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Page Three

If we can just have it a little more quiet in here for a couple of minutes,
there are a few announcements-- you fellas there in the back; there are some
seats over there by the windows-- this is CRY #166 for February 1963. CRY is
the New Bi-Monthlier Fanzine, retailing for 25¢ or 1/9 each and wholesaling at
S issues per dollar or 7/-. What is 7/-? It's seven shillings, that's what--
and how about a little less chatter there in the corner, fella? Yeh, well, then
contributors get free issues unless the WAHF Dep't gets them, and we have a trade
policy which you wouldn't believe even if I understood it well enough to try to
explain it what with all that noise back there, fella-- we do have a sergeant-at-
arms, you know, ..:.oh; you are? Just wait until the next elections, fella.

If you insist on sending checks instead of lovely money, make them payable to
Elinor Busby. Cheques, on the other hand, should be payable to John Berry of 31
Campbell Park Ave, Belmont, Belfast 4, Northern Ireland.

CRY's address is Box 92, 507 3rd Ave, Seattle 4, "ash, Its editors are
Wally Weber and Elinor § F M Busby. Its next copy deadline is March 1'5ith®

. SAME TO YOU, FELLA!
And now, what all the rest of you have been waiting for...
t e esnoi€ OyNe-E N. T S %

Cover by ATom (logo Multigraphed by wwweber) page 1
Page Three Buz 3
The Farley File Menace Mally "Weber 4
Hwyl Elinor Busby 6
Introduction to Thermonuclear War

[Part II] J E Pournelle 8
The Bendigo Clegg Casebook, Chapt I:

The Case of the Defecting BNF John Berry 11
With Keen Blue Eyes and a Bicycle F M Busby 14
CRY of the Readers conducted by 1ally Weber 17
Son of CRY of the Readers Avram Davidson 32
CotR (cont'd) with www up again 35-38

These many people cut these many stencils: ATom 1, Buz 5-, Elinor 10+, ally 21.

An interim report on the Bimonthliest Movement in Seattle, Washington: our
copy deadline was yesterday, January 15th, a Tuesday. Our publishers, the Cone
Company of Seattle, will receive the stencils tomorrow morning and produce the
finished sheets for us Friday afternoon in time for a Friday-evening assembly.
With luck these copies will be in the hands of the P O on Saturday morning,

Jan 19th, Unfortunately the P O will demand 8¢ for delivery of each copy in
this country, a 100% increase over the rates at the time I bought our postal
scales some 4 or 5 years ago. My abacus tells me that it cost a little over

35¢ to put this copy into your two or three hot little hands, so maybe we will
be thinking of holding the size down to the 6¢ postage bracket which is 34 pages.
Or maybe not-- postage is about 23% of current costs, and-- but this is not the
page for being mathematical, of all things, surely!

I am rather tappy with the bimonthly setup; it seems much less harrassing.
By this move and a couple of other retrenchments in fannish obligations, I have
only 14 deadlines to meet this year, as compared to a hiph of 31 in Seacon Year.
All in all, this level of activity does seem to be a lot easier to live with.

I have here a glossy print of the ATomillo which will become the cover for
next issue via photolith. Wally Gonser pulled some shenanigans to get the plate
made, and I believe that Herman, the multilith that manages Jim and Doreen Web-
bert in SAPS, will have a shot at the repro unless WallyG does the job elsewhere.
Stay tuned; this is a real life suspense story like you hardly ever see.

Reference the last page of "...Bicycle", tonight's paper quotes Mr Norman
Dean, the Drive man, as stating that the Russians probably had a look at his
patent before they corrected Mr Newton's Laws of Motion. Are ya list'nin', John?

The more things change, the more they remain the same. This is a FenDen
Publication, still, in spirit. L Garcone lives on. Shut up and deal. __p,,
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THE FARLEY FILE MENACE

exposed by VWally Weber

I've only heard of fandom's farley file recently, and at first glance the
idea behind it seems innocent enough. Bruce Pelz and his fellow filers appear
to be just some more abnormal fans who are nosey enough to expend considerable
effort and time compiling information about other nosey fans. Broyles, Kemp,
Tucker, NFFF, Fanac, Yandro, Cry itself, and many, many other fans and fannish
institutions have participated in the sport of finding out more than they really
care to know about fans. The farley file questionnaire is not very much
different from the one the NFFF requests its new members to complete, and it is
a matter of record that the NFFF is the most innocent and harmless of all fan
organizations.

Despite this overwhelming supply of character references for the farley file,
you're crazy if you think I'm going to corflu out the title of this article and
start over again. The farley file is a menace such as fans have never faced
before.

Perhaps you aren't familiar with the farley file and its questionnaire. To
tell you the truth, all I know about it is what I read in the fanzines. So far
three Los Angeles fans have been blamed for introducing the farley file into
fandom. Bruce Pelz is one, Al Lewis is another, and Ron Ellik is in there, too.
The most extensive explanation of the farley file I have read so far is the one
written by Bruce Pelz on page 12 of Speleobem number 17.

Bruce refers to the caper as, "Farley File on Fandom,'" and describes it as
a project in which information about fans is recorded on punched cards in such a
manner that standard sorting machines (to which both Pelz and Ellik are supposed
to have access) can be used to pick out those fans included in the file who have
whatever it might be the sorter is searching for. Suppose, for example, you live
in New York and you want to write a letter to Bruce Pelz in Los Angeles, but
after you have sealed the envelope you discover you don't have a stamp. Before
the age of the farley file you would have had to go out in the cold (assume it's
five o'clock in the morning and it's snowing like crazy outside), find a place
that is open where you can buy a stamp, and pay for one. But now, with the
farley file in existence, you can avoid this. You just call Bruce on the phone
(it will only be two o'clock in the morning in Los Angeles) and ask him for the
names of the fans in New York who have an accumulated collection of stamps.
Bruce then gets dressed, drives over to the UCLA campus, lets himself in the
building where the sorter is located, goes back home to pick up the punched cards
he forgot, remembers Ron Ellik had borrowed them to make duplicates to replace
the set the FBI had taken from Ron, drives to wherever it is that Ron lives,
breaks into Ron's home since Ron is gone for the weekend, gets reported by the
neighbors and captured by the police, and by the time he gets out of jail the
weather has cleared up in New York, you've been able to obtain a new supply of
stamps at your leisure, and the letter has been delivered to Bruce right along
with his last paycheck from UCLA where he has been fired for not showing up for
work for two weeks.

On the surface, the farley file looks like the answer to every fan's prayer,
but the example given was a hypothetical case, and in reality the use of the
farley file, once it is set up, won't go nearly as smoothly as the example would
indicate. If it were merely a matter of working the bugs out of an imperfect
system it would not be so bad, but, unfortunately, the farley file is basically
evil.
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Why is the farley file of fandom basically evil? I'm glad you aske@, and
for a while there I thought you never would. The farley file on fandom is
basically evil because it is another step in the direction of machines taking

over fandom.

Don't think I don't see you protesting, you over there in the corneri
"Science fiction nonsense," you psneer., '"Science fiction anticipated iti" I
retaliate. Iook at the unending list of things science fiction has predicted:
Didn't science fiction predict the atomic bomb? Didn't it predict television?
Didn't it predict the flying belt? Didn't it predict satellites built by man
orbitting the earth? Didn't it predict time-travel machines? (I know we aren't
supposed to have time travel machines yet, but you have to admit that science
fiction predicted them,) I've saved the clinching example for last; didn't
science fiction prediect FBI agents would descend on Campbell during World War II?
Hah! You needn't even answer because it's obvious. Science fiction predicted
that machines would eventually rule mankind, and that prediction came true.

Now the machines have started in on fandom.

Well look around you and remember, if you won't take my infallible word for
it. Remember the days of hectographs, carbon paper, and quill pens? Now it is
the electric-powered duplicator, the multi-channel tape recorder, and the type-
Writero

The farley file is the beginning of the end, let me tell you. Examine the
questionnaire closely now. At first glance it is nothing more than what it
pretends to be; it asks for such information as name, address, and fannish
interests and activities. But look at question 21 where references to machines
are sneaked in ("electronic devices," "other mechanical,"), and notice question
16 where mention of machinery is undisguised ("Equipment owned or available,")!
Somewhere in California 1s a master-machine that wants to know what machines are
available for use against you when The Time comes.

You might think you're safe because your machines are friendly. Perhaps
your typewriter, mimeograph, camera, or whatever it is you trust, has been with
you many years and has served you faithfully during all that time. Perhaps there
actually exists a bond of friendship between you and your equipment. What you
don't realize is that, in this modern age of mass production, the very machine
you trust most probably has mothers and sisters back in the old factory at the
mercy, if indeed there is any mercy, of the master machine.

Even more frightening than the possibility of physical damage inflicted by
the machines is the possibility brought to light by questions 17, 23, 24, 25 and
26 where your drinking habits, travel habits, education and duties are investigatec
in some detail., At first I could not understand what the master machine would
want with such data. Particularly, I was curious to know the significance of
the last question where it wanted to know about physical limitations and handi-
caps. In quest of an answer, I took the calculated risk of enrolling in a course
dealing with computers. It paid off. The very first class, the instructor let
the big secret slip when he said, "...vhen I talk to computers about people..."

He corrected himself immediately by claiming he meant talking to people
about computers, but my alert mind was too clever for him. I realized that
the instructor had been...replaced; he was merely an extention of the IEM 709
lurking two floors below. Evidentally the machines would prefer to win their
supremacy by peaceful means, hideous though those means might be.

So beware of the farley file of fandom.



HWYL ; by Elinor Busby

A while back we were at some people's house, and during a conversation about
Education in American Schools Today the husband remarked that he had recently dis-
covered that his wife, who is a teacher, had never heard of Oliver Cromwell.

Shortly before Christmas my younger sister and I drove up to our older sister's
farm. On the way home Dede told me that one of our nieces is interested in a boy
named Gordon Cromwell. I brooded about this, and finally said, ''Dede, have you
ever heard of Oliver Cromwell?" 'No,'" she'said, "who's he?" Dede is a school
teacher.

Well, I'm croggled. Here are two college graduates, two Educators of the Young,
who have never heard of Oliver Cromwell. Oliver Cromwell wasn't so much in himself,
I suppose., There's no reason to suppose that he was particularly charming, witty,
or handsome, and his outlook I believe to have been distinctly ungenial. He's not
one of the people in history I could wish to know in person. But the thing about
Olierr Cromwell is this: in all probability, a person who doesn't know who Oliver
Cromwell was doesn't know a damned thing about the seventeenth century!

And it's too bad. The seventeenth was an interesting century., It wasn't like
some centuries, where things just go along and po along and nothing really exciting
ever seems to happen. The seventeenth century saw the end of Elizabethan drama and
the birth of the novel. The throne was occupied by a Tudor, some Stuarts, and a
member of the House of Orange, and just after the end of this century was committed
to the Hanovers. This was not variety enough--durine the middle of this fine cen-
tury the English people even tried to do without a king altogether! Twelve years
was long enough for that experiment, though perhaps it would have lasted longer if
Oliver Cromwell had.

Another thing that happened that century is told about in considerable and
very interesting detail in James Leasor's 'The Plague and the Fire," Avon, 60¢. In
1665 about 100,000 people in London died of the bubonic plague, and the following
year most of the city was destroyed in a preat fire. Because the city was destroyed
they could rebuild it, and because they'd just suffered the horrors of plague they
rebuilt it on better, more sanitary principles. So during the last part of the
seventeenth century London changed from a miserable, foulsmelling town with open
sewers into a beautiful and healthful city.

At a certain stage in its development, a fire is the very best thing that can
happen to a city. The great fire of London was terrible at the time--90% of the
housing was destroyed, and 200,000 people made homeless--many of them probably died
of exposure. But a beautiful city was the result. Similarly, Vashington D.C.
would not be the city it is today, if the British had not been courteous enough to
burn it down during the war of 1812. Ue were annoyed at the time, but I think we
must admit that they had the right idea. And we Americans performed the same good
office by--was it Toronto? Or Montreal? Were we REALLY noble, and it was both?
Seattle and Chicago burned down unaided, but to the same good effect. A city starts
out as an improvisation; after it has once burned down, it can be planned.

So, gang, let's congratulate ourselves on being aware of the importance of
being aware of Oliver Cromwell.

Not too long ago a fan said that he'd saken for granted that the world was
always getting worse, but that he'd recently met someone who thought it was getting
better, and so now he was wondering. There's a fan who probably knows all about
Oliver Cromwell, but has never quite DUG the history scene.

Yes, of course the world is getting better. It always has gotten better, and so
there's no reason to believe that it stopped duing so in our time. Our age is
better than the Victorian era--can't we admit so much? There is more kindness, less
cruelty, more fairness, less inequity. If you'te inclined to doubt, compare the
situation of James Meredith, who is Not Ilelcome at the university he's attending,
to that of a free Negro of a hundred years ago, who might be kidnapped and sold
down south--without redress. Or a slave, who could be tortured and mutilated--
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without redress. But the Victorian era, wgth its attempts to spread literacy and
the vote, its aspirations towards humanitarianism, was an improvement on the age
before it,

The world has always gotten better. So we've got atoms, the danger of nuclear
warfare? We've always had danger. As for our particular curse, we don't know what
it means. We don't have any vantage point for looking at our own time--we can't
have. We're not only too close to it; we /[N€it, Ve can have some idea of what the
19th century accomplished, or the 18th, or the 17th. But what the 20th century
will mean to history we can only guess. Atomic energy--man meets space--certainly.
But perhaps the 20th century will mean primarily the century man learned to live
without warfare, or to converse with dolphins, or something we can't imagine now.

This much I can tell you. In my own life, in the details of day-to-day ldving,
the world has grown better. Being a female is less dire than it used to be. Now-
adays hair setting lotions really work, and obviate the nightly hair setting I remem-
ber so well from my young girlhood. Nylon stockings are not only infinitely prettier
and longer wearing than silk ever were (though actually silk stockings were just a
bit before my time), but they cost only a very little more than silk did--which means
they are much cheaper since money is not worth so much. Women's clothes are more
comfortable than they used to be. Nowadays a woman wears slacks, jeans, or pedal
pushers to do her housework in. My mother cleaned house wearing a housedress, slip,
corset, long stockings, and shoes with about an inch and a half heel. My mother
probably thought herself extremely comfortable if she remembercu her mother cleaning
house wearing the same plus a long dress and two or three ankle length petticoats!
And women not only dress comfortably for their work but the work itself is less
arduous. Compare the automatic washer and dryer to the wringer washer (before it,
the scrubboard) and the laborious pinning up of clothes and taking them down when
it started to rain and then pinning them up again. Compare the sweeping and beating
of rugs to the vacuum clermner. Detergents: do you remember what it was like wash-
ing dishes with soap? How hard it was to get the grease and egg yolk off?

I can remember when paperback books became a big thing. In those days a hard-
cover book cost about half what they do now, but people only had a quarter or less
as much money so a hardcover book was rather a major item. But the paperbacks cost
only 25¢. The paperbacks are a blessing for which I never cease to be grateful.
It's true that, like anything else, they conform to Sturgeon's Law. But when you
consider the millions of paperbacks during the last 20 years, you realize that 10%
of them make for a lifetime of happy reading. & one can buy them all over. I bought
"The Plague and the Fire' at the grocery store. I'm happy to live in a world where
you can buy history at the grocery store!

Not only is good reading material more readily available than it used to be,
actually more important is the fact that entertainment is at hand for the majority
who do not care to read. You and I may not watch the tv very much, but we should
nonetheless be glad that it's available for those who have time for it. No one can
possibly estimate how much pleasure, interest, and even mental stimulation tv has
given to the majority who do not enjoy reading. (Of course it was radio, long be-
fore our time, that made the big difference; but tv has added a dimension and so
much increased the pleasure). I think people are better-tempered than they once
were, and the reason why is because they are not so parochial and ingrown--not so
bored, in fact. There are now as there have always been people who thoroughly
enjoy reading, people to whom books are like meat and drink. These people are, as
they have always been, a minority. The majority are no longer left out in the cold.

I have thought it over for a long time, and have decided that I am definitely
opposed to fan awards in principle. The trouble with fandom is that there is not
enough egoboo to go around--never has been, never will be. The only defence apgainst
this dire deficiency, this loathesome form of entropy, is to learn not to care for
egoboo. Institutionalizing the bestowal of egoboo will make learning not to care
about egoboo that much more difficult. So let's not have fan awards, say I. I
hereby state that Fan Awards are a Bad Thing and I personally will not support them.

Elinor



AN INTRODUCTION TO NUCLEAR WAR J. E. Pournelle

II. Bargaining and Strategy

As indicated in the first of these papers, strategy in the modern era is es-
sentially participation in a non-zero sum game. It is to the interests of both
participants to limit conflict, because there is almost no possible gain that can
compensate for the losses incurred by all-out war. It is true that there are
alternatives worse than war; but it is generally to the advantage of both sides to
compete at a level at which there is some positive expected return.

One of the tools available to strategists is the multitude of works analyzing
the theory of Bargaining. Although there are many of these, we will mention only
one: Thomas C. Schelling, "The Strategy of Conflict," which is considered one of =~
the best single works intelligible to the layman. The following is chiefly drawn s
from a portion of Schelling's work.

a. The Ability to Make Binding Commitments.

As we have seen in the previous paper, the solution to a problem may lie in
convincing one's opponent that one is totally committed to an irrational policy, or
that one will fulfill a threat when it is irrational to do so. If the Soviet Union
coudd be convinced that no matter what threats they employed and no matter what the
international situation at the time, any invasion on their part of Europe would
result in an all-out massive attack on them by SAC, then, assuming the Soviets to
be rational, Europe is safe. However, we cannot bind ourselves to that course of
action; and if the Soviets can convince us that they are irrational, we will not
wish to do so. Then, too, there is the problem of determining what is in fact an
invasion of Europe--would we start all-out war if a platoon crossed the line?

What may not be clear is that the ability to bind oneself is more generally
important than is at first recognized. For example, if a seller has a house with
market value of $16,000 but which is worth $22,000 to a particular buyer (because
of , for example, its proximity to his place of business) and the seller knows this, a2
can that buyer obtain the house for, say $17,000? There is no solution to this
problem because at any point each side knows the other is willing to yield still
further if he must. If we introduced a third player, however, than the buyer can
make an enforceable agreement to pay the third party a penalty of $7,000 if the
buyer pays more than $17,000 for the house. When he displays this agreement to the
seller, and the seller recognizes it for what it is, the game is over.

To take a second example, suppose a wealthy man has been kidnapped in a state
where the penalty for kidnapping is life imprisonment, but death for murder. The
ransom has been paid, but the victim knows the kidnapper. It is now to the mutual
advantage of both parties that the victim be able to bind himself to an agreement
never to help the autherities catch the kidnapper, and even pledge to perjure him-
self for the kidnapper if the case comes to trail. One method he might use to bind
himself would be deliberatily to give the kidnapper photographs of himself in a
highly compromising situations. If possible, the situation should be just sufficient-
ly compromising to deter the victim's desire for revenge, but not sufficient that
he would pay any other penalty to suppress it. Since his life is at stake, however,
he cannot be too choosy. w

b. The Ability to Communicate.

In both these examples, we have assumed free and open communication. Suppose,
however, that the seller in the first example knows that the buyer is about to make
an agreement with a third party, and deliberately sends an offer to sell at $20,000
with a note to the effect that he is going out of town. If the buyer cannot show
him evidence that he has committed himself, he will not rationally make the agree-
ment, but must buy at $.20,000. Note also that if both can make binding agree-
ments, the first to bind himself not to pay (accept) more (less) than a stipulated
amount and communicate this to the other has wonj; unless both make agreements simul-
taneously, in which case, both have lost.
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It is not, in fact, always an advantage to be able to communicate with one's
opponent. In the battle of the sexes, if a man and wife disagree over the tele-
phone about where to meet downtown, the first to announce a place and hang up has
won. The last thing he wants is to be able to receive a message from her. On the
other hand, a blackmail victim may have received a threat, but if he places him-
self where he cannot communicate compliance, and the other knows this, there is
no rational threatening situation. As another example,a voter may very badly want
to sell his vote, but there is usually no way to demonstrate compliance; the secret
ballot not only protects him from threats, but also prevents him from realizing
an illicit profit.

The point to be made in this section is that more communication is not always
either advantageous or stable, whether it be in the form of teletype between Krush-
chev and Kennedy or larger cultural exchange programs. It MAY be an advantage, or
produce stability; but it is not possible to tell without rather sophisticated
analysis. As a final example, let us take the classic solution to the arms race--
mutual inspection of each nation's strategic forces. Suppose country A decides to
innoculate its missilemen against a new disease. There are sufficient numbers of
them that it takes several days to do so. Just after the innoculations are com-
pleted, the first men collapse into a coma. It appears reasonable that they will
recover within a week. If country B can be kept unaware of this, no problem re-
sults; but country B's inspectors are present, They must report to their home
government, so B now knows that country A will not have a strategic force in about
a day. This in itself might not produce a violent reponse by B; but because country
A knows that B will know of its coming opportunity, A will likely be tempted to
strike before it is too late. Even if not tempted, A also knows that B knows A's
misgivings, and that B must be tempted to protect.... etc. The example is admit-
tedly far-fetched, and was constructed only to demonstrate the point made above:
the most obviously beneficial improvements in the world situation may not be bene-
ficial at all. In this case, B does not want to know, openly, about A's difficulty.

III. Arms Control and Disarmament in the Search for Stability

This short essay will not attempt to prove either the case against General
and Complete Disarmamemt (GCD) or for Arms Control; it merely points out that the
argument is not as one-sided as many seem to think. At first glance, nothing could
be Tore tempting than GCD, and nothing more stable than a world without arms. Yet,
immediately questions arise, and they are obvious enough that we will not detail
them here. It is sufficient to say that a brick is a weapon, and many suspect
that world revolution is still desired by some parties. We will, therefore, turn
from GCD to the more often contemplated ban on nuclear weapons, and ask only one
question: is it stable?

The answer is not known, but it appears to be "no." If no one has atomic
weapons, then the clandestine production of a very few gives the violator an enor-
mous advantage, sufficient in fact to compel the surrender of his enemy. Both
sides know this; and both sides are tempted to salt a few away. This might be done
by conscientious men without the knowledge of top political leadership, "just in
case." After that, it is merely a question of time before someone decides that the
other poses an intolerable threat, and threatens to use the bombs. The other drags
out his too. The arms race starts over, and this time without much chance of an
agreed ending; each side knows the other to be faithless. Now, this is not a
sufficient argument against the ban; but neither is it the only argument. Those
interested are invited to read Schelling, or requestion a full bibliography from
the present author. This is only an introduction, and cannot in the space allowed
do more than indicate some lines of thinking.

What, then, is the situation under arms control, where weapons are not banned
but limited in number? Here the case is a little clearer --barring major break-
throughs in technology, which can upset any agreement, it is possible at least to
construct some stable situations. It may not be possible to get to them in the
real world; but at least in abstract theory they can exist. Let us look at a




grossly over-simplified model, Suppose %%at we decide that the delivery of 100
missilesconstitutes totally unacceptable damage to the Soviets. Then for our
deterrent to be effective 100 of our missiles must survive any conceivable attack
on us. Suppose also that missile accuracy and reliability (including the effect
of antimissile defences) is such that one missle fired at the site of another has
exactly .50 probability of destroying it. Then, if we have 200, he must fire just
over 200 in order to cut our surviving missiles to less than 100. An arms control
agreement which limited missiles to 200 or less is, therefore, highly unstable.
Each sides fears that the other will secretly make just a few more, which are all
he needs to win by surprise attack. If, however, we had an agreed limit of 400,
the enemy needs to fire more than twice 400, that is, more than 800. ((If this
sounds wrong, either take the author's word for it or see the editorial footnote.
FMB)) This is more stable, because there is less chance of anyone's clandestinely
producing over 400 missiles. If the agreement limits both sides to 800, over
three times as many will be required to reduce surviving retaliatory missiles to
less than 100 -- that is, more than 2,400 must be employed by the aggressor, and
more than 1,600 of these must be clandestinely produced. It appears that, neglec-
ting other factors, the larger the number agreed to, the more stable the situation.
This is particularly true if the numbers are so high to begin with that the econ-
omies of both sides are strained to produce and maintain them, because then secret
production of a multiple of that number is highly unlikely.

This argument is drawn from Schelling, who also points out that is it far
too simplified to be a strong argument for arms races as against disarmament. It
does, however, dramatically illustrate the fact that disarmament may in fact by an
unstablestate, and not desirable at all. Those who are concerned about peace must
at least consider these facts. A good warm-blooded commitment to peace is not
always enoughj; there must also be cold-blooded analvsis.

In our next paper, we will consider United States and Soviet strategic doc-
trines as expressed in unclassified literature, particularly in McNamara's speech
at Ann Arbor last July and Gartoff's "Soviet Strategy in the Nuclear Age."

e . . . . .d. E. Pournelle
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Just in case anyone else missed that first step, same as I did: given
that 50% chance of any one aggressor missile putting one defender's missile
out of business, the aggressor must fire more than one missile at each target
if he needs to wipe out more than half. If he fires two for one, there are 4
possibilities at the target, three of destruction and one of survival, and he
can statistically expect to destroy 3/4 of his targets. Consequently, to put
300 of 400 missiles out of action he must fire 800, in this example. Now if he
fires 3 for 1, one out of eight of his targets will still survive-- thus, he
must fire 2400 missiles to kill off 700 of the 800 in the authors final example.

To point up the mechanics of the situation, herewith a table showing the
number of missiles needed for a "safe" surprise attack for given numbers of
missiles available to the defender:

Defender: 200 400 800 1600 3200 6400
Attacker: 200 800 2400 6400 16000 38400

Since the aggressor actually needs more than enough to reduce the defender
to the unacceptable level of 100 retaliatory missiles, it would appear that it
just does not pay to tackle a well-armed defender in this fashion.

The defender's advantage varies inversely with the effective reliability
and accuracy of the attacker's missiles. If we arbitrarily say that a stable
level is that which requires the aggressor to fire two for one, we find that
the ratio of this stable level to the number of retaliatority missiles that is
unacceptable to the attacker is: one, divided by the probability of failure to
hit, squared. We could make up a table on this too, but we won't. .

For what this means in the current setup, see the estimates in the various
newsmagazines [no, not AXE or FANAC, you idiot!] during & after Cuba Week.__pyp.
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THE BENDIGO CLEGG CASEBOOK........CHAPTER ONE by John Berry

THE CNSHE OF T H.E DB F B C T ol G B, W=E

My name is Bendigo Clegg.
It says so on the door. Not that you can depend on what it says on the door.

Under my name it also says 'Office hours 9 am to 5 pm'....and on the day I got my
first case it was after 11 pm.

Trouble was, things were just not panning out. I knew all the theory of
being a Private Eye, but I guess there is good reason for the fact that most pri.
vate eyes are ex-cops. I!'hen I said back there that I got my first case at 1l pm,
I mean of course my first successful case. I don't like to talk about the others.
But I'll tell you all,

It pays to advertise. Using the money from a surrendered insurance policy I
started the office on 54th Street, and flashed my name over the daily rags and
three of the local radio stations. My very first assignment was with the First
National Bank, shadowing the payroll. Well, there was a lot of noise, a coupla
shots from the bank, and three men ran out. You'll hear about my luck iffen you
keep reading. By the time I got my gun out, the other two were away, and I was
only able to fling a hunk of lead after the last one., Just happened to be the
chief cashier, that's all, although he didn't sue, the campany's insurance cevered
me. Told me what to do with the bunch of daffodils when I went to see him. Very
vindictive cuss. You meet them in all walks of life, you know.

The second case was personal bodyguard to the strip dancers of the Fandango
Night Club, at the corner of 40th and 26th. TIE TWELVE VIRGINS they were called,
and three months after I took the job, three of 'em had broken the main clause of
their contracts. Their paternity suits against me failed, but it lost me the job
of lookout for night prowlers at the local convent. Publicity, you know.

I could go on. But I puess you've got the plot.

llord got round that I was inclined to be a mite unreliable. I couldn't pay
for my room, and had to move into the office. Gas cut off.,.electricity cut off....
phone cut off....water cut off....things got so bad I expected a note from the local
hospital to nip round for circumcision....

So, this night, I had just broken an office chair, heaped it into a pile in
the centre of the room, lit it, and had the pan of sausages over the naked flame,
when this gink walked in. It was just after 11 pm....

wkhkkk Wk Kk Kk * Kk Kk

"Evenin'," I said conversationally,

"Er..are you Bendigo Clegg?"

I dropped the sausages, and brushed his jacket vigorously.

"Yessir," I said. '"No case too big to handle....trunks a specialty."

He didn't grin back.

"You seem in dire straits," he said, edging to the door.

I looked round..put my fingers to my lips..tiptoed to the door, opened it a
mite, looked up and down the corridor, tiptoed back to him..whispered in his ear..
"It's a front..commies..you know."

He seemed impressed, and accepted a sausape.

"What can I do for you, sir,?" I fawned, after wiping my lips on the curtain.

"T've a little investigation I'd like you to undertake..what are your fees?"
He appeared rather diffident,

"Ten dollars a day and expcnses,'" I said. I leapt past him and blocked the
doorway just as he tried to scuttle through. 'Ten dollars a day including expenses,"
I hissed.

He allowed himself to be dragged back. I sat him down on the orange crate,
and gave a professional leer.

"Give me the fax," I gritted.

"Yeeeellll,.er..I'm a faan," he began.....
%k koK dk ok hk % ek ok k
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Right enoush, it was a pretty horrible story. He belonged to the local sf
fan club, and they pubbed a marvellous, er, fanzine called BLAST OFF. Things were
looking up for them. They'd actually been mentioned by Al Andrews in his fanzine
review column, and they'd got Bub Silverberg's autograph. Everything revolved
tound the club BNF Bertram Garvey...he'd supplied the duplicator, was a whizz with
the crank, could cut a stencil with the very minimum of typoes, but most of all he
was a born writer. His forte was humour. He hadn't actually had anything accepted
by any other fanzine, although ISCARIOT was holding one of his better manuscripts.
And the puns....whoosh., This fah of mine, this potential client, he said that
Garvey made superb puns, and this put him in line for TAFE.....and then the dis-
aster happened.

Garvey hadn't shown up for the club meetings....the seventh issue of BLAST
OFF was pending, and the rest of them had even cut the stencils, but no Garvey.
Five weeks had come and gone..trades were flying in thick and fast..the club was
on the threshold of Big Things..but Garvey..the leading light, the undisputed leader
. .the.Great Garvey..had pone. No more did he lash out with devastnting verbal
witticisms,.no more did he sit over the typer..fingers poised..brow furrowed..and
then dash off a three page sercon sf story..there just wasn't an sf club anymore..
and in another couple of weeks the last tenuous connecting thread which bound the
rest of them together in fandom could snap....and this faan, he painted a shocking
story of vice and corruption vwhich the young neos would drift into if the guiding
influence of fandom was denied them.....

I got down on my knees and unashamedly asked for at least half a day's pay in
advance. He relented, and pave me a whole day's pay.....one crisp ten dollar bill..
he said he wanted results quickly, not only from a financial aspect (although he
hinted this was rouph) but to save the honor of the club.....

*kkk Kk * % %k kk % %k Kk Kk ok

I pot Garvey's address....a pretty swanky neighborhood. He climbed into a
Jaguar, and I had to hire a taxi to follow him. I'd made enquiries round the lccal-
ity, and no one knew where he went every night. The taxi cost me $6.30. I slipped
the man $6.50 and told him to keep the change, and stealthily crert up the stairs
after Garvey. As I climbed the stairs after him, I heard a deathly sound, like
gut being taken from the cat via an operation without anaesthetic. I stopped out-
side the door he'd gone into..more terrible squeaks. ell, I was on $10 a day, and
it wouldn't last, so I had to act. I took a deep breath, gripped the door knob,
turned it, and walked in. The room was full of pseudo intellectuals. They were
reclining, listening to what I suppose were musical chords from the hi fi equip-
ment in the corner. 'hatever it was ended, and they all clapped politely.

"And now," said a man with a cute beard and a puce sweater, "I'll play you the
prologue to the one act opera '"Araidne auf Naxos," by Richard Strauss, sung, of
course, in German."

Jeeze, it was terrible. I was almost ready to throw the job in. Some things
are sacred. Bunk Johnson was never like this. I sidled up to Bertram Garvey.

"Nice set-up, Bert," I hissed.

He looked at me, surprised, saying 'shush' at the same time.

"I'm cutting stencils for BLAST OFF at the moment," I breathed. '"I'm the new
neofan, see....and the rest asked me to call and see why you won't come to club
meetings anymore...."

He winced.

As tea was handed round in delicate china cups, I managed to talk with him
again. He confided that with all that durlicatine and everything he'd just pot
fed up. There was nothing so nice, he<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>