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Now here's another unrcasonably oversized issue of CRY (nominally) of the
N e o g b il November 1958

CRY is about as monthly as you can.get. It goes to pcoplc who send acccptable
trades, or rcvicw CRY and prove it, or make, the lettercol, or are allony 6 AN Gl 4 f ;
, Tovicw—~column, or arc in thr good graces of Toskey and romlnd him of it from time
~to time, or subscribe. Subscribers rcceive 12 issucs. for $2, 5 for §l, or single
issucs for 25¢ cach., 0ddly cnough, wc kcep gottlng new and ronowal subscribers,
scnding their ill-gotten loot to Box 92, 920 3rd Avc, Scattle 4, Wash, Beneficiar—
ics of such prodigality include Wally Weber, F If Busby, Burnctt R Toskey, Elinor
Busby, and Otto Pfeifer. We all thank you, gratofully slapping our fat flankss«
hcrels no point in hiding the CONTRENTS :
Front & Back Covers: Photographs by Ilinor, lMultigraphcd Captions by Toskoy,
(thho processing by Pilgrim Press-- a nice job at a friendly rato)

Conduoting this page is . F. M, Busby it's page 3
The S-# Ficld Plowecd Under Renfrew Pcmberton 4
STtk ST Qs -l . P Holocaust (sharcs the pages) 4
Panzinc Revicws Carl Brandon 9
SouthGate 7ally Weber (and others) 12
Who's Who In The WSFS George Nims Raybin 17
I Mct A Vitch . John Berry _ : 18
The Domestic Suburbanites VW Marland Frecnzel 20
Herbic : : I' C Purvis j _ o1
Blasting thc Books .Leslic Gerber ' 22
Shakcspecarc Becomes a Lettcrhack

‘for .the CRY Bruce Peclg; C23H26N204 : 2

The Deeckie—~Boyd Songs '

(6RY of thc Rcaders) - : conducted by Elinor ' 25
concerning Font loomaw : F M Busby 44

Art Dobltsg Adklns 28, ATom 9, 25, 27, 31 33, Garconc 18 Harncss 36
Holocaust 4, 5, 6, 7, 8, Kane 35, Rch 40 Parkor 51

ull rlght—mlndod persons will bo: ovorgoycd to note that thc "Berry to Detroit®
Fand 3is-ofit 1o a-finestarte - [he  Numitse objecti vey - Qf~ coursey*is- to *bring Sfohn
Berry to the 1959 'orld Conventiom, in Detroit., John has given his cnthusiastic
assurancce to thc projcct., rund sponsors'(to datcy; only; more arc oxpoctcd) arc
Iick & Norcen Falasca, Dick Flliigton, F M & Elinor Busby, Stephen F Schultheis,
Boyd Racburn, and the cntirc (Detroit) 17th Vorlds Science-Fiction Convention
Committec. Fund Hoadquaters (stick an "r" in there) .is in carc of William C
Rickhardt (ol' Bill), 21175 Goldsmith, Farmington, NlChlgdn (it's ncar Detroit).

There will be a sav1ngnclauso on this Fund, to tho effect that all contributions
of or aver thc amount of (probably) $2  will be roturnod in the cvent of failurc to
fulfill the Fund's objcctive-— no 'substitute' goal or ”good causc" will be invokeds
all you Big Plungers arc assurcd that your contributions will be uscd as intended,
or rcturncd, Xick in to Bill Rickhardt, 21175 Goldsmith, Farmington, Mich., huh?

RLINOR Carrics The Hosc; typing(& illustrating here & therc) 23 stencils, whilc
vially, Tosk, &I goofed -off with only 7 cach., Thc two extra pages between 16 & 17
arc matcrial that ally forgot about until aftcr the Contents were typcd and page
numbers on all the other stencilss 'So this is actually a 46-page CRY, not counting

he blank inside covers. Tlell, next time we'll hold 4% down, ch Tosk? Eh, Wally?
Ima o TS e R s i 6 o6 o

The Namecless haven't yct choscn a ﬁ{ﬁﬁfﬁ Siter for Seattlels !'59 WesterCon, to
bc held over the July 4th weekend., VWe'll lect you know, when they do, ——FWB
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by Renfrew Pemberton

This is the 40th Pemberton (R.) column. Since starting, in CRY #81 for June
155, it's been monthly with the exception of Aug '55 (which the CRY missed) and Oct
of the same year (which Pemberton missed). So buy me a beer, you there on the end.oo .

TNFIHITY, Nov (now monthly, says the fine print): "Spacerogue', by Webber Martin,

rates both the cover and the blurb as a "short novel'; on the basis of a purely intro-

ductory and disconnected passage., The story itself is straight A¥C*T*I*#0%N with the
exile returnirng to Fight against the Tyrannous Usurper. (Knox, Knoxs who's there?)

Short stories (6 of 'em): Randall Garrett's "Burden the Hand" appears to be an
action vignette salvaged from a longer piece that wouldn't jell to sell, There are
good points, too curtly made to impress the reader as (doubtless) planned.

"Ozymandias" (Jorgensen) reiterates the conflict of far-seeing scientist and
blind militarist, once all-too-often again., Guess who Ivar lets win, again.

Bertram Chandler's "Planet of I1ll Repute" poignantly argues the opposite side
of the "leave those poor unspoiled natives alone, you despoilers" argument. Thinkye.

#Mhere Was an 0ld Yoman-—~" is Bob Silverberg's answer to the Environment—is—ALL
boys, couched in the framework of a rather intriguing line of plot., Agberg also does
the PB reviews. Cogently, he does them, but tastes do vary. :

"Go to Sleep, my Darling®, by Yinston Marks, is a telepathic-baby yarn with a
difference; you may not like it,; but baby--dumpling is rougher'n a cob.

John V Peterson's "The 0ddly Llusive Brunette" is in the same moronic manner as
his "Gently Orbitting Blonde™ a year or so ago in Galaxy. Attentions birds, only.

Panfare gives tasteful farewells to two of Fandom's Lost: McCain, and Laney.
(Too bad Science-Tiction Times was still too juvenile to be able to do~this.)

FUTURE, Dec: Bill Vesley's novelet, "Crash Program", is a modified plague-from-
space gimmick that would have gone GRIAT about 1940, Thesc days, it suffers a 1i'l.

"Gift From The Stars" (Kate "ilheIm) shows that Greed is Blind and No Goods
Tom Scortia begins a scriecs of articles on "The Race Into Space'™ with a bit of pre-
digested math relating to rocket theory, and a discussion of factors in solid fuels.
WPhe lew Science of Astronomy", by (ATTENTION,.all you summer~soldiering Ca¥-letter—
hacks) DONALD FLANSON, is semi-fiction, semi~spcculation, Tun for one and all.

(And pooey on double-spacing between paragraphs, when we're trying %o hold dovm
the size of the CRY, and the lettercol won't get in step) TNditor Lowndes gives us
anothor installment of S-F Past. (1928, this time); so “classic" means "out-of-print'.

Marg St Clair's "Vector" is another fragment that reads like salvage from a
rejocfed longer piece, Littul Peepul rebel against Persccution some more, and will
you move over so's I can puke here in the corner? I need to brace mysclf, more. Noi
just Miz St Clair does thisy I've had it from all over, ;

Somehow, neither of these two zines did

Ll ol Lo too much for me, this time. And that's a bad
SE / Se e : thing, with the ficld shrinking, the way it's
SIC.. - TS S - doing lately. I'%d rather be impolled to sound
"‘Q, o a loud tocsin for all the entries; but nobody
\ ' A has that much benzedrine.
\::,/ﬂ~ *  Shall we then, you and I, go to the next

page,. and seec what may befall us there?

_ ; ILet!se
BT riocver rcad the DLOZIiRCS. s
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SUFZR-5CIENCE, Dec: S-F Times says tlhiat this onc is going fully-monster in the April
1§ o I Clatslie S 55 hasn't doile So as Vet sidyerats HPhe T Aliles e e Hatersittisisiont
of killed decad by the title and blurb; what's with these editors? The tale is not
the most for dcep, but descrves boctcr editorial treatment than was available,
“First Ilan in a Satellite™ ( Chas Runyon) naturally has the titleman ungble to
comc home in one picce, Starting with last month's F&SF, therc'll likely be a rash
of these. This onc won't be the worst.
' Cal Knox' "The Unique and Terrible Compulsion™ is a rcasonably-good go-native
story, but by no means as unique as you (or the cditor) might thinks I'm sure that
Calvin lknew better but was too polite to tell the editor of SSF about it
"the Tast-Moving Ones'", by J F Bone, ingenioudy interspérses known facts about
ictabolism into a disparate-motion plot viceversa to'the "Waitabits'. It figures.
“iich 'atson's "Exiled From larth" Jerks at a tear that doesn't come EILIE Al
Tllison's i'Creature From Spacec” flops badly on the shapo—ohanglng»monstor themes wie
have ‘the utterly incongruous buildup (the F*A%BXU*L*0*U*S ship's crew, almost as
believable as Paul Bunyan except for the lack of motivation); the Monster is treated
perfectly well, for stylec, but against thc background of the Idiotic Crew, who carcs?
Alan Nouruo s '‘quickie "The Utter Strangcr" is slight but good, on the theme of
the alicen socLlng help. Herc There Be (for a change, in this zine) Logick.,

IF, Dec: Rog Phillips' “Rat in the Skull" subordinates a roatty ¥WAE7$5YR128%2 stiia1-

Torn sct of stercotypes whien the ideas must lie down and let the Action occur., This
onc could have becn torrlflc, if it hadn't been for the¢ 1940 cndlng. Tsk, Roge.
"o Vhole Glorious “Jeeks', by 7i11- Worthington (it may be), cxploros a futurc
so checrless that you ‘take a vapcation on thé chain-gang, just for kicks. Consistent,
Tecd Thomas' “Satcllitc Passage"' is-a possible futurc circumstance on the Satel-
lite Circuit;' Ted's thought -on tho'subjoct is certainly of intercst. Any bets?

'"Tho Hight. of Hoggy Darn"”, by R-M Mclcnna, descrves a bit of study. Here's a -
1110nvs lifc piccec: man colonlzcs and gets sct-back on his colonj things arc tough
511~ overs Unfortunatcly, there's: no gquestion but that Man has the Author on His
Sitdie o wOitiErRpSeR i SE a fino bit of: puzzlo~91001ng story. Not so obvious, huh?

Jordwainer Smith's "Jcstern Scicnce is so Jonderful! sccms to have sold on the
author's rcputation and the (bravo, of coursc) anticommunist kick. Otherwisc, ol'
Cordvizginer, that Good Boy, is~ just horsing around. with his usual Dcathless, Prosc.

"Half around Pluto* (Manly Viode Vellman) is a well~written version of the old,
OLD marooncd—iithout-hopc plot. Phil Dick's "Null-0" is still anothcr of these savage
satircs that is supposcd to gct us to shape up and act sensible. It's good; and I
belicve the man's premise—-- 8o what clse can: I''say? _-So, rcadrit. 1F, undcr the
dircction.of damon knight, is becoming damn' good: rcading.

. SATELLIT®, Dcc: Lead novel is E.C.Tubb's "The Resurrected Man"; whosc hero dics
in space and is revivified five ycars later to find a, 20-ycars' war cnded, and no

. market for his space-fighting skills., You'd be surpriscd how rough things gct, so

quickly, for this utterly unique individual. 4nd so, what with radiation, liquor,
gladiatorial combat, and cating too much, hc rcverts to an apc.and has to be shot.
Sidelights doos anyonc remcmber a story '

in Gollicr's, way back in the fall of, may be :%8 -
1932, to wits millionairc named Masterson is STC ..

revived from dcath, gocs into scclusion on a
¥f/cstern ranch, rcverts to ape in privacy and
then is shot becausc people think the Thing
must havc killed Mastcrson? Gimmick was that
lifc was restored to the body, but no soul.
The interesting part of the cqmparison is that
the Collicr's story was a Short-Short— all
the major clecments of Tubb's novcl, on onc The s s it
pagc, Wish I knew who wrotc thate... e ond
Anybody have any clucs??

(]
\n
n
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SATELIITE's short storics: Harlan Lllison's "My Brothcr Paulie' is a paradox-
pieces the switch-cnding converts an All-Action job into a jaw-dropping extrapolat—
ion of the possibilitics of psycho-conditianing. Thc jaw drops at the melting of a
metal door from the sheer strength of the victim's hallucination (killer with a
blaster). Jaw drops cven farther, however, at hallucination's being strong enough
to melt door but not to kill victim (the cvidence of voodoo to the contrary, ctc).

"Pucsday Herc" (Charles Hinstein) is onc of those Barc New Concept picces that
were the backbone of scicnce—fiction in the carly 1930's. Perhaps that's thc answer;
the story may come from onc of the outcr-space backward-Earths postulated by the
author., Therec is noy, how you say, plot? '

Tdward Romns, in his 4-pagc '"Thc Return" abstracts the kicker from "Voyage that
Lasted 600 Yecars" (Wilcox) and "Far Centaurus" (van Vogt), to namc but two of many-—-—
and sclls it once again, all by its little selfy with no supporting plot at all,

Stanlcey Mullen's "Glasshcad! is a sad talc of a stcllar castaway displaycd on .
Larth as a frecak, Somchow, the buildup docsn't bring the ending off as planncd.

Sam Moskowitz discusscs the stfnal contributions of Edgar Allan Poc.

With the Feb (next) issuc, SATELLITE announces monthly publication and larger
(8% by 11) size~— no mention of pagccount. Judging by the bottom—of-the-—barrel
cffcct given by most of this zinels short storics and a fair proportion of its
rpcont noveIs, thc announced cxpansion scems ill-advised at present. Ve'll scc,

ASTOUNDING, Nove an intcresting issuc., Editorially, cons1dorablc crudtion is
uscd to makec Westbrook Pegler's point that a few good tough cops with clubs could
clcan up any JD=-ovcrrun arca in thc country. This may or may not bc corrcct; might
not hurt to try the tlicory out—— the medics wouldn't mind patching thugs' skulls for
awhilc, as a changc from victims', I supposec,

Poul Andcrson begins a 2-part for-fun scrial, "A Bicyclec Built For Brew'", sct
in a group of '"tcrraformed" astcroids ou know—— artificial gravity, and llko that)
scttled by various cxtremist splintcr-groups. In this casc, it's thc all-out Frecec
Irish vs thc Stuart legitimists under King Jamcs IV, with the pcrsonnel of a caught—
in-thc-middlc trading ship as protagonists,; and... that's cnough; rcad it.

Chris Anvil's "Goliath and thc Beanstallk" has pacifists with tho gimmick of the
irresistible wcapon. And in this cascy,; I don't complain of the givecaway by title
and blurb, 3By itsclf, the solution is all too dcus-cx=machinistic. This onc is
well-vritten and would be worthy of a better-reasoncd windup.

"Stimulus", by Andrew Salmonds this clinclics another suspected criterion of
today's Perfcet aSF Story, Not only must it precach that (1)the Universe docs not
forgive mistakcs, however well-intcntioned, and (2)that we humans will win, bccausc
we arc somchow strongor—bottor—smartor~toughor—moaner, and bcsides we're us—— thesc
days, thc aSF Story must show us thc rcversc side of our accepted attltudos, and so
Makc Us Think. ilcll, that's OK; I don't mind a little thinking once in a whilc.

Mr Salmond's novolct utilizes the catspaw theme some more, only with us on the
hot ond of the stick. D[asy to gucss who'll laugh Jast, of coursc, but it rcads well,

MGifts" (Gordon chkson) puts onc avcragc man on tho spot of having to accept
or roject; for the entire human raccj. an offer of Galactic aid which (he rcalizes)
has implications far beyond his undcrstanding. No obvious mishmash about ulterior
motivés: it's just all too damn big for the guy. So, was he right, or was hc wrong?

"Unhuman Sacrificc™, by Kathcrinc MacLecan, is a& fugghcad-missionary story. It's

Svabr s a convincing fug-mis talc, cxccpt that the
SIC b % 3 mis is just too fug to bc true, turncd
SIC {r\x Y £ Toosc in a hlgh—prlcod spaccship to goof
STC ' 2! _” up an cxpensively-locatcd planct. But it
SHLG \\ v #; talzes all kinds to put sufficicnt conflict

into a plote. Anyhow, thc-solution of the
problem . was absolutcly perfect, and the

littlc cpiloguc~items were choice indced.
Miz MacLcan, ma'am, do somc more, pleasc.

"But I rcad Pembertone."



ASTOUNDING is also notable for PSchuyler Millcr's thoughty discussions of book-
simc stf., And Doctor Asimov gives a thorough buildup for a quick oncec—oveT on poSSe
iblec rcasons why wc'rc not rcceiving cnvoys from Galactic Federations.

GALAXY, Dcc 1958: and here is the Big News of the Year. With the next (Feb 59)
issuc, Galaxy gocs bi--monthly, 196 pages, and 50¢. Room for longer stuff, and cven
the ncar-booklength can go as a -two—part scrial. For quick money to tide the zinc
over the transition period, sub-rates arc held to the old lcvel for a limited time.
Personally, ‘I subscribed; this change (in contradistinction to Satcllite's) scems to
bc sound, and I wouldn't likc to scc it fail for the lack of a little risk-capital.

' Tditor ‘Gold points out that Galaxy rcadcrs werc asked, back in the carly days,
to help sct the zine's policics—-— that it was the rcaders who voted down the letter—
col, and ctc. Now, again, rcadcr opinion is askecd; with a ncw format, changes can
bc incorporated. So write! (I votcd for considcrablc usc of longer matcrial as
opposcd to innumcrable forgettablc shorts, for a lcttercoly for cditorials most of
the timec, for scrials of no morc parts than two, for Willy Lcy as nccessary and also
sufficient on the scicnce-fact s1do, with possible rarc additive cxceptions, for a
ncw book-revicwer less allergic to scicnce~fiction~as—such than is Floyd C Gale, and
for bighod-yes-I-said-it-and-I' m-glad: fanzine revicws., Anyhow, I voted.)

If therc arc any Galaxy-despiscrs left over from the hatc-Galaxy fad ofsatiyear
or two ago, I would say that a good time %o drop that kick would bc last summer. IT
any of you arc missing Robert Schocklcy's litime sKeslleniP SN amBsaiddernedy o yEoits &
this (Dec) issuc we have Part 3;-and herc it becomes apparont that Scheckley is doing
somothing that has nccded doing for a }ooong timc—— he is thoroughly and methodically
dcveloping the central idea. of "Time Killer", coxploring all its fascinating faccts.,

_Vlc have a grcat numbcr of stf novels which introduce perfectly intriguing ideas,
play around with them for awhilo,’and then drop them half-cxplorced in order to avoid
holding up the A*C*T*I*0*N, If yow arc, as I am, fcd up with this half-Klass'd ‘way
of wrltlng, I rccommend to you this offering by Herr Scheckley. The gimmick is a
futuro scientific Hercafter; from this; Rob't takes off into a systematic theorizing
on’ cvery aspcet of supcrnatural idcology and superstition. He does this without any
dctracting from thc marching of the plot,; action and all. I choose to belicve that
the man is doing all this on purposc, just to prove that it can be done-- that it is
not neccesgsary to wash out thd Idea to kcep tho continuity rolllng. And I hope to
Ghod that ho succceds in sctting a sort of standard-- that novel-length vriters will
be bound by Scheckley's cxample to czplorc their gimmicks, rather than lcaving them
hanging out to dry in the usual backwash of thud-and-blunder. /And most sinccrcly, I
hopc that Scheckley dodsn't make a complctc ass out of me by dropping his currcnt
approach and going all-out for Action in his final installment. (Actually, I can sce
only onc definitive cnding for this story, and that an cquivocal one in terms of the

valucs of Dadten 1. Tl My abt s fthe ‘carly and major portion of Part 4,that worrics. )

'inn ©'Donncvan's '"Join Now' (novella, 38 pages) gimmicks—out on the paossibility
of spllttlng a mind along Frcudian lincs (supcr-cgo, idy; and libido—- Mr O'Donncvan,
sir, arc you surc you'rc digging Herr Frcud with an unwarpcd spadc?); with the plain
ol! normal body housing the supcr-cgo while the other components go. forth in synthet-
ic bodics to scck their fortuncs on Far Plancts, with no Recturn Guarantce. In fact,
the cntirc story is devoted to the qucst of g

poor ol' supcr-cgo,; to induce his formcr SIC //’>>QJ“\ 4{

brainmates to intcgratc with him, Little EIC ‘ \\

Rock just isn't in it, I toll you. Sl A8 }‘
"Nightmare With Zeppelins' is a-Pohl- \ Z S

{ornbluth rcconstruction of a very carly : i \”“i//(

stylc of S-F talc, with cmphasis on satirc e y

of the "makc war too horrible" school of
thought as attributcd to thc late Nobel.
. lovingly-mpldcd talec, as you might have

cxpccted from thesc master craftsmen. L= "so's I'll know what's wrong with tho

prozines., And I rcad the CRYlctters™
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h Galaxy's Herr Lcy discusscs, dcep-sca lifc, and its stratification, in his piccc
titled "The Strange Planct Hext Doorxrl,
™ “Jack Vancc's novclet (24 pages) "Ullward's Retrcat" is a hydra-hcaded satire:
first he takecs off on the crowdcd-humanity theme a la ""Caves of Stool”, burlcsquing
it to thc utmost; then he frees a character from the ratrace—- and drops the other
shoc. Though rcadable and enjoyablc, this comes ncarcst to justifying the chronic
complaint,that Galaxy cxtends and magnifics the trivial, of anything in thc issuc.
Liot that thé problem is trivial; unfortunately it's not. But it's a casc of too
littlc to say, rcally, sprcad too far,

Fritz Loiber'!'s "The Number of the Beast™ is a nice little 1ntorstollar whodunit
with the proper clucs dutifully displaycd,; if only wec'd pay att sontion.

Floyd C Galc docs a good job of av01d1ng further aggravation of his unfortunatc
allcrgy to scicncc—fiction other than amatcur, juvenile, or. otherwise pscudo-,

Jith 38 pades. ofrtho.Schecklcy sorlal this Galaxy hcid up very well,

F & S F, Dec:hlgis Budrys' "The ~,L)(o and the Lightning" cxzplorcs a spy~ray typc
of socicty, with scmi-rcasonablc paramctcrs. Suspicion is the watchword, and the
barc thought of a Dcicctor to countcract -Scanncrs ‘(which have hcat-ray attachmcnts)
is intolcrablc to thc populaco. Intercsting; but obscurc in spotss ham cnding.

Doctor iASimow /tho good witch doctor) contributcs a much-nceded discussion of

he rclationships bctwoun n the inversquarcly—diminishing farce of grav1tatlon, escapc
velocitics, and why Surfacc Gravity disn't the .entirce story if'n you'rce fixing to
land afd takc off from a ncw planct vath limitced fucl. A rcadablc, intcrcsting
antidotc to the slop you sce in the ncwspapers. ('Boyond the pull of gravity'"-—- ECH)

Spealking of witoh-doctors, Anthony Boucher (in "The Pink Catcrpillar") uscs them
T5(0)  (CNTIE(0) G - ezl aie TLactel MiSONel, (o%E tiHOntranling cxilc, not cntirely cixplained, but. potent,

3 Miriam Allen dclord's ”Tlnoquako“ rumplos sy day ! s—mombhiio i Nraimeist ol cibve AR NlicR
and'ther .chancc,.-t Of coursc, he's noti the only one...

"Tittle Old Miss Macbeth" (Fritz Leibor) is too offcetive for its onding. ‘Tsk.

"Honcysucklc Cottage™ is a. hilarious Yodchousc rcprint from "Mcet: Mr Mullincr".

Judith Mcrril's "ijish Upon a. Star' continuos the spacc—-coloniging -voyagce that
bezan with 4 malc flunkics brpCdlﬂg with. 20 femalc administrator-tcchnicianss this
story 'starts with thc sccond gencration rcaching maturity. It cnds cither ambiguously
or holding out for another soquol I can't tell vhich, for sure. Mostly good.

Boucher's revicw column is shorter than usual, but cvery bit as cogent,

"Dream Girl', by Ron Goulart, is another matorializod—hallucination job. This
un isn!t crosswise in its .own throat likec Ellison's, but it docs pcter out, some.

- #1Somcbody's Clothos—-- Somcbody's Lifc? (Corncll ioolrich) is perhaps a thicker
slicé of lifc than we're accustomed to, herc in the Ficld, Perhaps overdrawn at thc
boglnnlng, it is thoroughly human in thc lattcr half, though onding paradoxically.

Jaltcr Tevis' "Far From Home!" did rcad for awhllo T LAt TaL i i©aete) (eleptialEy, Gb@) Trbhca
out. to be onc of thosc pointless New Yorker bits, but the windup saved its: oh, it
uuroly el Gl Rl * T 1 analytlc about thisaEort of- thing, viithout spoiling 1t.

Oncc acalnq et di sl A rcadlng—rﬁactlons arc not necessarily mirrorcd truly in
the writeup, To “clarifyigigspaciailly liked
IF, ASF, & GALLYY, 'this month. F&SF also,

SIC e e in a mildcr fashion. The rest of the lot did
SIC not have it so well, for this appcarancc.
SIC.. FANTASTIC UNIVERSE is cither cxtremely

latc or has (in thc jargon of S-F Times)
"temporarily suspended", like PLANET, -I'd
say that the rccord proves, now, that.a stf-
zinc can't be salvaged by appcaling to the
Lunatic Fringe, sauccr or otherwisc. The goof
will buy his own astrology or othcer niwitzinc,
bccausc yours is too dilutc for him, Prosite.

_ : DAl Lot's hike up our pants—cufifs and skirts, and
S W - . ((pm)) dancc, huh? Just don't splash so much.

"sols I'll know what's wrong with
Pcmberton!"
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Fijagh ¥, Diek ElIinzton, PO Box 10N, Gooper 3tatiod, How Yorlk 3, New

S Yorle; sent to OMPA members tho a letter of comment will suffice
if you don't belong., Most of the material is rcadable and entertaining,
but. .thisliistandes ‘out for a'little mem of a thing, venied 'I gudss by
Ellington, nurporting to be an account of a Russian consular official

who mcets up with some fans. Tho first bunch arc called the New Yorlk:

S.I'. Squarc, decadent petty bourzeois intellectuals who bssk in the luxury
of Riverside Drive. The sccond proun arc heroic worker-types that run

off underground wmimcoed mags in a ccllar in Greenwich Village, ant the
alttihor mects thom just in time to warn thom of apolice raid initiated by
the Squares. The elowments of fannish allusion and political parody have
been blcnded togather here to form an enjoyable niece that isn't overly
obscurec.

JD/Scurvy ;#31; CiPA, 204 or /%1 from Lynn A, Niclman, 30l N. L6 Site

R S E3T: Vet “Till Inoh 8y SSens,  'I* have no’ objeetion against’ fans
'zines being put out by, for, and about Tans; a lot of intercsting rcading
fall st o Tluiss watEgony J = But, - ElieRe Vs 'a richt- way and a wrong way to zo
about it, anc somchow T don't feel that writing on the samec level as a tcle-
PhomE 0 g CTORy bRt e HT it 0 FordmEta:--1 T o  more’ plet, vhant the yecllow
pages and about as much charactorization as the zeneral listinss with the
bulk of the spacc devoted to a listing of namcs. This is about the sub-
stance: of the dteins penned by JimiHarmen and the cditer: T would cxpect
scmething better than this from Harmon who broke into fannish LS. = 9.0, %00
spcal, via the door to Harlam Ellison's room at the 195l Midwestcon, with
a descriptive articlc cof the scene in Psychotic., Dan lMcPhail's South-
westercon reovort isn't as devoted to nanc dropning, but then hiis mgy be
duc to the fact that not many pcoplec attended the thing. T'd suggest
Ron Bennettt!s Fandircctory; not only arc thc names in alphabctical ader,
but hec also furnishes addrcsses to go along with 'cm,

Whon ;#1, L/50¢, Robert Foster, 2955 Tudor Avenue, Victoria,B,C.,, Canada,
This first issue doesn't get strung up on'a nscudo-pro kicl,
which usgd to bug the cfforts of nowcomors in past ycars, instcad it sccms
to lave pastedsions of being .1itble mag~ish with quality and a4 1. Tt
cocsn't succced too well. Piction, poectry, book revicws, and a chatter
column comprisc the matcerial, all hollow in contont and pporl v dome; Sy Ehc
artvork and gencral lay-out arc lilewisc ill-conceived, Putting out :a
fmz in sideways half-lcgmal is cumbersome, but at I ast the cditor ia de
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rcading ‘a bit casier by using dummicd double colwmns instcad of solid
text i+ Howevegh ST @emiss think thalt justilticd marging are justifiecd-when
1t weurle. Blashe IO HSISNSEsero . PO ¥ 1y « gghat Pull 80 % -1 mag:  suels Lac i Fcg
d ol I's v e e M isEsSeEr e B el 1 47 Whon T thesr cad ing -mat er Is—of Slew e lstome:
Inriviendo, «for instancc, has a wvery rcadable layout that is no hassle at
alil Ge work et isTies 1 1LEos and jle ttewdns arc ‘cut  and: thie s toncdil s

10 11-€ CRalNU o= IIC M aEies s, c.arc 4 talrent-aas ¢ T Lt " THo> pasc - ‘Ao e s lilsd criakich
iTiE o8 Glie. " dFaisme SAC ooy therets enolyeh -white | sDace A Gud-Tiieres
nobining . wrang Sissirspat | il to- put joul: a litUle-mag “typcjol fanzine, SsHiiG
Cllesarorip  Clack-Nsmsi ROl GALl S 0iC (thoy call theiwselves the Tternals) coull
do=much “WOoT. s esBaMrs Teadcthru s file af ‘Skyhook which has~presenteid
squmet'really [SRESIioca#eny.poetry, sifush-literary cripiciSm-ané prezins,
boolt and fanzinc revicws,

Stellar/Gafia/Gambit 4ts 20-2!., froce with Rumble, Ted Whistey * 2712 Nozk

Strcet, “Baltimores18, NaryEFamnd, - 200 s
22 arec one-sheetersvthathave Whiteish chit-chat and the like, For.the
Solacon, Ted made 21 a bit thicker by adding material other than his own,
like, o siortssteony by Allan Wingate.  Now .this is handlgd mueh hét e -Llian
the yarns presentcd in jhen, but it's mired by pointless overwriting of
trivial details and whilc clever and all, it docsn't rcally say anything
The two Gambits (another title chance for the Whitezines) read as if Ted
had run all the way home frowm thc con and, as he lay cxhaustcd on the
floor, was trying to tcll lagnus and Hitchcoclt everything that lanpened
all at oncc, without waiting until he zot his breath back (with a recsul-
ting incoherency,. and a derailed train of thought thruout). Howecver,
Tedrlik has looscned up his writing stylc; goes into.cofiversational. narrae
tive and applies light touches of humor herc and there that should, onee
he has time to sit down and think tiings out, make his mags a lot morec
rcadable.

Inside, Sciense Fiction 453, 307 or lp /91, (Ron Smith, P. Ok Bex=l0ls Bewics
¢cley 1, California. Around fivc years ago, I
guuss, therc werc a numbor of offset mags being put out; today there is
only ongs. JNElde.s s a1ice. to havesa: metont 1lssue, at -hands sinee o Bhers
wisc one mlzht get the idca that I'm one of thesc monsters who's Down
upon Aspiring-Young-~iriters and Doesn't-Apprcciate-Fan-Fiction. I'm not,
really, I tsEinaiE-blnat ‘T dislike mostiofthe fam-fictionswritborns . ks
generally childishly pscudo -pro, or maybe cven a plot outlinc whoerecin the
earth is mcnaced and savcéd in 1500 words. The characters aron!'t real
and the authors gcnerally botch un the wholc scenc by tealzinz thecmsclves a

bit too s criously. For a good dosc of amatcur -- fan-fiction that isn't
necessarily. stfiglh (Tlie - suggest The Incomplcat Burbee., Or, you canr cad
thru an lssue of Inside, lile the current oncd.” "Shadrach, leshach and

Abednigo" by Dave Folecy i5 a biting bit of satire that stands VP HOnE e
own. Tony Bouchcr has a wonderful short-short that's no more than 500
vords wihich!ll probab ly never anncar in a pmz. And Dave Runch's "How
They Did For The Doggie. At The Curbside’ with its two preschool age lkids
cutting up their dog with a butcher knife, comes thru rather wdl 1 as a
comnentary on Amecrican suburbania, It'!'s nicc to know that good, recadablc
Tiction can b¢ written. Badting the storics up arc picces by Tuclker,
Bloch, and Willis, adcquatc book revicws, and some finc cartoons,

Vampire Trader j#7, 5/50#, Stony Brook Barncs, Rt. 1, Box 1102, Grants

. rags, Onsgon, The biec news this issudk’ ' Ehat: VP i
no  Yeng@er ‘be gonthly because putting it olit cosbts too mueh when fthere
aren t enough - ads "to cover cost of mailing it out. Somewherc further

©
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Along in the oditorial, it's intimatecd that the circulation is a groa§
Tig <100, . LeSEec o taal b Sk fnhlieBetas: 3" or ~pos tage )t therimeo panen 1s
oqﬁivalont Eo a local brand knowvm as Fibre=Tint which gocs for 1.75 a
rcam, withg® sheets.tivics e hundmediwill make. tiic papei eXpense:less
thanss2ehbalfEar qidres of s sigilessy widl ~be  qro-undjlablgsiand, all *that s
left are tho *stancs and tho hectoed cover run off on newsprint, 50 I

£Ue SISk et ot Seadii B0 Ei Do CRELE , i el nut e Bk sas s i o 2tare aillds
el tulisic Sved T Selngoe S B0 rehgwnthabn gt t ingl qut [a. Tanziiei¥do es) cosib’ 2
little memey Jroswans forta motlefueltont that laynostly, dds.

Innuendo #8,  trade, lettcr of comment, Terry Carr, 2315 Dwight ‘ay, Room
TR TAF rays 10lsmBerkcley Y, Califewnia:: ~And, lfordgentrast, herelds-h
56 wEaoc-ranginasthar lhes, ne: dinc g pomn. a ds oy subberssard 4 eligek=1ull
of Hglia LIk fuie aamiesly matd@ial . y ARTer. an,issue.is completed, - allran, of f
and copics asgembld. for loecal friends, the satigfactisnief holding she
fimishcd* product sig siuch: that It ustifies dthe wholg -expierrde yar)e trouble'
that was gonc into. ‘Perhaps Stony Broolk- Barnes should soond moresrine. |
gotting tosother some rcadable matorial for his fand ne and -maybe the. -,
rotupn. (subs , ¢golbo; etcid will sbeisuch that. he wombtimind: thelcxprense
.00 98N enrad s e and, ven !t sweidraround nt il thepesare -cnoughiads 5o
conerypottage!. SIsihor. a kS fan Gapld s¥jus t.a. goddan habbgEs G0 you wahtito.
malge mondyys your mimeo. can be.put«to more profitable;use by runnihgl-~off,
andupgddidiing Jpornegraphy Flilke «tlg ¢things  they peddls int Tiajuana,

Bem ;#6, last issue from lal Ashworth, 10 Malzin St., Tong St., Bradford i
Yorkshire, England. Itts only been three-yoars ' ‘sircc ‘Hiand Herco

is the annish, Tor awhilc, thert was a whole monstrous pils. of fmz coming

firom pnglond, tho this has tgpered off somewhat, save .for ;apac 4 nes. A =

superficials tliumbing thrued Bom eaves ' the impressden that . it Ssmwit.a

Par tihelrlag lean sd: stlnfulchoc fwz;- iiond vis ig bheforcigetting dowmn tosmad

the mapcnhia ls V1n¢ Clarkc tells the story of the heax ncofar the London
¢irclc foisted upern- ‘fali fllWLs. BRcER Calltins. hasery Meabiil] t tile Mihagettc,
and thore're itoms. by Ralt s Fn cveishs “*\Ol and ITigel Lindsay, and Christovher

YVEO 1 At @pciuinltal ORaABmIGN @ s 1F SIS k@

Yandro #0609, 15¢ or'12/51,50, Bob Conlson, 1058 Shistb s Tl Wabash, Indiana.
ThuPOYS notlln* antlcularly outstonding: auout Yanoro, cven thish
Lpyinds s o that way, «espite the drcsenta ‘tion ol Bob Bloch's Solacon
Spggch. ”hbn I first’ saw.that there was a pideco of .fan=fiction by Dave
Jehrctte, I sa d to myseli, oh-oh, not another of those stl-ized jokcs-
that-overryonc-has-hcord, padded owt. to a thousand or so words. It-turncd
owfadio“biewng mic. et tH o Shony, ThuEadenin, ‘het oubstanding,., Singlelissues
of thHisg fmz scem to'possess. a Lack, ® methins thai, aipears not to be .
missing when gQdng -thrura file conSnsthg (@) TE el @ AlAE O7E EVo) ! output.

I have the September SP-Times on hand, which like a lot of the other fmz
hat T reviewed herc, wcre loancd £o me by Ron ELLElkS Peiianiicll T “thanl:
himi They!ro fhessame ol!)SF TimgseWith the writers skillfully -sidc-step-
ping things:faasasnisgh asrmuch as pos Slblo and ‘pickihz up on cveryslitl "ol
proish detail that comcs by, About the only ncws worth'“onoatinr is"that
The ninz: wobetes burgst elrbiiel  tlie: ke Eligye: foel mhdypds dmsairith-thne 855,
Price tagz, with IFESE being tHeée wanamrd by orlcln” copics 1in somec arecas at
OIS S Olalesvie LT o ali® Rl and “Track-ean Mjumpi f¥om 35 to Op (veith¥eop, Lin-

crcascd from 68 to 76), I gucss s-f maps shouléd be able to do i 5
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Carl Brandon, October 18, 1953
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as viewed by Wally Weber

No convention has ever had quite the build-up as South Gate. For a complete decade
the world of fandom had been besieged with the convention cry of the Outlanders, "South
Gate in '58!" By 1957 Rick Sneary and his cohorts could not have avoided the responsi-
bility of the 1958 convention if they had departed to the far side of the Galaxy, or
even The Magazine of Fantasy and Science Fiction. Their persistent slogan had conguered
space, time, and the Atlantic Ocean, The vote taken at London was a mere formality; it
had actually been decided long years ago that it would be South Gate in '58.

The convention-goers would have been cheated but for the Solacon convention Commit-
tee's brilliant manipulation of South Gate real estate. Having discovered that no hotels
in South Gate were adequate sites for the Solacon, they managed to have The Alexandria
Hotel and some surrounding property become a part of South Gate for the duration of the
convention. This feat should be regarded with awe for it is probably without equal both
within and without the microcosm of Fandcm.

Altogether, it was a more-fabulous-than-usual convention I attended. The progress
reports that came to me in the mail were not particularly indicative of anything unusual-
ly remarkable, but if I had given much thought to the matter I could have been better
prepared for the fabulous nature of the Solacon. After all, it was being held in an area
containing the highest density of fabulous-fan population in the entire known universe,
But such considerations had been neglected while I busily worried about finances, trans-
portation, vacation, and a dozen equally insignificant problems that would have taken
care of themselves just as well without all the fretting.

The trip from Seattle {o Los Angeles was to ve made in my tired Chevrolet (four
tires to be exact; with a fifth buried inaccessibly ‘under the luggage in the trunk).
Three adventurous Seattle fans were to accompany me; Bill Austin, who would get off at
Sacremento on his way to San Francisco, Geneva Wyman, treasurer of our Seattle club,
and Wally Gonser, vice president of the club., Wally Gonser and I had planned to trade
off driving. We had planned this, that is, until I saw the picture postcard. "How
odd," I had remarked upon seeing it. 'Imagine anyone making a picture postcard from a
photograph of a bowl of pretzels and tangled spaghetti,” Wally Gonser wanted to see it
so I handed it to him. "You idiot;" he commented sweetly. "That's an aerial view of
the Los Angeles freeways!'" Flattery got him nowhere. IExcept for a short stretch of
impossible curves where Bill fustin took the controls, Wally Gonser drove the whole trip
straight through without sleep. : :

Despite our maps and the fact that Geneva had been to Los Angeles before, the three
of us arrived at the Alexandria Hotel early Thursday afternoon. After stowing things in
the room we two Wally's were sharing on the 1lhth floor, I went down to the lobby to look
for fannish things, It was there that an unbelievable experience was in store for me.
Terry Carr acknowledged me by name! Having been recognized by the publishing giant, I
knew I must at last be a BNF. The Solacon could not possibly be a faiiure to me after
that.

Ron Bennett, the TAFF representative from jolly ol' England was present and accoun-
ting for many friendly handshakes., He was aware of my efforts to have John Berry in his
place and how I had gcne through the Seattle phone directory to aquire names and addres-
ses for the TAFF ballots I had run off on my mimeo, so I had to keep a wary eye on him
for fear of reprisal. You can tell I'm not used to dealing with these Englishmen. His
method of reprisal was so typically subtle that only now, after considerable deliberate
thought on the matter, have I been able to determine that a retaliation had actually
been committed. That sneaky Bennett made himself so likable that I completely forgot
to regret the fact that Berry hadn't won!

Well, I won't let this happen again. CONTRIBUTE NOW TO THE "BRING BERRY OVER"
FUND., Wilh but a single candidate, we can't possibly lose,

From somevwhere I learned that Forrest J. Ackerman (you may have heard of him --
he's a Cry subscriber or something) was inviting all fans over to his place Thursday
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" night. I had to be there because it was the fannish thing to do. Unfertunately Forry!s
place was quite a distance from the Alexandria Hotel. The memory of that picture post-
card showing the los Angeles freeways was still fresh, so I searched for and found Wally
Gonser. He still hadn't slept after driving all the way from Seattle, but he agreed to
drive me out to the Ackerman household.

Wally went down to the basement to get the car. Meanwhile I rounded up Geneva and
a few other fans to accompany us. A few did I say? Well, my Chevrolet looked pretty
small ‘to the eleven of us as we crowded around it. Even at that things would not have
been quite so impossible if sowe theory hadn't taken hold to the effect that having more
than three adults in the front seat would mean inmediate arrest and iamprisonment.

There were exactly two females in the crowd. These two, along will Waliy Gonser who
claimed he could drive better from the front seat, made up the quota. There remained
eight fans and a total of one back seat. It was my car so all eyes turned %o me for .
judgement. I had to be stern. "We'll squeeze everyone in that we can get in, and the
rest will have to stay here or arrange for other transportation," I declared. We then
began the squeezing. Three got in and sat on the seat. Three more worked their way in
and occupied laps. The back seat was obviously as full as it could get, and there were
still two left outside. We found, however, that by impaling Ron Bennett on one door
handle, there was room to squeeze one more person in by operating the opposite door
similarly to the handle on an orange juicer. The door finally latched, although the
sound of it could barely be heard for the noise of crushing bodies and pitiful groans
that issued from the back seat. We had got ail but one person in. It suddenly came to
wme that I was that person!

I entered the car throcugh the open window much as a diving swimmer enters the water,
I had the feeling all the way out to Ackerman's house that a very important part of me
was still outside the car and I cautioned Wally not to drive toc close to anything on
that side. The trip seemed to last an eternity, and the fact that one of the crushed
fans who was directing us would keep repeating, "It's just another couple blocks," at
intervals of one mile did little to make the trip shorter. When at last we did arrive
at the street Forry's house was on, we found the way blocked by another house that was
parked in the middle of the street. It hardly seemed possible that we had arrived
alive when the block was finally. circumnavigated and we scraped into Forirty‘’s driveway.

The experience of seeing the place was well worth the effort of getting there.
Forry's place is less a house than it is a combination of library and museum.’ All rooms
have shelves of books and magazines and displays of artwork. One haliway has the walls
papered with the design of bookshelves filled with untitled books. Guests are invited
tc title the books to suit themselves, Behind the house is a large building, probacly
intended at one “ime to serve as a double garage, which holds fantastlcs stackb of un=- -
sorted magezines, books, artwork, and fans.

I don't really know how many fans were there. Well over & hundred I would say.
They fingered, drooled over, admired, and talked about the smazing collection of every-
thing that had to do with fantasy or sScience fiction; and I can't imagine how Forry
could trust such a collection to such a large group.of unknown fans. Wondering about
this kept we from adding to my own collection., Perhaps ‘it worked that way with every-
body,

The two main features of the evening were the meeting of the LAGFS and the color
slides shown by Morris Dollens. Dollens' slides were of scme of his paintings, and they
were beautiful things. The amount of painting he does and the fact that he sells so
cheaply will never cease to amaze me.

During the showing of the slides, Wally Gonser finally succumbed to his long time
without sleep. Although he was still seated cn the piano bench with his head pr.pped
up on the music rack, he was ro longer with us. Who in the everlovirg world would drive
me back to the Alexandria Hotel? :

Eventually it came to the point where I had to face up to driving back myself, The
only passengers I dared take were Wally, who slept peacefully in the bacxk seat, and
Geneva, who was being either brave or desperate. By some miraculous manlpuLatlon eoffthe
laws cf random chance I found the correct route to the right hotel. Wally and Geneva
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ch, out, .and Jerry Franm gob dg. Jerry was another Seattliz fan wio had coine to the
convention by plane through the courtesy of his ex-employer, West Coast Airlines. - :
Jerry was willing to see Forry's place so, with the confidence of having made one.
successful trip, I headed the car back in what I fondly believed to be the correct
direction. Scme of the streets had evidentally been taken away for cleaning, or per-
haps the city had heen revised about that time to provide for the annexation of the
Alexandria Hotel by South Gate. Whatever the reason, I became hopelessly lost. Jerry
finally had to get out and ask a policeman the way, after which he directed me out to-

Forry's. It turned out that T would never have found the place if he hadn't., The house .

in the middle of the street was no longer there, and I had been depending upon it for
a landmarK. The original name of Ios Angeles must have been Lost Angeles; this I
Be L ieyEee

I was up early, if not bright, Friday morning in order not to miss a thing. Honey
Graham and Rick Sneary were getting things arranged for registration on the balcony.
Tables were also being set up in the adjoining display room. It was the wish of the
Solacon committee that the doors be opened to the balcony so that fans could register
before being distracted by the displays. 4n enmployee of the hotel who was in charge of
such things argued for a while why it would be better to leave the doors to the balcony
closed, but he was hopelessly outnumbered by committee members and other fans. The
real reason for his reluctance to open balcony doors was revealed some time later
when another hotel employee appeared with a hacksaw 1nstead of a padlock key. After :
that those doors were opened for good. : -

It's no use trying to maintain any form of time-sense for the remainder of: the
conventlon. A great number of things happened -~ upon reflection I find it difficult

to believe all of them could have happened in only four days -- but the order of their
occufgeriee is unrememoered and probably unlmportanta The events described below just
nappened and if they ‘are not described 1n the proper orde;, I refuse to worry about
it. ; 7
Ordlnarlly the  first scheduled program-at science fiction conventions begins l&ate.
The Solacon outdid them all. The first scheduled program of thé Solacon didn't happen -
at all. A futile effort was made by scme of the Solacorn.committee to attract fans into
the main convention meeting rocm, but' after looking out. over a vast audience of  perhaps
ten individuals, the effort was abandoned. ©Stan Woolston filled in with interviews ;
which took place on the balcony and was broadcast through the P.A. system to the empty
meeting hall.

The dlsplay rooun featured Morris Dollens more than anybody. He had an arrangement
by which wusic was traisposed to colored lights. Whenever his gadget was working, all
the peoplie in the room tended to gravitate toward his cormer. In addition-he had a
number of his excellent paintings for sale at very low prices.  But I have already
gushed over this crazy Doliens character. On to something else.

Ono table on the balcony was set up for selling banquet tickets and propeller
beanies. I resisted as long as possible, but within an hour I had purchased one of
each., With the exception of a minute. or so at Pershing Square, a short trip outside
of the South Gate temporary city limits for food, and the infrequent times when I was
sleeping, my newly aquired propeller bemnie did not leave my head during the entire
convention. :

I might as well mention the Pershing Square incicent before you hear it from Welly
Gonser., His version is probably grossiy ex&dgerated and much too lurid. Wally insisted
that, despite my mania for staying within the confines of & ¢onvention hotel and never
seeing any part of the rest of the city, I should at least lét him 'show me Pershing
Square., Hoping to keep him in good humor so that he would be willing to drive all the
way back to Seettle, and knowing the place was only a block or twoaway, I told him to
lead the way. By that time, of course, my propeller beanie had become so much a part of
we that I didn't think to take it off. As soon as we had gone 150 feet: from the hotel,
people on the street began looking in my direction with rather strange expressions, and
I realized my headgear was no longer conforming to the surrounding:society. ' Still, I
figured I was still a fan, and I heard that the citizens of Los Angeles were'on the
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whole inured to the unordinary. In all likeiihood, the strange expressions belonged to
tourists who were mistaking me for a native of Los Angelesa With thcse thoughts as armor
I proceeded on with Wally.

Looking back, I can be relieved that our eypedltlon took place during the daytime.
If my information on the character of Pershing Square during the evening hours is at all
accurate, my problems would have been multiplied considerably. As it happened, Wally
and I followed the sounds of a heated religious discussion until we found a small crowd
around two individuals who were grimly intent upon out-shouting each other. My . appear-
ance distracted a portion of the’audieﬁqe, however; and one gentleman finally asked me
if he might borrow my headpiece for a moment. Curiosity prompted me to allow him to
take the beanie., He took it tenderly,'llxe the precious crown it was, and made his way
through the crowd until he was within reaching distance of one of the arguing men. At
an opportune moment, he placed my propeller beanie on that man®s head. The arguement
paused while the man exawined his newly aquired headgear. Then, replacing it on his
head, the man began to flap his arms foollshly while yeliing at his opponent, "Whee!l
I'm going into orbit to see Jesus Christ!". For a moment his opponent looked on in
horror, but it was soon apparent by the way his hands weres beccming fists that he had
an answer coming up. My beanie was returned before physical harm could befall it, and
Wally and I -went on our way.

In the trip around the Square on the way back to the Hotel, remarks were directed
at me such as, "When are you going into orbit, son}" and, "He‘ll be a big help to his
Mommy when he grows up,'" thus making my day complete.

. Aside frcm that, onliy one other thing bothered me about my propeller beanie. It
had three propellers on it that were suppesed to be contrarotating. Which way does
that third propeller go?? : ;

There were a number of interesting bcheduled.programs atv the So]acona Ray Bradbury
gave an interesting view of what a person must expect to do in order to succeed in his.
work. Rog Phillips had considerable trouble adjusting the microphone for Ray, which
gave Ray the opportunity .o triumphantly remark, "I hate machines!" John Campbell di-
vided his time between describing the latest proven unscientific method for locating
gas pipes and deploring the quality and content of the stories he has been printing
the last few years. In regard to the latter, John felt that modetn science fiction is
living on its, laurels, if any, and that the writers were no longer willing to take the
chance of looking foolish ir corder to tiry out. a new idea. Mr. Campbell brainwashed me.
completely,-as usual, so if any of you who attended the convention noticed me acting
a bit foolish, I was:only trying to see what it felt like to try out a new idea even
though I didn't have a néw idea to try oub.

Probably the most interesting and 1nfurmat1ve speech at the convention was Rlchard
Matheson's at the banquet. Unfortunately I had forgotten to go to bed the night before
and kept -dozing off during the banquet speeches, with the result that I came to some-
where . in the middle of his. I wonder if Frank Dietz has a zecordlng of it so I ean
fird out where he started from.

And while we're on the subject of banquets, I have a case to present to the GDA.
Last year at London I'was skipped when the food was being handed ocut, and it was only
the outcriesg of the surrounding guests as I tried to sneak = little something to eat
frem their plates that finally axroused the curiosity among the waitresses that at.
length resulted in my obtaining scmething to eats-.This year at the Solacon was much
the same thing, only moreso. The waitress ran out of food after seVV1ng Flora Jones,
who was seated at my right. When she came back with more food, she started out with
G. M., Carr, who ‘was Seated on my left, and continued on into the distance. In time a
waitress appeared on the other side of the table. She saw my sad plight but explained
that she was unable to help me out because she was only responsible for serving the
people on her side of the table, Finally, with the last bit of wmy waning strength, I
succeeded in summoning the waitress for my side of the table. I will say that she made
up for her oversight, The plate she came staggering back with was laden with more meat
than three normal servings. I ate it all, even though my conscience bothered me about
the other twc people who must have gone without being served in order for me to have so
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wuch, My troubles were not over; hcwever. Jean Bogert nad given me her portion of
squash in order that my vegetables would be in balance with the amount of meat on my
plate, but all the food had developed within me a terrible thirst. Unfortunately I
do not consider coffee to be fit for a neofan, and had turned my cup upside-down to
make it impossible for the waitress to give me any by mistake. It finally became clear
that I would have to make an issue over the milk, too. This time I was fooled, because
the dear girl finally noticed on her own and brought me not one, but two glasses of
milk, Jean Bogert gave me her dessert which, along with my own dessert (whlch was
miraculously delivered on schedule with the rest) made my double meal complete.

The frustrating part of all this is I have no real ccmplaint coming, due to the
fact that eventually I do get served and generally the extra service more than makes
up for the original oversight. Yet there is a peculiar niggling feeling that behind
this strained coincidence is a sinister something that needs investigation. I've never
had any such trouble before London:. But by ghod if something goes awry w1th my serving

:at the Detention banquet, I'm going straight to the GDA}

Early in the conventjon a tea’drinking contest was held. This is a follow-up on
the tea drinking contest planned at the London convention, but it turned out to be more

'_ of a travesty of it. The rules for the London contest had been extremelyﬁprecise; great

care was exercised that all contestants received tea of equal strength and temperature,
and ‘that only a certain amount of additional substances could be added to the tea by the

dindividual contestants. At the Solacon, practically all of these rules went by the

board. Mike Hinge, an Australian representative, was selected to brew the tea because

of his famlllarlty with the art, but he was provided with tea bags, which he considered

to be barbaric. Being an idealist, Mike ripped open fifty tea bags in order to brew

tea in the manner in which he was accustomed. His equipment had no provisions for fil.

tering out:the loose tea once the brew was completed, however, with the results that

the contestants had to contend with a sediment of tealeaves in their first few cupfulls.
Mike'!s brutal behavior with the first batch of teabags had other effects. It used

up the teabag supply, so that in a short while the contest was out of tea. The situa-

tion was ccmplicated by the fact that the official Solacon teabag procurer, Ted John-
stone, was one of the contestants and was prevented from leaving the table to obtain
more’ tea by the very rules of the contest,

Naturally it was I, in my little propeller beanie, who came to the rescue. The head
waiter at the restaurant was quite cheerful as he provided me with 100 more teabags and
a considerablé guantity of cream, Then came the bill., "Just sign for it," he told me,
so I did. '"And the room nuwber, please." This stopped me. I didn’t know the number of
the convention suite. I asked him what it was. He gave me a room number in a weak
voice, and as I wrote it on the bill he added, "...I think.' If any of you were billed
for 100 teabags on your hoteli bill.and didn*t know why, the mystery is solved.

Djinn Faine won the cnntest somehow. The favorites, which were Ron Bennett and
Beb Shaw, ‘dropped out early. Perhaps is should be mentioned that Bob Blech, who was
one of the judges, pointed out that G. M. Carr had been selected as Of1101al pourer for
the contest "...because it is well known that she is noted for pouring it on in her_
fanzines.,'" Another tribute to Seattle fandom-

All facets of the Solacon struck me' as being just right. The fashion show was
quite spectacular. The costume ball was great as usual, but made even more fascinating
by the appearance of "Smudge-Pot,"” and of course ‘Seattle fans will remember that our own
Flora Jones won the door prize.  The auctioning -6ff of authors was an imaginative inndv-
ation, and the "auctioning off of the auctioneers at the costume ball was a fine topper.
The "Alice" play had some hearty laughs <- all inténded. Seattle is pleased at getting
the nod for next year's Westercon, and seeing Detroit win next year's world convention.
The short but devastating business meeting  may scmeday be equalled but never surpassed,
The. show of crystal growth with polarized light was certainly spectacular, and all of the
many -parts of the convention left unmentioned were truly spectacular,

The last day of the convention I was told it wasn't really Terry Carr that had
recognized me by name the first day, but only Peter Graham who isn't a publishing giznt
at all, But by then it was far too late. I had enjoyed the con too much already.
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By an interesting method known as "fudging" we are able to put in a page or two
of comments by other convention goers between pages 16 and 17. First to have her say is:

FLORA JONES —--

This is the truth and nothing but the truth about the convention as this visitor
saw. it. Comparing it with others, I thot it lacked somec of the physical beauty and
splash of some previously held. JWCempbell's talk was especially good, inasmuch as he
not only. offered an intriguing bit of sc¢lentific¢ discovery, hut his comment on edientists
not readily accepting what is not in their own field 1s well known and ‘somewhat depress-
ing. I give him credit for his courage to publicly make known his personal observations.
—~ The Space Hut talk was interesting as futuristic architecture, tut not nearly as much
as some whieh have already heen done by famous architects in recent years. It is worth-
while watching the trend in this line as Frank Lloyd Wright and Bruce Goff offer designs
which are truly out of this world and away from the styles we have used for thousands of
Years. --- The sensible and unostentatious mokeup of the convention was definitely
broken by the most glamourous and novel 'Fashion Show'. It's too bad the Nameless have
no pictures of it for the stay-at-homes' to see. Altogether I would say that South Gate
did a good job. : - BT hd: e

The next girl from this area to give her views is our own fabulous --

Gy ) CARd ==

seide from the WSFS mess (whlch hung llke smog over everything and everybooy,
permeating even the moet casual jollity) the most memorable item, for me, was the Morris
Scott Dollens art exhibit. I think I spent morec time going over and over the pictures
for sale, trying to make up my mind which of all these beautlful astronomical studies and
alien planetscapes I could afford to buy, than i did at any.other .single exhibit -- and
possibly more time than all the rest of them put together. I was fascinated by the clear
colors and sharply delineated pcrspective. (I finally bought two, and am looking forwerd
to getting color slides & all the rest.) He also had an electronic machine for trans-
posiny soundwaves®into color, but although it attracted a great deal of attention, I was
not too highly impressed with it. It looked like a combination TV test pattern and
Easter Egg dye bath, although it was undoubtedly a highly ingenious affair. He'd play.
a phonograph recording into onc end, and it would come out the other end:in a shifting
pattern of colored light. I enjoyed the rest of the art exhibits, too, but the Lollens
table reelly held my attention. i

Now we hear from one who attended her first convention at the Solacon --

GENEVA WYMAN --

At lést I have had the opportunity of attending my first World Science Flct1on'
Convention! " The trip from Seattle to Los Angeles with Wally Weber and ‘Welly Gonser was
ovie '6f the most pleasant trips I have taken. I especially enjoyed the pre-convention
local S-F meéting held at the home of Forrey ickerman. His home is most dintriguing!

The regular convention activities were educational, informative and mixed with a full
mea suré”-of fun. I especially enjoyed the clever, original, and futuristic space style
show. I enjoyed meeting editors and authors whose works have given me many hours of :
reading pleasure. The formal mechanics of the convention were ably planned and effici-
ently conducted. In spite of the fact thet several of us, especinlly Wally Weber, had
to sit out the early part of the banquet before being served, it was still a delightful
effair. The less said ebout my trip home, the better —- just don't enjoy the memories
of the aftermath of our accident with the car Ed and I tried to drive back. It was
defective and we ended up in a hospital. = However, we..are. feelinp much better ‘now and
prefer to remember only convention act1v1t1es. i ;
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Ne had to get at least one man into the act, 80 here is Geneva's husband --

ED VYMAN == o g o e s AR E
Looking back on the oolacon from Nine Weeks Later --iit sSeems now as though it

. was a whole series of highlights, liké cars in a treirn. I think the outstanding point
that I remember was meeting so many Old Friends, people I had met at other Cons - and
. .some who seemed-like friends because of their writing. To pick just a few highlights at

random, more or less -- Karen Anderson's unforgettable great black bat (and of course,
"Smudge Pot" ! - Bjo and all those costumes, real well done, her own little wrep,
(saren, that is) a highlight dn.itself. fnd then Doc Smith, with his "Lensman" sign,
having fun with his own character -- JWC, as always, the logician -— Metheson and his

., handling of a Q & A session: —~- Anna and hzar snappy handling of the business :eessions,
i while still preservlnp some - semblance of th;»Democratlc Process, and with qulte satls—

factory results. - :

: Los Angeles did qulte we1l in providing US-w1th weather, the nlexandrlc ‘earned
numerous compliments, and practically everyone seemed to thoroughly enjoy:a weekend which
must be remembered as the lehllght ORETHEE

There were other Seattle fans at the Solacon, but no rcore reports. Jerry Frehm
had nothing to say, Wally Gonser was unavailable for comment, F. M. and Elinor Busby have
described their experiendes in their own fgnzine (POLARITY f§, 25¢ each, copies still
available, the plcture covers on this issue of the CRY are the left-over covers from
PGLARITY #3, and how's that for squeezing in a quick ad?), and the Springers and, Melvins

G weren't contacted.. However, as a speelal added attraction, we have a .report from a fan

who doubtlessly lives in Seattle in some cg-existing probability world because he has
come dengerously close tolit.in this one.. We present --

EeOeTMI-CNe a1 SNCHRN YN TS SR :
A by rich brown

It was on the third night of the solacon;.-I was tired, having had perhaps 12
hours sleep for the three days; my hair was a tustied mess under my beanie and my hands
were ink-stained. from working on the one-shot. [Damn, I said. - Nobody heard me.

No parties were y01ng on that I knew of, .and by 3: 50 in the mourning I was get-
tlng pretty damn tired of the little game of llft—the—arm,—1nsert~the—page,edrop-erm—and~
turn-handle necessary with cld zotz! Damn, I said again. Still nobody heard me.

. Half-heartedly I walked down to the .second floor. I didn't really expect to
f£ind anyone there, but I went anywey. Damm, I said for the third time. As usual, no one
heard me —— but this time, there were people there to hear if they had wanted. Not
people; fans. Twenty of them, at least, and there was almost a monologue going on betwcen

"them. I looked. I saw. I sat and listened. The fellow in the middle, an.Oriental, was

discussing a wide variety of things with a wide variety of. people. And he was doing very
well; he went from the serious to the humorous in a flash. Nearly everyone was in

fstiches —-- yet, uniguely enough, his conversation was stimilating. After a while, I

found myself drewn into the conversation and enjoying myself. Never once did I think to
ask his name. And while I was talking with BJo,'he left '
: "Who was that guy? I esked Bjo, "He's one of the nicest. most fannish types

1I've met at the whole convention.'

"Him?" she asked back ~Yhy,* he's, the house detective."
Oh well.

That concludes the Solacon reports. We wish Yo have you keen in mind the
WESTERCCN which is coming up July 3, 4, and 5 next year IN SEATTLE. Plan your vacation
for then, because this Westercon will be built for relaxation. We are planning it that
way because the WESTERCON convention committee will be in great nced of relaxation about
that time.


exp.eri.end.es

(Page 17)
WHO'S WHO IN THE WSFS
or
Your Guess is as Good as line

by George Nims Raybin

Before the Solacon, fans had no difficulty in deciding who were the officlals of the World
Science Fjction Society, Ince The officers were! Franklin M. Dietz, Jr - Recorder-Historian
and George Nims Raybin - Legal Officer (both elected in New York by the membership in 1956 for
a four year term), the Solacon officers (elected in London by the membership for a one year
term). The original directors named in the certificate of incorporation to serve until their
directors were duly elected were David-i. Kyle, Art Saha, end George Nims Raybin,. The member-
ship, in New York, elected six directors (E. Everett Evans, James V. Taurasi, David A. Kyle,

* Forrest J. Ackerman, Roger Sims, and Nick Falasca). While the by-laws called for six directors,
the certificate of incorporation only provided for three directors (although changed to six
directors by vote of the membership in London)._ The London convention meeting elected Belle C,
Dietz and David Neuman as directors, to replace Roger Sims and Nick Falasca whose term had
expired. This was the position of the Society just prior to the Solacon. :

- At the Solacon, David A. Kyle, B. Eyerett Evans, and Forrest J. Ackerman held a meeting
at -which they declared that they were the only directors and then proceeded to elect E. Everett
Evans as President of the World Science Fiction Society, Inc. This action was taken by them
on their assumption that since the certificate of incorporation originally provided for three
directors, only the three who received the most votes in New York were elected.

Let us assume that only three directors could have been elected. - This would make the
entire elcction of Directors invalid. Everyone voting had been informed that six directors
were to be elected. A single ballot cannot be split —- it either is a legal election or it is
not ax legal election. Thus, if such. election were invalid (in spite of the later amendment
to the certificate of incorporation) then the original directors were not duly replaced and
remain in office. -

Now lct-us assumc that you could split the elcction so as te have elected E. Everett Zvans
Forrest J. Ackerman and David A. Kyle. Our by-laws provide for a 3 year rotating directorate.
Thus David A. Kyle who received the least votes would have been -elected for a one year term
which would have expired in Eondon. Under the same reasoning, orily orie replacement was to be
elected and therefore Belle C. Dietz who received the most votes replaced David A. Kyle.

This confusion is the result of deliberate attempts to sabotage and destroy the world
Science Fiction Society. ]

‘Then at the Solacon business meeting, the chairwoman stated the meeting was not a meeting
of the World Science Fjction Society, Ipc. and the meeting then proceeded to vote on the next
con site and to approve a resolution petitioning the Board of Directors of ‘the World Science
Fiction Society, Inc. to dissolve the corporate status of the WSFS. Of course the provision
of law requiring such a vote at a meeting of the WSFS after due notice to all the members
that such a resolution was to be:voted upon was completely ignored by the amateur lawyers.

The election of Detroit as the next con site also made no provisions for new officers of the
WSFS, Ince. B

As a result of these various illegal actions taken, George Nims Raybin resigned as Legal
Officer. Later, Belle C. Dietz, James V. Taurasi, and E. Everett Bvans also resigned as
directors.

Now the questions remaining are: Who are the officers of the WSFS, who are the directors,
who are the members, and how can the members meet to vote to dissolve an organization that
has quite obviously outlived its usefulness to fandom.

I don't know —=———- do you?

George Nims Raybin
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I MET 4 WITCH. By  Iphn Ueryy i

There is no fraud about it; at least, as far as I am concerned. there isn't. The man
avowed that he was a bona fide witch, and confessed that most of his ancestors were burnt at
the stake a few centuries ago.

~ Of course, even though I am gullible, I was not stupid enough just to take his word for
it. I wanted proof. and in this particular instance, the circumstantial evidence was pretty
well overwhelming. At least, we all thought so at the time. You'll see for yourself, if
you've the patience to read this.... ; 2

The alleged witch lives at Castletown, on the southern coast of the Isle of Man, an island
rich in folklore and mystéry. I visited the witchés sanctuary with my family in August 1958.
We were the unwilling victims of a mystery coach tour. T

The coach drew up inside a yard. On the right of this yard was a long building, and at
the end, forming the base of a letterL, was a barn affair with a circular stone tower, narrow
at the top and wide at the bottom, in the middle of it. In front of the tower was the first
tinge of the unknown, in the form of two large concrete mushrooms painted white with vivid red
dots. & wishing well was nearby, with a subtle hint that if money was thrown in, much good
fortune would accrue. The other members of the coach tour, mostly old women on a tight budget,
brazenly walked past the wishing well without even giving it a glance.

We all trooped into the long building, which proved to be a sort of cafe, ‘with a counter
near the door and smsll tables scattered around. In the middle of the room ‘was a set of wooden
stairs, invitingly suggesting we climb them, and after paying an appropriate fee (ninepence
each, children free) ve clambered upwards, ‘the attendant telling us in a hushed voice, filled
with awe and bewilderment, that 'the witch will be-here soon to show you round the museum, '

There were twenty-five of us on the: tour, and we all assembled at the top of the -stairs
in a puzzled group. Lots and lots of strange things surrounded us, and a musty smell -seduced
our quivering nostrils. We spoke in hushed whispers, and then, from below a door opened and
closed. ‘

Listen! : :

We lmew Who it was, down below: Anxious eyes flitted from face to face, and as the foot
steps on the stairs grew louder, audible gulps plopped.liberally from us.

The 'figure majestically appeared before us. He t0ld us without hesitation that he was
a witch, and no one argued with him. Let me describe him. He was tall, well over six feet.
His shoulders were rounded, and his head was thrust forward, not quite aggzéssively, but enough
to suggest he wouldn't take too kindly to aayone who was tempted to refute his admission. His
face was small and lined with wrinkles, and his snow-white hair rose vertically from his
scalp. (Not that this was unique; my halr was doing exactly the same.) A neat white beard
tufted from his chin, and odd hairs drifted round the edge of his face, making it difficult:
to define the exact outline. Most prominent of all, however, were his eyes. They were smal.l
and dark, and an eerie light shafted from them. ; : 2T

Having suitably subdued his audience by merely giving .them the benefit of his unique
physical appearance, he proceeded to put the wind up us all by going into great detail about
the practical side of witchcraft, He pointed to a circle on the floor, about seven feet in
diameter, with the signs of the zodiac scattered around it. The witch observed wryly that if
an unbeliever trod inside that circle, it would be rough! He strode across it, but the remain-
der of us carefully avoided it, tiptoeing carefully past the outline, none of us wanting to
disappear into the infinite.


giving.it

I MET A WITCH —- continued _ _ | _ _ (page 19)_

Large museum-type showcases were placed at strategic places @n the long room, and they were
filled with what I would term 'miscellaneous bric-a-brac, but which the witch informed us con-
sisted of rare and fascinating examples of a witches practical tools of trade, which he had
personally collected from all over the world.

Some of the articles were indeed peculiar -- gold brooches made in the shape of twisted
snakes, —— circular button-sized items of pearl, gold, silver and mahjogany with mysterious
symbols on them —-- little phials of unconventional shape with powder in them --- etc.  Other

items flavoured of mundane domestic ‘usgge, but skillfully worded descriptive cards hinted that
much more Inhuman use was made of them, i.e. ordinary long plnS were described as plns used
to torture witches in the 15th century.'

Frequently the witch would pause and turn and face us and. crack a joke. Usually a very
weak joke. ‘But the older women amongst us roered with laughter. A forced, hollow laugh, ad-
mittedly, but nevertheless it Bppeared to satisfy him. He looked at me once or twice, as if
wondering to.himself hadn't I a sense of humor, but I split my diaphragm right in front of him,
and it seemed to appease him somewhat .

Tye witch also pointed meaningly to coloured drawings nailed to the wall. .The p;otures
were original, not too well executed, but one feature about them above all was significanti
Every picture had as the central theme one or more beautiful girls, completely naked, under—
going torture. g

The witich pointed to one particular 11lo which depicted a voluptuous wench being burned
at the stake. Flames roared round her waist, byt from there upwards was displayed enough to
make Anita Ekberg start thinking about falsies. Standing in fromt of this illuminating picture,
the witch gave a detailed resumee of the terrible way his forbears had been treated in the
Middle Ages, and made the astonishing statement that -- nine million people in Europe were
killed as witches in thie Middle Ages.

A few moments later the witch paused again and announced that he'd recently written a book
about witchcraft, priced 3/6d (SO¢) and if anyone was interested they could purchase copies
from him. He waved his hands suggestively, muttered a strange incantation and hlnted he'd like
us all to buy a copy. I waited in the queue for a few moments, but left-it to devour another
illo of a shapely nude stretched out on a rack, about to be maltreated by a masked Dan with a
pair of ‘calipers in his hand.

A patter of feet up the stairs suggested that another group of s1ghtseers had entered the
trap; and as they emerged one by one, the witch made another mystic passj thenked us for our
attention, and crossed to them.

Left to our devices, we gazed at a few more of his trophies —- ancient swords, rusted
armour, crossed broomsticks, and old books turned to pages with peculiar signs on them. Then
we sidled awsy down the steps, away from the musty odor and into the fresh air —- and how
good it tasted.

Outside, as we passed the wishing well en route to the coagh, the women who had previously
spurned it almost literally emptied the contents of their handbans as if attempting to suppli-
cate any evil spirits who may have been sent by the witch to gee . if they had learned the errors
of their wagse

i Frankly, as we drove away, 1 had opportunity to think about the whole thing, and it
occurred to me that the witch was a bluff merchant who'd hit upon g simple way of making .cash
at the expense of peoples fear of the unknowni' I mentioned this theory to our coach driver
who.- had lived in the district for years, and he was quite adamant that the character really
was a witchi : i

One has to remember that the coach driver had a 11v1ng to make taking suckers to see the
w1tch and it was in his own interests to say. the witch was- authentlc. ’

I'm reserving judgement, though. . L : ;

I sald some nasty ,things about the w1tch as I dropped my money in the well. L made a
‘rather vindictive wish. :

If eny of you fellahs ever read in a medical Journal that an old whlte—halred man in The
Isle of Man is reported to have performed a phys1cal feat hitherto regarded as belng anatoml—
cally impossible, please let me know. )

I shall certainly be interested. R ¢ ; "
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by W. Marland Frenzel

He ran and kicked .the baby carriage, sehding it careening across the floor and knocking

the radio from its shelf. A second, more violent kick brought down the television set, shatter-

ing the picture tube and cutting a deep gash in his forehead. Blood streamed dqwn his face and
ran between clenched teeth. :

Mrs. Reynolds endered the room —- clean, spotless, immaculate with a neat blue apron tied
around her waist. A slight frown marred her lovely features.

"Joe, what on earth are you doing? I could hear you clear over at Mrs. Thomas Sty

"Nothing, Mom. Just playing." LES

"Well, try to be more careful."

Quletly, she closed the door and walked back into the kitchen. What for dinner, she won-
dered. Roast,-spare ribs, pork chops? ; .

A scream emitted from Joe's room.

"Joe, I can't decide what to fix for dinner. Would you like anything special?"

"Yegh, Mom —— blood. -Thick red blood." | , .

That- boy, she thought. Blood indeed. What an imagination. Well, she’ just wouldn't fix
anythings ; ' :

The doorbell rang.

"Joe, dear. Will you go see what that is please?" . .

Joe ran from his room, kicking over chalrs and upsetting tables. as he passed the china
case, he gave it a shove and dishes of every descrlptlon clattered to the floor with an ear-
splitting crash. -

"Be careful, Joe," admonished his mother.

Siezing a wooden chair, he splintered one of its ‘legs and advanced stealthily towards the
door, Opening it, he gave the caller, Mys. Thomas, a wicked thrust in the abdomen, knocking
her backwards and felling her. _When she was unconscious, Joe proceded to stomp her face to a
bloody pulp. He then hauled the featureless thlng into a hedge. :

"gho was it, Jge?"

"Nobody , Mom. Just a .salesman. " ; :

"Well; I wish I knew your method of getting rld of them., Takes me hours sometimes."

"Takes practice. -That's all; practice." 3 ;

"Go wash up now. Your father'll be home any minute. And try not to be so rough with him."

"Hahe.. Oh, cripes. I forgot to wash the car. Dad's going to be mad as all get out."

"You'd better get to it right now. :

"Yes'me.s I'1l do better than that.

Now what on ezrth did he mean by that she wondered. Oh, well...

Outside, Joe Reynolds had just finished breaking all the car windows and was startlng on.
the headlights, when his father, .Jason Reynolds, strode up behind him. :

"Joe, haven't you finished washlng_the car yet? I told you to have At flnlshed when I
gotihome, confound your arrogance.'

"Sorry, Dad, what with hot days, short nights and all that jazz. I just didn't get around
tO lt " .

"Hmumpf....Some excuse. Ve'll you{d better have it done tomorrow or no spending money."

Mrse. Reynolds called from the front steps, "You men come in. Dinner'll be ready soon as
I can find the can opener."

Jason strode into the house, planting a birdlike kiss on his wife's cheek. Sniffing: "I
smell cologne. Have you been alone all day?"

"Something happened to the baby carriage. Wish you'd come look at it when you've times

"Hah! You're talking to Mr. Fix-It men himself. What happened‘> Wheel come off?"

"Noees I can't imagine. Looks like a cyclone struck it. n

"Damn, guess I'll have to take it down to the shop. Wnew& Man, I'm beat. Ed Larsen fell
on the conveyer belt today.” . :

“"Oh, no," she laughed, Mot EQ Larsen!" :

"Yep, the stupid goof. Blood and guts strewn all over the plant. They're still picking
pieces of 'em off the ceiling. Gyess we'll have to attend the services tomorrowy being his

({1
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best friends." :

"Therc goes that bridge game. Uh, ch. Smell something burning. Be back in a par-sec.'

"ihere'd you get that par-sec stuff?"

"Somcthing Joe picked up. Spacc-man talk,"

"Oheeoo Uh, what's for dinner? I'm famished."

"Broyn beans." ?

Jason Rgynolds stood up, knocking over his chair. -

"Good Lord and holy damm! Is that all I get after working in a hot factory all day? To
hell with this confounded madhouse. I'm getting out."

"But dear, your beans..."

Jason Heynolds ran from his homu, klcklng over chairs and tables.

. screan cmitted from Joe's room.

Mrs. Reynolds, clean, spotless, and immaculate began quietly to put away the plates and
silverware. . THE END

@ 0 0000 5008090098000 000CE0 0000800 0000060006009 0000080000400 000000800000000000000000000000000

HERBIE
by F.C. Purvis

Herbicts a Squére! )
How I lmow that? Simple! He not like rést of us. He more in —-- in---- well, he got

morc brains than rest of gang. You gotta feel sorry for him though, it ain't his fault. His
0ld man's a new clear phiz—--- —- uhhhh, he make C bombs, you know what I mean.

We get along real swell though. We don't make fun of his brains and he don't tother us
with silly brainy ideas. Besides, he don't make 2 pass at our broads. In his own words,
real chiv—=—— chiva-—- well, real gentilemanly, Not that my Mabel is that good a looker, but
she my dame and I keep it that way. ain't no lousy no good bum take her away. That's why I
like Herbie,.he'g harmfulless.

I shouldn't say Herbie never bother us with silly idea. Sometime hc comes up with real
doozie. Like whien he say that we should scll magazine subs. Sure a hundred per cent profit
is swell but. you can only sell so many end no more —-- besides it too much work., I like our
racket better. Like I zhways say, there'll always be parking meters just chock full of
nickels and dimes. _

Lately Herbie got on this flying saucer jag. Seemed to see them everywhere in sky. T
dunno, maybe he cracked or sumpen. I see nuttin but sky but he say lookie there don't you
- see that saucer? Again I see nuttin.

That «is till he found what he call saucer. He took me ‘over to see right after he found
it, Honored as I am, I think it looks like junk and tell him so. DBut Herbie don't héar me
—-2_ he real happy over it. Like a kid at Xmas or sumpen. 5

‘Well I warn Herbie when he start to fool with controls. But, oh no, Herbie says he know
what he's doing. First thing I know there loud noise and saucer takes off like wounded
atley catx, Herbie and all.

Sometimes I miss Herbie and wonder where he is. Like I say before, he was good friend.
Must be off now. There new gang in our territory and. we show them who s boss. Could use
Herbie, wonder where he is.

end
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by Leslie Gerber

*%xThe Mind Cage by A.E. Van Vogt (Avon Rooks, 191pp, 35¢). Despite the fact that I fgﬁnd...---

this more readable than anything of Van Vogt's since "Slan", this book ie wretched. It is as
full of cliches as anything I have read in the field. The‘stbry is ridiculous, the characters
are stupid,,the.background'iS'old, and the only good feature of the book is some fairly lively
writing, which you would expect anyway from Van Vogti

#%x4%,000 Years Later by Horace Coon (signet Books, 143ppy 35¢). Now this one is probably
the worst hook of the year. Horace Coon is a writer of non-fiction, author of such books as,
"Colombia, Colossus on the Hudson." It shows. Thi's, Coon's first piece of fiction as far as
I know, reads like non-fiction. It is written in the form of a report by a team of three

explorers from the Great Galaxy who come to Earth, explore and repwrt their findings. Tpe ;

whole ides is to look at our civilization from enother viewpoint and show.us how stupid it all.

is, but it only megkes the author look stupid. Some of the comments made by the explorers are
just too perceptivez:”Forﬂa-group“whmch knows nothing about our planet, they sure learn fast!
I haven't mentionmed that our civilization has been dead for 43,000 years (it died in the 20th
century without ruining spything it had created, too convenient an gtcident for pe to believe)

but you'd never know it. although sometimes this actually sounds like what it is supposed toa

be, at otlier times it ig, as I said, too perceptive. The.explorers understand perfectly {and
correctly) almost everything they see.- They are just too smart ‘to believe. And besides ‘that,
government reports are noted: for their notorious dullness. This is certainly no exception.
Your 35¢ will be better spent on a copy of Amazing. [

*¥**Fime in hdvance by William Tenn (Bantam Fooks, 153pp %5¢). William Tenn's previous two.
collections lave been almost wholly composed of his light humorous stories. NQwiBantamipre*
sents a collection of four of his longer serious pieces, and it comes off very well. R

"Fireyster" has its humorous- points, and it suffers a bit from them. Basically, this is
the story of the aliens who have come to earth, but not to invade., They are so superior to us
that we cauot .even communicate with them. They form colonies and we keep away from them..
Some humens g0 to their colonies 'and become mysteriously transformed 4nto "Primeys', vastly
superior to us. The story concerns itself with a men who, against the laws of the U.Se,
trades with the Yrimeys -— things they want (which are odd enough to be funny) for gadgets
which are the product of: their technologitally advanced culture. Then there are'the;humanie
tarians, whose slogan is "Humanity First" and who ‘want to do away with the Primeys and the.
slieéns, not even realizing in-their fanaticiem "that this is impossible. Despite some serious
wealmesses, such as the speech of ‘the Primeys ("G abble-honk, honk, honk, gabble-hank...).
which is too silly to be credible, this is a good piece of writing, with credible characters, .
a carefully built background,-and lots of Tender Loving Care.(cc, cbb, and TLC) ' -

"Time in Advence" presents a logical idea: in order to help build colonies, murderers
spend their terms working on dangerous jobs to help establish séttlements, build, and do
various essential but dangerous work. If a men wishes, he may goluntarily serve g term (with
a 50 discount for volunteering) in advence, and then commit a crime. The sentence for murder
is 14 years, with the discount only seven. Yet there is virtually no chance for a man to
survive through the seven years, and if he quits before the end of his term, he gets nothing.
The story opens as two murderers—to-be, buddies for the seven years, are released. Tpey are
free to commit murder. FBach has someone whom he hates more than enough to kill. Unfortunate-
ly, when they get back to civilization, each finds many people who deserve murder as much.
What finally happens is too easily predictable, -but this is also a good piece of writing,
with cc, cbb, and lots of TLC.

"The Sickness" from I,finityy is perhaps the weakest story of the lot. It is about the
first voyage to Mars, by a team of Russians and.Americané, with a neutral Indian captain.

When they reach Mars, one of the Russians comes down with a disease, and one by one, the
whole crew comes down with it. A good piece of writing, with cc, a cbb, and TLC, but the
gimmick is weak.

"Pime Waits for Winthrop" from Galaxy and here ineptly retitled "Winthrop was Stubborn"
is probably the best of the lot. Here, the background is the story, with small assistance
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from the plots Yet, the background is enough to make a story, and I was fascinated as you
probably will be too. A very carefully built background, and gobs of TLC.

On the whole, a successful book, very strong in extrapolation and slightly weak on plot,
but still very successful and the best collection this year outside of "The Other Side of the
Sky" which coincidentally shares with this the first issue of Infinity as a source.

I will not give "Address: Centauri" by F.L. Wallace and "Mission of Gravity" by Hal
Clement (Galaxy Science Fiction Novels no. 32 and 33, 191pp and 35¢ each) a review except to
say that Galaxy Novels' decision to upgrade has certainly paid off for readers with these two
excellent bookss And if you kmow how tight I am, you can guess how good they are when I
tell you that I have subscribedi This will be =n excellent series, and so far has been marred
only by Wallace Wood's fuzzily-reproduced covers. (A jet car on the cover of "Address: Cen-
tauri" has a facel) b

"a Man Called Destiny" by I=zn Wright and "Stepsons of Terra" by Robert Silverberg(ace,
128+128pp, 35¢). 4nd here we have two novels cut from the same cloth. Unfortunately, it
happens to be cheesecloth. :

For the first fifty or so pages, I thought Hi Man Called Destiny" was going to be a good
book. The hero, Richard irgyke, was in a beautiful, carefully-contrived hole, and I was just
waiting to see how Vright would get him out of it. Then, my hopes vanished. Argyle turns
out to be an immortal. It follows from there, getting progressively worse until one of the
worst endings ever to plague a book.

Baird Ewing, of "Stepsons of Terra", on the other hand, is a supermen all the way. He
isn't supposed to be a superman, but he's a little too perfect. This book has the advantage
of a fair ending, but that can't offset what has come before. .is a reader of Science F.ction
.dventures (where this originally appeared as "Shadow on the Stars") said, it "showed tHat
Silverberg couldn't write a bad story if he tried. Unfortunately, it was almost completely
lacking in originality...Silverberg entertained me with it, but as a story it didn't amount
to much." Fair, mindless entertainment. Not worth your 35¢.

"ESPer" by James Blish (avon Books, 191pp 35¢) is a re-reprint of "Jack of Eagles. Good,
solid adventure, not as mindless as most. In fact, not mindless at all. If you don't have
the Galaxy Novels edition, try it on for size.

"Men, Martians and Machines" (174pp, Berkeley Books), "The Space Willies" and "Six
Worlds Yonder" (131+125pp, .ce, 35¢) by Eric Frank Ryssell.

"Men, Martians and Machines" is a collection of three novellas and a short story. The
short, "Jay Score," has a classic punchline which you probably know. The other three sound
somewhat like rewritten stories out of a 1929 .mazing; the writing is better, but the science
is exactly the same. Still, it's enjoyable. If you like Russell, you'll like it. If you
don't, you probably won't.

"The Space Willies" is "Plus X" with an entirely unneccesary beginning section which
detracts from the story. Still, this is more than fun. It's FUN!!!!! Take out your hostil-
ities on this one. It's a beautiful example of sexless unsadistic wish-fulfillment.

"Six Worlds Yonder" is a collection of a novelkéte and five shorts from aSF 1954-56. It
is especizlly worth having for "Into your Tent I'll Creep" and fills out the book nicely.
WiZZven vhen down to only 256 pages per volume, jce still gives you more then any other s-f
books for your money.

Two classics have recently been reissues and deserve your attention. "The Island of
Dr. Moreau" by H.G. Wells (.ce, 192pp,35¢) is worthy of your attention not only for itself,
but because it has been issued as an experiment to see if fantasy will sell. "The Lost
world (Pyramid Books, 35¢), a re-reprint, is just a good book.



SHAKZSPZARE BECOITZS A LETTE HACu FOR THE CRY

I am Sir Oracle, :
And when. I ope ny Ll ot i do~ bark! _ "
--MERCHANT OF VI#ICT, Act I, Scene 1, Line 93

Devise, wit; write, pen; for I .am for whole Volumes'in FTENIE e =
IRl ERES SR BOURLS - L,03 T CAGHE il 'Seeng @ ; . a7

Always the dulness of the fool is the whetstone:of -the wits.: -
S SRR LT L Act. T o aSceRe 2, e 59 R s s

Whom should T knocl? ;
S b S SMINTEGE OF - TH R, -SHRINE, Act- I, Scene 2, Line O

[

ULl cav11 @B SR Gl AP aT of a hair. ¥

--KING TIZNRY QN PART? T MMCT>' T L, 78 eenc= | S i plewc 26
This keen encounter of our-wits. ok : 2
Tz ARSI ST T - Act ST5Seon o, 200 Trite 116h

Rubbing the poor itch of youi'epinion,.:
Malte yourselves scabs.
--CORTOLANIS, "Act ‘I,.8cene 1, Line 171

heugh siEcidie- bt e, sheé ‘is "fierce. _ &
~=-MIDSUMIER-TICHT!'S | DREBMM cAeh- TT Iy Secehie-2y ‘hitnelagis 4

I would my horsc had the s»eecd of your tonsue, and so ~ood a continuer.
T=HUCH ADBO ABOUT NOTIING ¥ Aet I,i:Scane ], Line aby

o s sliE ﬁrouc man,
Drest in a little brief authority;
Most ignorapt of what he'!s most assured,
Iis fla°°T essence, -like an ancry ane,
Plays such fantastic trlchs., ; =
- —=lBASURE FOR HEASURTD, Act IL, Scene 25 M anclan

Argument for a week, 1aughter'for a month, ; .' ;

S ME IR TV~ PART I, S 900 1 1.5 186 aiie = 2 s Bl e e ol

We have, some salt of our youbtnsd n s, 7 : e -
¢ MR RS S SOF WITNS ORGE e 11, -Scendsi3y iaer 5
We few, we ‘hapny few we band ol brethers. 3

--KING IEWRY V, Act T¥, Sceme 3, Line 60

Bruce Pelz
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conducted by Elinor Busby

BRANDON¥ I3 WILLIN! ‘s

e Sl S AN SN N e i ;

TSt Gare SBah dF rre you were bugging him.no end for fanzine reviews,

Why don't'you write !'em for CRY OF THZ MNAMELZSS? he said to me, Brammin,
I thot, sure I will, why not, 01d, experienced fans like myself always
deTiﬂht 'in glving a Zenerous helnlnF hano to struggling newcomers to

the faeild.« « T NaWenc Been CRY "fniawhile - Terr, what’s the Bk test issue?
Carfr- sStaredfintodsheac e Sthoflfu 1 I ekt s.aiicd ?on has.it over at his place
SO nie: N eSS TEST STl 3. G Sh e G 120 JJell, there went that
cherished illusion of exwerienced old "iiie Fan helvlnf a neo get started:
perhaps 1t would be more apt to- think of myself as newcomer who is
helpinz to keep an oldtimer going.. Bub, CRY won't cease publication :just
bocause Yol omE Caw i e iy, ey 1 eligE o, %6, 7 Derny s st Gane A 1 : H e fcltl
withi tayiineSta™ DEMEtnily., * T8 a3, Sehad 1 neea, are Bansldeas fie. . - iGgontt
really get all of the.fmz all of the time: there are reviewed in other
fmz (FANAC for instance) all sorts of fmz that I only hear about or sce
over at Ron's or Terryfs, Well, Terry said, dash of £ a letter to the
Busby's and teil 'em you're going to do the review column and¢ for them
toiput a notice dns thesfmext . CRY. o fhe - effect” thab:Carl'iBrandomn Of

21131 Dwight i/ay, Berkeley L, Galifornia will be reviewin- fanzimes for
for that fmz and that, naturally, het!d like to receive fanzines so he
can review then . ' =

tWhich is what I'm doing now.
v Yours truly, (8

Carl Bra:m don
21431 Dwight Way :
Berkeley li, California

((Glad to have you with us, Cad . People! Fans! Send zines to Carl
Brandon, ) )

.
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Dear CRYoungfans, r

Thank you all for.CRY ;#120. Thank you, young ‘Arthur Thomson, for
your cover illo; your critters are constantly amusing, — ///Thank you,
young Busby (or whoever did the Cryspeak Contents Page), for a page of
interesting info and entertaimment. Ilowever, I think.the rumor re more
peovnle metting sued is unfounded. It was obvious at the SOLACON that
the various persons involved with the various disputes were somewhat
disgusted with (and tired of') the whole thing, and that the greater ma-
jority of fans (as represented by those attending the S0LACON, and no
one can say that fandom was not well represented at the SOLACOI!) are hap-
py with the way thipss have turned out.///Inre your proposed '6l World-
Con, I think your. title "PuCon’, ‘thouzh certainly memorable, will offend
the sensibilities of those wio dislike words like puke”, and could have
an effect on the supnort you are réquesting. Of course, something lile
"Seattlecon" is a bit unwieldy, "Washcon" or "Pugetcon® is hardly better
so what have we got left.,.?...hmmm,,, Crycoh? Namelesscon (EE%E o uld
somehow be apnropriatc but of course just as lengthy .ae Seatitlecon... )2?
es.lforwescon ITI might confuse those who atterded thé one in Tortlards , ,
there must be other possibilities,..like ‘naming it after your zuest of
honor,..but I reckon you haven't picked one yet...or maming it after your
chiassmah Sor tdndest aiorlsary v .. or ~in Tonor: of r DJon Day. . SUeiICEn- K -NaaE T e
Say, 1if you had damonlnight as your guest of honor, you could honor both
of them by calling it the lmisht&dayeon...and that certainly applies to
every convention...O0K, I pass, It's just that Pucon doesn't sean 1lilke
the best bet to me. Illaybe some of the other younZ cans will come up with
something.iv. (I swear I MBANT to hit. the f key but smehow it came out
gans, and who am I to tamper with Fate?) ((Len, your speculations are for
naught. If Seattle gets * the '61 con, Mameless will call it the Seacon,
and. Nameless Anonymous the Pucon, Nothing could be more firmly decided,))

Thanli you, young Renfrew, for your' prozine reviews, vhich didn't
seem as lively as usual--no doubt due to the rush Y OURIERE Tz, . SISl
enjoyable, tho.

Thanlz you, young Burnett R.: Toskey, for your fanzine reviews, viiich
were amusing in gpots. but just that...too ‘spottily amusing’, Methinx
you went too far out of your way to be nasty, with a definite overuse
of the word "lousy". I much prefer you as a lettercol editor, snd young
Amelia should be restored (from galfia) to the fanzine resview post,

Thank jou, young John'Berry, for your short short-short, although
1t was'aet aa cd eier-and amusing as it might have been. I know I'm not
gettinz tired of Berry tales, but could be that young John is getd ng
tired and should perhans limit his writings to less frequent but longer
and (thus, we trust) gayer material., ' 'Also seems like a l-o-n~g time.
since we've seen agn ish of RET,

Thanic you again, young Toskey, for the Fantastic Adventures summary,
ancd thanlt you some more (but not much hore)” for the brief cefense of
youngz Deeck, although I!'M not sure why. That is, il these two young gans
(darmnit, did it again--I SWEAR not on purpose! ‘Vhat strange powers are
controlling my typer-weary finfers.,.finfers? Great Foo...WHAT IS IA PPON-
149G HERE????)...1f these two young FANS (ho, ho, I won that time!) FANS
want to reud over who is quoting whom or what out of context,..well, let
'em and it seems to me both are quite capable of defensive and...hmmn. ,.
offensive(?) tactics.

Thank you, young Otto Pfeifer, for Bone Geste, which had one or two
chuckles in it but too long.fer the subject matter--and my thanks do not
include the title which is just tooway out to be a zood nun.

5
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CRY OF_TIIZ READERS --_ continued

Arid thank you once more, young Toskey, for the ad info re old fan-
zines. I was particularly interested in the brief "history" of CRY,
having ‘quite forgotten that Gem was its first editor.

Thank you, young ially Weber, for the ihinutes, which--as usual--
are as usual. By now, you should also know my opinion of your Mhinutes
and no point in repeating myself every letter. Sorry to hear of the
young Wymans! accident and hope they are all okey by now, and ready for
the Détention, as well as the !'59 Jestercon.

Thank you, yvoung Elinor Busby,sfor a:good job of conducting the
lettercol, but for the sake of the noor suffering fanzine editors, Ido
hone you and youne Toskey switch jobs againg

I~ oS inia t=amrc ey Winkl) »y olng Wensl. Brownl, «that Wsiiee .al ong vi'th- his
plaintive cry of "why can't fans be.the kind of fans they want to be...
6bC. s 6LC, s Withowt: tryingito. fomoBRtheir idea as The Tdesa.” Underlining
is mine, of course, . 1 think the trouble 1izs in the Tact that when a
fan becomes suneir—-scrcon he believes so strongly in sercon-ness that he
wants everybody else to be the salic way--and that when a fan becoiles
violently opposed to:serconsness he too wants'everybody else to be anti-
sercon., The fact is there aré several degrees of serconiness and several
degrees of non-sercon-ness, and then too the two "statés of mind” overlap
in a geodSmajonity ol fawss | Quigelsinvolved; recally,  le,sforithe simnle
life. '

Wice letter from younz Colin. I'm surc he and young Vowen did feel
quite badly about losing the Jestercon '59 bid, and certainly hope they
gothanotier crackiat“it, maybe "next year (for . '60).

Well, now, youwng Zsmond Adams sounds like a nice guy but he is wrom
sl blsier lnler RS =TS Antehic aae ARl roniEzakEeR - - T ~arm ot ,  In aeyascnse of - the
Wor dii -~ Fieemtainlmado~not" recel “sugleritor “ o0 "the pUbl#ehers, “editar. s and
writerst Giamd Rel CRIE oo TR S THOUNEMS B o thiite~ I say.ssees ot [-dennt; ('E
say so. And as for being a "patron” in the other sense...well, I just
couldnt't afford to be the patron of an cxnend ve monthly publication 1like
CRY. All I can do is write letters, and hope that my name remains on the
mELatilbaes Al LEE

Tlor the bénsfit of those. who may be beginning to'woinder if the SOLA-
COIl cormittec has really dropped dead from exhaustion, you mizht tell
your readers that very soon now we will be mailing out the Prosram Booke
Lot s bio “these members: o, did netsealEiFen d, . i/ith thattwettl e will ge ==
o afd of the S3CLACQi! members, attendees and absenteées alilie--the éOLACON
RIZIFORT, which will contain the financial rewnort, minutGF @i GnE 15
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meceting, Matheson's speech (rcquested by scveral of the delegates), and
sturlf, like-that there. .As I said, this grecat 'mailing.showld take place
in the very necar future -- just as soon as the REPORT is complected,
laid out an¢ lithographed, No extra charge for this, of course. Mecm~
bers of the SOLA® N geot this as a lzind of "extra bomus® becausc, as re-
ported, the convention.was successful and we, quitc naturally, are most
happy about it. :

InSthe Heantimes leave- us. potd igeget’ thats itei s Detpeishsdny il Ose anis
Westerecon in Seattle in' 159.....and SOUTH GATEZ AGAIN IN 2010}

Weee. Smiding,

Foung  Lien HMefwabic
10202 Belcher
Dowmney, California

((Len, I omitted your mention of an LA relaxicon in a feverish attempt
to confinec you to two nages, but vhen your nlans solidify we']ll be glad
to publicize 'em., Preferably in elite type., #%I don't consider you
patronizing cither. ;f:Super-sercon? Define your terms!))

ADKINS lIOVIS AGAIW :
Boysi, len ) ctcu sl{T Besent being calded an etcyd)

I'm leaving herec next week for Chio and will be there till next year
sometime, then baclk to Mew York and vprodom. Geling - to doaf sanound2hpsChie
with mysfolls doing samples Tor Men's mags, stf inass, comic books,; .ete.
Ilave a lot to learn yeot and need the samples. So, my new address., Pleasec
print YeinEhetnest ORY.. Thanls. . ({You're actually very welcome. )]

Best,

Dan L. Adkins

Rt, i#2

Fast Livernool, Ohio
((Horewith an Adliins wmonster.,))

THE GERBER IUFANT
Dear Gerberless Onecs,

.Mell, leng tivle, no §6e. My lomg-{(and
probably welcome) absence from your pages vas
caused by such varied causes as btwo months
in a sumaer camn, a broken-down typewriter
and a serious attaclk of zafia, from which I
have just rceovered. Being finally able to
Wt e T am s iGN eisliesSt-a5 to what Bbo -write
SRQUbs g PEisen SECmMEoIiE 1 250 about SEe
NAYS by TSSO s e a0 Ld wic thasse of -me
on the photocower; which was definitely not
the one I sont yon:, ((True =~ the oneiyou
sent wasimegehaR g sble P Contras b “Wag-gboo -
8l i zhtEMeoprant well. ) ). ' £

Say, friends, And¥'s last name is »Hro=-.
noune Jl ikc LP g MEertay, | “So "all fThatiiried
Reiss and Boiléd Reiss and Stewed Reiss is
Like“nwothin!4 S man . ot -uayfof T . Bt beam,
((Sorrow! We had thought up scveral more ways
of preparing|Reiss,ftoo.))

Reiss hates Leinster, mainly because I like
him. Andy just doesn't know what characterization means., He rmust think

[T
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it means saying somcthing like: "Lance Sterling was a handsome young man
with an even temper, 297 Id, perfect self-control, and a slim mustache,"
I.caught Andy reading GBS the other day. There is smething wrorg with
thils gy, ncnimEss: + Likec coogtipese? 1. read GBS Scl; Fyou ke, ) )

Y& S auambel i ke bilee Unoat., ofmtliesiaeclas T, Pead, - Talee-nel - togmead
the oflesmplwdeint & ~Gind nis TR T 4 Ice B iBiEtE JilisteT or  vour ~salse,: L1 try to
pan one' thiSTiizsue. —oay,. E;wasmitsislo -kind. to 'Mansof Eanth' ;s and T
spotted somethinz which nobody elsc seemed to notice. I'm not so damn
lkind anyway, just honest. - o

I think Sebastian is Peter Skeberdis, In fact, I'm pretty certain
of it, cspecially as he has mentioned corrcswondence with Sebastian, -
which would be pretty hard if there is no such person. . ((Huh?))

Toskey; friend, Dainis Bisenieks is not an unbeliecvable name., No-
body would ever think of using it for a pen name. Nobody would even
think of its Leslic Gerber would be much better pen name because it is
much more belisvable. - In this case, unfortunately, it.is a real namec.
I'd much rather be named Lance Sterling or Harold Evéryman,

g (ol i s sReh o e Yoo s Fe e+ 16 L TR IR X = o L T v TG - i 0
youngest: fan I-Tmnow ofs . (Relss isMBedays older, )

Anciently,

feslie Sieven,Gerber
‘ ' 201 Linden Boulevard

' _ Brooklyn 20, New York
((Do you mind if I cd 1 you Harold Everyman henceforth? The caption pos-
sibilities of the name Lesliec Cerber are fatigued if not entirely exhaus-
ted. ' The only captiom I can thial of for your next letter is GERBERLNC
IDTOP, and wihilec this providcs afpliédsant change Trem.baby food I fm, surec
TH-qoe sntit realdiuichip il v ou - ary Sloides- thar . it 00 0 Sy Mk el Bl e il JEhae .l s

Beeil - Us.0d, oo k- HorEskE: T v gizarman =)
SOARIN!' WITHH CAUGIHRAN
DTelmRgE 3 U0 e

I hgte gebiting large Tanzines,"on account. T nover know where to start
comnenting. .. ATINCORY S Ehhiis™ T rgeassiiat is” FSE, byhthe way™ .- ( (Hablulous
Scattle Fandom, of course., Also kndwm as Wameless Anonymous.)) “And you
rican that the CRY OF THE NAMZILI3S isnt't put out by the Nameless?® ((It's
put out by Namcless Anonymous)), Some sort of mcthing there but I
cantt pubt wmy Tinger on: it, ;

Fanzine, pévicws == as 1s ustelsiithere arc many I haven't seen =-.in
Tact; ~there jare all sert -of. fans tmames. in thish that Lehaven 't heard
before. Who is Colin Cameron? Robert foster? Dave lMeCarroll? John
Koning? Donald Franson? Bruce Pelz? Stony Barnes? Ismond Adams?
((that! You don't know the FHsmond Adams? The onc who has letters in
RETRIBUTION and HUMBUE?)) Like I say, therc are all sorts of peonle
here I didn't know existed. I don't set around an awful lot, but when a
fanzine is almost comwletely composcd of unfamiliars, horo's a whole sec-
bion e faniden I mids sed, : ;

Damn' it, everywherc I look there's a story by John Berry, and all
with the same sort of plot, same sort of characters,. same sort of huor.
Berry'dis fin e~ rutids I do dils tofnead thom, “tho, and get 4 littilo a1 joy~
ment.  Damncd predictable, tho. Your magazinc rcads as a Bery apnrcci-

S

ation soclcty magasine, tho, so maybe I should keep my 7P 2R EAHE S5

Good grief, Wm. Dececk back -- why, hc and I used to cXchanzc two
lotters a week, wgy back in -- when ... My first sumucr in fan&>m, vkhen-
ever thai was. 1953 T -Ffucss, | S8 the .same Deeck wvho wWas a Startling
letterhack. Too bad therc arcn't any dccent promag letter columns any—u
more -- I might brcal: my tradition and buy sf magazines.
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But ‘it's just like Decck ‘to show iup azain feuding with someonc,
. Why canitt aore club uminutcs be on ‘the &r der of iléberts?

Pucon is a fine fannish nawme for a con -- you have my support. ((¥!see
Len Moffatt?)) e

Is the Carl Bragndon Norman Sanfield Harris hoax +-*the subhoax, I

nean =- noWw in view? - (('I don't know. :Why don't you ask Carl? You live
just a couple blocks from hin,))
Peter Francis:Skcberdis -- somchow I have a fceling I should know

the name, but I don!t. He wouldn't have been active three or :four years
GE0 s @I VA Pt :
what is'this about New York not oxisting? Somewhere in this uni-
verse. sy a tFaete vt el deme rib ing mEsdeubts .oout the ‘existenco ol - Now
Yorle, . Written  lolgb swFiter<somctine. »“Since they “the 4 I-Larndod T New
York, and amfwilling to conccde the existence “of parts of I%. Still
hEsrom= S aem e SsaEeTlRate |, S tle " an't T think | theyw just’ dirdmaisn e <kt
FinasHedSwTee T iRcHmenere s lay ing' to malke ‘1t f spectdly, anatal Jer s
Is Deeck still UPOSlduﬁt of the Boys! Non-Christian Dipsomaniac
Confcdcracy? :
Jim Caughran
BN6 Dw1'Ht vay
Berkoley i, California
(5B is B eXecrptedNmrom Ja miersonal Metter. . Be Farnec, et G emneRiES
on CRY to Busbys will bo considcrcd CRYfanac unless otherwise noted,
Jim)~~ aew - Lhest yeutve shanted CRY “letterhacking T dopc yourll s tay.with
kg

LY1iCH LORZ
Dcar ffionds and gontlc hearts
Encloscd is a hot news item you may or may not choosc to use, or
UEG .o chcws, as*thetsesn s may be,
Fatr samuing depb: it is beingsént at the same tile to dhllcels
(er, gamgle,: ‘O possabdes Plnbttcr ) (of FAhzines. .cerosd the @EUIAG T
And=s Ince ‘SeverEl. members of f thé phil a— for=.00 CO]ﬂltbGu aro sending
them out, you may zct another copy from onc of our other members In
b EEE T LA et onesi b v eaell ey o, rbtﬂining Blg: i d - fomiy-ndke g,
Dogsyolarcept ADVERTISING 7722 7 LL ~you do.,~-and meuyr ratasSasme
rcasonablc -- very rcasonable -- chvap il ‘M“t W e anpsenliiviaislc s emEsails
vour rate canpd and wée will shio ntlj'fﬁ}' an ad in your much-honored pub-
lstcribiioa= oMol solied N N5 60, L1116 OBF ocisy of =
1 _1960... PHILADILPIIA!
: He e b (thb necogan that roarcd)
Chairman, In-60- Phllauolonla Gommittee
12085:C re shelimn’ Re
Philadclphia 19, Pa.
((Don't lmow whether thc nows item will be pubbed ar not. If it's in this
zine it is, and if not, not. Don't itnow whothor we accept acdvertid ng,
I'm not very helpful, am I? ;#/Hal, if you would writc us nicec lettors-of-
comment. “anes SEories and 1iks that wesmouldn 't be driven to pubbing your
busings's -letters.  »=eF" was planning; GefyswEpnort o s ng 5oyl Hojblin o)y el
beginning to wonder. I think if you cngagcd quito zoalousl in CRYfanac
you might bo able to Win le Overn ))
Hmmm o, Yashington for '60? Philadclohia for 1609
. WHICH SIDE AM I ON? _
(later..osorry, ial, Buz informs me Ilm for Washirrton in '60, Oh well)

w
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ATOM I"IGHTS BACK!

PR

s pacs e |
ﬂ Boy -
Dan . ADKINS
B oy wondER .
ART.ST

DREWING

M T

RICH BUT HOT FATTENIIIG (courtesy FMB)

In hock singal vices, or something else of True Signifcance and Great
Meaning., :

In other words, hullo, :

And on vie O <.. Thru, Cry of Che: Naimeless with Typer; Piteh-Fork,
and Bludgeond. Blugend. ‘ell, you know what I meaNh...

The ATomic cover radiates nicely, methings. Most of the interiors
are good, too. Garcone is terribly ‘good, Or even Horribly good. Or
just plain atrocious. ‘'trocious a word?. ((I expect so. Trocious prob-
ably means real, real good,)) : ‘

But the rest... I dunno. Where!s the sparkle and the fannish gay
and the merrymalking and the name-calling (well, there's still enough of
that) and the fun and joys of yesteryear and the fans gathered!round
the mimeograph? And the fannish lauzh, where cen it be found? Don't
tell me the new blood is bloodless -- I don!t want to hear ‘that, I
don't want soul~sea ching, or mindful remarlts of sercon value, or The
Illeaning of Insignifjcance. What's happened? HEs, Bruce, Willy? HMoran,
Leman, Berry? Gerber; Reiss, Barnes? .WAKE UP, DAMHIT!

Pemberton, as always, malkkes with interesting comients; interesting
even to those who haven!t read the mags -- maybe this 1s Femby!s fo rmulae
for successful reviewing? :Good, nonetheless.

Amelial! AMELIA]! AMELTIA? ~-- and that's all Itll say about the
fmz revoo dept., except: the Bourne cover on ifhimper wasn't bad, *but
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it was poorly stencilled (due to the fact that weused a ball-point pen
rather than a stylus). The zine designated as BEFORE & AFTER was UR

Berrs, Tim' afeahisd, 1si"a little Beo. Subtle For me  tRATEN Mmoo TN
LY T el e doeEr e e i .- - A diRaGe 1 ©., . /5 AN we i, s Gl et
charm, anyway.

Too bad BRT's column must be discontinued. I hope this does not
mean that old BRT will be out of CRY entirely -- it would be a shame,
indeed, to lose someone who turns out mmething like FLABBERGASTIIG ;16
(in my opinion, one of the best fmz ever -- up with THZ ENCHANTED DUPLI-
CATOR and THE HARP STATISIDE and SCIENCE FISTION FIVE YEARLY) and who
for so long »rinted my wunnful letters almost entirely in their entirety.
Ir ... I think. Chain FEim fto a typer every once in a while and malke him
work for the good lole CRY, Yes, indeed. ((With Toskey chained to a
typer, who!ll turn the crank?))

Blotto Otto is interesting enough this 4 me, considering that I get
the idea that he just sat down to write and wrote and let the words
frothle anc seeth as they may, v

HHTINIETUS and MHORT MIINZITUS and how I'd like to see mhore and mhore
and mhore. Ted Johnstone, at the LASF3, is turning out o me very cute,
very interestingz minutes. Maybe I could get him to send some to CRY.

And then you contact The Dallas Futurians, and the Cleveland Science Fic-
tion Soclety, and the HNational Fantasy Nudist Leasue, and The Internation-
al Science Fiction and Sky-Scraping 3ociety and put out a zhe call CRY OF
TIZ IHINETUS., Then you wouldn't have to worry about the AUELASAAL CRY
OF“"PITh" READERS ¢ - Ol gy .

So here werare again, ) :

John Foning: One thing about Harris (or should I say "Harris”?) that
should be noted; his reaction to cliques is only natural, humanly P ediing,
It's the same in mundane life -- say, if you were told pointedly that
you could not become a member of a clul’, you would declare that it isn't
you that!'!s wronz, but the club; 1t'!'s not that you're not good enough for
theseluab =i ghesclmb fent t¥geioccnough “for yolly . #Indeed,-Dediuth-ig a
Good llan. It was my pleasure to meet him at the Solacon and to ® ealk on
who would zet the 159 site. In a wa, it's kind of a pity that one side
had to win and the other lose; both sides wore composed of nice, inter-
escing people, and I enjoyed meeting every one of them. ((Me too.))
wliost any Tan would be "young” to lMoffatt -- not that lloffatt's an old
Codger or anything; he's just been around since about 2nd Fandom, I thinlk,
((Thatt!s Young Len Yoffatt youlre o eaking of,)) 3o

Bruce Pelz: iell, now you've went and chased poor BRT. away, and we
have Elinor to contehd with. After this long, long time I thot T had
seen a weakness in BRT (a' weakness for power; naybe if we bribecd, him
enougzh ... but it is no longer), and now my beautiful master nlan has
Bei et mes Dal S IriSiasst  hiiimbu g !

Sto.Dayrnicesy " tlext fstenci 1. 1 nebyal blgn'to use your vice-nresident
for my letterhead. 'In the meantime, what about a secretary-trcasurer,
and a few other officers? -

ks Adamsg: Just call you Prgs for short, I guess. Haw, I bet you
used that in your campaign (HS T or "PrgSigent ) /o =i you didn't, you
shouldésitage, 2. T sinsmucis & oo mach : o; Wrong Thinker and all so ever be class
president, thank foo, but a friend of mine was, ,once. He worlked his way
up -throuch-the scihool legislature, zot elected to two or threc minor
thinzs and finally became Junior Class President. He only .lastec three
months, tho, because he wanted the campus open again, or tihe lunch-hour
boosted. See, with open campus, thin:s weren't so crowded, but the school
decided to close up, Then, they cut the lunch hour to thirty minutes.
With 1,000 kids trying to buy lunch at the same time, ‘and :in*time To cats

\#
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you can see what a mess it was. So:our Junior Class President fgught
‘bravely for what he thot wes right and got a foot crammed dowin his mouth
from the school princimal. Tha!s what I like =-- Democ-
racy. if The line you mentioned from “Superfaaan' was
fite sone: regl Ly crummy . line:in the storye rlile;dbds;
supposed. to. snealiuip-on, you subtle as hell and enés up
about as subtle as bourbon and beet-juice. ;' Agree. with
yesn perfectly on the Raeburn-Deeck affair, too.

Colin Camexrqnp: I dunno, but I =zet vaguely (or may-
be not so vaguely) obsccne ideas from the heading on
Your, leticy - JTIEASC TOIHC . SoLI. sfchy, Tehi. % Marbe
itt's my naturally dirty mind. Then again, maybe it's
W55 e YO ; 01 S@ENBIRUIGIS . o TYea) " telllinaipoonicldides
kg s el sssifloslidhatsyou ‘hateriidme « oWy icon!t youlfecd
bad? Doesn't it malke you feel sickeningly dull, unen=
dunebly ‘egot isipaeRiliul ilie- afloyyxelceping . & limy. fan?
Great feeling, huh? "I think perhaps you're being
very figgheaded.,' is a very funny line, for some rca-
son, I'm not an English major, or anything, but doesntt
the 'perhaps® and “very" cancel out? ((No.)) Or = me-
thing? Or am I the only one who thinks it sounds that
way? ({Possibly.))

Elinor:. Renfrew is.one of the titulary heads of
Naineless Anonymous. . Isn't he? ((No! Ilow can yoeurBe g
titulary head of a group with no titles -- no officers
of any ort -- no arganization?)) I undepstood that,
outside of being the magazine reviewer .and DA op, he
was also chief cook and bottle-washer. ((I am not only
the chicf cook and bottle-washer, I'm the only cook and
bottlewwasher, and there'!s too damn many bottles, too.))
¢ Sure,” the quote was rirht there in OUTRE for anybody
B0 Soed fiSEdl I SsMsEan hadstan -ar't Teille printed in RIADERS!
DITE3T and I took it anart and put implied meanines into
ity wouldn't I be quoting you out of contoxt, cven if.
iebeas riight hegessn: the “READER 'SEDTCHSHNEO ~do6 B SoMe

neople who got my thing might not have read RD; some

_(M
people who read A BAS might not have read OUTRE,

Well, guess that winds up another CRY for me. See WRCl ST S APPSR
MostFANTASTIconglomerationallYOURN,

, : Eich Brown

127 Roberts St.

Pasadena, Calif,
((Apparently you didn't realize, Rich, that Boyd Raeburn reprinted Deeccltls
entire thing from OUTRE in A BAS. Since the entire.thing was reprinted,
it is ridiculous to say that Boyd quoted jp. out of context. - Je!ll See
you in SAPS, sure, but I expect we'lll see you in the CRY two or three
times before then.))

WINDY MILLS ; - : ey
Dear BB FletCy “( {That s mone 1ilke it -- somebody else is etc. this time,))
I 'was pleased to receive the October CRY and am comwlying with vour
exhortations to reswond the day of receint. However, I don't lknow whether
T3] makeAthe deadline’ or ~0t.
Of primary interest to me in this issue .was the fanzine review column
i Eh#i ts  Incxhl lcaple commentary on URl. (Before & After). I quickly
scanned page three to ascertain wherein that review that Buz 1ad- asked
my reaction to was hidden, and which has already elicited a letter from
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someonc of whom I had not prcviously heard (Vic Ryan’'= ‘Spring T ic lads s,
Only my curiosity impelled me to sceck this out prior to reading the Berry
True Adventure. After reading Berry I discovered that, regardless of tho
acvisability of the other editorial changes, you did well in retaining
R. Pemberton on the prozine rcvicws. His commentary does not ruin the
story girmick and has ing ired me to try to swipe copies of the "Big
Three" for this monti, Toskey scems too self-conscious in the fanzi ne
coverage; ‘a simnle statement in one nlace to the effect that 'the opinions
éxpressed herein are those of cditor...! etc. would have served the nur-
pose anc¢ have saved the snace he used in nearly every paragrg h to restate
the obvious. Friend Toskey rmst indeed have a personality as warped as
ny own to have gotten such a large charge out of URlL. '~ After al LoxeT cdid
it for my own enjoyment, I only sent it out to you others because it's the
recognized method of disposing of the larze piles of paper one accumu-
lates in thus gratifying one's urge for exwression, but rainly I sent it
outfboealse il am aMsEldst. U R neteintcnded®6 chioy iRy, - Tl 1 ente
it to Iir. Leman to deal with the calumny BRT heaps upon THE VIHEGAR /ORH
although tihe cowparison did pleasc me. However, I thought that my title
was quite clear, and that the fine print in the midclec of the e ditorial
(la filatURe) was »lain in revealing my current address to be:
s et SElslses~T 311 LS
P S04 FEGERtesil
Carswell AF3B, Texas
I myself prefer-a casual approach to the matter of mhinctus and am
pleased with Weber's handlinz of them. A narrative has more interest-
value than a mere recital of cvents and motions made & seconded, ate.
Thhe letter-column was Interesting if not particularly world-shalking,
In all T enjoycd thig the “120th CRY and am strongly temmpted to take
steps to insure a contlinucd supnly of CRYs to swceten my declining vears.
Of course, I am in an unusually ‘good mood today: it is ny 23th birthday
and when I onened my mailbox at noon I found it stuffed with GRS DAIS LS
(nee FEMIZINZ), ARCHIVE QOS (OMPA Mlg 17 postulg), a postcard from Jean
et Annie informing mo of a French pun (Chat touilleux), a letter f rom
Sid Birchby deploring the inconstancy of American ¢@LFEgsdndsytg corres-
pondents and thanking me for URl, and the Columbia Record Club selection
ST 2 2 ikl Complete String Quartets of Johanncs Brahiis by the Budapest
String Quartet, (Shows to go vou what hapwens when you don't answer
your mail promptly, particularly if you belonz to a club that considers
sileneseqligalenttol assont,”)
I would appreciatc any nublicity vou mizght give FANDOHM!'S COOKBOOL
ARSEver,

Tllis (adércss above)
((Ellis, do not consider the cap tion on vour: ietLer  a-mintrthab we.  Shinks
your letter too long. DNo sir! We like nice long I tters. I just could-
n bibe thitnlston o bethien: caption. . Buz thought of" one, but 1 forgoi-to mrite
it down & when I started to type your lotter neither of wus could remcmber
it. So then he thousht of another one: if next time you move you write
us to announce your changc of address it will be cantioned "Fllis in
Handerland”'. I think that's rather zood -- don't you? ;!Tosk!s person-
ality doubtlcss is as warped as yours. Your sentence starting "Aftcr all,
T dig 4%t -Tor my own enjoyment..." sounds exactly like Toskey. ;/I hopne you
willwrite agdin soon, # FA'DOM!S COOKBOOK: Ruth Kyle, Ben Jason &
Ellis Mills are planning a cookbook to be available at the DITERTION Ffrom
e Pavoridc & doiipmseert. Bems = ] 1 recipes will be tested by Ruth Kvle.,
Send recipes to:  FAIIDCH'S CO0KB0OK c/o Ruth Kyle, c/o Station WPDM 1).70
Kylecycles, Potsdam, Ilcw Yorl. '

.



CRY_OF Iz READERS_ -- continued Page 35 _

BELY.  JELZ
20; hello againj SFet:

"Write now," says the Busby., Right now? Well, all right --

The first thing noticeable about CRY 120 (after opening it and chor-
tling at the ATomcover, that is) is the changes being made. To put
Toslktey on'the fanzine reviews is a rather poisonous way of getting even
with faneds, don't you think? Even temnorarily. Wed N at leagt- . he
ought to be gone from there by the Deceomber ish. On the other hand, the
lottercol seems to bo missing sometiing, in different  hands. Tt!1l1 ti o
seme gethiigrpscdito ;~Twcuoss. [ doltareally alditty:Bhdck-to Pl @l
these changes. We were just calmly going along, knowing with whom we'd
have :to deal in each department, then blam! -- musical chairs. Alack
and well-a-dav.,

I agreec with Pemby on the desirability of collecting all of Wellman 's
Johii~the-ballad-sinzer stories in one book, I'd lile to get the music
to scveral of the sonzs, too: although "ellman may have made up some of
the oncs around which the storics ware bullt, there are others which are
recosnizably genuine rolk sonss (e.z, the title sonas from "Shiver in the
Pines” and “The Desriclt on Yandro™ and "The Fair and Blooming /ife" from
"Vandy, Vandy'.) : ‘

Itiocemrs, o umestlhat istoma, fans~4 carrection, UFgagnl <= ought to
publish.a volume of THE COLLICTED WISITS TO AND OR JOHN B ERRY s-w e bt on
oy Bennvi.of | celigetkas — Helmen lid just have to gather tozether the meny
fabulous articles Derry has done on peoplc who have visited him (or vice-
versa). It would be a best-scller, without a doubt.

I expect Wally will have a bone to pick with Blotto Otto for his
0ld-Spacehourid Story. To e, it led un to a climax quite well, then went
and dissolved completely., Ylr slippin', Blottotto!

Since it scems that ye of Fabulous Scattle Fandm wish to dissociatae
yourselves from The Hamelcss Ones in operation, reputations, ecte,, when
are you going to zet around to changins the name o the =zine GO s e TR
((Tevery)) ’

Ofscoumsics - ovens iR somt do change the name, keep Wally!'s mhinutes —-
they're still one of the strong points
o4 GHY.,

Rich Brown: You 'sccri to have for-
gotten the possibility of internecine
varfarei between GDA aEgentsy " 4 nionilaa
semd~wital, area.isATter all, itlainot
as 1f we werc tryinc to tal:o over RIT,

tim. Decck: I absoluttly réfuse
to enzage in paragrphs in your dcfence:
your own arc excecedingly adequate to the
task. . Onward, Wnm,

£s Adams: ‘Well, you went and con-
tradicted your first letter by getiltng
"thoughtful™ in your second b tter,
SO now you can rctract your commaents
about others who have fallen into the
habit cccasionally. Like me, ( VERY .
occasionally do I get ‘thoughtful? in g

CRY-letter.) I
il e~

EPISTLES TO THE STEATTLEANS Lz

Chapter 10, ;Eaﬁffw—yx #ﬂ,,—fjgf
Erratically, . e T T e

Bruce Pelz, L010 Leona St. No room, Don't
Tarpa 9, Fla. ((Can't answer, Brucec, want to start pagg.
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O yes and forsooth and othor medicval seyings,, rejoice, shout Selah
and burn Jahve sticks in the tcuple, for Rasmun the fabulous, one out of
the tribe to: thc Seutiy, the fabled Adams, writes on' time HhHi s go—tecunits
Good to ya, so to snecalk.

A Tfannish interlinco since I rcmember from SPEC the f irst that
there's nothing more fannish than an interlinco, ond without Ffannishnoss
We Jraves Nebhh Lnghasic alpl=:

—————————— 0o tlle, WMaEd@ettic Jine dofhie linere =L - vl gdoief eiiiiy e dottie

Sikhisin, ne: The tonets of a Hindu scct founded by Guru Nanak about A,
D, 1500 in Punjal, involvinz beclief in onec zo0d, prohibitirg
idolatry, abolishing castes, and rofusing -bosrectefizle
Bralmanical supremacy. ((Buz says "Sikh, Sikh, Sikh."))

—————— gottie, Fing defhticeline dottic JdMe;--x=« wsdo dotsabisin - caterams dots

Liked yer old covcer this time around. Atom gets wunnerful cxpres-
sions on thosec 1littls creaturcs he pulls from his scalp and contributecs

EBE@RCRYSC- e 3800 dsidan

HEecdier icho,,
DOF T Lieewi's o' siend- mit .
when Pemby” finally cocs gafiate, think mebbe Andy Reiss'll take o or

Lhie prozine review s for im?

: Toskey good in o ots, but he

needs itorbasput ' Daclt lmie - T il

weters where he can confidently slash

W Teil s, 73 el o vl ClaArHC b e e i

dently wag® just trouble ™Mby -his cn-

vironient to have lilied so much he

WelSEEO: | REVREEHA

Aw, " whatds: tlhe Wsed " ‘Tt coesmlt
&grer: up- Tort Long JuisSTMt o Tt . ARelais
tious semi-pan,..I'11 go ahcad and
‘eonfirm all your suspicions, - I'm
realiy Jehn :Berry: ~+iie® pic ivresion:
your fotocover was of Pancho Villa,
clipped ‘out of the scheplhs copy of
FEBARP i EaNhICa,

he o tricd to say about Decck, thousgh he
_ > foolishly madc then understandable.
(When in a '"broadimdmted discussion", the safc coursc is to announce that
you'lre putting your idcas on the line. Then muable inarticulately for
eight.or ten lines, and-close Wwith, "That should be elear to everybody.')

Blotto Otto once again slithered in with a shaggy gimmick (waell, it
looked like a shagzy gimpmick to me) that drove me wild, RPN S CUGEIEe
finor artwork by Garcono the Mefarious.

“hally fhine fhellsh. But he doesn't s com hold proper resncct L or
his Honored Position as Recording Scceretary for a 3cience-~iction' clii,
e doesn't wirltc -about the discussions of new "promags” and other immor-
tant things. Don'!'t you think such a fine @ ganization should stop toler-
atine DTS ETHSaHey? :

The last man on earth sat ' in a rooi. Then his wite obvened the door
andsshouted, “Surprissi”

Yech, . ((Yech indecd)).

Berry below average, his average,
I mcan, but cntertaining. A couple of
g ots werc: frabjous., . The nosit Wasatics

Tosk said about the samec things I



ERY O gt READERS --_continued coSig e ko DUy e Al T RENe

Ya. Janom,: rhe comily* SEory. ji ShiiaEe ) tne T itwve 1 Tked®ise the jone i mitlhec
new INSIDE.. It shredded my insides and labeled them Nabisco., Ch so
ERUEINE s

I awreddy told ya that you could admit that I'm Arnold Sebastian
and Norman Sanfield Harris, didinI? Well, go ahead and. announce.

I'm leaving to think up new pseuvdonyms now that my old ones are
coming out,

Besta

Esmond Adams, Outlaw of Torn
i5 37 [oCUSh: Avic s s
_ Huntsville, Ala.

((You were a good kid to write on time, and a good ltid to send artwork
but -- BUT -- B#U#T have you ever considered how much gooder you would be
if you put your artwork on white paper with India ink? The artwork goe s
underneath the backing sheet & the light shines up from below, and you
(I) peer thru the opaque stencil and the opaque backing sheet and'tracel))

AS THRU A GLASS DERCEKLY
Fab: Onest

It appears that the Deeck-Raeburn disagreement is still showlng
slizht signs ol life. And that is good; for where there is life, no mat-
ter how fceble, there are always jehiiclkles,

After reading, thé admirable Toskey!s cogent defonse of the ineffable
Wm., and Adams's mocking one, I am a bit sorry that I bothered to defend
myself, What with all thesc champions around, I thinlz it best to remain
loudly humblec.

My ignorancc.is deplovable, I knew, but it has just occurred to mec

Tt T dog't know the meaning of the word "fugghead", or its many diversc
Coning, =8 _fugghcadedness, " "fuggheaded,” "fugghcadedly,” cte, It is a
failing of good old homo saps -- one, unfortunately, which is altogether

too prevalent -- that they can zo through life secure in the knowledge
that they ltmow something or understand something. Yet, to certain for-
tunate men, thecre comes sooncr or later, usually later and much too latc
abPEirat s The nEEise 2l on <05 the Tadgikby - of -tHat knowledge or understand-
ing, and then a painful, laborcd rcaporaisal must b ogdins
‘ I find mysclf in such circumstances. Herctofae ¢, when the word
"fugghead’ has boen mentioned, I have nodded sagely and said o silent,
reasonably fervent prayer for the soul & the unfortunate fellow thus
described. Always the word "fugghcad" has beon defined bypointing. 6 the
person to which the word is said to apply. This Tellow has certain
gﬁllingsaqcorﬁain inclinations, a ceortain character; he is thercforc a
fugghecad®, . However, .when you got beyond onc person and start naming
otheorstas “fleghCads, ™ a1l of .whomhdit Tor in inclinations, failings and
character, ccrtain weakncsses become cvident in the AR IATNE ) O i SO
am preparcd, Wwith heart in mouth and with FElinor as guddcy, Gf- an-unwitting
onc, bo define ”fugghoad.“ Since I have beecn called onc, I wish to know “
what I an,

The lovely Elinor states that Boyd Racburn sccus “to have at cndeney
to taltc as a nersonal alffront the oxistenes orf fugzhecadcedness in the
worldse," She said that in rofsrence to Racburn's attacli of my cri ticism
o0 the conventions. Racburn!s attack was brought about bcecausc he was
affroqtod by my.“fugghoadudnoss.” ob gy eritied SRS maligned no ong,
ﬁxlS?g ??fécgrrllou§ languag;, I got no onc, cxcop@ myself, in troublc.

Ty aq¢%fuLh Tound agrcemont from others; I wasn's just a little boy who
$ot mac bocausg no one paid any attention to hin. Noncthelcss, my critic-
ism is dcemed "fugghcadedncsg,”

Agaln, Elinor comiments in rcsard to Racburn's talting noticc of mc
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agaimigto)ircfhbestimyeladn Jof quotcs ;oW iof | contiext, etcu., NI hsEieve

that part of Boyd'!s motivation was that hc no longer considers Wm. a

complete fugghecad, but rather, an actually quitc clever lad who should

not be encouraged to make irrcsponsiblc statcements.”™ (Many thanks for

the "clever lad” part, Elinor.) I thought I had pretty wcll documcnted

my charges in my letter in 70120. Thertc werc others who agrecd that my

chargecs were, at least in part, correct,.

Two points cmerge from this discussion which might nossibly oid in
the definition of "fugghcad.'’

Briimogt WA= aEERelton, Cleri shed trraditions, illusions; ct.al., -shisld
be considered "fugghcadedness.’ No matter the justness of the criticism, .
1f Raeburn and friendssilike it, it 'is inviolable, and it is inviolable .
merely:ibecausc Rasburi- and fricrids say it is., “Manifostly, criticism,
cven though moot, is Not A Good Thing; it might, who knows, start pconlc
thinking again and thore might be CHANGE!

Scecundo, Ostensibly, attacking Racburn is a Bad Thing, and irre-
sponsiblc besides. Although the criticism may be right, it is still the
mark of the "fugghcad.” Racburn is a tradition or an illusion, I'm not
surc which, and hc is thercforc sacrosanct. We must all cherish 161 3Ll
for therce could comc CHANGE!

Mgy see Ak GuElotiher, spaFfe that neclti® -~ tho “Tugohosg ! 5s
the rcbel, the liberal of fandom, thé man who wants to institute e HORTSE
who darcs criticize prominent individuals in fandomw ho, in his vicw,
oo ton thedy Spiahtsi-and . gtep on'hiad

Elinor describes mo as boing not a complete "fugghead,” And sho's'
righissundsnunate Iyl it the presentoTinm & bit“too CrMOrglis: s beEhE. 22,
complete “fugghcad.'! But I'm striving to attain that goal.

Toskey rovicws fanzincs with a how=did-T-sink-to-thosc-depths atti-
tude. The-reviews werc better t han usual, becouso of that.

MHINUTZS enjoyablc, but when weren't Blhcy. ' EE*Wallyy weumdid Gl =sae e
onyblre yobleilce , il rouTdygive us some“compt risen. " A1l otf ThHe HMinutes,
for alkl T knew, mcoy.-have been lousy, though cnjoyable, '‘butihe noven.devi=
atesgasorihei e anTRromisne 13

Playcd football yostorday and got beat; so am rather woory and sor.c
tonight. 1I!'d like to d osc on a gay notec, but usually for most ncoplc my
e Mol =4 srvas foia i o etsoain d-nwe T.1%, 1., 5

Wm, Dccck

81100 Potomac Ave.

Gollcgc Pariky,. Md.
((With respcet to your definition of "fugshcad”, plcasc sce the sccond
paragraph of the following letter. Personally, I would say that a fugg-
hcad is a porson who stubbornly persists in foggy thinking and in airing
the result 5 thercof, Lotterhacks! How would you define the word? #Sorry
your tcam lost -- hopc you have betteor luck next e . )

(L

o

TIE BOYD STOOD ON THE BURNING DEECK
Dear HiErne r,

Hove ' just recodived CRY 120, ond acm iving (fhals. dn aalitiserss S lian
only had time to glancc through the zinc and I may hove missced some
rsadens s b Simatilonc: arehilat Decels afifainr, - Thia’ Ps beiflgiriteen an o
great hurry in rosponsec to your rcquest. I hope ' 1t I r'cochiistaion. duasis iie-

Apparently im, Deock has his own definition of "porsonal attack',
cnd, of coursc, by making up onc'!s own dofinitions, onything con be provcd
to onc's own satisfaction, But to zive Wm. on examp ¥ o ofy Wrhette i St R elERs
2lly considered to bo a "personcl attack®; if, to usc a highly hypothcti-
cd oxample, I had said "Wm, Docck has appalling morals ~nd disgusting
personal habits that would have bocen o personal o ttack, I would have

e
A
o
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beon; soypings denpgaberizrthings. bomrDocelr asa porsont IS ST St
"§m., Dceck is not whot onc would term a weIl known fan' bttt this<4.e o d:
1y detosabonyyriandssurcly BandotT beoonsiderod Ffan - atEaele ThHy rest or
the' sporogrhphs (adselit Wm. "S5bmss tor DO BiSaME= 0 5 S badaiseai@ios. 1 57 ¢ T o inrse s
"personal attack”) refers to his activitics in fandom, not to Wm, as =
person, If, by Wim.!'s standards, a writer, in commenting on the work or
opinions o a; poron,: sy gnil tiptefimek 1ng o porsonald@ttack if ho gives
a- Litigl eqhlichereames onl hiisk s ubjiceti®Bhent I/ 'stond-‘condeime d il “an 3 2 wge
trious multitude, .

Rich Brown claims that my sccond paragrp h "Was opinionated, not
neeessarily factual, and concecivably unnccessory.” I sda d: "Wm. Dcock
is net what onc would term o well known fan, His ‘activitics in fondom
appear:' to be confinecd to dull, rambling nrticles which p pcar oecasion-
ally in thc lessor fonzines, the editors of which arce elther despcrnate
Tor matorial, Sor "clse HavdTolstergreEsyrediliction for W bs prolix prosc,
At the timoc of writing, Deecck was not a well known fans This was faect,
not opinion. "Dull": opinion, buf not confincd to mysclf. Proisc for
Wm,'s articles as brilliant, intorosting, sparkling, well-writtcen or ay
other laudatory adjective ong carces to supply was conspicuously laclking,
"Rambldrngls s Racty notiopdnioni LHisEarticlcs ol ol pafiblTne’,  -"lesser
fonzines": foct, for the zincs in which Wm.'s articles appcoorcd wero
generally considered by the majority of fanzine readers at the time to
b e dlioGrcy. e BliseiepiEveet o Uilesale ! o (AT Ye dhidt CTEdBdME0: Acon sTEIEE A 12
the-possible recsons vhy the cditors of theose zines may hove printed
Wme s articles. Perhaps they weren'!t dosperate for material, perhp s
thoy didn't like Wm,.'s articles, but printed thom because they weore too
kind-heartcd to rcjcet them, or bécausc thoy 1liled Wm. personnl 1y, or
some othor curious rcason. I consider this bocksround outline was ncces-
SCTYL 5 w0l sDogcle: sassn ot - o wel Ik nesine fan ; = 3L

To goti back to Deeck!s lettory I did not “chorge™ that Docck was
peovods:s I said: "I thinlk Wm, is pocved! (omphosis ,dded). Now lot us
consider the cxample ‘/m., scems to be using as a bosis for his @NFTRE S (@L
quoting out of contoext. The cntire sentonce was: Somo doy some cour-
cgoous fon, beoreft of his sonscs or tirced of frndm, will ottond ~ con
In It g, rensbarobrse G d thonwill pRiceiced toy publish' a very orudito disscrlne-
tion (in @God knows whot journal) on tho pucrility of .both the psycho-
logical and sociplogical manifestations at the con.® ' T have underlined
two very important words, for thoy scparate two differont thoughts:
1. that somc doy o ... fon will attond a convention in its entirecty (with
the obvious implication that this is not customery) and 2, that after
attending a con in its cntirety he will publish o el s eio, gyl Moo bumbar 1
Doeck had written “"After ~ttending o con in its cntircty some fanvwill
publish..." hc would then have actuclly snid what he is now pretend ng
he snid in his originnl scntenceS.  (Wm. should Ioarn tho mcaning ond tho
usc-of the word "Gl e™ boford ety 1o 1o explors it)R i
Wme nppcars to got his Yhorror of big words® imprcssion from my

phrase “...trying to voicc in o supocrior manncr a TN L e AT RN b e A e o o o
quitc clear which definition Wm. is using fer "suporier™, Perhps he is
using far cbove avorage, of high quality, oty S ABREEY otes N e s

using "Having @ showing o foollag that onc is bottor thon others; arro-
gant; haughty; supcrcilious.™ Big words do not o superior (sccond defini-
tion) mannegr mokesy Wm. is the (possibly wilful) victim of TEUTsir S ntone
protation,

Ip reply to Toskoey: strictly spcaking, ony quotc is o quotc out of
conptoxt, —and, ;ad Blinor polnts out, I was not cven to know that thot wos
net the catire lctior. 0On the matber. of-the T aAghEnlinSa S m Who Mt Fow
have your opinion eand I hawe mine,  You think.t was "o porfectly normsl
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sort ofcritichem, Writben in finc:gtylce," -I think it wasSsunhrcasonalbile
criticism, written in o faoke-dignifiod pompous style., I quarrcl with
your obscrvntign thet I dreow implications which werc not drawn by the
Perczieaplea of o whiedigs o - Prove. Jour:posmbe . Mgy For i hillchiine il Foersieit:
tences one by -onc, how could I corment on what he said without rehopring
to coch point hce made? Would you rother I had just said “Decck has
writton o lot of bombastic rubbish” without saying why I thought it to
be so? A short timc 2go you printed in the CRY o lotter from Decck in-
which hc¢ ridiculcd a story in IVFINITY. He cxomined it picece by pEeeies
quotation by quotaotion. Thorce was no outery from STOUL e Gl RS MO eyt
Deccelr, by toking the story. to visces, had destroyod the offcet thot the
SR CES wholec was intended to convey. ihy do you apwnarcently hove onc
siEsdieild S Do mElies dle s iinld- DR de R P eir cAb: ORE SROr moR

a
(2}
i

Boyd Racburn
9 Glenvelley Drive
ORONECHS FMOMGART 6
Simgd o
((Hencl!s.a rejoindezsfrom Toskey.))
Dcar Boyd: On. the matter of your drovi ng "implications which werc not
drawn by the paragronph as o wholc (reforring to Doocki's paragraph and
your ‘“quotes out of context! which I cloim followcd), it cppears onco
HogeSue: bito el dpiAfontagains t, mincEriEst ns WoldRErch Hin ovinion on
Tho stylc ef the paragraph itsclf. You drow implications in your scpar-
atc quotations which to mc werc not conveycd by the PEr e i e T rsiaiente:
I grant.thec possibiliiey That you cxpressed ¢ xoctly what the ARl 0) ol L AL
a wholc conveyed to you. You mention above réfcdrringz "to cach point he
medc' -~ whercas to mc, there werce no points mede whatsoever“but RS Gisech,
to me, agoin, the paragroh by Docck was intonded to convoy on impreossion,
raother than moke specific points. I went back and rorcad DecckTs Tottor—
in ;#116, ond I shall acrcc thot herc Doock wos guoting outi'ofifcenteiis:
The diffcrence is that Deeck was polking fun at flaws in the TS DAL e el
grammar and ot the inconsistoncics, wheroens Jou, in-“Saking apartiNeecatis
ideas, werce taling to t ask "oach specific Dotnte (@is T Floassin s o R
and my clalm is that he had nonc, as I mention nbove. You both wcerc
quoting out of contoxt, and this is my solc stand on the matter -- so you
scc I don!t have differcent standerds for difforent PEODLETE S S i oS no
el aimssbhat. TEididnt bucmstors this  sort: of thing (I%crnjoyed Hendime™ooth® potie
article and Docclits letter, both of which quotc out ofs contexty; my only®
point is onc of definition.
((And now Buz is to bo
hcard from,.))
Grecotings:
iRl SR liOT:
cnough room on the
Contecnts-Page, but
It Vel Rilize o= e, a
word into thc Racburn-
Delecle rumbilics
= RadegnO b eibieve
that, thes A BAS:article
(Peprigec TR Gy e CL
GO SNGLNEGSECH GlacT I 6!
fpergonal pbtSele drtan
“out-of=contoxt quotc'
by Racburn. Jherc scems
Eemloe s FUGntionesr o hnaghii S
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Age of - the Xid Glove to scream ‘'personal attack® at any criticism which
micht offend the most sensitive ggo. Granted, that Boyd's dissection

was merciless: if the scalpel had becn similarly applied'in a truly
personal attack, the Decckian hide would be hanging in strins on the wood-
shed wall at 9 Glenvalley Drive. And if point-by-point dissection of a
fully-quoted item (fully quoted from OUTRE, that is) is ‘out-of-context
quoting’, what, »ray tell, would constitute."IN-context quoting?" HExam-
ples, nleasc?

On the dther hand, it mizht well be said that Wm.'s worst Offence is
a Poor Defence. Deeck has chosen and used consistently (for five years)
a deliberately hyper-polysyllabic writing style, largely for humorous
effect, I rather enjoy it, myself. Boyd doesn't, anparently; it bugs
him, and so when he saw in OUTRE some ar-suments with which he disagreed,
-written 'in a style he doesn't lilte -- well, he shredded it., Now if the
paragranh quoted.by Spencer was ‘'out of context'! (in the sense that
quoted apart from the original Deeck letter, it gave a false impression
of Wm.'s Coinions ag.stated niliade letter), then Fm.odhadia I gitimate
beef against 3pencer. And 1T Boyd went overboard in dissectinz a casuall-
ly written item intended semi-lwumorously, thren Win.. hadasliegitillate dLR=
ference 0 opifijon wsi Boyda So flaw,- I have not. -scen =@, malcer either of
these simple, valid points: (1) "Spencer misrepresented me by exle®p timap iy,
or (2) "Raeburn, I was only kidding around, for CRYsake; what's the idesn
of making a Federal case out of it?" ‘Instead, Win. and others who should
know better are feverishly redefining terms to suit the whim of the moment g
personal attack, out-of-context, and of all inane things, the hallowed
epithet "fugghead!., The latter, thougn a spirited attemnt, is a really
fuggheaded move, Regardless of how many partisans may 2o along with his
new definitions, the fact that he is maltin~ ithem up as he gocs along
vitiates his entire argument.

I like Wm.'s never-say-die spirit, but I'll think more of his judce-
ment when e admits that his only gripe against Raeburn is for playing
too rough when Wm. w asn't expecting it, But maybe Bhatisadboo melitt s
expect; we'll see.

O e cshedly. oS

-

Bugz
((Believe ol' Burs has covered just about every conceivable point except
one -- the question of whether or. not: Deeck was "what one would term a

well known fan". This question boils down to the old query: what is a
fan? Deeck was a very active prozine letterhack Tor quite a long period
of time. The name "Wm, Dececk was well known to possibly thousands of
reader~fans. But Deeck, at that time esscentially a prozine fan rather
than fanzine fan, was not well known to actifandom, a very much smal ler,
more cohesive, more intensely communicative group. What does fandom
consist of; and what is a fan? Upon your answers to these questions
hingzes the related question of whether or not Deeck was a well knovn fan,
--Forgive me for speaking of you in the past tense, Wm. I'm Speaking’ of
Deeck-at~the-liycon, the Deeck presently under discussion,))

FROM DOWN UWDIR
Dear iameless Onecs

Your CRY has reachcd me over here. I yelled right back but you
didn't seen to hear ime so I'm trying a quieter way. First, some business
& thesredlli e gasonspoulre et ting afiidst lether - =T s.earbliessib iPES o0l
out for me expires next couple 18l "800~ I rthough I better up & send you
some {ilthy money or else no more CRY for 1il me. So Lere!s my 32 for
asyeaptafsub. W Dogilit hustle this ol @own 6 the PO cdther 'cos it wonlt
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ONgEOT any ~@e ody TS 1 sl only, -4 reccipt- orl my money satiisiis comckatSeitie
Money Order O0ffice on your side (at San Francisco) will send you a genu-
ine US Money f0rdee:payable Cor'rabout «i220 al 1 “In ‘good time.

¥ow then -- I like CRY. The last 3 ish have all been recelved &
enjoyed:but dontcmpect ‘a reviéw or -Tetber Irom-me on‘each dgh*!cos:man,
1t 8t alwe SE6 Tweelns L ReRCIAE s00 get hore rby the Time4T “gotl o aTcae i b vk
mull It -everi& writce .some comilents & get the letter to you -- waall™ iE
would gll be ancient history. However, seeing that you're here & I'm
here & CRYW. |29 s daeiee =T may as wellisasr  sonie tliding -aboutyat., *Finerrciomemse
yea, weny fmoed dut ‘sinceswiien has elecfricity e'ome so Okelfenoltes swamp?
Good prediction too "Detroit in 159", The fmz reviews were appreciated. =
The Pembertons do their usual sound job & Raeburn is his overbearing self.
The ‘prozine peviews were also muchly appreclated -- we don!t get emough
ofClIckgoLlEs. e Sl ARG ey 50 - sccl-thalt AMAZTING: 1sficeming. backia da Mt iEc e A
Whaltils Snextes . Qi =y el = Berry's bit!  ¥Y'!know I don't like to be disloyval
to Ghod, but Berry is Ghood}l These canicos are always favourites of mine.
The Three Bears was -- well, lair. Amazing Stories in Review -- inter-
esting ilisitory ‘il yow ' haven't wrecad it before! ((How could you havé read
Joskeytls article before? It wasn't written before! -Are you a time-
traveler?)) HMhinutes -- good} how does .Jeber do it? montlh after month
churning outithese minutes '& always melrine them read as if they meant
something! The Reiss illo saves pase 26 from beins a complete 10ss.
And so we come to the nexus, the reason even for CRY's continued g pear-
anelc =5 GRS QP IHES EEADTRE". « I ‘hadn!{. Wnown' oSt 8T -the'schods, =t Ui
started getting ORY (yas! T am a hick!); just Skeberdis, Gerber & Berry,
but T getr i MeEH e SiRlinl o it tol kinowstheny ‘1L Better Heilerc L nsEg e
furcher along the spacc-time continuum, Hah! Those by-lines! Veddy
clever. I mighta knowed ol! "Big-Ilearted” Howard would be' in there
gettinig sofmeliinaiTorenothing ! Skeberdis rcads adlmost "'1ilke: he¥s sane
for onces Musta bin full moon when he wrote that one. Why does Racburn
always malte me mad? I couldn!t azree with you ((Toskey)) more.. It is
the young fen t hat malke CRY such a fresh zZine, a plcasure to read & the
inability of guys like Raeburn to preceive that this is so doesn't malte
the Tact less evident. Len Moffatt appears to be stronwly under the
influence of thes Southern Cross. llethinks I see the hand of Horrocks in
thigs! And so the end

The artwork is mostly good -- if you print everything you get you
can''tiheln' bubs get. some ooglics though.
Farewell

Bert Weaver (A. R. Weaver)

Lptiton 3G,

Warra, : .

Auecnsland,

Australia :
((Do all thosc scrnarate parts of your address have to go on secparate lincs?
i pu ngﬁm that way because you did (thouzh I couldn't bring myself to
B¥Eunchise the: way you foreigners always do -- forgive me for callinn
you a forecigner! -zl known youlrc not foreign to you) but it ‘talkes up
alvorether too mich room that way & I didn't know which lines if any could
be combined. #Agrece it!s the youns fen that make CRY so 1P e'sh.,- bt Norne
Len Noffatt and several other youngfen are in their carly thirties, and
soile ofSeul oRRSftat R wessSihly oldertt " #T1' don'y” tATnK Tl e cie - le-asit
it disleyaitso Wl 1S to lilie: Rerry!s | sl = AT Litinner Sf GRS S8l
would not malic you abjurc reast beef. !The money order arrived today,
and assures you (with this pubbed letter) fourteen issues of CRY.))
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EIGHRTSY ACTICHN! ~CAMERONA
Serlle st nea. [ HoMesEipl im0 sne T i dnitmes)

Thi s_Fsvpreobably. thesliong estal shaye ever. waitedsboanswer ~to .the
G o o N ORI S CRIE I S ORI RIE e b ol - denl Ty RIE Dieiie: o do., 16 uiy=s
self.

The eover was most good ~- best nice ~- good best. It was average
for an ATomillo, but then, averagce ATomillos are darn g ood.

Revicws by Pemberton.arc Asuounulng. Utterly Fantastlcl Positival y
Super!

Toskey is incdecd a mean man!’ 'Tell me* Tosk =-- how can reviews be
"innocuous'? Almost. everything is harimless ybdu have: to‘admit, but as a
way to describe a review? Gad Toskey... ‘ '

."Butt lie No Butts' wasn't berry funny in my humble ass-timation.
Berry .has done begher; « inufact jemuchshettery { (Buz. gays e dug that s.bory
the most)). ' : .

Joskey! sureviows, bhis. dssuelanawnot: only' Anazing - they 're Fantas-
GLE Y .
156 Olsive - eire i@ rta S e SERSRIEE Do nonn ce d R EERseni - Vol Yo -
ously think it's pronounced like “colon’, but it's actually pronounced
like ' coll =3 8ot Conlit wanbLampsmore: guf I fromryou, Ting ‘KoniAgT

- PELZ: 1I'd belicve you, but not Toskey! : ' Jo5 T e S

BROWHAE T ibeor heardoMb, Cafigfell s speech at «the Solamecofi,- T ¥as
rasher. surprised %to find that he.séemed ©o *think a new ' 'serics of ‘science
fictional characters and plots were nceded --he said something about
‘llernahdo Cortoz--Space Pilot™, .T dunno,..perhaps Campbell has ziven up
psionics Sk, Nl e a6 pro UealiEd 1, pine=10¢atine .o sk, .

A Word -of Advice to. Cry Recagerss -.bluc..ink tends. btohamear wien.coul=
binecd NlbD WassEn ot ¢l Sleh, conCINERENs t as- Lriing bo dSendtRELG S LEOBRERI NG
RIa3Ne by sl etie... | (Wil sends kisses Wy nigd 17 SSits aesseinas Jners. k1S b=
¢lasse=i=-BISPYS !

Tell me Adams, are you roall} a Quiet Ncogan in disguise?

IBlEFH -y 1ettcr I actually 11Lud...hmmn...by Colin Camecron, . hmmm, .
who's ho°5'Okay pipple: b s el Samaidly « oo’ AnstOLTGEE ety Blvatn
chicken, it's just that I'm a coward: I don'y particularly want to bid
g@ainsdgrolas tesiwidll. probapily oikesmse «b1d. for-PDagc Sl 102 o IO s ( (I
you donttibid for !61 yon'll probably have 'to wait & bid £ or '164))

And 7s0,.with the checrful note of resounding importance that-the CRY
Is -nogir rioap onsibilesrion, e s sey GEgiitiey e adeins; L or daBiE e meo s I bid
thee. a.ponderous farewell, '

Colin Camecron
2561 Ridgeviow Drive
San Dlego b, California

((Title to this letter by FlUB. Taltc morc than a new character to make
Lampboll zive up psionics., It!'d take a New Scicence, or a Whole New Out-
look, The illo you SCIREEEA St G T 06 many Laseapiel IS e s -t o gt oxl
stencil I mean, 1t just isn't possible., iWhy dontt wou do it over?))

Also hecard from: Tcd Pauls (1hh‘ i@ dene . Dr. , “Balt@ueiecrile, JMdw).Scomments
on CRY #116.  Larry Stone (1308 5th Ave., New Westminster, 3.9., Canada)
has moved recently and has not been getting his CRYs, Don Durward (06033
Garth Ave., LOo Angecles 50 Calif.) sends ;1 & wants to know what a
grEfebEn e CEanttESIESBid N Eilse St o SnideRer bie hauﬂhty, but siic e you ask so
niecly, Donm,=Ttlireonfegs that a Ouiet Ncozan is simply a Typo That Made
Good. & last of all, Dob Lichtman (6137 So. Croft Ave., Los Anzeles 50,
Calif,) --hey, you & Don arc ﬂblehbors° -- scnds 25¢ & a capsule review
of 120 -~ but we've alrcady Lo WD of leticrs! .



In the lettercol of CRY #90 (4pril, 1956) is a note from Kent Moomaw, who was

to become onc of the first of CRY's outlying lctterhacks, Along with Sandcrs, Vm
Deeck; Fleischman, and Blake, Kent initiated the growth of "CRY of the Readers"

from the 2-page collection of sub notes, ctc, that it had been. He also played a |

major part in publicizing CRY on the pro side of the field, inducing Bob Silver- [

berg to subscribe and thus starting a small chain-reaction in the New York arca.

Then, after his 6th appearance (in #97), Kent left the CRY for nearly two yecars.,

Seldom a gentle criticy; Kent refused to reconcile himself to our happy-moron
policies regarding acceptance of writings & artwork, our sloshing ditto & mimeo
. together in the same issue, and our inability to see what was (and doubtless is
still) wrong with our layouts. But in an era of the "It stinks" school of critic—
ism, Kent's critiques were outstanding for the analytical approach; obviously he
he had read and thought on the material, and this was a rare thing in those days.

In CRY #116, Kent rcturned for what proved to be his last appearance here,
with congratulations for improvement in some arecas and with castigation for our
failure to improvc in others, but mostly morc mellow than previously (though 1508
notable that in 'six short lines of print, he triggered thc resurgence of the
current Raeburn-Dececk tangle). From an early CRY-buff, it was gratifying word.

Lt third hand, but from two rcliable souroces, comes word that Kent killed
himsclf on October 14th. If true (I can't help hoping, against all probability,
that somchow it will turn out to be a hoax), it is shecerly tragic that a young
man of such obvious intelligence and talent could be warped into seeing this not
wholly unkind world with such dread and hopelessness as to be driven to deliberate
self-destruction., In this communicative hobby-group, it is incredibly unfortunate
that none of us wecre perceptive enough to rcalize Kent's plight and persuade him
that recality is not the thrcatening thing he must have thought it to be., It is
hecart-breaking to imagine how this boy must have felt, to undertake to tear the
life from his body before he'd had a chance even to fairly sample adult living.

Suicidey; for an individual not faced with death by torturc, is ultimate 100%
Dcfeat, a complcte waste of personal rcsources, For such neecdless destruction,
therc is no answer-— only rcgret. I regrect the loss of Kent Moomaw,

F. M. Busby

»
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