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PAGE THREE

You are now starting to leave eyetracks on CRY 173, April 1964, produced
up to a point by Wally Weber and F M & Elinor Busby, taken from that point by
the Cone Company of Seattle, and return-addressed as of Box 92, 507 3rd Ave,
Seattle, Wash, 98104. Despite Terry Carr's attempt in F&SF to combat inflation,
CRY sells for five (not seven, Terry) for $1 or 7/-; single copies go for 254 or
1/9 or contributions including published letters, or (a few) trades, ahzhahaha...

Decimal currency and checks payable to Elinor Busbyj; that 12-fingered
Sterling stuff to John Berry of Belfast and points west. Oh, it's lazy out...

CRY is published bimonthly these days, and the ccpy deadline for our next
issue, #174 for June (I can hardly wait) is May 15, 1964. Rain or shine.

In this issue we have:
Cover by Atom the TAFF Man; logo Multigraphed by Weber for This Year: Page 1

Page Three Buz 3
Friday the Thirteenth Waily™ Weber 4
Hwyl Elinor Busby 6
Record Performance John Berry 10
With Keen Blue Eyes and a Bicycle... F M Busby 13
CRY of the Readers conducted by Wally Weber 15-32

These people cut these many stencils: Wally 20, Elinor 8, Buz 3

Wally Gonser and Burnett Toskey are expected for the Assembly Party such as it
may turn out to be; Wally Weber gave the lame excuse that he was going to some
bash in England. I expect he is just putting us on...

My apologies to the U of Wash Library. I see I overcharged you folks a cool
six-bits for your 1964 sub, I plead not guilty by being thrown into shock when
you took Mrs Beatty away from us, so that I regressed to our longterm $2 rate
before we went bimonthly. I'lltry to remember to adjust this next year. OK?

As usual we are trying to do everything all at the last minute [which drives
me nuts; what's your excuse?]. Wally says he'd rather cut and run off TAFF-ballot
stencils than just sit and chew his fingernails until Wednesday when his dogsled
leaves for the over-the-Pole trip to England (actually he's going by way of N--
Y---), so don't waste all this virtuous energy of his. Vote the inclosed TAFF
ballot. ATomize TAFF and go around all week feeling like one of the Good Guys.
Teacher will give you a gold star and even your psychiatrist will beam at you.

And besides, it's really a very very good idea.

Further along in here, as usual, you will find invaluable commentary on all
the gripping issues of today's taut world. Possibly. We spare no effort, since
after all we have little effort to spare, after the house takes its cut. In these
pages there is something for nearly everyone; why do you have to be the exception?
Seriously though; I'm joking. Surrealism can be fun; send elsewhere for the free
pamphlet on "Fun For The Whole Family With Poison Ivy". 1It's worth every cent.

Summuv our best letterhacks took issue with my wonder at how vanVogt's hero
in "The Violent Man" could have "struck a single, incapacitating blow with the
knife". Generally they figure he knocked the guy out with the hilt. I was not
specific enough in quoting. Previously. AFTER this blow, "Mai straightened
slowly" and in a dazed way asks a couple questions. Our hero says "If you stay
real quiet, you'll be all right" and then he "helped the man back to his chair".
Then the victim of this blow sits quietly while our hero takes several minutes to
get the hell over the frontier out of Red China., I must say that that)is.ome °
fine single incapacitating blow of that there knife, when it is stated that it is
not to be a killing strike, even in after-effect. Again, I welcome all comment.
After all, if it possible to tag a guy with a knife so as to paralyze him without
killing him, this is something that every redblooded American boy needs to know.
Right now around income-tax time, particularly.

Well, I tell you what: if you won't complain about the way I wrote this page
at the last minute, I won't complain about the way you read it. Fair is fair.
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viewed from under a ladder through a broken mirror by Wally Weber

Friday the thirteenth fell on Friday today, and in less than a week I will
probably be in Ella Parker territory. If you expect me to be coherent for two
pages at a time like this, you are sick indeed.

Never before have I poised on the brink of such dig#g¥é¢ adventure. Usually
I have some idea, no matter how vague, as to where I am heading or what I will be
doing a month in the future. But my prognosticator didn't simply become vague
when I asked it about the TAFF trip; it committed suicide. I have no idea what to
expect from the next five weeks.

Really the future shouldn't be all that mysterious. After all, I've been to
conventions before; I've visited fans before; I've been in England before; I've
even been away from my job before. "Why, then," I ask myself (I've taken to mumbl-
ing to myself quite a bit these last few months), "Why, then, do I feel this
peculiar anticipation -- this sense of wonder -- this feeling of facing a Great
Unknown?"

Usually my search for truth is interrupted at this point by somebody nearby
who complains, "You're mumbling to yourself again." But I have pondered enough
about the matter so that when I ask myself that question now I can answer with
confidence, "Be damned if I know."

It must have something to do with being a TAFF representative. I have the
feeling something should be expected of me. Maybe I should learn to juggle or
swallow swords. What's a TAFF representative supposed to do that he wouldn't
ordinarily do? Anybody know? Apparently TAFF consists of giving somebody $600
and telling him to go to a convention and have a ball. With $600, what fan
wouldn't? TAFF representative or not, a fan has instincts, and money like that
can produce only one reaction.

Perhaps we'll find out. But Friday the thirteenth has been a looong day.
The days have been getting longer. I noticed it soon after I had my airplane
ticket, my smallpox shot, and had repacked my suitcase for the third time. Some
joker at work cut the voltage on the clocks a little more each day, and today the
timepiece was running strictly on Thursday's inertia, and there was almost none of
that. By noon I had to empty the wastebasket of fingernail clippings. I was
already the shortest-fingered draftsman at Boeing, and I had over five hours of
time to put in, measured by an unpowered clock yet.

As a matter of fact, today was proclaimed "Torture Weber Day" among my evil
associates. A favorite pastime of the fellow at the next desk, for example, was
to gain my attention and say, "Tick." This would make me look at the clock. Then
I would chew my fingernails some more. Then I would go down the hall to the rest-
room and wash the stumps. Then I would go to the other end of the building to
see if the clocks were running any faster there. Then I would go to the next
building and drink some water. Then I would come back to my desk and calculate
the distance between Seattle and London in centimeters. Then I would notice the
fellow at the next desk trying to get my attention again. Of course he would
succeed. He would then say, "Tock!"

Unnerving as it was, it was not half as irritating as when I would look at
the clock after all of this had gone on and find that only one second had passed
since he had said, "Tick."
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Perhaps time would have gone faster if my bosses had given me some work to
do. You'd think that with all the draftsmen around me hard put to do the work
required of them, they would have something they could give me to do. To be fair,
they probably have their reasons. Perhaps my last few drawings have been a bit
hard to work with, what with my converting important dimensions to pounds and
shillings, and inserting remarks such as, "Don't forget the TAFF ballots," among
the drawing notes.

Burnett Toskey plans to go to Europe, but he doesn't seem to have my problems
at all. He was over at my place two nights ago (I can scarcely remember back
that far) when he was running off his SAPS zine, ,He.was telllng me about the,
Beatles contest he entered. £is ! i ‘ !

7 Apparently the object of the contest~1s to.make up as.many words: assp0851ble
out of the letters:in the name, 'Beatles.! - Being methodlcally orlented.(I m not
familiar with'the religion;?but: Toskey'is>methoditally oriented ) he! proceededyto
go through his 1942 edition of Webster's unabridged dictionary and put downh:every
conceivable word he could find that met the requirements of the. contest. As I
.recall, his final list which he sent in contained over 370 words..'

He isn't even worried about winning. As a matter of fact, he left out four
of the words he had found just to give somebody else a chance. I think that if
he does win, he gets turned into a Beatle. I'm not sure Burnett has thought about
that. :

We, here at CRY, opened a time capsule recently. I'm not certain where we
found it or how it came to be interred, but at any rate it revealed some rather
interesting if dated CRY letters. One of them I used to start off the letter
column.

The letters were from Rich Brown, D. A. Latimer. George H. Scithers, Bruce
Robbins, and Phil Harrell. They were all dated during the summer of 1962. (Oops,
I even overlooked another one, from Sharon Towle, that almost got put back into
the capsule for another couple years.) They were the usual letters of comment or
subscriptions, but we don't know quite how to handle the subscription from George
Scithers. They were in checks, totalling $2.94 endorsed over to somebody named
"Eleanor Busby'" that were originally written to George by other fans.

I suspect that one willgo back into the time .capsule. Did we really have a
subscription price of $2.94 in the summer of 1962, I wonder?

Getting back to TAFF (my mind is always wandering back to that) there has
been some discussion about the publishing of the resulting trip report. We talk
about it around here just as though we expected me to survive the trip.' The ‘idea
of serializing any report in a bi-monthly schedule is not completely appealing.

On the other hand, cutting down the size of the report to fit in one or two issues
of CRY would be dangerous; somebody's name would be bound to get left out.

My tentative suggestion (even I discuss it as though I expected to survive!)
is to write and publish the report in all its full-length glory, and put a digest
size version, say ten or so pages, in CRY, The full-length version could then
be sold at an outrageous price, suitable for financing my trip to LONDON in 196S.

But right now I am not going to worry about such details. In less than a week
I will be in Ella Parker territory, and all other worries are petty by comparison.
I expect you readers to have everything worked out with a satisfying solution
awaiting the return of my remains to the States.



HWYL by Elinor Busby

Okay if I comment on last issue's lettercol? I haven't been operated on
lately, so I'm otherwise a bit short on topics of conversation. Buz always says,
"Why don't you talk about science fiction or fandom?" But the truth is, I read
very little science fiction nowadays, and my appetite for talking about fandom
is quite satisfied by the long discussions that go on around this house.

Davidsons: Delighted to hear from you both. I'm also very glad to hear
that Grania likes her CRY Letterhack Card (be proud, Don Franson), and that both
Davidsons are Jane Austen buffs. People, let me tell you of works, which, however
inferior to Jane Austen's would probably be enjoyed by most of her fans: "The
Watsons," by John Coates. (Jane Austen's fragment, rewritten and finished by
John Coates. It may seem sacrilegious to rewrite Jane Austen, but he did it
partly so that the breakoff point would not be obvious.) 'Pemberley Shades," by
D. Bonavia-Hunt. (The Pride and Prejudice people, about three years later--by the
way, there's another P&P people story, but I have never re-read it because I don't
remember the name of either author or book--in any case, it was not quite as good
as "Pemberley Shades.'") The Semi-Attached House" and "The Semi-Detached Couple,"
both by Emily Eden. (These are not Regency--they are probably William IV, Emily
Eden was a woman of talent, not of genius, but none the less she was tempera-
mentally akin to Jane Austen.) '"Cranford," by Mrs. Gaskell. (William IV in
gvent, Victorian in writing. None that I have read of Mrs. Gaskell's other books
are nearly so congenial to the Jane Austen fan as "Cranford.") Probably you are
familiar with these books--if you know of others of like nature, I'd appreciate
hearing of them.

Avram, you say "Would that Jane Austen had written sixty books and Anthony
Trollope, six!" You must not put down Anthony Trollope; he wrote some very good
novels, It's true that none of his novels are perfect, and all of them, even the
best, have long dull prosy passages. But his best novels show a keenness and
subtlety of vision and warmth of feeling which make them worthy of being read and
re-read; and his characters, many of them, are people one can really think about,
as if they were flesh and blood. Trollope's writing style at its best was sensitive
and good. Much of the time it was not at its best: it was insensitive and prosy.
But he was very seldom insensitive to human motivation. His awareness of human
motivation was very fine indeed.

If he had written only six novels they would probably not have been very good.
He only learned to write good novels by writing bad ones first. And he didn't
rewrite much--he didn't come from a rewriting family, and Conscious Artistry was
not in his picture of the writing career. He would not have been a writer had he
any other way to make so much money. But he was a happier man for being a writer,
because as a writer he exorcized so much of his childhood miseries., His father,
for example, whom he regarded with pity, fear, love and dislike, appears in book
after book in every conceivable guise: Mr. Kennedy, the mad M.P., Plantagenet ’
Palliser, the prime minister, Mr. Crawley, the perpetual curate, Louis Trevelyan, .

the jealous husband--for just a few.
Jane Austen could never have written sixty books because she was a rewriter-- °

which was perhaps unfortunate. I think she rewrote all her books except "Persuasion
and would probably have worked on that a great deal more had she lived longer.
But who could wish a word of "Persuasion'" changed?

Mae Strelkov: All human beings are incomplete., You show an unusual degree
of completion in that you are able to admit that you are incomplete. Most people
are so terrified of their own lack of completeness that they reject the idea
utterly.

Terence A, Bull: I didn't say that Heyer was of the quality of Jane Austen,
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But the two women do have in common irony, humor, and a certain gentleness of
approach. Another characteristic which they share, which I hadn't thought of
before, is that both admire people who can cope. In "Sense and Sensibility"
Elinor, by the use of a little address, pleased Lady Middleton and gained her own
ends at the same time, and she constantly smoothed over Marianne's careless
rudelessnesses. In "Pride and Prejudice'" Elizabeth found out whether Mr. Darcy
was to be expected at Pemberley, and knew just how to cope with the hostilities
of Miss Bingham and Lady Catherine. Fanny, in "Mansfield Park", eased her sister's
situation at Portsmouth a good deal, and was an excellent companion to Lady Bertram.
Catherine Morland was a very young girl, but she took a long trip by herself quite
capably. Anne Elliot, in "Persuasion" was a positive jewel of copefulness, as is
brought out over and over again throughout the entire book. Well--Georgette
Heyer's characters are similarly capable.

It's apparent, Terry, that you have read some of Georgette Heyer's crummier
books, as well, perhaps, as her better. Put the crummier ones out of your mind,
won't you? One mustn't hold an author's immature efforts against her.

As for Alfred Duggan whom you recommend, I've read only his "Conscience of
the King" and "Devil's Brood." The first I disliked very much. Its quality I
will admit--but it's not the sort of quality that appeals to me. I don't ENJOY
books where the protagonist is a villain--no matter how understandably so. The
only thing I liked in "Conscience of the King" was at the end, where the King says
that he really thinks his son is very fond of him, and it seems so strange and so
pleasant.

But "Devil's Brood"--a non-fiction history of Henry II and his family--a
liked intensely . Just a day or two ago I read "The Conquering Family" by Thomas
Costain, Same family--and essentially the same picture. But it's interestingly
different in emphases, and in facts too to some extent., I suppose historians at
best can only approximate the truth.

Some of the differences are: Costain hints that Henry II might well have been
the natural son of Stephen--Henry's mother's deadly rival. I don't believe Duggan
suggested such a possibility. In Duggan's story, Henry II sent his signet ring to
his dying son in token of forgiveness--in Costain's he did not. Duggan hints that
King John quite possibly killed his nephew Arthur with his own hands--Costain
accuses Arthur's jailer. Duggan and Costain disagree as to all manner of pictur-
esque detail, but both agree that Henry II was a superb king and great lawgiver,
that Eleanor was a woman of forceful and interesting character, and that their
offspring, if somewhat horrifying, were interesting people too.

And while I'm talking about books--Buz will kill me, he hates me to talk about
books all the time--let me mention "The Late Lord Byron" by Doris Langley Moore.
This gives some insight into the problems of historians and biographers. Anyone
who has ever read Lord Byron's letters and the usual sort of biography of Lord
Byron--Andre Maurois', say, must have been struck by the fact that there were two
Lord Byrons. The one shown in the letters is an active, thoughtful sort of person,
kind, fond of his friends but not sentimental about them, proud but basically
unselfconscious; a man who was unusually susceptible to women but who really did
not like very many women very much. Andre Maurois' Lord Byron has scarcely a
family resemblance: he is a vain, posturing egomaniac. Doris Langley Moore
explains how the essentially false picture of Lord Byron came to be: he was a
most lied-about man. There were several liars, with different motivations. Lady
Byron desperately needed the world to know that she was Right, and that he was
utterly and hopelessly wrong. Trelawny lived, to some extent, for years upon what
he could remember or make up about Byron, and he made up mostly unpleasant stories.
Leigh Hunt was equally false and malicious. Byron had protected himself against
slander after death as best he could, by writing his memoirs, but they were
destroyed and for a very curious reason. Lady Byron naturally wanted them destroyed,



but she would perhaps not have been sucgessful had not Hobhouse, Byron's executor,
also wanted them destroyed. And why did Hobhouse want the memoirs destroyed?
Because Byron had made a present of them to Tom Moore, telling him to let the
elect read them, and Moore had not shown them to Hobhouse! Doris Langley Moore
suggests that if Byron had asked Moore to show the memoirs to Hobhouse first of
all, the world today would be the richer for what was in all probability a most
delightful book.

Byron had forgotten Hobhouse's jealousy. He knew that Hobhouse was jealous
because some years previously Hobhouse had thrown a snitfit about Byron's epitaph
on his Newfoundland dog. But since Byron was not himself temperamentally jealous,
the emotion wasn't real to him and he forgot to make allowances for Hobhouse.
Hobhouse was not a cad; he was a decent and honorable man and a loyal friend.

But he was also a very conventional man who never examined his own motivations,
never recognized and combated his own jealousies, and consequently he was capable
of behaving quite irrationally for years on end.

Byron was not a saint. No doubt he behaved very badly to his wife--his
liver was disordered (probably from injudicious dieting) throughout his brief
married life; and Lady Byron had masochistic tendencies which would bring out the
worst in any husband. Very likely the scandals which Lady Caroline Lamb fed Lady
Byron (all the while protesting to Byron her great love and loyalty to him)--
some homosexual relationships and incest with his half-sister, Augusta--were
true. But Byron was a man who grew in mental/emotional/moral stature as long as
he lived, and the real Lord Byron was the Byron of the letters, and not the mad
bad Byron of old-fashioned biography.

Ella Parker: Is it long enough from the death of the president that I can
talk about it quite casually? I have all kinds of random thoughts about it.

(1) Ruby said that he killed Oswald because he felt so sorry for Mrs.
Kennedy, and if Oswald had come to trial she would have had to testify, and it
would be too great an ordeal for her. But Mrs. Kennedy has all the guts in the
world, and while it would have been an ordeal, she could have coped with it handily
and would have preferred to. The one person in this world who really benefited
from Ruby's killing Oswald was Marina Oswald. Imagine her agony had her husband
been brought to trial! In a hostile country, torn between her loyalty to her
husband and to a common sense realization of right and wrong! As it was, Oswald
died, she buried him, she grieved--and people showered her with money and kind-
nesses. She was photographed at church last Christmas Eve. It was the first
time in her life she had ever been able to go to church on Christmas Eve, and she
was quoted as saying that she'd never been so happy before. By the way--Betty
mentions that Jacqueline Kennedy "is a truly fine example of what upbringing and
breeding does perform." Well, I'll agree that Jacqueline Kennedy's behavior at
that trying time (and always) was absolutely and entirely impeccable, and one
couldn't possibly admire and love her more. But Marina Oswald in another very
difficult position, and without Mrs. Kennedy's advantages, behaved in her own way
equally well. She never put her foot wrong--very much unlike her hideous and
loathesome mother-in-law.

(2) Mrs. Marguerite Oswald comes through as the monster of the century.
We've all read in the papers about how someone from the New York public schools
wanted to arrange psychiatric treatment for Lee, but she got all huffy and said
there was nothing wrong with him, and took him away. And we've read about how Lee
was filled with bitterness and hate because his mother had had such a rough time
during the depression. But he was born at the tail end of the depression, and
shouldn't have had any feeling about it at all unless his mother had kept on talking
about it long after it was over. So then after the assassination she states that
she and her son will go down in history. And on the one hand she refuses to be-
lieve that her son did the killing, and on the other she rebukes President Johnson
for not wanting her writing to him by saying that he should remember that it was



only through the grace of her son's acg that he became president. Oh, she's a
terrible woman., But it's only fair to remember that just as she poisoned her
son, so she was poisoned earlier by someone else. No one was born evil--or so
they say.

(3) After Kennedy's assassination various well-meaning folk urged Jacqueline
Kennedy to change her clothes, but she refused, and when she returned to the
White House with her husband's body she was still wearing her bloodsplattered pink
suit and bloodsplattered stockings. I found this deeply moving. When she put
those clothes on she was a happy wife--she would take them off as a widow. She
postponed the breaking of one small link with the happy past. Further--she
hadn't brought mourning with her. Until she could change to black, her pink suit

marked with her husband's blood was the truest mourning she could wear, )
(4) I don't know how widely it's known abroad, but everybody in the United

States knows that every American president since 1840 who was elccted in a year
divisible by 20 has died in office, though not necessarily in that term. Just a
week or two before the assassination there was a picture of Kennedy in the paper,
laughing at the jinx, and saying that he had every intention of living through
the presidency. But a woman I talked to later said that she had seen, previous
to the assassination, an article in the paper quoting Kennedy as not being quite
so skeptical of the jinx, turning to someone beside him and saying, I wonder if
they'll get me in church?¥

After the assassination someone remembered that Kennedy had been asked if
the presidency had made him happy, and he had said that the Greeks had defined
happiness as the fullest use of one's abilities in a constructive direction, and
so he could say that being President had made him happy. But Kennedy hadn't
wanted to be president; he had wanted to be a writer. After his brother Joe's
death he was doomed to the presidency by his father's implacable will, and he
went forward to meet his moira valiantly. The whole story from the beginnings of
the Kennedy family through the two assassinations is like something out of Greek
tragedy, and it makes one feel intensely alive to know that events so much larger
than life size can still happen in our mechanized and overpopulated world.

Charles Smith: You make me feel a bit wistful when you mention the BBC
produced Shakespeare, "An Age of Kings." That's been appearing on the television
here, but unfortunately on the educational channel which we can't get--there's a
big hill between it and us.

So much for the lettercol. You know it's you--published and wnpublished
both--who keep us going, don't you?

Let me tell you of my latest addiction: Beatles. I watched them twice on
Ed Sullivan's program and was deeply impressed. So now I have two of their
records which I play every day except weekends, listening carefully to every note
and gazing fondly at their faces on the record jackets, in a state of utter

Beatletude.

By the way, I had never watched Ed Sullivan before, and I was flabbergasted
to see how precisely like MAD's version he is. It was uncanny--he was practically
talking in balloons. What a creep he is!

We inadvertently missed the first program the Beatles were on. On their
second program they were informed by Ed Sullivan that Richard Rodgers, one of
America's Greatest Composers, was an ardent fan of theirs., The boys exuded polite
disbelief, and I felt that they felt that Richard Rodgers was just putting Ed
Sullivan on, and poor ol' Ed was too stupid to notice. But then Mitzi Gaynor
came on, and after she had sung a song carefully abjuring the melody, the rhythm
and the words, I felt that Richard Rodgers probably does love the Beatles. He
probably feels that there is a great deal to be said “for singers who write their

own material instead of rewriting his.
Elinor
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RECORD PERFORMANCE by John Berry

Last week I rushed home and informed my family rather nonchalantly that
I'd got a record player. This remarkable revelation, so I thought, was regarded
with a mixture of grunts, srorts and yells of derision. I had intimated such
a possibility for some time (at least five years) and as it was also All Fools
Day my family tended to consider I was merely making a rather tiresome jest
at their expense. But I had the last laugh. I told them to come into the kitchen
and displayed the machine. Actually, I hadn't seen it myself--but I'd chosen a
nice blue leather-upholstered one in the shop--and two broken thumb nails later,
I'd got the crate undone and there it was.

The colour scheme was/BBAt I had picked out--instead of delicate blue, the
1lid was a sort of bewildered dun brown, and the body of the machine was encased
in thin-textured leather of fantastic aesthetic appearance, rather like a series
of small poached eggs on a Toskey shirt. My wife, showing rather poor taste in
front of the children, immediately donned her sun-glasses, and the two children,
now firmly convinced it was a hoax, rushed back to Yogi Bear on TV.

This was shattering to my morale,

My motivation for procuring the record player had been almost purely unsel-
fish., True, I liked classical music (so called), but more important, I had
decided it was my parental duty to do my level best to bring a mite of culture
into the Berry household.....so that my children could go into the world firmly
convinced that the works of Beethoven, Tchaikovsky and Rachmaninov were equally
as good (if not better) than Rock 'n Roll, Calypso and the Cha-Cha.

I opened the 1id of the record player and looked with awe and pride at the
efficient machinery waiting to pulse with life within.....this brought the
family back on my side, it was A FACT, the miracle had HAPPENED--IT WAS A BONA
FIDE RECORD PLAYER!

"Play something," said Kathleen.

Those of you who know me realise that I have certain deeply rooted psycho-
logical blocks. I am single minded to the extreme. For five years I had planned
and saved to buy a record player--it was almost an obsession--it WAS an obsession--
no matter what the cost, I was going to get one, So engrossed did I become with
the eventual possibility of possessing a record player that the true purpose of
owning one had receded from my mind, until I had become convinced that the
beginning and end of the matter was simply to own one.

Now, Kathleen's request had thrown a completely new aspect on the joy of
ownership!

"I__er___ll

My wife was so astonished that she took off her sunglasses and looked at me
in perplexity. '"Don't say you haven't bought any discs for it?" she hissed.

"No I have not," I said. "I've been half a decade making supreme sacrifices
to save up my pocket money for a record player, and now you spoil the tremulous
thrill of having got it by being mundane and sneaky and asking me to play
something on it. D'you want my blood too?"

I was deeply insulted.

"Besides which,”" I lied, "I planned for your to go to the record shop down
the road and buy some records for it tomorrow."

This had a salving effect, as I had envisaged. I carried the machine like a
baby to the bedroom, laid it down on the floorboards with reverence and care,
and spent a couple of joy-filled hours compiling a list of what I wanted my wife
to purchase on the morrow:

Samuel Barber-- Adagio for Strings Tchaikovsky-- Serenade for Strings

Donna Diana-- Reznejec Rachmaninov-- Variations on a Theme

Tchaikovsky-- Violin Concerto of Pagannini
Mozart-- Eine Kleine Nachtmusik

I gave her what I considered to be sufficient money to make the purchases,
and looked forward with considerable delight to actually playing them on the
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morrow,
RRxNRt B2 3 B33

I thought about the rapidly approaching pleasures throughout my hours in the
office the next day and on the spur of the moment telephoned the Reverend Jeremiah
Roberts, the Methodist Minister. We had recently joined the Methodist Church,
and he had come round to introduce himself one evening, and during the ensuing
intellectual conversation I had elicited the information that he didn't play Canasta
but he did like classical music.

I asked him if he'd like to come round that night for an informal concert on
my new record player--and he opined he would be delighted----

fededed EE 33 1 Jhhet

Several chaps in my office had record players, and from one I borrowed
Tchaikovsky's 6th Symphony, The Pathetique (how well I recalled hearing it played
on Toskey's hifi set in his new house in Seattle) so that I could give the evening's
performance a suitable climax.

So with the borrowed sheaf of symphonic records I raced home, and dived into
the bedroom. I clutched the record player like a newborn child and tiptoed gently
downstairs.

My wife and children hadn't returned from the record safari, so I decided to
play the first movement to get the hang of the mechanism.

Mechanisms always bewilder me.

TV is all right, because you just turn a switch, but anything which requires
the slightest, even elementary fiddling about always puts me in a state of befuddle-
ment.

I had thought that all that was required was to plug in and turn a switch, but
all sorts of arms and levers and knobs stared at me.

Understand, the only record player I'd previously had experience with was
my father's, a charming thick mahogany box with a big horn, and the words and music
were on small round cylinders, I vividly recall a technicolour illo on the horn,
depicting a white dog listening with cocked ears and bent head at sound emanating
therefrom. All that was required was to crouch in an alert stance and turn a
whacking great handle--and if the musical evening lasted for more than a couple of
hours, we lay round the room like wet rags whilst the wavering strains of a Harry
Lauder pop sank into oblivion......

Now I saw, in one inside cranny alone, a dial which indicated four numbers:
16--33-45-78. My Pathetique records were 78, and the instructions were that the
78 stylo was to be used for 78 records only. This was clear to me. But the only
other stylo had LP on it. I had heard of long-playing records--but I couldn't
visualize that 16-33-45 could all be LP's----this was but one instance of my inno-
cence..sse

I popped next door and borrowed a 45 rpm disc from the student living there---
I think the record gave a performance by a certain Bunk Johnston---although the disc
was for experimental purposes only, I do recollect it was some sort of jazz.

I played the disc through, and then sat back to watch the delightful synchron-
ization of mechanical movement as the stylo arm returned to its cradle. It did
return to its cradle, and I was just about to congratulate myself on my superb
purchase, when the blasted stylo arm jumped up from the cradle again and onto the
record and more flippin' Bunk Johnston. I was mesmerized.

After seven renderings of Bunk doing his nut, I sensed that I was doing some-
thing wrong. It would have been simple to have switched the electricity off, but
that would have been a retrograde step.

During the eighth encore, I decided to experiment, and damn the consequences.
I moved the control lever to REJECT and back again to its normal MANUAL position.
This put me one up, I considered, and it did seem to me that the delicate mechanism
inside pondered over its next step. The stylo arm wavered to its cradle, and for
some scconds something seemed to strain--and I sensed the victory of mind over
matter--and then--irrevocably--a ninth Bunk Johnston......

I switched off in disgust, and back to the instructions.....how I longed for
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a nice simple handle to turn.....

The Reverend Roberts came in.

Redevedeve fedideded

It was just after 8 pm. I wondered where my family had gone--probably to her
mother's. At least I had control over the 78 rpm side of it, so we sat back and
had earfuls of the Pathetique. At the end of each disc I switched off, turned the
disc over, and switched on again.

Halfway through the last movement of the Pathetique, Diane and the children
came in--she said excitedly that after shopping--and she displayed a pile of discs--
she had gone to her mother's for tea, and sorry she was late.

Now, of course, with a pile of records at my disposal, I knew that the stylo
arm could whizz backwards and forwards ad infinitum.... I pulled the discs from
the packets, stacked them onto the spindle, put the 1id down, drank coffee my wife
brought in, and smiled knowingly at the reverend.

"Your favourites, sir," I said. "I remembered especially that you liked
Tchaikovsky's Violin Concerto, and it'samongst the ones I told my wife to buy this
afternoon...."

I caught the Reverend's coffee cup as it rebounded off the ceiling...unfor-
tunately, he didn't catch mine.....the contents he did.....but not the cup.

B B (Y RNt

"Dearheart," I cringed, after he'd borrowed an old coat of mine and staggered
to his car, a broken man, "why the hell didn't you tell me you'd bought Jailhouse
Rock and all the rest of this moronic collection of juvenile trash? I hate to think
what the sermon will be next Sunday night--I might even break a life-long rule and
go and listen--and as for his opinion of you..."

"It was a matter of finance," she explained nervously. 'For example,
Tchaikovsky's Violin Concerto would have cost 30 shillings (S4.30) yet for the
same price I got "Don't knock the Rock"-"Jailhouse Rock"-"Wooden Heart"-"Tonight
is so right for love"-"And the heavens cried"-"I'll be down to see ya in a taxi,
honey"-"Boogie Woogie Beat™-and--"

"Don't remind me of that last monstrosity," I sobbed. "There he was, holding
his coffee cup with right little finger rampant, his lips pursed expectantly for the
delightful opening strains of the allegro moderato, and what happens---seventy
six trombones blast out like devils berserk and this idiot breaks out with a blatant
shriek of "Don't you rock me, Daddy 0"--ghod, I'll never forget the way the Rever-
end's both eyes suddenly switched to look at each other in complete and utter
incredulity...."

"I'm really sorry," she said, "but instead of those classics you wanted, I've
got over twenty pops, including the top ten, six Elvises, six Anthony Newleys,
four Connie Francises and two...."

"Phillistine," I hissed. And then I pondered. "Ah well, if you've got them
I may as well listen, if only to guage the tonal resonance...."

Frustrating, wasn't it? And me all set for a classical evening with the
reverend--most damning to my prestige.

Honestly, some people are selfish!

fefhdid

John Berry
1961

HWYL ANNEX (Genuine Certified End of the Page Filler)

Al halevy stopped by our house last Tuesday, on his way home from Israel. He
had a great time there, and we enjoyed hearing about it. He showed us a number of
things he had brought back from Israel, and after dinner he made Arabian coffee
and brought out dates and halvah, and shcwed slides of Israel (a most beautiful and
fascinating country), and then we sat around listening to Al's Hebrew folk singer
record and eating more halvah and talking about Middle East politics and the War
‘for Independence. Israel is now far more real to me than it used to be. Elinor
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WoToT "Hai2koE ESNU™ ROLOUSES SEAYOE SBI0A NiIDIssA (OB JOEsY)CHLeE T2id,

No doubt you've heard by now that the Pacificon II Committee got a little
nervous about one of the Con's members and asked a lawyer if it were safe for
them to keep him on the Roster. He said it wasn't, so they didn't,

And no doubt that's not the way you read it elsewhere at great length, for
the predictable turmoil hEE—bnsued, and it looks like a hot summer.

I'm not a lawyer. Neither am I a member of the Committee, sharing their
labors and their risks, legal, financial, or what have you. Nor am I on the spot
in the BArea to evaluate this whole thing firsthand for myself. But if I were in
the Committee's shoes at this point, I would most certainly heed and act upon the
professional advice of a competent attorney rather than upon the emotional react-
ions of a few fans who are neither legally-trained nor [and more important] in
the position of sharing one iota of the Committee's risks and responsibilities.

I have always noticed how easy it is to be a hero when you're not under the gun.

I cite that no sane individual with much experience of and in fandom would
ever voluntarily open the door to all the shouting and raging that is inevitable
in any case of "expulsion", unless it seemed to be absolutely necessary. And the
current Committee is about as sane [barring the fact that they are on the Committ-
ee in the first place!] and experienced a crew as you are apt to find anywhere.
So without arguing every detail or complaining that these people,<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>