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Agdress all corréspondence to: Box 92, 920 3rd Aye, Seattle 4, Washingtom. 25¢ per ish; 5 for
$1.00 amd 12 for $2.00.  free for a printed contribution, including letters in the letterdol.
Also sent to editors of fanzines revieved in our fanzine review department, in lieu of trades.

I had thonght of putting this at the end of Cry sos I could call it en Ipdex instead of the
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B,sbics. went off without ‘telling me who drew the pics in the lettercol. So.I'il have to wait
+il1l they get back to semd out Crys to them, possibly. Hywever, as near as I can figure, the
following -are the ART, DEBITS: Adkins-Pearson: 19, -Bourne: 22,31; Bryer: 25. The one on page 28
might be Rich Brown. But who drew the one on pase 34?7 It was Les somcbody. Not Gerber, surely?
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Now folks, for the first time since Cpy #110, I ‘get to s5y a few words to you ‘people By way
of ed.forializing. As B,z says in his own edi®orial later, I get these few lines on the contents
page by defanlt, since he and Elinor are out of town this weekend. ' )

Peeking forward to the repiy Buz made 'to the Eustace Plunkett item, I went to correct a
statement made therein: Buz states that the Cry is solidly sapporting Terry € rr for TAFF. Vell,

it is frue that Buz snd Ejinor are soldcly -supporting Terry Cerr, but this does not hold with me.
As a matter of fact, I haven’t made up my ‘mind who to support,-though at present 1 .am tending -
to lean in favor of Bjo Wells_(but NOT for any of the rezsonz inplied by the Pyjunkett article).

" “fhe implications of these two points is trhat the Cry is-the product of the B,sbies aloxe.
And, editorially speaking, this is true. They meke the editorial policy, sélect the contributions,
or reject them, do the editing(except on *he few stencils T ‘an' allowed t0 type)o: Wally end I do
o share of the work =nd pay a share of the ‘costs, in retuin for which we get ldvely meals by
Elinor on pubbing days, Wally gets. his- Mjnutes printed, end T(of late) .get to answer briefly
some of the letters. Tpe lettercol is edited wholly by Biinor( “who also edits my answers). All
in all, i is*a workable arrangemert -—- and I'm only telling youiall this go that you contribu-
tors will know exactly whom you have been edited by, as I' think you have a right to know, being
45 how our editorial policies have changed hands several times in the phst. But this, as I have
described it%-has been the situation for the -past year and ‘a half, end will probably continue
on into the foreseeable future. Has . IR HESICEANL 3

Doubtless the above makes me look silly or something. Byt with'me it ‘comes natural.

Before any other rash conclusions are to be -drawmn:as to' the possible divergence of ideas
between.Buz ‘and I, T can hereby state emphatically that Every last fem'here in Seattle is totally
and irrevocably' supporting the BERRY FUND. This . #1854 s ithe LAST CALL for money. Money arrivin?
too late for the tickets will be used for his tour of the U.S. Aniaccount of the trip: THE GOON
GOES WESI(by J hn‘Berry) will appear serially im Txy. -This fannish epic is Necessary to Fandom.
Send money NOW to: Nick Falasca, 5612 Warwick Dr. Parma =9),, 0 OutlE) BRT
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by Renfrew Pemberton or another pseudo of the same nym...

(Author s note: the Tormat of this column is the end-result of much arduous goofing)
(Editor's note: you can say that again})

(Author's note: the format of this column is the end-result of much arduous goofing)
(Bditor's note: So OK; so get with it, huh?)

And with a mere five to seven zines due out this month, it seems a good time
to dabble in the above-mentioned goofing-off as regards the format.

The . June issue of Science-Fantasy (#35) came in ahead of Bill Austin's stop
(he'd been subsidizing Nova Pubs onto my favorite stand, but was losing too much °
loot 'to tohtinue). I'm undecided as to subbing to this one. The quality is high,
but so (unfortunately) are (1)the sub-rate of 6 for $2,50, and (#2)the proportion
of material that has seen prior US publication: one~third of this issue consists of
ACClarke's novelet "The Songs of Distant Earth" and Leiber's shorter "Space-Time for
Springers'—-~ both well worth reading, but who wants to pay twice to read twice?

Fully half the zine, however, is "200 Years to Christmas", by J T M'Intosh, On
the multi-generation space-voyage theme, this one picks a few years out of the middle
of the trip, to give a picture that's interesting both in terms of sociology and of
the characters involved, I!d be surprised if this one didn't paperback, either by
‘jtself or with a sequel, The theme is that an encapsulated socisty must go through
‘a series of pendulum-like cycles (even more so than usual) because all actions must
have their equal-and=-opposite reactions locally, instead of dissipating effects into

a large Surrounding environment.: MlMakes a fascinating story, anyhow.

Brian Aldiss! "Fartune's Fool" is the other short-- a tale of Incredible Happen—
stance with a well-ployed ending. #5 Fellow named Arthur R Weir, D Sc, titles his
article "Atlantis—- A New Theory', but oddly enough a lout named Hok was clubbing
his way through the pages of pre-war Z-D zines—- he and his author found Atlantis
in the west end of the pre-Flood Mediterranean valley, also. Could be, though...

liost pleasant and striking cover (by D McKeown) on the June Nebula: two guite
alien but thoroughly believable quadrupeds, one standing and one reclining, "both
watching rocketlike descending streaks in the sky. Attractive and effective.

Nebula has absolutely cornered the Fan-Column market., Bob Madle's first appear-—
ance is largely concerned with presenting the history and aims of TAFF to the s-f
reader. For a mere two pages, it's a cogent review-- runs from Forrie Ackerman's
1947-49 Big Pond Fund to the formation of TAFF in '53, then sensibly skips to Ron
Bennett'!s trip. I think Bob is going to have a gcod series here.

Valt Willis, this time, starts by relating the saga of James White's selling
a sory in Italy for 11,000 lira, goes on to discuss the merits of differential word—
rates for authors "It's obvious that a complicated piece of semantic machinery like
‘epiphenomenal' is worth a dozen 'ands' and 'buts!, and an author capable of operat-—
ing it without it falling on him deserves a bonus.", and,; well-- you see what I meanj
while you're between Hyphens, you could eke out on Nebula.

Nebula has stories, toos I wouldn't want to mislead you, except maybe for money.

In this issue, there seems to be a lack of balance, somehow. Let's see....
§ Bob Presslie's novelet "Suicide Squad" shares the stark-battle-with-alien-planet
theme with Ken Bulmerfs "Survey Corpse". The latter, and Brian Aldiss' "The Lieuten—
ant', both have Big Spiders in the Opposition. These are straight Situation-Struggle,
with only the novelet carrying any vestige of unsuspected gimmick.

Phil High's "Infection" carries two contemporary (with each other, not with us)
problems, paraellel, One is Stmight Action, but the dher is so much better with the
people than the gimmick deserves, that it's worthy of note. Well, maybe we are a
Filtrable Virus, in the Universal Picture, but somehow that moves me less than an the
personality conflict on the more erudite side of the tale.

Doesn't look as if we'll wind this zine up on this page, does it?
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(Nébula, yet) (Pemberton continues on page ==5==, callouszd SenseofWonder, etc)
-_ﬁgg_SiIVerberg and I do not share a mutually-clear concept of Time Travel; onc
of us (at least) is confused. The problem arose once before when he put some poor.
character through a "By His Bootstraps" routine; had him suicide in one of the early
cycles, and blithely had the poor guy multiply himself from this misadventure. Now,
in "Phe World He Left Behind Him", Bob stands foursguare with one foot in the futuxe
and the other in an alternate world only i% turns out to be the future only he says
it doesn't, really, Otherwise, it is a damn fine touching story, but I do wish that
Bob would spell these things out more clearly to a Simple Head like me. Like, it'd
have been easy to make it all the Future, with an accelerating time-rate. But this
alternate-world that really isn't, sort of sandbags an otherwise~lovely bit.

Mark Patrick's "The Return" is moxe-important on the people-side than on the
idea (or rather, the stf-framework) side. There are a number of stories in this
issue that would be really great with a bit more sophistication stfwise, to match
the fine treatment of character, Usually, in the Field, it's the other way...

Future, Aug: one more color to the cover, and a single cut this time...

...this time, as it happens, the article tops the stories. Isaac Asimov (the
One Doctor Out of IMive who doesn't agree with the commercial) writes of ordinarily-
unsuspected aspects of A Moon With a View-~ solid, and interesting.

Best story is Richard Hardwick's "Anack" -- to ﬁy taste, anyhow. This one has

" a Private BEye ge-tracking Time-travelers from Dar Future (well, the action takes

place mostly in Deutschland)"/47 &!'()*+==0-- O Hell; that's what I get for trying

e 0 make rapid coverage—— that one was last month, OK, "Anack" .is not the best story
in the issue; it is a verschtunken "I warn yau" picce in which the warning is of

course ignored (and You-Know-Who Gets Killed)., 7e live and learn. I hope.

© Well, let's see. How about Ted Thomas' rovelet '"New Model Spaceman"? It has a
good solid gimmick, but I wish the editor had & budget that would allow him to demand
the rewrite needed here, Too much repetition of the General haranguing the Scientist
(2it's MURDER, sending an untrained man up in that shipi®); too much recapitulation,
But ‘I suppose the main flaw in this tale is that while the Problem and the Solution
are both quite valid, the Interim Solution that gives with all the Drama-and-like-that
is simply not quite plausible, But this is the best of the fiction in the issue,

" Shorts: Brian Aldiss! "Safety Valve" is an uncocrdinated "sharpie outsharped"
piece, in that the Sharpie appears 1o be an Innocent Viceim up until Doom Is Upon
Him—— it reads as if the Squink Blog Handy Plotter has been loosed upon the field.

"Baby" (Tom Harris) is an absolute little horror about the results of feeding
Boom~["ood to an infant--— very'well done, I suppose, but not my stick of pot at all,
© Yes, this time the article tors the issue; the novelet "Placing" by default,

The lettercol carries Willis Freeman's comprehcnsive rating-survey of the stories

in Future for 1957-58, with RAWL's ratings alongside, This is a Goou Deal.

.—:—_—_.—..—...—_—:—..-—:—..—::.-..-..;—_—_.—:.—:—:.—.:_::—';:—-——

~ Just keep your hat on, and no one will notice that you're a Focal Point.....
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5 That brings us up to Astcunding-- the July issue, which winds up Gordon Dickson's
"Porsail” in such a way as to indicate that the tale was originally of 4~part length
and that it's bean choppred down to size with a dull and rusty machete. Heinlein once
(in "By His Bootstraps“) said Ybut this is not aneccount of how Boosterism came to
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Arcadia®; unfortunately, Part III (Conclusion) of "Dorsai'" is just about that, and

“hardly anything more, when summarized.  We begin this installment vith the firm

conviction that Donal will W¥I*N, because he is Somehow Better, And it so befalls.

A1l the would-be-interesting sidelights are cut short, and the Big Climax is so fore-

shortened as to be an almost—ludicrous:pa;ody of the upcoming bookjacket blurb.
' T don't want to damn this tale so wholeheartedly as might appear. If my hunch
is correct, the unabridged version under one set of covers should be quite good

‘reading. Dickson writes well; but this installment is tihe Reader’didygesi version,

vndercutting (in spite of a number of good passages this +4ime) the good impression

' made by parts I & II, Oh, well-- let's see how it goes in book form; huh? .
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((if page ==6== did not exist, it would have been necessacy for R.P. to invent 3 )

(aSF carries on): Garrett's "But, I Don't Think" is the lead novelet. We have
had Overthrow-the-Dictator yarns Up To Here. We have also had O-the-D yarns in which
it turned out that the Dictator was Right. So now we have what appears to be an O-t-D
joby, but in which the upcoming Rebel turns out to prefer the Status Quo. This comes
under tne heading of social commentary, 1 suppose, put I hope all you Galaxy-haters
will note that this is the exact same Lit-—-tul Pee-pul kick youfve been gripi griping about,.
And our protagonist isn't even as Lit~tul as most; he just feels that way. This tale,
by the way, was not helped even a little bit by the heavy-handed blurb which latched
onto the title to telegraph the punchline beyond the veriest shadow of a doubi.

The blurb for Ted Thomas' "The Broken Tool" is likely more what Campbell tries
to dos In retrospect, it fits the switch-ending pexfectly, but it's subtle enough not
to kill the story, which is only moderately heavy-handed _f at all so, Thomas rashly
predicates a future in which (spacewise, at least) a Good Company Man is one to whom
the job-rates in second place, I%?ll never catch on, though-- too reasonable.

Algis Budrys' "Straw" is the pocrest-plotted piece I've seen from this writer.
He puts up a rather fascine’ing background and a relatively~standard conflict-deal,
and .it goes along with some entertaining activity. But I am surprised and quite
disappointed to find John W allowing an author to get away with a wholly unclued
U 3 Cavalry finish; in the last half-page, the hero g supposedly baaad jam)
casually takes the gun away from the opposition as '"special agents" (who are brand-new
to the readcr) come charging in with symbolic buglings., Oh Heellll, Jawno...

~ Curis Anvil's "Leverage" is weak in much the same fashion: a quite good alien—

planet deathtrap is solved by One Guy Vho Sees Things Straight, but the trouble is
that his brilliant insights are no great surjise to anyone-- or at least, they are
no great surprise to me, We see that Campbell is lowering thé requirements for his
super-Cortez heroes. ' Eithe:» that, or else I am the next dictator of the planet.

Don't forget-— you read it first, in CRY, First, I'1l legalize poOlygyny.c..ces

"CoCoBeck'!s "Vanicshing Point" is one of those underplayed Doom-bits with the
somewhat~humorous presentation. Mercifully lacking in Cortezishness, anyhow.,

Doctor Asimov indicates that most "artificial elements" have been around in
sparse amounts all -along., That man could even make commercials interesting,

S=F Times hath it that (having tried the 50¢ price awh: le) astounding will add
32 pages, “make the 50¢ tab universal, and will. stay monthly in the process., The 32pp
are to be slick paper for articles and pics, same as in the first digest-size aS3F
issues starting with Nov ¢43 (and you'll recall what happened to that, and to the
total absence of advertising that was supposed to compensate for smaller 31ze)

SFT also hath it that §§£ellife will revert to bi-monthly status, with the July
issue appeaﬂlng on the stands about 4 weeks ago. Our-stand still :shows the May issue,
so I tend to find it more credible that Belle Dietz:was correct when she told us, (i
Cry or two ago) that the zine hal folded, than to think that SFT has later i A

Weli, one mor:. New Worlds showed up-- 7 #84, June '59, containing_the first I've
seen of James Thite's "Sector General' stories. "Sector Genexal 1%7Galactlc—Sector
Hospital, apparently a huge artificial planetoid of some sort, and as multiracial as
Doc Smith's Galactic Patrol., Naturally, they have crises there, blnce this makes-for
interesting stories. The various aliens are handled somewhat with- ‘the GP treatment,
but possibly more in the fashion of H.B.Fyfe's "Bureau of Slick Ticks" or-some of
Gerdon Dickson®s mulsispecies whodunits—- pretty darn welil, in case you're wonderlng.
Ti4le this time.is "Visitor At Large"; it's a novelet; I liked it.

Reprinted is damon knight's "Idiot Stick" (I've given up researcnlng reprints,
but I think it was in F&SF).

Campbell would never use L Henley's "Strange Menkir" or F G Rayer's "Sands Our
Abode'.-— the People Don't Wine In the latter, they escape with a reasonably-whole
hide, and in the latter, they enter symbiosis with an apparently-superior lifeform.
No, John would not like these, though they are well done, in truth.

Ken Bulmer has a nice piece in "The Gentle Approach'", though the title is not
especially apt. Here we have humanoid aliens (on their owm p*anef) who appear to be



((Frm-- column's going four pages after all-- here it is page ==[== ))

unpredictable and/or irrational in response to the Barthmen's Overtures. The solution
is elegant, working ou:s well for the interpersonal plot as well as the overall one,
quite credibly and neatly,

Colin Kapp’s "Calling Mr Francis" is a moderately humorous Accidental Scientific
Miracle bit of the WWII-aST variety. They end up trying various kinds and amounts .of
cheese, breadcrumbs, and cigarctte butts in vhe electroplating fluid, trying to Do It
Again. That should give you the idea pretiy well.

I'm convinced that New Worlds is much better off between serials, as now.

The other gzine that under—the-wired it in here today is F & S F for August, with
two novelets, six shorter stories, and other goodies. =

Jay Williams' novelet, "Operation Ladybird®" is perhaps as interesting for the
choicely characterized protagonist as for the switcheroo, which concerns the reason
why we have a UN expedition on Venus (in the story, leetle Noodnick, not for real).
The lead character carries the tale through the Wise Elder Race pitch, and even gets
away with a Feghoot punchline at the finale. What inore can you ask?

The Asimov article concerns very shori intervals of time, and suggests that they
be measured by the distance traversed by light during them-- in the way that great
distances are measured by the time required for light to traverse ther., Like, one
light-millimete> would be 3-triliionths of a second. All this has to do with the
fantastically short times involved in reactions between sub-atomic particles,

Carol Emshwiller's "Day at the Beach" is illustrated by Mr Emsh's cover, with
the bald lady holding the child, and conflis*t in the background. Post-atomic, of .
course, and a gruesome if deliberately vague picturefthe story. not the cover).

There's a translatiorn from the French: '"The Walker-Through-Walls", by Marcel
Ayas. - Good enough, of the old-"so it backfired on him" suyle.

" Poul Anderson's "Brave to Be a King" (the 2nd novelet, here) continues his Time
Patrol series, but in more depth than ever, No routine derring—do rescue, here; this
one gets right down into the guts, and not through gore and etc, either, Very good,
wish an unexpzcted but (retrospectively, to the reader) irevitable wyy climex.

The damon knight book-reviews are more perceptiwe than biting, This time, though
nips are taken where appropriate.

Kit Recd's "Empty Nest" canft help but telegrapa i+s Impossible Punchline; well-—
enough written, it is, but basically a flatv iwpossibility for its cwn sake and with
no rationale whatsoever. 02 well-- ous of these is OK once in a while....

iObituary". oy The Compleat Asimov, depands upoa the oid "M, Name Is Legion"
dodge of "duplicatirg" an object by bringing ius futvre .self back to stand beside its
present self. However, this story bugs me by ignoxzing -cavsation-~ at the end of a
specified period following duplication, the later editiou vanishes, whereas any sort
of logic would have the egrlier version vanish a5 the point at which it was hauled
back timewise. Dr Asimd%r meet Mr Silverherg, Woisa matter you guys, anyhow? This
would be a perfectly fine vale if that cold draft weren'!t blowing in that big hole,

"Pact" (Winston Sanders) is a delighiivl reversal of all pacis—with-demons
stories, A 1i'l bit overly—cute in spows; bui mosily Fine Business.

ShortShortStuff: Ray Russell's '"The Rosebud" (he sez function determines struct-—
ure,-but not so dry as that). Feghooi, less tortured than usual in recent times,

A short poem ('"Me", by Hilbert Schenck, J») that makes a gyroscope of Joyce Kilmer.
.Let's note; upcoming: & 160+-oage 10th Annish, commencing a Heinlein serialj
Zdgar Pangborn coming up next month; tke 'coiabined with Venture" on the contentspage.

93232§ #1: Sture Sedolin, PO Box 403, V&llingby 4, Sweden, & Rcar Ringdahl,
P Box 495, Drammen, Norway. 10 issues for $l. TUS agent Seth Johnson; UK agent
Al'n Dodd. Yeh, it's a fanzine, but none oI our raviewers covercd it, and it's such
a novelty getting an all-English zine from Scardinavia, that T cheating., = TOSKLY!
Send one of those boys this issue (let 'em share i%; maybe? Uiless you or Wally also
got a copy, in which case Be Big About It), OK: all kinds material. Fmz-reviews by
the editors, a fine photopage, a one-page comic-strip, short lettercol, couple more
review—type pages, and some extremely varied fiction. Likable illoes, 28 pages for
a dime, though-- what can you lose but ycur Scnse or Vonder? ++ That Did It. ++ RaDo
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by John Berry

The youth was about seventeen years of ege. He wore an oddly assorted variety of clothing
—-—- a jacket three sizes too large, striped trousers that had, earlier, graced many a wedding
reception, a .vividly-checked lumberjack's shirt, cnd one black end one brown shoe.

. Tpe sun-was alone in e clear blue sky, but it wasn't really hot -- the youth didn't notice,
anyway . He;sat on the edge of the clearing, looking across ‘he wide gorge through which the
torrent tumbled so fast. It was at least one hundred feet to the green grass on the other side
of the gorge -- question -- how to negotiate it? :

He looked at the watch on his wrist, a small, exquisitely jewelled ladies watch, with
diamonds for the numerals and gold for the hands.

Hmmm » : : 2

Then he clicked his fingers and jumped up. He walked across to a tall sapling -- looked
at it — at its uppermost branches, and he climbed a tree a few feet away. He gripped an outer
branch -with his knees, =nd lying to his left he managed to tie the end of a coil of rope near
the top of the sapling. He cropped the coil of rope to the ground, end climbed down the tree.

Uncoiling the rope, he pulled it round the base of another big tree, retraced his steps
towards the sapling, and pulled.

The sapling bent over towards the base of the tree, and vhen he couldn't pull it any
further, the youth tied the 1ope in a slip knot. He walked to a hut in the wood, and came back
with a hatchet. Clumsily, the youth hacked off several small branches, leaving six inch lengths
jutting out from the thin trunk. He weaved several of the supple twigs round the stubs, forming
a primitive cradle.

Smiling in satisfaction, he went to the clearing, picked up a smell parcel, perhaps a foot
long and two inches thick, with a large leaf wrapped round it with twine. He dropped this
parcel in the centre of the upwards fucing cradle, and left it.

Once more he looked at his wrist watch, then picked up another parcel of identical size.

With a wide grin on his brown face, he walked into the wood near his hut, where a large
black dog with four ears was tied to a tree. :

He knelt down, patted the dog end whisperedtto it,

"Wou' re going home, boy."

T,e dog yelped end wagged its tail end puiled at the rope.

Tpe youth, whistling in his utter delight, tied his precious parcel carefully under the
dog's throat. .

He took a deep breath half caused by pride, half by final realization, and slipped the
noose off the dog's neck, end slapped it herd on the back. : ;

Tnhe dog, without any hesitation, bounded northwards znd disappeared within seconds into
the vegehation, the parcel still firmly attached at its throat. ' T

The youth stood mute for a moment....wondering exactly what wouid be the reaction:when the
parcel was untied....and then he snapped his fingers end hurried back to the clearing.

He sorted about in a pile oi assorted scrap under. the trees, and finally extracted a
ragged square of waterproof canvas, charrcd at the edges. He wrapped the third parcel:in it,
bound it with twine, and walkcd across to the edge of the gorge, and threw it into the middle
of “he torrent. He watched it tumble through the rushing water, until it merged with the
swirling foam. : dep

Back in the clearing, he skillfully shaped a long sliver of wood. He split the end of it,
and inserted a portion of feather. He tested the balance, seemed satisfied, and placed G
.with the others by his feet. He reached down to his right, picked up another length, and sliced
off the ends of twigs, where they had been broken off. Another arrow began tto take shape,

- whéen he heard the shout.

The youth, his blood racivg, picked up the hatchet, zd ran back to the edge of the
gorge.  He looked across it, to the girl. : it

She was young and shepely, even through the thick blanket, roughly made into an austere
garment, almost hung to her ankles. She waved, and shouted once more. b
" Phe youth raised the hatchet, end with all his strength brought the blade down on the
rope wrapped round the thick tree trunk. = :
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The sapling ehipped upwards, and the parcel shot from its cradle, soared over the gorge,
over the girl's head; and landed twenty yards past her. Once more she waved, and she ran back,
picked up the parcel, snd away into the wood. . ;

The youth walkéd back to the clearing, picked up the embryo arrow, scraped it for several
moments, then threw it down. He lay back in the sun, with his hands behind his head, and a _
wistful smile creased the corners of his lips. :

Was it the first, he wondered?

He had been lucky to find the three-quarter empty ledger.

He had torn the used pages out, and with the stub of a pencil had made three copies of
THE GREAT AWAKENING.

Was it the first —- the first fanzine to be published since the Hydrogen War?

He thought maybe it would be a good idea to trek to the remains of the city 50 miles
away ——- there was a remote chance he might find a piece of carbon paper --- he would need it
for his second issue.

For, most definitely, there was going to be a second issue.
L o o o e e e B e B Rk ke e e e e e

MINUTES
by Wally Weber
MINUTES OF THE MAY 31, 1959 MEETING OF THE NAMELESS ONES

It is my fond but feeble hope that this ruse works on Doctor Toskey. He knows
that I have a set of minutes written for the May 31 meeting; I made the unusual error
of having prepared them before the following meeting, and Toskey will never forget the
shock of having me answer the call for minutes by actually reading some. (Up until that
time he had not suspected that I could read.)

But that was long ago, and here it is time to publish my biweekly masterpieces,
and I am no longer able to find any of the required documents. Ordinarily this would be
a minor matter. I could admit to my folly and take my standard punishment, such as being
slowly forced through a porous cement wall. But that could only happen when F. M.and
Elinor Busby are available to temper the vengeance of Toskey, and that is far frowm the
case this gloomy morning. The Busbies are away and you-know-what is in complete command.
T could still admit to my folly, but I would immediately be rendered incapable of admit-
ting to, or eveén committing, another. To die so horribly before the Westercon is not
even thinkable.

Unthinkable though it may be, it still remains extremely likely. My fear-crazed
mind has wade me type the headings as usual, somehow imagining there is a chance that
Burnett will be too involved with publishing the CRY later on today to give any notice
to the finer print. I even have flashes of a state far beyond delerium when I glimpse
a vision in which he even fails to notice until after the Westercon. No doubt many great
men in history have had similar experiences when the end was near.

: - ‘Perhaps something can be salvaged, however. Certainly Burnett will not deprive
the CRY of this page. This page, then, can be my monument. Be gentle with it, for it
is all I'had to give at the last; do not crush its corners more than is reasonably re-
‘quired to contain the garbage you are throwing out. And those of you who attend the
Wesc sercon and see my empty body, crusified on a Buick emblem, please, I beg of you, do
not stare unkindly at wmy Adam's apple, and think twice before you accept any cider from
Toskey. i :

S Honorable Secretary,

Wally Weber
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(or, The Last Hoohan!) by Eustace S Plunkett

°

"How," asked OQur Hero, who is virtuous, unassuming, witty, deserving, trust— °
worthy, loyal, egotistical, helpful, friendly, courteous, kind, obedient, cheerful;
thrifty, brave; clean, and rsverent (like a large St Bernard or a small Boy Scout),
O CanN TS SN~ Of Sa RNE Pl a Lo OF [JUS b SIS Ve g~ oy We's e Tacy o s Bley Hkier Sy

Gl RPNl s SCloro s Shiafol i Blol, * Clals Q10 Lery " ARG  beAbRohat dLruy old hard—worklng convention—
originating TAFF-organizing Other Candidate?"

“"Don't worry aboui him," shrieked Our Hero's Mad-&-Sexy Wife quietly (1nexpertly
lighting a cigarette), "We knovr he can't stop traffic in a bathing suit. Though I

can't imagine why anyone would want: to do Ghat; do you suppose thai's more fannish now
thon putting out one--shots at conventionz?!

Our Hero thoughtfully scratched his brand-new virtuous unassuming moustache and
ground out the cigarette which Nad—&-Sexy Wife had left lying on some newly-cut
steancils as she went to the mirro: to study traffic-stopping possibilitiess "Hell,"
he breathed in his witty, deserving, reverent way, 'how could -a Dark Horse like that.."

"\ veritable neofan..." added Mad-&-Sexy Wife, helpfully.
",.eif we ignore her first article in a fanzine in '52..."

"Yell, then, she's only about - uh — 7th Fandom," figured Our Hero's Helpmeet.
"{iay . she's only as new as DAG!"

"Shets only been to 3 WorldCons, & 4 1li'l WesterCons," studied Our Hero kindly..

MHowecum," helped Mad-&=-Sexy Wife, "she rated so high in your virtuous, cheerful,
astworthy fan poll, as cartoonist and artist?"

_ “Dunno," answered Our Hero thriftily. "But seriously, now: how could anyone in
1L3ir right fannish mind consider this upstart as even a remote possibility for TATF?"

"fell," explained M-+&-S Wife, "maybe she’s got something else to campaign with,"
Ulike?" queried Ouxr Hero,

"Like, she's a girrulll" exclaimed a Young-and-Repressed Love-Starved Goon who
happened oy, he wandered off, drooling "35-22~36" to himself.

"Likey: I identify myself with this freckle-faced mysterious female," cried a
Y-&-R I1--3 LNF, gaging. rapuurouslv at a photo of the Dark Horse in a Saran-wrap dress.

“Iike, the gualifications of the Other Candidates are meaningless in view of
these facts!" snickered a Y&PLS S.I.C, "and actually sha's more of a pinto (or an
Appaloosian) than a Dark Homxseo-- a purely academic point, but important to anyone who
really wanis o do straight unslanted reporting. Besides, Fandom's Living Legend says
that SHX 1eVthe" fimds i TAPR- Conbiidy'his' s cveriheard jofIM

‘IGreat!" shrieked M&S Wifc, putting on a bathing suit, "let’s use it ourselves."
Mihat?" asked virtuous unassuming witty Our Hero.

"Us3 S*X as a TATT campaign.!" sexed &S Wife.

"That won't do," groused Our Hero. "Dark Horse doesn't even remember kissing me." .
"I've never forgotten," consoled Our Hero's Helpmate, unfolding a street map.

~ "Fine," enthused Our Hero, "but suppose Dark Horse points out, in print, that I'm
“he onlv fan she doesn't remember kissing?" :

e can claim she's kissed so many she can't keep track. You know-- loosel"

"No," stated a large bushy-tailed squirrel, "just friendly." He stared reminisc—
enviyr 1nto space for a moment, cried "Fanac!", and Gisappeared in a blinding flash of
Dittc Green, leaving a happy "Happy New Year" hanging in the air.
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Mad—&-Sexy Wife glared at Our Hero. "You're going to have to do something about
your peculiar friends. That's the second ceiling he's gone through!"

"What are we going to do?" grotshed Our Hero, bravely. "There's all kinds of -
trouble brewing."

Placing her finger on the interscction she had picked as the most likely corner
to stop,traffic, Our Hero's V/ife loocked up, '"Whatever do you mean?"

"Fandom is Significanty you know that," lectured Qur Hero in his best v,u,w,d,t,
l,e,h,f,c,k;0,Cyt,b,Cy& manner (oh, go back and look it upl),

"Yesi" she screamed adoringly.

YAnd TAFF, the most Worthwhile Institution in Significant Fandom (not counting my
few popular zines like Unassuming, Deserving, Trustworthy, & Loyal) is threatened."

"EBeekk!" eeked M&S Wife, "How melodramatic as all-get-outi"

"T mean," opined Our H=ro, "that iis very existence is threatened... if fans vote
for the Other Candidate, in splte of the Whisper Campaign, in spite of the senS1b1e
way some fansS...."

"Say 'fen';" suggested M&S Wife fannishly, "it sounds so much more fannishi'

", .some fans opine that he may handle the next TAFF deal, Or if they vote for
the Dark Horse, in spite of her being a mere e

"She's all of twenty-five," miffed M&S Wife.,

"..in spite of her being not any percent of the Hoax of the Century. What I mean
is, if fandom doesn't vote for ME, what will happen to TAFF?"

"0h golly! Oh pip pipt" shrieked M&S wife. '"Thatfs Significant, too," she added,

"So let's get down to business," said Our Hero. Then, as his wife started to
take off her bathing suit, "No, no} I mean TAFF busi'ness,"

"Oh," sexed Our Hero's Helpmate regretfully. "So wihat can we do? Can't you do
whatever she's done in fandom?"

"How can I?" growled Our Hero, pouring himself a mug of mimeo ink (his Own Fan-
zine said he had mimeo ink in his veins, and what you read in His Fanzines; youcould
always believe). "How can I plan a fancy opulent intricate thing for a WorldCon? ‘Tho'd
cooperate?" '

"Phe Dark Horse had fans from all over helping outs; she had only a tiny bit of
trouble,"

"She's a girrrullj"screamed several Young-&--Repressed, Love-Starved fans, "though
that doesn't explain why the fem-fans helped ous."

Our Hero glowered at them in his friexndly cheerful way. “How can I help revive
the world's oldest fan-club & bring i% back to actifandon? She's already done that,"

"We like to 1aent1fy with her!" Chorused Y&R,LS members of the world's oldest?afub

"hat I mean is," explained Our Hero, gently taking the city map from his M&S Vife
as he closed the front door, "like, it takes. a pretty sneaky fan to convince a mori—
bund- club that it not enly wants to be active, but that is wants to buy a new dupexr
and actually prove that it's active. Now, could I be that sneaky?"

H0f course not!i" séid M&SWife, resignedly changinz out of her bathing suit.

"I mean, like, I've. contributed to fandom as a wh~le! Who else has so constant—
ly kept well-meaning, -, harmless fanclubs in the limelight es ridiculous and bumbling
clods? Who else has so consistently pointed out the differences, the dissensions, the
gulfs hetween convention fans and fanzine fans°".
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Mad~&—-Sexy Wife gazed at Our Hero with abject adoration, "No one has worked
harder than you, dear."

"I think the best bet," decided Our Heio, draining the last of his mimeo irk, %
"is to continue along our present line of pointing out how inactive she has been--

how she's only doi S h e just t i SOt
¥y ing so much now, ju o win TAFF helpfully; -

"Didn't know there wsre that many votes in the club,'" said Our Hero's Helpmate,/
: Our Hero stopped being vuwitlehfckoctbc&r for a moment, "and said, '"Huh?"

"Uell has she done that muck in general -fandom? Seems fo- ‘me that she's been
awfully busy with just her own group, helping them get somewhexe..."

"That'!s what I mean!" cried Our Hero.triumphantly. "You can see that she isn't so
much of a fan at all} Hardly anyone outsmde her ovm fanclub even knows of heri"

"hy, you're probably right, exclelmed &S Wife havpily. "But don't you think
you'd better do some work, tco?"

"What do you mean, Mad-and—Sexy Wife?!

"I mean, like work on your campaign: like better writing, with trufannish quality,
and more action instead of ‘just elaborate promises with each irregilar ‘issue of one of
your few pormlar fanzines (11ke Unassuming, Trustworthy, and Layal) i

pressed

"Good Lord, why?" murmured Our Hero, gazing fondly at the dried laurel wreath/ln
his "Lawrencc Welk Plays Jazz" album, "I was almost 100% of the Greatest Hoax of the
Century=~ whe* more do they want?" i

=_22======__.= === = = = sSr| s 5= == = = = = =2 = == = = = = = = = = = = = =

Editorially speaking, we were of a couple-three minds as to printing Confrere
Plunkett'!s piece, above, It went like this:

Pro: (1)It's a direct takeoff-answer to Terry's piece in the last issue, so for
best appreciation it chould go to the same rzadership. \2)It was offered in klndly
fashion and good spirit. (3)Itfs got some damn cube lines in it.

Con: (1)The Cry, while not being against anyone, has been and is strongly in
support of one Terry Carr for TAFF. The preceding item's appearance’' here does not
indicate any change in this Our Policy. (2)I don't believe in running contentious
material under?pgeudonjms. Terry wrote his piece uncer his own name, and I think he
has the right to know who's answering him, Personally, I think Plunkett is composed
of several LASFSians rather than being only one persoiis However, further "Plunkett!
in this vein will only appear here when we have the true names of the writers, for
our own info, at least, This item arrived too late ‘o query on the point, (3)Vhile
Terry stayed whimsical and poked -at least as much fun at himself as at anyone else
(if not more), "Plunke' ", or rather at least one of "Plunkett's" components, gets
downright snide in the way of personal attack, in 'spots. I don't like this, but
could not find a way to delete those bits without becoming subject to accusation of
kllllng the argument for partisan reasonss.l have edited somewhat, but only ih the
interests of clearer presentation and space—saving. At any ratey, I find some parts
of this piece to be in poor taste, which iz too bad, since much of it is enjoyable.

Terry's writeup erred in omitting Bjo's LASFS efforts & achievements; which are
notable. Bustace errs equally in letting-on that Bjo!s:'52 fanac makes her a 7-year
far-veteran, by ignoring a gafiation of several years. It's like saying that I have
been an active fan for 9 years because I hi% the Portland Cor (?50) & had stuff in the
local zine in !'50-!51 (altho Elinor & I got into C?’panblng with the Mar'55 issue &

JOlned SAPS in July'56, most fans would datc .us. from the 57 MidWestCon)., It's not
that all these details have any great bearing on anyona's suitability for TAFF-- it's 3
just that I do love a fact, in preference to & sncw-jovb. On any side of the fence. ,//

The main thing, of course, is for everyone to get that TARF contribution in.s.!

4
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(.."so I can see a long ways off, and the bicycle so I can get away quick"
: ~~Churchy)

This is a whole page all to myself of sncaky editorial, since we’ll be out of
town this weekend and Tosk gets the contents--page by delfault. Let's ramble. ., . &

_Who. started all this Focal Point siuff, anyhow? Buck Coulson had something to
say about iaib, since; I recallsg.liro, like: ”Dear Mr Cculson; I have become a Focal
Points. -What do I do now?" But that was A Focal Poi nt. HNow we find characters
talking about The Tocal Point. This, I contend, is a misiake-~ any time fandom gets
so rundown and vitamin-deficient as to settle dowa to just one measly little T'ocal
Point, we might as well give up and join the N3F. I see this whole mildly raucous
shindig as a concatenation of unsrganized groupings-according-—to-interest, overlapping
in a random and changing fashion, like the multiple spotlights in some nightclubs.
Some people, some gines, and even some clubs will be in a central sort of role for
parts of the overall group-— always subject to change, as interests shift with the
changing actiVvity of one and ahother gaag. That's my idea of this Pocal Point deal,
and.that's enough (and a plenty; you say?) on the subject.

"This,is Buz editorializing, by the way, in case I forget t> put my name -at the
enl as I did on the comments following the Plunkett article., That ariicle should
teach Terry Carr to get his column in on time-- if we'd had "Fandom Harvest' and a
couple other expected items on hand, we wouldn't have had room for this Insidious
Pripaganda. I still can't figure out the constituent components ‘of Plunkett-- parts
of it read like' Bjo (mostly the parts that are kidding Bjo), and parts of it read 1lik
Ted Johnstone, but I canit Tigure who put in the parts I fina a bit off-bass, 1 qsh
this Westcoast-TAI'F bit hadn't become branniganized, but as long as it has (a bit),
we might as well have it running in here as anyplaces 5 _ 5 g

Meanwhile, the Berry Fund is shaping up pretty well, ard vwith a good effort at
upcoming regional Cons, it will indeed be Detention For the Coon., But vz are also
working on-a good PanTour for John (he has a good sizeble vacatlop),_suuh as getting
him out here to the €oast and (sobl) back again, as well as the relatively-easy Lasi-
ern safari. So: contributions to Nick Falasca, 5612 Warvluk Drivs, Parma 29, Ohio,
Tha’ goes for other people's contributions too, Biliy The ¥2d. ILike, get with,it.

Fella 1n the lettercol keeps saying that Cry has nothing to offer '"general'" fan-
dom, except & monthly scheaule, Well, it strikes me that regular-&-frequent publi-
cation can't be of help to a zine unless the individual issues strike sparks with the
readers, but what's this "general fandom'" ~7ith Cry on the outdoor sidec looking in?7?.
Certainly a ¢irculation of 80~100 (our most comfortable veight!) makes no pretense of
reaching-All of Fandom, but our readership (including the non-writing subscrlbers) is
highly diversified, and cuts across just about ary famnish lines of -lemarcation I can
think of. A "1imited~interest zine''—- why, sure, ‘and a Good Thing, too-~ where would
we be if even 50 more fans (a small percertage »f th> overall group) sent in $2 subs
to Cry? (Down ‘at Pete's Poopdeck drinking beexr and digging ¢ool sounds,. that's where.
After | having folded Cry out of sheer VopeTessnssso) .Then, "..the lettercol,, aimed at
a group of fans whose interest lies in Ca "~ well, how ard why do you 'aim" a letter-—
col (essentially a self-aiming device) a: any othe; groupd? I baffle, but not so badly
@#s 10 sink to explaining in detail once again that the Cry was never a 01ub—produced oo
zine, an. hasn®t been a club-ceniered zine for the past 3 or 4 yearss =S produced
by one president and 4 ex-presidents of the Nameless ‘Ones, for -anyone interested °
enough t> meet the requirements as usua11y listzd on the contents<page. ‘Ah, what now?

This month has not been for the birds; but against %them, around here. A flaw in
J0EE ecautlon against paini fumes killed our cheerful little farnish ad-libber of nearly
4% years standing, Bemmy Busby. Nobby, our elder dackshund, did For Beatnik (Bemmy's
successor) today, inexplicably--- no clue as 1o how theg plastﬂb slide came out of* the
end of cage, to let the little guy out into the ‘clutchcs of the Mighty Hunter. But we
stubbornly-reque:to quit: Bird #3 sits impatiently waiting for us te;brainstorm-up a::
rame ‘for him. Parakeets are a Way of Life, ecpecially when they can:ad-lib for you,

This has' been a sneakyPete editorial by F M Busby, who is splititing the scene
tomorrow morning until after Cryday and uniil shorily hefore the WesterCon. See you,
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1. REVIEWS BY BILL MEYERS

THE BEST OF FANDOM --- 1958, Guy Terwilliger, 1412 Albright St, Bpise, Idaho. 124pp. 75¢

~ One of the most monumental fanzines to come put in a very long while, this obviously represents
a tremendous gmount of work, planning, end expense. From an artistic standpoint, this is
definitely an improvement over last year's antliology in its layout, its colorful appearance, s
and particularly in its art portfolio which presents the best of fandom's artwork (the worth
of this is somewhat questionable, considering the 32 pages these 16 illustrations took up, e
but I'm not against it). Too, it is well edited and expertly reproduced. Bob Madle's
intraduction is hardly as good as that of Bloch's-last year, but overall, the price jump from
25¢ to T5¢ is well justified.
- ((Lichtman rates this 10 and Rich Brown rates it 1007490647 )

VOID #16%,. Greg Benford, 10521 Allggheny Drive, Dallas 29, Texas; Ted White, 2708 N. Charles
Street, Baltimore 18, Maryland. 14 pages. 25¢. ((rated 5 by both Ljchtman and Brown))
For the purpose of maintaining the monthly schedule, this is dssued in the interim of White's
moving to New York. It consists completely of letters, so many that it appears a "%" issue
would have been necessary anyway. VOID has obviously interested practically everyone
fannish, and at this rate should indeed reach its self-appointed goal as the focal-point fmz.

JD-ARGASGY #44, Lym Hickman, 304 N. 1lth, Mt. Vernon, Illinois. 30 pages. 20¢.
This is one of the occasional large issues of JD-A filled with longer contributions in
addition to the neys, letters, and whatnot. It stands alone as an excellent generalzine.

Jim Harmon begins his projected series of fan profiles with a beautiful dissection of s
Harlen Ellison's personality -- nothing libelous or enything like that, but merely through
the description of several humorous incidents, said personality is laid bare for all to see.

Robert Bloch, in his usual enjoyable menner, tells of his job as a panelist on a local
television program. Adkins reviews fanzines, but these do not so much impress me as reviews
but rather as extemporaneous grunts and comments on first reading each fanzine -- that is,
more like the whole column is a very rough first draft.

Bob Madle contributes the Tth chapter of his TAFF report, this one dealing with his visit
with Inchmery Fandom after the London convention. With the exception of some half-slighting
remarks toward Walt Willis, which seem to crop up in nearly every installment, it's all very
good and-interesting, but nothing to reprint in a separate volume for any purpose other than
preservation for posterity or some such nonsense.

News items, including a couple of pages of Les Gerber's predictions on the s-f pocket-
book scene, abound throughout the issue, along with some editorial ramblings. There's a
rebuttal to Ted White concerming the consite in 1960 . '

JD-A could only stand improvement in the amount of importance it places on letters of
comment. Byt then #45 is promised to be filled with letters.

((Both Brown and Lichtman rate this 7 on their scale.))((L;chtmen doesn't zgree with
Hickmen's fan politics; RJO FOR TAFF, gang, he sez.)) .

o

II. REVIEYS BY RICH BROWN

SHANGRI-L® AFFATRES #43, Al Lewis, 2548 W. 12th St, Los Angeles 6, California, 20¢, 35pages. mimeo
Once again we come to Shageyv; and once again the good material ‘is lined up against the bad.

* Rick Sneary, Ted Johnstone, Djinn Faine, E.Southington Plunkett(good fanzdme;reviews), Ron
Ellik, and a lettercolumn that is starting to be edited provide interesting fare. On the
other hand there is a pitiful attempt at faaan-fiction by Norman Metcalf, end a few other
pieces of mediocrity that were pretty boring reading. Al Lewis' editorial speaks for a Good
Cause, though(the Berry Fund), and the Bjo((for TAFF, sez @ichtman))cover and interior illos
add sparkle to even the mediocre material. Ah, well. Rating: 5 ((Lichtman rates this 7))

PSI-PHI #3, Bob Lichtman, 6137 S. Croft Ave., Los Angeles 56, Calif. 15¢, %2pp, ditto.
To paraphrase Dan Adkins: the first issue of this was Nothing, the second issue was Something,
and now, the third issue is Really Something. No, I don't want you to misunderstand me; this
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isn't something to rave about, nor is it a leader Ip the Field, or anything like that. that
it is, is a nice bit of enjoyable reading that can be a lot of fun. For one thing, the ditto-
ing is done mostly in black, which I like. There's a cover by Bjo, a good parody bit by Jim
Caughran, a real Ggan story by the inimitable Berry, Bjo's best cartoon strip to date, and an
interesting column by Ted Johnstone. There were a few things that didn't impress me, but if
Bob continues to improve on his editorial disceimment, the next issue should be just peachy.
- ' . RATING: -7
((QUIXOTIC #2%, Don Durward, 2pp, c/w the above. Interecting))

HOCUS #8, Mjke Deckinger, 85 Locust Ave, Millburn, New Jersey. 5¢, 26pp, mimeo.
With few exceptions(the starting of toth a fenzine review column and a letter column -
steps forward, I feel), most of this just didn't hit me right. Marvin L, Rivers has a
continued story" (not, the editor says, a serial) vet. "This is to be a column about nothing
in" particular," says Barry R. Milroad (a neighbor of Deckinger's, it seems), end then proceeds
to fill half a page with exactly that. Bob Farnham meaages to tell us that chain letters
are illegal and dengerous; who would've ever guessed? And Bill Durih=m, in very stilted
style, gripes in a column of the sgmec name about things trivial or already rehashed. I get

. thé impression that he thinks he's saying something new.... RATING: 3

"~ FANAC #37, Ron Ellik and Terry Carr, #7,2444 Virginia St. Berkeley, Calif. 4/25¢, 6pp, mimeo.

% News: gnd chitterchatter, mostly in a fannish vein. This issue also features the first BSFA
con report(by Ron Bennett) along with the regular news. As has been said often enough before
to make the Berkeley boys sick of it: FANAC is indevisible (not invisible -- the repro, as a
mnatter of fact, is rather good). RATING: 9

00PSLA #26,#27, Gregg Cal<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>