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We must get our loot in to the Bherri Fhund!”’
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(inevitably, this is page ==3==)
Yes, here is CRY #128,June 1959.. .0

still monthly (see below), still erupting from Box 92, 920 3rd Ave, Seattle 4, Wash,
Still 25¢/ea, 5/$1, 12/$2 (or 1/9 ea, 5 for 7/-, or 12 for 14/-, from John Berry, 31
Campbell Park Ave, Belmont, Belfast, N. Ireland), or free for contributors, editors
of zines reviewed in the issue, and commenters including the best of the Also Heard
From Dep't (at whim). Still NOT available for trades: auadress all protests to Bale
Toskey, 4005 15th five NE, Seattle 5, Wash-- it's his policy as Circé&lMlg Dep't, and
personally I am damn good and sick of arguing with the readers about 10 o0 o
has his reasons, so go riglit to the source for your answers. - Please. :

OK, we won't be going bi-monthly just yet. Consensus seems to favor our cinck—~
ing down on the hinder-binder and keeping monthly schedules, so we'll try it. Look
to be a rough operation-- just to hold our own, we are already rejecting material we
like, and drastically cutting letters that we feel deserve better treatment, to say
nothlnv of relegating perfectly fine letters to the "Also Heard From'" Deptt. It is
bound to get  tougher rather than easierj the lettercol, for instance, must shrink.a
bit-- we can only ask your indulgence; where you feel our judgment is at fault in
deciding what to cuts Just be forgiving, and write us anyway, huh? The same goes
for contributors—— we'll have to reject some things we'd really like to print, and
we must be allowed a bit of editing; if only to cram a Aipage item onto an even 4pp.

And fellas—— it'1l be a big help if letters & contributions arrive as early in
the month as humanly possible-- the worst of CRYpubbing is the way the work piles up
on us in the last few days. CRY #129 will be published on Sunday, June 26%hs:. ~

This month, as it happens, we have:

Cover by ATom, reproduced by the Stenofax process (Multigraphy by Tosk) page

il
Excuses, eicuses-- always excuses! F M Busby 3
The Science-riction Field FPlowed Under Renfrew Pemberton 4
0f Croggled Greeps and Other Things Déan Grennell 8
GOONga Faan! ' Parker Sheaffer ; gL
CRYing Over Bent Staples Rich Brown & Bob Lichtman L2
Fendom Harvest Terry Carr : 16
Minutes (lhinutes?)((I dunno)) Wally Veber 1 . 18
Science~Fiction Forever! (Part 4) T Mergenthwirler Cox 20
The VWay of All T'lesh John Berry 22

CRY of the Readers (conducted by Elinor Busby, including stencilling the illoes
and the _Exzgra_Bonus _Comments by Burnett R Toskey,.Ph, D-elect)25
We D1d A Bad_ Thlng° Ed Cox‘ plece =58 oont'd from the bottom of p.21; to page 24..
Illoes° Adklns 25, Brver 279 Cameron 30 Rotsler 39 Stlles §4, Butterfleld 8....
Sten011 outtlno Credlts ullnor 25, Buz 8 osk 5, Wally 2, Stenofax ;

= —

Dovn around the bottom of page 15 it tells as how it would help to get as nany
membership fees as possible in to the Detention Committee with celerity. And on p,l1l
we discuss the need-for-speed with regard to our favorite project, the Berry Fund.,

By the way, copies of John's incomparable The Compleat Faan are available from Box 92
(or from me, personally) for 35¢ the each—- though all proceeds go to the Fund, and
paper meney is easier to handle than is coinage.

The same goes for Guy Terwilleger's '"Best of Fandom-- 1958", except that this
one lists at 75¢, from 1412 Albright St, Boisey, Idaho, But it's also a must,

Leave us speak of TAFF, shall we? Elinor & I are supporting the candidacy of
a fine young veteran fan named Terry Carr, who claims to be "more than half of Carl
Brandon", but who does not specify more than which half. Which may or may not be
indicative. At any rate, Terry has fully demonstrated both talent and stamina in
fannish life; consider this Good Faan when you're entering your TATF vote; hey?

TCarrForTATF  DCint60 liakeBerryComeAcrossNOW PuConIn!'6l JoinTheDetention

And don't ever salute with your left hand
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«sobeing the 47th appearance of Renfrew Pemberton.

This is the Thursday before CRYday. The column did not get started two days
age because. Sandy Cutrell stopped by on his way from Portland to New York, to drop
ofifilonT, COpJ of Bosses' Songbook So we-had him and Greg Sorm stay for dlnner' the
CRYgang dropped over, and we had an evening of fannish gab, .with Sandy taping a few.
selections for us.  He's something like Freberg, for versatility. :

= The. column did not get started last night, for no particular reason. But by
all means, we will get it on the .road this evening, There are a few changes...

Tt turns out that our news-stand access to Nova Publlcatlons (New Worlds,
Science-Fantasy, and SFA) has been due entirely to the efforts of Bill Austin, a
mostly—gafiated Elder Faan of note. However, Bill 1s losing too much money on the
deal and is dropping it. So the zines will probably disappear from. these pages,
except for Science-Fantasy—— I expect to subscribe to that one. In case any of you
feel like .subscribing to any of these, the address. (once again) is Nova Publications
Ltd, Hdclaren House, 131 Great Suffolk St, London S.E.l, England. $5 will .get you
i2 issues of any of the 3, with New Vorlds being monthly and the others bimonthly.
Hobula, lowever, .rcaches my favorite stand through a New York outfit, sc RN C

setting it as long as the tic-up holds. T imagine that any of you could arrangc
Lor a sympathctic-typc dcalcr to stock a few. copiecs on a ‘trial basxs, if you havc
a Iricndly Necighborhood sympathetic~type dcaler,-that

The 3rd Monster Issuc of Super-Science is on the stands, and can rot therc, for
my part. So.therc's one off the list. And.Belle Dietz informs us, in the letter—
col, that Satellite has folded, so thcre's another-— I can mourn the declinc of
thls zine over the past ycar morc honestly than its demisec,

So, discounting SSF, Fantastic, and (pecrhaps unfairly, in the light of its
rccent 1mprovompnt) Amazing, we arc leoft with a scanty total of 2 monthlies and 5
bimonthlics on the US scenc—— skinniest pickings since 1948 or '49, I belicve. The
Pemberion shelves will continuc to collect orc cach monthly and bimonthly from the
UK sidec, which helps. However, there is a certain amount of duplication. |

For instance, Ncbula #38 (liay) contains Bob Silverberg's "Strong Waters",
which also appcars in the July SiS, as "Hcap Big HMedicine”". In this onc, thec
Native Brett of thc‘"allon planct is cxtremely guphoric.and habit-forming in its
cffects— thréatens“to lousc up the cntire colgn:zing—effort, in fact. And then on
top of ovorythlng clsc, comes a Plaguc. . I'1l bet you'll never guess what the curc*
SaSTe el SRS ERSICCS light-story, and differs slightly from cditing on. both sides
of the Pond, It should be:pointed out, though, that UK appcarancc of a tale from a
¥Szinc is net: "recprint'" in the ordinary scense—— our =incs don't gct over there very
much, and vice-versa. (In this casc, the UK appcarance was the cariicr.)

0K, let's trcat with Nchula #38: ATom is hcld doiwm to the bacover and a two-
pancl cartoon this month (sob’5 Waltcr our favoritet Willis discusscs the origin
of plots as he's scen them develop in (¢offeecholic, probably) faantalks.

Phil High's "A Racc .of Madmen" must havce been forcibly withheld from Campbell:
in this: oney, the Awful Terriblc Human Racc faccs up to the Conquering Empirc in
wpoden spaceships, with EFRussellish results. 1It's a goodish bit.

Brian Aidiss' "The Arm" is too morbid for my taste, though competently-built
as.can be expected from this writer. M"Consolidation" (John Diamond): except for
the overall punchline with the stellar colonies and caterpillar-like aliens, this
one is either too vague or toc subtle for my taste. So the disturbance teo 2 placid
society provides opportunities to a hectic—organizer type.. Well? 75Phil Stratiord's
"Medieine Man" parlays ‘the injury-equals—death pitch of Giles' "Via Venus" into an
implacable stiruggle to save the natives from their superstitious Wagics | ANCA iRt
ain't easy, I assure you. But ther, what is, these days?
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Next in Hebula is Donald Franson's "Cold Storage', an episode concerning the
" comeuppance of ‘a marooned ex—dictator. I say "episode' rather than "story", since
all happenings are pre-set at the beginning-— it ’'is left only for the protagonist
and the reader to discover the true situation., "While this is going on, however,
we are privy to the reminiscing and planning of the marooned man--~ well-depicted.,

"Hospital Ship" (E R James) is a rather confusing-to-read puzzle-piece with a
punchline after the old style. Crude in spots, but imaginative.

Bob Hadle's column starts next month (as he'd told me) rather than this month
(as blurbed last time), due to time-lag involved in transAtlantic author-editor
discussions concerning material in the first submitted installment.

I recommend that you nag your dealer to nudge the distributor to get Nebula,

New Worlds #83* (May): The conclusion of Maine's "Count-Down" is a confusing montage
of blood, sweat, and rabbits—-from-hats. I don't know if Maine got lost in the lay-
out of his island, but he sure lost me-- the trek to the site of the Intruding Arti-
fact was originally a good long jeep-ride, but toward the end of the tale:our good
protagonist is hiking it in the dark with four cases of dynamite on his back and a
bullet wound for good measure. The answer turns out to be that everybody has been
killing everyone else due to '"possession" by a gimmick from future times, a gimmi clc
that is strangely limited by being able to occupy any mind only once (and dopey
cnough to shift after cach murder, so as to horse around for three installments
rather than pick a strong body with a big gun and clean housc right away)e. Anyhow,
the firing of the "antigravity rccket" proves it to be a Time Machine instead, and
the gimmick was intended to prevent this discovery, but since the guy and gal do not
kill each other after all (just everybody else, gets killed) they intend to live

- happily ever after,.once Military Intelligence decides it wasn't their fault they-
killed a few people. Maine writes good literate Englishj it's.just that he needs,
like, the Squink Blog Handy Plotter, maybes His plotting stinks, but literately.

Four shorts: Harry Harrison follows a "victim" of harsh mechanized justice to
the bitter end, through raised and thwarted hopes; a desperate revolt, and an
almost—good—cnough Way Out—— but it backfires, Would have been more believable if
the "hero" had been allowed to use his head when it hit the stone wall,

Phil High's "Projcoct— Stall" is an intcresting (combined human & scientific)
Problem Picce. "The Outstretched Hand" (Sellings) utilizes time-travel for psych-
iatric purposcs; -rather well. F G Rayer's "Searchpoint" is compectent cnough on the
“wellworn thome that the military tends to Shoot First, but that this is inadviasablec.

If the scrial weren't such a dog, this would be a good issue of any zine.

SFA (British, of coursc) #8 (liay): -Jay Williams' "Secd of Violence" scems to have
been cut a bit from thc version that appcarcd in the Nov '58 FU (sce CRY #120 for
review), although it covers morc pages. Still falls pretty flat, herc, B

"Don't €ross.a Tclckine",; by Philip Stratford, is about thc most poorly Ilined-—
out "psi" story I've cver scen., The .author gets to make up his own rules, and therc
arc still holes you could throw John W Campbell through. (1)The hero is telckinctic
and tclepathic, with.a-touch of Kinnison's "sensc of perception". Yet for most of
the story, he is pushed around by pcoplc at gunpoint—— he uscs his telckinetic
talcents just twice: once to maipulatc dice for a rcader-demonstration, and again
when the author is rcady .for The Crisis. In between, he's a noodnick. (2)These -
tclepaths, it says, can only work with othcr tclepathsj ordinary minds arc closecd to
them, Yet our hero uses ordinary minds as ‘'relay-points'" to protcct himself from a
"tolokinetic trap" that blows peorle's hcads off. (3)Tclckincsis is the control of
matcrial objccts by mentdl forcec. ‘¥Yet our hero is menaced at one point by a plain
physical-scicnce—type "dctcctor" gadget, and is helpless before it,.

I do not comnsider it unfair to point out that whilec it is not always possiblc
for an author to spot cven the most glaring flaws in his own work, it's always becn
my impression that that's what cditors aro paid for doing. Did Carnell rcad this?

Cliff Rccd's "Halfway Housc" is a straight Action picce, with sccrct agenty
cmpirc-building governor of prison planct, V*¥I*L*E outlaws and nasty monsters, and
a girl who turns heroine simply bccausc the author nceds onc of those., Oh; well—
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SFS for July, and now listed as bi-monthly: heat cover, with brown-&—white negative—
out(Q) circular illo, browm print on yellow background except for red title block
with white print. SFT sez the multicelor June Future cover was a leftover.

Silverberg's: "Heap Big Medicine!, as reviewed under Nebula but with more dialogue

on the end. here, .shares novelet honors with "Beyond the Snake Planet" (Bill Wesley)
Someboay had. 10 zo Way out:-into left field :for that title, whichffits pdorlys  The
story itself wanders quite a way into the pasture before coming up with a solution
to the problem of finding G*I*R*L*S for the crew of the one-way 'starship carrying
evenly~paired colonists and their children. The question "Why did the crew take off
viithout their oym women in the first place?" is asked repeatedly, but never answered.
So it's a sort of Idiot Plot, but the solution is reasonable,
"The Bare Facts" (Geo E Smith): stripper in nude futurc, reverses her routine.
"Hight of the Robots" (Allen Wilder): Evil Mzan replacing peoplc by robots, but
turns out to be Evil 01ld Robot himself., Attempted double-switch is pointless goof.
“Twist of the Century" (Donald Franson): Futurc--travel with indced some good
twists. Don tosses cenough ideas for at least two aovelets into a 12-page short,
His variant solution to the VWar Proulem is the meat of the piece, but there arec some
good laughs in the Dbuildup, too. .But bewarc the GDA if the UN outlaws zap-guns.
"Building Nine" (J Martin Gractz): A rcfugee from Uaknovn, almost, with- secrct
University Department dcaling in alchemy and the like Lots of fun here, also, .
MAlien® Cornucopia" (Walt Licbscher): One-page v15nette in the Peghoct manner,
:Looks-ras'if the faans have all t} > best of it, this time. Yes.

IU;, July: This strikes me as the gine most apt to go for scme sort of fan-column if
the idca werc pushed; editor Santesson breaks out with fanews and discussions in his
"Universe in Books" column often enough to indicatc his faanish sympathies. Hmummmm?

Ivan Sanderson winds up his UFO scries in thoughtful fashiony for one rcason or
another, this man's articles have improved a lot in the past year. "

(Rich Eney, in Fanac, rcports the sulcide of UFO-buff lMorris K Jessup. I have
been gquite vitriolid:‘d couple of times, about Jessup:s writings. So that therc will
be no misundcrstanding, I'd like to say that I am sorry that anyonc should apparently
find it nccgssary to destroy himsclf,; but (though doubt that Jessup ever paid any
attention to this column, if hc saw it) I scc no reasor to fecl badly about having
torn into the mar's writings in FU9 as I saw ‘em. DIt -tu,; Buck Coulson?)

This month's CRY format won't take individual comment on the ton storics which
_average about ten pages cach, Harry Harrison's "1 Sec You! in New Worlds appcars
hcrc as "Robot Justice", though. "Crossroads of Destiny”f(Pipori siﬁbly delincatcs
the alternate-worlds idca, without making much of it cxccept for hints.

Some pretty good itecms, too: a Chandler Rim-Worlds stoxy, a short Spacc Cadet
takcoff by Robcrt Andrca, L W Hall's "Human Elcment! (or the girl who wants to txy
to compcte with robot ballet artists), Agberg's spoof on Leisurc for the Masses. 4
-other tales just don't quite get off the ground, including z de Ford & a Wilhclm,

aSF, Junc: Center—installment of Dickson's "Dorsaii! brings Donal (our hero) along
rapldly, rcady for Big Things in Part 3, mext. It goes well and with intercst,

Novelets: "Cat and Mousc'" (Ralph Wllllams) puts an Alaskan trappor to supcrhuman
cfforts to combat an Alicn Mcnacc, hut for insuificicnt motivation siorywiscs the
Werden (who sets up the problem) "(was inclined to avoid) dircct intorvention in the
ccoliogy of the worlds undcr his jurisdiction, cwven in the ficld of prcdator conitrol."
T'11 bet that if poor old sweat-and-strain Ed Brown knew that, he'd've felt a hell of
a <lot lcss placid toward ol' appcar—and--disappcar-at-will Warden; aftcr Ed had been
through the turmoil and all. Too much catsrawing hcre, for my tastc.

Chad Oliver's "Transfusion" is another catspaw bit. This onc makes sensc to all
the participants, -but seems a bit arbitrary from herc.: Like, we arcg sceded here
on this planct with a bitch of phony clucs. to our cvolution, while thc:sccders sit
up in ortit and wvait for us to grow up. Wecll,; thcy were in a jam, and .wantcd us to
grow up toughcr and in a now thinking~groove. T guess -it figures, at that:

Shorts: Rog Kuykendall's "4ll Day Scptember" puis a guy into lethal jam on the
Iioon; skips to the Big Picturc, and comes back to the guy aftcr he's solved his own
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problem offstage, entirely. Effectiveness of story is leszene 8 thus,
"Unborn Tomorrow" (lMack Reynolds) compounds time-travel in/Hangovers Squared.
It shouldn't even happen to Mike Hammer,..

Galaxy, Augs Simak's "No Life of Their Own" ("novella") is told from the viewpoint
of an tarthchild with immigrant alien neighbors, and is good if not exactly, wow.
Novelets: Silverberg's "MUgwump 4" (i1lo'd by Martin) starts out like "Line To
Tomorrow", veers into some choice sidelights, but ends back on the track, dammit. °
Tenn's "The lfalted liilk Monster" carries the same flavor of Padgett-Doom. Pohl's
"The Taging of the Peace'" sequels the Pungs Corner epic, but manages to round out
the trio with the same "now it's worse than ever" finale. ILike, we're in a rut.
Shorts: "Citizen Jell'", by Michael Shaara, sinks the hero but at least it's in
a good cause for the first time in this issue. Jim Harmon's "The Spicy Sound of
Success" runs on a good new gimmicks the captain of an Exploration.ship is the new
hand, since he hasn't had a chance to become complacent: the mere you learn, the
lower you rate, but thc morc money you mgke, since you're more apt to goof and die,
W.T.Haggert's "Lex" has another good idea: the fully-automated factory with Person-
ality. But the ending is slaunchwise. ##Willy Ley discusses orbits to good effect,

F & S F, July: Rob't F Young's "To Fell a Tree" deals with a 1000-foot tree, and with
%hclbelated discovery that cverybody goofed, as we might have expected., Lffective,

Isaac the good Asimov, in "Battle of thec Eggheads", discusses the academic '
pecking-order, causcs and effecctr thereof, rclevant to current educational warcrics.

My page 53 lacks the Hilbers Schenk versc heralded on the contents-page.

Davidson'!s "Author, Author'" horses-around funwise for a spell, but ends up by
having it all come up ghosts, and giving the protagonist a Padgett-finish.

MPor Salc, Reasonable" (Elizabeth lann Borgese) scems to be a satire in which
a man offcrs to hirc out in compectition with computors, listing advantages and ctc.

Janc Roberts' "Impasse'" is a short fantasy with a punchline rc growing up.

"The Harley Helix" (Lou Tabakow) is a fast bit with laughs; good windup.

H M Sycamorc's "Success Story" swings the "Time Locker" gimmick into human -
relations. Also, rcad this story, write a postcard, and make yoursclf 100 bucks, by
suggesting other moncy-making possibilitics of the story's prcmiscs.

"kRabbits to the lMoon!, by Raymond Banks; is a.good light pigccs This one has
all sorts of sidc-laughs, and a sublime disrcgard for comparative anatomy.

Peghoot nceds a vacations he's been working too hard, For somc time,; now.

Howard Fast's "The Cold, Cold Box" is a halfway-bclicvable hunk of wishful-~
thinking with an intcgral bit of pcrpetual conscience-scarching; wcll-ploycd.

At a rough guess, thc zines rcvicwed(?) this month would rank, as to cnjoyment,
in the following order: P&SF, Galaxy, aSF, Nevbula, FU, SFS, New Worlds, and SFA. You
may notc.that this order is almost cxactly backward to the order in which the zincs
arc rceviewecd—-- and thus backward with respect to the order in which the zincs were
rcad. You may notc this, if you choosc. If you find significance, lect me linow,

Star S-F #5 is nine ncw stories in the PB format (Ballantine 308K, 35¢). It may

not bc just cxactly what you'd call a magazinc, but I imagine “that it would do-
rather nicely in the clutch, klacLcan&Condit, Matheson, Silverberg, Davis, Hydec,
Budrys, Galouyc, Scllings, and (Miz) Brown do thc honors. This onc isn't cxactly
the Greatcest of the Year, but no existing prozine’ would lower 1ts avcrage by running
this lineup of tales., I'd say morc, but woc arc staying within a 4-page limit today.

Obviously, this column nceds a ncw approach; the skinchy treatmecnt given the
last fow gines is not a Good Thing. There should be some way to give morc spacc to
Lauding The Best and to Hammering The Worst, and a rcasonably thorough mcthod of
listing thc in-betwcens. Yep, therc really should be some way to do ekl o g o o el
apprcciatec it if somconc would give me a few good clues as to how to go.about it.

Oh; well-— a solution will doubtless arisc., After all;“thrcc years ago there
were 20 titles on the stands, and we all made-do; somchow., Or maybc it was two

ycars—— my timc machinc slips its clutch, any morc. Sloppy rcpair work,'likoo_R o
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EETCREEEES GREEPS o & 0T HER I
DLAN -« GRENNELL

£ "To be. or not to be: “that is theiquestion:.
Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to suffer
The slings and arrows of ocutrageous fortune,
-Or take arams against a sea of troubles,
And by opposing croggle them..."
Hamlet.,, Act III, Sc. 1

I understand there is some gquestion among CRY's readers as to the usage or misus-
age of the familiar fannich verb, "croggle". Ferhaps I might be able to shed a spot of
quietus upon the controversy and then, again, perhaps not.

I say this because to the best of my recollection, the word first appeared back in
the lusty prolific days of the Boggs-Silverberg-Grennell WO3W correspondence. To pin-
.point its maiden employment would require consicerable effort on the part of a truly
dedicated party such as a neofan bucking for a minor office in the NFFF. I have not
~ the stomach for the job Jjust now.

I'd say offhand that I first used it although I wouldn't argue the point tco fanati-
cally. I tkink that the word was used in a context that made the fine shading of its
' meaning so readily apparent that the other two members promptly adopted it as a word that
the English language had been needing for years and began using it on mundane people,
non- w03w-uype fans and for all I know, other things as well.

I couldn't say, not being a Hitchcock caliber linguist, whetner other languages re-
quire the incorporation of "croggle," ecither as is or modified t» comply with their own
phonetic vagaries. 1 can say that it corresponds closely emnough to the "w'yioupfsk"
of Kwakiutl and the "ngyaazh" of Upper Umpopo Hottentot to satisfy all but the most
hair-splitting semanticist. The verb "brucrlge” or "brulrlge”™ as it is variously sounded
by the Cogaluk Esquimaux is likewise reasonably analogous; however it is deplorably im-
precise to attempt to equate it, no watter how lcosely, with such cbviously variant
verbs as "Qoolpi" in VII1Ith Dynasty Egyptian (although the "Qath" of the XIth Dynasty was
not too radically dissimilar) or with the'6diada" of Middle Pre-Phrastian Etruscan. I
must caution'the readership against any attempt to pronounce "6oiszaa," because the Middle
Pre-Fhrastian Etruscans had, as any curscry dilettante in Conparatlve Archeological
Lnatomy (an immensely fascinating and rewarding field, by the by) kriows, had a trifur-
cated glottis which was lost througli inbreeding as tne Seven Tribes of Emphrizie fled
_across the Miuku Mountains and into Cuter Cblivion before the savage hordes of Olioch
Barbarians. --To-say 00iada,.even incorrectly, might result in trifurcation of the glottis
which would be painful in the extreme--prior to the invention or miracle drugs it had a
fatality rate of 75. 37%-—and it wculd necessitate the wvictim's learning to speak Middle
Pré-Phrastian Etiuscan which, these days, is seldom taught outside cf the largest univer-
sities.

But enoush of these side-discussions, -fascinating though they may te. The word
croggle, as it is commonly used in fannish circles, might be illustrated by a few sample
sentences, used purely for illustrative purposes:

"Bob lLeman's extrapolation on the Courtney theme ir. the latest issue of HYPHEN abso-
lutely croggled me." (Quite trie, incidentally.--dag)

1 n

. Here we see it used in the sense of "...really brcke me up," or "made me dissolve in
mirth" or "gassed me," or "Man, lilke it turned me resl on." It is indicative of arousing



intense, almost painful hilarity. You might also say "I croggled over your story about
the one- legged coffin salesman and the mortician's cross-eyed daughter,' Jjust as you
wight say "I like to ripped a gut over it." .

So it would not be unduly far-fetched to view it in this sense as if it were a legiti-
mate pontmanteau word composed out of crumbled and joggled. Joggled is a variant of jig-
gled and I almost said jiggled except that would have made it come out “criggled" which is
another word entirely and, confidentially, a word not used in mixed company by people
fluent in the various dialects of the Ookawatapifi and Oogaluk Esquimaux. If any CRY
reader has a command of these tongues, I will gladly apologize via separate letter upon
request.

Croggled is also sometimes used as if it were approximately synonymous with the some-
what grudgingly-recognized "discombooberated."” One might conceivably say something like
"R was really croggled when K hit him with that last lawsuit.'

Or you could use it in the sense of "I croggled at GM's suggestion of a NFFF/FAPA
merger." Comparable wordings might be "I balked at it," or "I threw up my hands in horror
at the very idea and a perfectly good two-dollar dinner as well."

It is generally agreed that t.e group-at-large determines the semantic connotations
of a given word by their usage at a given time. English is full of words whose meaning
in 1959 is completely different than it was at some time in the past. "Awful" originally
meant the same as "awe-inspiring." "Amusing" once meant about the same as "amazing,"
which engenders the speculation that in some parallel space-time continuum there may be
faans like you and I reading the E. E. Smythe serial in the current issue of AMUSING SF.

Thus too for croggle. Today it is usually taken to be a verb denoting intense dis-
turbance and in most cases disturbance of a subjective .nature. True, one Sometimes en-
counters it used as if it were a synonym for "clobber" (or, as Norman G. Browne used to
say, "clober"), e.g., "I'm gonna croggle that, guy if it's the last thing I do!" Now, as
of this time, that would be a usage not entlrely sanctioned by purists aithough condoned
by those who feel that anything is permissible if it effectively communicates the idea
with a minimum of distortion. It may be that, in time, the usage could shift to the point
where that would be the recognized and sanctioned usage. Anything can happen and very
likely will.

As for the elusive crottled greep ("Everybody talks about crottled greeps but nobody
does anything about them!"--Mark Twain), that can definitely be pinpointed as to first
appearance: a one-shot called FILLER, published in 1953 by Norman G. Browne and Art
Wesley. It was the latter who, while cutting the stencils, inserted ' "Bk, Ef._yeu .don'is
like crottled greeps, why did you order them?" as Filler number 378 in a moment of un-
controllable whimsy. The thing might have died right there, leaving a fresher, cleaner,
sweeter-smelling fandom today, had not the London Circle picked up the bit and used it
as the motto on one of their original quote cards at a British convention a year or two
later. -

Let it be here noted for the interest of future Fancyclopedists, that the inventor
of the Short-Snorter-Quote-Card was damon knight. The reception of the London O Q-cards
had been so enthusiastic that the WO3W put out a set of 36 of them for use at (I think)
the San Francisco Con and damon started sending these around marked as SSQCs with the in-
struction to sign and pass on.

The noun, "greep," was made up for the occasion kut "crottle" goes back quite a ways
to around 1935 or 35 when it was mentioned in an article in the then-new THIS WEEK magazine
which is circulated with numercus,Sunday newspapers. This .article gave names to the
various devices used by comic-strip cartoonists' to symbolize information about their char-

o
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acters.. A crottle was the name given to the little bubbles that are drawn about the heads
of comic strip lushes to denote extreme inebriation. Crottles may sometimes be seen even

" today in the strip "Judge Parker" when some poor mixed up type belts the bottle a bit

over-heavily. Thus, "crottled" . would have been about the same as plastered, swacked,
sozzled, blotto, polluted, boiled, pie-eyed, pixillated, etc., &c. However, it was felt
that crottled was rather going to waste in a usage so redundantly replete with synonyms
and it was appropriated to cover a process carried out in a manner which has never been
even sketchily described upon a commodity about which nothing is known save that it is
mysterious. The complete secret details on crottled greeps are not scheduled to be re-
Jeased until some as yet unspecified time between the Fimbulwinter and Armageddoh so
cheer up...with any kind of luck, you'll be dead by then!

--dag
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GOOI\IGA FAAN

by Parker Sheaffer (with apologies to Rudyard Xipling )

You may tallt of Cons an' bhcer when you'rc fannin' over 'cre,
in' you go to social-clubs an' UcsterCon ity

But when it comes to pubbir® you will find ro timc for cluobln'
Uhllc your loncly typor scat  gcts blisters on it.

Now‘ln Ircland's rainy clime, where Walt ¥illis spends his time
Lh=scrvin! of ghoodminton to the clan,

Of all that Irish crew, thc busicst fan I knew

Was that scntimental bherri, Goonga Faan.

It was "Faan! Faan} Faan} You writin', pubbin' wonder, Goonga Faan!

nCry! Slipshcc allececwayout! Story, write iti Plannce layout:
"You droopy-moustachecd idol, Goonga Faani"

Thce typer that 'e 'ad was nothin! lcss than bads

A& rusty wreck that Bo3h 'ad lcft be'ind,

With parts from thrce machincs an' a danglin' can o' beans,
Vlas all the fan—cquipment te could find.

tYhen the stinkin' fanzinc ficld with crudfiction was congcaled
An' the stuff would makc your spinnin' beanic stall,
‘lc shouted "Berry Hoi'" *il his wvork began to flow,
Then we pannod Tim 'causc ‘c couldn't scrve us all.

It was "I'aand Faan&»Faanl Your story, wherc the Hyrhen is it, man?
"You put some.geeday in ity or I'1ll crottle you this minutec,
"If you don't fill up-my fanzinc, Goonga Faani"

1T would turn the Berries out 'til no zine would be without,
An' 'c didn't scem to know 'ow to rcfusey

...If we came out once a wieck, you could bet your bloomin' Decclt
1814 be sendin! just as much as we could usc,

Underneath the tea—chest plank, at the typer or the crank,
'Ts output would a Silverbeig inspire;
in' for all 'is Goonish ‘'ide, 'e was faan, purc faan, inside,
ihen 'c wrotc to save the neos under fire.
It was"Paan! Faan! ﬁanal" WAth the critics kickin' crudzines in thc pang

Vlhen material ran out, you could 'ear the ncos shout:
"Hi! Retribution-surplus, Goonga Taan!"



I shan't forgit the day whcen I dropped be'ind tic fray

With blank pages where my contents should 'a' rang

Fo» my zinc I feared thc worst, an' the man I called on first
Vlas our good old yakkin', yuldtin'! Goonga Faan.

10 sent mc back a scroll, an' it plugged the gapin' 'olc,
tn' it 'eld up 'arf-a-zinc of also-ran;

Though onc nco said it sunk, yct my fanzine 'adn't sunk,
in' I'm grateful for that yarn from Goonga Faan.

"It was "Faan! Faan! Faan! They're beggin' you to"elp 'em if you cang
"Theytre clawin' at the door, an' they're 'ollerin' for more:
"For Ghu's sake, scnd the stories, Goonga Faanl"

'® finished up the tale 'to.get it in the mail
An' Gafia come an'.carricd -off the manj

'E got it safely sent, an'' just bofore 'e wcnts
"L 'opo you liked the yarn," writ Goonga Faan.

So I'11 mcet '1m lator on in the placc wherc 'e 'as gonc~—-—

Wherec it's always SerGon drill and Cosmic Planj e
15111 be jokin' as 'c.plods, givin' grins to-porec damned clods, P
in' I'11 get a Mundene laugh from Goonga Faan}

Oh, it's "Faan! Faan! Faa.} ‘You sufferin!-catfish crier, Goonga®Fagrmi® & *
"Tho! we've pelted you an' scorned you, by the moustache that adorned you,
"ou're a bcttor fan' than ‘we are, Goonga Paan'" ;

A,
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Rlpht _you ar¢, Parker: Bring ol' Goonga Faan Berry to the Detention!

Ve're geing into the homo—strotch now: time-is running short, for gcttlng the
Berry Fund up to the ticket-buying level. VWhat say, cveryone who's supporting the
Fund and meaning to get the loot in "just any day now"? Now is the time, fricnds;

_ this month does it, for the tickets. Send ‘money, chcchs, money orders, cte, -to Jliek
Palasca, 5612 1 Warwwch Drive, Parma 29, Ohio.

Belle Dichz raiscs a couple of questions (in the lettercol), reminding us.that
it might be a good ideca to reiterate some of the points stressed in the Kickoff
Announcecments, for thec benefit of any who may have tuned in latc. (Flrst though,
it should be mentioned that our Contributors 1ist publlshcd lest month includes
only thosc donating to the U.3.Fund HQy and docs not include the. UKfen who have
tnrned their contributions.in to U.K.Fund HQ, Arthur Thomson.' Our List.wasgs as
mentioned; published malnly to allow contributors whose names should have appeared
but dldn't to check along the Rickhardt HMigration Routes and get the. contributions
< S e Nleo ATom, by the way, reports a goodly number of, UK contrlbutors, but
we do not have a list of names from him as yet. )

(1)The Berry Fund is designed to supplement, rather than %o compete with TATT,
On the current schedule, TATFF brings a UKfan West cvery 3 yocars, With the VorldCon"
Rotatior Plan, this mecans that all foreseecable Westbound TAFFers will attend Vest
Coast Cons. For Eastern and Midwestern fans (the majority of), the Berry Fund will
provide the first chance to sce a UKfan on a close-to-home basis since 1955%¢ the
next chance would' be by delaying the next /cstbound TAFFer until 1962, a lonw haul.

(2)Berry Fund canvasging is directed toward a much smaller group than is TATT
canvassing—— mostlys it is the editors and readers who have gained enjoyment from
John‘s writings, that the Fund must draw on. Because of depending on larger donat-
ions from fewer people, the $2-or-more-is-returnable policy was adopted. Also, the
Berry Fund campaigning will be concluded several months before the TAFF deadline,
Certainly, anything that costs money is slightly compctetive with anything else that
costs moncy. But we Berry Funders arc also wholehcartedly supporting TAFF, in cvery
way, and specifically including the financial, and TAFFers are rcciprocating. OK?
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CRYING OVER BENT STAPLES

Part I. Rich Brown

Once again comes with the apologles for not having written to wost of the editors who
are reviewed here; the old critical hat 1% donned and let the’ mlmeo ‘ink fly where it may.
just not at me, please.

jd ARGASSY ;/'39-7kh2, Lynn Hiclkman, 30k N. 1lth St 5 aMt .. Vernen, Ti1l. 10¢ for less than
10pp, 20¢ e more, 5pp, 25pp, 1Opp, 12pp, multlllth

Lynn just got a new multilith and seems to be having trouble W1th it; several places
there is too much inking, broken and/or torn mastersheets, too little inking, etc. The
idea behind jd ARGASSY/JD argassy is to alternate a large-sized zine with a small-sized
zine; the larger having letters, articles and the like, while the smaller becomes a news-
zine for the Midwest. Well, it's a good idea, anyway. The newszine side of it doesn't
seem to come out too well, but Jim Caughran takes us through Europe interestingly enuff,
Bob Madle is still having a fine time at the LonCon, and Willis argues agreeably with Madle
a bit. Over-all, I thlnk it's a bit over-priced and over- rated But if you can get it
some other way... - o RATING: 3,4,3,3 ;

L0CO “2, Don Allen, 34a Cumberland St., Gateshead 8, Co. Durham, England. No price, 12pp,
mimeo.

This seems to be a fmz that radiates fun; Don probably had a lot of fun putting it
out; I know I had fun reading it. Several of his own cartoons, various yak, a few pages of
fannish limericks, a few pin-ups (one by himself and one by Jim Cawthorne) ,and all in all,
stt plain fun. : RATING: 6

HYPHEN ;/22, Walter A. Willis,. 27 Clonlee Dr., Belfast, N. Ireland, 15 ¢, 26pp, mimeo.

Here we go with more superlatives; Atom and Ray Nelson on the artstaff, who could -
hope for better cartoons and illustrations? Depressingly little of the inimitable Willis,
except in the letterc¢ol; palatable bit by William F. Temple on Arthur C. Clark, a rollick-
ing bit of fun with Bob leman; interesting A. V1n¢ Clarke; a peerless turnabout on the
crossing-the-Irish-Séa bit by Bob Shaw; and a letter column of wit, gaiety, seriousness ,
and fun that would do any fanzine proud. ILong llve the king. RATING: 10

SHENGRI-L' AFFATRES stho, Al Lewis, 25h8 W.:12th St,, Los Angeles 6, Calif. 20¢, 38pp, mimeo.

Changing editors once more, yet still moving forward (a .good direction), Shaggy ;42
sports impeccable repro, a good layout, a three-color cover,and a few other things I can
and will mention. Though the material is still mostly by the LA or Berkeley group (which
isn't necessarily a Bad Thlno) Ted Pauls has a debateable article on the subject of Focal
Points, and Ron Bennett offers us the 13th installment of Colonial Excursions. Ron Bllik
beats Terry Carr for a change, which would be enough except that the other material is
generally of a good quallty, too. RATING: 7

((Lichtman says "a damn fine fanzine," also rates it '7'.))

HORIZONS #18, Harry Warner, Jr.; 423 Summit Ave., Hagerstown, Md. FAPA and w-1 only,25pp,
L top FAPAzine by a top FAPA member; if you can think of no other reason to join

FAPA, here is one. This is all the work of a very enjoyable Harry Warner, Jr., and worth »

your*Bpp & $2 a year, even if nothing else turns out to be. Fairly equally divided be-
tween mailing_comments and articles. . -RATING: 9

RETRIBUTION #13, John Berry, 31, Campbell Park Ave., Belmont, Belfast, N. Ireland, 15¢,
30pp, wimeo.

What: RET ;12 lacked, RET : 13 has; Goon material, in the form of Ron Bennett's super-
lative 'South Gate Confldentlal, and CRY's own Don Franson with a surprising & good
"The Goon Goofs Off," Penelope Fandergaste on the subject of why The Goon is such a 3zreat
detective, and The Goon himself with the now-usual "Who'd Be A Goon®" (and I'm happy to
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say that, I think, I've finally made the grade). There's a happy balance, though, since
there's also "Portrait of a TAFFite" by Bjo, Archie Mercer's "Over the Chankly Bore',
which continues on quite well in its newfound home, and the inimitable BoSh is back again,
thss time with a BoSh factual article called "Filthy Looker," and a fannish cross-word
puzzle by Berry that must have been the very devil to figure out. A very good show,
despite the lack of ATom illos. RATING: 7

((Lichtman also rates this '7')).

FANVIEW #1, Johnny Bowles, 802 S. 33rd St., Lousiville, Ky. &/25¢, bi-weekly, 5pp, mimeo.

This is.a bid for newszine, but the way it lokks now it won't beat FANAC. The repro
is good, as well as the lay-out, and there are some rather good book reviews (reviewing
everything from "The October Country" to the Louisville, Ky. telephone directory--liter-
allv) by Butch Manka, who may or may not be a pen name of the editors. But one rather
doubts the accuracy " of the news when this issue mentions the fact that "TAFF has
over $200 for Berry." Oh well, live and earn I always say. _ RATING: &4

HOCUS i¥7, Mike Deckinger, 85 Locust Ave., Millburn, N. J., 5¢, 22pp, mimeo.

HOCUS is one of the most promising zines in some time. It keeps promising to get
better, but... there's a lot of things in here that Mike could have just as easily done
without. The repro is improving, but the lay-out is terrible. Except for the pieces
by Steve Tolliver (a "cute" little thing that might have better gone in the lettercol
rather than as an article in itself) and Arnold Crawford (a very good piece of off-trail
fiction) and Walter R. Manka (a savorable piece entitled "The Best Advice I Ever Had,"
which might have well gone into Jack Douglas' "My Brother Was An Only Child") and even
a few of the things Mike has to say, most of the material is pretty dull. There are
people Trying To Be Witty and failing; Defending Science Fiction; and trying to Say
Something Controversial and falling flat on their uncontroversial mugs. In words of three
syllables, I suggest that Mike become an editor; it's a shame to see good material mixed
with crud. ' RATING: &4 '

YANDRO ;-75, Bob Coulson, 105 Stitt St., Wabash, Ind., 15¢, monthly, 27pp, wimeo.

Despite the DEA cover, thss is the best YANDRO in some time. That may. seem odd to
you, possivly because you like DEA, or more possibly because I said that of the Annish,
Juss a few issues ago. But it's true. The art is distributed between 12 artists, with
enough difference in style to please nearly anybody. The material as a whole is better,
perhaps because there is less of it. This is not a dig, because the remaining space is
taken vp with a 1%pp lettercolumn. Lettercolumns have been YANDRO's turkey, as I've said
often enougzh before. But for those who cannot enjoy lettercolumns, there's Bob & Juanita
rambling enjoyably; Dan Adkins with "New York Insight" (one wonders if that could have
been Dan's war-cry as he saw the lights of the metropolis); a good poem by Mike Deckinger
for them what liles good poems; a column by Bob Tucker (which would well grace the pages
of any zine); and a few quotes from "The Mind Cage." Like Isay, this is the best YANDRO
in some time. (Would it be fansmanship to rate this 2?) RATING: 2 8

And that, fiends, is that.
--Rich Brown, 1959

PART II. Bob Lichtman

FANTOCCINI #23. ILeslie Norris, 7523 Farmdale, North Hollywood, Calif. No price listed,
irregular, &pp, mimeo.

Les Norris, it says here, was a fan from 1947 until 1952, when he drifted from the
fold vpon joining the Armed Forces. Now he's bacl, and he wants to get oriented again.
This zine is mostly a biographical sketch, fairly thorough (I suppose)} and interestinz.

But the Thing Is: he wants back in, and if the rest of you won't help orient him,
I will. ILook, I mean it, write him! All rizht? Right! RATING: L

((Brown says "Welcome bac!" & also rates this 'kL'.))
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SLANDER 74, Jan Sadler Penney, 51-B McAlister Place;, New Orleans 18, La. Free for letters,
contributions, trade, or review, quarterly, 32 pp, ditto.

Another oldtimer returned to the fold. SIANDIR ;-3 was out Just a short time before
this. current issue, but#2 preceded 7'3 by better tnan a year. This has certainly the most
unusual ditto format I've ever seen. The various colors are used with gay abandon, so
setters are printed in purple, with red or green editorial comments ((to differentiate
between editor Jan and editor Dave)). The effect is one of well- ~organized confusion, but
I like it. The whole zine is bound on the spine with a piece of black plastic tape: it's
obvious that Jan is a faneditor of Discernment and Taste--this treatment gives SLANDER
-an outward appearance few zines can copy. -

The material inside merits, for the most part, this distinctive format. There's Jan's
editorial, well-written and interesting, an article by Hal Annas, well-written but not as
interesting, the long (12 pages) letter section, with letters by all manner of fans, a
story by someone called "Viereck", which was rather pointless so far as I'm concerned,
poetry by Dave Penney, an article byHarry Warner, Jr., on photography. And then there's
what I consider the high point of the issue: "All Fandom is Divided Into Several Parts,"
by Dave Penney, which is faanfiction in the Enchanted Duplicator tradition. This youccan't
miss. The rest of the issue is taken up by a letter from GMCarr, and a fow fanzine reviews.

((Brown rates this "L".)) RATING: 6

VOID ; 1, Greg Benford & Ted White 10521 Allegheny Drive, Dallas 29, Texas (Benford's
address), 25¢, free for trades, ccuments, contributions etc. , monthly, 2Upp, mimeo.

VOID has expanded with thls issue to 2Upp, to put in more material and still stay
within the 3¢ postage limit. ' This issue contains material by Harry Warner, Jr., Kent
Moomaw, and Dan . Adkins; in addition, there's a pair of editorials and several pages of
letters in micro-elite. The Warner piece is on copyright, and seemed rather pointless;
the Moomaw is the conclssion to the two-part serial started in the last VOID (& now
available -in booklet form from White—-25¢); the Adkins is a rebual to White's review cf
TWIG ILLUSTRATED in the last VOID. White is still standing firm on what he said.

This fannish monthly won't be coming out every other week anymore, Ted says. Hell,
Jjust when I wes getting geared to expect one every other week--Ted, you are cruel.

RATING: 8

FANTASY ASPECTS #2. Alan Lewis, 129 Jewett-Holmwood, East Aurora, New York. 15¢ per,
8/%$1, irregular, 2lpp, mimeo.

- Lewis is bitching in kis 2ditorial about how the reviewers didn't l:ke his first
issue, how no one is subscribing and he's losing money, and how he doesn't have an editor-
ial personality. The first is teyond his power to change now, the s:cond is just natural
in fan-pubbing and he'd better accept it, and the third is up to him.

In this issue, ther~'s humorous Bloch, boring Joe Gibson, serious but interesting
Laney, and interestnng Harmon. On the original side, there's a pcem by Bruce Pelz that's
pretty good.

£dd a cover, better illos, a lettercol, and more fannish reprints, and you may, just
may, have a worthwhile zine, Alan. RATING: L

((T velieve I would have rated this higher...EB))

FLY IN THE SAIAD #1. 10¢, irregular (?), 4 pp, mimec. Rider with above. Interesting
rambling, a few fmz reviews, but not worth Q-l/2¢ a page. RATING: 2

APCRRHETA ;9. H.P.Sanderson, 'Inchmery', 23 Gueens Road, New Cross, London S.E. 1b,
England. 20¢, 6/$1, irregular, 38pp, mimeo.

This marks the bezinning of a new policy for APE. Sandy is no longer sending out
iscues just for comment; now you have to sub, trade, or contribute. And APE isn't monthly
ary longer; it's 52-pagely, effective as of the 1lth issue, and tt will appear whenever
52 pages of material accrues.

The format has changed to an all- Dlary one. The contributions are inserted in on
the day they arrive, which must eliminate layout problems. Besides the usual letters,
reviews, and Sandy's nattering, thish contains a fairly good fanfiction story by Ron
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Bennett, a poem by Joy Clarke, another fanfiction story (this by George Locke), the
asual Pandergaste column (I say she's ATom, Berry, or Bennett), and the 4th part of
tlie Berry seriale.

Despite this Vile Subscription Arrangement, APE is still worth getting, maybe
even for money. RATING: 8

4LPORRHETA #1C. HcPoS. againg thish 34 pages, and still mimeo'd.

Mors letters, reviews, chatter; I like this new format, as far as the layout
goes, Other material includes: fanfiction by Roa Bennett (this one excellent), the
Penny Fanny column, the conclusion of the Berry serial (1 didn't care for-this in
the overall view), a column by Bennett, and Joy Clarke's "Little Pitcher", in which
she rambles interestinglye.

711, we are told, will be 52 pages, and will appear when that much material
is accumulated, I hope that won't be too long from now, RATING: 8

PROPANITY ;745. Bruce Ielz, 4010 Leona St, Tampa 9, Fla. 15¢ for your 1lst issue,
after what you trade, comment, or contribute, 38 pages, multilith.

This is the lst Annish of ProF, and the 1lst lithoed issue, The repro isn't
perfect as yet. but doubtless will be before long. Thish's cover is made up of
fan pictures, well reproduced.

Inside there's material by Elinor Polarnd, Al Andrews, Don Franson, Alan Dodd,
Rich Brown, Bob Coulson, and Bruce's music to Heinlein's "Green Hills of Earth",
Particularly of note are Coulsor. s fanzine reviews (which I consider among the best),
tne Brown prose, and the Aian Dodd articles. The rest of it just didn't hit me
right, Bruce seems capable of putting out a great ziney I wish he could get the
material. ! RATING: 5

ROCKe 7#2. Bs idams, 433 Locust Ave SE, Huntsville, Ala. Free for comment, trade,
o7 contribution, Quarterly(?)((It better be - TiB)). 28 pages, mimeo.

This is a SAPSzine, but various others get it too; the material is sort of gen—
ish. The zine is impeccably mimeo'd ((by Bill iieyers — FMB)) on fine-quality white
paper (not what I usually mention in reviews, but this zine is impressive -looking),

The contents—page is good for a laugh or two; as Adams makes with the pulpzine-~
like synopses cf contents. There's a page of lieet The Author, and one of editorial,
Then & serious poem oy Dainis Bisenieks (which I disliked, but the Adkins illo is
excellent), mailing comments by Adams, a fair story by Andrews, one by Lar' Stone
which is humorous in a way,; and a short leiter column,

Mostly, the fLdams ritings are the best things in the zine. RATING: 5

liow; a Special TFeaturc: egoboo for Burnett R Toskey--since he's complained
about no one mentioning him in CRY any more, a review of:

FLABBSRGASTING 7710, BRToskey, 4005 15th NI, Seattle 5, "m. INo price (and probably
not evailable),. quarterly, this issue 44 pages, Gestetnered.

This, the fabulous SAPSzine of The Toskey, must be seen to be believed. Layout
and repro are impeccable, and the writing (all by Tosk) above average.

The strikingly distinctive .cover is Iultigraphed in seven colors on heavy blue
paper. Interior headings are Multigraphed in various colors, above CRY-blue text,

In a 3-page editoriel, Tosk discusses recent fanzines, FAPA, life, and his PhD
thesis, Following is a quite indescribable Toskey Factual irticle, then 2 pages of
Garcone portraits of neoSAP’S (yes, CRYreaders, that's where Garcone went: he does all
the illoes for FLAB), Wext are 30 pages of tiailing Comments, followed by an article
on BRT's taste in S--F and Deathless Pro's (you'd be surprised at some of his picks),

The zine ends tastefully at the conclusion of the last page. RATING: 9.9

And friends, that!s all for this issue, from me. You might try sending your
zines to me as well as to Rich., That way, one of us is sure to review it. Take no

Cham e SRR S -— Bob Lichtmang ilay, 1959.
JOIN 7HE DETENTION WOW-- your §2 now to James Broderick, 12011 Kilbourne St, Detroit
13, Mich, will help the Con Committee do their bes* job for your Detention: like,now.
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FEANDOM ‘HARVEST TERRY  CARR

A couple of months ago, my mad and sexy wife Miriam was reading Edwin O'Connor's
"The Last Hurrah," and making chortling noiees every couple of pages, because "The Ilast
Hurrah" is a- very funny book in parts. 1It's a satire on certain aspscts of politics, par-
ticularly political campaigns.

Miriam was so enthusiastic about the booit that shz was even, for a time, thinking of
using- it as a basis for extrapolating a satire on TAFF campaigns. I +old her I thought it
was a fine idea, because I knew she was subtle and even downright sneuky enough to slip
in several surreptitious plugs for me in the currert TAFT cavpaign, but somehow she never
got. around to writing that piece, which is a pity.

Because TAFF campaigns could stand a little satirising, I think. TAFF has c¢h 7ged
considerably since its inception, and probably not for the best. The original idea, as
many fans have pointed out so often lately, was simply to bring a w2ll-known fan across
the Atlantic both as a means of er *bling fans on the other side to mget individuals in
whom they'd become interested through their writings, and as a reward for outstanding
services rendered by the TAFF dele .te. Nowadays, several other ideas have become associ-
ated with TAFF, such as that heesh should be a "representative" of fardom on hiser side
of the Big Pond, that heesh should write a full conreport, and so forth. So~= of thece
changes are good; others strike me as dubious.

So I think a satire on the current state of TAFF would be in order, and I wish somz-
cne would write one. I can't do it myself, of course, since I am directly involved in
TAFF right now.

Such a satire could, for instance, present the story of a fictional TAFF campaign
involving, say, three candidates. Iet's call them...oh, the first three names that pop
into my head: "Don Ford," "Terry Carr," and "Bjo Wells."

Now, these candidates should, for the sake of a gocd story, be guite different from
one another. Ilet's make "Ford" sort of a veteran "convention-fan"--thes type who's
“ prominent and popular at conventions but cdoesn't have too much to do with fanzine-fandom.
As for his qualifications, let's pretend he helped originate and run a promincnt series
of conventions, like the Midwescons. @Hell, coansidering tli> strong fezlinz there is in
scme quarters against the position of "convention-fans" in TAFF, we'd better give him even
more in the way of qualifications: 1let's say he even helpad originete 24 run TAFF it-
self.

We'll make our second candidate, "Terry Cerr," primeriiy a "feaziae-fan," a fanr'ch
character who publishes a popular fanzine or two (fanzines like IINUEINO and FPANAC, |
bte), and who writes brilliantly =ritty material for many other fanzinas--so-t of a Carl
Brandon type of guy. Iet's say he's been in fandow, man and boy, for ten years or so,
and is'no tyro at conventions either, having been to several cons over the years. He's
the hero of our story, you see--a fan who's contributed much to fandom, who is virtuous,
unassuming, witty, deserving, trustworthy, loyal, helpful, frlendly, courteous, kind,
cbedient, cheerful, thrifty, brave, clean, and reverent.

Then, for the third candidate, "Bjo Wells," let's ring in a dark- horse This fiction-
al candidate hasn't been very active either in the ccnvention or the fanzine side of fan-
dom for long, we'll say, but becomes hyper-active about the time the TAFF voting starts.
Of course, every candidate must have some qualifications, and even a satire must be believ-
able to'some extent, so let's say this "Bjo Wells" hcs brainstormed ard organized a popu-
lar part of the program of the preceding worldcon, and furthermore, has contributed a
number of popular cartoons to several fanzines--far from being a nonentity in either con-
vention- or fanzine- fcndom, but apparzntly overshadowed by tne qualificatioas of the othar
two candidates.

Yet this story is to be a satire, and so things shoulc be turned a little topsy-
-turvy--therefore, let's riag in sowe other stuff about tuis "Bjo ¥2lls." 1Let's make "Bjo"
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a female, for instance.

This last part may seem kind of pointless to you, but I've found from experience in
writing satires concerning fandow that bringing sex into the picture provides all sorts
of openings for riotous humor. You see, there's a long-standing joke in fandom to the
effect that "sex and fandom don't mix." This is supposed to mean that fans are above
such things as sex, or at least that they're not interested in it. It's a joke because
some of our more cynical friends elaim that fans are maladjusted introverts who can't get
along in normal society and who therefore retreat into the half-world of fandom--who would
like, for instance, to lead a normal sex life, but are socially incapable of it.

So, taking this altogether too cynical view of fandom seriously, we can make wonder-
ful satirical material out of a female TAFF candidate. The word gets around that "Bjo"
is female, for instance, and immediately young and repressed fans all over start drooling.
They write silly things about the qualifications of the other candidates being meaning-
less in view of the fact that "Bjo" is a girrull and therefore obviously the best possible
kind of TAFF representative.

This satire is going to have significance, you see: these love-starved fans want to
identify with this mysterious female, and the idea of sending her to England as a repre-
sentative of them is an excellent way to do it.

And of course "Bjo"'s supporters are not fools--they recognize good propaganda when
they see it. So before you know it, they're saying that she's so sexy she could stop
traffic in a bathing suit, and quo.ing her measureuments.

You see what a terrific satire this could be? A little unbelievable, but very, very
funny . : _

Now we mustn't forget about our other candidates, "Don Ford" and "Terry @cr .
"Carr," remember, is our hero, and I think it would be a‘'good idea to make "Ford" the vil-
lain--we can fashion some nice mwelodrama around this setup. Let's ring.in a plot-compli-
cation to the effect that "Ford," while running TAFF in its early days, set it up in such
a way that many fans were outraged. Maybe under his setup the rules were so vague that
even nonfans could vote in the TAFF elections if they wanted to. Well, maybe we should-
n't make it that bad; let's just say his rules tended to favor the convention side of fan-
dom--tecause everybody knows how "fanzine-fans" hate "convention-fans." The reason they
like conreports so much is that they like to read about what asses the fans at cons make
of themselves. : : _ _

So "Ford"'s administration of TAFF was unpopular smong a large group in fandom, and
the prospect of him winning TAFF and therefore taking over the administration for another
two years absolutely infuriates this group. A whisper-campaign starts, with several
prominent fans saying they'll no longer support or even pay any attention to TAFF if
"Ford" wins. Feeling runs so high that all over fandom fans are fainting in the streets
. over the prospect of a "Ford" victory. i

It's a real messy situation, all right--melodramatic as all getout. The very exis-
tence of TAFF, one of the most worthwhile institutions fandom has ever had, is threatened.

You see what I mean about what a good idea a satire on TAFF could be? The situa-
tion I've outlined above has everything--conflict, humor, Significance... Everything, I
tell ryou. : %

But I'm not going to write it. Like I say, I can't, because people wouldn't think it
was seerly if I expressed my views on TAFF while I was a candidate. They mizght even
think I was trying to attack my opponents, even though the fictional opponents in the
story I've suggested are mere pawns, and the satire is directed at the fans who support
or oppose them. :

So I'll leave you here with just the suggested plot-situation. You finish the story.

--Terry Carr



MINUTRU®S
by Hon. Sec. Wal. lleb

You faithful followers of this column (yes, I mean both of you, Mom and Dad} will
rnotice that the title no longer countains an H. You will notice it particularly now
“that I have pointed it out to you. There is an explanation for this which has nothing
to do with the tons of mail we've been giving to the Nameless paper drive indicating a

dislike for an H in Minutes. In other words, don't ever get the idea the CRY cares the
" least bit about what its readers want. Uropping the H merely indicates that the fol-
lowing reports once again have official sanction and are recognized as the only worth-
while and true records of meetings of the Nameless Ones.

4t present there is a single drawback to these.official reports. Due to Secre-
tarial procrastination, the minutes of the May 3 meeting were not written in time to
be presented and approved/corrected at the lMay 17 meeting, and due to an unfortunate
publishing schedule the minutes of the May 17 meeting Fave not yet been presented to
the members attending the May 31 meeting at the time of this writing. This means you

will be no better informed as to what actually happens at meetings of the Nameless Unes
than you have been before.

MINUTES GF THE MAY 3, 1959 MEETING CF THE NAMELESS ONES:

Your lovable Secretary inadvertently fed the notes on this meeting to L. Garcone,
a fiend of Toskey's, who altered them in such a manner as to make them useless as a
source of reference. Therefore your clever Secretary is reporting on the meeting with
only his memory to guide him, which is a far better deal than sticking to facts anyway.

The May 3 meeting 'of the Nameless Ones took place on -- um -- yes, May 3 it was.
sometime during the evening, our newly-elected-President Llinor Busby courageously
opened the meeting.  Immediately, Flora Jones took advantage of Elinor's youth and
lack of knowledge concerning Nameless tradition by suggesting that something be done
about writing up an official record (called "minutes") of each meeting to supplement
the slander and misinformation ( called "lMhinutes" ) printed in each issue of the CRY.
Ilinor, probably carried away by the power of being President, asked for volunteers
to write up an official report. Like smart and seasoned soldier's, nobody volunteered.
In fact, nobody even volunteered to second lirs. Jones' motion that such a thing be
done. (The power of the press! They knew what would have happened to them in the
next lhinutes.) '

Undaunted, President Busby decided the club would adopt the reports in the CRY
as the official minutes, pointing out that the CRY reports were standerous and misin-
forming only because they were completely accurate. Your completely daunted Secretary
was then ordered to read the Mfinutes of the previous meeting, leaving out the funny
parts. This was done, despite its lack of precedence The report was disapproved,
but accepted without correction.

The matter of having a master of ceremonies for the lestercon came up. The mem-
‘bers thought that this would be a good idea until a better one came up. A&ifter all,
it seemed likely that sooner or later a ceremony would arise during the Vestercon and
* it would be nice to have somebody master it. [Elinor suggested that Alan E. Nourse be
asked to fill the position. Her suggestion was met with overwhelming approval. The
fact that lMir. Nourse might not accept the position was considered, and your Secretary
was finally given strict instructions not to mention anything about the position being
offered to Mr. Nourse in the CRY minutes. The theory behind this crass censorship was
to prevent an alternate choice, should an alternate choice be necessary, from knowing
he was an alternate choice and feeling bad about it. (If you happen to be an alternate

choice, please do not read the preceding information in this paragraph. Ve don't want
you to feel bad.)

L]
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Gtto Ifeifer was eppointed liaison man for the club to the loore Hotel. This
appointment was msmde without objection; CUtto wasn't at the meeting to objeet. (This
can well be tzken as an object lesson for you Nameless Cnes who never ‘attend the
meetings. ) ¢ : A 3 !

The poscibility of 2 memberchip drive was voiced. Several llameless Ones rustled
their black capes, fingered their fangs, observed the pale: faces arcund thém, and
agrecd that the club could use some new blood. 3Ilinor rather cleverly pretended to
appoint your “Secretary to.the task of printing up leaflets for a membership-drive;
then, when Burnett Toskey nad his back to her in order to gloat at the bccretar s shke
‘unsheathed the Ire51dgntlal dagger and stuck Toskey with the job.

A vote was taken that approved the reimbursement of the Secretary for money cpcnt
in printed up Moore Hotel room reservation cards for thc Westercon. The Secretary was
rather sttongly urged to.get in mctlon and mail the cards ocut before the Westercon
actually took placec. ; -

Having accomplished mcre buslness than all®the other meetlngs during the year com-
bined, thc Nemeless adjourned to the kltdben for rcfreshment° :
. Hon. Sec,"Wal. Wleb.

MINUTLS OF THE MAY 17, 1959 MEETING GF THE NAMELESS ONES =

_hfter the usual pre-mecting -reliminaries of greeting one another with insults,
using the THALIA Gestctnerscope without permission, hiding the no smoking sign, and
conversing, plus an unusual prc-meeting event of a chess game between Burnett Toskey
and Otto Pfcifer, nhot to mention Toskey going out to buy some chocolate eclairs for
refreshments and returning to find himself an outcast because he brought something
else instead, Blinor Busby opened the meeting at 8:45. Continuing her unorthodox
lcadership, she requcsted that the minutes be read. Mhen informed that the minutes had
not yet been written, she requcsted that the notes of the previous meceting be read.
When informed that thc notes were not-available, she requested that the Secretary go
soak his head if he wasn't going to use it for anything else. ~She also suggested in
the Xhrusnchev manner that subsequent minutes be written sufficiently far in advance
that they would be available for reading at-the following meeting. The Secretary's
-offer to write the minutes for the June meetlngs before the meetlngs took place was
rather rudély refused. '

In licu of the minutes, the Secretary read a letter from Helen Hiss, a member of
the Nameless who-managed to get away but couldn't forget.

The Prcsident announced that hlan Nourse had officially accepted the position
of Master of Cercmonies. This left the. elub with the problem of providing a ceremony.
Since the Uestercon business meeting can only be determined by the ghods, the only
organized Westercon function: left was the ,banquet. Several persons were suggested as
potential speakers at thec banquet, and Elinor, in what must have been a moment of
Presidential confusion, appointed herself to the job:of following up the suggestions.

President Busby pleaded without success that the club move, second, and approve
thau the ‘banquet be held at:the Moore Hotel. The idea did get vigorous nods of approval
" from everyone, however, which is better than a vote at Nameless lMeetings anyway.

Geneva YWyman, whose sneaky legal mind is excelled only by Jack Speer's sheakier
lezalle mind, suggested that should we become involved with collecting money for the
banguet, it would be best to refer to the noney as ”donatlons so that the sneakiest
legalest minds in our state tax department will not .be tempted to demand a cut.

411 this talk about banquets was makihg the members hungry, so your Secretary made
and Geneva \lyman seconded a motion to adjourn. Only Burnett Toskey object,; but a short
investigation revcaled that his objection was to staying at the meeting. The meeting
was adjourned at 9:00, and while the rest of the members headed for the kitchen, Elinor
accompanied Toskey on his second trip to the grocery to make sure he got eclalrs

Hon. Sec. Wal. eb.



SCIZNCZ FICTION FOREVER IV (page 20)
+hat fan of a few years standing has not read the great old epics? Remember when a staunch
hero fought the foul foe for thousands of light years across the galaxy, pitting mighty weapous
and all his great brain nower against the enemy to keep the rew paint job on his ship from being
scratched? ind the beautiful heroine who stuck by him, thick and thin (on a no-calorie diet)?
And then there is the great scene of the space-opera wherein the hero and heroine get marooned on
a raw, lonely plenet with the ship busted up. With but a toothpick and a yo-yo, the hero menages
to wrest steel mills, tool znd die layouts, lathes, coffee machines, rivet guns, welding machinery,
fractioning towers, micrometers, and so on, from the soil of the raw world, all the while managing
to keep the heroine's virginity intact. Then they repair the ship, take off, win the war, get
married, end you know what happens to her virginity then. It remains intact. Tpe goddam author
starts a new interstellar war all over again and the hero has to....but anywayp to the epic!

QeSS iy

SPACEHOUNDS OF THE E.P.

Ki.t Doitcherself stuck out his jutting, strong, lean, space-tanned jaw in a look of deter-
mination as the ship screamed brokenly through the outer atmosphere of the strange planet. it
never could rezd these damn things," .ie husked as his sharp, lean, hlue space-tanned eyes
flicked over the flickering dials, meters, needles, alcohol bubbles, lights flashing....orange,
red, greem, purple, stop, wait, go, blue, blinking, winking, flickering.

"Ggh, I'm gettin' dizzy," husked Kit. "You all right, Nudia?"

Nudia Figneéwton, the beautiful, curvacious, lovely daughter of the UHF Imperator of the
Ongle—-foof System turned her utterly captivating blue eyes toward Kjt. As her eyes traveled over .
his lean, space-tanned form, her ruby moist lips parted slightly. Then wider. YGET ME OUTTA
HZRE!" she sgualled.

“It's too late, m'dear," replied Kit Doitcherself. "Even if we cculd go back, the ships
of the Enemy are scouring the universe for us and our oaly hope is to crash-land on tiiis .obscure
planet where they won't never find us anyhow."

‘Tpe screem of tortured atmospnere penetrated the confines of the ship and the temperature
went up as the over-taxed insulator units couldn't keep pace witn the over-maximum load.

"But how come we're crash landing?" demanded Nudia.

"It alyays happens like this in interstellar epics," explained Kit, and then they were down.

The impact was tremendous, buckling the very skeleton of the ship, popping the outer places,
scratching the paint job and spewing out inter-skin equipment. The ship tumbled down a slight
incline, completely fusing the drive-plates, rattling the equipment end drive units withingthe
ship into a hopeless muddles mess ¢f scrap. The ship rolled drunkenly snd split open on a great
granite outcropping. Girders, plates, parts, equirment and supplies spewed out over *‘he alien
landscape. WNothing could've lived through a wreck of this magnitude.

Kit Doitcherself groaned. "Are you all right, Nudia?" He opened his eyes and looked
around him, dismay thudding deep in his stomach.

* "Yeh, I guess s0," she said. They climbed out of their anti--grav seais.
"Lemme feel if you've got zny broken bones," slaverea Kit.
"No thank you," she iced. "I'p quite alright. uhat're we going to do now?" f
: "Repair the ship, I suppose," said Kit, his slim, blue, space-tanned eyes taeking in the -
scene. "Eit of a mess," he added.

"yell, I do ish you'd hurry, Kit," said Nudia, tuming on the charm. "Tpis place looks
teddibly dulll" :

"Well, the first thing we must do is to establish a cavp, scout the land for inhabitants,
raw materials, drive-ins-and so onj then take inventory of salvagaole supplies," he said briskly.
"I take inventory and you scout."

"I 4ill not," she huffed. "I was never even a Brownie, and I know nothing about scouting."

"Well, the planet isn't inhabited anyhow, according to the TM," said Kit. "Byt we must
establish camp." He scanned the skies and made lightning mental calculations from observabie
data such as the length of the shadows, the distance of the sun from the planet,; temperature,
wind currents, ané so on. "It'll be dark soon," he announced. "je'd better hurry."
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They gathered sleeping bags, some survival kits and ascended a slight incline toward what
seemed 10 he caves. Kit scenned the surrounding vista and found that they were in a region of
foothills at the base of a huge range of towering mountains., A featureless plateau spzead to
the horrzon opposite the view of the mountains.

They settlied neer the mouth of an empty, shallow cave. '"What did you salvage from the
ship?% -asked Nydia. "Enough to start repair work soon?"

"I have a toothpick and a yo-yo," Kit replied. '"Now to sleep while I keep watch against -
danger in the fast apvroaching darkness."

: Three hours later Nudia spoke softly.

"Ki t")li

"Yes?"

“When is it going to get dark?" .

"ahhh, go to sleep!"

"I can’t sleep with the sun in my eyes!"

"urn over!"

But night soon fell. 4ll became quiet. There were no loud nightsounds made by alien
rreatures. Only a light chirping end piping from small night insects.  And a thud. .
"Agh! " : .
“WEit Doitcherselfi How dare you try to get into my sleeping bag!" demanded Nudia.
“Well, I ah, it's just that...ah...well, dammit, I ahhh...." he mumbled. !
“You know phy you're nct suppose. to try to get in my sleeping-bag, don't you?" she scolded.
"Yen!" snarled Kit. "I'm supposed to be gallant, protective, honorable, courteous and kind.
Besiues, other heross in space epics marooned on lonely planets with beautiful young dolls don't
tzy to, and mainly because two of us can't fit in the damn furschlugginer sleeping-bag!" He
rol el over into his and went to sleep. ' : L Y

he next morning Nydia came back to the camp after taking a dip in the nearby crystal-clear
pcel frow a breath-takingly beautiful mountain watsrfall. Kit was sitting up against ghe bole of
= tree, chawing on the toothpick znd expertly joggling the yo-yo. 55

. Nudia kicked aside the empty heatoration cens.

"inaddaya wean sitt.in' sround like this hey!" she denanded. "why aren't you wresting steel
mille, 00l eud die layouss, lathes, coffee machines, coffee, rivet-guns, welding machinery,
fractioring cowers, micrometers and like that from the raw soil so's you can fix the space-ship
and get us outte here? Hey?" :

. "Well," he said, .executirng a masteriful Walking~the-Dog with the yo-yo, “it would be a
terrible bother, y'know.: . Also, why can't we, just the two of us, become an Adam and Eve and
creste a wholie new wrld just for the two of us? All the other heroes always pass up their big
chence when therive got their heroine all to themselwes. And mainly," he concluded, Y1 Sdontt;
kiov oy to fix the goddam shipi* ' £ s

"y211!% she iced. "I will-et least have nothing to do with your mad scheme of starting a
brave new world with just the two of us. And if you can't fix the ship, you let down a long
line of heroes before you!" She stalked off in a huff, being careful not to trip over it.

For a long time, Kit Doitcherself sat against the bole of the tree, twirling the yo-yo,
smoke curling out of his ears. He was thinking. Then slouly, regretfully, and with an air of
resigned finality, he got up. He tromped down to the scattered remains of the .ship and pawed
amon tldrzs, sorting.out piles of materials. ¥; ;

Hours later, Nudia came upon him laboring beside the swift-flowing stream, a great com-
plexi iy of machines and -cables 'laying about. He turned. Simultameously they said: "I've
- changsd my mindi" ' EZ0 P ' '

She paused.- fiiu & ; e ,

"You were right, Nudia," he husked, flinty blue sparks shooting determinedly from his lean
space~tenned eyes. "I owe it to you, myself, the Empire, and mostly to the long line of heroes
Lefere me, to gt us out of this predicament." He gestured at the stuff strewn around him.

"Tiye salvaged this from the ship. I'm starting a small hydro-electric plant with these
dynamotors and generators with which I'21 be able to melt down ores, weld things with this torch,
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Life was good for Frank Jackson. Very good. 'In fact, he sighed to himself, it was, as Busby
termed it ~-— 'choice'. -

: He sat back on the contemporary wicker-work chair, which seemed to cater for curvature of the
spine, and he looked around him --- at the bookcase on the far wall, which housed a complete
Astoundins file, snd most of the IF's, GALAXY's, NEBULA's and NEW WORLDS -—-- at his massive
fanzine collection, gathered without regard for expense.: True THE TATTOOED DRAGON had cost him
$7.30, and the SLANT file almost 540, and the QUANDRY file close on 60, but he knew the collec-
tions were an investment, end anyway. he had the money, so why worry? His proud eyes flashed to
the wall on his left. It was covered with photographs of most or fandom's BNF's ~-- photographs
the majority of which he'g taken himself during his fan tours. He chuckled to himself -- the
firm who employed him and paid for the trips wouldn't be at all pleased if tthey realized he'd
lavished most of his time on visiting fans. It was lucky he'd landed that big deai on the Comet
before actilally ‘arriving in England -- it allowed him that extra day necessary to visit the
Liverpool group. § . '

He looked at his watch -- it was almost 7:30 —— Penny should be coming soon. Ah-ha, that
Penny, she ¥as a girl. Only 17, and yet she could weild a stylo with glmost as much skill as
Bjo Wells. Spe worked in an office.d wn the corridor from him, and he'd spotted her reading an
"I1MAGINATION in the elevator one morning. He'd told her that he had a big selection of sf books,
" and would she like to-come up and see hem -- it was quite safe, he was married!

That was six months ago —-- and after allowing her to borrow some prozines He'q shown her a
PROFAVITY one evening, and gave it to her to read, together with QUIXOTIC and ORION and TWIG end
the complete GRUE file. Soon, she read each fanzine avidly as it arrived, and offered her
assistance to Jackson to work on his fanzine 3SQUIGGLE.

Jackson laughed out loud. It was too easy. He sat back -- that's all he had to do —— he
just sat back and dictated stories and editorials. For Penny was a shorthend typist. Yes, that
was the laugh. Penny took down his material in shorthand, and then, mostly during office hours,
she cut stencils for him. Penny also took dictation for most of his correspondence, too. Hell,
it was.sQ easy---—-——-- f :

There was a knock at the dcor. :

"Ah, Penny," he said quietliy. Now to get that story for SATA dictated." .

"Come.in," he:shouted, end then frowned as the door opened. It was Elmer Pease, the neofan.

"G—good evening, Mr. Jackson," said tie neo. "Sorry I coulda't get here earlier, but I'll
get all the filing done before I go home." ' :

: "It!'s all over there on the table, Tease," Jackson said. "I was going to tell you to get a
move on with the filing, but if you're giug to finish it tonight, that's 0.K. with me. I
particularly want the Eney file --- better do that first." :

"es sir," end the neo croesed to,the table, sat down and commenced his chore.

Jackson sat back ana grinned. That was the way it went. The neofen filed all his letters
and fanzines —— Penny stencilled his material and passed it on to Harry -- Harry le Roy.

' 'Harry was a good chap. He was 22, could write a mean prozine review, and best of all, he
was a Gestetner salesman. ~The utter simplicity of it! Penny hended Harry the completed stencils,
suitabiy, even decorously illoed, end Hgrry brought them back in a day or two, impeccably dupered.
Jackson couldn't help laughing out léud, and he noticed the neofan looking at him out of the
corner of his eyes. : b :

There was a delicate tap on the door panels, end Penny walked in. Spe was wearing tarten
jeans and a thick yellow sweater.’ :

"Pencil sharpened, Penny?" quipped Jackson. .

*Hello Wlmer," she smiled to the neofan. She looked at Jackson and bit her bottom 1ip.

" —— would you mind if I looked at the faizines first, Frank? I've been writing to
Franson end he tells me he's an article in the latest VARIOSO atout mis-spellings in fanzines?"

"It's over there, dear, but hurry, will you?: T've got the most wonderful idea for a story,
- and 1I'd like you to vrite it dowm whilst I'm in this mood. Just the right words are bubbling
in my mind!" Lite ' -

The »irl curled up in a chair and picked up the fanzine.

"It!s g00d to see you've enough time to look et Peanv," sneered Jackson to the neoren. You
shouldn!t be thinking about girls at your age —_——
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The neo blushed and hid his confusion behind the covers of a spring-folder.

Jackson humned to himself. Ghod, it was great to be alive. Harry just brought in the dup-
ered pages —- @nd —— as if it could be eny simpler, he merely told Cparlie to take them with him
when he went home at night after the fanac session. Charlie Brimson was an asset to Paloma
fandom too. He was a school-teacher -- well educated —-- and his current intellectual feud with
Bob Leman had fandom agog. It was great for the SQUIGGLE circulation, too. 340 copies were sent
out for the 17th issue, and threequarters of that total were loyal subbers: And the great thing
was that Charlie's pupils at school actually put the issue together -- and, what'g more, addressed
the envelopes. iy : - '

Charlie always brought them back, compiled and packaged, and the neofan put the stamps on
and posted them. :

What —— just what —- could be more organized? -Jackson hummed loudly. Everyone did the
work, he aclmovledged to Himself —- well, the mahual work, anyway =— and he got all the egotoo
—-— those nice letters of comment always said the same: "——_congratulations on the neat duplica-
tion" —— "clever illos" —— "wonderful story of yours —- and no spelling mistakes or tyros either"
—-"very clever prozine reviews" -- 'you're very lucky to be featuring the Brimson-Lemen Feud" -—-
"superb issue' --'here's J3 for two years sub" --- and so it went on. _ :

Of course, Jackson confessed modestly to himself, he wasn't selfish. Penny, Charlie and
Harry got their share of egoboo, and he continually praised their work --- M"nice layout, dear"
——- "I like the way you used that word t sesquipedalian' about Leman's HYPHEN essay, Charlie' --
"neat dupering, Harry, end congratula*ions on that PSI-PHI review -- I thought it was a good
issue too" -~ snd they said "thanks, bpank,'end they were really and truly happy because after
all, under his guiding hand, hadn't they made Paloma the lecca of Trufandom?

The door burst open, and Cparlie rueshed in.

"Surprise -— surprise, Frank," he laughed, "and you're the first to know. Penny and I are
eloping. Well, vhat do you say?" - 2 &

Jackson stared, aghast, as Penny got up and rushed over th Charlie and threw her arms round
his neck and hugged him. = '

"well," they asked, "aren't you going to wish us PR E :
"Of course," said Jackson, through iips that almost refused to move. "It's very sudden ---
cur 18th issue is pending --- but --- well,' he lied, "it's really nice to see you both so happy.

I must honestly say it's a surprise, but one can't stand in'the way of true love." He sighed
and looked at them. o : : - R v

"Thanks, Frank," they laughed. = "We knew you'q be pleased." They shook hands with him.

"Here kids," said Jackson as they turned to go. .He peeled off some greenbacks from his
wallet =nd forced them into Cparlie's hand. "ou' re toth young, and I guess you'll need it.
#ill yoube comingiback ‘soon?” $° 7 T Lygne ' ok -~

"We're going to Seattle, Frank, but we wontt forget to tell everyone there what a good
guy you are ~— snd how kind you are!" L : srLw “

That' 5 one consolation, J?gkéon.glumly said to himself as he sat down'in.the chair, watched
them shake hands with the neofan, znd. rush out of the room. Chee —— it was such a ghock. He'd
seen them looking at each other some 'evenings, and they'd often left together. — but .eloping.
Blast it. In fact, to hell with it. He'd seen them both look: at the tears in his eyes —- iR
only they'd lmowm the real reason! The SQUIGGLE schedule would all.go haywhre now -= what was
he going to do? It wasn't so bad about Chariie —-- he'd had.the stencils cut for the final part
of the Brimson-Lemsn Feud, and he and Hprry end the neofan, with a bit of work, could compile™
the 18th issue and address- the envelopes. But he'd got big plans for the 19th issue —--—-

Harry came in, and walked straight over to Jackson. He :threw a bunch of stencils on the
desk. : Risa

"Sorry I couldn't do 'em, Frank, but guess what?"

"Chee, don't say you're eloping?" i : ‘

"No —— heck — I met the happy couple downstairs -- sorry about this Frank, but L'm
re-joiring the zir force, I was never happy selling Gestetners, and I only kept on with the
job to please you -- you know that. Gee, I'm sorry about it, Frank -- but I just couldn' + go
on with it, I'm being posted to Carswell, so I'll be able to keep my contacts in fendom via
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E1lis Mills. I'ye a lot of packing to do, Frank, so I'l1l go. Tpought I'd tell you personally,
instead of writing from Carswell, I feel like a heel; but -- - ="

Jackson stood up and they shook hands.

"Tt's a shock, Harry, losing Penny and Cparlie —- and noy you. We built up a pretty tine
fan group between us ——- Harry -- but, I guess your happiness comes first —— you'll maybe find
time to write me an article about fanac in the air force —----- i :

'Wegh -~ yeah ————— well, 'bye, Elmer," and Hgrry slemmed the door behind him.

Jackson rested his head in his hands and looked at the marks on the blotting pad.

Great Suffering Blochs. X - : Sl 0%

To think that in half en hour his whole world had tumbled to nothing. Was it a hoax? Oh,
was there just the remotest chance it was a-hoax, ' Aw, nuts -- of course it wasn't a hoax. It
couldn't be. 7 : ; - it :

. - "Bxcuse me, Lir. Jackson."

“JacKson looked up through creased eyes at the neofan,

"jell, Pease —— er —- Elmer?* z 4s

Ttm awful sorry about everyone leaving, lr. Jackson, but I -- I*11 stick by you!"

"Tanks, son, thanks," amiled Jackson. He was going to ask if the filing had been done,
but as things were =——- . : ' : ;

: "T*ye a“mister, Mary Jane; she's almost sixteen, end she cen do shorthand -- not as fast as
" Penny —- end my dad has a typewriter at home," ventured the neofan.
~~. . "Op -- oh,-is that a fact?" aske@ Jackson, with new interest. "Well, maybe you'd ask her
to come along one evening." ' _
~ "snd I've zn old flatbed at home,'" said the neofan more eagerly. "It doesn't meke a very
&lear page, but- at least it does duplicate ——— and Bt Sl . Gin i
~~ ¥, :"Don't worry, Elmer," said Jackson. He looked at the fanzine file, but his'eyes saw
nothing. "I'1ll buy a Gestetner, and maybe you could take over the duplication of SQUIGGLE —
after all, it -came top in the FANAC poll, and we've ¢ot our prestige to think of, haven't we?"
He wondered about things, ~ The neofan seemed intelligent -- maybe he'd picked up enough

fannish atmosphere to be able to write something —- even if it was only a film review —--and
perhaps Mary Jane vould take to fandom as Penny had done.....?. : :
Tpings could be worse = he consoled himgelf -- not much yorse -- put worse-just the same.

- - #as there a chance —— a slight chance lie could get SQUIGGLE 18 out on schedule?
Hie buried his-head .in his hands once again. ol i
B Btk il e o e e N RN b 0 . i\ i b e B e T -r.-ﬁ-****-}:*-ﬁ—****,‘**_*_**ﬁ*-h'—-}(--!t-h—*%,—*

e '."i".‘i-.'}i"?!"'r%:‘(—‘K“?’C’-K-'.‘i'***ﬂ‘**-)r***-k-.‘r?r-*-k%**:-'I-L"}T B T 1 1 38 i i e T e e e i e e e e e e e ek TR AR ERXER

‘SCIENGE FICTION FOREVER IV _

and work on electrical stuff,"‘he.said'proudly. "Tt all must start with this generator," he
‘gestured at the paddle-belt arrangement in the stream. "Without this, we'd be lost."
' Mudia calmly walked over to it and shoved it all into the stream.. Above his strangled
'‘éries she. spoke quietly end firmly. : el b i
4T too changed my mind, Kit," she husked. "I thought it all out znd decided that you were
right. ‘hat girl gets the chance to get a huge,; leen, space-tanned hunk of man like you all to z
herself on an uninhabited world which will be our empire together!" She sighed and undulated up
to him.  "Just you end me, Kit." Spe put her arms around his neck. "We'll be Adam and Eve like
_iow-said end start our own dynasty!" She tightened her arms. "Kit's face grew moist with fine
" * ‘beads of perspiration. A vein throbbed in his temple. "a'11 have lots of children and start
“the population of the new world!"
: “#No! No!" he gasped, untangling her arms and stepping back from her. "I told you I changed -
. my mind, Nydia." He drew nimself up into an attitudehqf‘lofty determinism. "We can't have
‘ehildren and populate the new world like In the science-fiction stories!”
"But why not, Kit honey?" wailed Nudia, her size forties heaving. :
"Because," sobbed Kit, stumbling foward the mountains, "because that would be incestuous!"

7IP2! (Dep't of Last—idnute & e e g @ A 3 :

HILIE ! kY Error-Detection): Plug for Twig's "Bol' !'50" on page 3
;eads as if BoF *58 had a Berry Pund tie—in. NOT SO! Iy error in wording the rlug.-
;nergly:me;nt to indicate that paper money is-casier to handle in this instance, also,

'~xfo ne;plcut‘Guy7s.expenses in this fineé monumental “project. OI?? —-TiB,
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edited by Elinor Busby,
with comments by _
Burnett R. Toskey (ol' Doc)

FIRST FANDOM IS NOT DEAD!
Dear CRY (New! Bi-monthly! 196 pages!)

I can see the black headlines on SF TIMES now: "CRY GOES BI-MONTHLY -- THE END OF
AN ERA." ;

Sericusly, though, I must agree with you that it's a wise move. The more leisure in
getting it out is bound to-improve it as well as the nerves of those involved: BUT!
Don*t slip from there, to quarterly, annually, neverly, the old toboggan, or you'll
destroy -this #1 fanzine, and the letterhacks will Have no home. )

NEBULA subs can go to Bob Madle, who is the U.S. representative. Also, the British
edition, which subbers receive, is 4 months ahead of the U.S. edition in dateé. The last
I have is #39, which is dated February, and will be dated June in the U.S. However,
Peter Hamilton, in a letter to subbers, says the March and April issues were skipped;
"owing to circumstances beyond our control" but says 'we are extremely sorry for any
disappointment which this may cause our regular readers, and hope to have our magazine
back in regular publication again very soon."

I wondered about that IF volume number, thanks for explaining it. .

Hey, maybe I can get into First Fandom! Do you think a letter in the October, 1934
Astounding will ‘do it? I don't have that particular issue now (I had to cut up my collec-
tion onc¢e, chopping out favorite stories -- Toskey forgive me), but on the back of part
five of "The Skylark of Valeron" it says (in somebody else's letter): "When I read Mr.
Donald Franson's letter, my first thought was thtt he was just plain nuts--"

Bérry is very inventive. There is sense to this detachable letter of “ccmment idea. .

-1 don't like it, Les. The titles don't stard out. Too many "buyits". .Not enough
"put-it-back-on-the-rack"'s. GCo ‘back to the cld format.

Pelz's poem excellent. Moffatt's piece is not as good as his wonderful ."I Really .
Don't Believe It" in BEST OF FANDOM '57. "Minutes" funny, especially facts about Garcone.

I can picture Leslie Gerber counting, counting-- say, Les, did you talk Bob Silverberg
into writing to the CRY again? Now see what you can do with Hugo Gernsback. :

It sounded terrible where I said T didn't read Pemby. This time, I forced myself to
read Pemby. Sound better? ' - et

Rich Brown: ' I think the story you want is one of those Bloch fantasies in which Fan-
dom takes ‘over the world, perhaps "A Way of Life", Oct. '55 FU, which I don't happen to

. ' page 25
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have. :
"Huh?" Department -- a.quote from SF TIMES: "The new (German) mag will follow a
policy of buying only new stories, no reprints. The first titles: We)p abs S i JE - Sfiblitia ! =
'Skylark of ;Space'--" = :

The Dorcas Bagby Whittier letter is obviously a hoax. There is no such place as -
Texas. What an involved way for whoever it is to get five copies of CRY. (Hmum-- I
- wonder if "Whittier" is a clue?) And isn't ¥t a fabulous Fortean coincidence that when
Thomas Gray wrote the "Elegy" he planned it so that a pseudonym based on his name and
poem would have initials that would read "egg"? !

I'm glad that Harry Wgrner, Jr. is now in the CRY. He seems to be in every other
fanzine. il

Bruce Pelz: What is a Volisch Agent? Are sports car dealers being recruited through
the CRY? #I predict the next Weber article will be called "Mhhhhhhinutes". #last year -
when Toskey suddenly left the lettercol I found myself arguing about Shaver with Elinor,
who doesn't even read Shaver. Now he sneaks back and tries to catch me not mentioning
his name, but he didn't, though he caught you. Now your name is poison. (Brucine, Bob ~
Lambeck. )

Archie Mercer: A fanzine, especially CRY, is like a Jack Benny program. If you tune
in late, some of the jokes will be unintelligible, because they refer back to the first
joke in the program. #It's wondrous to think of CRY being read on a train in England.

I have been on English trains. Dc the steam engines (if any left) still have high whis-
tles? Steam locomotives have virtually disappeared in the U.S., and diesel horns are not
as fine-sounding as old whistles. #Agree on G&S parodies, but what can you parody that
everyone in fandom knows, besides the 0ld stand-bys, SF and fanzines? Maybe standard poems
would-go good, like "The Raven" which Gregg Calkins has done.

Bob Lichtman: Toskey edited the lettercol by cutting everything in half with mathe-
matical precision. It made the letters especially unintelligible when he cut them in
half vertically down the center. e

Dan :Adkins: If Eddie Jones copies, who from? His stuff shows lots of imagination.

Colin Cameron: A Westercon is of no interest except to another Westercon of the op-
posite sex. But aside from that, this looks like C¥EX*N*S*Q*R¥S*¥H*I*P. You frozen nor-
therners, why should the Westercon be held in Seattle in '6l as well as in '59%7 Is it
necessary that it be combined with the Worldcon, and thus eliminated, every third year?

Len or Forry or somebody, elucidate. :

Dammit, there's a line I don't understand at the ‘bottom of the last page. What's

Rockland? _ . : : et
‘ Youaserr: #lvas =
Donald Franson -
5543 Babcock Avenue
S o North Hollywood, Calif.

((Dug out the Oct.'34 Astounding, and read about your "new" theory of gravitation. What am
I offered as a bribe to refrain 