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So here it is—- good ol' CRY of Box 92, 507 3rd Ave, Seattle 4, Wash. Back
again to those who have letters or contributions herein, who have pewtrated the
Ironclad Trade Curtain, who have sent 25¢ (or 1/9, to John Berry, 31 Campbell Park
Ave, Belmont, Belfast 4, Northern Ireland) for the copy, or who have taken advantage
of our sub rates: 5 for $1 or 7/—; 12 for §$2 or 14/—. Or who just got lucky, maybe.

Our contents follow in somewhat unusual order this time: Wally ran the letter-—
col to the bottom of the page,; so we needed some other item at the end to leave room
fur bhe roturn-address. Ve were going to run a SeaCon photocover but did not get it
made up in times; luckily we have a new batch of 1ove1yNi1}o%.Frogi%ov%ble ATom., No
additional CRYPoll results this month, either; no time, Iﬁ’ggét, YO are Tucky (?)
to be receiving this mess at all, come to think of it. Oh well, there are the
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Cover by ATom page 1
Fage Three Buz 3
The Rituals of Science Fiction Poul Anderson 4
The Interloper (part I of 3 parts) John Berry 7
Minutes Wally Weber 12
With Keen Blue Lyes and a Bicycle.. F M Busby 14
Fandom Harvest Terry Carr 16
CRY of the Readers conducted by Wally Weber: 21
Hwyl Llinor Busby

((oops! Elinor will have a "Hwyl Annex" on page 11, lower half, also,))((And the
"SeaCon Report'", bottom of page 6, is mine ownog .
Art credits: ATom 1, Iiddie Jones 7, Butterfield 8y Buz 6 & ask for Mabel may bes

Stencil-—cutting stalwarts; Weber 18, Elinor 16, Buz 3. G 0 o s

Duplications it is predicted that Burnett Toskey and Steve Tolliver will crank.

The CRYstaff this month: if I have not lost track of just who is going to be out of
town or otherwise unavailable tomorrow (CRYday), this month's staff will consis: of
Wally Veber, Burnett Toskey, Steve Tolliver, and F M & Elinor Busby.

ANNOUNCIEMINT . !

The Goon Goes West is finally and at long last available in the Book Ldition!
167 pages of text including a number of brand-new ATomilloes that did not appear in
the serialized version, plus: 4 original maps drawn by John Berry (oh, yes, he's
the author of this book, by the way), 2 photoshects, the ATom cover on the same
cover stock as that used for SeaCon's Program Book, a foreword, a preface, and a
handy Table of Contents. Gestetnered on tasteful white #20 8%x11 mimeo paper, this
book weighs roughly one pound and is a half-inch thick at the staples!

The price is $1.25 postpaid; for in-person sales (such as at SeaCon) where no
mailing is required, we knock off the two-bits. TFair enough?

In ordering Goon, do not include your order in the text of a CRYletter or a
personal letter. Assuming that you actually want to get your copy in a reasonable
length of timey; do it this way: inclose a separate note ordering your copy and with
your name and address handily appended. I'm sure we will all be much happier thus.

In the UK, it might pay for most to hold off until E¥L*¥L*A P*A*R*¥KXLE*R gets
home: Ella has undertaken to accept shipment of a carton of the books and accept
orders locally. The price will be 9/— to Illla right across the board, unless she
wishes to add a few pence for postage on copies she must put into the mails, again.

So there you have it. IHere again is CRY, the essentially-monthly fanzine (tho
I doubt that July issues reappear often, or September issues ever). And here are you
holding CRY in your own two or three hands. T hope the two of yez will be happy.

Publication date of CRY 154, for November: Sunday, October 29, 1961. So let's
don't crowd the deadline too much this time, huh, kids?
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* * an address delivered at SEACON by
* THE RITUALS OF SCILNCE FICTION * : _
* ' * g ; Poul Anderson
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. Since this is a broad-minded audience, I trust I won't embarrass anybody if I begin
my remarks with a slightly earthy anecdote -- even if people interested in space travel
would prefer an un-Earthy one. It seems there was a research psychologist who was inter-
ested in determining the effects of heredity versus environment. So, having strong polit-
ical connections, he was able to obtain identical twin boys and separate them at birth. =
One boy was adopted by a wealthy, elderly, hitherto childless couple who showered upon
him every gratification the mind of man can conceive. He had only to look as if he
might wish for something, and it was his. The brother was adopted into a slum family
where the husband was a drunken brute, the mother a selfish slut, and a dozen cruelly
neglected children must fight each other for every crust of bread. When the twins were
eight years o0ld, the psychologist reclaimed them and brought them to his laboratory. The
poor boy, who had never had anything to call his own, was locked into a room filled
with every kind of toy, game, food, drink, amusement, and goody that can be imagined.

The rich boy was locked into a room full of manure. Then the psychologist peeped
through the keyholes to see what they would do.

First he looked in on the poor boy surrounded by wealth. The pitiful little crea-
ture merely sat there, quite unable to grasp what had happened, with no idea what these
brightly colored objects were for. The psychologist went on and looked into the rich
boy's room. All he saw was the manure. For a long time he stared without seeing a
trace of the child. But at last he heard a small voice saying from somewhere deep
inside: "There must be a pony here somewhere."

--- I now have that line posted above the desk where I write. And of course you
see my point. As we contemplate the general condition of science fiction for the past
several years, we feel there just has to be a pony somewhere. ©So we read and read, we
search and search, and what do we turn up? You guessed it. The same conventional planet,
just like Earth except for having neither geography or history, on which the same con-
ventional spacemen carry out their conventional mission. The anti-Utopia, which depends
on extrapolating a single facet of the current scene until a whole future society is
based on it. The hero who turhs out to have psionic powers -- surprise, surprise. The
Machiavellian cosmic do-gooders who accomplish their idealistic ends with methods com-
parable to Hitler's. /And so on and so on, ad tedium. -

Now there was really nothing wrong with any of these approaches per se, the first
few dozen times they were used. As a matter of fact, I think possibly I originated the
last named one myself, in a story some dozen years ago called "The Double-Dyed Villains."
At least, it was an early example of the type. I hasten to add that my Galactic Patrol-
men showed some moral restraint. In any event, it was frankly an oversimplified situa-
tion, as science fiction situations often of necessity are. It was only meant as a
counterfoil to the opposite or Boy Scout concept of how to control a civilization.  Like-
wise, such anti-Utopias as "Brave New World" and "The Space Merchants" were rightly
made welcome when they first appeared. '"Slan" was a psi story, and a very good one.

I need not multiply examples. Every cliche was once a fresh new idea. Now they have
become drab rituals.

But the problem of ritual goes much deeper than the mere mutual imitation of mere
hacks. As a matter of fact, the endlessly repeated cliche is only a limiting case, a
degraded ritual. Not all rituals are bad, and indeed fiction in general, science fic-
tion in particul r, has a much stronger ritualistic element than many readers suspect.

"I am using the word "ritual" in the second sense given by my dictionary: "A code
of ceremonies observed; as, the ritual of the Freemasons." A large part of human life
is given over to ritual of this sort, from the most conventional, stereotyped "how do you
do" of,greeting to the highly personal, deeply felt little private rituals which grow up
between husband and wife or between close comrades. This type of structured behavior is
quite essential to our emotional as well as our practical lives. Without structure,
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2re cennot be communication. You cannot tell your wife you love her without a language
.0 say it in -- a language consisting of far more than words.

There are likewise many rituals observed in connection with literature. Re-reading
a favorite story is obviously one of them. The story can hold little suspense for you
che second and third time around, unless your memory is even worse than mine. But
Juite apart frow the discovery of new depths and new shades of meaning, which you make
in re-reading great literature, there is the act of repetition in itself, the return to
a fomiliar scene and familiar characters, the re-enactment of mental actions which gave
vleasure before and can give, perhavns, still more pleasure when they have been changed
from discovery to ceremony. Even light literature, such as science fiction is, can be
worth: re-reading on such terms, if it was worth reading in the first place. There may
bz nothing new to discover, such as Shakesveare offers, but there will at laast be that
renewal of acquaintance.

Of course, many more rituals are connected with fiction. There is the whole struc-
cure of it. Life might be said equally well to have no structure, or to embody every
conceivable structure. Ir either cas=, from a man's-eye viewpoint it is pretty much a
~nzos of events. Mere accident seems to govern most of its course. Fiction lacks that
fertile disorderliness. In fiction, if the author knows his business, events happen for
gcod reasons of logic or symbolism. Characters speak directly to the point ... they
Jon't wander vaguely around the subject, with "uh"s and "ah'"s and unfinished sentences
trailing off into silence, as people do in actual conversation. In short, fiction has
1is conventions, like any other art form. And ritual grows out of convention. 8Science
tict on follows these same rules, perhaps more rigidly and timidly than so-called main-
sircam does. And it adds to them a whole set of conventions all its own, such as robots,
psicnics, and hyperspace.

Now conventions are often merely shorthand notation. When a Western story writer
puts sheepherders on a cattle range, he doesn't have to stop and explain what the catile-
mes vill think about that. His readers know. ILikewise, when the science fiction writer
piuts a faster-than-light drive on his spaceship -- abbreviated FTL these days -- he
aoz2dn't go into a long discourse on Einsteinian velocity limitations and the discovery
cf hyperspace in 2526 A.D. by means of which these limitations were circumvented. His
readers know, too.

To a certain extent this is necessary and desirable. We don't want page after page
of pseudoscientific gobbledygook thrown at us, we want a story. But there are inherent
dangers also, and I think oile trouble with current science fiction is that we have
fallen victim to the dangers. It's too easy to say FTL or psi or what-have-you and let
it go at that. What we get then is not science, ncr even pseudoscience. It's not an
imaginary law of nature tearing some postulated relation to the laws of nature we actu-
ally know about; it is a mere meaningless noise. The writer would be more honest to
w=zke his hero a magician whe waves a wand and says a magic word.

Let me try to give you a specific example. A lot of readers, myself included, have
grown allergic to psi stories. When we come upon that one-letter Greek word we are apt
tc retch and throw the magazine in*o the catbox. Now why is this? Not because of the
psi concept itself. Some of th= classice in the field, lilke "Slan" and the Lensman
epics, have dealt with such metters as telepathy, telekinesis, apportation, and precog-
rition. Surely there is more evidence for the reality of these phenomena -- at least,
tn2 scientist would find their reality less hard to swallow -- than for faster-than-
Liglvt traveles "Believe.med ‘FTL is a really . .fantastic concept'! «Yet we.donit mind that ;
ve: demand it; whereas we're tho:oughi§—ggzék of psi. How come?

T think to & large extent it's because psi has been changed from a concept, inter-
£sting however wacky, to a noise. The hero of the typical psi story is only alleged to
n< e such-and-such powers, exactly like the powers possessed by the heroes of a hundred
viier stories. No attempt whatsoever is made to probe the iwplications: to consider
1= phenomena as they might be influenced by physical laws like the eonservation of
ci2roy, or as they wmight -- very profoundly -- affect the psychology of their possessors.
10 wonder psi stories are so dull these days. It's not that they have become a ritual,
v that they have become a threadbare, colorless, tedious repetition, rather than the
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A fugue is a rather rigidly ordered musical form, and yet no two Bach fugues are
alike. Each one is individual, challenging, and emotidnally gratifying. - Symphonies
and quartets are looser forms, allowing more room for novelty; yet their basic struc-
ture remains. That's what I would like to see in science fiction -- what I think science:
fiction needs today. More respect for structure and ritual on the one hand, for the
good old formal conventions of characterization, symbolic value, and never using:three
words where one will suffice. On the other hand, more originality in detail, more
freshness of approach, more new insights. - 3

Given these elements, we can contunue our rituals -- our space operas, extraterres-
trial civilizations, time traveling, and our other beloved old forms -- we can continue
them indefinitely, without ever getting bored.

Fortunately, we still have some people with us who practice what I have been preach-
ing '-- notably our guest of honor, Robert A. Heinlein. I say to every writer in this
audience, go thou and do likewise. Stop imitating each other imitating somebody else
imitating something which was a success ten years ago. If science fiction is your
mistress, you won't keep her affection just by saying "I love you" at the same hour
every day in the same weary monotone. You will certainly have to keep saying it, using
all the ritual developed by long and intimate assocjation, but you will have to find ever
new ways to say it. _

As for those hire vho are not writers, what can you do to el p =iy S e utliEiiva el
more discriminating taste. Know what is bad and disown it, but -- more important -- know
what 'is good and support it. And stop thinking in your own cliches. You do, you know.
You have your stereotype characterization of every important pro in the field. Heinlein
is a militant chauvinist, Campbell is a mystical reactionary, Bradbury is a sugary senti-
mentalist, Farmer is a sex maniac, and on and on. The fact that none of these gentlemen
are anything of the sort, as you could easily discover by paying some attention to what
they have actually written, doesn't seem to bother the fan who has already decided what
label to hang on them.

Another, still more stultifying fan ritual is the one of snobbery: of looking down
cn mainstream fiction, or mystery fiction, or Western fecction, or what have you, as
being unworthy of your attention. It isn't so. Surely science fiction has suffered too
much from this nonsensical attitude for us to adopt it ourselves. We have a lot to learn
yet, and much of it can be learned from the other branches of literature.

Of course, in cracking the whip over you fans, as well as over certain writers, I
don't include everyone. In fact, the average person here, fan or pro, is a delightful
individual, and I look formard to three happy days of drinking beer and talking with
him, or her. I only wished to express the hope that all of us together -- readers,
writers, editors, artists, publishers -- can revitalize our characteristic formoof

literature; re-create a rich and meaningful set of rituals; and go on from there to
new horizons.

Thank you.

5 EACON e Hyed2 Q IRl o, -~ Poul Anderson
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The man's body was limp in the silence and blackness of the ¥ E%?ﬁ

. night. He wanted it that way. On his first night parachute drop, he had disobeyed =~ -

“instructions and tensed himself for the contact with the ground. It had taken them two
hours to find him (it was an initiative test and he'd been dropped twenty miles south of
_Celyabinsk) and the six weeks in oospital for the broken bones to mend had forced the
lesson home: 'knees bent..feet together..muscles relaxed'...and next time he had ad-
mired the stars and had hit the hard surface almost as gently as a maternal kiss. The
enforced stay hadn't been wasted, though. He'd read fanzines until the esoteric jargon
had almost driven him insant....'egoboo..the Cult....DAG....pickle Bloch for posterity..
ish..corflu..zap..TAFF..NFFF..SAPS. .FAPA. .IPSO..OMPA. .ke..the list was seemingly end-
less, and the trouble had been that no one had been able to help him translate. He had
read almost three hundred fanzines from cover to cover..lettercouls..articles..stories..
quotes..editorials..and most especially had he studied the artwork..for that was his
particular forte..his specialty. He had lain bacl: and admired the impact of Adkins, the
subtle hunour of ATom, the finesse and delicacy of Bjo, the sheer artistry of Eddie
Jones..and he'd filled many notebooks trying to develop his own particular artistic
style..a blend of deft outliees and subtle single-line shading. He'd also been able to
practice on stencil with stylo and carbon when he was able to sit up in bed, and when
the dupered sheets had been returned, he'd been most pleased with the almost three-dimen-

sional effect..and the Major had been pleased about it, too.. And the enforced six
weeks' study of fanzines and of fandom had gone some considerable way to helping him
gradually sort his way through a mass of esotericism. 'Corflu' meant 'correcting fluid'

-.to alter typoes (that was good, he real¥y was beginning to think like a fanf) and 'ish'
meant 'issue'..yes..'egoboo' meant having good comments on one's material.. (it seemed
as though some fans looked upon egoboo with as much exultation as he would have felt if
he'd been made a Hero of the Soviet Union..and the Major had suggested that a success-
ful operation would make such egoboo..er..such a decoration a distinct possibility)..
but even so, many of the vague references in fanzines had baffled him..most especially
an oft quoted reference to some serious act of sabotage to a certain Courtney's vessel.
That was rough....

The plane from C uba headed north, and the hum of its two engines gradually receded.
The man grinned..four members of the Cuban Sugar Corporation had boarded the plane at
Havana..three would get off at Washington for the conference. He wasn't quite sure
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where he'd o2

His name was Elmer lansing. At least, that's wuat he'd be known as in fandom. He
knew his cover story as well as a clergyman knows the Lord's Prayer. And although he'd
been born and reared in a Collective Farm fifteen hundred miles east of Moscow, he xnew
he'd be completely at home whichever part of America he was taken to. He'd spent three -
months in a Typical American Town..although it was some hundreds of miles due south of
Moscow..it had been a kaleidoscope of drug stores..cokes..juke boxes..coloured people.
neon lights..Thunderbirds..Chevs..dollars..cents..it was incredible but he'd been there
and he knew..only American was spoken and he was assured that the place was an average
American town.....

He reached up, gripped the 1lift webs..stretched himself..relaxed again..and some
seconds later, somewhere south of Petersburg, Virginia, he hit the Ground .not too gently;
but not too roughly, either.....

He punched the metal box on his chest, turned it, and eased the parachute harness
over his shoulders. He rolled up the black silk parachute into a bundle, and wrapped
the 1ift webs round it. He humped it over his shoulder and walked a couple of hundred
yards up a grass slope to a tree. He sat on the parachute, leaned against the tree trunk,
1lit a Camel.

He listened..faintly, very faintly to the north, he could hear vehicles..that would
be..should be United States Route Number 1. He cupped his hands behind his ears and
turned iis head like a radar scanner to try to establish where the highway was nearest
to him..he looked in that direction, pulled a luminous compass from a pocket of his black
overall..due north..that's where the road should be..even better, that's where it was....

He dug the butt of the Camel into the ground, and humped the parachute over his
shoulder. He pulled a Luger from the overall, pushed the end of the snub silencer
against the end of the barrel to make sure it was secure, and left the pi stl hanging
at his side. He walked due north.. he walked slowly..no hurry.

In half an hour he reached the highaay. He dumped the parachute, peeled off the
overall, and stood up, admired his short tweed coat and white trousers. He ran his left
hand over his crew cut...took tlz packet of Camels from his overall and transferred it
to his coat. Now his heart started to beat more quickly, and he felt much more tense
than he did before the parachute Jjump..it was normal to feel that way before parachuting..
the ones who said they didn't were either liars or mentally defective. But it wasm't
brave to parachute, nct necessarily, the brave ones were the ones who were not mentally
equipped to jump from an aeroplane, and for them to sum up the courage, that was bravery.
But now, as he hid the parachute and overall behind a bush, and stepped on U.S. Route
Nomber 1, his heart beat almost painfully and the sweat broke out all over. This was
fear; sle thpnedstothisaright anddyalkedsslowlyissa.
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The Chevrolet had screeched to a half in front of him. The driver was maybe fifty,
had grey bair and a cigar clamped between his teeth. He switched on the light in the
car and smiled at Elmer.

Before stepping into the light, Elmer gently pressed his left wrist against his
stomach to feel the reassurance of the Luger.

He grinned.

"No, thanks," he said. "A friend should pick me up soon..he's gone to pick up my
girl friend..her mother doesn't like me..you know how it is."

As he talked, he lazily drew a small circle on the half-lowered passenger's wnndow.
He breathed on it.

"Well, good luck, =n," and the man laughed knowingly and drove away.

Elmer grinned again in the darkness, and had difficulty in returning his 5P SHSte
normal. It could have been his contact..plans changed at the last moment..

He walked on, then across the highway he saw a car parked, and the driver looking
into the engine with a flashlight.

THAl S SE e S Rimetes

The man looked up.

"Breakdown?"
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Elmer drew a small circle on the front of the w:ndscreen. The man flashed the light
onto where Elmer's fingers were working. Elmer breathed on it. The man grunted, and
drew '73' in the circle.

"Where's your parachute?" asked the man. He looked about thirty-five. His hair
was closely cropped, and he wore a flowered shirt.

"Down the highway..I'll show you."

They got in the car, and drove back the way Elmer had walked. Elmer tapped him on
the shoulder, the Impala halted, and in five minutes, when the highway was clear of
lights, the parachute and overall were put in the trunk, under golf parafanalia.

They drove northwards..through Petersburg..Richmond..Fredericksburg..Alexandria
('Eney lives here' mused Elmer to himself) through Washington ('wonder when they'll get
the WorldCon?') *through Baltimore. Philadelphia, Trenton..soon to a wonderful horizon..
multi-lighted skyscrapers..through the Holland Tunnel (the man had to pay 50 cents toll..
blasted capitalists) to Manhattan.... :

So this was Manhattan..wide streets..squealing brakes..so many coloured pcople..ensh
wonderfully high buildings..nothing like this in Moscow or anywhere else he'd been..long
buses..multi-colored taxis..black-uniformed police..neon lights flashing fit to blind.
Twenty-four hours previously he'd hit American soil..and now he felt that he'd been in
America for ages..all his life, maybe..he seemed to be part of everything he saw..the
people were dressed and spoke exactly as they had in the Typical American Town south of
Moscow..his training had been superb..he felt he was at home. En route to New York
they'd stopped for meals at roadside places..blueberry pie and cream..thick slices of
ham..coffee..and before him, a 1life in New York and a job..how would his co-workers
reaet: Lo s ?

The driver breked the Impala down Fifth Avenue..at the jurtion of 18th street.

"Grab a taxi and drive to 124 11th Street, apartment 23..you'll find everything
there..you've just come from Trent Falls, Montana..you know your cover..Il'll dump the
parachute..leave the luger under your seat..gooodbye..goodluck..you'll be contacted."

He paid off the taxi, climbed the five steps, through the door. A eorridor lead to
another door, rather dirty stairs led upwards to his right. He walked down the corridor
and tapped the door..funny thing..no nerves..no worry..he felt he had just come from
Trent Falls..and if anyone asked him, he knew the train timetable and could describe
the scenery and pretty nearly every town and city he'd passed through..

A stout woman opened the door..looked something like his mother..generally speaking;
although this woman wore lipstick (badly applied), showed nicotine-stained fingers and
her breath smelled of alcohol..gin....

"Elmer Lansing..just in..got my room..... 2"

"lansing...." she pondered. '"Oh yeah, your brother came in couple days ago..all
your luggage is in your apartment..number 23 it is..here's the key. Third floor..no
girls in your room ‘'cept for parties..your brother paid three months rent in advance."

She handed him the key, closed the door. He heard her shout at someone. He grinned,
climbed the stairsQ:along the corridor..he opened apartment 23.....

He lay on his bed and looked round his room. =g

It was clean. The walls were painted green, and the carpet was mottled brown. Sev-
eral pictures were on the walls..one depicting Custer's last stand..one showed Niagara
Falls..one a keen-looking sailor..her son!? : '

Three suitcases were in the corner, and a Gestetner.

He got up off the bed, pulled the Gestetner to the middle of the floor and pulled
off the black metal casing. Same model as he'd used at the training school in Moscow. .
that's what you called organization. He put it back in the corner, pulled out the drawrrs
in the cabinets. Shirts..some new..mostly freshly-laundered ones..with the odd stitah
here and there..several pairs of shoes and sandals..trousers..again one new pair, the
rest clean but pre-warn..ties..monstrosities in green, blue, purple, yellow and red, as
if someone had cracked an egg on an artist's palette..an electric razor..after-shave
lotion..socks..a few homely souvenirs, his 'father's' silver watch chain, with small
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silver medallion proving it had been presented to Elmer Lansing in 1941 for being chair-
man of the War Bond Committee..yes, this surely was organization. The old doll down-
stairs had unpacked for him, and folded up his shirts and socks and tie§, and.propably
thoughts of gin and cigarettes and greenbacks had flittered about her.mlnd..hls k?t was
completely normal..mundane..there was nothing to attract undue attentlon..gverytblng'
supported his cover..young man, a bit green, up from the country for the first time into
the Metropolis.. ; L : -

Many agents had made the stupid (but sometimes necessary) mistake of having pistols,
codes, micro-dots, huge sums of money, etc., in their rooms. He had nothing untoward.
There was nothing to connect him with the Russian espionage organization..NOT ONE THING.
He looked, thought and acted like am American. The first few hours had been the danger
ones. He had to put the parachute in the Bar so that it could be properly disposed of |
later. No use burying it in a field, .and it being dug up next day..the F.B.I.
asking for information about cars travelling on U.S.Route 1 near Petersburg..the man who
offered him a 1lift remembering..maybe even his fingerprints on the window where he'd
marked the circle..that would all have possibly accrued from rushing things and trying
to be safe quickly.and burying the parachute..but no, take a preliminary risk, carry the
parachute and overall and Luger until proper and permanent disposal could be arranged..
and then, once this initial risky period had passed, there was complete safety. No tie
up with Petersburg..

He 1it a Camel. Of course, there was no point in denying that the F.B.I. might know
a spy was loose in America. An agent might have been in Havana and seen four men ar.l the
pilot get in the plane, and later a check with an agent- at Washington would reveal that
three men and the pilot got out..where was the other..but he had worn a disguise in Cuba
(puffed cheeks, blond wig, spectacles) when he'd got in the plane, and it was impossible
to tie the missing man from Cuba with Elmer Lansing in New York. And even that was pes-
simistic..there had been a subterfuge at Havana to convince watchers that only three and
the pilot boarded the craft (a fire in a hangar to distract attention from the boarding
party)..no..there was no possible doubt,.insofar as he was concerned, there was no tie
up with the mystery man missing >n the flight from Havana to Washington if in fact the
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His door was knocked. Just a little jump of the heart.

Yonng girl about 17....

"'Phone for you downstairs." i

He thanked her, purposely left his door slightly ajar, went to the 'phone.

"Elmer Lansing here...."

"Joe here..how's the apartment..have a good trip from Montana?"

That was his contact.

"Nice, thanks, mom sends her love."

"Uh huh. I've a job lined up for you..call and see a Mr. Harrison at the New Haven
Housing Trust Head Office. You'll see the address in the phons book....he'd expecting
you..not much..just a clerk in fact..but it'll do to get started."

-"Thanks, Joe."

"0.K. Must see ya one of these nights..might be around this week in fact."

"Anytime, Joe..I'm writing to Mom tonight, I'll tell her how ypou've organized things
for me. . Night, Joe."

"Night, Elmer."

He put the telephone down. He didn't care if Mr. Hoover himself was listening to
the conversation. Some agents, due to the different duties they had to perform, were
forced to inject mystic phrases and codes into their conversations, and this made them
sitting ducks for monitoring services. His job was different. He was supremely free
from the normal hazards facing an agent. He went back to his room, lay on the bed, and
thought about things....0.K..say the F.B.I. were on to Joe..just say they were..they'd be
around to see him,that was for sure, but they'd never pin him dowﬁ—gs a Russian agent.
Sure, they could back track to Trent Falls, and though his documentation was 100% he'd
never been there; even though he knew every inch of it, eventually they'd break his cover.
But there was not one single thing to tie him up. - He'd just be a mystery. man..how the
hell was he to know that Joe was an agent..if he3was.dmight be someone paid a few dollars
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to make the call, and one thing was for sure, Mr. Harrison at the New Haveu Ilousing Trust
Head Office would be above suspicion..would be a sure-fire 100% American citizen..un-
touchable..and even supposing he was followed and his phone monitored and his mail read,
he didn't give one damn, because he would be getting the same phone calls and the same
letters and he would go to the same places as millions of Americans.

Eventually, he would have to be contacted, but that could wait until he was organ-
ized.

He licked his iips, He was hungry:.he'd noticed a place at the end of the block..
he'd go out for some food, but first of all, he had a letter to write. Might as well
start now; after all,+he was an enthusiast.

He got a sheet of notepaper, and put his name and address at the top right. He
wrote :- : > S

Dear Phil, :

I saw a review of your fanzine VENTURA recently, and I would very much
like to receive future copies of it. I enclose $1 subscription.
Fannishly yours,
and he signed it 'Elmer Lansing' with rather a flourish.

He put the letter and the dollar in an envelope, and addressed it to the faned in
Norfdlk, Virginia..he'd memorized the address when he was in the hospital. :

He sealed the envelope, put a stamp on it, walked down the stairs, out of the door,
down the six stéps and left along the block, dropping the letter in a corner mailbox.

'Elmer Lansing, Neofan Extraordinary,' he thought with a twisted smile. .

HESerGEsenTENERFOad “T o “thet frugseaieaet = 0 72 ' ;

...... (Part I of Three Parts)

A Brief Preliminary Well, we've now met the Fabulous Ella Parker. She came a
BNl few days before the con, and for a while there, I was practic-
Elinor Busby ally a 100% tea-drinker. I've since reverted to my natural

coffiness, but still drink more tea than I did pre-Ella. Genig-
ine imported British tea, too. It's damned expensive, but oh! it's good. '

But that wasn't what I was going to tell you about. I was going to tell you a bit
about Ella. She's neither tall nor short, neither fat nor thin, neither young nor old,
and neither loud nor quiet. She's a pleasant, dynamic sort, who likes her meat cooked
to most pitiful cinderhood (as does Boyd, for that matter) and can drink quantities of
tea which would be .incredible to anyone but me. She has short dark brown hair, which '
under strong light shows red glints, and has large eyes of an unusual and very pleasant
yellow-grey, which would be her chief beauty were they not unfortunatdy obscured by
heavy glasses. Her face has very good bone structure, with good cheekbones and chin, and
a pertly tailored nose, and she has nice clean-cut lips. She is quite a handsome woman ,
and I think anyone could tell at a glance that she is Scottish.

About a month agd we got a package in the mail, to be opened while Ella was here.

We took for granted it was a present for her, but we were mistaken. It was a present for
US! It's really niece, too. It's: a wooden beanie, a propellor-beanie. The beanie part
is wooden and the propellor is of black plastic, connected to the beanie by a thin metal
tube, and on the beanie part is a metal plate saying:
FROM THE CRY GANG IN LONDON
TO THE CRY-GANG, SEATTLE
e 1961

Buz and I have custody of it at present, because CRY is pubbed on our premises so
the fellas can come here to admire it. We have it on the same bookcase as the Hugo, and
they look very smart together. So thank you, you Lcndon CRY gang. Thanks HEAPS. Thank .
you Ella, Ethel, Arthur, Ted, Jimmy, Joe--did I miss anyone? If I did, thank YOU too.

Nothing was done at Seacon about the Fan Award bit. If anyone ever is done about it
I hope the doers will see this dear 1i'l spinnerbeanie, first. It's handgame, fannish,
fits well with modern decor, and is not too large or too conspicuous.

Today's September 30th, and besides being my birthday (Happy Birthday to me) it's the.
day on which is decided whether to deport Ron Ellik or Rich Eney. Bon voyage, RET
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True. Stories of The Nameless OneésS® as reported.by Hon.,Sec-Treas W: liebar

AUGUST 3, 1961 MEETING:

The. AUgUst 5, 19b1 meeting of ‘the Nameless. Ones . was.called o OnEem
at- 8:39.45 pam. DY President: DOreen Jlemert. ~The, mimite s@weiessce cismoels
and approved, if you can 1lmagine such a thing, although Gordon Eklund
abstained from voting one way or the other! Gordon Eklund is probably
the worst trouble-maker we have in the club to date.

01d Business was asked for and it was reported that Elinor Busby had
no report to make on The Book.

Monkey Business was requested so Wally Gonser revealed that he knew
a kid at work who eats bananas at lunch snd who feels like a monkey while
doing it. Your Hon .Sec-Treas liag gince made several Syilsiffistosthesiicoc=
dond CEET e Voo *Eos oftempmethe monkey s, and tind 0Lbosins U hoie s EiasE e s
but no conclusions have as yet been reached.

New Business was requested and the most important item of business on
the whole agenda was brought up for discussion. It was finally decided
that the next meeting would again be held at the Sec - Treas' lovely mansion
underlooking Queen Anne Hill. '

Malcolm Willits asked how the club's plans for the convention were
g01ng After receiving nothing but blank stares, he announced that he
had read in a magazine or fanzine someplace that the club was holding
che 198l World Science FPiction' Conventien at the Hyatt House Hobél 1n
another month. The club thought that should be pretty interesting, and
several of the members tithought they would attend if there wasn't anything
good on TV that weekend.

The meeting was adjourned at 8:49:45 p.m.

' Hon. SEC-Treas W. Weber

AUGUST 17, 1961 MeETING:

Thes AuenaEst i ST9el meety rig ™ of” thellName l.e 55, Ones L masstesnplat stasondcr
at 8:06:00 p.m. (elmost 8:10:00, depending on whose watch was running the
universe at the time) by President Doreen 'webbert. The minutes were
vividly predicted by the SEC-Treas and completely ignored by everyone
else. The Sec-TREAS' report met with better success. $36.66 was reported
and Joe Green moved that the report be approved. Steve Tolliver, who is
The Official Member of the Nameless Ones, unanimously voted to approve
the Sec-TREAS' report.

Eereen *regucisth” 014" Business, and. it 'was -dutifully. recondedsiair-Tsnons
Busby had no report to make on The Book.

Doreen asked next for Monkey Business, and Joe Green wanted to know
what connection the Nameless Ones had with the CRY. ' None of us monkeys
really knew, so Doreen asked for New Business.

Otto Pfeifer announced that the Nameléss Ones were welcome to hold a
"fifth Thursday" meeting at the WRR Waffle Party to be held August 31 at
the house he shares with his wife and the 0fficial Bem. The members
seemed to think this would be great fun.

Waldliy Gonser, the O0fficigl Coffce-Maker, ran into..a.l ibtle, tmonbike
locating the electric range until he found it under a pile of fanzines in
the kitchen.

G. M. Carr brought some flowers, which she has learned to cut now
without breaking an arm. The flowers were stuck into a cider jug since
no:-vases were avallable, "and they seemed to be having, the:-time. ofitheir
lives.

The meeting was adjourned shortly after the Official Bem's Report.
The adjournment took plsce at 8:36:36 p.m. (apparently the members' time-
pieces had gotten together) and Jerry Frahm took the President for a ride
Elliot Ness style. HMost Honorable SEC-Treas ..l
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MINUTES OF THE AUGUST 31, 1961 %WRR WAFFLE PARTY ¥AT THE BFEIFERS'

W ow!
Hon SEC-Treas, Wally Weber
SEPTEMBER 7, 1961 MEETING:
Tt took President Doreen Webberta while to break through the sound

barrier of SeaCon chitchat, but eventually she managed to call the Septem-
ber. o lS6lumeeting of the . Nameless . Ones to order . insRiy sscaac  gevenitu-

Siliveames i SRS 00, D . . The minulkes of the Auglust liemectbing weresiitose 1y

deseriped Dy Che oht=lreas, - and He i ." Busby moved. that  thesminntes e Sihs
abreviated motion was seconded and passed.

A report on the waffle party was requested. Everyone agreed that the
waffles were good. Apparently everyone had had more fun at the party than
a¥pelir of I Yowers_ Tmn &g -clder juge

01ld Business was requested, and it was learned that Elinor Busby had
no report to make on The Book. Wally Gonser suggested that The Book be
Hefeletin ey, SLranger "in.a” strghge. Land, " Bbut thisSsmone e e iaiemn e
e \to  Eiltnor , sSinee *She - fhs (TS f ar - sHoWn e3c el eSS ciili: Sl Eie
performance of her duties as the The Book Committee.

Doreen asked for New Business and got in return an involved discussion
about where to hold future meetings. G. M. Carr moved we move. The club
aporoved. The Plan was to find a reasonably permanent place to meet so
that meetings could be advertised more readily. Several places were sug-
gested: the Sabud house, the Green lake Field House, a Seattle University
Conference Room, the YMC:A, and the Arcade Building.r, The club'finally left
it up to Geneva Wyman to locate a meeting place for next t1me guoye! @itaE e
up to the Sec-Treas to send out meeting notices.

ral Ballard wanted to know how a person went about joining the
Nameless Ones. He seemed to want to know so that he could avoid it. He
was informed that, having attended a meeting, he was now irrevokably a
member of the Nameless Ones for at least as long as he 1lived.

It was announced that election of officers would be held meeting after
next, and Gary Ullakko was instructed to bring his good-looking wife to
the next meeting. On this.cultural note, the meeting was .adjourned at
B 57500 Dol

Most Honorable SEC-Treas, Wally Weber

SEPTEMBER 21, 1961 MEETING: y
Despite (a) that the ¥MCA switched the meeting from the Orkila Room

to the Coleman A & B Room at the last instant.and (b) the Sec-Treas failed

to mail out any meeting notices to tell members where to come, ten members
were on hand for the meeting. None of them turned out to be President
Doreen Webbert, however, so it was Vice President Gordon Eklund who called
the meeting to order at 8:34:45 p.m. The minutes were intimated and were
acceoted by the group as they will appear in CRY. The Sec-TREAS reported
the club still had $38.66 since he hadn't been able to find anyone at the
YMCA who would accept the room rent.

Under New Business it was decided to hold next meeting in the Arcade
Building.

Under 0ld Business there was nothing.

Under Monkey Business, it was announced that the SEC-Treas had a class
scheduled for meeting nights and would attend meetings too late to take
notes. Steve Tolliver suggested that the SEC-Treas prepare a script for
the members to follow at meetings, or that the meeting be re-enacted when
the SEC-Treas arrives.  Both proposalds were too practical 'to be accepted.

The meeting was adjourned at 9:21:15. HonsSSEIN S S e
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So here we are again, having made it through the SeaCon OK, One thing does
puzzle me, though. After you put on a WorldCon, what. do you do for an encore?

The heading for this piece.was typed on an IBH Slilectric, the new jobbie'that
has the liddle golf-ball with all the typefaces on it; for 315 and ten seconds of
fiddling, you can change the type-style on the machine. This model has only been
on the market for a month or two, ana orders are now backlogged five months. Hmm,
I guess that five months from now I could pay for one, at that. “Yot now, though.
Sure, it is a big saving in travel expenses to have the WorldCon right here this
year,; but we'd have to do that twice to.pay for our new bathroom.

You hadn't heard about the New Bathroom? So it.is not just any idiot who can
'arrange not only to be on a ConCommittee but -also to have his bathroom completely
torn out and redone during the inonth just before the Con, doing all the carpentry
himself while the plumbers are elsewhere, About three weeks before the Con our
bathroom had no fixtures, no pipe or drains, no wall-paneling, and only about half
a floor; we had our new midget "trailersize" john in a corner of the laundry room,
the kitchen sink, and no other plumbing at all. e are still short a wall or so,
but the bathroom now has all its pipes’ and fixtures, including a l-o-n-g l-o—v—e-l-y

Z-foot tub (yes, Boyd, Ella, and Urai, the plumbers finally came back off strike
and instalied the washbasin in the bathroom and the extra one near the 2nd-john).

I do not believe that any one month in my entire life has even approached the
hectic conditions obtaining in August 1961 with the possible exception of Basic
Training, Infantry style... ard even there, they let you rest once in a while.

The usual minor booboos notwithstanding, it appears that the SeaCon was an
overall -success—— at least I've heard no complaints to the contrary as yet. The
attending troops seemed to be having a ball for the most part. That weekend is a
large golden blur with starbursts, to me-- I was either rushing around madly on
troubleshooting details or quietly watching parts of the Program or else sitting
in on one of the late late parties—— so how can a guy write a ConReport if he can't
remember what and when he ate; and with whom? An obvious impossibility.

Recently received with FANAC 778 is "The idmirable CRYCon" (Walter IBreemniSst205)
Peralta Ave, Berkeley 6, Calif), about 16 pages of coverage on SeaCon including good
summaries of various Program items. The inevitable minor factual goofs are at a
minimum in this writeup; the "worst" I could find was listing Art Rapp as one of the
Costume ball judges—- he wasn't a judge, but was with the group so who could tell?

I hope to see more Reports; having been handicapped by my singular inability to be
in more than two places at the same time during the Con itself.

The SeaCon. seems to have made lots and lots of lovely money. The books are a
bit of a mess, but still we have confidently disbursed several hundred in Contribut=
ions io the usual types of worthy fannish causes, starting of course with the 20th
VorldCon: CHICAGO in '62! You can read all about this in ChiConIII's 2nd Progress
Report, assuming that you've sent your two bucks in to PO Box 4864, Chicago 80, Ill,

A number of people may be wondering just how a dlnky little Pacific Northwest
Con that has been running scared all year could come up loaded. Let me reassure you
‘that we are just as shocked as you ares franlkkly I wouldn't have believed it last
"month at this time—- a goodly share of our income was last-minute and entirely
unpredittable (any time you count on last-minute income to save the day, you are apt
to end up financially dead) yvhile it will take a little study to determine

a :
just how we came up with some/excess loot, there is no mystery at all as to how we
came up with some surplus—-— mainly, we determined to break even over&above the $300
from PittCon no matter what, and worked our fool heads off to do so, regardless.
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In réfurn'for the Jaudable patience with which you loyal CRYsubbers haverpqt
up with our vagaries during this past year, I will now crack the Top Secret files
on the subject of How To Break Lven or Bust a Gut Trying. .

(1) You don't give a damn what your total expense figure 1s. (2) Ygu care
equally little what your total income figure is. (3) All that matters is that
you spend less than you take in, and I put it this way rathgr.than the co?verse,
advisedly. I have been privileged to see a lot of "fund-raising prggects‘ and,have
come to a fairly rockbound set of conclusions about this sort of thing. As:

Tor 31 worth of work you can bring in about 50¢ in income Oor can knock off
about {2 worth, of expenses. So I guess you know on which side my own efforts were
mainly directed during this- past year. _ :

A YorldCon has certain traditionalginevitable sources of income and categories
of expense; these can be estimated to the nearest couple-hundred or so, in advance.
But there are other income and expense items that cannot be predicted, so you have
to work at increasing the one and holding down the other. However, an expense—cgt
is both easier and more certain, for a given amount of effort, than an increase in
income. Or so we have found it. It is a helluva lot of work to hold down expenses,
but you breathe easier and sleep better for it. ;

And the first rule is: "Whenever anyone suggests anything that will cost extra,
you hit him."

Aside from nitpicking details, I think we have pretty well covered the vital
elements of the necessary procedures. :

(Aren't you glad you subscribe to CRY? Don't you wish everyone did-- so's
we could get a postal subsidy like LIIE and -all the rest of the slick-tp zines?)

"Broke Fandom" is always with us. This is the segment of (or attitude within)
this our microcosm, that seems to feel that it is always 1935 and everyone is 16
years old and fifty cents is a Big Deal, forever. It is almost inevitable that the
(final, but unpredicted and unpredictable in advance) financial successes of the
PittCon and the SeaCon will stimulate Broke I'andom to start screaming that the
membership fecs should be cut, '"because these Cons are too fat and apt to start
throwing OUR money around'" is the way it generally goes.

So as a recent graduate of the School of Ilard IInocks, let me quote you a few
lires from my diploma. Such as; a ConCommittee is a small group with the sole
responsibility, financial and otherwise, for producing'a World€on. A Con is one
helluva lot of worlk and the financial picture is always uncertain up to and includ-
ing the last minute; afterwards you can "see where you've been", but not earlier.
The Committee has several thousand bucks to handle and has to try to make.it come
out right, over and above all the other arrangements. I will state unequivocally
that if a Committee is put in the position of having to'sweat any harder than is
inevitable, just so that individual Broke-Fandomcrs can pay ;1 instead of 32, or {2
instead of )3, fandom is one day just apt to run fresh out of volunteer WorldCon
Committees. I am not joking; it could happen.. Do not let our final Finanéial
Report, however it may finally read, fool you into thinking that we were not in a
cold sweat up until very nearly the last minute-- that's a solid year of sweating,
friend, and it ain't fun. So think twice before you remove what cushions exist to
ease this sweat for future ConCommittees; remember that the last-minute stuff can't
be predicted or counted-on, and that you have just plain ordinary superhuman faans
staffing these deals and wondering if they might have to pony up a few hundred on a
personal basis if the deal sours. SeaCon happened (over and above the concerted
expense—-cutting effort) to come up smelling like a rose—— on the basis of this
year's experiencey; I still would not recommend that any group take on the job with
less than the current membership fees: just because we got lucky at the last minute
does not mean that it necessarily happens every year; it doesn't; the tradition of
VlortdCons coming out ahead is not all that ancient or consistent. ' Check back, like.

So the next guy who hollers that the VorldCons could be produced with smaller
membership fees, you just tell him (and be sure to quote me personally): "OK, when
you get around to produce your Cony; we'll try it your wayl" It seems fair enough.

Aind that will be about enough for now, with love to true fannish souls all over.
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Terry Carr

We were sitting around in the front room of my ancestral home at 134 Cambridge St.,
San Francisco, one Saturday night in the early '50's, all of us quietly drinking bheer
and chattering about the strange variety of things that interested us in those days.
There was Dave Rike, telling us animatedly of his latest experiences fending off homo-
sexuals who'd given him rides when he hitchhiked to the city that afternoon wearing his
passion-pink pegged pants. Boob Stewart was alternately making obscene remarks and
telling outrageous stories of the idiots with whom he was forced to mingle at school.
Pete Graham was chattering on about the latest SAPS mailing and Frank McElroy was sket-
ching some drawings. I sat and listened, mostly, soaking up fannish history as is my

" wont at tiwmes.

"This guy in a big pink Cadillac stopped for me in Pinole," Dave said, "and he had
two dames in the back seat. He said to get in and we'd make it a foursome, and T did.
Then he rammed it into low, vroom-vroom, then blasted into second and high, crick-
WHOCOOORR-schtunk-VRRRRRAAAAOWWWWWW and was hitting eightyin twenty seconds flat. So I
turned around to the dames and all of a sudden I saw that they were lesbians; you
couldn't miss it! ‘Then this guy..."

"...we all call this kid lLenny," Boob was saying, 'from the character in that
Steinbeck movie. He's the dumbest guy I ever saw; it's really pathetic. But he's a big
sonuvabuck and everybody's scared as hell of him. There was this fight today at luach,
and Lenny came wandering along, just sort of staring around like he does, and he saw it.
'Hey what you guys doin'%?' he says, and steps in between 'em, and Jack slugged him in
the jaw by accident. Then both him and the guy he was fighting turned and ran, and
Lenny Jjust stood there shaking his head. I think he only wanted to bum a cigaret off
of them."

"Irene Baron is writing a column for Wrai Ballard's mag," Pete said from the couch,
"and she's using the byline 'Irene of Sloop'; you should see the stuff..."

This was a fairly typical oheertust of the SanFran bunch (the Adolescent California
Crowd, as Eney insists in FanCy II thLat we were called). There was .no special occasion
for the party other than the very sensible one that my parents were out of town for the
weekend and so we had a place to sprawl out and relax while drinking. Dave and I had
gone out earlier to a store we knew of and had bought a couple of cases of Burgie, and
by midnight we had piled our traditional Tower of Bheercans to the Moon to a height of
about four feet, bracing the triangular formation against one wall of the living room.

It was then that Jim Davis walked in. Jim Davis was never quite a fan, though he
was once briefly the Art Editor of my first fanzine. (He couldn't draw, either, but we
felt we needed an Art Editor.) Jim was a friend of mine, and had been for years; he
knew most of the fans in the crowd and got along fine with them.

"What's going on?" Jim said, surveying the scene in the living room. "A beer bust
again?"

"Of course," I said.

"And you're building the Tower to the Moon again," he said, spying that wobby struc-
ture. "You know, there's only one thing wrong with the whole idea of that thing."

"What's that?" said Dave, opening another can of bheer.

"The trouble is," said Jim, "that I just can't resist the temptation, seeing all
those empty beer cans piled up there, to walk over and kick it over."

"Don't, don't!" shouted Boob. LE

"Don't worry, I'm holding myself in right now," said Jim. "But one of these days....
Maybe tonight....,"

"He's really a fakefan," I said, "otherwise he'd never dream of doing such a t<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>