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P.A.G E _ ToH R E-E
The mills of the gods actually grind a little rough at times, but still here

is CRY #1693, August 1963, one leg up on the 2nd half of its 1l4th year of publication

if you want to get morbid about it. CRY persists in appearing bimonthly from:
Box 92, 507 3rd Avenue, Seattle 4, Washington
as the combined product of the efforts of Wally Weber, F M Busby, and Elinor Busby.
Just a minute while I look up the sub-rates: 25¢ or 1/9 per copy, with the
wholesale rate of 5 issues for every $1 or 7/- that you wish to send us. Elinor

Busby has to cash the checks that come in at this end, and John Berry of 31 Campbell

Park Ave, Belmont, Belfast 4, Northern Ireland, handles it at that end; all clear?
While you join us in puzzling as to how our trade policy works, if at all, we
note that the deadline for CRY #170, Oct '63, is Sept 15, 1963.
We have been advised that the Cone Company of Seattle, a stalwart crew, acts
as our printer rather than as our publisher, I expect they will bear up OK.

Our cover this time consists of pictures taken by Elinor at Westercon XVI. I
did the trimming and paste-up, and the photolith is by our old friend & subscriber,
Bert Benson of the Pilgrim Press. Elinor is even paying for it this time, I am
supposed to tell you so I did. [CRY and Wally and I are a liddul bit broke now.]

You'll hate me for this, but we do have some Contents :

Cover [courtesy Elinor, Pilgrim Press, and the subjects] page 1
Page Three Buz 3
Five Nights in Burlingame Wally Weber Uy
The Pussy-Willow Caper John Berry 8
With Keen Blue Eyes and a Bicycle F M Busby 10
How to Behave in a Used-Book Store Rob Williams 12
Hwyl Elinor Busby 195
CRY of the Readers conducted by Wally Weber  17-34

The stencil-cutters were: Wally W 22, Elinor 7, Buz 3.

Allow me to remind you of the sterling merits of Wally Weber in the next or
rather the current TAFF race, and of Arthur Thomson [ATom] subsequently. We were
going to have some illustrative material on these subjects in this issue, but we
are running a little late due to protracted recuperation from the Westercon, so we
just threw this one together in a big hurry and are hoping for the best. That is,
Elinor and I threw our part together in a big hurry. Wally may be superhuman as
we have long felt, but I defy anyone, superhuman or not, to throw 22 stencils
together in a big hurry [filling them with text at the same time, of course].

We must disconsolately announce that Elinor and I will not be making it to
the DisCon. Wally Weber will be there, and Wally Gonser also, but that will be
just about the emtent of representation of Seattle fandom at the WorldCon. We and
Ed Wyman and Jim & Doreen Webbert send our best regards; I don't know how Toskey
feels about it but I assume that he will not mind being included among the well-
wishers. [Tosk has been pretty busy lately, even to holding two jobs for a while
there. I wonder if this summer he was the only cabdriver in Seattle with a Ph.D?]

Once again we are in the postCon doldrums of not getting any doggone mail.
This seems to get worse every year, and perhaps someone should take a survey or
something, to find out why it is that after a Con, when fans should theoretically
be bursting with fannish spirit or the like, they all seem to put their typers

under their pillows and hibernate for about a month. Mr. Wrai Ballard of Blanchard,

North Dakota, has raised this question once or twice before, and I think it is time
for a little dedicated research to discover the cause and cure of this evil malign
condition which rocks the foundations of the true fan's faith every year or more.
You may address your speculations either to me or to Mr. Ballard, or both.

Back in the early days of Fenden Publications about 1955-56, no CRY was really
considered wrapped for mailing until Toskey had said His Line. Later he got self-
conscious and balked at adding the capper to publishing-&-assembly parties, but for
your spiritual good I give you the line that officially sealed many issues of CRY:

"Today, we have perpetrated a THING upon the face of the earth!" He was right.

—
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FIVE NIGHTS AT BURLINGAME

reconstructed from Wally Weber's memory,
notes, souvenirs and imagination

Westercon XVI was scheduled for July 4, 5, 6 and 7 at the Burlingame Hyatt
_Bouse. I arrived the evening of July 3, and it looked as though the convention
had been going for weeks. There wasn't a building over two stories high remaining,
and one building, located right in the center of the complex, had been completely

* torn down leaving only the concrete foundation and flooded basement to show where
it had been. Even the trees weren't spared. What few remained were limbless and
leafless, except at the top where a few long, tattered leaves struggled to survive.
I could tell this was going to be a real swinging convention.

I wasn't disappointed, either.

Ed Wyman, my roommate during the convention, had preceded me by several hours.
He found me within minutes of my arrival and suggested I visit Room 328 for a
start. Some start! Anyone who knows anything about hotels knows that Room 328
would be on the third floor, and what kind of party can you expect in a third
floor room of a two floor hotel?

I wasn't long in finding out. Room 328 was the Convention Suite, and it
existed. Apparently it was the first floor of that particular building that was
missing. (Don't ask -- there are some things fans are better off for not knowing.)
I met fans even before I got to the room. One of the first was Bob Lichtman, and
we vowed that at this convention we would take time to sit down together and have
a good long talk. That turned out to be the most we said to each other all conven-
tion long. The room itself was packed; I can't begin to remember all the names.
Bill Donaho and Al halevy, of course. Danny Curran. Jerry and Miri Knight. Ed4
and Jessie Clinton. Poul and Karen Anderson. Tony Boucher. James Blish. Fredrik
and Carol Pohl. Blish? Pohl?? East-Coasterners at a Westercon??? I guess fans
are fans even when they're pros. Jack Vance was there, unbelievably healthy con-
sidering that any real fan knows he's just a penname for a deceased science fiction
author named Kuttner. And Jeck's wife was there. Pippin, whoever he is, was
present. Alva and Sid Rogers were there. Henry Stine, who I wouldn't know even
if T talked to him, was there. Roland Porter, who had been a Nameless One clear
back in the days before the club decided to give up searching for a name, was
there. Oh gosh, just name any fan and that fan was probably there. Like Buz was
to say at a later party when some fan remarked that he had no idea who some of
the people were, "Yesh?" Buz demanded, "Name one!"

Well, one fanne who wasn't in the Con Suite at the time was Betty Kujawa,
girl areonut, who had risked turning blue and unconscious at 15,000 feet to get
to the convention. Karen Anderson was certain she was somewhere in the hotel,
and Karen wished aloud that somebody would find Betty and fetch her to the party.

I turned blue and a little unconscious myself at the thought. Betty Kujawa really
made it to the Westercon? Quaking there on the third floor of a two-floor hotel
with no fire escape, I decided it was a far better thing that I see Betty before
she seecs me, so I volunteered to look for her.

Guided by my unerring sense of misdirection, I found Don Franson and Ed
Meskys.taling with a fanne. A fanne I had secn before. Just once before, in a
dimly-1lit bar at Chicon ITI. The lighting was much better here, and I had three
available exits plus a twenty-foot climbable chandelier. So Betty and I shook
hands, although my hands shook the most.

I told Betty about the party in the Convention Suite, but Don Franson explained
that the party wes really there in the lobby and that if the fans in Room 328
wanted to have a party they would have to come down to join it.

It made sense at the time, so I sat down and Betty showed me the cigarette
lighter she was so proud of. She claimed the design on the lighter case was an
exact picture of what she and Gene had flown out to the coast with. I felt a
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twinge of pity for poor, nearsighted Betty when I examined the lighter. The
picture was of a sleek, red-trimmed Beechcraft monoplane; it didn't look anything
at all like a broom.

I finished out the night and a good part of Thursday morning in Room 328,
where the party wasn't but nobody seemed to miss it, before retiring. For those
of you who haven't attended conventions, I will explain that term, "retiring".
The dictionary definition of the word is suspended during the course of any fan
gathering. When a fan retires at a convention, it means that he goes to the room
he has rented or borrowed for the purpose, takes a refreshing look at the bed
therein, and then turns around and goes back to the convention activities. The
only other possible definition that could apply to the word during a convention,
and I am only theorizing here since I have never known it to happen, would be
the fixing of a blow-out or flat that occurred enroute to or returning from a
liguor store.

Anyway, back at Westercon XVI, Thursdey morning I registered. I checked the
program booklet to find out where the Art Show would be and then set out to search
for conference room #2. Perhaps I should have looked at my bed a trifle longer
because the booklet had listed the Art Show as being in the Starlight Room; it was
the Displays and Sales that had been listed for the Conference Room. Be that as
it may, the program booklet had it backwards anyway so I was searching for the
right room anyway.

The Confercnce Room was located two ruins to my left as I came out of the
lobby, and on my way I saw Bjo Trimble approach a huddle of fans from the opposite
direction with the question, "Anyone wont to help set up an Art Show?" '"Sounds
like fun!" I volunteered, galloping up. Bjo assumed an ask-a-stupid-question-and-
you-get-a-stupid-answerer look, but she stuck to her part of the bargain and led
me to her Art Show. ("Her Art Show." She argued about that. She said she was
just an iddy-bitty part of Project Art Show and that, really, great numbers of
other people did most of the work. But she shut up when it was pointed out that
it's her Art Show so that she can be blamed for anything that goes wrong. )

Bjo was fortunate to have found a helper like me, with my vast background of
engineering experience, because the display stands had to be asscmbled from parts
like an Erector Set. It was quite complicated and there were no printed directions
to go by. I figured it out in no timec and was all set to tape the tripods together
and string them to the ceiling when Ed Wyman, John Trimble, Ron Ellik, Roland
Porter, Blake Mexcm, and similar less scientific-minded fans started putting them
together completcly wrong. They ended up with a bunch of four-legged contraptions
with screws in the holes where string was supnosed to go and left them sitting
upside down on the floor. Finally they tried to hide their mistakes under pieces
of burlap. I was glad it was Bjo's fault, not nine.

The Westercon was officially opened that afternoon in the Pasha Room, above
the lobby. Al halevy, Alva Rogers, Bill Donaho and Ben Stark welcomed ceveryone,
introduced everyone in the room they knew, and had those they didn't know introduce
themselves. A short recess followed, during which Forry Ackerman was converged
upon by his devoted Monster fans. Be envious of Forry if you want to, but being
converged upon by devoted Monsters is not an casy price to pay.

Reconvening, Ed Clinton moderated a paonel composed of Bob Buechley, Eph
Konigsberg and Leonard Krasner discussing, "Who Cares What Happens Tomorrow?" The
panel members attcupted to decide whether scicence-fiction prepared its readers for
the real futurc or nerely offered an escape from the present. Bob Buechley seemed
to think science fiction's mind-stretching quaolities aid fans to anticipate the
future and adjust to the changes, although he allowed that some of the wilder
stories might snap an overstretched mind or two in the process. Eph thought that
loosening the mind is a good idea, but that there is a happy medium between consti-
pation and diarrheca. Eph contended that fans use science fiction to escape reality;
that, contrary to caring about tomorrow, they don't even care about today. What's
nore, Eph didn't think anyone else cared about tomorrow, either.
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Right away Bob took exception to that. He mentioned engineering projects
designed to benefit future generations and how pecople vote for officials who will
tax them in order to build for the future.

Eph pointcd out that science fiction had precious little scicnce or engineering
of this or any other nature in it. Bob had previously mentioned that science
fiction was shy on psychology, socialogy and related sciences. So Ieonard Krasner,
who had been listening most of the time, spoke up and wanted to know, if so much
stuff was lacking in science fiction, what did they think was in science fiction.

Up to this point, Ed Wood, who was to be introduced later on in the convention
as, "the unlisted member of all panels," had sat silently in the audience. Now he
got to his fect and described science fiction as the expression of the hopes and
expectations of mankind, and it was his opinion that readers learned a lot about
a society merely by lcarning what its hopes and expectations were.

Pretty soon everyone had their opinions in the discussion. Some thought
science fiction had no business being anything but entertainment while others
thought sciencc fiction should teach a lesson. Kris Neville didn't believe the
readers desired cducation from their science fiction, but thought education could
be smuggled into a story by an enterprising author. Kris glecefuly reported some
recent snuggling of his own that cost Fred Pohl 20 subscription cancellations.

Ray Nelson thought educational science fiction could be commercially successful, and
cited "Fail Safe" as an example, but that stories dealing with practical but
unpopular solutions to current problems would be hard to sell. Tony Boucher did
not like this even a little bit. Tony declared that the science fiction field,

riore than any other, was open to all sorts of ideas and that no editor would turn
down a story because of the nature of its solution.

It was getting late, and there was a scheduled swimming party due (in that
flooded basement ruin I was telling you about earlier), so the panel was disbanded,
allowing the arguments to continue in smaller groups.

That evening a projector was set up and on old, silent, German scicnce fiction
novie, made in 1929, was shown. It described o space flight to the moon in a
surprisingly modern craft (roomy, well-provisioned, complete with stowaway neofan).
The moon turned out to be made of gold, among other less important things, and
there was breathable air (the best kind) up there. We all enjoyed scoffing at the
impossible ideas; let's Jjust hope we aren't cmbarrassed by having the moon and
future spaceships turning out to be as described in the movie.

After the usual parties and the traditional retiring ceremony, I began that
period of the Westercon belatedly designated as "Friday". Ed Wyuan and I ate
breakfast in the Coffee Shop with (at various times) Al halevy, Jin Benford and
Jane and Bill Ellern. I was beginning to notice by this time that, wherever I
went at the convention, fans kept asking whether Burnett Toskey had comc. Why
Burnett should be so popular when the glorious Wally Weber was there is beyond my
understanding. I've uentioned it to Burnett, but he, in his warped way of thinking,
feels it was only natural. Anyway, for the Lenefit of those few of you who didn't
get a chance to ask, I announce here and now that Burnett Toskey did not go to the
Westercon. So ruch for digressing from breckfast with Wyman, halevy, Benford and
the Ellerns, and onward into Friday.

Poul Anderson was first up on the program. He tried valiantly to break the
tradition of telling us what was wrong with science fiction, and he did pretty
good at first. He told us how fine science fiction is and how science was still
far behind science fiction in a great number of things.

But then... well... there was an item or two where science fiction wasn't
quite keeping up with the times. For instance, he had been questioning a man who
was studying the huuan nervous system as a chemist and biologist rather than as
a psychologist, and Poul had asked this man if there was any possibility of a
person controling a nachine directly through his nervous syster rather than with his
fingers and hands and feet. The answer he got was something like, “Oh, there's a
fellow down the hall working on that.® And science fiction is also lagging behind



7
astronony. Even Poul himself, who knows better, gets the feeling that just one
more little planet about a giant sun wouldn't hurt even though astronomers claim
the odds are against it. Then there are the predictions science fiction didn't
nake; nobody secmed to guess that the government would be the agent to get man
into space, for instance. And then there arc the writing techniques, coumon enough,
in mainstream literaturc, that science fiction authors never usc unless they happen
to be Theodorc Sturgeon. Also, current cvents reported in the daily ncwspapers are
beginning to compcte with science fiction for "Sense of Wonder" value.

Oh well, no literature is perfect, I suppose.

Next on the program was Bill Donaho moderating a discussion of, "Do Today's
Science Fiction Mcgazines Interest the Fan?" Members of the panel were John
Trimble, Fred Pohl, Ed Wood (look, they listed him this time!), Bruce Pelz, and
(look ma!) Wally Weber. I saw right off that Ed Wood had the rest of the panel
outnumbered, so I sided with him (yes, by Ghod Perdue, they do interest the fan)
and let him take it from there. The pancl and, later on, the audience had a good
time discussing the field in gencral, but the basic question went unresolved.
Apparently the answer depends upon which particular fan you're talking about.

Betty Kujawa, Steve Schultheis, and I had some idea we werc supposed to judge
the Art Show that afternoon, so after the panel was over I skipped the Winetasting
session and went over to Conference Room 2 to nake up my head about what to throw
a tantrum in favor of. You might wonder how come I, an admirer of L. Garcone art-
work and whose only personal experiencecs with painting consist of one paint-by-
numbers kit and an ex-friend's back fence, was chosen as an Art Show judge. I
know for a fact that Bjo wonders. Well, partially it was probably publicity for
Ly vigorous TAFF campaign. But, mainly, I think it was because I've had experience;
1 was Art Show judge at the previous Westercon. And you know why I was chosen Art
Show judge at the previous Westercon? It was because I was the first fan my current
aompetitor TAFF-candidate, Bruce Pelz, located when he was sent out to round up some
grt show judges.

So much for irony. We didn't get to judge on Friday becausc they neceded to
use the room for a dressing room for the Masquerade scheduled for that cvening. I
guess they werc worried about displaying somc of the things we'd have given prizes
to if we had stayed.

While the Masquerade was being set up, Gene and Betty Kujawa treoted me to a
fabulous meal. They had planned to bring Wrai Ballard to the convention, but an
unseasonal haying season, or some equally fecble excuse, prevented Wrai from turning
blue and unconscious and attending. Gene therefor had to entrust to me the job of
pouring Betty's champagne, a duty ordinarily performed at conventions by Wrai. Un-
fortunately I was too easily distracted by conversation and had to be reminded of
my duties from time to time. Gene decided I was a pour substitute for Wrai.

The Masquerade was favored with some excellent costumes. Although I was not
at the Masquerade myself (they keep trying to give me prizes and I keep telling
them I'm not in costume), I saw many very good costumes on their way to and from the
Pasha Room. The judges must have had their heads full trying to make their choices
this year!

After the Masquerade, the Convention Committee threw a party in the Flight
Lounge. This marked the midpoint of a Westercon that was still gathering momentum,
In the wee hours of the morning, for the first time in my life, I witnessed a Kris
Neville Sermon. Brothers and sisters, anyone who can't see the light after wit-
nessing a Kris Neville sermon is blind to the core. It's a genuine Spiritual
Upheaval.

You don't really think I could tell you any more about the Westercon beyond
that point, now do you? I mean, after all, this is a family publication, and there.
was the weekend I would have to describe... Well now!

If you're healthy, just attend a convention (any convention) and see for
yourself what goes on. In the meantime,

VOTE ATOM FOR TAFF
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THE PAURSES Y. WILLOW CAPER by John Berry

I met Kathleen outside Knock Methodist Church Hall. She'd just finished
Sunday School. She came out the the other youngsters, her cheeks pink, eyes
flashing with the piousness she'd just imbibed. She clutched her bible in her
hand, and an umbrella in the other. It wasn't raining, but it had been when she'd
left the house an hour earlier.

"Come home?" I asked, hoping that the other Sunday Schoolgoers (especially
the teachers, young girls in their teens) didn't notice that I hadn't shaved.

"I'd like to go for a walk and collect some twigs," she said.

"Sure, you've homework to do," I asked.

"I've done it all, except for collecting the twigs," she explained...'"We've
got to take some examples from different trees with buds on them, especially Pussy
Willows and Hazel Catkins."

"Pussy Willows and Hazel Catkins," I mused.

"Yes, the school teacher is allowing the person who takes the nicest Pussy
Willows or Hazel Catkins three homeworks off."

Instead of turning left, we turned right. KXnock is on the cutskirts of
Belfast, and there are green fields within a few hundred yards. I didn't want to
go that far....guite nearby was a disused railway track. The sleepers had been
torn up, and high grass was growing where the 3.35 express to Ballybunnion used
to shunt past< But I recalled that high hedges bordered the old track, together
with a smattering of trees.

We turned off the Hillfoot Road, where the level crossing used to be, and
started our safari.

We'd walked a couple of hundred yards, and had garnered several choice exam-
ples of twigs bearing nice semi-opening buds. Suitable, but no Pussy Willows or
Hazel Catkins.

This didn't please Kathleen, who was keen to miss three homeworks. Also, it
was a point of honour for me to get some. What good was a father who couldn't
even get a twig bearing Hazel Catkins, let alone Pussy Willows.

"There are some Pussy Willows," she said excitedly, "over there."

It has always been a mystery to me why people choose the most unexpected
places to dump their rubbish. Belfast Corporation have an efficient system for
rubbish disposal...and yet here, on a disused railway track, was a semi-circle of
old mattresses, bottomless buckets, and piles of potato peeling, green and mouldy...
and flourishing from this unconventional manure was a Pussy Willow.

"There'll be some more down the track," I hinted, edging away, holding my
nose.

"I don't think so," she insisted, holding her nose. "Please get some of this,
daddy"

I wonder have any of you ever stood in a rubbish dump trying to break a twig
of Pussy Willow? While it started to rain? With a little girl dependent upon
you? You see, Pussy Wildow twigs have a built-in defence against idiots who iget
a kick from picking them. Admittedly the buds look nice when dumped in a vase...
long slender twigs, with these thumbnail size silver balls of fluff, silky soft,
and with a sheen which sometimes turns from silver to black. But the flippin'
things won't break. I stood in the pouring rain, and it was like wrestling with
an eel in a bucket of oil. I eventually let go, and it snapped back like a live
thing and hit me across the face.

"Lovely Horse Chestnut tree over yonder," I said, "we haven't got one of .
those.”

She pouted, and looked down.....so Irreturned once more to the unequal con-
© test. Eventually I solved the problem by tying the twig in a knot and then
twisting it round and round....something had to give. I clambered over the pile
of rubbish and handed Kathleen a twig of Pussy Willow which resembled a rather
dirty spring, the sort you get in the seat of an old armchair.
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"I've got a pocketful of the buds," I said, "and when we get back home I'll
glue 'em back on the twig after I've straightened it, and honest, no one will ever
know."

The Pussy Willow business sort of settled, there remained the hunt for the
elusive Hazel Catkin.

I spotted the tree first. In case none of you-are on intimate terms with the
flora of Northern Ireland, the Hazel Catkin is a sort of 'horses tail' yellow-
green soft-textured 'thing' just over an inch long. The trouble was, the tree
was (a) down a fifty foot slope, which used to be an embankment, (b) it was neces-
sary to negotiate a stream to get near the tree, (c) in any case, the lowest
branch of the tree was out of reach, and, most potent of all (d) the tree was in
the garden of a Presbyterian Rectory, near a barhed wire fence.

Coincidental with my spotting the Hazel Catkin tree, the rain stopped except
for a slight drizzle, and the new Short Skyvan flew over, on its maiden flight.

"Gooness gracious me, Kathleen," I panted, swivelling her around, away from
the tree, "there goes the Short Skyvan., It's a brand new aeroplane, with a very
high aspect ratioy and the high wing supports two piston engines which will later
be changed to turbo-props for the production aircraft. Orders have so far come in
from Australia and...."

"I'm not interested in aeroplanes, I want a twig of Hazel Catkin from that
tree down there," she hissed; kicking my shin to divert my:attention from the
Skyvan,

"Stay here," I gritted, and took a step.onto the top of the slope, which went
almost vertically downwards for, as I said, about fifty feet. Told you it had been
raining, didn't I? My feet flew upwards, and I landed in a heap at the brink of
the stream. '"Stop clapping," Ishouted to Kathleen, "else I shan't get you any
flippin' Catkins."

The stream was only about five feet wide, and I leapt across it, skillfnolly -
grasping the fence opposite. I clung to it like a leech. I clambered upwards,
and grasping the top strand of barbed wire, Ireached upwards and grabbed the bottom
of a Catkin twig. I just couldn't get a grip. I defied gravity and leaned further
upwards and outwards. Let's face it, the twig was a delicate thing, and I.wéigh
about twelve and a'.half stone. I would have crashed into the stream below 'cept
one of my trouser legs was caught on the blasted wire.

I was in an emigmaw :

If I let go the twig, I'd crash against the fence after whizzing through 180
degrees. And if I didn't let go, I had no chance of loosening the trouser leg.
After ten minutes of indecision things just worked out the situation themselves.
My trouser leg split, the twig gave up the struggle, and I landed on my back in
the stream.

"I knew your sins would catch you out," said the worthy Rev. Clutterbuck, on
a pre-lunch perambulation around his estate.

I stood up, the Hazel Catkin still in my hand. I was tempted to shout a
nasty word, but Kathleen was once again applauding vigorously, and I have always
been one to accept egoboo when and where it is offered. I clambered up the bank,
handed over a rather bedraggled catkin to the clutching pink hand,  and staggered
back toward home.

Suddenly Kathleen stopped. She pointed totanother tree. "Teacher says if
anyone brings one of those twigs, they 'get five homeworks off."

Actually, she was pointing to two trees....one was a Monkey Puzzle (which
means even a blasted monkey couldn't climb one) and the other a Slippery Elm.

"...other countries in the Far East." I gripped her by the free arm and
dragged her along, shoes scruffing the grass. "The Skyvan was entirely built and
designed in Belfast, and has a bigger cubic capacity than any other aeroplane
ever built......"

John Berry
1963
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Wennt shed Ke ewnaosB Faa e i By -e sdita n'd wa FBuitedyhcibhe VI,

A Convention can consist of all sorts of things, and not surprisingly it

usually does. Lots to drink and no time to sleep. Lots of talk to compete for
your time and attention with the scheduled Program. Arguments and necking and
throwing people in the swimming pool. 0dd meals at odd hours WifW/édd/pédplé.
0ld feuds healed and perhaps some new ones started. Speeches and parties and
costumes and artwork and books and did you hear the latest. 0l1d friends and new
ones, and some you keep thinking must be around here somewhere, but they aren't.
A Con is really Condensed Living: it is about a month's worth of Life with the
excess 27 days boiled out of it. Talk about your "New Accelerators"... And if
it includes regrets, let them be for omissions, for all the things anticipated
and planned, that somehow get boiled out with all that excess time, and lost.

Westercon XVI [or BayCon II] ran from Thursday, July 4th, through Sunday,
July 7th, at the Hyatt House at Burlingame, Calif. Monday the survivors adjourned
to the east side of the Bay, from which we finally left for home Thursday after-
noon, July 1llth., Our Convention started, as they say in Con Reports, when Bill
Donaho picked us up Thursday+ﬂorging at_the 3rd Street Station in San Francisco.

I suppose it ended sometime Ia%e??*i83§ngvening when Elinor and I wound up a gab
session in the club car, with a lady who just nearly but not quite attended the
Westercon: Margaret Burger of the Chicago area, a veteran of Chicons II § III

and of at least one regional in the New York area; she knows a number of pros and
a few fans, and is a lively conversationalist.["following Thursday evening", yes!]

[This message is being composed in spite of numerous frequent interruptions.]

In between was pretty lively, too. A number of the expected "Eastern conting-
ent had been forced to pass up the festivities for one reason or another, but to
make up for this there were a few unexpecteds. Far-travelling types were Gene §&
Betty Kujawa, Fred & Carole Pohl, Jim Blish, and Ruth Berman: a goodly lineup.

Upon arrival at the Hyatt House Thursday morning, we found that the Con had
got off the ground the night before; quite a few people were dragging around with
all the earmarks of a surplus of party, mumbling obscene noises at people who had
the gall to be walking around feeling good, as we were after the restful train
ride. Boy, did I ever shoot that advantage in a hurry, like Thursday evening...

The opening session got off more or less on time and the Committee [Al haLevy,
Bill Donaho, Ben Stark, and Alva Rogers] obviously had things well planned and
under control [throughout, in fact]. After that I got to drifting around and
talking and drinking beer, which is sort of the story of my life, at Conventions,
so I will not try for a play-by-play on gab&boozefests during this one.

Among people I met for the first time at this Con are Greg and Jim Benford,
Susan (Mrs. Jim) Caughran, Jim Blish [five minutes after the PittCon banquet does
not really count], Gretchen Schwenn, Sam and Florence Russell, and Art Widner.
Thirteen FAPA members and thirteen SAPS members attended, including 7 biapans,
for a total of 19 apans if you do not (as I am not) add up the extra people who
are included in dual memberships in either group-- 22 or 23 people, maybe??

Friday afternoon there was a First: a Wine Tasting Session by courtesy of
Christian Bros. Three white wines and two red, in that order. #1, a Chablis,
and #2, a Riesling, were very good indeed, to my taste. The third was some kind
of sweet wine, which is not my schtick so I am not competent to judge. I think
the reds were a claret and a burgundy, which were OK but not up to #1 and #2, so
I went back to retest those ...mmmmm! This brings us to the costume party or as
it says on the Program '"Cabaret Masquerade". As I have said somewhere before and
will most likely say again now and then, no matter who wins the prizes, the judges
always lose. In this case the judges didn't have a chance; they were faced with

"~ more prizewinners than there were prizes, and did their best. [Come to think of

it, I don't even know who the judges were, but I assume they did their best.]

The prizvinners were: Bruce Pelz as a Heavy Trooper from Vance's "Dragon Mast-
ers" (and acting the role to perfection), Bjo Trimble as a stunning Ozma of Oz,
Bill Roberts as a mummy (the only award I'd quarrel with, were I in a quarrelsome
mood, which I'm not), and Karen Anderson as a Captain in the Phoenix Guard of the
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Third Matriarchy from Poul's stories of the Time Patrol. Then there were four who
must have given the judges much anguish and soulsearching, to leave prizeless:
Blake Maxam as the Wizard of Oz, Miriam Knight as Lilith, Astrid Anderson as
Meriadoc Brandybuck, Rider of Rohan, from the Tolkien Trilogy, and John Trimble
as the Scarecrow of 0z. There were a number of other fine costumes, but it was a
particular pity that these four could not receive some official recognition. I
certainly don't have any Pat Answers or cure-alls for the overall problem of how
to handle such a contest to the satisfaction of all concerned. The easy answer
of an indefinite number of Honorable Mention ribbons could become a farce if used
by judges of too kind a turn of heart. Probably the best way is to. consider the
whole thing as being for fun rather than as a serious competition., Comments?

I got to bed about 5 or 6 a.m. both Friday and Saturday mornings, but by the
2nd time I was more used to it and felt reasonably well when I got up again. On
Saturday afternoon came "my" panel on "The Relationship between Science Fiction and
Fandom". I had been dodging this sort of activity since 1959 but this time Bill
Donaho nailed me-- and it turned out to be a lot easier than I had expected. At
the table were Ron Ellik, Karen Anderson, Jim Blish [kindly recruited at the last
minute by Alva Rogers], myself, Lee Sapiro, and Dick Ellington. Elaborate plans
had not after all been carried out, for mutual preparation; I had three questions
in mind to run the length of the table, and we took off from there, in a state of
mild shock because the Committee nobly did provide the panel with free beer [this
had been a running gag for some time]. Well, let's just say that the panelists
came through gloriously and that the audience didn't let the thing die until we
had to knock it off for schedule reasons; thank you, one and all.

Elinor & I were quite clobbered last year to be tagged as Fan Guests of Honor
for this bash. I didn't worry about having to make a speech, except that since
Elinor would be speaking first, I wanted her to get hers done so I could see what
I would be following. Ha, and ha! About 2 days before we left I wrote 5pp double-
spaced and -hoped to fix it later because it kind of stunk. Ha, again; as I stood
up to speak at the banquet, I still did not know what I was going to do. I had
found by experiment that I can no longer read off the paper without sounding all
too mechanical. So I paraphrased and stretched the opening jokes, ad-libbed a
little bit, and skipped to the punchline and sat down. I wish to hell I knew just
what I did say: Ruth Berman and someone else(??) have tapes; mercy, anyone?

Elinor's speech went just fine, as you might have expected...

The rest of the Con also went fine except that Saturday night I somehow did
manage to stay up until 5pm Sunday and was too pooped to sleep by that time. So I
was kind of a zombie at the Sunday night party in 328 and copped out about 1 am.

Gretchen kindly €& bravely & above the call of duty gave us her car for the 3
days we stayed in the Bay Area after the Con. You would either laugh or cringe to
see a stickshift-compact man herding a big "power-everything" car through strange
terrain, but with large amounts of luck I made it 0K, except for missing the turns
at the Caldecott Tunnel junction twice out of four, and only making it ompe because
Karen insisted I turn no matter what the sign said. We got to Berkeley from the
Con in the first place aided by the navigational abilities of Tony Boucher, also a
brave individual. And about here would be a good place for thanks for the fine
hospitality of the Bouchers, Ellingtons, Knights, Andersons, and Friar Bill Donaho,
some of whom even put up with us twice. They come bighearted in the Bay Area, too.

I could thank a lot more people but I have got to wind it up on this stencil:
let's hear it for the Committee and many who were of aid to them. And for a Mr.

J F Kennedy who postponed the rail strike which would have left us stuck and sort
of broke about 900 miles from home on July llth-- that morning on the way out of
the motel toward breakfast I saw this headline "Nationwide Rail Strike Called for
Midnight". Now this is not what a fella needs before breakfast when he has a pair
of RR tickets in his jeans and not a helluva lot more than that in the way of legal
tender. Luckily it turned out to be yesterday's paper and all was well except me.

This has been a rather fragmentary report on Westercon XVI or Baycon II. It
was a great Con and I am looking forward to the 22nd Worldcon, or Baycon III, just
a little less than 14 months from now.  Hope to see you there. WEBER FOR TAFF._g,,.
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HOW TO BEHAVE IN A USED-BOOK STORE

by Rob Williams

Every used-book dealer has two facets to his personality: the smiling
dealer and the frowning dealer. Dealers' prices go up when they smile, down
- when they frown. That holds true whether you are selling or trading to them or
they are selling to you.

A dealer neither smiles nor frowns until he knows what you want. If he
discovers that you want to buy some books or magazines, he smiles and tells you how
good business is and how many buyers he has clamoring for any items you might
evince an interest in. On the other hand, if you have brought in a few items to
trade or, perish the thought, sell--then his face assumes the look of a Christian
before the lions, nay, of an expressive Pieta or Mater Dolorosa that would send
Leonardo flying after his brushes. Business, the dealer will tell you, is lousy.

Of course, it is impossible to conduct any transaction without letting him in
on just which it is you're doing, buying or selling. And until he knows what you're
up to, his face remains as impassive as Noncommitance personified. I once went
through my own dealer's bookstore without letting him know what I was there for.
Though I've dealt with the man for six years, he showed no sign of recognizing me.

LR O

Now imagine that you want to trade or sell some books. Since a smiling dealer
is much easier to bargain with (but not if you're buying), the first thing to do
is to get him to smile. Knowing he'll smile if he thinks you're going to buy
something, you don't want to show your hand right off the bat. Especially since
your hand is carrying that parcel of books you're brought in to trade or sell.

One dodge you can try is to leave your parcel on the doorstoop and come in
empty handed. However, you are in danger of having some bargain-hunting fellow
bibliophile make off with them. Or you might bring your package in wrapped in the
trappings of some expensive department store--this will make the dealer think that
you have just bought something expensive and are heeled at the moment and therefore
able to afford any number of gems. Another trick is to bring in your books gift-
wrapped in shiny paper and bow, pretending you're on the way to a birthday party.
(This last, I need hardly point out, will work only once with any given dealer.)

If none of these tactics work, try hanging around the store awhile in hopes
of catching the dealer smiling at another customer. (Once you're caught him
smiling, he'll stay that way. It's their only consistency.) I'n afraid you'll
find that the dealer has his own little dodge for this ploy though. He will lure
other prospective buyers into the darkest corner of his shop and handle his businesc
in muffled whispers, his back to you, hiding not only his visage, but blocking that
of his customer as well, giving you no clue at all as to the possible state of
their facial expressions.

ELIE L

Now let's suppose you've come with the intention of buying something. Should
you carry a want-list? While a want-list might seem indispensable to the collector
with a large library, to keep him from buying duplicate copies, I strongly advise
against carrying one.

Letting a dealer see a want-list is analogous to showing a red flag to a bull.
Though the bull might not be color perceptive, nor the dealer able to read, yet
the dealer knows as surely as any bull what you are up to. He will circle you,
size you up, and then charge at you, all asmile. (Need I remind you again that
a smiling dealer's charges are paid for dearly?)

Never let a dealer know you want a book or 'zine. You must learn to pretend
that the treasure you've just stumbled across in your browsing is of hardly any
consequence to you. Pretend it's something you might read and then carelessly
discard. Do not tremble in anticipation. Be casual. Control yourself. Don't
let the dealer see that you want it, want it badly, must have it, need it.
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What you must do is make the dealer think that his wares are almost repugnant
to you. When you handle his 'zines, make a great display of how dusty and dirty
they are. Handle them as you would carrion mice. It is well worthwhile to )
practice twitching your nostrils in front of a mirror so that you can show the
dealer how offensive his 'zines are, not only to the eye and the touch, but to the
nose as well. (Never, but never, let the dealer find out that the odor of bygone
cellars and attics is to you as ambrosia is to the gods.)

A large white handkerchief can be used most effectively in your next book
hunting sojourn. Launder it carefully, using extra-strong bleach, then rinse it
in a touch of blueing and set it out to dry. Repeat this procedure until the
hanky sparkles like snowflakes in the sunlight. Then run your fingers over the
tops of your doorways and under your sofa, and very carefully apply the soot and
dustvyou'll discover to one side of the handkerchief. Later, in the store,
ostentatiously pull out your handkerchief, unfurling its dazzling side to his view.
Then pretend to wipe your hands on it while you switch sides. (I generally cough
at this point, as if from a dust seizure, to distract his attention.) Now, scorn-
fully show the dealer just how filthy black his stock is by waving your sooty
hanky in his direction. (Now, too, would be a good time to twitch your nostrils
disdainfully.) '

# % %

The terminology of bookdealerdom is, like the English language itself, elastic
in its usage. Any item you show an interest in, be it the April 1926 AMAZING
STORIES or the June 1963 POPULAR PHOTOGRAPHY, is, in consequence of your interest,
A Collector's Item. Here's an illustration of what I mean:

I once foolishly showed an interest in a February 1946 FAMOUS FANTASTIC
MYSTERIES--a dog-eared crumply copy whose pages had long since passed the yellowing
stages and were entering into an era of vivid mahogany. I found its cracked and
peeling spine peeking out betwixt a stack of Modern Loves and Handyman's Guides.
‘The dealer had no idea whatsoever, I'm sure, that such a thing was in his shop.

Grasping the magazine between my thumb and index finger, and letting it dangle
like a piece of mouldering cheese, I sought out the book dealer.

"How much for this?" I asked, twitching my nostrils convulsively and trying to
look  faint.

The dealer, mistaking my gestures and grimaces for avidity, gently took the
'zine from me, and with both hands soulfully pressed it to his chest. "There you
are! I was beginning tc worry about you," he said to the FFM.

An image from school days popped into my mind. I was reminded of.the illus-
tration in my Bible History that showed The Prodigal Son's Return. "How much?"

I asked again.

"You say the lady who was in here--the one who just left--she's dying for a
copy of this, I knew it was here somewhere, but for the price she was offering--
I'11 tell you the truth, it just wasn't worth my while to go looking for it."

"How much?"

"I told her myself--you want something like that, a rare book, you got to be
prepared to pay for it."

"How much?"

"I said to her--you know how much they'd ask for a collector's item like that
in New York or Chicago? Plenty. I don't have to tell you. You know."

"How much?"

He mentioned a price to me,

"I just want to buy the magazine, not the publication rights!" I yelled in a
voice two octaves above the norm.

...After I'd left the bookstore and gotten home, I found, as I start/%g put
the FFM in its chronological place on my shelves, that its place was already
taken by a mint copy of the same 'zine. Because I had gone in without my want-
list, I had bought a dupe. (Speaking of dupes, my next week's lunch money was now
in the dealer's cash register.)
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A few weeks later, I steeled myself for another visit to my friendly neigh-
borhood bobkdealer, Since I had only that one item to dispose of, I cleverly
tucked it under my belt and set my shirttail outside my pants to cover up any
bulge.

I found my dealer sitting in a revolving chair. His countenance, on seeing

me, would have made the Sphinx look like a backyard gossip.
; UHIL T said.,

He fingered his earlobe and looked up at the ceiling.

"How's business these days?" I asked.

He scratched the back of his neck vigorously and looked down at the floor.

""Have you gotten anything new in for me?" I asked, to throw him off guard.

"Business," he said, frowning, "is lousy. I been almost going to sleep here
in my chair. Yours is the first face I've seen in three days."

"But, how did you know?" I asked, outwitted.

He pointed to the floor in front of me. Little tell-tale pieces of brittle
pulp littered the floor. I stepped back in chagrin, and as I did;, another shower
of fragments sifted down my pants legs and joined its precursors.

"All right," I said, withdrawing the 'zine, "I want to sell it back to you.
You can have it for half of what I paid you."

The dealer swung around in his chair and ignored me again.

"You said yourself it was a collector's item!"

He ignored me some more.

"Look, I'1ll let you have it back for a third."

His chair squealed as he turned around to face me again. "I'd like to. I
really would--but look at the condition of the article. It's suffered from wear
since it last left here. Besides, a couple of the very same piece came in on a
shipment from Baltimore the other day. I haven't even bothered to unpack them.

Why should I? The market for back-issme science fiction is very bad at the moment."

"Yes, I see it is," I said.

"You got any early issues of PLAYBOY or hardcover Henry Miller's or something
like that, I could use them. But right now I'm overstocked in science fiction--
And even if I wanted to buy this back from you, I couldn't afford it. Business--"

"~-Is lousy?"

"There! You understand. Sorry, kiddo."

I turned and walked despondently to the doorway.

"Tell you what, though," the dealer called. "I like you. I hate to see you
unhappy-- Take any of the paperbacks you see in that rack there, in trade for your
item. Okay?"

"In this rack?" I asked, pointing to the one with the sign reading Remaindered
and Weatherdamaged--3 for 25¢.

I1'd like to end this illustration on an upbeat note by telling you I found a
Bart House H. P, Lovecraft or even an Avon Ray Cummings in that mess; but the fact
is I went home with a Signet Irving Wallace.

ECE

You now have some idea of the proper perspective in which to regard dealer
terminology. I could tell you of other terms such as Special Price ("For you, I'll
make a special price. Two dollars. What could be fairer?" means: "You look like
a patsy. For you, two dollars; anybody else, a buck.")--but now that you've gotten
the idea, I needn't bother.

I'1l close with this story about how I once almost got the better of my book
dealer. One day I brought in some 'zines to sell and, being at the end of my
tether, I boldly set them down on the dealer's counter while waiting for him. He
came over after a bit and, spying what lay on his counter, he started off on a
spiel extolling the merits of the 'zines, thinking they were his.

"You're in such luck!" he said. "These items just came in. This one is very
rare and this one is on the Unger Estate's list at thirty dollars..." He went on,
ticking off piece after piece in the most glowing language, as eloquent as the
Bard. When I pointed out to him that these were my own 'zines which I wanted to
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sell, he continued: "...but since you're siich a good customer for all these
years, I'm giving them to you free as a sort of bonus=- Take them, they're yours."
How can you cope with logic like that? How can you compete with. such
shrewdness? You can't. I tucked the books under my arm and left, thanking
him profusely.
--Rob Williams
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HWYL by Elinor Busby

I had every intention of writing a conreport. With Wally's conreport, and
Buz' conreport, if I wrote a conreport too we'd really have an issue of CRY
especially designed to bug Buck Coulson, and everybody knows that bugging Buck
Coulson is the Decent and Kindly thing to do, because Buck Coulson LOVES to be
bugged. )

But somehow it can't be done. The convention has receded into a golden blur
surrounded by a rosy haze. As it were. It was a great convention. The people
we've always liked, we now like better; we like some people we didn't use to like;
we met some lovely new people; and some old wounds have been healed. We feel
that the sum total of our fannish affections has been increased immensely, and
that this is What makes a convention gloriously memorable,

I'm waxing pretty sentimental, gang, but brace yoursel¥es--I'm g01ng to get
more so. I'm going to print my Westercon speech, which is not only a genuine
certified space filler for a woman too lazy to write a conreport, but is also
something I've been brooding about in one form or another for some time.

ELinon's Westencon Speebh

I want to express my appreciation to the committee, here, for making me half
of a fan guest of honor. The only drawback to being fan guest of honor is that
one is expected to make a speech, but since I am only a half-guest, I'm sure it
will be in order if I make just half a speech.

I'd like to confine myself to saying that I'm very happy to be here, very
happy to see you-all here, and that I hope we meet happily many, many times again.
But I'm afraid that wouldn't be half a speech, or even half of half a speech, So
I had better say something to you about fandom,

What's fandom for? Most people will tell you friendship, and they will tell
you communication, and sometimes they will equate the two--and perhaps call it
love. I'll say the same, and go one step further. What's friendship for? What's
communication for? Why love? Fannish friendship (communication, love) performs
a function which no mundane friendship or communication that I know of does.

I think that fandom may prove to be a vehicle to carry individual fans safely
into the future, with minds and spirits intact.

You know what happens to old people? They get homesick, a homesickness for
which there is absolutely no cure. People who live long enough, live in a world
completely diffferent from the world they were born into, and grew up in. Every-
thing changes--food and drink, houses, transportation, clothes, entertainments,
manners and austoms and even mores, change and change utterly.

And people cannot go back again, ever. They may try. Last year my neighbor
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