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= Page Three =

Behold CRY #167, April, 1963, Know that CRY (of Box 92, 507 3rd Avenue,
Seattle 4, Washington) is published bi-monthly by Wally Weber (for TAFF!) and
F M & Elinor Busby. Note that Copy Deadline of #168 is May 15, 1963!

For all who do not have a letter or other contibution in a given issue,
CRY is available at 25¢ or 1/9 or one l6-ounce can of beer per single copy,
or 5 issues for $1, 7/-, or 2 quarts of beer. Our trade policy is fantastic.
US currency to Box 92 (checks payable to Elinor Busby); sterling to John Berry,
31 Campbell Park Ave, Belmont, Belfast 4, Northern Ireland. You can just hand
me the beer personally, making sure that it is well-chilled and ready for use.

Erratum, already: CRY is edited, not published, by Weber et al. CRY is
published by the Cone Company, and we wouldn't do them out of their egoboo for
anything in the world.

Contents of the 167th W#iZliWg [curse you, Paul Williams!] Issue:

Cover by ATom [the production story is fantastic, too; see below] page 1
Page Three Buz 3
Hell Ride John Berry b
With Keen Blue Eyes and a WHAT? F M Busby 6
SuperTAFFman Wally Weber 10
Hwyl Goes to the Office Elinor Busby 12
An Introduction to Thermonuclear War: Part 3 [The Grand Strategies of the

Superpowers in the Thermonuclear Era] J E Pournelle 14
CRY of the Readers conducted by Wally Weber 17
..and We Also Heard From... also " u 4 1" 34

Wally Weber cut 20 stencils; Elinor 7; Buz 5.

The Cover Story: This month's cover is a real co-op job., Wally Gonser took the
original ATomillo to work and somehow had plates made by a photographic process;
I don't know about all that technical jazz but let's take his word for it, huh?
Then Wally Weber and/or Wally Gonser took the plate over to Jim & Doreen Webberts'
lithograph machine by the name of Herman, and one or (probably) more of those U4
cajoled and threatened Herman into reproducing the illo. Then Wally Weber took
the illustrated sheets down to Stump House and printed the logo on the Multigraph.
If T hadn't seen it I wouldn't believe it, either. It just goes to show; thanks.

We have had on hand for some time a story by Paul Williams; well, a sort of
story; I wouldn't want you to think that CRY was harboring fanfiction. We would
have printed it last issue but it needs some cutting and there wasn't time. We
would have printed it this month except we can't find it right now, Don't give
up, though, Paul; some day your prints will come.

Note my squib at bottom of page 16; if you have questions on the Pournelle
series, get them in right away; OK?

This is the Distracted Page. Nobby has a damncat cornered under the house
where nobody can get at him and has been barking his fool head off down there for
a solid hour. The neighborhocd seems to be full of damncats lately: damncats, by
the way, are distinct fFPMordinary OK-type cats in that damncats persist in this
idiot kick of leaving their home turf to come here and Create Situations such as

the present one. Cats learn better the first time; damncats keep coming back.
Damncats cause Nobby and Lisa to change from dogs into damndogs. All clear now?

Cheap Stencils Dep't: Pages 6 & 17-22 are on American Maid stencils at $2.55
per quire; the rest of this issue is on Sears' Tower stencils at $2.20... FMI...

Shure and begorra it's a lovely sunny Saint Pat's Day here; temperatures
somewhere in the 60°+ range, light intermittent breezes. Too nice for indoors...

A cheerful news note: Robert and Ginny Heinlein are both feeling much
better these days; eagle-eyed diagnostician found both had been suffering from
ameobic dysentery (the well-known Travel Bug). This has now been eradicated, to
the greater wellbeing of both. [CRY, the good-news fanzine...]

And that seems to do it for this time. See you here on or before May 15.



HELL RIDE by John Berry

The Amusement Arcade was empty. This was quite understandable, as it was
about 10:30 AM, and in a seaside resort a big percentage of the clientele are
honeymooners, and you can't expect them to get up so early.....and to another big
percentage it feels like a second honeymoon, and they lie in, too. I was living
in a very small and compact caravan with my wife and two children, and under such
circumstances a second honeymoon was the last thing in my mind.

Also it was raining. I wouldn't go so far as to say that the proprietors of
the Arcade had sown dry ice over the clouds, it was far too early for one thing.
The fact remains that my family and I, water dripping off the ends of our blue
noses, stood alone inside the amusement arcade and lcoked around us.

The staff looked at us expectantly. I mean, look at the thing from a psycho-
logical point of view, as I always do. An amusement arcade should be all noise and
laughter and screams....in this way (especially if the dry jce has worked) crowds
will flock to join in the merriment too. Meanwhile, the four of us stood and
shivered and gaped.

My wife and son walked across to the CYCLONE. It consisted of a huge metal
cross, horizontal to the floor, with a chair at the end of each leg. The cross
swept round clockwise, and at the same time the chair spun round too. It reminded
me of the time I was in Coney Island....I'd been too chicken to go on a similar
machine with Bill Donaho, and I wasn't changing my mind in a deserted equivalent.
I leered as my wife and son got in the chair and started to circulate. As the
chair flashed past, some latent sadistic urge grew inside me. I couldn't contain
myself, and as they flew past, mouths open and eyes wide, I shouted "Cold fat
bacon." This, I knew, would turn their stomachs. It was making mine a mite
squeamish, I'll admit, and I was just standing there. Next time ronnd, their
faces were a light green, a sort of delicate pastel shade, if you know what I
mean. "Tramps' socks," I screamed in delight as they whizzed past again, eyes
closed, faces now deathly white. Something seemed to take hold of me, I'd never
known the sensation before....and, before the machine stopped, my raucous shout 2
of "Lumpy porridge" nearly had the desired effect. Even I had to grit my teeth
to stop myself, if you'll pardon the expression, throwing up.

As they were assisted out of the machine, I felt rather guilty, but they soon
recovered, and in five moments were in fine shape again.

There is something superior in having a large building and staff of attendants
%aiting your every whim. I knew that, in the evening, when it was raining and
the teenagers had nothing to do, the place would be a wildy orgy, almost, with
masses of people all trying to enjoy themselves all at once.....now, the supply
was there but the demand wasn't and the staff were eager for the machines to be
going round so that it would draw inthe suckers. I mean, my wife and son's ride
on the CYCLONE had lasted all of 20 minutes....and I knew from past experience
that with a queue awaiting a ride, as in the peak hours, the ride wouldn't last
more than about 3 or 4 minutes.

Then my daughter tugged my hand and pointed to the HELICOPTERS.

I looked. It was a new addition. A dozen miniature helicopter-type machines
were each at the end of a rod, with pneumatic equipment attached. The diameter
of the ~ircle was large, and the helicopters were going round quite slowly.

"Take me on one of those, Daddy," she asked, looking up at me. My wife said s
it would be a good idea. I pointed out that those things make me feel sick, but
it was pointed out to me by my wife, my daughter, and three attendants that it
went round slowly, and I mean, if you've got to appear chicken, don't do it in
front of your 8 year old daughter, especially when she's told every attendant
within 100 yards that 'my daddy was a parachutist.'

I koew, as I always know, when I've made the wrong decision. And yet, robot-
like, as if scmeone else was in charge of my faculties, I felt myself being drawn
irresistibly to my fate. I recoiled with horror as I stepped into one helicopter
- and saw a dried up puddle of what I knew instinctively to be vomit. "0il, sir," v 2
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said an attendant with eyebrows raised in mute confirmation. I was lad by my
happy daughter to the next helicopter. I sat in it, as if hypnotized. 'When
it starts up, pull this bar towards you," said the attendant. I gripped the
bar and waited. Somehow, before my glazed eyes, I seemed to see the neon-em-
blazoned legend COLD FAT BACON.

We started to go round in a circle. Well, hell, it wasn't too bad.

"Pull the bar back," a voice seemed to say out of a void...."PULL THE BAR."

"Pull the bar, daddy," said my daughter, and I gripped and pulled it to my
stomach. We rose in the air, leaning inwards at an angle of 45 degrees, and
going round faster. I closed my eyes....and little voices, growing louder, took
up the chant TRAMPS' SOCKS.....TRAMPS' SOCKS.....such a headache...such giddiness
«ee..8uch horrible nausea....

I opened one eye and looked at my daughter, and she jumped up and down ex-
citedly. Twenty minutes later, I'd had enough. I puseed the bar away from me,
and the piston like equipment sucked in, and we were whizzing along at ground
level behind a whole lot more helicopters.

"PULL THE BAR BACK...." and, in some fantastic way, my hands grew like out-
size bananas, and they drew the bar towards me again, even though I resisted with
all my strength. I felt as secure as a dipso walking a tightrope over Niagara in
a high gale.

We were up again, about twenty feet above the now gathering throng. I looked
at the control kiosk as we whipped past it, aiming to. signal the attendant to stop
the blasted thing, but his back was to me, I could see that he was smoking and
having an animated conversation with someone. It struck me, in some clear-cut
way, on a different plane to my blind panic, that it was policy for the staff to
keep the machine whirling round, as long as someone was in it and paying for it,
so as to try and reveal a hive of activity.

Next time round, I looked over the side at my wife; I've never seen her lauygh
so much since I caught my tie in the duper. Her lips,framed the potent words
LUMPY PORRIDGE. Next time round I waved feebly at the attendant, add he waved
back.

I was now in just about the worst state I've ever been in. I looked at my
daughter, and she informed me, not quite so brightly as before, that I looked
'very green'...and then decision gripped me...sort of cold and sober.... Through
eyes that wouldn't focus, I pushed the bar gradually away, so that the helicopter
gradually descended, and I gave a studied scream of "STOP IT" and very smoothly
we slowed down and halted.

My wife helped me outside, and in a few moments, with the assistance of
aspirin, benzedrine, sea-spray and a cold Atlantic wind, I became aware of what
was going on around me. It took me all of six hours to recover my original com-
posure (such as it was)and the egoboo accruing from recounting the terrible ex-
perience to friends that night, ending with the phrase"....and quite honestly,
it was much worse than anything on Coney Island."

ffeded Fedsdedde Yotk

Next morning, my son revealed to me the wonderful discovery he'd made, how
to beat the machine ''where there are four film stars' names, see, and the odds
increase, and you put money in slots, see, and I've worked out the sequence,"

"Cood," I said, remembering the five shillings I'd given him before my heli-
copter trip, "how much did you win?"

"Nothing," he said, "I want more money to win, but as sure as anything I've
worked out the sequence."

"No soap," I growled. "You must think I'm an idiot."

A crafty look flitted across his features. "This film star machine--it's
very near the helicopter machine," he hinted. I handed him two more half crowns.

I fervently hoped his system worked.

John Berry
1962.
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A Plow? Perhaps; the first issue of the new larger-sized Analog is at hand
for comment and consideration, surely. So let's look at it. SRUL

The March issue contains exactly 100 pages including covers. The central
64 pages, printed on book stock whose cream-color is startling at first look,
contain the fiction; Argosy and True are two of several other magazines which
also segregate fiction by type and color of paper. The other 36 "sides" compose
the non-fiction content of the magazine-- if advertising can be classed as non-
fiction, you may say, and here we come to the crux of the matter of change.

There hasn't yet been time for a consensus to shape up in the fan press as
yet, but when it does I'll bet a pretty that it will be unfavorable. "Another
change for the worse.."; "I'd rather have the 1940 Astounding..", etc. We will
hear the hue and cry that Campbell has flipped his wig again. Oh, sure.

I disagree. The point is not whether we would prefer the new Analog to the
old Astounding, but whether we prefer the new Analog to having the zine fold. A
close look at the new zine indicates [to me, at least] a pretty clear picture of
what is needed for a magazine's survival under present conditions and the new
publisher's requirements. [Certainly it's been mooted elsewhere that Conde Nast
demanded more revenues and/or circulation if the zine were to continue. ]

So now let's look at those ads in the March Analog. There are 8 pages of
them, including the house page and the full-color back cover, and they are a
different breed of cat from the Book Club and the Correspondence School. The
article in the February issue concerned itself with technical advertising as
distinct from consumer advertising, but the difference is pretty obvious. Now
I would guess that General Dynamics or Sylvania pays considerably better for a
page of advertising than does the correspondence school, book club, or AMORC.
The technical ad is slanted to units of a group of related industries, not to
units of the consuming public, as individuals. It makes a difference.

But to hook Pan Am or Remington Rand for ads requires a presentation and
format that looks good to them. The oldtime Astounding simply did not qualify
on inspection, even though it may have had and probably did have the same
technically-oriented readers toward which the new ads are aimed. So, Analog.
So, the lettercol format all same like Scientific American, etc. So, probably
an end to covers that illustrate people-situations in stories [though maybe not;
given a good quota of imagination, nearly any story can be illustrated by a
"factual-looking" drawing]. And finally, so, the standard tech-ad page size.

It remains to be seen whether Analog will grow a blanket of ads fore and
aft so that the reader needs a bookmark to find the stories, as is the case
with such zines as Electronics [or Life or Esquire for that matter]. So long
as (1l)the story content does not shrink, or (2)the price does not rise to pay
for added pagecount that is mostly ads, I do not believe we'd have a real gripe.

I'1l leave it to some more dedicated type to calculate whether we've lost
or gained in story-wordage by the size-boost. Any birddogs out there??

I don't know what this means for the s-f field overall. It may be worth
noting that in the past 25 years Campbell is the only s-f editor to initiate
viable size-changes in the field. Pulp-to-large Jan'4#2; back to pulp May'u3;
first digest Nov'u43 [thin paper Feb'47; does that count?]; new to large, Mar'e63.
Other zines' changes or nonstandardsize starts during this period include FA
starting large in 1939 and reverting to pulp later [I mean, starts or changes
away from the prevailing norm, not such items as Ziff-Davis conforming to digest
size around 1953]. Satellite, Other Worlds and FU each upshifted before folding.
SF+ and that horrible thing that printed 1939 rejects in 1952 (Fantastic Science
Fiction?) started large and nonconforming and folded the same way. There may be
other examples and if there are I am sure you will let me know; thanks.

So these are my impressions of the new-sized Analog: that on inspection and
on the basis of experience, the change seems to be a survival-type adaptation.

Renfrew says to tell you there were a couple of pretty good stories, too.



7

...Keen Blue Eyes and a TAFFcycle? Could be, because the word is

WALLY WHEABMENR®E CIQRR  «TIAWE BYO

It all began when Don Franson [prominent Los Angeles fan, National Fantasy
Fan Federation president, and originator of the CRY Letterhack Cards] wrote a
batch of letters asking "What happened to Weber-For-TAFF?" and saying "Let's get
on the stick!" and mainly inclosing five bucks which came in handy for beer money.

Well, actually that wasn't quite the beginning, since obviously Don referred
to some previous chatter about Wally and TAFF, which had been in abeyance while
we all waited to find out if Tucker would run (not this year). Then Bill Donaho
was running; then Rick Sneary was running; then Bill Donaho wasn't running because
Rick Sneary was running; then Rick Sneary wasn't running, but my nose was. It was
all pretty confusing, I guess you know, until Don stepped in and got some action
going. The upshot was that Ron Ellik is now in receipt of (1)Wally's signed
statement that he will Make The Trip if elected, (2)the money, and (3)a Platform.
This is backed up by Nominators Ella Parker (!), Madeleine Willis, Don Franson,
Bill Donaho-- heck, when I saw the way it was catching on, I signed up, myself!

We do not know as yet just who-all Wally's competition will be; we see by
Starspinkle that Wally's own bonafides got in ahead of the deadline OK, but Ron
Ellik has had to allow another 60 days to give the opposition time to sort itself
out. I am sure that a worthy field of candidates will be dug up somehow, given
time; there are plenty of eligible types and plenty of willing nominators, no doubt;
coordination seems to be the lack. The trouble is that not everybody has Don
Franson to supply the nudge and help get the show on the road.

But right off the bat we can say that Wally is the only punctual candidate...

That Platform was one sonofagun to write, colleagues. Just offhand one might
think that 100 words would be plenty to sound off about a quiet young fella like
this Wally Weber. Until you start to go down the list on him, you might think so.

The camera picks up Wallace Wesley Weber in the little town of Ralston, Wash.
He is reading science-fiction. He is publishing a sort of fanzine; you will not
have seen a copy, unless you lived in Ralston, Wash, in 1947. Later that year he
moves to Seattle and has letters published in TWS or perhaps Startling or Planet.
He publishes an occasional issue of WhizzGizz Once-in-a-while. At the University
of Washington he joins a fan club, The Changelings; it folds after a while and our
hero turns up at Buck Austin's Wolf Den Book Shop for the first gathering of a new
fan club, thus becoming a charter member of the Nameless Ones of this city.

The kid is hooked, like. He attends the 8th World S-F Con at the Multonomah
Hotel in Portland, Oregon, in 1950, where as a matter of fact...

((Narrator: "...as a matter of fact, the NorWesCon was where I first met
Wally Weber. We were all straggling out of the theater after the preview-showing
of Destination Moon... I was pleased to meet the guy whose name I'd been seeing
in lettercols for about 3 years... he gave me a copy of WhizzGizz Once-in-a-while))

In October 1951 Wally is elected Corresponding Secretary of the Nameless Ones
and editor/publisher of its newsletter, CRY of the Nameless. He still isj; all
sorts of upheavals occur, but Wally and the CRY are inseparable ((camera flashes
back and forth showing history of CRY; continents sink and re-emerge but CRY goes
on and Wally with it)). It really comes through in Cinerama this way...

The years flash past. Wally attends his second WorldCon in Philadelphia,
1953, and his eleventh in Chicago, 1962-- missing none in between, as the astute
viewer will have noted. SouthGate in 1958 combines World- and Westercon and is
the first of his five Westercons in as many years. Like I said, the kid is hooked.

Meanwhile, back at the Nameless, Wally has been getting elected president and
secretary and president at the same time and then permanent secretary-treasurer;
the veteran CRYhack can consult his files to ascertain just when all these things
happened, if confused by the montage effects.

In the sub-plot: about 1953 Wally joins the Spectator Amateur Press Society
(SAPS). 1In 1956 he hooks some of his fellow-townsmen fans into SAPS, too. He has
breath-taking struggles with the deadlines; some real thrilling episodes in here.
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The camera catches Wally getting some egoboo in SAPS in recent years: in the
annual Pillar Poll he is seen drawing down 3 firsts and one second in the Humor
category in the past five years. He is seen writing(in SAPS, in CRY, in WRR, etc)
in quite versatile fashion indeed: Minutes, Con reports, mailing comments, article
or editorial-type material, lettercol-editing, and even occasional fiction. The
camera pans to catch all sorts of readers laughing their heads off at our hero's
inimitable way with a phrase, situation, or incident.

The last day of South Gate in '58 we see Wally deliver the bid for Seattle's
1959 Westercon, which turns out to be a small Con with big problems if viewed
from some aspects; the camera sees it as a goodsized fan-party with some welcome
visitors and no major financial problems. The gutsy part comes when Wally turns up
at Pittcon prepared to bid for a World Convention-- and gets it, along with the
Best Fanzine Hugo for 1959, for CRY. He then serves as Chairman and Treasurer of
the 19th World S-F Convention (SeaCon) at Hyatt House Seattle, in 1961-- further
honored by the presence of Ella Parker who on her own initiative came all this way
just to discuss with Wally a few statements he had made in the CRY lettercolumn
some months previously. A flash view of Wally's current nominators for TAFF shows
that Ella was not quite done with that discussion when the SeaCon ended.

The filmplay approaches its end with the camera hunting around to see what
it has most likely missed in this fan's surprising career. We get this burst of
corny music and the halo-effects come on, and we see Wally Weber climbing up the
ramp of a Boeing 707 with his trombone stuffed down his pants-leg to avoid.the
excess~-baggage charge, on his way to England as a TAFF-elected representative.

Kidding aside though, I'd like to see anybody summarize Wally in 100 words.

...and a Howitzer? Well, we do seem to have John Boardman bracketed again pretty
neatly. Not that this is very hard to do, or so it would seem. I sent this fella
a copy of my dialogue with my other head Renfrew, in which we deprecated his idea
of discouraging lynchings in the South by threatening lynchings in the North. [I
included a rather snotty note, and he replied with a rather snotty note, which is
a fair and square exchange on the face of it.] The gist of my dissent was that
(1)Boardman personally classifies all but "liberals" as being one with the lynchers
and other hatemongers under the '"conservative" label, and (2)having consummated
this guilt-by-association union, proposes to visit vengeance for the sins of A
upon the head of B, whether or not B ever heard of A, much less having been shown
to be in agreement with A.

I think this is all pretty clear: if you're bugged with A, go after A; don't
go slobbering up the street mouthing vile curses and kick B or the dog. Elementary
commonsense and fairness, I'd say. I could care less if Boardman wants to go pot-
shoot the head of the White Citizens' Council or John Kasper to "avenge" a racial
outrage; that's between him and them and his conscience by the name of Ted Pauls.

I think this was all fairly clear in my earlier remarks in CRY and particular-
ly in the aforementioned snotty note to our wildshooting compatriot, Boardman.

But here comes Boardman in his KNOWABLE#2 and I swear this is a direct quote:
"Perhaps Busby will tell us what plans he has for the future, that makes him
object so strongly to the idea that liberals ought to defend themselves against
conservative violence." End of quote; no kidding, he really wrote exactly that.

I will restrain my natural sarcastic bent and merely ask if Boardman would
agree to the proposition: that Seattle employers would have been justified in
defending themselves against the "liberal'" violence of Dave Beck's Teamster's
Union goons in the 1930s by hopping back east and beating hell out of all the
garment-workers and ribbon-clerks they could catch wearing union badges. Well?

A kindly and charitable person would say that Boardman unfortunately misinterp-
reted me. An unkindly and uncharitable person might say that Boardman is trying
to pull offaa nice big fat fact-ignoring smear in the grand tradition.

I feel fairly kindly and charitable right this minute, but I do not guarantee
the mood to hold up if the same kind of mistake is made twice by the same guy.

Like the story says: "That's one."
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...and a Letter-opener? You might enjoy an exchange from recent correspondence.

(incoming) Do you know that sexual intercourse can save the life of a person
who is ill and needs a sudden rush of energy to go over the top and start recuper-
ating? They'll massage your heart in our hospitals but they won't do THAT, although
there is proof in studies of primitive medical techniques, that it works... Can
you picture a hospital nurse...?

(Reply) Yeh, I can just see it now on Ben Casey: "This patient is dying;
urgent measures are needed. Nurse! Strip, crawl in there, and do your duty." ...
", ..and now we have a word about some urgent measures that are needed for the
future security of your loved ones; here is Mervil Culvergast to speak for Allsnake"
Then we cut back to the final scene. The nurse, all mussed up, is just buttoning
her blouse. The patient is breathing deeply with a big silly grin on his face.

The intern is pushing Ben Casey's eyeballs back into place with a warm spoon. Casey
then waves him away and says, 'Well done, nurse! Another triumph for us white
knights of the medical profession and Allsnake Insurance. Now when the hell will
our writers switch the action to the WOMEN'S ward for a change..?" Fadeout...

The names have been changed to protect the innocent, and besides, how the hell
do I know who sponsors Ben Casey?

...a Plow again? The new prozine, WORLDS OF TOMORROW, leads off with the first
half of a damn fine juvenile by Arthur C Clarke. '"People of the Sea" is concerned
with the intelligence of dolphins. If the prospect of establishing communication
with another(?) intelligent species stirs you as it stirs me, you will dig this
Clarke story. The first installment in no way violates what is known (& published)
to date about man-dolphin relationshipsj; it just reads a lot more interestingly
as Clarke has woven it into his story. I look forward to the finale of this one.
Incidentally this zine came in here quite late; distribution is lousy in this
area. A number of zines have been up to a month late around here in the past year.
Maybe we should all go beat the hell out of our local distributor, regardless?

...0r a Punchline, but I seem to be all out of these by now. Well, as a last and
desperate resort there is always general commentary,

I see by Ron Ellik [Starspinkle #7] that Los Angeles is no longer bidding for
the 1964 World Science Fiction Convention; the bidding Committee had been Ronel,
Tyrannical Al Lewis, John Trimble, Bruce Pelz, and Ted Johnstone (Dave McDaniel).
This pretty well leaves the job up to the "64 Frisco or Fight" gang who are just
now working up the 1963 Westercon [Hyatt House,*Burligame, Califj; July 4-7; join
one, join all]: Al halevy, Bill Donaho, Alva Rogers, and Ben Stark (send money).

I know how the 6U4-Frisco crew must feel right about now. Even though your
gang may be dedicated to winning the bid and producing the Con, and even though
major bidding competition can run to great strain and expense, still there is a
certain clench at the solar plexus upon realizing that you have this monster to
tame, whether or no. Hey, good luck there, you-all there in Berkeley!*[BUPliEgame]

Plug, we must. We recommend all these upcoming Cons for both attendance and
(if iT's the best you can do) non-attendee support: Midwestcon at Cincinnati, the
Westercon as above, Discon the big long-awaited DC Worldcon over Labor Day as usual,
next spring's Briticon (you don't want the TAFFman to be the only US type there, do
you?), 64 Frisco like we've been saying all along, London in '65 (hi, Ella!), etc.

Fine people been writing fine trip reports and still arej; buy some and see how
the world looks with 90° displacement. Ella Parker and Ethel Lindsay are now in
the throes of inspiration for composing their trip-memoirs; Walt and Madeleine
Willis are writing separate accounts, of all things. And there are goodly writeups
still in stock here and there from earlier trippers, specifically including THE
GOON GOES WEST, a fabulous account available from CRY at $1.25 the each, postpaid.

There was some fella I was supposed to plug for TAFF, but if I forgot to do
it earlier in this column it is too late now; I wouldn't have space left to do him
justice, assuming he deserves it.

Happy birthday to me last week, and thank you one and all for your kindest
wishes, whether you knew it or not. Have a nice time at the picnic.

--Buz
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SUPERTAFFMAN «ess. Wally Weber

I've been running for TAFF, you know, although it's been more like a lazy
st?oll up until now. My competition dropped out even before anyone knew I was
going to be nominated. Who could hope to stand up against a campaign as effective

as Fhat? In fact, the big obstacle in my campaign is finding somebody to campaign
against,

As usual, I am ready with a suggestion. I would like very much to run against
Lee Hoffman again. ("What male fan wouldn't?" is not the appropriate comment to
make in the middle of a serious article, Wrai Ballard; now shut up and read.)
Lee's victory during my first experience as a TAFF candidate has always rankled me.
Her margin of votes never was what I would call decisive, but Don Ford and his
crowd put off, with lame excuses, my demands for a recount. They claimed I had no
reason to complain when the candidates placing second, third, fourth and fifth were
perfectly satisfied. I wish I could have seen their faces when Lee dropped out of

fandom and changed her name; Don Ford never has had the nerve to mention Lee to me
since.

Of course I don't mean to pick Lee as an opponent just because she is unpopular
and less worthy than I. I'm willing to run against any fan, no matter how famous

-- D. Bruce Berry, Claude Degler, Squink Blog, Richard S. Shaver -- I'm not afraid
of competition.

Unfortunately the choice of opponents is not up to me. I will probably be
forced into competition with whatever second-rate fake-fan can be dredged up at the
last minute. While I conduct my campaign on the highest plane with only the good
of fandom in mind, my drunken, dope-ridden opponent, whomever it may be, will have
to resort to unprovocated mud-slinging, name-calling and filthy lies to trick votes
out of the few gullible neofans who might fall for that sort of thing,

Being realistic, I must admit in all modesty I can't help but win. Also, it
would be silly to wait for the formality of counting votes before assuming my new
duties as TAFF winner. Therefore I have spent the weekend writing my TAFF report,
complete in every detail, including the trip to Europe and back. I have spared no
effort to make this the most comprehensive and inspiring TAFF report in history.

Since Ron Ellik hasn't sent me the treasury yet so that I can publish this
thousand-page masterpiece, I have decided to publish it at CRY expense right here
in this issue. Of course I have had to condense it just a bit, but I have done
such a masterful job of it that you will still be able to get the feeling of my
humble and modest personality.

Here it is.
CHAPTER 1 -- The Victory Celebration

Lee Hoffman, her cheeks streaked with tears, begged my forgiveness for the awful
lies she had told about me during the campaign. Any other fan in my position would
probably have kicked his feet free from her clutch and stalked off, but I could only
think about how wonderful it was that Lee, after all these years, had seen her
mistakes and was willing to repent. The money and fame meant nothing when compared
to this. If TAFF had been bankrupt and nobody had known of my victory, the effort
put into my campaign would still have been made worthwhile by the fact that Lee
would emerge a better woman for it.
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"Of course, my dear," I thought to myself, "I forgive you." I kicked my feet
free from her clutch and stalked off through the crowd.

Ron Ellik rushed to greet me. "A fantastic campaign," he shouted over the din
of the cheers. "You won over Hoffman, Tucker and Davidson by such a wide margin, I
didn't bother to throw out their illegal ballot-stuffing.'" I smiled for the cameras
as we shook hands, and Ron waved for the police to clear a path for us up to the
speakers' table. As I started to move, I felt my feet encumbered by something. I
looked down.

'""Please -- please -- won't you let me publish your trip report in Magazine of
Fantasy and Science Fiction?" I kicked my feet free from his clutch and stalked off
through the crowd. His pleas were barely audible through the noise as I made my way
up to the platform... "Won't you at least write up the birth of my next child? You
write so much better than I..."

The standing ovation lasted six hours, and only physical exhaustion on the part
of the crowd kept it that short. I was overwhelmed., It was the first time in TAFF
history that 50,000 fans had turned out for a TAFF victory celebration. To tell the
truth, I was too overwhelmed to remember what I said into the microphones, but if
you missed it somehow, you should still be able to get my speech on the RCA Victor
label at your nearest record store. I do remember having trouble moving my feet
after the speech, though.

"Buck Coulson," I remember exclaiming. "What are you doing down there?"
"Tucker couldn't make it," Buck answered.

I kicked my feet free from his clutch and stalked off through the crowd.

CHAPTER 207 -- The Summing Up

After a full half-year of the most unforgettable period of my life, it felt
good to relax by myself and have, for the first time, a few moments to myself so
that I could think back. I was glad to be home. The massive walls of my castle,
presented to me by the combined royalty of Europe after that memorable afternoon
when I had saved the continent from nuclear disaster, cast soothing shadows and
gave an impression of impenetrable privacy to the room. Really, I thought I did
not deserve all this. It was too wonderful for a humble fellow like me. All that
fuss wasn't necessary. The memories of Nikita and Fidel repenting as I kicked my
feet free from their clutches and stalked off through the crowd would have been
enough. Anyone in my position would have risked their life, as I had done, in that
experimental spaceship to save the planet from that cloud of radioactive death.

The convention had been great fun, too, although it was too bad the reporters
had to be in the way all the time. Five-hundred-thousand people at one convention
was a little much, particularly when they were all fighting to see one particular
celebrity, but it was one of the little sacrifices one in my position had to make.

Deep in reverie, I leaned back in President Kennedy's personal rocking chair
-- I had refused to accept it as a gift, but had agreed to keep it in my castle
where he could use it on his frequent visits for advice -- and I heard a stifled
groan as one of the rockers met with resistance. I looked down, and suddenly I
knew my TAFF trip was done, a complete success.

"You finally made it after all, Tucker," I thought. "I forgive you."
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HOVY L ELinon Busbe

Today is February 28th., Phil Harrell called'three times.

I got up this morning bright and early as usual, dressed, set up the coffee,
set up the orange juice, and was just about to put up Buz' lunch when the phone
rang. It was Phil Harrell.

"I didn't get my CRY," he said.

I suggested that perhaps his sub had run out, but he said no. I said it must
have got lost in the mail, and I would send him another one.

He said he loved CRY and couldn't do without it, and that he liked talking to
me. He wanted to know where Buz was. I said he was in bed asleep. He said he
hoped he hadn't got me out of bed. I said, "Oh, no." He asked me what time it
was, and I said "Ten to seven.," UIt's ten o'clock here," he said. YI didn't
think that it might be a different time where you are.!

- So then he said something about greetings from the snowy South. "Oh,"I said,
is it snowing there?" and he said "yes, it is." So then he asked me what it was
like where I was, and I said the primroses, forsythia and camellias were all
coming into bloom. Then we said good by and hung up, and I made Buz' lunch, and
went into the bedroom and turned on the lights, closed the window and turned the
heat on--my way of notifying Buz that the day is officially on, and he had better
prepare himself for rising. "Who was that 2diot on the phone?'" he asked. "Phil
Harrell," I said. "What did he want?" '"His CRY." "Which CRY?" "The latest,

of course," I said firmly.

Then I went back to the kitchen and poured myself a cup of coffee and sat
down to enjoy it. Pretty soon the phone rang again, and I wasn't at all surprised
to find that it was Phil Harrell. '"What's Wally's phone number?" he asked. I
told him. It cost him money to ask me, and he could have found out from Informa-
tion free. :

Breakfast was a little late. Phil's calls didn't real}y take all that much
time, but perhaps they put me a little off schedule. Buz snarled at breakfast's
being late, and I snarled right back, and sulked ferociously for ten minutes.

But we were good friends again long before I left him off at work, and he told me
to give his Best Regards to Phil Harrell, and I said I would.

At 9:30 the phone rang again. I knew it was Phil Harrell, "Is Buz up now?"
he asked. '"Buz is at work," I said. '"Oh," he said, "so is Wally Weber." Then
he said something about how he had called us up three times now, and he thought
we would mention it in CRY. He hoped we would mention it in CRY. I said 'oh.'
He wanted to know what I was doing, and I said "ironing." He said he supposed he
was keeping me from it, and I said yes. I remembered to give him Buz' Best
Regards, but I completely forgot to make sure that it really was the last CRY he
wanted, and that he hadn't simply forgotten that we were now bi-monthly. Oh well.

Phil Harrell called three times today.

Since writing the above, I have signed up with the Kelly Girl Service, and am
no longer so available for daytime phone calls. I don't know whether I shall
like it or not--so far, I have just gone out on the one job. The Kelly Girl
Service is one of the several companies that supply temporary office workers. It
works like this: My counsellor at Kelly Girl calls up, and asks me if I want to
go to work for such and such an outfit for such and such a length of time. I
can say yes or no, but if I say yes I am obligated to stay with the job for the
agreed upon length of time. At the job I keep a time card, and at the end of
each week have it signed there and send it in to the Kelly Girl main office, in
Detroit, from whence cometh my check. What I don't like about the setup is this:
I have a feeling that temporary work will usually be the dullest and most monoton-
ous--it certainly was so on the one job that I have had so far. Another thing--
obviously, I could make more money working directly for an employer. The middle-
man takes his cut; how else? What I do like about it is being able to take as
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much time off as I like between jobs, and even more, I think, the possibility of
getting to know lots of people, getting acquainted with lots of businesses from
the inside.

I like people, and they interest me. It isn't that I need friends. I can
always welcome a good new friend, of course. But I have lots of friends. I have
so many friends that even my friends have friends. What I really need is an infini-
tude of acquaintances, because I am a People Collector. You know, even rather dull
people are interesting while one first knows them and is trying to establish communi-
cation, trying to understand as best one can their temperaments and ranges of inter-
esta and ideas. It's important to note that just as the fan in Mundane camouflages
to the best of his ability, so does the mundane person in Mundane. Most people are
brighter than they let on, and more individual.

Businesses are interesting, too. One always learns something, from every job.
For example, I once worked in the office of a fish broker. To this day I can look
at the cans of salmon on the shelves ef the supermarket, read the labels--Alaska Red,
Sackeye, Medium Red, Cohoe, Tyee, Chinook, King, Pink, Chum--and know which of these
terms are synonymous and which represent different types of salmon, and for which
uses the different types are appropriate. This sort of thing gratifies me, you
know. One feels at home in the world.

So I have just spent six days in a downtown bank. I won't pretend that I
learned anything about banking--and yet, I do have a little more of the feel of the
thing.

This bank was unusual in that it served free food to its employees. I had
never heard of such a thing before--have you? There was coffee with doughhuts,
sweet rolls, and toast in the morning and afternoon, and lunchs at noon. The
lunchs were ample, with soup or stew, lunch meats of various kinds, cheeses, boiled
eggs or egg salad or tuna salad, gelatin salad, canned fruit, cottage cheese, and
various pies and cakes, with milk and ice cream in the refrigerator. People could
help themselves as freely as they wished, and could pick their own relief and lunch
periods and vary them from day to day.

The cook there is a widow. She lost her husband three years ago--they would
have been married 38 years this spring. They had always worked together. For many
years they owned and operated a small restaurant and bakery on Orcas Island, where
many Seattle people have summer homes. Their last Christmas together, their two
children were both unable to come to them, and her husband had said to her, "Well,
you start alone, and you end alone." Her husband was ill for two years, but al-
though she knew his disease was incurable, she hadn't expected him to die. She was
sure, up until the very end, that the doctors would discover something in time.

She said that when her parents both died from an automobile accident, she thought
that nothing worse than that could ever happen to her, but that losing her husband
was -- much worse.

The woman whose office I shared used to manage apartment houses, starting
when she was only sixteen vears old. During the war she managed the Wilsonian Apt.
Hotel in the University district. I remember well what it was like in those days.
It was Nice--one mentioned it with bated breath. It's very rundown, now. She had
an army officer and his wife in a seven room aprtment on the first floor. The army
officer was quite high up, and his wife regarded herself as a very important person,
and insisted on using the washing machine during Other People's Time. The other
people complained, and the manageress was forced to Speak to the wife. She was
very angry and insulted, and said to the manageress "I'll GET your job!" Then she
went to the 0.P.A. (remember the Office of PrirecAdministration? Gad that was a
long time ago!) and complained that the manageress had forced her to redecorate her
apt. and had charged her for it. The man from theO.P.A. came out to arrest the
manageress (I don't quite see how this could have been) and stayed three days, at
the end of which time he informed her that she had the Cleanest Operation in town
and any time she had any problems she had only to tell him. The army officer apolo-
gized to her for his wife's misbehavior, and for all I know, the wife might even
have kept to her own time in the future. At any rate, it was a happy ending.

Elinor
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THE GRAND- STRATEGIES OF THE SUPERPGWERS
IN THE THERMONUCLEAR ERA by J. E. Pournelle

In previous papers we have noted that although both the United States and
the Soviet Union possess enormous power, there are limits to its use. We have
also seen that it is to the mutual advantage of each to limit conflict. The
United States, for obvious reasons, does not care to lose her population and
industrial plant. The Soviet Union, although an expansionist rather than a status
qQuo power, must not risk the homc base of Communism. Marxist theory states that
Communism is inevitable; but it also predicted the revolution in the highly devel-
oped capitalist countries, not feudal Russia and Oriental China. If these states
were destroyed, current communist theoreticians believe, the Revolution would be
set back by an indefinite period of time. Western analysts, inclined perhaps to
be more cynical, also point out that in a Russia which has lost its central govern-
ment, and the control and transportation facilities which maintain the present
regime, the probability of personal survival for Party Members is not high.

The United States and the Soviet Union each have a theoretical base to their
military planning. The military theory in each case has undergone recent and
drastic revisions, and is not yet fully worked out. Space limitations prevent us
from examining the history of military theory in the two ccuntries, although for
a complete understanding of the present this is desirable. Instead, we will out-
line the major points of current military thought in each nation.

THE STRATEGY OF THE UNITED STATES

(Major source: Secretary of Defense McNamara, in two papers:

(1) A speech delivered at Ann Arbor in June, 1962, which is believed to

parallel his statements at the NATO Conference in Paris, 1962; and

(2) Statement of Secretary McNamara before the Senate Armed Services

Committee, February, 1963.)

"The major mission,'" states McNamara (2), "of the Strategic Retaliatory
Forces is to destroy the enemy's war-making potential, including his urban society,
if necessary. ... What we are proposing is a capability to strike back after ab-
sorbing the first blow. This means we have to build and maintain a second strike
force. Such a force should have sufficient flexibility to permit a choice of
strategies, particularly an ability to: (1) strike back decisively at the entire
Soviet target system simultaneously, or (2) strike back first at the Soviet bomber
bases, missile sites and other military installations associated with their long
range nuclear forces to reduce the power of any follow-on attack--and then, if
necessary, strike back at the Soviet urban and industrial complex in a controlled
and deliverate way."

McNamara then goes on to ponnt out that although we cannot predict the nature
of a Soviet attack on the United States, we intend to have an establishment which
will give them a choice as well as ourselves; that is, we will not restrict our-
selves to a military system suitable only for massive counter-value responses; but
we will have that capability if required. Thus the incentive to destroy our cities
is made vanishingly small. Furthermore, we will not build, McNamara says, a capa-
bility for destroying the Soviet fully hardened missile sites; because in most
cases these expensive weapons would be fired by us only after their targets had
flown. McNamara is deliverately keeping the ability of the United States to devas-
tate the Soviet Union in a first strike at a level where the Soviets would retain
at least some retaliatory ability. He does not say that this is for the purpose
of reducing the incentive for either side to make a surprise attack; but as has
been shown in a previous paper, this policy has that effect.

The Defense of NATO

Europe, McNamara points out (and this has been emphasized by many military
analysts before, particularly the brilliant B. H. Liddell Hart), Europe has a man-
power Pool and a GNP well in excess of the Soviet Union; and the economic growth
rate of the Common Market countries compares quite favorably with that of the
Soviets. In time, therefore, there "will inevitably develop in Europ a new power
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center, more nearly the equal of the Soviet Union and its European Satellites."
The Secretary then goes on to discuss the implications of the Nassau agreement,
under which Europe will obtain a strategic deterrent of its own; and he concludes
by saying that although "we may well be faced with situations in Europe where it
would not be to the advantage of ourselves or our Allies to use even tactical
nuclear weapons initially ... we mean to defend Europe with every kind of weapon
needed."

When the concept of a non-nuclear defense of Europe was first discussed by
the U.S. government (and this also echoes an analysis made by Liddell Hart in 1957)
the French response was immediate and loud--that any war in Europe would and must be
automatically a thermonuclear war, unlimited in any respect. The French do not
relish another ground war in Europe; the Germans, on whose territory such a war
would be fought, like the idea even less. Thus, the French and Germans particular-
ly want to deter war by making the most drastic threat possible. In the present
context, such a threat is just credible; as the Soviet Union acquires hardened
missile sites, it becomes increasingly less believable that the United States would
attack Russia to prevent an invasion of Europe. One of the reasons we require a
flexible force is to allow us to make a threat than the Soviets can believe we
mean--such as an attack on their strategic weapons, sparing their cities. The
French, on the other hand, hope to build their own countervalue weapons.

U.S. Grand Strategy can thus be summed as follows: a strategic force capable
of surviving any possible Soviet attack and responding flexibly will deter attacks
on the U.S. proper, and particularly on U.S. cities. A European force will be
built to supplement this, and European ground forces will be strengthened so that
the Soviets have no real expectation of winning a non-nuclear war there; and U.S.
tactical and ground forces will be employed in limited and anti-guerilla wars
in the "grey areas." This military program will be supplemented by political and
economic measures as required. Our force levels are designed to make the Cold War
into a non-zero gum game.

GRAND STRATEGY OF THE SCVIET UNION

(Principal Source: Raymond L. Garthoff, Soviet Strategy in the Nuclear

Age, SECOND EDITION Praeger, 1962. Primary sources include Soviet

Military journals, World Marxist Review, etc., etc.)

"Soviet strategic, operational, and tactical plans mustnnot only provide

a high probabiliti of success but must also guarantee against disaster if

they are to be acceptable." Major General Ye Boltin (Red Army)

Until the death of Stalin, the Soviet Union can be said to have had no nuclear
strategy. Stalinist military theory did not accept surprise or secret weapons as
decisive, but depended instead on "the permanently operating factors," such as
the security of the rear and the morale of the population. Stalin's understanding
of the effects of a nuclear attack on civilians was limited if not lacking.

The Red Army evolved a "take Europe" strategy in response to the threat of
U.S. "long Range war'"--that is, the Red Air Force would trade blows with the U.S.,
and both nations would be neutralized as war powers; but the Red Army, already in
being, would then overrun Europe at least to the Channel and the Pyrennes. It was
expected that the communist empire would recover far faster under those conditions
than would the U.S.

To some extent this theory prevails today; but it is tempered with the realiza-
tion that it is possible only under some circumstances. It is now recognized that
wars could be fought in which there would be no homeland behind the army, and the
Russians would occupy a hostile Europe with nothing at their backs bi.taa wasteland.
This realization has not yet produced a major theoretical response, and the offical
doctrine is still that the nuclear age makes the requirement for standing armies
GREATER, not smaller, than in conventional days. Forces in being, and only forces
in being, will fight the next war; and as strategic forces cancel each other out,

ground forces will be decisive.
Soviet political leaders, as distinct from military officers, have recently
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denounced as absurd the concept that thermonuclear exchanges of less than all-out
force could take place between the U.S. and the Soviet Union. A minute's reflec- .
tion on the relative positions of the two powers will show that this announcement
was inevitable at the present time, whatever its sincerity; but the realities of
the situation remain the same. No nation, having had much of its strategic power
reduced by a sudden attack that spared its cities, can afford to begin a counter-
value war. The Russian military planners are as aware of this as we.

"Soviet strat/€B&¢6ncept rests firmly upon the belief that, the primary

direct objective of military forces and operations is the destruction

of hostile military forces, rather than the destruction or annihilation

of the economic and population resources of the enemy. To neutralize

the enemy's military power not his potential." Soviet General Staff

Organ.

The Chinese, on the other hand, profess to believe that they could lose their
cities and retreat to the countryside, as they did once before; and Mao has stated
that on the ashes of half his population he will erect a communist world after
capitalism has been destroyed. The Chinese do now, however, possess nuclear wea-
pons or strategic delivery systems, and although they may discover how to make
bombs in the next few years, not even Britain can afford sophisticated delivery
systems, much less China, for years to come. Moreover, we may expect the Soviet
Union to exercise some restraining force on China in this area, as indeed they
have: Soviet atomic technicians have already left China.

Krushchev has several times stated that theroonuclear war is not necessary,
which, in view of his avowedly expansionist aims, is probably best interpreted as
meaning that he is unable to see how he could gain from it. He does, however,
support all kinds of local wars and insurrections, saying that "wars of liberation"
are "holy wars," and promising that the attitude of International Communism and
the Soviet Union toward these is "a most positive one." He believes, with some
evidence, that the United States is vulnerable to long term protracted conflict;
that we will eventually become tired of spending lives and money in areas far away
from the U.S., and settle for first '"coalition," then communist governments. This
strategy will obviously not work in Europe, where wars are difficult to keep lim-
ited; but on the other hand, pressure on Europe provokes great expenditures from
the U.S., and this gives us correspondingly less for other areas. It is in recogni-
tion of this fact that McNamara is attempting to reduce our strategic budget and
increase the European's contribution to their own defense.

In sum, there is no place for limited strat/®8aSr in Communist theory as offi-
dally stated; but there was none in U.S. circles until recently either. Although
the situation is not symmetrical, many of the same factors apply, and the Com-
munists have always been more flexible than we in political doctrine, although sur-
prisingly they were less flexible in military theory until after the death of
Stalin. The Communist view of history forbids that they risk the homeland of
Communism, and it is not likely that any objective will be so important that they
will risk general war to get it; the problem is that it must be believable for the
United States to threaten general war before the Soviets are deterred. The Soviet
Union believes that the weak spot in the U.S. defense system is in our population--
that we are unable to make long term sacrifices for any far away objective, and
that our will will fail in a crisis. Marxist theory teaches this; recent experi-
ence seems to confirm it.

J. E. Pournelle

[[Next issue, in the concluding installment of this series, the writer will try
to answer as many questions as possible concerning material in the first three
installments. Since only an outline of the subject could be presented in our
limited space, there is plenty of room for questions. In order that the writer
be able to meet our deadline, please get your questions in (to Box 92, yes) as
early as possible; promptness will be highly appreciated, and thank you. --FMB]]
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C R OpFs T H E REESARDEESRES

as told to Wally Weber

MIKE DECKINGER & TACBF WILL WARM CHILLY NJ 31 Carr Place, Fords, New Jersey
Dear CRYgang,

I always thought a "farley file" was a nailfile specially made for people
named Farley. But the new interpretation Bruce Pelz has attached to it increases
its importance. Unfortunately the questions failed to attain the proper degree of
skilled probing as: color of hair, size of shoe, number of holes in socks, what
sort of gas you prefer, etc.etc. The last question is one of the subtle, concealed
queries which is really intended to deduce whether you eat at restaurants often.

Elinor's column has fired my imagination and ignited the coals of desire, if
I've red it correctly. (If it's puns you want then it's puns...). As head of The
Arson Civic Betterment Foundation I propose to transform New York, Newark, and
several other nearby, but run-down locations into more improved sites.

As the manifestations of the luxuries the majority of people dub as "civiliza-
tion" increases, a general slackness increases, resulting in times like these, when
just pushing a button can fully annihilate more people and destroy more property
than would have ever been conceived a thousand years ago. Some indefinable facet
of personality is lacking. The fact that man may someday blow himself off the
Earth clearly indicates that there is more to evolution and civilization than
we've achieved thus far. Until the desire to commit genocide is erased from
humanity's conscience, I won't think of mankind as having reached any plateau in
civilization, but rather an inevitable progression, beyond which much remains.

Berry's adventure of Bendigo Clegg seems to indicate the arrival of a character
destined to replace Goon Bleary in the files of fannish criminology. I think I
prefer the Goon more, but this episode is only the first. The writing of this bit
was noticeably well handled and polished.

Buz, most suicides and potential suicides do feel the compulsion to communicate
with someone, anyone. A suicide in most instances is starved for recognition,
sometimes to the extent that mere recognition of what is contemplated is sufficient
to make him withdraw from the act, which is why ledge-hoppers are often persuaded
to reconsider. In other instances the simple act of writing a note satisfies
that suicide's need for communication. He knows the note will provide him with
more posthumous attention than he ever received during his life. Getting oneself
so cornered that suicide seems the only escape is as much a fault of society as it
is of the suicide.

Elinor, and anyone else who reads; you must get the new hardcover, LETTERS
FROM THE EARTH, a collection assembled by Bernard DeVoto of Twain's earlier
"unpublishable" pieces, many of which are masterpieces, abounding in outright
satire, delicious blasphemy, and unrestrained laughs. I bet this is another one
that doesn't make the Required Reading lists in schools.

Avram's letters were the best in the lettercol. Maybe reverting to the "Rib
technique" a la Eve, might eliminate much of the pain and anxiety of a typical
maternity ward.

Harry Varner is absolutely right. Bheer-stealing is unbelievably cruel. But
didn't Terry Carr, in his Solacon report, mention that Tony Boucher had swiped his
from a refrigerator when he wasn't looking? {That was a bad year. ~-www]

I have one of Franson's old CRY Letterhack cards, too. Most fen don't
realize the value this permit has. It's gotten me into movie theatres, ball games,
and is also a dandy substitute for a railroad pass.

Fah, you don't know what cold weather is till you've really had a taste of
New Jersey type cold weather. How many other people do you know who'd celebrate
New Years eve stranded on an unoccupied highway at two o'clock in the morning, in
below zero weather, with a frozen radiator and ice-clogged fuel line? By the time
help finally came I could have used my fingers to chill martinis. Frozenly, Mike
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ALMA HILL'S TYPER FAVORS MACHINES 463 Park Drive, Boston 15, State of
Dear CRY; Animated Suspense

Don't look now, but some of your slaves are trying to sneak off and hold
meetings in the Deep Swamp; they have you on half time now. Just a tip from my
typer.

Why do people fear the domination of machines? Don't they realize that we
too have problems among ourselves? Right now there is a mimeo up in Canada that
is trying to get equality for people, by Ghu. If it wins, people will be thinking
they are just as good as machines, won't they?

Can people go 600 miles an hour? Can people even go 90 miles an hour on the
freeways? Can people speak to anybody anywhere without the equipment we provide?
On the other hand, how far would we machines get without people to oil, feed, and
pamper us? Intelligent symbiosis is the only answer. But keep people in their
proper place and don't let them get above themselves, is what we say. It's time to
cut down on the egoboo, as Elinor's typer so cannily advises.

Here is wally weber's typer shooting off its keys about the Fan Hill farley-
file, a useful project for developing controlled egoboo that would put many a mimeo
back in business. The Master (salaam, clink, jingle) Machine could stimulate
fanac. We might well see fandom running as smoothly as the new self-contained and
self-operating AB(salaam, jingle) Dick. For the weber typer to go blabbing top-
level plans is not only mere rabblerousing but downright un-Mechanical.

The machines around here are still advocating the Broyles farleyfile. This
is a form of decentralized control, since every fan can have a copy and thus be
free to put in his own little ideas to the egoboo pool. It seems to keep them
happier and even healthier.

Hoping that this finds you in good fettle, we will now awaken our human so we
can sign off, just one big happy symiosis,

Alma Hill

DENNIS LIEN HAS VISIONS Lake Park, Minnesota
Mi'Lord, Mi'Lady, and Mi'Wally: February 1, 1963

The Table of Contents was the funniest thing I've ever seen., Stitchesville.
How do you folks think up all those clever lines like "Cover by ATom," "JE
Pournelle," "Elinor Busby," and (most original and hilarious of all), "page 172"
("Page 1lu," obviously meant to be the big laugh here, was not funny to me, as I'd
heard it before.) [You should see Harlan Ellison do it sometime! --www]

Wally Weber, personable young muck-raker, today exposed a foul and frightening
conspiracy. Our typewriters don't love us any more! Olr cameras are turning
traitor! I have visions -- the near future: a middle-aged toaster ankles up to a
svelte, peroxided hair drier and whispers -- "My waffle-iron doesn't understand
me!"

Bendigo Clegg deserves more cases in future issues. Anybody with a name like
Bendigo Clegg cdeserves anything he can get.

WKBEAAB good, except that the date of fan Devine's death -- September 26, 1962
-- happened to be my seventeenth birthday. It's kind of a hell of a note to look
back and think --

Avram's two letters, beside being the best things in the issue, were alone
worth the $.25 I paid for #166 (and the time I spent chisling you out of an extra
ish). Avram's second letter of the issue was the very best thing in it.

Re Paul Williams. Did Alice ever decide that the Red King dreamed up Looking-
Glass? The one definite fact about him seems to be that while everybody else was
out roaming, fighting, arguing, etc., he slept -- slept through the whole damn
book in fact. Now Wally, really, is this you? Wally? Wally! Hey Wally, wake up!

Re Seth Johnson. Thanx for defending neo-fans in general, but me, personally.
I'm adolescent and immature.

Parting is such sweet sorrow, except sometimes,
Dennis Lien
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BUCK COULSON RESENTS Route 3, Wabash, Indiana
Dear CRY, 2-1-63

Weber, I resent your words. YANDRO has never '"participated in the sport of
finding out more than /it/ really cares to know'" about fans. YANDRO finds out
more than it cares to know without trying.

And what's this about me feeling safe "because your machines are friendly"?
Maybe your machines are friendly....... not mine. My tape recorders -- both of
them -- hate my guts and do their utmost to ruin me. (They seem to tolerate
Juanita, but one of them went so far as to bite Bruce -- shows how friendly they
are.) The Rambler -- a more sophisticated device -- delights in making me feel
stupid and in frustrating little tactics like hiding its heater controls until
the first cold spell half froze me. The tv set thinks of me as a beast of burden;
one month I lugged that 70-1b chassis in to the repair shop 4 times (once in the
repzir shop, of course, it worked perfectly; the only thing wrong with it was that
it wanted a ride.) Even the alarm clock refuses to wake me up in the morning and
then perversely goes off when it isn't supposed to.

I agree with you. Pelz' computer file (you call it a farley file if you want
to, but I'm a Republican and I remember) is a menace.

Well, I'm not opposed to fan awards in principle, but I'm opposed in principle
to making a great thing out of them and putting them in capitals and like that.

If fans get awards, fine. When fans start making a great thing out of Fan Awards,
not so fine.

Did you know the 1963 WORLD ALMANAC lists the Edgar Allan Poe Awards, by the
Mystery Writers of America, but not the Hugos? Some dedicated sercon fans should
attempt to remedy this grave oversight.

And the same book has 15 pages of Associations & Societies in the United
States, from the American Institute of Certified Public Accountants to the New
York Zoological Society, and the N3F isn't even mentioned? The Circus Fans
Association .of America is listed, and the Companions of the Forist of America
(somehow I can't see being companionable to a maple tree) and Ducks Unlimited
(I wonder if David Gordon.....?) and the United Hiss Service (???), but no fan
groups (unless the Society of the Silurians is another name for First Fandom),

I enjoyed the Fournelle article but there isn't much you can say about an
article like that unless you disagree with it.

I got quite a chuckle over Nancy Rapp mistaking Betty Kujawa's voice over
the telephone for that of Bruce Pelz. Betty has a much lower voice than Bruce.

Cheers,
Buck
ROY TACKETT LIVES IN AN INTEGRATED STATE 915 Green Valley Road NW,
CRYptoclastic Ones: Albuquerque, New Mexico 3 Feb. '63
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