issued with a parachute, and got in the truck and
were driven to Tatton Park, a few miles from Manchester.

There was no singing in the truck. Soldiers usually do have a sing song, but we
didn't. We each looked at the packs holding our parachutes, and we pondered. Could it
contain a blanket? Was the W.A.A.F. really keen on her work?

We each got out of the truck and looked at the balloon. It was fat and silver and
it strained at the hawser which bound it forever to a heavy truck with a big wheel on
it round which the hawser was wound. Underneath the balloon (a slightly modified barrage
balloon) was a small square on canvas suspended by wire from the base of the balloon.

Four of us got in with the instructor. He helped us put our parachute on. He
grinned. He didn't have one on. The wings on his arms showed that he'd been through it
before.

He looked over the canvas wall, and waved, and we Dbegan to rise. ''We'll go to about
G00 feet," he said. Nobody said anything. Faces turned from grey to green.
The R.A.F. man looked at me. "We should be there now. Berry, have a look over the

side and see if you can see a red light from the truck."

I looked over the side. I did a double take. I did it better than Edgar Kennedy
ever did it.

My protruding eyes followed the hawser. It got thinner and thinner and then vanished.
I followed its apparent course, and then saw a 1ittle dot btelow. A little red dot. It
pulsed with life. A couple of black dots moved slowly round it. That little red dot
was a heavy truck?

And we were only getting two shillings a day danger wmoney: _

T turned back to the instructor and nodded mutely. I tried to make my head go from
side to side as if to deny the brutal fact, but my head went up and down to confirm it.
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I was the last to go. I saw the torture.

The R.A.F. man took the hooked end of the static line, which appeared from the
innards of the parachute pack. He clipped the hook over wire along the top of the cage.
He told the sucker to stand at the opening in the canvas which was supppsed to be a door.

"GO!" he shouted. He screamed it. The idiot at the door went. He was obeying a
command, and his instinct was so fully trained that even though he didn't want to go,
he went.

My turn egme. I stood up, and looked at the green fields below....and at a para-
chute miles below, it seemed. And the parachute crumpled as its wearer hit the ground...
and a little black dot scampered away.

I stood at the door.

”GOZ "

I went too.

Everything was blurred.

I know I said to myself that I was an idiot.

I could have had a nice job in the army cleaning out the lavatories. Nice hours
and the same pay. But no, I had to assert myself.....

Then a sort of thump as if someone kicked me in the pants..... and everything
slowed down.

Gradually, the grass below got nearer. A voice boomed "Keep your legs together...
you're like a starfish."

It was a loudspeaker below. The operator had a cushy job, too, shouting instruc-
tions to men who didn't quite know what the hell they were about.

I closed my legs quicker than a jack-knife. I swear I bruised my knee caps.
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