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Bea g e Three

—— by Buz

Surey, might as well hang a title on it, this page that ever and always looms in
the forefront of each and every issue of CRY. This time it's looming in the forefront
of CRY ;#138, the April 1960 issue. #139 will be published Sunday, May lst.

A traditional function of this department is to inform one and all that CRY can .
be reached at Box 92, 920 3rd Ave, Seattle 4, Vlash, TIurther, we generally mention
that CRY (while free to contributors—including-successful-letterhacks, faneds whosc
zines are reviewed herein when we run fmz-reviews, occasional selected trades, and-a
few people we just don't let up on) sells stere 25/ @ 1/9 PETRECORY, HNRoRE G I T 7/—'
and 12 inevitable monthly issues for {2 or 14/— John Berry, 31 Campbell Park Avec,
Belmont, Belfast, Northern Ireland, handles all the sterling, bless him,

And the rext joker who sends a check payable to "Cry of the ITameless" rather than
to Tlinor Busbyj; needn't hold his breath wating for his first subscription issue ofCRY.
Zlinor and her bank have gone "PTffft'" over the last check that bank wouldn't cash,..
seemns the bank just wouldn't believe that CryoftheNameless didn't have legal papers,
and Llinor naturally had none of those. Next time, gifls the wastebasket...

This page also generally lists the sl sl e

Cover by Leslie Valston (not a hoax—- a girrrull)
Thotolithed by Pilgrim Press... with Multigraphed titling by Toskey: Page 1

Tage 3 Buz 3

TUhite Fury (The Goon Goes West, chapt 7) John Berry 4
Confessions of a Paanlthologlst George Locke 16
The Night Laney Blushed Charles L Burbee 19
.ith Ileen Blue DIyes and a Bicycle I 1l Busby 22
An Blaboration On a 3tolen Idea Nick TIalasca 26
Lfter You've Gone Mal Ashworth 28
The vell-Adjusted Fan J Les Piper 29
Ilinutes Wally Vleber 30
Cry of the Readers conducted by Vlally Veber d 32-52

Inside Stuff (illo-wise): Aidkins 32, ATom 15, Bjo 19, Nirenberg 28, Route 66.
Stencil-cutting: ally ‘leber 26, Elinor 13, Buz 8, Burbee 3.

Dupering: we have hopes for Jim ‘‘ebbert, Burnett Toskey, and Vally Gonser., ilally
weber, Blinor, and I have burned ourselves out on this stencil-cutting routine, for
this time, though we'll probably shape up in time for the Assembly Session.

_ven As The Crank Turns (Dep't of Last-llinute Stuff): KiN HEDBERG'S(Te ter gglol*gécaD
the wrong stack and missed CotR. Ken had kind words for just about everything in Cry
#4137, has a couple of copies of Analog on the floor in attempt to housebreak his .log
"but the dog just growls and backs away'", heretically doubts that. lleber is perfect,
grotches mightily that John Berry wouldn't rave over other scenery if he had only scen
California also,'and incloses 5 - 8x10 prints of Calif scenes to be forwarded to John°
Signs himself "The Lored's 3rd Profit" (and I'm glad I don't know what he means).
Qur cover is by courtesy of Tosk: he had it photolithed for a S5APSzine of his,
. and kindly had enough extras run for Cry, even allowing us first-usage.. lee, thanl:s,
Barlier today (CRYday, Apr 3rd) Flinor and I were having coffee outdoors, me sans
shirt. That's the kind of weather I like. Clouding up now, though. = Tsk.

Tlugs and Slugs: Have you sent in your PITTCCN membership fee yet° // TiAL ASHUONTII for

TAFF! // (and get that loot in to Bob iiadle, hey?) // BoyCon at Boise, over the 4th

of July weekend: Owyhee Hotel (with swimming pool); $1 to Guy Terwilleger, who is

_mov1ng to suburbia soon but can still be reached at 1412 Albright St, Boise, Idaho.
and of course It's Seattle in.'61}

If the PittCon business meeting votes to Taise UJorldCon registration fees to {3,
Seattle would handle it this way: $2 for initial membership and ;1 at the Registrat—
ion desk-- same way it was handled for several Cons after the raise from {1 to 2.

"’e sure didn't make it this time, but Cry will get back down to 40 pages yet!

If flattery, complaints, and threats all get you nowhere, TRY IIONZY!

——Buz -
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As we stood at the vast windows of the terwminal building in Seattle Airport, the
Lockheed Jet-Electra on the concrete apron below looked like a toy.

. But as I rpproached it in the darkness, the arc lights shining on it brought forth
its true size....a superb-looking air-liner, its Allison turbo-prop engines, with the
square-clipped propellors, looking sleek and powerful. I've always found that aeroplanes
each have their own personality. At the beginning of World War II I was an air cadet,
and once had a long flight in an Avro Lancaster heavy bomber. It reminded me so much of
a Jjoviel old man hugging his stomach with good humour. A Wellington bomber which I flew
in was like a goose looking for somewhere to drop an egg. An Oxford training plane
resembled a bell hop having walked up thirty flights of stairs with six suitcases. The
Dragon-Rapide biplane gave me the impression of a witch at 25,000 feet after discovering
she'd dropped her broom. The glorious Douglas D.C.3, that ubiquitous maid-of-all-work
which I've flown in many times, both in its military and civilian guises, has always put
me in mind of a broody hen discovering she's lost a chick. But this Jet-Electra....it
seemed to throb as it stood on the apron....it seemed to pulse with energy and anticipa-
tion, like a neofan opening a crate wherein lies a Gestetner 260. Passengers poured into
it, crowds of them, and men were stuffing suitcases inside it in such volume that it
seemed someone must have been throwing them out the other side! As I climbed the steps,
it seemed as though I was entering the main entrance to Carrickfergus Castle....it was

liee first time I'd travelled in a turbo-prop airliner, and it seemed something extra
special.
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Inside the aeroplane, all was smartness and luxury. A beautiful stewardess smiled
at me as though I was the only one aboard, looked at my ticket and told me tc go forward.
I wondered who I was going to sit by.....

My seat was on the right side of the aeroplane...two seats were together on the
right, mine was next to the passageway, and I saw an old woman next to the window. I
would have given my MASGUE file to change places, but she didn't give me the impression
of being the type who would appreciate such literature.

She looked at me, and gave a weak smile. I looked at her and twitched my moustache,

and then I cast my eyes round to size up the rest of the PEBEENZETS ;. Eilels o oo o b BINGO:.!'!
She was maybe twenty three. 1In a Peter Cheyney book I once read of the heroine
having 'a face that woulda kept a sculptor awake nights'. I'm no sculptor, but I can

appreciate beauty as well as the next, and here, in the seat in front of mine, was beauty
personified. She was an oriental, and on her hand baggage I saw the mystic name A. Weng.
I looked at the 0ld lady on my right, and I looked at Miss Wong in front, and I realised
that my air trips were specially ordained to deny me the privilege of getting a seat

with a clear un-engined view outside and the proximity of smashers inside. I wet the
ends of my fingers and stroked the ends of my moustache into a seductive curl, and looked
at Miss Wong's legs stretched out in front of her. Those limbs would have made Cyd
Charisse call for a bath chair!

The stewardess swayed down the passageway, telling us to put on our safety belts.
The engines roared into life, and in a moment or two we taxied along a lighted pathway
to the end of the runway. A long line of lights stretched towards the horizon. I was
leaning over the old woman, so I know.

The pilot revved up as hard as he could, then cut the brakes. The take-off was smooth.
We banked round slowly, and the lights of Seattle below gradually grew smaller. I
thought about my glorious week in Seattle, and blinked my eyes a couple of times as the
many kindnesses I had been shown flashed through my mind. Fandom had made all this
possible, and I was so embued with the fannish spirit it would have taken very little to
meike me leap to my feet, raise a fist to the Heavens and shout 'T am ey atenetd U 0 clera i
think Miss Wong would have understood, though.

We were told we could unfasten our safety belts. The woman next to me couldn't
unfasten hers. She looked at me appealingly, and I clipped it open for her. If only
that had been Miss Wong, I thought, and her belt wouldn't open, and she'd b en sitting
next to me. I sneaked another look at her. She was looking at herself in a mirror in a
small powder compact. For an instant a brown eye focussed on me. My adam's apple hit
the top of my head. I didn't look at her for more than fifteen minutes, though, I didn't
want the rest of the passengers to think I was a sex maniac!

I was brought back from my dream by the pop of a cork which could only have come
from a bottle of champagne. The dream wasn't much, really. Miss Wong had brought a
bowl of fruit up to my room at the hotel in Fifth Avenue, and said there was no rush to go
to Coney Island. And then came the 'pop', as I said, and a bottle of champage brushed my
cheek. I looked upwards, and the stewardess, the beautiful one, asked me if I wanted a,
glass. I pushed my cracked tongue out, and she smiled and poured the bubbling liquid
into a wide-brimmed glass. The old lady next to me had one too. I put the glass to my
lips, and allowed the slightest trickle to run down the grooves on my tongue. It was
deeelicious. I felt good. I FELT GREAT. 'A warm thrill came cver me, and it wasn't
only caused by the sight of Miss Wong standing up and searching for something in a bag
on the rack above her head. I got to my feet to assist her, when, for the first time, I
saw the passenger who was sitting next to her. He couldn't have been more than seven
feet tall, most probably the stand-in for Clint Walker. His fingers reminded me of g
bunch of bananas. :

I took another swig of the champagne, and decided that common courtesy dictated *that I
have a chat with the o0ld woman. Frankly, the real reason was because I wanted to look out
of the window at the moonlight playing on the clouds below, and it seemed rather rude to
lean right across her without any excuse whatsoever.

I said the champagne was nice and she said 'Ja'. She told me all about herself in
a fantastic mixture of German, English and Canadian. She said she and her husband and
seven children had emigrated to Canada in 1950, and she was flying back to Hamburg to see
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her mother. She explained that she had worked as a cleaner in a hospital for five ycz.s
to earn the money for the return air ticket. She said that she hadn't told her mothe.
she was coming and she had a headache and could I get her an aspirin?

Another cork popped and I swung my glass up into the active service position and soon
the amber liquid swirled round inside. I asked the stewardess for an aspirin for the
old lady, which was duly delivered.

So 0. K. I had a third and a fourth glass of champagne. It didn't go to my head,
but it didn't make me feel depressed, either. I lay back on my seat and half closed my
eyes. 1 was warm and happy, and if the pilot had come in and asked if anyone had seen
the two port engines drop off I would have laughed until I cried. It's nice feeling
that way sometimes. I don't want to boast, but the way I felt then I would have given
Errol Flynn two hours' start.

Those Allison turbo-props, they made very little noise, and in any case, as is usual
with continuous noise, even if it is loud, it is soon accepted by the subconscious, and
becomes unnoticeable.....

- AND THEN MISS WONG BEGAN TO WRIGGLE ABOUT.

I soon spotted what was going on. She was preparing for slumber.

Iook. I don't want this chapter to pass the 50,000 word mark, and it could quite
easily happen if I went into detail about Miss Wong's activities. I'm publishing a
separate privately-printed addition with the full facts, so if you're interested, drop
me a plain sealed envelope. Suffice.to say that never in all my life did I see a pair
of nylons taken off with such poise, such grace, such dignity and such utter charm. . Ehe
put a fur coat over her waist, but she may as well have used the cellophane wropper o=
her nylons..... and then she took her high-heeled shoes off and put on a pair of siipo 5.
They probably came from the 'Kismet' props. She wriggled about for another ten minutes
trying to loosen her unmentionables, and then sat back, satisfied. I wasn't, but with
another hundred passengers in close proximity you've got to show a little finesse, so X
sat down again.

The o0ld lady next to me lay back and snored, and then the lights in the cabin war.
out, ‘leaving one or two cunningly concealed 20 watt bulbs switched on. Thc chatteor :n
the cabin died down, and was replaced with more snores and nervous giggles and elastic:
snaps and the toilet door slamming two or three times a minute.

- S0 I settled down. I had a little trouble with my seat. I maintain they should
print a set of instructions on the back of the seat in front of you. On the front oi the
airmrest is a knob which, if correctly titillated, gently moves the back of your scat
backwards to an angle which the designers wrongly presume to be the most comfortable for
trying to get some sleep. From previous experience I knew that if I didn't press the
knob hard enough, nothing would happen, and if I pressed too hard the passenger behind me
would look like a butterfly in a showcase in a museum. I drummed my fingers, and then
pressed.

The passenger behind me wasn't asleep anyway, and he wasn't so annoyed after we'd
extricated his feet and given him a buckshee glass of champagne!

I closed my eyes and settled back. Miss Wong and I were walking haud in hand along
a white sandy beach with the surf murmuring in our ears. "You know, John," she said,
looking at me with those almond eyes, "the relief ship doesn't come for three years..

=TT 7 L R o g e _
"Help me up, Miss Wong," I said. "Once I get a breath of that sea-breeze I shall be

gl miEE ;

S i es. an” depinin. !

"Thanks," I said, digging my heels in the sand. '"Maybe a coconut would help me a
mite."

Bl sl ] - vant ‘an aspirin-'

I shook my head and opened my éyesf

The old woman next to me was looking at me appealingly. Her face was green.

A grey light was sneaknng in through the windows, and people were stirring. Tu=
toilet door started to slam again.

"Oh, surely," I said. I staggered to my feet and walked down the passagcway to ti.
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stewardess, who looked as jaded as Jesse Owens with his feet in the starting blocks.
I told her the old lady required attention, and I queued up outside the toilet.....

Half an hour later, everyone looked clean and fresh. 'Miss Wong was putting her
make-up on, and when I saw her looking at me (or my moustache) in the mirror I gave her
a superior smile, as much as to say 'We know'. For a fleeting instant she smiled back,
or, at least, her eyes did, and I wondered if there was such a thing as mutual telepathie
dreams, but she looked so sweet and innocent that I knew she'd probably been dreaming of
chop suey! 3

The stewardess came round with breakfast.

Well, I suppose it was called breakfast because it was. early in the morning. Frankly,
it was the sort of meal I'd have expected if I d been invited for dinner at Buckingham
Palace.

The stewardess pulled out a cute table from the back of Miss Wong's seat, and set
a tray on it. That tray had everything on it except the chef's date of birth. The
cutlery looked as though it came from the Silver Collection at the Victoria and Albert
Museum. Each item, the knife, the fork and the two spoons, were individually wrapped in
cellophane. I swear the cornflakes were stamped 9 carat gold. The rest of the meal
made a mockery of the tourist category by which I was supposed to be travelling. The
stewardess did everything except wipe my lips with the napkin. I only had five cups of
coffee in a delicate cup which had obviously first seen the light of day in Dresden. A
packet of cigarettes was on the tray too, and I stuffed them in my pocket. I looked
meaningly at the old lady's cigarettes, but she smiled inscrutably and whipped 'em into
her handbag which could have held a stone of potatoes. Poor old lady. She said she had
a headache, and I tried to sooth her. I told her we only had about another five hundred
miles to travel. I wanted so much to press my nose against the window and look at America
spread out before me. I did just that. "Hope you don't mind, Madam," I said, and leaned
across her and gazed in awe below me. |

I guess we were about 15,000 feet high. There wasn't a cloud in sight, and the sun,
‘an early morning sun, yet rarin' to go, added just about the right amount of shadow below
to make the houses and trees stand out. Sometimes all I could see were brown fields or
plains, with mebbe a deep gorge running diagonally across. Then one house, then two, then
a few, then more, and soon a large-sized town would drift by underneath. It was superb.
Soon, I got a crick in my neck because of the unique angle my head was being supported,
and ‘I had to resume my seat and look at Miss Wong's legs, languidly. stretched out before
her. I wondered how the giant next to her had managed. I wondered even more how I would
have managed if I'd been sitting next to her all night.....

A voice came over the intercom, saying that we would land in half an hour.

I looked out of the window, and we passed from land to water, and gradually sank
lower, until the white crests to the waves were just below us. I forced my eyes into a
position they'd never been in before and saw land ahead, with a wide runway greeting the
Jet-Electra.....and then we were over land, and there was the slightest bump as we hit
the runway..... and we taxied to the large modernistic aerodrome buildings of Idlewilde
International Airport. We grabbed our belongings and shuffled out of the. Jet-Electra.

The stewardess who.had looked after us was standing near the exit door, and I gave her a
big smile and a wink that nearly screwed my left eyeball out.

I followed the line of passengers to the building. A few yards away, .I turned, set
the correct distance and focus on my camera and took a snap of the 'plane....my ‘'plane.

I have the picture in front of me now, and looking at it brings the whole trip back to me
again. This sleek aeroplane had flown three thousand miles, from the west coast of America
to the east, and it had seemed such a short trip. I remember we arrived at Idlewilde at
-11:30 am on Thursday morning, the 17th of September 1959. I confess I don't know how long
the flight took, because of the (to me) complicated time changes which ¢come into effect

as America is crossed. All I do know is that if there is a smoother flight, it's got to be
.as smooth as a baby's bottom......

We were told to go to a certain part of the building where our luggage would arrive.
The small trailers shunted into a roped-off area, and our cases were pulled off by coloured
chaps in uniform and dumped into the middle of the arena. The technique was to shout
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'there's mine', and a porter would stagger over to you with it, and you'd drop a quarter
into his quivering palm, and his nostrils would twitch and he'd dive back to the piles
of suitcases again.

I found I was standing next to Don Brodie, the young man who had approached me at
Seattle Airport (at Gonser's instigation) as an old friend. Remember?

We chatted quite amicably, and parted. I wanted to telephone Pat Ellington. Her
telephone number wasn't in the directory, and somewhere I'd taken a note of it. I sat
myself in the 'phone booth (yeah, folks, in American 'phone boxes they have the snazziest
lTittle seats) and sorted through various papers until I found it.

I dropped a ten cent piece into the aperture and got my number.

I recognised Pat's voice.

"It's me," I said.

YCome over," she told me. "Forry hAckerman is here."

Upseicoongas I gany &I ibold Her.

I grabbed my luggage and hobbled all over the building. By a miracle I came across

Don Brodie again, and he asked me if I was taking a 'bus to New York. I said did he advise :

it, and hLe told me it was cheap; only $1.35, so I tagged along behind him to a small
queue of travellers who had the same brilliant idea.

I stuffed my luggage in a recess at the back of a streamlined silver 'bus, and climbed
inside and sat next to Brodie.

The journey took half an hour or so. By some wiracle I had managed to get a seat
next to the window, even if it was only an omnibus, and I closely observed all the features
of the drive into New York. The weather, as it had been throughout my tour, was superb.
Just the sun, no clouds attempting to obscure it.

It was a truly memorable moment when I saw that famous Manhattan skyline suddenly
appear in the distance. Those magnificent multi-storeyed skyscrapers pointing upwards.

I realised the true genius of the word 'sky-scraper'. No other word could possibly be so
descriptive. There was something inspiring about that skyline. It seemed to embody the
whole soul of the American people in some mwysteriously symbolic way. I just sat and
watched in awe as it came nearer....it was so egoboosting to look at the top of the Empire
- State Building and to know that I had been to the top of it and had had New York at my
IREEGE

Soon, we were in Manhattan. The bus drove to the air terminal and we got out-and
claimed our luggage. I said 'cheerio' to Don Brodie, congratulated-him on his part in
the hoax of the previous night (was Seattle really 3,000 miles away) and wished him well.

T walked into the building, and saw it was a huge, clean collection of offices which
catered for a considerable number of international airlines. I followed my nose to the
British Overseas Airways Corporation site. I went up to the desk and asked if I was down
for Flight 538 at T7:30 pm that same night?

* The man grinned and looked down a list and made a 'phone call and said, in an English
accent that sounded so out of place, yes, I was on it. He asked me did I want to book in
for the flight there and then? I pondered, and then said no, I would book in.at Idlewilde
that night. (I don't want to leap ahead in my story. It always annoys we when I'm reading
a book, and some incident happens, and the writer sys, in grim foreboding, scmething to
the effect that 'if only I could have known what far-reaching consequences that decision
was ‘to have'. But I must say here and now that I made the wrong decision, and only by a
wibiezellE, Gk JEE 6 o' but I knew I shouldn't have leapt ahead in my narrative. I won't say
any more, I'll just try and let you share the excitement with me, later on.)

I gripped my luggage and followed a pointer which lead me to a taxi rank. Back in
the British Isles I have always been dubious about getting taxis. I always feel the
driver puts the price meter onto the fast revs when I'm in a taxi, and invariably takes
the longest and slowest routes, and makes ostentatious stops at traffic lights. But I had
the greatest confidence in New York taxi drivers. They were cheap, and they made their
one burning ambition the attempt to get their passenger from A to B in the shortest poss-
ible time. No matter if the passenger was a nervous wreck when the destination hove to,
they couldn't have got there any quicker unless they'd used a matter transmitter!

I passed through a swing door, and found myself outside the building. A queue of
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people were waiting for taxis. The vehicles came from the rlght stopped to pick up
passengers, and drove away to the left.

I don't know whether or not this has become apparent in my narrative, but I am a sort
of polite.guy when it comes to gqueueing up for anything. I take my place and wait in an
orderly and sober fashion for my turn to come. I'm not really patient, but I'm prepared
to wait, and my blood boils when I see ignorant people forging to the front. I've kicked
*a couple of ankles in my time, in the heat of the moment.

So, at this taxi rank in the heart of Manhattan, with my moustache at a flamboyant
angle, and feeling pretty fine, I stood at the end of the queue and waited for my taxi.

I'd stood there for fifteen minutes when it occurred to me that, somewhere, there
was a serious flaw in my technique. I'd seen literally dozens of people come through the
swing doors after me, and get into taxis, AND I WAS STILL AT THE END OF THE GUEUE!

Hommommm, I thought.

I watched closely. A little man about four feet tall with a blonde about six feet
tall holding his arm burst through the swing doors. Now this man was a mild clean-living
type, it was obvious for all to see. He wore glasses, was bald on top, and if I was any
Judge, was a professional bird watcher, and probably had a snazzy stamp collection back
home. An inoffensive man, not given to violence.

And then the wmetamorphosis took place.

His face became a mask of pure hatred as he surveyed the people flghtlng eI LEIS .
Holding the blonde in front of him as a sort of battering ram (and take my word for piitop
she had the equipment) he ploughed his way through the ranks and burst into a taxi which
had just screeched to a half. The taxi driver, with a wife and ten kids at home, whizzed
away whilst the little man was still on the running board.

AND I'D BEEN THERE TWENTY MINUTES.

No one can say that I am not a learner.

I was anxious to get to the Ellingtons, and had the added incentive of meeting the
fabulous Forry Ackerman, whose name glowed in my mind in neon lights. I'd seen him at the
Convention at Detroit, of course, but he'd always been with a bevy of BNFism, and I'd only
had a very brief word with him.

500

Another taxi, the driver's face ashen with terror, whipped from the right and screeched
to a halt. I don't want you to think I'm exaggerating, but there must have been twenty
people of all shapes and sizes trying to get into that taxi. I stood there, my feet wide
apart. I waved my luggage round and round, like a hammer thrower, and when I'd built up
enough G's, I let myself go.

. I sat. in the back of the taxi, braced my arms against the seat, and forced a couple
of persistent tryers out. _

I shouted the Ellingtons' address, picked mys 1f up from under my luggage, combed my
hair and re-set my elbow and once more .pressed my nose agalnst the window to see as much
of New York as I could.

The driver chatted amicably. What great ambassadors for America those taxi drivers
are.

In a very short time he dropped me outside Ellington's residence. I asked him how
much, and he said something fantastically small, $1.25 or thereabouts. I gave him $2 and
told him to keep the change. I'm not usually that generous, but a chap who could take
corners at sixty and get through gaps in traffic that a mouse couldn't, well, I think he
had somethlng extra special that was worthy of even a slight con51derat10n '

" The street where the Ellingtons lived. :

It was wide, with masses of cars parked on either side of the road. The entrance to
the apartments was made up of some stone steps with metal railings on éither side. I
went up these, opened a door, and found myself in a narrow corridor. I'd been there a
couple of times before, and I knew the Ellingtons lived upstairs, althouOh I wasn't exact-
ly sure where. I staggered up several flights, took a chance, and rapped a door.

Pat Ellington answered, and ushered me inside. I tripped over a couple of cats,
patted the little girl's head dumped my luggage and camera, and went on 1nto the far
room, where a man was 1ndustr10usly hammering away at a typer.
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He turned round, I recognized Forry, we shook hands.

This Ackerman confirmed my opinion of American BNFism. The higher you go up the scale,
the nicer the fans concerned are. At Detroit, for instance, I'd chatted with Willy Iey,
Isaac Asimov, Bob Bloch, Damon Knight, James Blish, Sam Moskowitz, etc., and all of them
were kind and considerate, with not the slightest suggestion of superiority. As I said
before, I'd only just about nodded to Forry at the Detention, but now I was able to get
talking with him, and found what a really outstanding fellow he is.

Even when I joined fandom back in '54, Forry Ackerman was a name always cropping up,
and for some unknown reason I had come to expect him to be on his last legs, a sort of
refugee from monkey-gland treatment. I've pointed out previously that most fans fitted
perfectly into the mental pictures I'd painted of them. 1I'd been way off with Wrai
Ballard, and even more off target with Forry. :

He was tall, broad, and handsome.

At the Detention I had seen a film made by the Los Angeles fans (a most excellent
technicolour work) and Forry had one of the starring parts, but he'd worn spectacles and
seemed at least middle aged.

But this strapping gentleman at the Ellingtons' was an entirely different personality.
The spectacles were missing, and I saw a face which was like a cross section between
David Niven, Cary Grant and Rock: Hudson, with the finer points of each. )

And there was a certain warmth about him, you felt he was really concerned about
your welfare, and that the things he said were not just conventional expressions, but that
he meant them.

We talked together for a considerable time.

Pat was in the kitchen, preparing lunch, but popped in from time to time.

She told me she had done my shopping. (At Detroit I'd given her some money to get
an underskirt for me to take home to Diane, my wife, and an Indian costume for my daughter
Kathleen.)

She said the underskirt would take up some room, and I was puzzled and she brought
it in to show me.

Of course, I'm not an authority on women's underwear, but I could see this underskirt
was something special. It was cherry red, and had ten layers of stiff nylon underneath.
‘Pat brought in an empty cardboard carton, and she bundled up the underskirt as small as
she could manage, but it filled. the' carton), a big carton, too.. I tied some strong cord
round it...it looked as though there was a bell ternt inside.

Pat explained that she hadn't been able to get the Indian costume, but that Noreen
Shaw was making a special effort to get it, and would arrive later. Pat said she had a
couple of other things for me. I was mystified, and she opened a cupboard and gave me a
parcel wrapped in brown paper, and an express delivery letter.

With trembling fingers I opened the parcel. - Inside was a doll, a cute one with freck-
led. face and ginger hair, a sort of miniature BJO. A little box was underneath, and this
contained a pair of earrings, sort of about an inch square, made of copper or bronze with
a flower painted on. There was no note inside, so I opened the letter. There was a dollar
inside this, and a letter from Mabel Young and Teddy Bear Sims..... explaining that the
presents were for my wife and family, the cash was for my son Colin.

I was very touched with this extreme kindness. After all, they'd both gone out of
their way in Detroit, when up to their ears in Convention business, to take me across to
Canada, and now they were multiplying their generosity. I felt somehow inadequate......

Pat Ellington gave us a meal, and shortly afterwards Ted White arrived.

Very kindly, he offered to drive me to Idlewilde in his car. He asked me what time
I had to be there, and I said it was stipulated that I had to sign in one hour before take-
off time, which in this case was seven thirty. It was almost three o'clock, and Pat said
that Noreen wouldn't arrive with Kathleen's present until about half five to a quarter to
six; they hadn't realised I had to be at the terminal one hour before take-=off.

I asked Pat if I could use her telephone, and I rang through to the B.0.A.C. office
at Idlewilde. The clerk was most explicit. ' If I wanted to be sure of getiiinglonsrhaitiss:
‘plane, I had to be there at six thirty. Ted said as long as Noreen wasn't tco late he
would get me there on time.
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would get me there on time.

Ted, Forry and I had a long and interesting conversation. I was a big vague about
dianetics and scientology. I knew from reading SAPS that Buz Busby and Burnett Toskey
didn't see eye to eye at all over the merits, and I also knew that Jack Harness (the Devil
at Detroit) dabbled in it, and the name Ron Hubbard sort of figured in it, too!

Forry gave me a fascinating account cf Ron Hubbard's rise to fame, and he and Ted
filled in lots of details about the practical application of it. I was so interested,
and we were all having a most instructive time when ILeslie Gerber walked in, holding a
black case in his left hand.

Les wore a shortie sort of coat with a fur collar, and he bore on his face the impish
Gerber grin. He came straight over to me, handed me the black case, and told me it was
my typewriter.

Just like that.

No affectation, or boasting, or egoboo-asserting, just a simple ceremony.

I sat back, and I looked at this boy. Was a youngfan ever more unselfish? Some
months earlier, noting that all my stories and articles were written longhand, after thke
unfortunate demise of the Shaw-Berry Typer (of which many thousands of words have been
written) Les had the idea of collecting some cash and buying me a typewriter and present-
ing it to me at the Detention. He had (so I was told by Ted White and others) sent out
a printed proforma, giving his scheme, and asking for subscriptions. But also, much more
cleverly, he sent my wife, Diane, an airmail letter asking if I had a typewriter, and did
I have any immediate prospects of getting one? This information had come out at the con-
vention, and so help me, I was in complete ignorance of the scheme. Diane had told me
nothing. I would give a great deal to know what her reply was. From subsequent events,
it was obviously the right reply, thank goodness.

Les had collected this cash, some $23 from CRY letterhacks, and then found he could
not go to the convention. He had arranged with George Nims Raybin to present me with a
token of the typewriter, and to tell me, in front .of the whole assembly, that I would get
the typer when I was back in New York. George had obtained some more $$$ as the result of
an appeal at the convention, and with this extra money, Les had purchased my typer.

And in the front room of the Ellington residende;*=iln: froft "o EoFrry Ackerman, Pat
Ellington and Ted White, he duly presented it to me.

What does one do on such occasions? Remember this was a boy....not an experienced
fan, buy a boy certainly not past his middle teens. By himself he had thought of pre-
senting me with a typer. He had carried the operation through despite variOus'setbaCks,
such as not being able to go to the Detention, and finally, on my very last day in America,
he handed it to me. : '

I looked at Les for a few seconds, and I recall I looked at the rest of them and
shook my head slowly, in complete awe. -

For my journey through fandom since 1954 had been one long conflict with typers.

Bob Shaw's typer, a later nineteenth century model, had lasted me For some 200 stories,
but gradually, things went wrong with it, and the wrong things just went on accumulating.
Although possibly many fans don't believe all I have written about the Shaw-Berry Typer,
the fact remains that for over a year the only way I could get the platen to move was by
hanging a suitable weight (two full tins of Heinz Baked Beans) over the edge of the table,
attached  to a length of wire which was attached to the platen. It worked perfectly, but
other things were going wrong, too. Keys were pushed down and wouldn't come up again....
one day a mouse popped out of it....my son abstracted small metal components for a tank
he was making, and for one period of three weeks it had been used to keep the front garden
gate closed when the hinge broke. ; ;

A near relative, hearing of my plight, smugly came round one day with another rusted
typer he had found in the attic. It hadn't been used since 1924, he observed, but if it
was oiled and cleaned it might work, and at least I could say I had a typer even if it
didn't work! ; . ; ;o

Of course, there is no need to tell you it didn't work, but I never did write about it

in case fans thought I was flogging the rusted typer gimmick to death. It happened, though...

I had to cut all the stencils for my fanzines at my office at lunch time, to the
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detriment of my digestion, and it is quite possible that it was as a direct result of
doing this and being in a stuffy office all day without fresh air that I succumbed to
that illness in May, which necessitated cutting ten days or so off my American Tour.

I've gone into detail about my experiences just to show you how positively thrilled
I was at last to own a typer that looked like a typer, but not only that, worked like a
typer!!!

I opened the shiny black case, and there, before me, was the nicest typer you ever
did see. ;

It's open before me this minute, and, except for the two chapters I typed at Seattle,
the rest of my story has been executed on it.

I've used it every night for months (todey is the 29th of February 1960) and it has
perrormed flawlessly. It is silent, cuts a pretty good stencil, and I cannot possibly
understand how I managed all those years with baked beans, and, eventually, ball point
pens. _ b

Looking back, I sometimes think my thanks were inadequate. I was overawed by the
occasion. It wasn't just the gift of the typer (although of course this was stupendous
in itself) but -the thought behind it in the mind of a young fan who had a passion for
zaps and who seemed to rub certain people the wrong way.

Les rates high with me, anyway!

It was a quarter to five, and I suggested to the others that I would Iike a final
walk round the locality.....I had a few exposures left in my camera; and I'd like to get
a couple of typical New York views.. I

Forry said he was going to a science fiction bookshop round the corner, and Ted, Les
and I arranged to see him there at about five fifteen. e

The three of us walked around for a mite. It was exceptionally hot, and we nipped
into a drug store for g drink. I purchased half a dozen packets of various brands of
cigarettes, and we walked back to this science fiction bookshop. My head was going round
and round like a radar scanner as I drank in the local scenery. We stopped on the side-
walk and took a few photographs, and thence into the bookshop. ;

It was a fan's dream. I do wish I could remember the name of the man in charge. I
took a careful note of his name for my memoirs....I'd never heard of the name before and
the others looked askance when I admitted this. Forry was inside, and he smiled as we
entered. Forry asked Ted to take a snap with his camera, and we stood shoulder to shoul-
der, Forry and I, and beamed at the lens. :

' ~ I walked round the bookshelves, and ouvght a couple of paperbacks, one of which was
Arthur C. Clarke's "The Deep Range", which, I am forced to confess, I threw aside in dis-
may after page L43. It helps fill up my bookcase, though.

We returned to Pat's apartment. The time was almost five thirty, and my heart started
to point. -

‘Noreen hadn't arrived. Ies seemed ill at ease, as every minute that passed meant
Noreen was closer. I've mention the Noreen-Gerber Incident in Chapter 3. It was none of
my business, and I didn't want anything to occur which would spoil my last hour in America.

At five thirty-five les said he would have to go. I walked down the stairs with him,
and as I opened the front door, Noreen walked in with the parcel under her arm. They
‘passed without a word, although my stomach was somewhere around my ankles.

I told Noreen I'd see her in a couple of minutes upstairs, and I shook hands with
Les Gerber outside. I thanked him again for the typer, and said I hoped I'd see him again.
I mentioned a possible GERBER FOR TAFF in 1966...... I meant it, too! g
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