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¢ R Y of Soaﬁtlc—Scicnco—Fiction~C;ub—INCORPORATED, Anonymous February '59

Vicll, it rcally is a problem, trying to figure out just what to call this 124th
issuc of CRY. It's not oxactly CRY of the Nameless any more (was it cver?), and it
isn't CRY of Namcless Anonymous cither, strictly spcaking. Recad on.

The club, you scec, has incorporated itsclf-- not as "Nameless, Inc" but under

“the off—trail, imaginative, jaw-broaking title quoted in the top line. So how can

your fricndly CRY-pubbers be '"Namelcss Anonymous' without a Namclcss Ones club to
be Anonymous from? A protiy ‘sncaky way to scuttlc us Insurgents, I must says

Regardless of the name of this thlng, it has a horrendous amount of
C O HTDEN TS 3
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Latest cntry in the Panthology Ficld is John Berry'!s "The Complecat Faan" Bound
in somi-stiff covors hinged by an ingenious Goonvention so that the covers turn back
nicely for recading, TCF is impcccably: Gestetnercd. Between thosc, covers lie 50
pages of Berry at his Best: ten atorlcs (five proviously unpublished, & the other 5
from such various sources that you'rc hot likcly to have scon thom 2117, John's
9-page titlec article, Berry Awards for various aspccts of faandom,' a throughugolng
index of zines & poople meontioned in TCF, and an introduction by BoShe Groat stuff,

Copics may be ordercd from John Berry, 31 Campbell Park Avenue,. Belmont ‘Belfast
iorthern Ircland.. John has promiscd us some copics. to sell at the Wostercon, and no
doubt would scnd some to persons ordering through CRY. He insists upon lectting it
go at thc ridiculous figurc of 35¢, over my tcarful pleas that he should charge at
loast 50¢. All procceds go to the "Bring Berry to Detroit" Fund, so it's perfectly
0K to send bill(s) if you can't find change. Got "The Complecat Faan"; you nced it.

Rich Brown corncred the fanzine-roeview dep't this month., Ve 11k0 his title so
woll that we intend to use it (if we may, Rich) above all fmz-rcvoos printed, by
whomover and his brother. [And thanks to you others who sent reviews, also. Better
luck next time,

Les Gerber must think we're mad at him, but wo're not, really. His 2nd group
of reviews didn't arrive as yet, and the faan-article is still in® the '"maybe" stack,
acod out because we necded a onc-pager rather than a two—pagcr to make even-pages.

After all I've said, some JOkOT sent matorial with a note saying "If you don'%

-want it, sond it back", and not including return postage. At the time, we didn't

gquite know. what to do about TIhis-- we were all out of matches., So watch it, Tt's
mueh simplor to koep your owvn copy of anything you want back if not uscd but it is

:0K {0 include return postage and hopc we don't lose the material; we oftcn don't.

And in spite.of all wcicould do, the CRY busted its 40-page corsct agaln. (FMB)
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(ﬁith Renfrow Ydur"Hdst'lcahing”badk on.the'handles)

Renewed appearnace of Brltlsh prozines 15 the major development in the Pleld
locally. Bgsides Newr Worlds, 301enco—Pantasy, and the no-longer—roprlnt British SFA,
‘my dealer announces the imminent- appearance of Nebula—- nom_ will finally see Walt
.VWillis' fanzine roviews (a longtime wish). Anyhow, llkely it's apprpriate to start
off with the UKzines this time., ) 1

Now Worldss two issues at hand, #78 (Dec) & #79 (Jan). For December, the zine
leads off with the first of 3 parts of Lan Wright's "A Man of Destiny" ("..Man
Called Destiny', that is), which has appeared here as an Ace pb, has been reviewed
by me elsewhere (probably in Bill Meyers'! Spectre)—— I'll stand on whatever I said
at that time, especially since I haven't rerecad it in this. serial form.

"Signora Porfiria", by John Ashton, is a gentle, cultivated sort of thud-and-
blunder piece on time-— travel—— a dﬂfferent treatment of an older theme.

Robert Presslie'!s "Another Word For Man" skirts the edges of '"religious stf",
~but not from the direction that has prevailed in US stf of late—— in this one, the
rcligionist learns something for a change, instead of merely convincing everyone
clse that he and he alone has been R¥I*G*H*T all alcng., A healthy variation.

"Year 102 A.F." (Roger Critchley) is a short article on Freud and his basic
theories as opposed or differentiated from the popular idea of them. Interesting.

"Incentive", by Brian Aldiss, in a story of humanity wavering at joining a
Galactic FPederation,; builds upon the "lemming" analogy but comes up with a most
uncxpected explanation. This one is on the powerful side, foxr concepts,

"The Still Watcrs" (del Rey) is, from our viewpoint, reprint material. Itts
tle one about the elderly couple with the beat-up spaceshlp9 In The Bindj; it is not

racticable for me to dig out the US appearance, this month (everything is a mess
A around here)—- I'll just guess that it appeared between one and two years ago.

ilew Worlds #79 (Jan) continues the Wright serial, and goes on, likes: "Insccurity
Risg", by Dan Morgan. Herc's a "3 Laws of Robotics! story with a murder-by-robot to
be solved... There's an added-simplifying.gimmick: robots can be deactivated; wiping

"out their memories (thls 51mp11flbs the plot, not the problem) -The answer is - -what
you might expect, but is pretty well handled,

‘"The Unbeaten Track" (Aldiss) is a Gestaltuploco. Man in here flnds a couple of
his co—narts , and it goes along, but I'm not sure that I get thc ending.

" Agberg's "In Gratitude" is the one about the woman who had herself 32 kids from
one ovum, brought 'em up according to her own ideas (ha?vcry own ideas), and reaped
the ‘harvest. - Appeared about six months ago, on this 81de, maybe?

~ Kenneth Johns' "OQutward Bound" is Part 4 of a series of articles, This part
deals with the effects of High-G on the human body, and what to do about it.

- "The Right Ingredients" (Geo Whitley, or if you like; A Bertram Chandler) is a
little what—if that deals with many things. Not the lecast of these is the hallucins-
ogenic mushroom, which figured in a Chandlertale last month or so, also.

"For the Colour of his Hair', by Arthur Sellings, revives the idea of mutant
supermen being preccded by a sort of pre-—supermang the superkid has troubles,

8010noe-Pantasy #32 (Dec): John Brunner's "City of .the Tiger" starts off as a
most intriguing Unknown-type fantasy; perhaps it is a little more sophisticated than
the average UNK leadpicce; you should pardon the heresy., Personally, I was somewhat
disappointed at the windup, with its thorough uprooting of built-up story-values,

. even though the Schmitas “pyramid effect! was worked into it. And the sccond switch,
in the final paragraph, is artistically successful, but depressing. Too deflating.
' "¥ho Steals My Purse.." (Clifford C Reed) gives the perfect solution for the
inventor saddled with a grecdy pronoter—typc, Mo significance: just good spord,.

Trom ‘F&SF, I think, is Silverberg's "The Man Who Never Forgot". I'm not sure,
and anyhow, it's time to dig out another stencil, Don't go away. :

v
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(mqre on Science-Fantasy, from the UK) -

Bertram Chandler's "The Underside": well,we have some mental time-travel, and
racial memories, and a touch of Don Marquis, and it's sort of faannish, actually. -
"Bewarc!" (E C Tubb) is another story that prompts a reference to Unknovmn, and-
then the afterthought that here's something a bit' sophisticated for that legendary
zine, (If I alrcady used "sophisticated", make that "advanced" or something. )
Arthur Sellings'! "Limits" lcads me to believe that eventually I will have to
get off this easy kick of referring to Unknowm, cevery time a good fantasy picce
. comcs up, and start evaluating thc things on their own merits. Unfortunately, I've
‘never been much of a fantasy buff, cxcept spottily; this is one of those spots.
Robert Presslie's "Ladies' Men" is one of thoso‘offheat satire-type hunks that
got Galaxy off the ground so well in its carly days. There are a few lapses in the
author's handling of the horseplay, but it's mostly fun.

To clarify: I would rate New Worlds in the upper group of stfzines, along v1th
aSF, F&SF, SFS, Galaxy,; and Futurc (pardon the pooping out of the underlining on the
long lists of thls sort) Scicnce-Fantasy has no present—day US.counterpoint and is
not exactly cquivalent cither to Unknowm or to Beyond— I believe it will be a Good
Deal for aficianadocs of cither of those. Can't comparc it with Fantastic, as I
- haven't rcad that ‘one for some yecars, long before Fairman left Z-D. (Don't intend
to, cither—— I'm not getting paid for this, you know.) SFA secms_to“be something
on the order of its US countorpoint, on the evidence of the one issue rcvicwed last
month—— toward the top of the second-run zines such as FU, IF (dk's 3 issucs have
‘been an improvement, but the trend is not yet, if IF holds up), & Satellite. The
bottom row, as I sce it, contains SSF, and (as always) Z-Dzines, although the latter
have -been a lot better since Fairman left, from the 2 or 3.I've scen.

* New Worlds is monthly; the other two are b1-month1y. Sub rates are $5 and_BE.BO
per year respectiwly,.from Nova Publications Ltd, Maclarcn House, 131 Great Suffolk
Strcct, London S.E. l, Lngland. These rates arc rather high, due to postage, and I
Yon't be subbing as long as my fevorite stand sclls them for 35¢ per issuc. ; ;

Satellitc, Feb (first large-size issuc): scveral lettorcolists wonder why this

zine was not reviewcd last month; couldn't I find ift, they ask? It's this way——-

.+ According to the date pencil'd on the contonts—page, I archased the issue on
Dec 24th, I listed it on the log-shect for review in CRY #123, and .even read ift, |
' somewherc along the line. And hérec is whero the gonfusion-comes in-- due to the new-
large sizeo, Satollite was not in the to-be-rovicwed stack of prozines when it came
fime to writc the lattor part of last month's column., It was, I discovercd today,

in a stack of rccently-received. fanzincs, misccellaneous mundane zines, bills I don't
want to pay just yct (I'm only jokings I don't want to pay any of my bills just yet,
not just the ones in that stack), etc, And whoen I finished the stack of prz-for-rvw,
I grabbed the logsheet and checked off cverything on it, without looking, apparently.
I trust that this cxplanation ‘will suffice, It suffices me well enough,

The gine, itsclf: J F Bone's '"short novel", "Second ‘Chance", puts Boy and Girl
in a superduper alien setup with deserted city, robot brain (sort of), amncsia that
is slowly relicved thru flashbacks, and Sense of Wonder up to the clavicle. Not bad.

Asimov's "A Statue for Father" is a short time-dredge piece w1th a good hilar-
ious windup, the sort at which tho Good Doctor oxcels.

Salloskowitz discusscs the stfnal side of the works or Sir Arthur Conan Doylec.

I don't know why it should bug me- so much when an ecditoxr trics to make it look
as if roprints werc a big fat juicy extra bonus—- liko, wow. . But it doos—— calling
_the reprints "Dep't of Lost Storios" and blowing a large trumpet only scems to stir
Cmy hypercritical toendencics to do their worst. In this issuc, "Abductor Minimi 2
Digit", by Ralph Milnc Farley, is (in spite of the Sturgeon'testimonial-blurb) morec
buildup for less payoff than I have scen in ycars, Now, being as. 1t s lecgal to give

avay the plots of reprints, turn the page and got thls-



( satellite's over-blurbed rcprlnt dup‘t under the plow)

our hero accidéntally lcarns of a usually(?)-atrophicd muscle, called by the title
of the "story, which will (if in opcrating condition—-— his isn't) will move the little
toc out away. from thc other toes. This changes his entire life. WNothing will do but
what he must recapturc the mastery of this atrophicd muscles he spends hours at it
cach day, and logs his progress in his diary, Put your shoes back on, now that you
have found wlkther or not your Abductor Minimi Pigit works (mine do; both of them).
Anyhow, aftcr hc moves his toe (the right onc), he suddenly duCldOE that 1it's not
much of a jump“to lifting papcrweights by mental power. ' However, when he goes to
try it, he gocs nuts and scarcs himsclf to death., I told you to replacc your shocs.
Sccond reprint is Leiber's "Mr Baucr and the Atoms", This is from 1946, and is
onc of scveral that decal with pcople who arc scarcd of the A-bomb :and suddenly come
to recalizc that thoy themsclves arc made up ,of ATOMS. Yecah, he does.
Chad Oliver's "From Littlc Acorns" is built on.the rather illogical premisc that

it is OK for Man to scttlc worlds without land-animals (vertebratc), but that Man
must move on if thc amphibians start crawling out of thc watcr to live Landside. It
is very good with the conflict and human 1ntorcst but thc Drawr Line was too arbit-

rary, for-me, to put the pifch across.
Dal Stivens' "The Chicken-Heartcd Ghost" is protty viell summcd—up by the titlec.
"The Forsaken Earﬁhmap”"oy ﬂ1éllam Llndsay Gresham (the '"Nightmare Alley™ boy ) ,
concerns a Marginal Man: an Larthmanyhﬁo marrlos an amphibious Canal-dwclling Martian
girl, fathers children who take after their mother, and is more or less baxred from
both Barth and Mars culturcs. His 11fc is not too happy, as you might expcct.

Scicnce Fiction Storics, March: I get the imprcssion, from the austcre cover
and the schecdule=switch %o allow bi-monthly publication for the ncxt two issues,
that the stf sidc of Columbia Pubs iB in hot watcr; I hopc this is incorrecct, as I
ratc thé Lowndeszines rather highly for personal enjoyment, on the long haul.

(ate Wilhelm's "Projcct Starlight" lcads off: title, blurb, and opening scquences
malke 1t clecar that herc is another way for the Lnllghtonod to trick the Fugghecad
Politicians into space-travel, whother they will, or no. It's ingenious enough.

. ""Spaccman's Dollght” (Bertram Chandler) is an inconclusive story, dealing with
the kecepers of bcacons in the astecroids, their nceds for hobbies, the problems of
married couples on such duty, cte—— good punchllnc? but lcaves the stOry amidships,

Fditor BAWL wants opinions on covers in general and this one in: particular.
Woll, I likc it OK, as a cover; I'm just worried, 'as abovc, about the implications.

Joseph Ferrcll!s "Time Bomb” is a fast- hctlon suspenseo~shortic on Overthrowing
the Alien Overlords, with a nicely-chosen gimmick.

: "Phe Smoke of Last Rites" (Geo W Maki) obscrves how tho primitive natives bow
fuo tno arrogant Barthmen~- like, they duck at the right time. -

In Part 3 of !"Caduccus Wild", thc action is temperced by considerable soul—

scarching (1s killing cver gustlflod?) by the belecagurcd protagonist, and by onc
of the most' effective opisodes in the story to datecs at the mercy of the Mercifuls
(cuthanasiacs who kill anyonc in pain or’ cmotional fturmoil, to put an end to suffer-
ing), our little group of refugccs parrics words widh an implacable old bitch who
killed heor own husband and who would kill a child rather than let him go to an
orphanage—— the i.o.b. has the gun, naturally. This story would be the better for
morc of this background-cxpansion, and a helluva lot lcss Chasc.

Good issuc of SFS; 1t would pay to buy these Lound0521ncs and help kcop thgm
g01ng—— their folding would be a great loss to the stf field at largc.

Astoundlng, Fobs Begins, a 3-parter: "The Pirates of Brsatz", bv Leinstors I%
SU&LtS off with a 1411 ‘bit of a "Citigon of tho-Galaxy" routine—- that is, we have
vicews of 3 secparato -culturcs in Part Onc, plus a vagucly—beneficent Interstellar
Diplomatic Scrvice, which appcars to be devoted to cncouraging rcbels to give all
kinds of hell to governments. Tell, it certainly does march, %o date.

"The Fpker and the Stars”h(John A Sentry) makes its p01nt S0 1mp1131tly that
here's a casc whore the "lookic, Tookic" blurb is justificd. Good picce, here.,
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(morc on aSF, Fcb)

"Hi Diddle Diddle!", by Cal Knox, uses a Space Station (oops, makc that a Lunar
EQSC) for thqéottlng of the perennial crisis of the potentially-fruitful Rescarchers
(of the most purc) under the imminent axe of the: crass politicians., On the surface,
this tale is onc of the botter of its ilk, but py damn I doubt some of the ways that
the characters let this situation come to a head at the author's-whim, Fun, tho.

‘"Accidontal Death" (Petor Baily): told by the sole survivor of a first stellar
trip, this talc of possibly alicn-induccd misfortune has a stinger at the ond.

Frank Herbert presents "Missing Link", a satisfactorily suspenscful bit on how
to cope with the more haughty—&-hostile typc of alicns, to best mutual advantage.

If you'vc scen Leonard Lockhart's previous story-articles on Patont Law, I won't
have to sprecad it all out to describe his current "The Professional Touch'". If you
haven't scen them, I can only say that once of Lockhart's carlier jobs "described" the
way the Patent Office would rcact to an application with rcgard to the artificial
croation of human infants, and will mention that therc is never a dull momont.

Sky Miller has morc space than usual, for book rcvicws, and makes good use of it,.

Fantastic Universc, Mar:"Thc Number of My Days", by John Brunncr, pivots a tale
of rugged interplanctary-bcach-heading upon the gimmick of an actuarial system so
advanced that thc number of deaths from a planctary-cngincering job can be computed
in advancc, The gimmick is wecaker than the story it supports.

Bob Silverberg's "His Brother's Wecper" is onc of the low-kecyed storics that
somc pcople gripe about in Galaxy: guy 1s missing duc to matter-transmitter foulup;
his brother gocs to wind up the doceascd's affaim but instcad gets wound up in them.
FPorcc-ficlds give way to farce-ficlds; cnding is inconscquential but who cares?

Lester del Rey says we're stupid to be going to the moon. So vho's going?

: Dcan McLaughlin prcsents "Intcrview With An Open Mind", proving that Santesson
can takc a ribbing on Sauccrs and cven pay to print it. Good men, the both of them.
* Bvelyn E Smith's "The Pecople Upstairs!'" gocs along with an alicn-agent tale for
most of the wordage, but ‘suddenly bangs us up against the conformist fetich with a
bit of a wronch. Thoro s more to it-- this is a vory good item.

"Dorclict", by Stuart Palmer, has tho Alien Invaders losc through misunderstand= -
ing, oncc again. The Alions arcd heavily overdrawn; maybe this guy ‘is kidding, huh?

"Plan S for Conquest" is cxditcd to an "Erthre Lljons" and is concerned with an
overall Galactic Hmpire or rcasonable substitute, all out to conquer Byorybody. ‘It
scoms that thumanoid females clsowherc in the Galaxy arc scxually approachable only
at rarc but rcgular intervals; Galactic males arc .gearcd to this, so Barth is a
somowhat strcnuous Paradisc. (o, I'm not giving away the plot—— thexe is nonc.)
The ending doesn't matter much cither, unless you're z Galactic,

' "Cocktails at Bight", crecditcd to a psaudo called Beth BElliot, is lcss a story
than a futuristic Mars-side women's-magazince inspirational article., No condemnation
is.implicd; this onc is simply not a story with a plot and -all that. .

Lditor Santcsson's "Universe in Books" is becoming morce and more an cditorial-
substitute, and this is good; ol' Hans has a nice touch, Reprinted is a letter from
Harry Harrison (hc says that fandom is D-E-A-D beccause faans didn't discuss stf at
Philly last fall). Also, therce arc announcements of just about all the big and
little Cons yot committed to announcements—in-print, and a perceptive "How come?"
op the Moomaw suicide. 1I'd like to scc more cditorializing by this cditor.

Robert J Shea's "Requiem for a Dryad" brings that mythos into logging country,
adding romancc but nothing much for the upbeatnik.

~ "Trap for the Blccder", by John J McGuirc, is as routine a murder-on-Mars picce
as the title would lcad you to belicve,

. I wish to hell thcre would be cnough longer stuff in FU to knock the contonts—
prage dowvn by at lcast thrce or four items. -(continued on next page)

You can't makec a Berry pic in Detroit without d-o-u-g-h: scnd.your loosc loot to
fick'n'Norcon (2N) Falascg, 5612 Varwick Drive, Parma 29, Ohio; B¢ representativel




Supcer—-Scicnce, Apr: billed as the "Special HMonster Issuel", this zine, lacking
any cditorial word whatsocver, looks pretty damn sadj actually, it isn't even a solid

- Monsterpicée. Cover notwithstanding, inspirational as it is.

Dan HMalcolm's "Mournful Monster" is about 80% jungle-strugglc, and rcads as if
the sympathetic monster had been editorially inserted. This particular concept has
quitc .a lot of cmétimal whammy, properly handled-— I hate to see it louscd up.

"The :Abominable Crecature", by F X Fallon, featurces an amocboid mimic (carnivor-
oms,.of coursec), and comes up w1th a precdictable awful-avful.

"Vampircs From Outcr Space" (now bi ghod therc's g thoughty titlc for you), by
Richard F Watson, is actually one of those interstcllar murder mystories, and only
included in the All-Monstcer serics by way of desperation.

"Phe Huge and Hidcous Beasts! (rho is the unﬂﬁfsfung genius who thinks up thosc
titlcs?), by James Roscnquest; has wholc paragraphs of litcorate prosc all strung
together to give the impression of scionce-fiction in the modcrn mode, but it never
docs.come off-- the windup is stolen from so far back, you wouldn't belicve me,

"A Cry for Help" (Lric Rodman) has a very thin gimmick: alicns lcave a robot on
board some o—t planct, to catch cxplocres (cccch: oxplorers) and:send them homec, only
hypnotized so's they can't tell what happened and all. Think it upl: can you think

of anything less cfficient? Apparoently the author couldn't,

As you may have gucssed, I don't carc much for this zine. I am oven more bugged
t the bacover-ad. To wit: these bastards are sctling a "genuinc duplicate" US Army
"ocxploding hand grgnado" for onc dollar. "Really scatters the gang when you throw
this baby in thoir midst"-- that's a solid word-for-word quote., "It's completely

" harmloss", thoy say-— I challenge that statoment. The knucklchcad who scatters the

gang I'm with, with onc of thesc $1 bargains, had better lecave town. I've scen this
crap pulled with deactivated for-roal grenades, a fow years back, and I will assurc
you all that the results are by no mcans funny-- cspeocially when thoy come home to .

,roosts like, if you throw onc and don't get away before the gang roﬁgathura. By mo,

anyonc who places or ruhs this ad is scatophagous all the way; any wisc qucstions?
I don't ordinarily gect this badly stcamed-up, but any scatohcad who buys or scitls
phony hand-grenades for practical-joking purposes, deserves whatcever stomping he may
gets And I'1ll be glad to help, if asked and available.

Galaxy, Apr: Contents-page shows a 49-page novella, 2 novelets (22 & 30 pp), five
shorts totalling 58 pp, 16 pp by Loy, and 4 by Galey oops, 5 pp of editorial, in which
more opinions arc wanted and in which Bruce Pelz is quoted by name., Yes, I'd say we
have 50¢ worth of stf herc. Now let's look at it.

Dan Galouye's novella, "City of Force', concerns aliens who wipe out our cities,
build their own from mentally-controlled "force-stuff!", will not communicate with us,
but allow us to infest their citics in a status similar to that of rats or cockroach-
es in ourss Like, they sec you, they step on you. Nevertheless, many humans live in
the City of Force, because it's the Soft Life if you're fast on your fecti. So enter
our hero, from the Woods Tribes into the City. His mission: to try to communicate
with the aliens and prove to them that we are Intelligent Beings. The frecatment of
his adventurces is imaginative and interesting, save for what is to me an cxcessive
amount of description concerning the colors and motions of "forcé-stuff'"-—- this sort
of things abounds in carly stf (Merritt, for instance), and docs not go over with me
because I cannot visualize it from the author's words and follow the plot at the same

times Actually, Dan'l docsn't go overboard on this kick as badly as some haves Welly

as mentioned; this one goes along . and is of interest, and it has a good windup, too,

oxcopt for the coincidental singularity of the hero's achievement on such short

notice (don't jump to conclusions, here; I'm not either giving away the tagllne)
"Socurity Plan'", by Joseph Ferrell, is a for—fun time travel picce,- a shortic.
Willy Ley's article on the AtlanticMissile Range (Canavoral) is the usual good

" lively "Ley ‘treatmont-— informative but ncver, never dull,

"The Bittorest Pill" (FPred Pohl) is also strictly for fun and also short but is
doncerned with supcrmanship via Total Recall Pills & a ncwly-rich bercaved nephow.
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(about halfway thru the 2nd 196-page Galaxy)

"Kingslayer", novelet by J T McIntosh: herc's a good version of the Barthman in

trouble on an alien planet duc to differing laws & conditions—— it's for-keeps but
with the light touch. Unless you're all hopped-up on Significance, it should suit you.

' Avram Davidson collaborates with Laura Goforth on "Love Called This Thing", an
all-out whimsey about an amorphous astcroidal intelligence who receivos Barth TV and
becomes cager to join us herc. Materializing as a human at a TV quiz show, he moves
right into-life-as-an-Barthman, But all his idcas stem from the tecvy, remember?

You may think you can imaginc what this does to his behavior, but better rcad it...

"Phe Sweeper of Loray" (Finn O'Donnevan) is another of thesc deals in which the
Barthmen outsmart the bimplo Natives just once too often. This one is donc nicely,

Somcbody is pressuring Floyd C Gale to shape up, and about timec, This month,
slightly over half of his column is dcvoted to adult stf, though some is nominal.

Like Avram Davidson, Cordwainer Smith is sort of "averaging-out" into the Ficld.
His "When the People Fell" has cchoes of the wild mutancy of "Scanncrs Live in Vain',
and carrics a curront scnsation (the unbelicvable callousncss of the Chinese Communist
rogime) belicvably into the future, but it is not up to his fop itcms: "Scanners",
"Rat and Dragon", and the rccent item about the spacc-—captain's wife. However, it
would be considcred quite acceptable from anyonc who had not written the items named;
T am only sorry to sce brilliance descoend to merc excellence,

"Phe Man in the Mailbag" (novelet by Gordon R Dickson): herc we have the super-
human human up against the supersuperhuman alicn, more or less—— what does a good
Barthly athlete do against an alien ducllist who outweighs him four to one and is by
no'mcans slow on his fect? Good answer, and lots of good sidelights, in here.

As mentioned, unless you're hipped on Signifigance, this gzine has fun for you.

Satellitc, March' (this onc didn't have time to be buried in The Stack): well,
leading off is a '"short novel", John Christopher's "A World of Slaves"-- it scems
that Our Friend the Lobotomy Case is writing titles for Editor Margulies, as well
as for otg% Sl%ﬁ the Ficld—-~ this title is wholly inaccurate, as well: as being trite-
sounding an ?1n {cative of a potboiler to follow. The human race, as it happens herew.
in, arc not slaves at all, but rather are toleratcd as game—animals and experimental
speccimens running wild, by an overgrovm computor (home-overgrovn, by the way). From
thore, it goes about as you might cxpect, cxcept that Christopher is morc literate.
This large size is for the birds—— it's very difficult to kcep on a small table
along with a throbbing typer-— kceps falling off, Curse you, Leo Margulies, sir.

"Dor lioskowitz discourscs this time upon one Cyrano de Bergerac, an individual
whoso 1ifc and proboscis (probocsis?)(NOSE, dammit) inspircd a play by the same namc.
Tt scems that the guy was quite a stfnist in his own right, and a fannish character
like unto Harlan Ellison's daydrcams. Somebody becat his head in at an carly age.

Stanlcy Mulleon's "At Your Own Risk" varies the "Analoguc (conscionoc)".idoa
with, surgically—imbedded conscience-buttons that can pain and even kill if the wearcr
goofs off. Hero has onec, and amnesia also, to top it off. Of course, there's a
gimmick—— isn't therc always? This onc does not quite make par for the motif.

Thc Big-Decal Reprint Dep't has Sturgeon's '"Cellmate" (Weird '46) and Bradbury's
"The Handler" with the same vopyright notice. Sturgeon deals with a really creepy
mutant (or possibly alion-- in fantasy, you don't gotta say), while Bradbury tells
of the comcuppance of a sadistic undertaker—-- with a rationale that's weak cven for _
fantasy-- the corpses come out & tecar him up, just - like - that. Both of these tales. ¢
arc good cnough to scc an original appearance at this time. I guess I'm griped at
all the horn-blowing for Weird reprints, from the guy who ovms all the rcprint rights,.
Mnd T'11 admit that this is silly; it is perfectly OK to reprint cconomically. I just
sish the oditor would tonc dovm his horn a bit; it would all go dowvm morc casily.

Cordwaincr Smith's "The Nancy Routine! (thc man is becoming prolific!: this onc
cals with how—to-kcocp-the-loncly-spaceman—on-the-rails, and is a right-angled
ariation to Sturgeon's "Bulkhcad". Ych, Smith is #veraging-Out, unfortunately.

"They Live Forever" (Lloyd Bigglc, Jr) deals with immortality and such, and is
the bost (and last) item in the zinc. This onc, you rcally should rcad, ol' buddy.

=
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' & S T, March: I have always considored Heinlein's "By His Bootstraps to be the
definitive Time-paradox story; now, I'm not so sure, with the same author's "All You
zombics", in this issuc of F&SF: llainly I am not so surc because I simply do not dig
allthe implications of this story just yet: it is somewhat on the order of Fontcnay's
"Z", but moro sp001f10 on the details and morc cryptic on the Signifioance.

Isaac Asimov (who outvotcs any five Leading New York Doctors, in my ‘book) discusse
¢s vacua under the title of "Nothing". If you. undig cxponcntial notation, lecarn it,.

"The Shoreline at Sunset" (Bradbury) is very oxplicit as to tho cxact happenings
in the stoxry, but is protty fuzzy as to (1)rationalc, and (2)all this herc deop mcan-
ing that is all-over hintcd-at but nover drcdgoed up, for scrutiny. Likc, I don't scc
why Joc Proghann has to malkc a mcrmaid plausiblc, whilc Ray Bradbury can simply dump
o in. our laps, and bc appkidcd for it.  Also, I miss thc Docp Point of why Tom and-
Chico arc doomed to live down on thc beach by thomsclves forcover (no, Tom brings girls
dovm thcre overy ycar). I would approciatc anyonc's giving mc thc Big Pitch on this
snory, but until I gct it, I am not convinccd that Bradbury has donc an honcst job.

Zonna Hendorson wlnds up the "Pcople" scrics with "Jordan',; hcrc. I think thc
popularity of this scrics is a good answer to "whither the Scnsu of Wondcr?"-- cach
of these storics has becon solcly concerncd with the conflict bectween the ordinary
and thc cxtraordinary—- thcrc has becn absolutcly no attcempt to cxplorc the possibil-
itics of the miracle-sidc, boyond that nccessary to cstablish its fictional cxistencc.
As7in this story: the Homc is charactcrized as a Dull Utopia, and we arc off into a
cloud of conflict betwcen that and good ol' unprcdictablc Zarth. The Utopia being a
straw-man of thc most imflammable, thcrc is a sort of ho-hum on thc hero's docision.
Utopia makcs no points on its own; it has thc hero's scx-objoct and that's all. Pfoo.

"Of Time and Cats", by Howard Fast, utilizds thc themc of "My Namc is Logion®
(I've lookecd that onc up oncc this ycar, and that's plonty, -cspecially with no 1light
and/or hcat. in the FenDon just now), but flubs it' by assuming that onc of thc loop-
backs can canccl the further offcet by indopendent action. Now look, Howard, you good
old 1nvcst1gatcd whatover-you-turncd-out-to-be, kcop your gimmicks straight, pluasu
Author has a good touch if he'd only think his gimick out all thc way.

Algis Budrys' "Thc Distant Sound of Ingincs' is strictly for poignant— therc is
the major promisc, and thon therc is the narrator as a doomcd hospital casc playing
the counterpoint to the cffcet that. it doesn't make any dlffvruncc what you havc to
say—— you gotta say it.

JAvram Davidson's "The Certificate" is ‘a commentary on. the Ultimate State. Ych,
go ahcad, you yahoos—— votc somc morec for Bigger Bonofits.

"3-Dimonsional Valcntinc" (Stuart Palmer) is corny. ‘he gimmick is good, but
the misdircection is sitrictly paattycakc. The plot is too fragilc to subject to our
usual Mixmastcr trcatment. Over-anthropomorphicism, is onc of thc words. In other
wordsy in spitc of its good points; this onc is just too damn cutc.

Poul Andcrson's novclet, "Thc Sky People", is a finc blend of Action and Idcas.
After lining-out a strange and fascinating post-atomic world background, Poul givcs
us action by the bucketsful, but savcs a mecaty concept for the punchlinc, Schr gut.

"7ill You Wait?" (Alfrcd Boster) is a short-snorter on sclling oncfs soul to a
Devil who has gone Madison Avonuo. Maybe the Now York ‘business world is Hollese.o

Despitc some of the slams, this was mostly a good-rcading igsucs om tho rapid
scan for comments, thc boo-boo's stick out morc, is all.

i
Z

The column scems to have cxpandod itsclf this month—- morc zincs, of coursc (11),
but also morc tondency to.ramble than therc's been for scveral months, It takes veory
little loosc chattor to build up the pages—per-zinc average from, say, Hpagu o moxrc
like 2/3 or cven a full pagc (this timo: 11 zinos, 7 pages). If thc other doptts all
turh up, and wec have somc good contributions, and a stack of good lecttors,.it bccomes
very difficult .for our poor cditors to hold thc CRY down to a manageablc sizc. So I
will try to watch it in futurc, morc. Somc days, though, commcnts just won't boil down
te sizc very well. . And as’ the Plow sinks slowly into a swampy patch, wc take our lcavc,

— — — — — —_— —_— —_— — — L m— — - — — [— —_— —_— — — —
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SHAKESPIARE ATTENDS THE SOLACCN
"Mercy o! mey; what a multitude arc herc."
HENRY VIIT, Act V, Scenc 4, Line 71

"Such a noisec,.."
HENRY VIII, Act IV, Scene 1, Linec 71

"Thc little foolery that wisc men have mades a great show."
A5 YOU LIKE IT, Act I, Scene 2, Line 97

"T was never so bethump't vith words"
KING JOHN, Act II, Scone 1, Linc 466

"Happy are they that hear their detractions, and can put them to mending."
MUCH ADO ABOUT NWOTHING, Act II, Scenc 3, Linc 248

"It is the discase of not listcning, the malady of not marking that I am troubled
n
i Shal. HENRY IV, PART II, Act I, Sccne 2, Linc 139

"Let's fight with gentle words."
KING RICHARD II, Lict III, Scenec 3, Line 131

"lark now, how a plain tale shall put you dovm."

HENRY IV, PART I, Act II, Scenc 4, Line 285
"his is fery fantastical humorous.!

MERRY TIVES OF WINDSOR, Act III, Scenc 3, Line 181
(e missed most of the official program):
"I lcave out ceremony."
‘ THE YINTER'S TALE, Act IV, Scenc 4, Line 526
"It is a custom morc honored in the breach than the obscivance."

HAMLET, Act I, Scenc 4, Linc 15

(Yot he attended the masqucradcu..a):

"Here comc a pair of vory strange beasts.!
AS YOU LIKE IT, Act V, Scenc 4, Line 36

"It is the grecn-eyed monster."
OTHELLO, Act III, Scenc 3, Line 165

"T have mark'd a thousand...apparitions"

MUCE ADO ABOUT HOTHING, Act IV, Scone 1, Line 160

(ec.and the_gggﬁigg...):

"I can get no remedy against this consumption of the purse."
HENRY IV, PART II, Act I, Scene 2, Line 265

"That prodigal portion have I spent that I should comc to such penury?"
AS YOU LIKE IDP, Act I, Scene 1, Line 41

(« . and concluded:

"Mhis day deserv'd...that it in golden letters should bc sct."
KING JOHN, Act III, Sconc 1, Line 84

Bruce Pelz
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FANDOM HARVEST  Br TERRY CARR

As I pointed out last month, there have been quite a few fan-projects in pub-
lishing lately, ranging from THE INCOMPLEAT BURBEE to a forthcoming volume on the
late E. E. Evans (which will not be under the aegis of Forry Ackerman, as errone-
ously stated last month; by the way: it's a genuine Walter J. Daugherty project).
l{ost of these publishing projects are strictly fannish in nature, and it leads me
to think that the shift lately toward fannishness in fandom (2 comparison of today's
fanzines with those of five years ago would surprise most of you) may well lead to
scme very worthwhile work in the field.

Fannish fandom; after all, is a wide-open subject for conscientious writers.
There have been some awfully fine things written in the fannish vein——THE ZHCHANTED
DUPLICATOR immediately springs to mind--but for the main part the genre of fannish
fiction is still unexplored.

By fannish fiction I mean,; of course, fiction about fans. The stories must be
about situations and problems encountered only in fandom, much in the same way that
a science fiction story can't be a transplanted western, but beyond that there are
no limitations: +the story can be serious, humorous, tragic, whimsical, or what-
haveyou.,

As T say, there have been some very fine things done already in the genre.
Burbee has done "Big Name Tan" and "I Was the Captain of a Spaceship,' Boggs has
done '"The Craters of the Moon," Vince Clarke has written several Gus Bickerstaff
stories; and Art Rapp has created the character of Morgan Botts. But in all of
these; the resources of the narrator's art have been delved into only superficially.
Morgan Botts, for instance, stands out as the only memorable characterization of the
lote.

Larry Stark has written a good deal of what he terms "serconfanfiction," and
Ted White and John Champion are currently working on a long fan-piece. I've tried
worlting in this genre myself quite a bit recently, with such Carl Brandom stories as
"The Cacher of the Rye;" and with stories under my ovn name, such as "The TFan Who
Hated Quotecards.”" But these are only the beginning steps toward The Great Fannish
Story. Someday we may be reading a piece of fannish fiction with fans as real as
you and I and Carl Brandon, with real narrative interest, meaningful problems, and
2ll the humor and pathos of real life.

I'm looking forward to it.

4 couple of months ago; at Forry Ackerman's birthday party, I was talking with
Rick Sneary. A crowd milled through Forry's house eyetraclking prozines, original
peintings, and Trina Castillo, and Rick stood to one side watching them.

"You know, Terry," he said, "I've just realized that I've become a member of
the 0ld Guard."

I stared at him, awestruck. Iver since I've been in fandom, Rick Sneary has
been a name to conjure with to me, and to have him say right out of a clear blue
slzy that he was just realizing his venerable position croggled me.

"hy, ten years ago," said Rick, "I was the president of a fangroup called
Young Pandom. Now there's a collection of my fan-writings in print, South Gate in
158 has come true, and new members of LASFS wonder who I am when I make it to a
meeting."

"That's fantastic, Rick," I said, and fell to wondering when that horrible
feeling would come to me, when I would suddenly realize that I, too, was a member of
fandom's 0Old Guard. After ally; T entered fandom at the age of twelve, and here I
am married and turning twenty-—two about the time you read this.
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\le never finished our conversation, though, because just then somebody came by
and wanted to know who Barle Bergey was.

-

John Berry's piece in the last CRY sets me to thinking. Now, fannish fiction
about the futurc offers many amusing possibilities, and Berry is doing a good job
wvith them. But quite aside from the humor of the situation, it's rather fascinat-
ing to comtemplate seriously the future of fandom.

Fandom has changed greatly over the years, from the International Scientific
Association and the Science Fiction League to FAPA, SAPS, OLPA; and the Cult. Fif-
toen years ago, Tucker was considered something of @ roue because he poked fun at
fandom and science fiction in LE ZOMBIE-—today Sam Moskowitz seems terribly old-
fashionod with his mcthodical articles on science fiction and its fandom.

It scems certain that fandom will continue to change as the years go by. Space
flight is coming in, the science fiction field is changing, and fans' tastes in fan-
zines and conventions too are changing.

The trend seecms to be toward fannishness more and more, but this trend could
change direction or even reverse at any time., IFan history, like all history, is
difficult to prophesy, but it's just as interesting.

Will FAPA grow old and die? Will the N3F ever amount to anything? Will
SCIENCE FICTION TILES ever fold? Will G. M. Carr turn atheist in her old age and
plunge all fandom into war? Will Leslie Gerber become book reviever for Astounding?

What do you think? .

I continue to think of Burbee's article two issues ago in CRY. Not just because
it was about me, mind you-—-it had Ron Ellik's name in it more than it had mine
(three times more, to be exact). I am becoming cynical about Burbee's assertion
that I control 90% of fandom.

You know, maybe it's Burbee who controls 90% of fandom. For instance, he cer-
tainly seems to control me—I ‘even write like him somctimes. (Burbee recently said
to me, "Perry, I rcally like to read your material, because I always like my own
stuff, and you write just like me. And I don't have to write it myself, which makes
it doubly enjoyable.")

On the other hand, I don't write as well as he does,; so maybe he's got a faul-
1y connection in that god-circuit of his.

Yes, that must be it. Vhen Miriam and I were in Los Angeles over the holidays,
Burd said he was giving up on mc becausc since my engagoment I hadn't been giving
the proper fannish responses.

He said, "You know, you're getting married just before the FAPA deadline.'" And
I said, "Vhy, that's right--I'd forgotten when the FPAPA deadlinc was."

"Bveryone knows when the FAPA deadline is ! he snorted at me. "Vhich is more
important to you, anyway--your wedding date or the FAPA deadline?"

"My wedding date," I said.

And he shook his head sadly and said I wasn't the same any more. "There's no
cxcuso for it;" he said. "After all, I'm engaged to Miriam too, you know, and I
don't act the way you do '

Burbee has a faulty god-circuit, I say. It's the only explanation I can think

of.

Yie're taking a poll of fandom now in FANAC, asking pcople what they thought
verc the best fanzines of 1958, the best fan writers, the best new fans; and so
forth. .



Page 14

The other day we got Don Pord's votes.: He voted for Ron Ellik and me as the
best new fans of the year. '

"It's not too surprising," said Ron. "After all, Ford is mostly a convention-
fan, and we're mostly fanzinc--fans. Maybe he's never heard of us before., Afier all,
some wit once remarked that Don Ford wouldn't know a fangzine if it bit him in the
leg, and he probably wouldn't know a fanzine-fan either.%

"Well," T said, "do you want to take off for Cincinnati and bite him in the
leg?"

"No," said Ron. "But I'll tell you what--we could put on a skit at the Deten-
tion. No dialoguc——Don Ford would walk on stage, and we'd follow him and each bite
onc of his calves.

"I can scc the title in the program booklet now," he said. "A skit, by Ron
I1lik and Terry Carr. Cooperation by Don Ford. Bandages by Band-Aid."

I supposc many of you know that I'm standing for TAFF this year. As I write

this column I don't know who all clsc is standing, cxcept a gal dowvn Los Angeles
wvay called Bjo.

Now this is somewhat of a strange situation, because Bjo and I are good friends
and I can't bring mysclf to writec anything about hor which would sabotage her cam-—
paign, as logic demands. How could I write, for instance, that Bjo is an over-
bearing, tyrannical slavecdriver? I couldn't say a thing like that about her; even
if it is true. (Why, I was just rcading somec LASFS minutes written shortly after
Bjo took over as Direcctor of the club, and Acting Sccretary Alex Bratmon referred to
Bjo as "...our new Dircctor-—or Dictator, as she pronounces it...") Nor could I tell
about her nasty temper,; of how she infuriatingly turns the other cheek and smiles
whenever I insult her.

Noy, I couldn't write nasty things about Bjoy I like her too much for that. Vhy,
whencver we sce each other wve're constantly talking over campaign slogans for each
other; for ghodsake.,

For instance, Ron Bllik and I went dovm to L.A., awhile back to go to Forry
Ackerman's birthday party, where Bjo was acting as a hostess. The day beforc the
party we werc all talliing about campaign slogans while Bjo tried to get over a bout
with the flu so she'd be okay for hostessing. '

"Our slogan," said Ron, "is going to be, 'Votc for Terry Carr—-He's a Good Man.'
Let's sce you make that statement I

"Hmmm,; " said Bjo, pursing her lips. "How about, 'Vote for Bjo---She's a Bad
Woman'?"

"Omighod, she's got us beat, Carr," said Ron.
"Unfair ¥ I said. "No fair using sex !

Well, Bjo's health improved sufficiently that she was ablc to make it to Forry's
party, where she ran around ﬁﬁ#ﬂfﬁé ﬁ#ﬁffﬁﬁdf overscoing matters and carrying on a
fricndly feud with Bill Rotsler, one of my chicef scconds. Bjo and Bill were drawing
cartoons on a lo-o-o-o0-o0-ong strip of paper which whon finished was strung along
the wall all around Forry's front room. Thce rivalry betvieen Bjo and me being a sub-

jeet of conversation there (Forry is one of Bjo's nominators), several of the car—
toons decalt with that. :

Rotsler started it with a cartoon of J. Everctt Osborne holding a sign saying;
"Vote for Bjo, She's Beon Sick."

Then a little later he drew Miriam holding a sign saying, "I'm voting for Terry
Carr for TPAFE".
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Bjo drow hersclf stalking away from Miriam, muttcring, "Hmmph'! She would

Bill countcred by drawing an open manhole under Bjo's outstretched striding
foot, and a sign ncarby: "Caution, Fen Working'".

This sort of thing went on intermittently all night. Rotsler; who loves to
drav; cartoons on cxposcd skin-area of females, wrotc TERRY CARR FOR TAFF on the back
of one of the female gucsts. She spent the noxt half-hour asking who in the world
Terry Carr was, until we worc finally introduced. "I just like to know whose name
is written on my back," shc muttered. .

Al Lowis, who was taking photos of the party, toolr a picturc of Bjo sitting on
my lap. "Thls 11 be great publlclty for both of you,'" he said.

"Yes," I said; "this is the way I like to campaign. It's certainly better than
kissing babics." '

"But I'm afraid if Miriam over scos it you've lost her vote," said Bjo. That
stopped me.

Well, the weckend went on, and just before we left, Bjo said to Ron and mcy
"By the way, Robbic Gibson gave me the perfect campaign slogan i

Wo looked at her warily. "What is it?" wec asked.
"I Drecamecd I Went to Englaand In My Maidenform Bra," said Bjo.
I lookecd at Ron. He lockel at me. "Oh Ghod, Carr, you're dead," Ron said.

So T have beon driven to t2c wall. Unable to beat Bjo fairly, I'm going to
‘have to writc nasty things about her. Mean, low-dovm; insulting things.

And T will. Just as soon as I can think of some. Watch this space.

—-Tecrry Carr
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CHAIN REACTION JOHN BERRY

I wake up without fail every morning at 3:37 AM, and think about Don Allen.

In case any potential Laney (R.I.P.) should peruse that opening sentence; let
me plead with him not to sniff disgustedly and pass on to the other goodies in this
fabulous issue of CRY,; but to continue reading this factual narrative. Particularly,
I want the men in my office to read this.

It is my belated explanation.

Heck., It all started so simply. One of the chaps in my office said he suffered
from insomnia, and spent all his time thinking about Marilyn Monroe. Another cqon-
noisseur said he frequently awoke during the night and thought about Jayne Mansfield,
ot to be outdone, I burst out excitedly, "Huh,; that's nothing. For the past year
I've woken up at almost exactly 3:37 AM every night, and thought about a young chap
in the R.A,P., named Don Allen." i

This shook my co-workers. There was a deathly silence. I immediately saw I
had blundered; and started to stammer and stutter an explanation, but, as one, every-
one in the office nodded their heads up and down understandingly, and tiptoed out;
muttering something about...'I wonder what section that comes under...!

In order to vindicate myself, therefore, and as Allen is undoubtedly to blame,

I claim space in this issue to put the matter squarely before my critics.

Because I admit it. Lvery night, I do think of Don Allen at the time stated.
Every night. Bvery single night. Every single blasted night. Sometimes, when the
strain is too much, I even scream out the name 'Don Allen' at the top of my voice,
and the decibels fight their way out of the house and into the street and the cold
pre—-davn air gives them a chance to really let themselves GO. I shouldn't doubt that
some men in the neighbourhood who carry on such occupations as milk-roundsmen oxr news-
paper deliverers actually wait for the agonising cry of 'Don Allen' before they yawn
and streeectch and get out of bed to prepare for another early start.

Naturally, I sought advice from my psychiatrist. He seemed most interested in
my story, and, although I don't want to boast about this, I am on pages 307 to 451
in his fifth volume of Case Histories. He said that, frankly, it was all in the
mind, and the only tangible thing I got for my 20 guineas was a short length of
string.

Being a persistent sort of person, I went to see my doctor. I was so desperate
for a remedy I even paid him, and damn the National Health. He examined me thorough-
ly , and finally said that it was my own stupid fault, and if I wanted to be an ex-
hibitionist I should have played chess hanging from a chandelier, or dug the garden
with a knife and fork, or something similar. But not THAT. He even coined a new
medical term for the complaint, The Dunalan Flit.

Hell. -

I don't want to say too much about the initial cause of my frustration. It was
during a Vorld Tea Drinking Championship Contest. Willis has already written up a
couple of pages about it (see RETRIBUTION 6, page 43 and 44). I must say, though,
for the record, that the dice, as it were, was loaded heavily against me. My cup
was convex. Allen's was concave. I even made a few calculations afterwards and dis-
covered that my cup held more than Allen's...much more. However, my inborn sporting
instinct forbids me to mention this. Consider, even, the physical difference between
us. Allen is ten years younger than I, and on the particular day in question; in
carly '57, he represented an absolutely magnificent example of British manhood....
reminding me of how I must have looked a decade before. His shoulders almost liter-
ally burst through his blue RAF uniform. Blonde curls hung over his square cut
features., His massive shoulders were squarely set back. A veritable giant of a man.
Strong...silent...a superb physical specimen.

Then there was me. A slight stoop of the shoulder, maustache-ends hanging over
the lapels of my jacket, hair receding at the forehead, my muscles soft and flabby.

>
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It was fantastic to see Allen holding a delicate Dresden cup in his ham fist,
quite in contrast to my great effort in attempting to hold the mug in both hands.

lMadeleine Villis poured the tea in our cups with monotonous regularity. Allen
had merely to quaff his minute drop of liquid, whereas I was forced to pour gallon
after gallon of Villis Home Brew down my gullet. Allen, as Willis rightly pointed
out in his report, had been training for the tea drinking contest on NAAFI tea.
This gave him a terrific advantage.

After two hours of mental and extreme physical torture, I reached to 20th cup,
and, even surprising myself, drank three more to make an unbeatable world record.

So I thought. o

Allen calmly directed Madeleine to-squirt the tea in the general direction of
his cup, and with no visible cffort at all, drank the 24th and ultimate cup as though
it werec a mere thimbleful.

_ The human body is surprisingly strong. It can withstand many rigours and
strains. But it is. bound to crack when a really murderous stress is inflicted on it..
sss..and on this Sabbath; my bladder reached its maximum powers of endurance.

AND IT'S NEVER BEEN THE SAME SINCE.

At 3:37 AM every morning,; or maybe a few moments before or afterwards, I wake
up. I throw the sheets bacl:; and muttering under my breath stumble alond the corri-
dor. To give vent to my feelingsy; I scream 'DON ALLEN' just once. Never more. Just
once. I stagger back to my bed, my eyes glazed, and ponder at my lack of control,
And it's the same every night. In the dead of winter, when it is so cold I have to
scnd the children downstairs to collect the mail from.the hallway every morning, I
still follow the beaten track along the corridor to the toilet for my nocturnal
visit. My knees knock :together like castanets, but I have no recourse but to perform
my nightly perambulations. In the summer; when it's really HOT, so hot, even as to
dehydrate, my journcy . is really necessary.

The Dunalan Flit.

I feel proud and not a little humble at having done a little to assist the world
of medicine. I feel that. .oh, damn,

t's not only at 3:37 AM I'm affected, you know.
Suffering catfish.
"DON ALLELEEEN.Y
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CRYING OVER BENT. STAPLES

RICH BROWN

VARIOSO #17, John lagnus, 2712 N. Charles, Baltimore 18, Md., 25¢ or
6/31, Six-weckly(?), 2lpp, mimeo, 8%xll,

This isn't worth 1¢ a page. I don't think any zine is. But VARIOSO,
(previously VAP, previously SF) is one of the few serious zines that is
well worth readingz. llagnus, for instancec, vrites a Iy pago editorial
that is interesting for lif pages. Completely froec of the I-have-a-story-
by=-so-and-so-and-I'll-have=~onec=by-you=know-who=-in-~the-next, and yct
nothing is stretched beyond its worth, ocither. "Harmony," Jim Harmon's
column of some ton years (starting in PEON back in !'19) is continudl ly
interesting. A mediocre (for VARIOSO) column by Marian C, Oaks (Marian
Cox) and two other articles (on SPACE JOURNAL and SPACEFLIGHT, respec-
tively), of which I think at ledst one was supnosed to be funny, end up
the ish, All in all, a damnably fine mag, ' :

But not for 1¢ a page. RATING: 7

1959 FAN CALENDAR, "Inchmory," 236 Quoens Rd,, London S.E, 1ll, England,
Yearly, I cuess, no price listed, 1lljpp., mimeo,

I think I get it because I'm in OMPA, but it docsn't say, so I'm not
sure, ((Ours came with H. P. Sanderson's APE 6, IEB)) However, if it is
obtainable, then get it before the suppnly runs short. It!s put together
imaginatively (with little metal rings thmholes that are punched in the
paper, rather than staples); mimeographed in a thoroughly becautiful
shade of blue; and illustrated as only ATom'can illustratesy (Now, Art,
how about those illos I asked you for?) One thing, tho: in the SpICIAL
DATZS section, it mentions whon OMPA (the British APA). was founded, but
left out SAPS, FAPA and The Cult, the American APAs, Bah, prejudice,
thats wot it is, RATING: 6

SATELLITE, Don Allen, 3lja Cumberland St., Gateshcad 8, Co. Durham,
Ingland, Quarterly (?), letter-of-comment, 30pp, mimeo,

Mo kin to the Amcrican prozine, I guess. Well, I've ncver secn wvhat
I would call a 'bad" Britishz ne (outside of the fact that they arc, of
coursey all run by a bunch of furriners), and this is no exception, The
only thing T didn't lilkc particularly was the lettor column, which was
poorly handled; mostly the "I-like-this-I=~dontt-like-that" type. Iiaybe
the editor had nothing to work with, I dunno, The rest,; tho, is up to
the usual Britishzine standards (that is, the Britishzines that It'vec scon)
which, for the most part, is hcad and shouldprs above the average Ameri-
can one, Tho superior artwork helps, too, RATING: 5

2

FIJAGH #2. Dick Ellington, P.0. Box 10l., Cooper Stn,, New York 3, N. Y.
Quarterly(?), OMPA & friends, 3lpp, multilith, s

This is Good and there'!s no getting around it. Dick rambles 15pp,
but the.zine is mostly compriscd of a runnins commentary & many long
quotes of poems, articles, & fiction from other sources. Berry takes
ovor with a nice lipp. tale, followed by an intercsting letter column,
Dick undertakes an article, "Conversation with NolZio Sanban, ' which sect
me wondering about the possibility of montal tolepathy among Tonj Busy
did ecxactly the same thing on the smme subject two issucs ago. All is
intercsting in this zine. RATING: 8



Page 19

GAIBIT ;:25, #26, ;!27, #28, Ted White, 2712 N, Charles St., Balto, Id,
Pairly froquent, free, 206pp, 2pp, lpp, 10pp, mimeo, mimeco, ditto, ditto,
GAITBIT /25 is a general-sized zine, with tho. same old Impeccable
Ted thite repro, the same old mediocre Ted White writings (tho the bits
on Thelonious llonk might be of intercst to jazz fans), the same goodish
lottercol (in the same microscopic cye-tearing type). Oh, and Ron Parker
(plecase, Ron, if you'd fork over the 35 I wouldn'!t mention it anymore )
has a fairly interesting article, too. Anyway, the zino!s free, ad
Pworth it, GAIBITs ;#206, ;#27, and {28 are the usual thing, written all by
Ted White. MNow, heoret!s the thing that bugs me: Ted White says he is
tired of beinz a Fabulous Burbee-like Character and that he isn 't going
to strain himself and write any morc Fabulous Burbee-like Material., At
this I wonder, "What Fabulous Burbce-lile Material?” 1It!s possible that
he might mean those stupid, inane conversations, the over-emphasis , those
boring little vignettes...could it be? And laying aside the fact that I
donft think writing those..those..things...would be any strain to evaar an
idiot, I'd like to ask, "Just who thinks Ted Thite is a Fabulous Burbecc-
like Character?” Outside of Ted White, I mcan. Yes, Ted tthite, you're:
rcally doing papa Harlan proud, RATINGS (in order): l,3,2,3

PROFANITY ;ii, Bruce Pelz, 1010 Leona St., Tampa, Fla. Irregular, 154,
32pp, ditto.

This is still not g Really Good Zine, but it!'s constantly improved
since the first issue. Bruce is a talonted oditor, and with maybe a lit-
tle morc to edit, he might come forth with a really good zine, At long
last, it scems that the matorial is starting to catch up to Bruce's
fillers in quality; columns (two) by Alan Dodd, fmz revicws by Bob Coulson
(who is among the best in fandom), book reviews by Al Andrews, another
biblio compilecd by Bruce (this time of Fletcher Pratt); and a humorous
science fiction story by The Goon. The ropro is a little spotty, but,
like the rest of the zine, constantly improving,

e : RATING: UL

THI SICK ELTPUANT b, %5, #6, George ells, Box /186, Riverhead, N.Y.
Fairly regular, 10¢, 10pp, 12»p, 20pp, ditto,

And this certainly isn't worth a cent a page, either, There!s real-
ly not much to say about those: poor reproduction, and occasionally some-
thing worth rcading, The editor wants subscriptions or trades, and won't
give frece issucs for letters. 1In fact, he statcs that he doesn't wan t
commonts, Hmmphe Though I don't agree with his'policics, I must admire
him (most ncos are so alraid to do anything that no other fans scem to
bo doing). Unfortunately, that's all I can do for him, admire him.

RATING: 2

PSYCIIOTIC ;*25. Dick Geis, Apt. 7, 19 Wave Crest Ave., Venice, Cd if,

Irregular, free, I guess, 2pp, ditto. ‘ *
llow, don't get excited., This is subtitled "A letter from Geis," and

that, basically, is what it is, Geis isn't interested in gecience fiction
or fandom anymore, and he wants to depart, taking along fans of his or
their own pornogranhy. That's all this is, a call to pornozraphy, Way
back in my necofannish days (which wasn't too far baclk,; admittedly), I
hecard about the PAPA and thot, boy, if I ever get a charc e to Join® that
I really will, by George, -and publish fanzinos with all sorts of MANA-tyéa
quotes and MANA-type words that Will Shock Zveryone, 1ell, I'm still tie
. type who uses, if not HAITA-typo words, the type of words that 7ill Shocl:

Zveryonec,..but I'm not intercsted, TIFf you are, well, write Geis and mabe
you!ll have fun tozcthor with this glorified soxual substitution, Bah--
fandom for fans, RATING: 3
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ATAVISTA ;#1, Curtis D, Janke, 1612 S, 7th St., Sheboyzan, iisc, Irreg(?),
FAPA and w/l, 9pp., mimeo.

This is mostly wild, FAPA-typc chatter, produced-cntirecly (as far as
I can sce) by the editor. This isn't just mailing comments; it's just
nice, easy words put together in a nico, casy way; onc which, I think,
nearly cveryone would be ablec to cnjoy. RATING: L

NEFFAN WE/S STERVICTE, Stan Woolston, 12832 Westlake St:, Garden Grove;
Calif, Nothing on schcdule or price, 2np., mimco, i
The idea is, I think, that ncows itoms are sent to Stan immodiatd y

and he will run them off and send thom to fan-cditors, so thoy can use
them in their zinecs, Sowmchow, I don't know why tho news shouldn't be
sent straight’ to the fan cditors who nced it, like FANAC...but othervi sc,
it's a good -idea. Andiunloss it comes out rogularly, it won't boat
FANAC anyway. Despite the title, thore's little about N3F in this.

o RATING: 3 :

THIG 13, Guy Terwillogér, 1412 Albright St., Boise, Idaho. Monthly, 15¢,
i0pp., ditto,
This issue featurcs, mostly, two long picces of fiction; by Ric
Adams .and Guy Terwillcger (7pp ‘and 8np rospectively); both-arc a bit
style-conscious, Adams' piccc suffering a bit thercby, thc cause being
that the stylc fogs up the idea., Thore's a ‘cute .articlc by Don Franson
(roviewing 'llacBoth™ as tho it wore scicnco fiction) and a finc articlec
by Dick Lupoff, BelleDictz has an Open Letter To Fanac. I didn't read
ity I dontt give a damn about the SFS either way; only onc thing has
really angered me (Walt Cole!s askin~ fans to teoll the solacon committoo
to back the WSS in the suit) in this thing, but I won't go into that,
Well, anyway, I kind of like TWIG; algo likc the way differecnt things
ape tied in with the title (Branches, Shavings, lLcaves--fmz revoos by Dan
Adkkins whom I definitely don't agrce with, Scaled Bark, Sawdust, Foliage,
Scods, otc,)$ a mite corny, porhaps...but I like it,
v RATING: 5
SCIZNCE FIZTIOF PARADE ;#8, 'Len Moffatt, 10202 Belcher, Dovmney, Cal if,
Stan Woeclstonwill edit the noxt issuc: address above. Quarterly(?),
Price(?), 8p»n, mimcos .
_ Ifighod., Comparcc with the boautiful diagraphy that was used in SFP's
hey-day a year ago, this is turrible. Holl, I lnor I shouldn't tall,
congidering tho abominations I've sent out via the damnable zotz! press,
but if you publish again, Len (and I kind of hopec you do), clecan up that
mimcograph| (And kecp smiling.) Anyway, this is mostly Len'!s solacon
report, and it hits a nice average as far as solacon ronorts thus scon
go. There's also a short listing of fanzines that have had con-reports
up to:that time. Somehow, I kind of hope S8IP becomes its old solf aszain.
The CRY was my first fanzine; SFP followed closcly. !
RATING: -

SIANGRI-L'AFFAIRES /39, Charles Burbee & Djinn Faine, 258 West 12 th Sty,
Los Angecles 6; Calif, Irregular, .15¢, mimco & ditto,

It!'s nice to have Burbee again, cven if it is in namoc only and ex-
tends no farther than his page. Rumor (i.c. FANAC) has it that Djinn
Faine is gafiating and no longer oditor of Shaggy. If I werce a harsh
critic of FANAC (which I am not), I would prob'ly say o jiething like, it's
a big fat lie and why don't they check their facts? O0Of coursc, I know
that Djinn was fecling that way at onc time (shortly beforc that FFANAC
came out, in fact), but it'!s up to cditors Carr and Ellik'to bo intuitive
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cnui’f to know that women arc lnown to .change their minds. Anyway, Shaggy,
the T-r-u-c Shaggy, is baclk. Burbee's page is a fabulous onc; Djinn's
¢ditorial camc out rathor good, cven, “Untitled as Yet", a story by Dalc
ITart, didn't quitc have the Hart to come ofif, Bob Bloch comos up with

a pcal zoody on how fandom should, could, would, and probtly will take
over the Beat Generation, Al Lowis has a fine article on the dovnfall

of ASTOUNDI!G's »nopularity in fannish fame. Unfortunately, Al draws the
conclusion that this must also r ofloct the feelinzs of the enthusiasts
(thosc not lnowin: the great & many wondrous ways of trufandom, cte.,
cto.,, to the uninformed), which is foulty recasoning, to say the 1o ast.
Ron 311ik does a lwp account of the 2lith birthday of the LASFS and the
party held in its honor, following by Ted Johnstonc's LASFS minutes, and
a Low other minute accounts ol the zoings on at the party. And, f rom
"place to place, there are bits of pootry; some zood, somc not so good,

' RATING: .7

PIIA¥TOII, Ted Pauls, 1Y48 Mcridene Drive, Baltimoro 12, 1d. Irregz.(?),
18pp, mimeo, _

The repro on thic is like the rcepro I uscd to et on zotz! press --
poor. The material: The story by George Horace Wells could have boen
botter with a bit of re-writing, The plot is botween horrible and cute;
but, it sccms, onc is necessary for the other. Ted pens a fairly cute
fan-play; but maybe I'm prejudicod because I'm in it., Thon Pauls rambles
on for a fow pagoes; 4. J. Greonfeld (whoover he is) then takes on a subject
ol' Tedric had decided just a page before was too hot for him. This is
Tfollowed by scveral pacses of lottors, most of which could have used
some cditing, mince included (tho I notc that onc of my points is butchered
up by the cditor's not continuinz the thot). ‘thether this is up and coming
or down and going, only the next fow issucs and a lot of work vith his
mimeco will tell. RATING: 3

UNZVEN, Goojic Publication No, 3, Miriam Dyches, 882 Florida St., San
Francisco, Calif. Irregz.(?), 15¢, 33pn, mimoo.

This Miriam! Hor fanzincs have improved, issuc for issuec, and e¢ven
(or cven uncven) the first Goojic Pub was damnably good, "This'n has
lilriam doinz a better job of cditorializinz than last time (whcro, I think,
she streteched a few things), Bob Leman writing a.very cute fannish ploy
(play), Terry (“Carl Brandon') Carr with original faan-fiction in the
fincst of tradition ("The FFan %ho Hated Quoto Cards")(Is Honey ‘ood, no?),
Guy Torwilleger penning, “The Nude And I," with an excellent littlo
stinger in tho tail that caught me comslotely by surnrisc, Dikinits
Philcon report, Howard DeVore'!s Falascacon Report, and a finc letter
column, Keeop your cyes pecled toward the mail-box for this ong,

RATING: 7

10CUS Ay, liike Dockinger, 85 Locust Ave., lMillburn, N.J, Irrecgular, froo
12p», mimco, : . - ’
There isn't recally much I can say about this. The only rcally =ood
thing in this ("Affair Yrist Stow Rey" by ilarvin L. Rivors, sub-titlod
‘Hour Ladle Rat Riddon Hoot") I've road before, in SHANGRI-LA (tho thorc's
no credit givon here). Thore's a whole page talien up with five letters
(zosh, wow, boy, oh, boy!) vhich might have well not beon printed at 4 1,
There's two "sorials" which I didn't read, T mean, it's bad enuff to
read good scrials in professional magazines that arc regularly nublished
There 1s also the crroncous montion that Hannos Bok diod. “But, thls zine
is frecc, thorc's a small amount of promising material, and my GOpy at
loast, is roadablo. ~  RATING: 2 :



SIX AGAINST ETERNITY

or, How's The 0ld Sense of Wonder?

BOB LEMAN

SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING INSTALIMENTS:

By means of a clever ruse, SCHULER van RENNSSALALR, an earthman, has entered
the castle of HRRKRL; Overlord of Jupiter, disguised as KETHAV, the Overlord's
seneschal, who is in reality URLUU, secret agent of the Bootes Combine. van Renns-
salaer, affectionately known as "Snooks" to the other members of "The Jolly Six",
a’'super-secret cabal devoted to saving Barth, is seeking THE PRINCESS PHANAPHTHA,
whiom he believes to have been kidnapped by SMITH, a many-tentacled native of Deneb XI,
who has gained power over the Overlord through his possession of The Star of Stars,

a jewel of great size, which gives its owner hypnotic powers.

Meanwhile, LEROY WEBSTER, the aesthete member of "The Jolly Six", has discov-
“ered, in a seoret cave deep under an abandoned city on Aldebaran IV, a jewel which
makes its owner twice as hypnotic as The Star of Stars, called The Star of Stars of
Stars, But in attempting to return through the tunnels to his Hyperspace-wWarp
Double-Forcefield Interstellar Cruiser, he is attacked and captured by pale under—
ground creatures who are the remote descendants of the once-great race which built
the abandoned city. They carry him to their queen, who is a throwback to the ancient
race and a creature of hypnotic beauty.. Webster falls under her spell, and she
sends him on a quest to Bootes VII, where he is to effect the return of the Great
Thinking Machine of her race, which was stolen by Urluu, who is now on Jupiter in
the guise of Kethav, and who does not realize -that "Snooks" van Rennssalaer is also
disguised as Kethav, and is now in the castle. Webster learns that Urluu is on
Juﬁitur, and disguises himself as Urluu as a ruse to gain access to the machine
The Overlord of Bootes VII sees him, and, believing him to be Urluu,; berates Hlm be-
cause he is not on Jupiter disguised as Kethav. ‘The Overlord forces him into the
disguise and ships him off through hyperspace to Jupiter:. :

Webster, in the guise of Urluu disguised as Kethav, is captured by a HYPERSPACE
DRAGON, which establishes mental control over him and reveals that it plans to rule
the universe by means of The Nova of Novas; a jewel with such immense hypnotic
powers that you wouldn't hardly believe it. The secret of the jewel's location is
buried deep in the subconscious mind of the last survivor of an unthinkably old
race. The dragon sends Webster to kidnap this survivor, who is known as Schuyler
van Rennssalaer !

Contrary to what '"Snooks" believes, the Princess Phanaptha was not abducted by
Smith, the many-tentacled native of Deneb XI. The fact is that octopus is a delicacy
on her native planet, and she had made Smith into a nourishing stew and caten nim at
a sitting. Not realizing that "Snooks" thinks she was kidnapped,; and that he has
gone to the castle.to rescue her, she believes that Kethav has captured "Snooks"
and will force him to fight as a gladiator in the Overlord's games. In an attempt
to rescue him she disguises herself as Smith and; by a clever ruse, gains entrance

the castle. ©She does not realize that in eating Smith she has absorbed his
unthinkably alien molecules, and that now she has become a cell in the hive-mind of
Deneb XI.

Meanwhile, Hrrkrl, Overlord of Jupiter, has been released from Smith's.spell,
by reason of the fact that Smith has been caten. He hastily purloins an Ultra-—
Phionic Disintegrator and prowls the corridors in search of Smith. Suddenly he
spots Smith's figure, and, not realizing that it is the princess in disguise, draws
his disintegrator. "Up with your tentacles M he sneers.

NOW GO ON WITH THE STORY:
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CHAPTER XIII

The cabin of the little cruiser was growing hotter by the minute. All metal
parts glowed red, and the instrument panel was melting.

"I say, old chap," ejaculated handsom Chauncey Featherstonehaugh,; the English
member of "The Jolly Six.". "I say, you know. Something appears to have gone
crackers. Rawthaw ! he said in his English accent.

"Yes, and I know the explanation," coolly replied "Tex" Greenbaum, cowboy member
of "The Jolly Six." "V are out of control and are constangly accelerating. Our
spced is now sheerly, starkly huge. It is, I calculate, 10" times the speed of
light. .'The heat is caused by the friction of hyperspace against the skin of our
frail vessel.,"

"By Jove," husked Chauncey. "By Jove, you know. How much longer can we last?"
7 H

"Not more than three minutes, old friend, unless we can produce a scientific
miracle."

Chauncey's brain began to work like lightning. "I say, by Jove," he exclaimed.
"Perhaps we made a mistake in undertaking this voyage.!

"But what elsc could we do?" coolly inquired "Tex'". "When we received that mes-
sage from Max Schmeling, the scientist member of "The Jolly Six," in which we were
advised that the Bootes Combinc has positioned a fleet of 10% ships about the solar
system, cvidently preoparing to unleash sheerly, starkly tremendous destructive rays,
we had no choice but to speed to the rescue." i

"Yes," agreced Chauncey, "Even though it meant that we had to leave Harold
Jefferson, the boy member of "The Jolly Six", to cope single-handed with the mad
scientist Harry Truman, who has, we have rcason to believe, perfected a device which
will reverse entropy, thus destroying the universe. By Jove."

Suddenly both men went crashing into the bulkhead ! The ship had suddenly come
to a dead stop! Since it had been traveling at 10° times the speed of light, the
inertia of the men had caused them to slam into the wall when it abruptly halted.

The groggily picked themsclves off the floor. "By Jove ! cried Chauncey in
a surprised tone. "We're saved I

"I'm afraid not," replied "Tex" coolly. "I think it is a case of 'Out of the
frying pan and into the fire.' We have been capturcd by a Hyperspace Dragon I
TO BE CONTINUED

((Don't miss our next issue Vﬁﬁext month's installment of "Six Against Eternity" the
plotline will develop complications!))




SHECONDS
by Wallace (Whally) Wheber (Weber)
221st Meeting of the Nameless Ones (November 30, 1958):

Your beloved Secretary was not present at this meeting. Ordinarily this unusual cir-
cumstance would mean that the meeting would not be covered in this section of the CRY.
After all, a report fabricated from even such an exceptional imagination as that possessed
by your admired Secretary could only.be drab when compared with: the unbelievably strange
‘events that take place at an ordinary meeting of the Nemeless Ones. However, this 221st
meeting of our club amounts to such a millstone -- excuse me, I mean milestone -- in the
history of Seattle Science Fiction Fandom that at least one important fact about the
meeting must be recorded where foreign fans may see .and gasp with awe.

At their 221st meetlng (held on a Sunday, you will notice), the Seattle Nameless Ones
began regular meetlngs in a church‘

This odd 51tuat10n was touched upon in our report of the 219th meeting, but the
precise conditions under which the club was allowed to use the church as a meeting place
were not clearly explained. They msy ‘never be explained. We are fairly certain that
it involves Geneva Wyman's club-sponsored membership in an organization known as THALIA,
and that in three months at least three other club members will be required to assume
membership in THALIL. For this, we are entitled to use a room one-half floor above the
second floor of the Pilgrim Congregational Church. 'Because Wally Gonser knows the Janitor,
ve also are entitied to use the kitchen. At some ‘future date this arrangement might bear
g more thorough investigation, but at the moment things are working out so well that we
feel any additional probing for facts could only prove detrimental.

Although the new meeting room is almost impossible to locate, those Nameless Ones
who took the effort and had the good fortune to find their way to it were well rewarded.
Among other things, the room contains a grand piano, a Gestetner mimeoscope, a phonograph,
ample room, and a small bust of Beethoven such as is shown on Schroeder's piano in the
"Peanuts" comic strip.

If a business meeting was held or not is unknéwn to your Secretary, but then any sort
of meeting held without the presence of the Secretary could hardly be of interest anyway.

o0ond Meeting of the Nameless Ones (December 14, 1958):

Astonishingly encugh, your faithful Secretary and Leader was not present at this
meeting until it had been adjourned to the kitchen and was practically over. It is
believed that Welly Gonser, your only slightly-less™faithful Vice-Leader, presided over a
business meeting-in which criticism was made of the room reservation cards printed up by
the hotel for the Westercon. If one could believe the information on the cards, all
previous Westercons had begh put on by the Nameless Ones. It was suggested that a
correction be made on the cards before belng sént out, or that the mistake be explained
in an accompanying brochure . ¢

Th% meeting was relatively normal with the exception of the appearance of two new
members who were so uninformed about the club that they openly expressed a desire to
discuss science fiction. One even went so far as to suggest that we discuss a story
called, "Who Goes There,” but becaﬁse we realized he was new to the club we were kind.

12 looked at the book he was carrying, but it was almost impossible to understand, having
no pictures in it. -
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223rd Meeting of the Nameless Ones (December 28, 1958): BRER 13

This meeting was delayed slightly by the fact that, after following the rather
intricate series of stairways and corridors to the meeting room, the club discovered
the door to be closed and padlocked. Wally Gonser eventually arrived and located the
friendly janitor,.who even more eventually unlocked the door and allowed us to enter.

i : i

Len Moffatt's letter concerning the holding of Westercons in prestige hotels was
read to the membership, and created the biggest stir since Wally Gonser, who was dressed
most convincingly as a woman at a Nameless Ones' costume party, was discovered in the
Men's room by Alderson Fry. Fear struck deep in the black little hearts of the Nameless
as they realized wmillions of California fans might shun the Westercon because the bar
next door required male customers to wear a coat and tie (among other things). Your
clever leader pointed out, however, that another million California fans might shun the
Westercon if it were held any place other than next door to Trader Vic's Outrigger, and
that a poll of potential Westercon attendees should be taken before a change in hotels
was consummated. Thoroughly shaken, the members adjourned to ‘the kitchen, leaving the
bottlenecking of the Westercon to your capable Leader.

22hth Meeting of the Nameless Ones (January 11, 1959):

The Nameless Ones started off the new year with a great commotion. The Leader
opened the meeting at 8:30 by making more noise than the rest of the members, and He
announced that in his sweaty little hands he held the Articles of Incorporation for the
Seattle Science Fiction Club. These Articles were truely a great fannish document, for
they had been personally drafted by that fabulous fan, Jack Speer. Jack was not present
at the meeting due to his recent election victory which committed him to an Olympia
mental institution known as the Washington State Capital, not to mention the fact that
he wouldn't be caught dead at a meeting of the Nameless Ones. After everyone took turns
arguing Flora Jones down, the Articles of Incorporation were railroaded through. Since
Geneva Wyman, Wally Gonser, and lovable ol' Wally Weber were designated as being the
~originators and members of the board of directors of the newly formed corporation, and
-the Articles insisted that the board of directors consist of five persons, Rose Stark
and Jerry Frahm were soon railroaded into the two vacant positions.

Wally Gonser typed up a new set of Articles of Incorporation having the complete
list of board members included in it, the board members all signed with great dignity,
and the precious document was stuffed into an envelope and entrusted to the U.S.Mails.
Only then did the realization dawn that instead of calling the organization Seattle
Science Fiction Club, we could have called it Washington Science Fiction Society and
taken over the well-known initials of WSFS. W#hat an opportunity to be so shamefully

lost!

225th Meeting of the Nameless Ones (January 25, 1959):

Your tireless Secretary once again missed a good portion of the meeting by being
absent, but was present for the better portion of the meeting when Helen Radach Hiss
showed color slides of Sitka, Alaska, where she has been gainfully employed in a school
for nurses these past many months. Despite a mild amount of sabotage by Ed Wyman and
faultless Wally Weber, who managed to load a couple of the slides with the wrong side up
in the projector megazine, the films were very good. Wally Gonser, who was volunteered
as projectionist, suffered only minor burns from having to hold the projector upside
down part of the time. In addition to the fine program, Helen later provided the members
with cookies. £And I must add that even though John Swearingen won the wrestling match (my
foot must have slipped), he still had to pay the 25 cent meeting charge! -wally weber
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VWILLIS BETTER LATE THAN NEVER (Comment on CRY 121)
Dear Busz, -
...Tch tch, this was meant to be a letter of comment on CRY 121, and look at
all the space Iive left. Bless you for the photocovers, It's fascinating to see
all these people get a little fatter every year., Bob Leman was the biggest new sur-
prise. What has this hulking he-man done with the lean wiry tense fellow who pub-
lishes The Vinegar Worm? Roger Sims looks like James White. Kris Neville looks
like Sid Caesar. Ron Ellik looks like Terry Carr was standing on his tail. I read
the raéi'of the issue with interest and amusement until I came to p. 17, Mr. Raybin's
little competition, "Spot the VSFS Directors." I was just about to brush up my
differential ‘calculus and cross word puzzle solver when I noticed a serious editor-
ial omission, What are the prizes? //I Met A Witch is 'a 'sad example of what can
happen when fact gets mixed up with a Berxry factual article.‘//l don't understand
Trenzel's story, and I'm not sure I want to. I suppose it's meant® to be a parody
o7 Harlan Ellison?. If so, it's too well written. //Best letter was Arthur's non-
letter. The heading on Boyd'!'s letter ((THE BOYD STOOD ON THE BURNING DEECK)) was
the ultimate justification for this Cry tradition. I could almost believe that you'd
started this custom and year by year manouevred Raeburn and Deeck into this situg-—
tion just to make that lovely crack. If so; it was worth it. Wonderful.
Ah well, there's a short letter, which should be a nice change. ((It isn't Y))
Walt Willis :
170 Upper N'ards Rd.
Belfast, N. Ireland
((fot only would we like to get long letters from you, Walt, but even more important,
long frequent letters. #%The heading for Boyd'!s, letter came to me a couple days
before the letter did —— if Boyd hadn't written my little heart would have broken
for sure. I don't think up jokes I really like very often —- I'm particularly
pleased that you liked that one too.))
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SHEARY T (Comment on 122)
Dear Elinor, K _

I wasn't planning to write, cven though I could easyly aquirc the CRY habbit.
But, you asked a direct question, as to what I would have donec with the letter from
Lonesome George. ' Well; of coursec I don't know if that was the whole letter — I
rather cxpect it was —- but there isn't much you can do. This sort of personality
has always blown mc agast. Their not limited to fandom, but that is regretably
where I soe them. I don't know what they think this tough, egoistic, ill mannered
approch will get them. With me the result is to compleectly disscredit any and all
of their opinions (even the right ones) and chuck the whole thing into the waste
basket.,

As a criticism of your zinecy you werce in away forced to print it though, or
suffer the personal guilt fealing that you werc censoring critical remarks. (Wot
that most of Georges remarks were sound cnough to be even flateringly called "criti-
cis"). Your handeling of his letter was all you could do, and better done than I
could do it... He pretty well damns himsclf with his own words, so there is little
nced to do anything.

I've seen this same sort of thing in "-", and it clottled me therc too.. But
basicly there are two things wrong with the approch — well, no, three. Firstly,
telling someone that he is doing something all wrong, in non-friendly terms, never
makes them do what you want. Saying "You stupid jerk, you don't pound sand into a
boot like that" only couscs the sand-unded to have a erge to hit the advise giver
over the head with the boot. Where as, were he to say something like "Say friend,
I've had some experience with boots, and I think you might have better rcsults if
you did such and such ,...."

Secondly, it's foolish to gripc about some one not doing something for you. He
gives tho impression that it is your duty to review his fanzine (and it better be
favorable, or just you look out.) People in general, and fans in particular, .don't
react this way.. They'll do something for you becouse they like you, or hate you,
net bavuse they have a duty.. And one gets a lot more done for them by trying to
malkke people like them; and not merely expecting them too. (I'm not making Lonesome
1iko ?o, but it adds spice to living to have a few pcople you can lay into and dis-
like,

And the third crror is his or anyones cxpecting you to remake a fanzine to suit
them, Now I devoted most of my last letter to making suggestions of what I thought
might help CRY. But I tryed to make it clear that they werc only my opinions; and
was only suggesting them to sce if you liked them. As long as you have a large
happy following you would be more than foolish to make any changes that you did not
want to on your ownm. (Just as you would be foolish to kecep on with anything you no
longer cared about.) An example of a fanzine that I don't agree with or subscribe
to is YANDRO, But dag nab it; they have a big readership, and they like their
policy; so who am I to say they are wrong? I don't have to road everything... in
fact I can't rcad as much as I get now. ’

THE REST OF THE ISSUE IN BRIEF: Buz's takcoff/answer on/to Sanderson was much
enjoyed in this location.. As stated before; we admire your cool, middle of the road
stand on this, and the general cry for reason. The Moffatt's and I, who saw about
as much of both sides of the affair as anyone, go along with you that there were two
sides to the story.. Both partiecs goofed things up, and acted stubern at the wrong
times. But, with the limited damn that they along with most fans lile to try and
run things, I think they all ment well and acted with what they thought were good
motives. (Or; Kyle, sort.of didn't,act, for the same rcason.) It was all a sad
mess, as we found we liked them all.. And; possably, if it hadn't been for the suits,
we could have worked something out. But raticals like Sanderson didn't do anything
to help anyone. ¥

Glad to sec the little piece by this fellow Burbec that you met at the Solacon..
He virites almost 1like Bloch, and quite clever.. I believe he is right about Ellik..
t/hile it is a 10 to 12 hour drivg_(normal through driving that is) from Berkley to

e T

e e e T T T —
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hcre, he shows up at every party given dovm herc.. Hollowcen, Forry's Birthday,
Christmas, Ncw Ycars, ctc... He comes dowvn herc offcner than I go over to Hollywood.
Rest of the isspce finc too... Maybe next time I'll tell you why it is going

to bo so hard for somc of us to be for Terry Carr. (I've said I'd votc for him,
but flesh and blood can stand only so much..., And I'm preity week.) ((TSK!))

Bost wishs for a CRYfull Ncw Year,

g Tours,

SCUTH GATEH AGAIN IN 20101} Rick Sncary

2962 Santa Ana St.

South Gate, Calif.
((Thanks for writing, Rick. We don't print all the criticism of our zinc, nor all
the praisc. I think our choices arc protty rcprosentative in this respect. I'm
trying to follow your advice, and only print lcticrs that arc cither funny or inter-
csting. I rcally thought Loncsomo Goorge's lotiter foll into both catcgorioes.))

SNEARY TIT
Dear Elinor,

CRY #123 just hcre, and only half rcad. I do not complain at the sizc, and
would rather have 35pp than cry bi-monthly. I've no rcal comment on what I've rcad,
but I do have something to say that you might think of general interest. At any
ratc it might spark somc intercst in the TAFF race that scoms pretty flat as far as
fanzines go.. (Torry for TAFF, of couse, So, So what?)

This is rcally going to be a yecar of deccision for SollcstCoast fans as far as
TAFF gocs. In yoars past it has been casy to pick who you'd like o go over, and
worlk out reasons for fealing this way.. But while it may sccm that way again this
year to others...wc hore know better. Becousc around thesc parts we have to chosc
between Terry Carr, a good looking publishing giant, and Bjo who is a pretty little
pixy.

Now as a man of integrty (I've got lots of it left over from the Shavor Var,
vhon it was all tho rage) I figgered to vote for Terry. Ho is one of the best known
of this gencration of fans (no, I don!t know what Fandom this is cather), and well
liked by just about overyonc.. On +the wholc, hc is about as fine a representative
as vw¢ could have... On tho wholec..... But then again......

I begain wondering who I'd rather mect.. Terry who is rather quict and soft
spoken, intclagent and charming... Or Bjo who is full of sparkel and lifc; bulbing
over with fun and warmth.. Both arc cqually nico pcoplc but with different pcrson-
alitics.. Terry radiatcs, Bjo projccts.

My doubts werc born at the LASFS New Ycars party. It was very gay, and cvery-
onc was kissing cveryonc.. And I was happyly kissing Bjo,; when she asked meo if I
was going to vote for Terry. And a thought flashed into the back of my mind (as is
its want) that I didn't think it would be much fun to kiss Terry. I don't cven think
the British fans would be so glad to sce Terry that they would want to kiss him.
(i/ell, at lcast thc malc British fans wouldn't.) And I'm surec that cven George
Charters wouldn't mind kissing Bjo...Not in the lcast.. In fact, I rather suspect
the sneccky old man would claim it was an old No. Irish custom.

Ycs, that is thc problem.., What would the Anglo-fans preferr. To talk to
Terry ahout Carl Brandon and towers to the Moon. Or whatever the Anglo-fans do when

thoy moct a protty young American girl... For mc, all I know is that I wouldn't
viant Terry Carr to kiss me, cven if I did votec for him.
Yours,

01d Rick Sncary (address abovc)
((Psk, ol' Rick. TSK T*S*K! You said you'd votc for TCarr and herc you arc vavering!
Tor shamc ! Look at Ellik —— he's still supporting TCarr, and you know it isn't
Forry Ackcrman's charm and beauty that lurcs him to southern California so often.
—British fcn, pleasc write in and cxplain that you arc not importing a TAFF rcpre-
sontative for osculatory purposcs. Plecasc! In thc mcanwhile, we'rc for

TCARR for TAFF {i1
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SHORTLEN BREAD
Hi Cry & Co. !

Thank you all for 39123, and congrats on your Ninth Annlversaryu Let's have 999
more like it. At least.

Atom?s back and Cry has got him! Vonderful.

Pemby continues to plough an interesting furrow thru the stfield. Am wondering
if the authors upon whom he piles either praise or criticism read his stuff. Be a
shame if they didn't. Do you send copies of Cry to all the promag editors at least?
I used to send SFP to all of 'em, to'give them the opportunity to reply to the pro-
mag comments in the mag, if they wished. Of course they didn't--at least not to any
"gregt degree; not enough to enlarge the lettercol, but one never knows...

Mercer shows no mercy, does he? Ve are Tom Lehrer fans here (who isn't?7?),
and on the day Cry 123 arrived Anna had to phone me at work and chant the piece to
me., It is pretty rough on the people it pans but at least it does attempt to include
all the participants in the hassle, and does not scem to favor any one of them in
particular. R

"Age Shall Not Weary Them" is one of Berry's Best. Glad to see it is the first
of a series. '

Terry Carr sums up the Fannish '58 nicely in two pages. A most impressive, as
well as depressive, year indeed. This is the sort of article one can go back to
in years hence, and by re-reading be immediately reminded of all the scenes, sad
anc. happy, of a most memorable year. My personal thanks to Terry for writing it and
to Cry for publishing it. .

This lad Franson is a real comer. Never heard of him until sometime last year
when he dropped me a note; asking for SFP. But he must have been around the field
(if not active in fandom itself) for a long time, for he knows whereof he writes.
Excellent article; and am really looking forward to a rebuttal from Campbell. And
certainly want to see more of Franson. He may have gotten a late start, as he says
in the lettercol, but for him it is no handicap.

Nice to see something by Jack Speer; even if it was less than a page. Never
did find out if he won the election, but he must have ((Yup!)) Hope so, anyway.
Good man. ((Yupl)) . .

The Nameless Ones seem to be the travelingest fan club in existance. Our old
Outlander Society used to meet "once a month, in each other's homes", so we covered
a lot of the area outside of LA. But we never took a ferry to an island for a
meeting. The Nameless sounds like such a happy, informal group that I am still in
wonderment at their choice of a Vestercon site.

Oh well, TI've szaid all I can say on the subject.
Still don't know if I'm going to have enough
money to travel anyplace anytime this year. I
don't know about the rest of the country, but the
recession (or, at least, a recession) is still
plaguing the Moffatt House.

Great Foo. 1jm damn near fills up two pages
of the lettercol. Still too much for one man. This
time I will keep it to one page, I will.

Vi1l be looking forward to reading Rich's series
of SOLACON INCIDENTS, which I assume will be appearing
in CRY. ((Hope so.)) I too hope he labels them
"fiction", "fact" (or whatever). Otherwise I'll
never know, as I missed a lot of things that went on
at the convention.

Got a kick out of Leman's "letter from dis-
traught mother" bit. This guy Leman is funnier
than a rubber crotch., Woops. Crutch. ((Watch
that stuff, boy.))

This typer; which still needs to be fixed,
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‘is driving me %o distraction (little
town just outside of downey). I
don't wanna go there so, goom by til
nextime,

Keep smiling,..

Len Moffatt

10202 Belcher

Dovmey, Calif.
((Poor ol!' Campbell will never see
Franson's article unless some New
York fan Takes Pity upon him and shows
it to him. Some New York fan that
gets CRY that is. Most of 'em don't,
~—No, Toskey doesn't send CRY to
prozine editors &/or pros, except for
the few who subscribe. Logically,
since he sends CRY to faneds whose
zines are reviewed therein, he should
send CRY to prozine editors also.
But The Toskey -- bless him -— is not bound by logic. A year or so ago the possi-
bility of sendlng le coples to all prozine editors and pros whose addresses
could be go s but L uﬁey, who would have had to do all the work, looked glumly upon
the project. Who can blam2 him? Not me! Another thing—- although cash subs really
are welcome, despite what Toskey may say, the CRY readers we enjoy most are the ones
wio respond. Pros very seldom do. Two reasons. The average pro does very little
amateur writing. (Bloch, Tucker, and Eric Frank Russell, say you? Okay ! Name threce
more !} But even more important —- there's less egoboo to be derived from having a
letter pubbed in a zine that prints the majority of letters rec'd than in & zine
like HYPHEN, for example, that prints only portions of a portion of its letters.
Pros are human. They like egoboo. Love makes the world go 'round, you know, and
quite a bit of it's self-love.))

WANSHEL'S WANSVEL DREAN
Dear Nameless ones,

Last night; I got on the subject of cons, and at night had a very amusing
dream. Somehow, I got to the Westercon, and had a disappointing opening because as
I stepped in the hotel;, I found Terry Carr and Ron Bennett stone-—drunk in the bar.
After settling down in my room, I started to look around for other fans. I saw
these two guys,; and I was positive they were Buz and Bob Pavlat., After a while I
found out that I had goofed. And I again fumbled with somebody who I mistook for
Roger Sims. I had a Iousy time, but I was looking forward to the banquet and
Isaac Asimov & Bob Bloch, who were to speak. The rest of the dream.was a jumble,
with something like I had to deliver beer to another con in New York and I missed
it or something., Oh well,

Till the time for reading and writing to Cry comes again, I hope to remain an
ordinary dope,

Jeff Wanshel
6 Beverly Pl.
Larchmont, N, Y.
((Jeffs I'm glad Buz and I aren't the only people who dream about fans. In my
dreams V/rai Ballard has moved to North Bend, Belle Dietz has come for dinner, and
only last night (or possibly very early tlis morning) I advised Terry Carr and
Miriam that one or the other should join N3F to campaign for TAFF therein. Man!
I would never have suggcsted that awake! I'd never even think of such a thing awakﬁf

RUGRETS OLD STONE AGH
vootie S
Hm. DNinth Anniversary issue. Well, there can be no denying that the CRY has
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changed a great ‘deal in the past year, and for the better. But I share Rich
Browvm's feelings that this change has not been accomplished vithout some loss: the
bad fiction, godawful art and wild lettercol of the old CRY had a certain atmos-
phere; a feeling; more; that cannot be replaced with any amount of material by
Berry, Burbee, Carr and their ilk. ((True!))

Onc of the most vital elements now missing is the Toskey. Elinor, I believe
you are letting your Discrimination and your scnsc of humor guide you too much in
editing the lettercol. Take, for instance, that thing from George Wells (and it
igﬁ_funny), But Tosk would have printed it with blue-eyed innocence, there would
have been some discussion in the following ish, with catcalls and jeering; and then
Lonesome George would have been welcomed to the fold., Such was Cry-neofandom, with
Toskey the Master as a leading influence. But those days are passed. Wail woe.

That's a powerful good ATom covcer, and as-always amusing Contents page. 1
miss the blue ink, but who am I to stand in the way of Progress? I have doubts as
to whéther your new Fanzine Review idea will work out satisfactorily, but it's a
good thought nathecless. Well, mebbe not, when there's a danger of getting reviews
lilke this:

PAUCITY ;/3-4. Leery Slone, c/o White Rock Underground.

Magnificent ! This brilliantly conceived, stunningly reproduced effort restores
my faith in humanity. The featured article, "Why BNF's Hate Us Neofans," makes
many compelling points, but is memorable mainly for the excellent notcs of the
editor, such as "I agree with this point," and "You're absolutely right ! The
editorial discusses Mr. Slone's other fannish hobby of raising fishworms for fun
and profit, with such witty statements as, "You got to kill them with your hands
before you sell them, to see if they're green inside." The entire lettercolumn is
turned over to one George Wells, who seems to have a great deal of inside knowledge
of the workings of a certain fanzine which caters to an exclusive, esoteric "in'"
group. The illustrations are enhanced by the expert hektographing, which gives them
2 surrealistic appearance. The editor has big blue eyes.

(submitted by Plain Anonymous)

And this matter of Gerber objecting to have his work edited puts the boy def-
initely in the wrong. Anyone submitting material to any publication should do so
assuming that the editor will edit the material to suit his own requirements. When
Julian Reid did book~reviews for Paucity #1 I cut over half of the material out,
ingluding a detailed analysis of Sturgeon's Postulate. I later regretted that,
but you probably have better judgment than I. And Reid, stout fellow, did not ob-
ject to my cutting, tho possibly becausec his roviews werc well-rcceived.

Renfrew's reviews were good, but he's done better. By that I mcan morc amusing,
Guess I actually don't mean "better at all. ((Oh yes you do.)) Fine, fine Berry
tale, His contributions are actually the backbone of CRY these days, and I'm for
that. And "Fandom Harvest! is good. Carr seems to have no doubts about his own
importance in fandom, but that can't be called conceit, now can it? And Tally's
lhinutes were.,.(pause for trip to thesaurus to look up "excellent.")

Some very good points in Franson's article, It's a much more pointed attack
on psi than was deCamp's "Pfui on Psi," and shows a great deal of respect for Camp-
bell. I've come to regard him as a fanatic as wild-eyed as Palmer, tho in more
respectable garb. However...

Jack Speer's column caused me some thought. Y'know, I think our Provincial
parliament would do much better without having Bvangelist Ministers in high posi-
tions. Lettercol. Well now, I've been away so long, I have nothing to say to
these people. Few old-timers here. Hi, old Meyers, senile Brown, decrepit Pelz,
ancient Gerber. Hi. And before I go, here's an innocent plug, Miz Busby, for you
to dull your blue pcncil on. Paucity #3-4 will be mailed soon, with apologies for
the delay, caused by mountains of schoolwork. And I'm folding it this issue.
Really, I am, But then; I've always folded it. Envelopes are damn expensive. Ho.

: " Yawns truly,
Larry Stone, 1614 %gg%yﬂﬁfcz’Naghgggtmin—~
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((Glad to hear from you again, Larry. You arc a gentleman of discernment ~- e
agree with you heartily about the improvement/deterioration of the CRY.))

HAMGERBER
Doar Box 92 (has that been uscd beforc?), !

I know now how John Bcrry must havc felt when he saw the "Give the Goon the
Gatc" bacover. Mo, Leslic Gerbor (I roally am Leslic Gerber, you'know. The Harold
Bveryman bit is only for puns.), on a CRY cover.: And the cover is "sclf-cxplana-—
tory"...say, docs that mcan that you fcllahs want mc out of thc way? ((Nopc!))
ilover mind; it was a bcautiful gesturc, and made up in full for th¢ months of pan-
ning I havce cndurcd. And the cover was by ATom, no lcss. Say, fcllas; if you
have any cxtra copics of that cover, can you mail them to me inside the next CRY?
I'11 includec a dimc insidc this to cover any cxtra postagc. )

All this tonds quitc naturally to:makc mc focl happy; so maybe the following
won't bo as:angry-sounding as it should bc, but...I mcan it, fcllahs, don't you
ever rcad the lotters you print, oven the printcd parts? I did not demand that
you not cut the rovicws. I plcaded for complotc presentation of a roview (pleaded,
mind you, not dcmandcd), and I said that if thc column was too long, you could cut
out wholc rovicws. So what happcnced? You threw out the wholé column.

You threw away a column on which I spent a lot of timc,; cffort and moncy. Ycos,
I said throw away and I mcant it. I'm scnding anothor column this month, and unlcss
you want to givc mc almost as much spacc as the Cry of the Readers (and half of i%
on rovicws of books at lcast two months old), you can't possibly print last month's
column, and I'd not very happy about the wholc thing. In fact; if I didn't lovc
you so much, I'd hatc you. Well, I'1l try again. I'm scnding this month's column,
and I'm doing a morc carcful job on it so thorc won't be anything which I think is
not csscntial or inturesting. You can cut it, manglc it, shred it, do anything
you want to it. If I fcel that you'rc injuring whatcver quality thc column has,
I'11 just stop writing it and gct my froc CRYs for lcttors. I won't mind a bit.

And I havc anothcor gripc. CRY #121 rcached me so latc that,; cven though I
got my lctter off loss than a wock aftor I got it, I missod CRY #122 and I ncver
rcceived a copy. This irks mc. What do you want me to do, subscribc? I would
subscribc if I could,; but I just plain can't afford it.

And Buz, beforc I forgot; I do not usc two-inch margins on my matcrial, and I
don't usc a pica trypcwritcr. And I did not say "No cuttingl', at lcast not that
cmphatically, I do a lot of cditing mysclf on the things I publish, but I go carc-
fully and, whenover possible, I try to got the writer to approve the cdited version.
0f coursc, I gucss that's impossiblc on a monthly fanzinc...((Right !))

News for Pombecrton: that issuc of If you just roviowed was thc last issuc.
And Anthony Bouchcr is gonce for good from F&SE.

T wish thosc three British 'zincs would come out in Brooklyn. I've scen
lichula at two New York ncwsstands, but nover in Brooklyn, and I haven't scon Now
Horlds or Scicncc-Pantasy at all. Tho nowsstand will bc looking mighty umpty in
%he noxt .couplc of months boforc some jﬁfﬂ bencfactor of fandom brings out a couplc
of now 'zincs: And thc noxt issuc of Infinity, which was supposcd to comc out as a
dying gasp, won't bc out. '

Say, Pomborton, why no rovicw of Satecllite? Can't you find it in Scattlc?
((Pemby goofcd.)) '

Prcviously, I had just huard of Archic Mcrcer as the British agoent for FAITAC
and oncc as a suspccted hoax, but nover as a writer of anything. Still, although
I'm strongly on onc sidc of thc fence and Mercer is against both sides, I laughcd
hardcr at "I Want to Go Back to WESFES" than anything in thc¢ issuc, cven including
nAgc Shall Not VWeary Them." When something gots morc of a laugh out of mc¢ than a
vintagc Berry piccc, it must bo good. Too bad this was the first 1959 issuc of
CRY so you can't scnd it %o Terwillcger for this ycar's BoFj; I hopc Mcrcer docs.

As I said, "Agc Shall Mot Weary Thom" is vintage Berry. While I laughcd hardcer
at Vesfes, I laughed longer herc.
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I have long since given up rcading Cémpbcll‘s'cditorials, but aftcr rcading
Donald Franson's rcbuttal, I think I'm going to start rcading thcm again. I lovc
Ray Palmcr's cditorials; I find thom morc cntcrtaining than any but the best scicnec-—
fiction. Somc of them arc almost as funny as thc Gallagher storics. Mr. Franson
summed up my ovm opinion most beautifully and completcly. In othcr words, I agrcc
vith cverything he said. EXCEPT: "I don't belicve the law of rcason is all of a
sudden obsolctc just bccausc somc Jjokur says "it works ! and Campboll prints his
letter." Mr. Franson, if you know T. H. (Tom) Milton, you would ncver have said
that. You don't know thc lengths to which this guy Milton will go to gut a laugh.
And he surc got onc out of me. ((This isn't clcar, Los. If Campboll bit on a
phony lctter, surcly this is data substantiating Franson's argumcnt? Surcly the
phony letter—vritor was a joker?)) :

So now thc Minutes have an h and arc "imagincd" by "Whally Whoeber,™ Wally, I
didn't mcan that suggestion about the h's that scrious. And thce Minutcs arc
"imagincd" now? I likcd "accuratcly distortcd" better, but I guoss this is closcr
to the truth,

The leottor titles werc all torrible this month, with thc possiblc cxccption of
the "Catcher of the CRY." ((Somc times onc's hot, and somc times not.)) If you
can't ‘think up any better oncs, Elinor, why don't you just forgct all about it?

((T won't!)) It's not ncccssary, you know. ((Oh ycs it is.)) ONCE 70 EVERYMAN bah !
GIRBERING IDIOT was much better.

I've hoard that therc will be a lotter column in GALAXY if the lottors Gold
rceeives in reply to his cditorial ask for it. Since Gold is a good cnough cditor
to be ablc to print only the good letters, I voted for onc. Vhich rominds mc of
something important: Gold has said that GALAXY NOVELS will comc out monthly if ho
can find cnough books. I sont a list of fifty or so books which I think should bc
reprintcd but haven't been yot, and I'd like other pcoplc to do the same. Come on,
cveryonc, Send in a list of books you think GALAXY #OVELS should rcprint, bearing
in mind the quality and gencral naturc of thc previous books and previous roprints.
(As far as I know, no books which havc been previously reprinted in any paperback
cdition at all arc being considercd.) If fifty or five hundrcd pcoplc ask Gold to
reprint "The Long Tomorrow", for cxamplc, therc's a good chancc that we might sce it.

Boyd Racburn is thc Oscar Levant of fandom. I have nover scen anybody who
could make so many nasty rcmarks in as short a span as .hc can, and most of them makc
mc mad as hcll, That bit about Bert Weaver possibly being "onc of thosc Australians
wio have writtcn to mc saying “Plcasc scnd me your fanzinc and in cxchange I will
scnd you somc copics of Vargo Statton.X was not only offcnsivc but probably wasn't
truc. I challcngc Racburn to show mce c¢ven onc lotter that said that. :

Boy, talk about cutting —- vhat you did to that lcttecr! Do you moan that'in
two or thrcc pages of lctter that was all you found that was good cnough to print?
((Ycse This letter is much morc interesting.))

You know why pcoplc arc lcaving the CRY? Beccausc you
cut the hell out of thoir lotters, that's why. The morc
junk you print, no matter what it says, the better the

CRY is. That's the vay I feel, and if it isn't thoe ' et //
way you or Torry Carr fecl, bully for you. I like

junk, cven Rich Brown's junk, and thc morc the betior.

Say, I noticed a couplc of times placcs where
thore werc just open parcnthescs without the closc ( ot
parcnthescs. Who is ¢@ydf{fg opcning up? (/ ~\

I found Mr. Brown's paragraph on Gecorgc ‘Jclls

/[

cxtremely offensive, and not becausc I'm a prude,

cither. A guy has a right to havc a disscntiag opinion 75
without being callcd somc sort of psychotic. ((Rich 3%m§
Brovm did not say or imply that Goorge Wells was psychotic _5;f;;

or in any way mcntally or cmotionally disturbecd. He
hinted that George was a bit fugghcaded, and nade a
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little joke that I thought
funny and harmlcss. ))

I writc lettexrs five
hundrcd times better than
Mcycrs with my hands ticd
bechind my back. (Maybe that
will got Bill to writc a
decent sized lettor to dis-
prove it.) Actually, I scc
no rcason for comparing thc
rolative merits of tho CRY
letteorhacks. If somconc
wants to say that I'm botter
than Mceycers, I thank him very
much, but it docsn't makc a
hcll of a lot of diffcrence
to mc,; or, for that mattcr,
to Moycers. At . loast, I
don't think it makcs. any
diffcronce to him., If somc-
onc said that Rich Browm
writes better letters than
I-do, Ilm surc I wouldn't
mind. ((Hc docs.))

But romembor, Rich, thc
plans callcd for Gerber to
bo panncd until thc middlc
of January. It is now past
the middlc of January. Lay
off.L

Loman's lctter iwas
funnicr than thc Mcrvil Cul-
vorgast onc, or anyway, as
(/, funny. Plcasc print all of

Leman's stuff; got him to
scnd you cverything he writces; cven lettcrs of comment on othur zincs. You'll savce
me the trouble of writing to the cditors of various fanzincs when I hear that Leman
matcrial has appcarcd in them and soounging a copy.

Yah, Mcycrs writcs good lcttirs. But so short? VWhassamattor, lazy? Or hes
Elinor gonc borscrk with a pair of shcars? ((Mcycrs was lazy.))

If you want to give froce copics of the CRY for bitty picces of letters like
Tcd Pauls', it's all right with mc; but don't you think you ought to got as much as
you can for your moncy? ((o.))

*I am sending moncy to bring Berry over. That's cnough said. You CRYfun know
how tight I am. ((Good for youl))

Too lazy to makc a pun,

Leslic Stecvon Gorber I, Inc.

201 Linden Blvd.

Brool:lyn 26, Ncw York
((Sorry to say thorc weren't any cxtra covers, Les. So weo'll scnd you ATom's ori-—
ginal drawing, which should makc your littlc hcart sing. ##Wc didn't throw thc column
away. Scnd us postage & we'll mail it back to you. ##I've tol' you and I've tol!
you that to bc surc of gotting your lctter of comment in, comment on CRY the day you
rceeive it. #4“Boyd Racburn thc Oscar Levant of fandom? I think not. At Southgatc
I hcard Boyd decscribcd as 4Donnis the Mcnacc grovn up ¥ If you'd cver mct ol' Rac—
burn I'd ask you to try that onc on, but I don't bclicve you have., #%Surc peoplc arc
lcaving thc CRY--it's always boen that way. Somc stay, somc lcave, othcers tako
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their places. That's lifc —— that's CRYfanac, at lcast. The morc junk thc better?
itot for the typist! I'm not about to spend all my timc typing up quirc after quirc
of othor pooplc's crud! Let 'eom put out their ovm zincs ! ##Pcrhaps wc shan't stop
panning you cntircly, Leslic. The ficrec panning you got last month scems to have

recvealed some gold in your character --— "“ecut it; manglc it, shred it...". Right?
& you'll remembor that Rich Brovm was panncd for a long timc —- I think all that
panning is what has kopt him so flavorful and froesh. If Bill Mcycrs had rc-

ccived morc null-cgoboo hc'd probably still be writing us lovely long lottcers.
Oh, sorrow. #fLeman claims that he'is not lervil Culvergast. Apparcntly ol' Merv
is relatively rcal. ##Les; your this month's column didn't arrive.)

RICH AND I'LAVORFUL.
TiINK: (The Horriblc, Incredible Namcless Krccturcs) _

Ok, You Havc Asked For It —- incloscd arc soveral pages too many of fanzinc
roviows, Do with thom as you wish. Usc thom, destroy thom, mutilatc them, chango
them; doport them. Strotch them, shrink them, ban them, oblitcrate them. Print
them, mimcograph them, hclkto them. In fact, you can usc them to wipe your focot,
or to clcan out your .357 magnum. You can cut it raggced and saw Courtncy's Boat
(or roll it into a tcloscopc and saw it that way). You can usc it as a shicld
against an attack by a herd of wild wolverincs. Usc it for a doormat, a shoc solc,
a bottlc stop; pillow, powder puff, foot stool. You can cat them. Or makec paper
air-plancs out of them, _

Just don't scnd them back...

Cover this timc is Dbettcr than most, morc cliguce—ish and in-groupish. Good For
Us.

Uh..in Mcrcer's OMPAzinc, therc werc apologics to others than Tom Lohrer...
mainly, thosc involved, being an all-in-fun Sort of thing. ((Truc. Ve apologizc.))

I'm afraid Berry's picce wasn't bittcr cnough for mc. His provious picce of
this general type camc off so well becausc it got this fceling across, whercas
this comcs off not so good, for thc simplc rcason that the subjcet matter (which
should bc, as I've said, bittcr and deep, for this t, pc of thing) is trcated lightly,
in the older Berry style. ((Why-should it be bittcr? The feoling in "Age" is funny
& tender —— why should it be bittcr? Youw trying to rcad somcthing into it that I
don't think is thcre.))

T, Carr column is okj; cxpcct longer and better (and on lcss, lct us hope,
droary subjccts) in the future.

Franson article ok,

Thots on Ncw Yoars Evc is..(good lord)..ok.

Whathcll is wrong with mc?

ficber's minutes arc cxccllent. Therc, I said somothing. Admititedly, it wasn't
original. TI'vc said it boforc. But I moan it.

Phewie. Herc we arc to CRY OF THEL RUADERS.

Don Franson: Hurrah for your littlc poom! Porsonally, I'd likc to shout it
from thc housc-tops (cxcept the pcoplec around here arc liable to think I'm nuts,
and besides,; thoy'd all prob'ly intcrrupt with things like, "What's fugghcad?"
"hat's Brass Tacks?" "That's CRY?" I tcll you, pcoplc around herc arc virtually
uninformed.) ##Agcs? Who has bcen giving ages? Don't tcll mc that I've missod
somcthing, somcthing of grcat importance? Anyway, I'm 16. So. #/I think wc're
in 9th Fandom. 7th Fandom (which was Kllison, Vorzimer, ctc.) is dgfinitcly over.
Oth was what was in betwoon; you know. .Moomaw, . Flcischman, Mcyers, mec and others.
9th is now coming in, mecthinks; with Gerbor, Barncs and others at the hcad. ((Lock
the door !)) Tho that's just my opinion. Actually, it's rathcr stupid to hazard
a gucss as to what fandom it isjy likc, could you imaginc John W. Campbell looking
up from his dosk in '39-'44 and saying, "This is scicncc fiction's goldcn ago"?

Samc thing.

Blinor/Amclia: Say, don't you think Burbecc looks kinna likc Viec Maturc..in the
faco..short-cropped hair? ((No.)) Oh wecll. : '
" Leslic Gerber: Well, if Reiss is leaving fandom cntircly, I gucss it is ok
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that I send my reviews to CRY. I just hope your report is accurate. Not that I
like to see fans go, but I've always wanted to do fanzine reviews for CRY, yet I
wouldn't feel quite fair d01ng them for both CRY and Reiss. Yes, everyone, I am
Ben Kenneth. (Everyone screams, falls over in a faint at this sterling revéfationé)

Bill Meyers: So you're not talking with anyone, eh. 71ell, I can play that
gamey; too. Come to think of it, I really can't.

Bruce Pelz: TYou're right, of course. "Sleepy Time Gal.," "Thots,"and sev—
eral of the other things were definitely CRY-slanted, tho I think heyerg bit could
have gone into BOF without any trouble. Hey, Name]ess pipple, whatever became
£ that "The Best of CRY!" that wuz being talked about not too long ago? I'm In
Favor, Include plenny mhinutes, etc. ((Too much work ! Common sense prevailed.))

Jim Caughran: I think you missed the point on Stony's captions on the photo-—
cover., llaybe you and Burbee would never think of saying anything like that, but
that's what it looks like you're saying to Stony, anyway.

Belle Dietz: Just who is this fan of whom you speak? (I ask because Pete
Graham is supposedly in New York, and I'm wondering if it is him you speak of, and
if so, I suggest you throw him out. He'll take all the hospitality you give him
and then when he gets back to Berkeley he'll write you a long-distance letter to
help you improve yourself (and since his typeribbon doesn't work; he'll cut ii on
stencil and put it in INNUENDO), telling you about all the bad points of your per—
sonality —- and it makes no difference, really, what kind of hospitality you give
him, since the end result is the same.) It sounds lilke the sort of thing Pete
Graham would do.

George Raybin: I refuse to even speak to you, unless you, like Belle, can
converse reasonably on things other than WSFS. I am sick, sick, sicl: of this
ghoddam SIS discussion. 4 & :

Ted Pauls: Getting into the "inner circle! is not as easy as it sounds. But
it's not as hard as nearly ATV George makes it, either. You gotta get in there
and P#I#T#*C*H for the old CRY, yessir, and you rro‘cta‘. be accepted. And then maybe;
just maybe; you get in the cllquea g

And that; friends, is that.

De Ploribus Gookum,

Rich Brown

127 Roberts St.

Pasadena 3, Calif., :
((I think it's horrid to say Chas. Burbee looks like Victor Mature. Victor Mature
isn't even a faan, for CRYsake! Burb looks like an interesting mixture of Franlk-
enstein's lionster, Bob Tucker, and Cantinflas -~ all most admirable people. 5T
think that material slanted for specific zines would be ideal choices for Bol.
tivould give people unfamiliar with thosc zines a better idea of what they might
be like than material which would be publishable in almost any zine.' ##I doubt very
much whether the fan Belle spoke of was Pete Graham — I think he regrets "Clayfeet
Country" and is going to De a really and truly perfect guest henceforth. I think
Bellk should reveal the identity of the fan, to protect fannish VlSlLOTS to New York
who might be unjustly suspected.))

¢, Q. SZNOR  (fitles  GC)
Anons and Others:

After a short (1 issue), welcome absence from the pages of the C¥R*Y, I again
rosurn to infest you all with my braiu-rotting techniques and mind-warping persoin-
ality. Sol .you have been warned!!

A rather unusual situation (unusual for me, at least) has arisen:  yes amigos,
have TV/O CRYs herc to acknowledge receipt for.. So, I'll iunclude in this letter
nmy opinions and reactions to material in both 122 and 123.

The excellently executed cover by Ric ‘/est is several thousand percentages
better than his previous Detroit-ad drawing of several issues bacli; and causes me
to rofrain from excellently executing him. ' I wonder-—does litho take 'wash' style?
I've been doing a l1ittle of it lately, as a sideline, and if it does, the effects
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might be quite unusual. Of course, if Pilgrim just won't do wash, I'll have to
have it done at another place. .never could stand starch in my shirts anyway...But
that's a horse of a different collar...((And that's an outmoded joke!))

"Young King Carr" is not as good as Burbee can do—in fact, it's not as good
as most he has done. ((Read it a couple more times—-I think you'll find it improves
with re-reading.))

"A11 The Way" is a completely new facet of Berry's writing style —— for me,
at least -- and an unusually good one too.

Ho ho! The Cameron Construction Company, eh?? I deny any relationship between
these Seattle Camerons and the Sandy Ego Camerons, as it is well known that the
Camerons have never done anything constructive.

CRY 123

In the past, Renfrew Pemberton has plowed an ever-—deepening furrow--on the
horizon his crops grow tall and straight. .keep up the good work, ol' Renny !

"T Vant to Go B ck To Wesfes" was quite good. This is frankly the first poem
by Mercer that I've seen,; and an excellent one it is.

"Age Shall Not Wieary Them" is one of the finest Berry satires I have seen;,
and believe me, I've seen quite a few. I would personally picl: this as one of
the most outstanding things CRY has published in many an issue, and deservcs some
sort of recognition, such as in the Terwilleger BoF series. Too bad it didn't come
out sooner, as it could be included perhaps in Guy's collection. John Berry has
the ability to create a humorous situation, add ridiculous characters,; and mix
thoroughly with belly-bustin' dialogue——net products pure, sometimes Eﬁﬁiﬁﬁ?ﬁﬁﬁi
0

Franson's excellent rebuttal to Campbell's idiotorial was convincing. I myself
believe in telepathy and telekinesis, but not clairvoyace or precognition. Uy palm
is not raised to those hand-me-down professions.

The best illos in 122&123 were those of 'fest, Atom, Donahue, and Lee (if
he'll/she'll get off the old-style Adkins jag)..

FRAISON: Vhat shall we call it then?...CRY TACKS?? BRASS READELRS?? CRASS
TACKS??

Glad to see Meyers and Pelz back--after all, it is rather unusual to have any-
one be Pelz with a Meyer(s). ((Hey ! Let's try to remember this is a Family Magazine)
Namelesses, you seem to be ignoring two of my most important questions. 1)

The Pucon is to be a 'Jorld Science Fiction convention, am I correct? Therefore, why
are you cutting out my Sandy Bgo in 61's which advertise our Vlestercon bid? Or did
you plan on combining the two? ((I believe the liestercon always has been combincd
with the TorldCon when the worldcon is on the west coast; however they're also cut
as not being of general interest. ))((Ulth rcapect to your other question, ask

ially. I don't know the answer)).

Ah well, it's been & hard day for me, so I might as well pack my grlpf and head
That Way, amid cheers of "HASTY LAVISTI !* and "POISON BBERRY IN DLTRCIT"—- ((no no,
not that !))--fond farewell--fair fondwell.

Colin Cameron
2561 Ridgeview Drive
San Diego 5, Calif.
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THREN STRIKES & YOU'RE IN (titlo:IMB)
ChHY:

Two things struck me as I rcad CRY #123. Onc was Terry Carr's statement that
I rc-ontored general fandom in 1958. I didn't know I'd boon gone. I don't know.
cxactly what he mcans. TIf he means the publishing of that huge mag THE INCOMPLEAT
DURBEE marks my re—cntry, then it is simply another Carr mancuver. And since Carr
is by his own admission 90 per cent of fandom anything hc doos or says is all right.

The sccond thing to strile me was Belle Dictz! cry about the ingratitude of
visiting fans, accepting all hor hospitality as a duc and hollering for more. I
think wo've all had something of this problom, those of us who have cstablished
places of rosidence. Especially if we live closc to the motropolitan arca.

I've got two solutions to hor problem. First off, she can writc a scathing
article which scalds the skins of those who have sinnced. Thosc she should call by
name and tell thoem in print' they arc not wolcome. I think Lanoy did somcthing like
this in an articlec titled I'M ATRATD THEY MIGHT COME. TO MY HOUSE. It worked for
him. It should for Belle.

The sccond solution is to live in the suburbs, rcmote from public transporta-
tion routes. This is my situation, though I did not move hecrc to cscapc fans.
Visiting fans now find it sensible to call me first to scc if I am recciving. Ac-
tually they arc not so much being politc as they are saving themsclves a 3C-mile
round trip in casc I am at the othor cnd of the county looking for ragtime player
piano rolls.

I guoss threc things struck mo., The third is CRY itself. It kceps coming out
cvery month! I am amazcd that the system you usc actually is working. Tither you
arc astonishing pcople or clsc———- -OR ELSE, HELL, YOU ARE ASTONISHING PLOPLE.

' : burb (Chas. L. Burbcc)

7628 S. Pioncer Blvd.

Whittier, Calif.
((I'm glad you agree, burb, that Belle should pub the name of the offending fan.
I think we would, if such a situation camc up. So far we've been very lucky-—-—
visited only by very nice fans, But Seattlo's a bit out of the way. #5‘The CRY
astonishes us, too, How did we over let this Old Man of the Sca get such a grip on
us? I fcel like Leslic Gerbers if I didn't love CRY so much; I 'd hato it too. ))

THi: UNFINAL BELLE (title:BCD) or (aftcrthot), A SIGH FOR PSI
Hll

Issue #123 to hand. As usualy I liked Pomby's proviews and also, as usual,
found them too darncd short. But the field is shrinking --- can't you give him a
little moro room? And no Gerber's bookviews or Brandon's fanzivicws? Gad !

The pome by Mercer was as funny to me as it was to Goorge and I havc an answer
in rhyme, also sot to somconc clsc's music. I want to publish it in my February
OlMPAzine first, but then, if you liko, I'll send it to you. I call it, "Let's Not
Go Back to the Viesfos " . ((Thanks--we'd like to sce it.))

I found Berry's parody on "This Is Your Life" g screcam. That's quitc something
because I normally cannot stomach thc sticky sentimentality of the original program.
But I howled at Berry's "Life of WAW".

1 found Don Franson's "MUST Ve Study Psi?" every bit as intercsting as Campbell's
original cditorial. I admit Campbell had mec swaycd in his dircction but thgn Franson
swvayed me back, although not quitc all the way. I still tend to think it should be
studicd but not with thc idea of making it perform miraclcs as John V. sccms to

think it will., Still, I can't holp thinking that if they discover how Psi works
and makec somc sort of booster for .thosc whosc ‘powers arc latont, what a. bpon to- the
married voman that would bo! Imaginc doing your houscwork while 81tt1ng ‘ohn Four 4
tail-—or being able to tell if your husband still loves. you-—or what dress ¥ill be
narlzed down for clecarance noxt weck You can have your polltlcs and worldwide
nacnlnatlons-—glvc me Practical P31' !

With refercnce to j your ‘comments on George's. 1etter, Buz you do somcthlng that
bugs me but good--but which many other pcople arc guilty of too. Just becausc some-
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onc reads a linc from somcwhere or someconc makces a declaration that so-and-so are
the only dircctors docsn't make it truc——it isn't a pronunciamento from heaven, you
linow. You can't take an absiract line from a book full of law--you've got to rcad
the whole damncd bock and be able to understand the entire pictures. PFurthcrmore,
George, being an attorney,; has said that the six Dircctors werc not illcgal and that
there isn't any rcason why the VWSPS' mcetings couldn't be held out of thc country.
If your opinion differs--YOU prove it ! The onus is on thosc who would disprove a
contention,; not upon the onc who drew the papers to prove himself wrong. You scc
what T mean? It's a rather silly position to put somconc in, isn't it? So far,

all we've heard arc fans lMaking Pronouncements with nothing backing thom up and when
I, or Frank, or Georgc, or Sandy Sanderson, for that mattcr, say wc don't agrce,
wolre told wo Don't Think., Well, I'll be darned if I'll change my position on the
strength of somconc's unsupported statement! It's like thosc individuals who claim
to have made contact with alicns from Flying Saucers. Viell, maybd*thcy'rc telling
the truth, but plecasc, how about a littlc solid proof?

And I 11 tell you somcthing clso., This is the first time I've becn able to
have an intclligent, non-malicious discussion with pcoplc who obviously hold the
oppositc view. It's quitc a recliof. And I'm delighted to cngage in such a public
discussion which may well cnd up straightening some of tho mess and bad fcelings
out.

My compliments—-Cryfen-=you not only try to be fair,_what's morc important—-
you succced.

£ The Loudly Ringing Belle of Dictz

Belle C. Dietz

1721 Grand Avenuc

Bronx 53, N. Y.
(((B-a-s~y, gal; I'm only trying to sift out ”Just the facts" from among the welier
of counter-claims. I was quoting George (CRY #121) & Sandy (4Ape #5) to .tho offect
that if the 1956 NY clcoctions were illegal, the original dircctors were ‘still in
office, along with (possibly) London clectces, cxcept for resignations. - In 1956,
the Ccrt, of Inc. said "threc dircctors"; by-laws viorc adopted that said "six dircc-
tors" (nobody has cver told me how this mistake occurrcd); the appropriate article
of WY corporation law states that by-laws must be '"not inconsistent with law or
vith its certificatc of incorporation' (Article 3, P 8301, Scc. 20, as printed in
onc of last summor's hasslezines). Since ox post facto laws arc gecucrally outlawed,
I don't scc how a 1957 action could possibly legalize an illegal 1956 action, on
the basis of the pertincent documents. I'm buying George's word that the lcgallty
of an clecction can't be part-way, romember. Heck, I'm not asking him to "prove
himsclf wrong": I assumc he's just as intercsted in locating this misplaced quasi-
quotation of minc (rc London) as I am, in order to sctile thc facts onc way or the
othor,

I too am very plecascd that wo arc communicating so well across the chasms of
diverging vicws, and join you in hoping that this discussion Jlll help straighten
things out. —-FMB)))

((I imagine teleckinctic housecwork would be somewhat morc laborious than the ordinary
ind, cven with a boostor of somc sort. Doesn't psi usc quite a lot of cnergy?
Actually, I don't think the world is rcady for psi. If we were rcady for psi we'd
have it. --=I guess you can sce I'm basically a True Believer——onc of Campbell's
Flock, like, oxcept I'm willing to wait until someonc elsc gets the bugs out.))

ALL NT#MSY WERE THE BOROGOVES
Dear Busbies,; et al:

I am re-reiding your note (on my letter in Cry #123) for the fourth timc and I
am still confus:d. Just to check mysclfy; I went back to thec Membership Corporation
Law of New York Statc and nowherc could I find any indication that a mecting may
not be held outside the United States. I am enclosing a photo copy of the pertinent
scction of the ltaw which, as you can scec, simply states that mectings can bec held
outside the Stase of New York.
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o As far as New York Statc is concerned (and this
view'is usually held by each state) any place outside
the State of New York is a "foreign" jurisdiction.

As far as the dissolution, I agree with you that
it should be accomplishecd as simply as possible. I do
not consider that I am a Dircctor becausc it is my be-
lief that thc legal Board of Dircctors at the time of
the Solacon consisted of Kyle, DIvans, Taurasi, Belk,
Newman and Ackerman (all of whom rcsigned excopt Kyle
& Nevman to the best of my knowledge). Logically thoy
would be the ones to designate an officer to colleocet
dues and scnd out the nccessary mecting noticoe.

~ However, just to help in vhatever way I can, I
wish to officially agroc at this point to sign a statc—
ment (undur any residual authority I may hhvu as onc of
the original Directors) authorizing James V. Taurasi,
Diclc Ellington or Frank Dictz to bc designatcd as such
an officer, contingent upon Dave Kyle designating onc of
them. I will go along with any onc of thec thrce that
Dave Kyle wishes. The only difficulty I can foresce
is the fact that Ddve Kyle has not answered any of my
letters for about two ycars now, so there isn't much
point in my communicating this to him., If you think you
would have better luck than I've had, you can have a go
at i1,

Talking about the WSS, I ce¢njoyed Archie licrcer's
parody very much. His style is extremely sharp, cutting
oranSe  everyone and sundry. Of coursc it hurts a little whon
the cuts come in my dircctiony but it is funny nonethe-
less.

Best regards,

_\
/

Sincercly,

George ‘Nims Raybin

1326 Grand Concoursc

New York, New York

(((-Dhanks3 Goorge, for scnding the photostat; definitely my quasi-quotc isn't from
that scetion. So I'm stumped. Ceortainly I had a cursory look at a shoct of paper,

somcone rcad from it to the cffect that the WSFS (or, a certain type of corporation)

was fauthorized to transact business...within the USZ, and it convinced a roomful

of pcople, plus (later) Ackerman and Evans, that London had boen illegal as & busi-

ness meeting. Until somcone produces that piece of paper or a more cidetic rocall

than mine of its text and title, tho London question remains opeon, to mo. It was

alvays a side—issuc at bost, and unfortunate, considering the dubious legality of the

1956 NY cloctionsy I think I agrec that those had to be totally accepted or rejocted,

rathor than taking the "top 3" or whatcvor. And, as I note to Bolle, the ovidence

indicates to me that rejection is in ordor, because of the dubious valldlty of after-

the-fact logalization of illegalities.

I appreciate your forwarding of pertinent facts (cven when, as now, they leave
me rather at a loss as to where to look next, for the quasi-guotation). Ve arc glad
to publicize your suggestions and offers to help cxpedite matiters.

Well, the thing about Archic: he had a well-sharpencd ncedle for overybody,
and he never did get really mecan with it, to anybody. —FiiB)))

CRY'S MAD-LIKE CHARACTIR (titlo:FB)
Dcar Patrons of the Aris,

Thanks for including my clude clud in CLY. Up the Hard Way, from thc Dept. of
Unprinted Letters. Now therc!s nothing to look forward to...cxcopt arguments (I

hope) .
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Is there any other place in the SF publishing world, professional or amateur,
where a critical article can come out while the magazine criticized is still on the
stands? I hope everyonc ran out and bought ASTOUNDING, even Jim Caughran.

Thanks also to whoever hurriedly typed up this article to beat the deadline
(Toskey? Typer with the low letter "A") and made only one typo, a harmless repeat
of a few words in the early part of the article. ((Yup--'twas Tosk.))

Also to peerless Garconc (oh, let's not get sickening! I didn't go much for
Garcone's scrapings at the bottom —- can't decide whether he is Toskey or a monster.)

Rest of the zine good, as usual. Veber's "minutes" give CRY its MAD-like
character. The theme of Berry's story, "VWalt Willis, this is your life", cspecially
funny. Mass fanzine-reviewing may bring out some fine reviewers. What happened to
the blue ink? I liked it.

Rich Brovm writcs better than Salinger. I know this doesn't sound like praise,
but. I mean it as such. ' s :

Bruce Pelz: "Croggled" means—-wcll, you know what "croggled grceps" are? Sug-
gest you put out a fan dictionary (never donc too often. )

Belle Dietz wants more discussion on prozines? See, Elinor,; there arc still
gsome scrcon fans. We'll scrconizec the CRY yet.

I don't like Bob Lichtman's suggestion to rip CRY in a straight linc down the
centor. Doesn't he have a confetti machine?

Yours, i
Donald Franson
6543 Babcock Avenue
: Worth Hollywood, Calif.
((I oxpect twonty people will write in and say you mean 'crottled greeps' not 'crog-
gled greeps!'--but I kunow, Donald, that 'croggled greeps' is intended as a joke. &
I'in sure that greeps are ever so much more tasty that way.))

CAUGHRAN POURIN'
Dear Busbices,

Berry thing is wonderful. I might actually contribute to the Berry fund. ((You
do that; ol!' Jim.))

Fanzines with my name strewn through them are the best kind. Terry is good; and
would be even had he not mentioned me. CARR FOR TAFF, like. ((Right?t))

As to Franson—I have had a few experiences with precognition; tho it's not con-
sistent cnough to do anything with. Way, way, back, back when I was a neofan (I say ,
stroking my long whitc beard), Thom Perry and I were doing experiments with playing
cards. On one run, Perry had the cards stacked red-black-red; etc., and, he not
having done this before, I was much surprised to have the correct sequence pop into
my head as he turned them. So surprised that about half way throo, I said to myseclf,
4This is ridiculous,® and went against the signal which popped into my hcad. From
there on out, and always since when I've tried anything with cards, I've done no
betiter than a random sample.

But occasionally I get the fceling I've seen a certain situation before--some-
times to horrible degrees. Once, while doing math, I realized that I'd seen the samc
problem, and knew what my recaction would be. I says to mysclf, Manother of those
goddam ridiculous deja-—vu things! I remember that I'd had the premonition that I'd
be sitting herc, thinking how ridiculous all of this is, then try an approximation
$o the problem, by dividing by 25 --— like, 325 (or whatever the number was) over 25
is 13 --ycah, that checks. Dammit, I just did that very thing ¥

I'm forced to believe in precognition; tho if I hadn't had things lilke this
happening alla time, I'd think it ridiculous. I would know ‘about clairvoyance or
tolepathys but telekinesis defies the law of conservation of matter & encrgy, and,
until it is proven otherwisc to me, I will disbelieve in this.

Vlhat fandom is it now, Franson? I remember a cartoon in Psychotic, by Wells —-
"hat time is it?" "12:03" "Isn't it about time for 1llth fandom to be coming in?"
This, of coursec, was in the timc of the Phony Seventh and the Unlikely Eighth.

T . e e -—
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Speer is the authority, busbies.

Is that cartoon next to my letter supposcd to represent me hitchhiking? . That
fellow will never get anywhere like that! Tho sometimes I have gotten rides with
nothing stuck out into the road, but that's rarec.

If you want to send Cry out without cnvelopes, you might try not folding it at
all, just stapling the right cornors of the thing and chuckking it into the mailbox——
PO hates ity tho, on account of getiing lettors lost inside the things. But the
magazines get there in good shape.

Jim Caughran

2315 Dwight Way

Berkeley 4, Calif,
((Did you buy a copy of ASTOUNDING, Jim? i#Thec cxperiment with cards might have becn
clairvoyancy rather than precog. Typical, I imagine, that as soon as you Doubted
your powers failed. ESPowers, like fairics, need to be belioved in. --iiy reference
is to "Peter Pan", not “Ah, Sweect Idiocy". ##The illo next your last—ish's letter
wes intended by me to represent you hitching, but not by Adkins. ##le're looking for-
ward to sceing the article mentioned in part of your letter we didn't print.))

BRUCE WANTS TRUCE
Decar Nanonymous:

It was difficult, reccognizing the CRY this time; what with its being folded and
in black ink. I don't mind tho folding, but how about going back to the bluec ink?
Too expensive? Black is far too drab ~- or, for thosec who saw "Auntic lfame", "too
blealk,"

I'm glad the British zines arc sold in Seattlc -~ with the U.S. mags dropping
dead like irradiated flies, the Pomberton column needs morec grist for the plow. (""For
sale: First-Class Mctaphor Mixer ! Cuaranteed to garble any and all epigrams.")

If there is cver a Hall of Parody Fame, Archie Mercer's I'"fesfes" bit belongs
there, in company with some of Brandon's material. I'm surpriscd that Tom Lehrer's
songs haven't been parodied before thls noxt to Gilbert and Sullivan, he's a prime
target for fan-parody.

Ha; more eoxccllent Berry material. "Time heoals all vounds " John? Or "Yester-
day this day's madness did prepare!? I shall await future 1nstal1mcnts of the secries.

"T am inclined to agree with Herr Dirty-Pro Franson; raus mit der VSIS mess and
der Deeck-~Racburn mess. The one scems to be a hopeless casc, and the other is water
over the dammitall. Thoy arc getting a bit out of hand--romember A. Merritt and Co.?

Cheer up, ol' Rich -~ you don't get rid of us that casily ! I think therc is
more of a depressed feeling about #123 than #122. From thc tone of the writings,
onc would think fandom werc going to hell in a handcart. I'm sure it isn't, but I
wish fans wouldn't write as if it were. ‘I'll only start belicving such an idea when
Rich Brown doesn't have a lotter in CRY. Rich, you ought to take your part of the
LASPS gestetner to Scattle with you, and make the LASFS sell the whole thing.

Bill Meyers-—slnce you and most everybody else says Fandom As We Know It is dead,
docs that mean we're cntering 9th Fandom?

Hmmm. Very deflnltcly, ATomillos are better in blue ink.

Brratically,

Bruce Pelz

C23HoglNp04

4010 Leona St.

Tampa 9, Fla.
((I guess Buz and I arec the only pcople who like the black ink ! Porhaps in two or
three months we'll change back to blue, or buy anothoer color-change kit (oh no! not
that ! That costs money.) #fMaybe we're just entering 7th Fandom——or 7B Fandom.))

THE PEORIPATETIC ADKINS IfOVES AGAIN |
Dear 01d buddies,
Would you print my latest address in CRY? 1I'll kecp this oneavhile I think.
Dan L. Adkins, P.0.Box 203, Madison Squarc ngtion, New York 10, New York. Thankscggq
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THy PAULS THAT REFRESHES
Oh most becautious one, ctc.

I can't help but fcel that I am undescrving of CRY. I mean; like, I don't do
anything for it cxcept that lousy buck I sent, and money ain't (as The Sage would
say) importen, I'm not a BNF, or a pro reviewer, so why should I get CRY.

I ain't a gonna comment on thc contents because I've a mere 20 minutes before I
gotta go, so I'"m-skipping cvorything clsc (you khow I love it all without my telling
you), to go on to the letters. :

LSIIS STEVEN GERBER-Reiss is lecaving, too? Ghod, young-fandom will be no more. Oh
wiell, therc's still Rich Brown (thc poor man's Valt Willis).

RICH BROVN-Perhaps the reason I made that remark about Gerber's letters was becausc
I hadn't scen a Meyers letter for so long, I'd forgotten what they were like.

T3D PAULS-I recalize that I haven't becn printed intact, but next ish I'll make my
letter so intercsting and original, you'll be foreced to print it. Just wait and sce.

Possible headings for Pauls lctters (assuming that you find any worth printing,
which I hopc you do): FIT TO BE TED TERLING HIS PAULS FROM THE PRIME MERT-
DI THE ONLY TRUE BALTIMORON A PAULS (pausc) THEN HE SAID... PHSYCO-PATRICK
(me middle name's Patrick) A PAT ON THE BOTTOM (ooh, this middle name has possi-
bilities, huh?) THE THEODORE FOUGHT THE BULL (threw the bull?)

Anyways you get the-idea. ((Thanks.)) And you're quite welcome. Ploasc for-
give the sloppiness; and goombyc.
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Ted Pauls

1448 lieridenc Drive

Baltimore 12, Md.
((Wonsense ! Of course you deserve the CRY. Anybody who reads CRY, month after month,
deserves ity and thc people who writc letters to it; month after month, deserve it
twice ! It's true that people don't always get what they descrve--sometimes they care-
Jessly let their sub run out, sometimes the PO goofs, and I supposc it's theoretically
possible that the Dependable Toskey might slip up, tho I don't really believe it.
“Your suggested hecadings are most inspiring.))

Vi

A BOBBiID BOB
Decar Nine-Year-Olds:-

I notice that you scem to have followed my suggestion of last letter and the CRY
arrived folded long-ways today. But you forgot to add the extra 8 more pagess in
fact, you didn't cven comec up to your usual 40 sides.

And lo! you have invested in a
color—-change, for CRY is now black, instoad of old rclaxing blue. I appreciate that
you must have spent a goodly sum to ehange over, but plecasc go back. You won't? Oh
well, I was just suggesting...

. The cover this time is good cnough, but I fail to see
any humor in the caption. Plcasc-explain to poor me. ((Read the last CRY but one, &
sce if you get any clues: It's not cspecially esotcric.))

licrcer: Hoohaa., I have heard the Tom Lehrer of what he writes; so it is extra
funny and good for me.

Mighod; anothcr one of these new-type John Berry stories. He's
going to leave Willis in the dust if he keceps writing 'em like this'un. Jolly good
shov, Jﬁﬂﬂ Goon.

And now we come to the letters. Elinony you really outdid yourself
this time. Imaginc -- 3/? of the issuc letters, over 40%. Kecp it up and maybe in a
few more issues you can go over 50%. ((In the Toskey regime the letters were over 50%
at lcast once.))

I along with Don Franson, want to know what fandom it is now, or, more
specifically, I want to know what fandom it was last May, which vas when I sent . for
my First Panzinc.

Gecy; I wasn't born in October; only on the 27th day of August, somc
16 yars ago. Any fen besides me born in August, huh? ((Only one I know of is Jack
Speer—-but that's August 9, a differont Sign.)
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Bruce Pelzs I am pretty surc that it is you who is confused as to the usec of
"croggle". I draw my usagc from this quote from Grue 29: "There is a full-page car-
toon. scquence by Jenrettc that still croggles me every time I look at it." I think
if DAG can use it in that way, so can I. And Elinor, your inscrt at that point should
clecar both Brucc and I up for good. At lcast me--for alrcady I am using it.

) The head-
ings you've becen using at the head of my letters arc way off. My name is not pro-
nounced 'Light-man' as you scem to belicve, but is pronounced 'Lick-man'. ((I thought
it was pronounced 'Lickt-man', and was being a bit Scottish, like. Grrr--darn
if I'd have a 't' I didn't pronounce...))

Happy Birthday from:
Bob Lichtman
6137 S. Croft Avec.
Los Angeles 56, Calif.
HE MADE IT !
Dear Cry gang,

This will probably be onc of your first reviews, but it is of Cry 123. Thercfore
it will, at best, go into the lettercol; if I get out of the "We also hecard from"
spacc.

Onward; my motto. CRY 7#123 intcrested me immensely or greatly or muchly, oh well,
I liked it. The cover was good, but is LesG. rcally an ape, or is he just wearing
fur cloths? Ach, no fanzinc reviews, no book revicws—-what is this, is Cry falling
apart?

Onward,; and as the pages turn (you scc I did study Psi) I run into Archic Mercer,
who sang to me what I termed to bec a pretty gooot little composition. Well, after
Arch finished, I ran into a con that was happening in 1998 (hoy, this Psi works
prctty good), and my first vicw was that of an old decrepit figger on the stage. His
1ifc brought mc almost to tecars; so I travcled on... What's this? a shocking story
by TC. It tcll mc that fandom as I know it is ending, horrors. Psi-ing on I ran
into Don Franson; I may never Psi again.

Onward through the letter column I find me at the cnd again. Lifc must go on I
suspect.

Quixotically,
QUIXOTIC Vol. I, No. 1. 10¢ Don Durward
6033 Garth Avenue
Los Angeles 56, Calif.

AND V73 ALSO HEARD FROM:

JOHN 1ONIKG, who comments on ;#122, and says it's the best CRY he's ever scen. (Thanks),
Also says that since Sandcerson rarcly prints letters intact in his 'Inchmery Fan

Diary' why should hc make an cxception for Buz? (Very truo) DAINIS BISENIEKS says

he never recalized before how sloppy the CRY is. "On sccond thought; lect's correct

that adj.: informal." (Phoo to you, Dainis, if you mcan 'informal' why didn't you
x out 'sloppy'? Why did you lcave it therc to offend our eyecs?) Also says the illos
"yere remarkably crude, even for the CRY". (Double phoo!) After having buttored us up,

hc asks us to pub a mention of the zines he has for sale (hah!). But just to show

I'm a sport I'1ll mention that his new address is 601 Miller, Ann Arbor, Mich.

VIC RYAW comments on #122—-1liked Pemby and Berry—-—and cnclosces $2. PETER KANE sends
some very nice illos; but unfortunatecly only one of them; the onc on thc 8th page of
the lettercol, is large enough to be used. I'm abjuring small illos —~- they just loolk
spotty on the page. Peter also comments on 122: 1lilked Donahue's cartoon; was

arnused by the "Mhinutes" and by Stony's captions; and wants to know who controls Terry
Carr. (Terry, I hope, tho it's true he got marriocd yesterday.) IAN R. MCAULAY was
introduced to CRY by Walt Willis (How d'ya do, Ian ) and, tho a newcomer, found hec
could ecnjoy it. So he sent $2, and plans to write when hce becomes "a bli morc au

fait with fandom." Good! STEPHEN STILES subs. (Steve! Your illos arc too big!)
RCECRT N. LAMBECK subs. ARV UNDERMAN is indignant with Bob Leman. "that despicable
garbage collccior shouldn't rcad CRY on taxpayors' time. To your garbagce contemptable
oncl! And, fellas, I thinlk that winds it up for this month ! Llinor



GOLDFISH
By George ilells (Bthop Looney)

Eyes looked upon the sunken ship. These were friendly cyes. Charlic was
friondly.

Ho venturcd closcr to thc ship. It was rotten; barnacles hung to its side. He
vrondered if he darcd look closer. _

The sun, through the water, struck glass and reflected in Charlie's eyes. A
porthole !

Charlic moved toward it. He looked into it. Staring back at him he saw a
hidcous face. An hysterical smilec was on it.

"Come on in M hec hecard it say. "It is not often I get a visitor."

The man looked trustwortly cnough.

"How do I get in there?"

The man pointed upward. Charlic swam to the deck of the ship. A trap door
slowly opencd.

"Come on in I

Charlic came on in.

"Don't let any water in i

Somchol7, when Charlie came below, he left the water above.

"Wator-rcpellont air,!" said the man. "My latest invention.,"

The man was throec feot high. He had bright red skin. He wore a purc whitc
.shirt, grcon pants held up by purplc suspenders. LA

Ho had recally fixed up the sunken ship. He had built new walls bohind the oldg
these new onos being waterproof and rot-proof. In one corner was a ncatly made bed.
In another was a bookcasc with brightly colorcd magazincs.

"T have ASTOUNDING complete up to '85," said the man.

- In still anothcr corncr stood scicentific oguipment.

"hat is this?"

"his is my pad. I'm Humphery.. Glad to know you !

"I'm Charlic I ; ; . ; .

“I'm an inventor. I have to kccp myself protccted against the Uranians.— Ve
tall: to each other only at Christmas. You're an Zarthling, aren't you?" '

"yell ! Of coursc! You mcan that you're from outer space?"

"Yessir! I'm a Martian mysclf. Have a scat?!

"Mhanks,"

"The Uranians arc nice guys but we Martians arc wonderful. The Uranians are
jealous of our popularity. You know, eighty per cent of all outer space:creaturcs
in scicnce fiction are liartian? Well, that might¢ bo an cxaggceration. Have a seat?"

"Thanks."

"ell me about yoursclf,"

MWell, T'Mmavieeews®

"fMinc ! I had an unclc who was once. Wherc's your tail?"

"Uh, well, I lcft it home."

"fMine ! You knovw, one day I was... . ." ' ;

He talked on and on, few times making scnsc. After two ycars of talk, Charlic
was practically insane. Then someonc knocked on the door.

"It's probably thosc Uranians. Don't get too closc to them, they have -B.O."

Tho Uranians came in; they looked just as the Martian did. ] . ;

After two more years of talk, Charlic said he must go home. He waved good-by
from the surface, and after a return wave, got into his boat and motorcd home.

The next decade, Charlic came back but the wrecked ship was gonc. A bottle was
floating on the surface. Inside it was a notc.

"Dear Charlie,

Enclosed are some tablets. Don't you know that talking under water; water-repel-
lent air, purple suspenders, having all the ASTOUNDINGs up to '85 which hasn't come
yei, talking straight for two years at a time, and some of the other things we did
last night are impossible? Take thesc pills to that Ethop Loonecy feller who wrotc

this; thon in a few days he should be sober. Keccp the chicken fat from him; he gets
%
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drunk on it somctimes and writes the damndest crud.
Your pal,
Humphery . "

Charlie tore the notc and smashed the bottle.

"Ridiculous "' he said, "I know those things we did were extra-ordinary, but
getting drunk on chicken fat..... ...bhoy ! Now that is impossible I )

Charlic started the motor and slammed away. As he disappcared in the west, a
body floatecd by where he had just been. It was Humphery ! Bubbles werc coming out
of his cars, his tonguc hung from his mouth, his eycs werc crossed. He was obvi-
ously drunk. Pinned to his jacket was this notes:

"Dear Reader:

2 5

b

Yours,
Humphery ."

= = = = = — = = = = =

Speicidal Baullediln=a

Be rory  PFadd “Hie, Q. MOVES !

Vith Bill Rickhardt leaving for New York and a now job, all contributions and
communications for the "BRING BERRY TO DETROIT" FUND arc being funnelled into Parma,
Ohlo, where 2N Falasca can coordinate things morc easily. Send money, kind words,
the family jowels, ctc, to Nick&Norcen Falasca, 5612 Warwick Drive, Parma 29, Ohio.
2N sayss '"The Fund is building nicely, but we've a long way to go yect."

D E TR NRaTRORNEs s B0 BUHIER S G- 0 0.t
= = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = = =

And for the rest of us, also: Detention Chairman (oops, I mean Trcasurer) Jamos
Broderick is now awaiting your two~spots for Detention Memberships at a new addresss
12011 Kilbourne Avenuc, Detroit 13, Michigan. ! -
DetroitIsFineFor'59 MakcBerryComelcross WashingtonIn'60 TCarrForTAFF PuConIn'!6l DNQ
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