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920 3rd Ave, Seattle 4, Wash (page 3)

CRY is produces each and every month by a group of otherwise reasonable pcople

with one of the biggest Stencil Habits you ever heard of, to fced.

being free to contributors, costs 25¢/copy, 5/31, or 12/$2 (John Berry, 31 Campbell

Tarlc hive, Belmont, Belfast, N.Ireland, takes subs at 1/9, 7/—, & 14/0)°
anyone who has written in for a "sample copy'", please quote this paragraph to him,. huh?
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A1l checks scnt to Seattle should be made payable to Elinor Busby.
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So CRY, aside fron

Cover by ATom, iiultigraphed headings by Toskey page 1
The Goon Goes ‘est (end of Ch.5, plus Ch.6) John Berry 4
Jo Irepared! (a Lehrody) Les Gerber ' 35
Tal:e iie To ‘Your Leader Mal Ashworth (for TAFF!) 36
~. Sheaf of Sheaffer (Two Sections) Parker Sheaffer . e 4L
IZdnutes Vally VWeber 3
“here the lell's My MS? Carl Marks 40
he Gafiation of Lem Cole Les Nirenberg 42
Tandom Harvest 3 T epnysahen 44
Column '‘/ithout a iame Llinor Busby 46
an Untitled Sequence.. Je LelsiPisper 47
CIY of the Readers A hAAd T #d conducted by Wally Veber i 48-66

/e also have a piece by Jim Grove, which will have to wait until next month...
.rt Credits: ATom 1 10 12 17 27, Nirenberg 47, Reiss 66, Vleber 48, IFrench T75.
Stencilst cut: by: Bliner 34, Wally:siieber 23,.Ually'Gonser AL I ey (Cahion 2y Jsio . Il
gl af'the.Duper: Jim V/ebbert, Burnett Toskey, 'ally l‘'eber, iJally Gonser, F I Busby.

“2lly wos going to hold the lettercol down to 16pp this time,; but what with getting
JCGY bacl: 6n. schedule, CotR starts on page 48, so wot the hell, Bill, wot the hell...

_ven when John made us promise not to cut anything out of the Seattle chapter of TGGT
"Tor reasons of modesty", we still didn't suspect he was going to lay it on this thicl:,
Jour friendly neighborhood CRYgang is all sort of redfaced and stumblefooted in a kind
of cmbarrassed gratitude or grateful embarrassment,; with respect to John's kudoes.

‘2l ishworth came through with a short piece for this issue, fortuitously giving us
goricthing with which to back up Elinor's and my "Ifal Ashworth for TAI'T" pitch. Hope to

‘hove a series of Ashworth-bits going here, friends; stick with us & see what we mean. :

Awvhile:. back our local club (including us) voted "to support a.San Diego bid.for the '61
.csterCon. San Diego, however, seems to have seceded to Ilundane; I've waited twa solid
nonths for an answer from Colin Cameron to my urgent request for info re SD intentions
toward this '61 jesterCon, to no avail, Meanwhile, the Golden Gate Trolls indicate
that they're hot to trot on Hhes adal . Masdoubt. thitseur- Lotal group will bother to walc
asother vote, officially, but since the endorsed group (3D) scems to have died on us,

I imagine that the Trolls of the Bay Area have a good claim on Seattle votes at Boisc.

Last month I mentioned .being a little confused about Vest Coast '64 bids. Vell, if

Car Trancisco should spring in '64 and Los jngeles in '67, it would be 10 years betwecn
Cons for SF, and 9 for LA. If the bids were reversed, it would be 6 years for LA and
13 for SF, between VjorldCons. Iy personal impression has been that the hoo-hah fron
Los ingeles has been in the nature of a "saving" bid, rather than from any grasping
urge to wrest the '64 Con from any Con-hungry city that hasn't put one on in recent
ycarsy I can't imagine the good fans I knmow in LA trying to stomp out any legitimate
bid for '64 from 3an Franéisco, 3an Diego, or other fan-centers who haven't been all
l-nocked—out by the Con-producing razzmatazz:in current times. Anyhow, we will continuc
40.lzcep an open mind, except to mention that while "Los Angeles" is an OK ‘Jord, "lordor!"

is a Dirty Yord: by JRR Tolkien, Mordor:is the essence of repulsiveness-- -dead, foul,

Cevastated, unfit for living creatures, vile, smogbound, and somewhat post-atomic. So
vthat ho, Los ingeles fandom: how about dropping the utterly repelient word '"lordor"
“rom your hi-jinks, hey? Ilighod-- there must be something clse that rhymes. Thini:l

I was gouna tell you all about the book version of "PGG.M, too——(next time!)--Iuz



THE GOON GOES WEST -- Chapter Five, "The Long Haul," concluded page U

: I've got the pleasant task now of penning the account of the final part of the long
journey, the run into Geattle, and it was a climax indeed.

T don't know if the boys did it deliberately, but the choice of route was a master
stroke of psychology. The way I see it, they were justly proud of Seattle, their home
town, and instead of just driving into Seattle on Route 10, they chose the southern
TPEUNEE0 0 666 a route which, as the journey progressed, grew more and more magnificent, so
that, as I've hinted, the final entry into Seattle would be a fitting conclusion to all
that the 2,600 mile haul had promised.

After leaving Yakima and passing through Naches, the road very perceptibly began to
rise. More and more tall pine trees began to appear on both sides of the road, and gradu-
ally they formed into vast wooded slopes. For a considerable time, until we reached the
high ground, the road followed a small river. And dotted here and there, a few yards
from the roadside, and sheltered by the pines, I saw wooden bungalows, which thke boys
told me were summer houses where the people from Seattle and neighbourhood spend weekends
in the summer, right in the bosom of nature.

The scenery, if it was possible, improved as the miles passed:. I could not restrain
myself any longer, and pleaded with the boys to halt so that I could take some photographs.
The car stopped, and the boys got out, and I took my shots, but the boys said that, shucks,
this was nothing really, and if I'd be patient until we got to Mount Rainier, I'd wish
I'd kept my film until then. This I could not credit. I have an eye for beauty, and
there is more poetry in my soul than people suspect, and I almost felt myself saying that
nothing could be more beautiful than our immediate surroundings. But I reasoned that the
boys .should know, and they hadn't let me down so far, so we all piled in the.car again,
and this time Gonser took the wheel.

’ I'm afraid I have to.report that I was the victim of another optical illusion....
and from comments made by the rest, I wasn't the only one who noticed it.

This is what happened!

Toskey said that we were approaching the Mount Rainier National Park, and the actual
snow-topped mountain itself was a magnificent spectacle....he said that we climbed really
high into the Cascade Mountains to view it.

And so we did rise, in a succession of bounds, but this is the way it looked to me.
We would climb, and top a rise, and seemingly below us in the distance, maybe a mile
away, the road disappeared over the horizon, downwards.

We would rapidly reach this next brow, and look behind us, and see the last rise, a
mile behind, faw below us. We looked in front of us, and sure enough, about a mile away
the road seemed to top a rise and then go down, and this rise looked to be below our level,
very much so. And yet when we travelled the next mile, and looked back, we knew we'd
climbed all the time. We looked ahead..... and, well, it sure looked as though it was
downhill...but it wasn't....it was another section of climb for us. There must be a simple
mechanical explanation for this illusion, the fact that although we thought we were drop-
ping, we were actually climbing..... and I hope that someone will explain it to me. Toskey
couldn't,and he's a Ph.D....

Soon we came to a sort of bridge over the road. Two rock buttresses were on each
side of the road, built into the bank, and long thick logs were suspended across the
road, built into the bank, and long thick logs were suspended across them to form this
bridge. In big white print on the bottom log was a note which told us we were entering
the:

MOUNT RAINIER NATIONAL PARK.®

I must say that in the past I have heard quite a lot about the National Parks in
America, and I was very pleased that my itinerary included a journey through one. Accor-
ding to my large scale map of America, Mount Rainier isn't just one of the biggest national
parks, but goodness me, I cannot find words to express how thrilled I was with the superb
natural views I was privileged to see!

The road still climbed steadily, and for one long distance the road was cut into a
wooded mountain side, and there was a sheer drop to the left down into a valley several
hundreds of feet below. Then, across the valley, the upwards thrusting pines covered the
ground that rose to a much higher level than which we were at. I sighed at this wonderful
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panorama, and begzed Gonser to stop the car once again, so that I could record those
precious moments for posterity. I have the photograph before me, at this moment, and _
looking at it brings back that pounding in my heart. For at the top of 'the high ground
across the valley was a band of snow....snow, and the sun was burning downwards. The
snow wasn't really all that much higher than us, relatively speaking, and I knew there-
fore' that we had climbed very very high.

I said back there that the photograph brought the pounding to my heart. Some of
you may have thought that that was merely exaggeration, but you are wrong. It was the
mental reaction, quite instinctive, of re-living part of that drive. We were zooming .
along at a steady fifty. We could have gone much faster, but we were all admiring the
view...including our valiant driver, Wally Gonser. I can say without fear of contradic-
tion that his driving was faultless, even:though, for seconds at a time, he would allow
his eyes to absorb the beauty of our surroundings. 1 was torn between my earnest desire
to also get my fill of nature in the raw, and an urge of self-preservation which told me
I should get ready to leap out at a second's notice. But as I say, Gonser had complete
control over the car. I find when I'm riding my pedal cycle to my office that when I take
my eyes off the road to glance at anifty ‘length of calf, the bike swerves to the right.
Now, it is obvious that whilst Gonser was driving without looking, he was automatically
compensating for this irnstinctive swerve...and I must confess that when Gonser turned
and looked at the scenery, I swivelled my head and looked at the course the car was taking,
and I have to report that it went in a perfect straight line, keeping exactly the same
distance from the edge of the sheer drop.

We swung round a couple of bends at speed, Gonser seemingly oblivious to the fact
that if he made the slightest miscalculation; we hadn't got wings, and suddenly in our
view came the fantastically sensational Mount Rainier itself. '

Gonser breathed a sigh of awe, and stopped the car. Quick as a flash I nipped out
of the car, turned all the knobs on my camera, and took several photographs. Let me try
and describe the sight. Immediately below us was a small lake. On the other side of
this lake, the ground rolled upwards in folds.  Really high up in the far distance was
a line of jagged peaks, and behind those peaks was the snow-covered Mount Rainier itself.
I was spellbound with admiration. Even more exciting from my point of vantage was that
all: this was reflected in the lake..... : _ ;

I'm glad to say that the photographs came out in great detail, and I haveiehlarged
one of them, and have framed it and hung it in my bedroom....and I see it every morning
before I throw the sheets back, and it gives me a feeling of power to know that I was
there and actually took that photograph myself. _ g

I got in-the car again, and Gonser took us down to the lake. We parked our car just
after it ran over a thin cable suspended across the space by the lake reserved for cars,
and- the boys told me the cable automatically signalled s machine which totalled up the
number of cars which parked at the spot. We left the car to stretch our legs, and we
walked through some tall pine trees to the lake itself. It was shallow, and along one
side it was bordered with bushes. We saw fish swimming about in the water, which was
icy cold. Wally Weber brought his movie camera into action again, and we walked to the
far length of the lake, maybe a couple of hundred yards away. I took more photographs...
and the air was clean and exhilarating...so soothing and refreshing that I would have had
no objection if a chap had come up and charged us $10 for breathing that air...it was
like.a tonic...you could actually feel it toning up your blood.

We didn't say much; in such surroundings speech seems superfluous.

We walked back to ‘where the car was parked, and sat down on a log, and there, in
front of me, about three feet away, was a little chipmunk. It was like a little squirrel
with stripes. It sat there looking at me, and even came nearer...and then écurried away. ..
and turned, and looked again....and went about its business with dignity. It reminded
me-so much of a snippet from a Walt Disney cartoon....boys, I like chipmunks!

None of us seemed to want to leave the spot, and we walked across the road, away
from the car park, and on to some vast rocks which had probably been blasted away when
the road was built. . M, A

Standing on the rocks, and looking across to Rainier /" enough to cause the most
unhappy man to realise that some things are worth living for.




I suggested that it would be a nice picture if someone would climb the rocks behind
us, across the road, and try to get us on the rocks and Mount Rainier as a background. I
was only joking, actually, because I didn't think my camera capable of such a wide focus
shot, but Toskey said he'd be delighted to oblige, and I set the camera to what I thought
to be the correct readings, and Toskey took it and climbed the rocks to over a hundred
feet high, as though he did it every morning before breakfast.

He sat on the top of the rocks, and put the camera to his eye, and we turned away,
with our legs braced, and looked across the valley at Rainier.

Never in my wildest dream did I think Toskey would get everything in the. picture.
I'm certain he will be pleased to hear that some of the men in an adjoining office to
mine, police photographers with masses of experience, say it is one of the finest photo-
graphs they've ever seen. They were so enthusiastic about it that one of them enlarged
it to make a picture two feet long and eighteen inches wide. The detail is clarity in
excelsis, and for a 35 mm film to enlarge so much and still retain such detail without
any fogging says volumes for the camera, the film, my preliminary calculations, and above
all, the skill of Toskey. He must have held the camera in a grip of iron, and he centred
the scene in the minute sight with impeccable finesse.

I put the picture in a frame, and made a fire screen of it, and. it is one of my
proudest possessions. I must tell you what the picture shows. At the bottom is this pile
of rocks. On the left, Wally Weber can be seen with his camera to his eye. I'm next to
him, leaning forward with both hands on wy left knee, looking as though I was hypnotized

by this superb example of nature at its mightiest..... and I most probably was. Wally
Gonser is on my right, with his hands on his hips, surveying the land as if it were his
own....and so it was! The clarity is such that although on the negative I am no bigger

than a pin point scratch, on these:- scene the vivid checks on my American shirt show up
clearly!

Above us, taking up three quarters of the picture, are these massive pines, and
here and there the road can be seen sweeping downwards amongst the trees. The rocky crags
run in a straight line about three inches from the top of the picture, and behind them,
vibrant in its whiteness, is Rainier itself.

If Toskey never touches a camera again, he's taken a photograph which many men
spend all their lives trying to obtain. I would very much like Burnett to see this fire
SSRECTIRRIET I wonder if he ever will? SN,

We reluctantly returned to our car, with Wally Gonser once more at the steering
wheel. We started to go downwards, and in some places the road once again went down in
a series of O-bends, which Gonser took with precision, despite frequent peeps at every- .
thing Mother Nature had to offer, and on this day her wares were abundant!

ks we progressed downwards, the boys showed me the White River meandering downwards
beside the road....I understand it is something of a phenomena..because the water is
cloudy white.... T

Soon we passed through Enumclaw, and swung north, and the boys got visibly excited...
"Just a few miles to go" they said to each other, and they stuck their chests out with
the joys of homecoming. I felt pretty tense, too, because even though I'd been with
these toys less than three days, I felt that our close confinement had bred an understan-
ding which ordinarily might have taken months to build up. I felt I had got to know them
very well....and in a way I was unhappy that the Journey was about to draw to a close....
and then I thought that soon I would be starting on a fresh sequence of my tour, a week
with the Busbys, and I'd built up a fabulous mental picture of them. From what the boys
had told me of the Busbys the previous three days, I knew I was in for another rare ses-
sion of everything that is good and kind in this world..both the mundane world and the
WAkl @Ehe’ stEnleleiingts o o

In no time at all we were in Seattle..... we passed the airport on our left..and then,

‘a little later, the giant Boeing aircraft factory, and I was delighted when I saw my
first Boeing 707 jet-plane whizzing over Seattle.

Just after getting into the outskirts of Seattle, we swung left, off the main road,
and reached Wally Gonser's house. Wally took us inside, and we met his mother, a very
charming lady, to whom Wally gave an affectionate greeting. She made us a meal.
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Toskey suggested that I should ring up Elinor Busby and speak..he thought she would
be bewildered. I dialled them on the Gonser telephone, and after a couple of attempts
managed to get Elinor at home.

She said "hello", and I said:

"Hello, Elinor," and I accentuated my strange accent just a little more than neces-
sary.

"IsﬂmtJdm”.JdemTﬂ”Ilmadha'%y.

Nesprand-r . " and how can I remember that conversation? I was so elated. I
finished up by telling her that we'd be over .soon, and we went outside and helped Wally
Gonser unload his kit from the car. I looked with interest at Wally's house, and he
gave me the amazing news that he'd built it himself. I shook my head in awe, and asked
myself was there no limit to the skill and ingenuity of these fAmericans..building his own
house..why, I can hardly sharpen a pencil! Anyway, I can report the Gonser House as
being  mighty nice, a structure anyone could be proud of. I wish I could walk about and
boast of such a superb achievement! = .

I said 'cheerio' to Wally and his mother, and Wally said he'd be over at the Busbys'
in a couple of days.....

~ Wally Weber and Toskey talked amongst -themselves a moment and then 1nformed me that
they thought the new overhead motor way in Seattle had opened that very day. I wittily
said that they must have known I was coming. From what the boys told me, the road had
been a long time in the making, and when we eventually got to it, I could see why. It
reminded me very much of the overhead road I passed along with Eney, outside Chicago.

It was supported by vast concrete structures every few yards, and looked so new and
unused. I could see the Seattle .skyline, masses of bungalows, all seemingly different in
design, and then ahead, as we approached the centre of Seattle, I saw great tall buildings,
many storeys high.

The boys told me that the Busbys pgace was only about three miles away, and I got
more and more excited..and gradually the buildings got smaller and then all the bungalows,
and I saw my earlier impression was true..every building seemed to be different. Over
here in Belfast, you see, and it's the same all over the British Isles, housing estates
are ‘built, and, except for the most recent ones, all the buildings are regimented in
identical blocks It was so refreshing to sec this apparent urge for 1nd1v1dua11ty....
which seems to me one of the fundamentals of the overall American character!

Suddenly, "We're here" .and we skidded to a halt behind another car, and I got
out, of our car and saw the symbollc numbers '2852' in brass numerals on a crimson door,
and I looked up and saw Buz Busby, his eyes shining, his mouth open, leaping down the
steps from a trim bungalow and rushing towards me.........

APPENDIX TO CHAPTER FIVE

It is only right and proper that I should take up a few paragraphs to -express how
deeply moved I was by the long haul from Detroit to Seattle. .2,650 miles with such
unselfish fannish characters as Wally Weber, Burnett R. Toskey, Ph.D., and the amiable
Wally Gonser! :

Take Wally Veber first, well, it was his car, anyway. I don't think I've ever met
such a nice chap. I mean, we all have our faults, haven't we, no one is perfect, but
I'm still trying wmy hardest to figure out what faults Weber has! I never heard him raise
his voice....he always spoke politely and with refinement....his consideration for every-
one else seemed to be uppermost in his mind all the time. He always looked for the humor-
ous side of things, even when the chassis of his car was being polished by the soil of ..
North Dakota....at the Fan Editors' Panel at Detroit he was the very epitome of culture
and finesse and genteelness, with, at the same time, a firm tenor to his voice. I was
wuch impressed with his prowess as a raconteur, and his ability to be polite and charming
without giving the slightest cause for considering him overly solicitous because of it.
He always had a smile on his face, even when curled up in a ball in the back seat of a car
for days on end. I consider him to be a walking advertisement for science fiction fandom.
If people meet him and discover his connection with fandom, they are surely bound to
arrive at the conclusion that, weeell, Weber is in it, therefore it must be something
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worthy of earnest thought. I've given extra special attention to his writings since I
met him, and I have come to the point where I feel that fandom is missing a great deal by
not exploiting his technique as a humourist much more. Wally Weber has that rare flair
for humorous writing, which stamps him above the geveral run of so-called humourists.....
he doesn't have to strain to make his readers snigger and grin and laugh outright! The
sensitivity of his writings comes from a basic pattern of sincerity inherent in his soul,
a soul which can afford to see the pleasant side of things because it has so much faith
in human nature that it refuses to countenance the underhand ways of people. Wally Weber
is that rare type of man (and fan) who doesn't do a good turn merely to get egoboo or

accept that his gesture has put someone in his debt.....his unselfish actions are prompted
by the purest of motives..... and it isn't too often I feel I can say that with such con-
viction!

If I'd said all those nice things about Weber purely on my estimate of him garnered
during a few days, three of them permanently at his side, it might be construed that I
liked him so much I was prejudiced, but it gives me pleasure to report that everyone it e
spoken to has the same opinion of Wally....he's one thoroughly white man!

Now for a few well chosen words about.Toskey.

It's obvious that a man doesn't become' a Ph.D. if his head is merely something to
put his hat on. No one can deny that Toskey is possessed of a very high intelligence,
and a certain earthy shrewdness uncommon in fandom. I knew before I met him that he was
a force to be reckoned with..that he was a man with only perfection as his goal, and
this showed up extremely well in his SAPSzine FLABBERGASTING, which always had a high
page total, was always impeccably produced, and was most assuredly always stimulating and
readable. '

Notwithstanding, however, I was drawn to Tosk, or at least, I felt I was on the same
plane with him in at least one respect....the age old appreciation of womanhood....

I always noticed that when we were driving through a township, Tosk would size up
the women, and I felt a certain proudness flash through me when I noticed that Tosk was
always rolling his eyes at the same girl as I was! I can recall many times that when
Tosk fixed his eyes on a real smasher way ahead of us, he kept her in his gaze as we
approached her, as we passed her, and as she got smaller and smaller as we raced onwards.
What I don't know was whether the same thoughts were flashing through our minds. ZIet's
face it, if a man cannot appreciate a pretty girl, it's time he was figuring out his
epitaph! I saw some really lovely girls in America....girls with jeans and blouses
hanging down and pony tails and most pleasureable expressions, as if life was good. ...and
from what I could see of it, life most certainly was. Of course, I have been wmarried fer
eleven years or more, and I was married when I was 22, which is quite young to take the
plunge. Tosk is single, and is over 30, and therefore women are perhaps more of a mystery
to him, although, confidentially, I still cannot understand'em.

Behind Toskey's outward firmness and sense of professorial superiority is a quick
mind which relishes wit and humour. I must admit he doesn't readily laugh out loud too
often, but the trigger can be found, and it's worth fishing for. T felt in some inexplic-
able way that Tosk has built up a sort of barrier. To cite an example, during our cross-
continental tour, I often noticed large plaques set up on the side of the road, to commem-
orate historic incidents in the American past, which had actually happened on the sites
concerned. I was tconsiderably interested in these, and yet I didn't ask for the car to
be stopped whilst I read and perhaps photographed them. I didn't ask, because I sensed
(aoalanelisy . JC know) that Tosk was eager to push on, and wouldn't be pleased if we stopped
when stopping wasn't quite necessary! Don't get the wrong idea, though. I must confess
that if I'd been at the wheel I'd have stopped just about every hundred yards or so.
Everything was so new and fascinating that I could have stood at any given spot on the
2,650 mile haul, and looked and pondered for hours on end. The boys were anxious to get
to Seattle, and, indeed, I was too, and I think it was too selfish of me to expect to nip
out of the car whenever the whim struck me. Tosk was the natural leader, and we were 2ll
content to sit back and let him take the metaphorical reins....and just think what we
accomplished..... 3 '

We travelled 2,650 miles in under 70 hours, which works out that our average speed



for the:haul, day and night, in dust storms and high winds, was just under 40 m.p.L. That:
figure;;of course, doesn't include halts, and we had plenty of these. I ve worked out

that, approx1mately, including a 5- 1/2 hour stop at Blanchard, a i hour istop at’ Helena,
the short stops in :Brainerd and the frontier town, and all the many" stops for meals and
gas, that we were’ off the road for about 17 hours....and a little mental arlthmetlc glves
forth the emazing fact that our average 'speed whllst we were actually on the roagd,: mov1ng_;
west, was just gbout 50 m.p.h. £ A : i

I wonder, how often has such a-trip been done before? I was privileged to be a'mem;f
ERMEREaNMERAE fannlsh journey...in fact, I am immensely proud to be able to say that I
was with Messrs. Toskey, Gonser and Weber when we four almost broke into the Fourth
Dimension .

Back to Toskey again....I shall.have a:lot.to say in the next .chapter about hlS fabus!
lous skills as writer and artlst, and; 1nc1dentally, creator of many fannish aliasés, but
as a man, he takes some beating. He oozes confidence and sound common: sense, and can be.’
likened“to a buttress of a castle....he's solid and reliable and firm, and will never let
you down.

And.that leaves Wally Gonser. -

He was, in temperament, exactly the opposite to ‘the other two...where Weber was
quiet and polite and reticent to some degree;  Gonser was always laughing and talking and
maxing with the repartee. Whereas Toskey was calculating: and methodical and full of
responsibility, Gonser was..... weeeell. laughlng and talking and making with the repar-
(EEEPRR ER ) thlnk of Jjust a couple of hlS quips...whilst we were driving along somewhere
in Montana, a ear: rtook us (and we were mov1ng and swerved towards the wrong ‘side of
the road a couple times, and Gong r.observed that he was "an accident locking for some=
where to happen'..%.and another time; whilst discussing the strange ‘fact ‘that: silver s
dollars were the only legal tender in Montana State, I said I'd like to have one, Gonser
flipped one over.to me, and said "Be my guest."

Physically, he was about as tall as me, and looxed rather like an operator (I mean
in the same way as Humphrey Bogart and John Garfield looked like operators.) He wore
spectacles, always had a grin, and was never at-a loss for words. A fine man, and a irue
comrade'!

Looking back, in retrospect, I see now that the reason the haul was such a perfect
incident in my fannish tour, and I mean perfect from every point of view, was because
these three diverse characters implemented each other to perfection. Their auras melded
perfectly, and I like to think that I fitted in somewhere in between.

I've said so often in my memoirs so far that 'I shall always remember so and so!,
and once again I have to reiterate that overworked phrase. For it is a fact that although
my three weeks in America was one of the really big happenings in my life...this long haul
from Detroit to Seattle will always count as a HIGH SPOT!

It doesn't, after all, fall on many people to whizz across a continent in under three
days, and to be able to state that the company was as super as the ride gives me the
greatest pleasure of all.

W s oo o TSwondemns e WHY WAS I SO LUCKY?




It was the morning of the 10th of September, 1959, and all was well.- 1'd just con-
cluded a mammoth drive across America, from Detroit, Michigan, to Seattle, Washington,
in the pleasurable company of three gentlemen: Wally Weber (it was his car), Wally
Gonser and Burnett R. Toskey, Ph.D.

The drive had been a miracle of mental and physical concentration on the part of
the three of them; they had been at the wheel in turn for three days and nights, and we
had only stopped for meals, gas, and brief visits. I had spent those three days in the
back seat of the car. When we'd started out from Detroit on the Monday afternoon, at
3 pm, I secretly dreaded the thought of a 2,600 mile drive sitting all the time, and for
the first few hours it had become uncomfortable, and then, perhaps due to my tiredness,

“more likely due to the adaptability of my nether regions, I felt as relaxed as I shall
ever be. The few hours of sleep in the car had made me come to realise that only full
slumber could in fact be obtained in the back seat of a car, and as Buz Busby came running
down the steps of 2852, 14th Avenue West, Seattle 99, his arms outstretched to greet wme..
I rushed forward myself, gripped his right hand, pumped it vigorously, and told him not
to prepare a bedroom for me, I'd be using his car!

He sniggered politely, and ushered me to the threshold of the bungalow, and there
was Elinor Busby, her face wreathed in smilés, and two little brown dachshunds were sit-
ting on either side of her, their tails poised for wagging, waiting for a signal from
their mistress whether or not the guest was to be welcomed. She gave the thumbs up, and
they bounded forward.

Elinor looked so refreshing and pleasant, and Buz looked the epitome of kindness,
as if he wanted me to stay at his house, and wasn't just having me as a fannish sacrifice,
because he'd been one of the committee. I can say in all sincerity that I've never felt -
more welcome anywhere than I did standing on the Busby Threshold that morning.

"Come in, come in," they chorused, and with Buz staggering in with my suitcase be-
hind me, I stepped into the bungalow.

My eyes immediately clicked on an intelligent-looking budgerigar which was stretched
out on its perch giving me the onceover. I went over and introduced myself, and Elinor
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told me that Buz had bought her a cockatail for her birthday. I thought that it was very
mercenary of Buz, and was about to enquire was it a Martini or a Nuclear Fizz when I
tr:pped over a dachshund and §8%W another much larger cage, and there was a funny-looking
bird in it, too; a sort of cross between a midget pafrot and a giant albino parakeet.

(Of course, I must point out that in wy part. of the world; a parakeet is a budgerigar,
and in Amerlca, a budgerjgar is a parakeet..... henceforth, in deference to mine American
hosts, T shall refer to budgerigars as parakeets, but I mean budgerigars...... any ques-
tions?) The cockatiel ruffled its feathers, shook its head and looked at me again,

its eyes half shuttered with defens*'Tids. :

Presuming that the shock had been too much for her latest feathered acquisition,
Ellnor said she'd show me my room.

- My room. ol ;

Of course, it had an added aura of romance about it which’slapped me in the face as
soon as I1'd entéred. Ellnd% told me rather proudly that BJO HAD SLEPT IN THE ROOM.......
IN FACT, I WAS GOING TO SLEEP IN THE SAME BED,.

I was about to make a brilliant quip, . uvgestlng that 1t would have been a good idea
if our visits had coincided, but Elinor looked such-a delicately reared girl that I bit
my tongue and just thought about it, instead.

Elinor said she'd leave me to unpack.

I sat on the bed to see how comfortable it was..and...oocooohh...I thought I'd just
lie on it and see if it was ‘as comfortable as my first impression had suggested...and I
~ stretched out, and my eyelids came down so quickly I thought I'd cut my nose off!

I knew if I lay there any longer I'd be fast asleep, and it was then that I realised
how tired I was, and how badly T needed sleep.- I'd had several cat-naps in the car, but
all the time my mind had been active as I'd assimilated all the scenery which had flashed
past my car window, and I feared that I would suddenly fall asleep at the slightest pause
in any ensuing conversation.

I gritted my teeth and unpacked my suitcase. My good suit looked as though a cat
had had kittens in it, my shirts would have looked better if they'd cleaned Weber's car,
and my dirty vests looked like birds' nests. Luckily, my souvenirs were in first class
condition, so I was quite happy.

I whipped my shirt off (my American one) and looked at myself in the mirror. There
was a dirty brown 'V' on my neck and chest, where the dust had covered me, and my arms,
exposed because the shirt sleeves had been rolled up, were even dirtier, although I
kidded myself that most of it was suntan.

. I staggered to the bathroom, first on my left, and had a really good wash...I soaked
my face in cold water, and felt all my energy flooding back into my body. I slapped some
cream on my hair, brushed my teeth, looked in the mirror and admitted that I looked sort
of suave and confident.

Back in the bedroom I put on my only clean vest, put on my American shirt which was
clean again once I shook it....one more look in the mirror, and back to the living room.

I tripped over the other dachshund and grinned at Buz and Elinor.

I must tell you about Elinor's voice. I hear it in my dreams even now, and when I
read a letter from Elinor (January 1960) I can hear her voice reading the letter as I read
it: Now this is a fact. Some folks would maybe worry about this but I don't. Because
it brings the whole glorious week back to me again....And Elinor's voice....well, it was
soft and expressive with a 1ilt all its own and a freshness which made my ears tingle.
And physically, weeell, Toskey confided in me once that Elinor was the sort of woman he'd
like to marry, and I think Toske¥ has been sizing up women ever since he .discovered the
difference between 38:23:38 an. I was very much impressed with LElinor, because it
isn't often you get so many attributes in one snazzy package!

Buz was also a revelation. He was mature and knowledgable, and I'll tell you this
here and now....that boy was & great one for organization.

Whilst Elinor was preparing a meal, Buz took me outside in the back garden, and
got me a chair. The sun was high in the sky...a clear blue sky, and it was as hot as in
New York, but not so oppressive.

I opened my shirt..in fact, I took it off to let the sun seduce my pigments, and sat
back, looking towards the Pacific.




I told Buz that one big problem confronted me, and ause of it I had arranged to
go back to New York earlier than I had intended. Buz asked me to enlighten him, and I said
that in order to be able to leave the United States to go back home again I had to be in
possession of a 'Treasury Cailing Permit', a guarantee that I didn't owe the United States
Treasury any income tax! I said that according to a document given me by the travel agency
that had arranged everything, this permit could only be obtained in Boston, Chicago, Detroit,*
Miami, New York, San Francisco and Washington. I had already been in three of the places,
and had skirted one other, so lcst puz think I was a complete idiot I told him that it
was also specified that the permit could not be obtained more than ten days prior to depar-
ture....I had left Detroit on the 7th, and planned to leave America on e S INTA PR ST G e
could have got it before I left Detroit on Monday the Tth except for one thing...it was
Labor Day, and the offices were closed. I had done all I could, I impressed upon Buz, and
I even showed him the printed instructions which stipulated the cities I had mentioned.

Buz ruminated, and then got up and went indoors.

He came out again in five minutes and his smile was like a slice of melon.

"It's all fixed," he smiled proudly, "we'll take you out this afternoon and get the
permit from the local Bureau of Inland Revenue."

How could this be, I wondered, when only seven cities had been specified, and Seattle
. wasn't one of them, but Buz had spoken, and that was good enough for me.

Buz also said that he'd arranged my air flight back, and when did I want to go to New
York? I told him that I'd provisionally arranged to go and stop with Frank and Belle
Dietz in New York on Wednesday, the 16th of 3eptember, in order to get my Treasury Sailing
Permit, but now that he had arranged for it to be obtained in Seattle, I would 1like to
return on the Wednesday night, in order to be able to spend'a few hours in New York at
the Ellingtons' to pick up some parcels, before leaving for Idlewilde, where my plane
left at 7:30 pm.

Then Elinor called us in for lunch.

..... . « e v e DRI

Late in the afternoon we all piled into the Busby car...a.nice big'greenioness Buz g
drove, and I sat in the back with the two dachshunds, with whom I was now on intimate
terms because I called them by théir names, Nobby and Lisa. Elinor sat in the front next
to Buz. : :

We drove to the centre of Seattle, and I had my first good look at the place. All
the residential buildings are bungalows (with a few exceptions) and there seemed to be a
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complete lack of conformity....most of the designs were different, and so every building
was worth looking at. e

In the centre of Seattle, the commercial and business buildings were many storeys
high, but one fact above all was significant to me.

Seattle is built on hills!

Some of the main streets in Seattle I'm sure have a gradient of one in two. I told
Buz in a suggestive voice that I guessed the brakes on cars in Seattle had to be very good,
and he admitted as much, and said he hoped his didn't fail.

He suddenly swung right, and we found ourselves in a little parking lot.

The attendant was quite happy....he told Buz where to park the car, and Buz did as
directed, slipped him some coins, and then a horrified expression flitted across the
attendant's face.

"You can't leave those dogs in the car,

"Why not?" asked Buz and Ellnor in unison. : -

"They'd tear a man apart answered the attendant. Honestly, some people exaggerate
out of all proportion! : : .

"If no one opens the door, they won't," observed Buz shrewdly.

"But I might want to move the car,” retorted the attendant. He looked into the car
at the two little inoffensive dogs, who, dejected at the thought of being left by their
‘master and mistress, looked back at the attendant with big tears in their eyes.

The attendant shuddered.

He seemed torn between the desire to keep the quarter, and the fear of being torn in
pieces.

He compromised.

"Take the car in that shed over there," he directed Buz, "and I'll close the door
after you, and no one will be savaged."

Buz spun the steering wheel so much he almost unscrewed it, and by little zig zag
bounds eventually placed the car as directed.

The two pairs of forlorn eyes in the front seat looked at us reproachfully as we
walked away.....

he hlssed

Buz guided me to the appropriate office in the Bureau of Internal Revenue. - There was
.absolutely no trouble at all. A middle aged lady behind the desk asked me a very few ques-
tions, asked for my passport, looked at it, stamped a form and clipped it in the passport
and handed it back to me with a smile.

I1'd been worrying about that permit for a long time, and it seemed 1ncred1ble that I
had got it without the slightest hindrance. One up to Buz. . -

We walked along the streets and into another office....a travel agency.

We stood by the door and a nice lady came up, recognlsed Buz, and in a couple of
moments Buz handed me an air ticket from Seattle to New York.

I -looked at Buz in awe. Such competence. .

I looked down at the ticket. It was in a folder, and I saw I was travelling via
Northwest Orient Airlines, the 'plane leaving Seattle airport at 11 pm on Wednesday night,
September 16th. The ticket cost $117, and $10 of this was for tax. Phew, I thought, a
ten per cent tax for travelling on aeroplanes....but that was really a nasty mundane
WIS, ekl b Ak E o dibn.o because I got to thinking about all the strange taxes and tolls in
Awerica, but sure, the income tax rate in America must be small, and in any case it is a
fact that Great Britain is the most heavily taxed country in the world, and it's obvious
that if they don't take it off you one way, they'll make sure it comes in by another, so
what the heck? . : :

Anyway, outside that travel agency at 1209, Fourth Avenue, Seattle, I was a new man.
Everything had been fixed up by Buz with speed and efficiency. ~The Fund had provided the
air ticket, Buz had personally organised the Treasury Sailing Permit, and I had seven more
wonderful days in America, six of them in Seattle, and I kpew I was going to have a marvel-
lous time. '

I under-estimated it though, as you'll hear....
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The dogs were glad to see us, as was the attendant. We drove home and Elinor made
a meal as Buz and I scrutinized the afternoon mail. I used Buz's typer to drop a card to
Frank and Belle Dietz to tell them that I wouldn't be coming to New York a day earlier.

I also typed pert messages on quite a few picture postcards I'd purchased, and addressed
them to my family and some close friends back home.

Elinor shouted us for tea.

Meals played quite an important part in the Busby Household whilst I was in residence.
Elinor went out of her way to get me something exotic to eat...something which she was
pretty sure I'd never sampled before. I had previously heard.of her culinary achieveuments,
via Toskey and Weber, and I am glad to report they hadn't exaggerated. I don't recall
what we had at this meal, but I know it was something choice.

The coffee Elinor made was designed to inspire a flagging appetite, and I know I
must have made a glutton of myself..

But beside the food, we always had very earnest discussions. The meals lasted for
such a long time because of this. After the main course we would sit hunched over coffee
and just discuss things. Our topics were mostly of a fannish nature, although we some-
times ranged over mundane things. Both Elinor and Buz made their points with skill and
shrewdness, and were always ready with the wit. "I cannot explain sufficiently the essen-
tial kindness of Elinor...I mean her kindness towards all things. She would lean forward,
cupping her chin in her hands, and look slightly upwards, and I could see in those eyes
the very essence of understanding. She would lean back, and a dachshund would leap for-
ward with a movement that would make Rin Tin Tin reach for the condition powders, and
land in her lap. The dog, should it be Nobby or Lisa, would then just look into Elinor's
eyes, and its eyes would half close with contentment.

There was something essentially happy about the household. Never a word was raised
in anger, except maybe to order a dog to take his paws off a visitor's chest and let him

&% VYo
S ﬁfter the meal, we sat down in the main room. Gosh, I was tired. I knew Buz and
Elinor realised how much I needed a good sleep, and quite early on in the evening, I was
thinking of broaching the idea. Then Buz came in with a glass of home brew, and I decided
to postpone the retirement.

Buz said, "Come here, John" and he led me into the kitchen. He pulled open the mas-
sive white door of the 'fridge, and bottle upon bottle of home brew beamed at me. I
stuffed my clutching hands into my pockets. Buz told me that if I wanted any beer all T
had to do was to go into the room, open the 'fridge, and help myself....he wasn't going
to pour any for me..it was up to myself. A sweat broke over me at the thought. I seri-
ously considered moving my bed into the room, or the 'fridge into my bedroom. You see,
the Busby Home Brew has a taste all of its own. It is a physic in itself. Busby could
make a foxntunesifihesTiiilled 1t in little bottles, slapped a label on it 'BUSBY'S CURE ALL..
SIX BOTTLES AND YOU'LL EVEN FORGET YOUR NAME'..... and flogged it round the country. It's
quite hygienic stuff, too...I saw it being brewed up..I think I could only do the subject
Justice by devoting a separate chapter to it. i

Anyway, I took Buz at his word, and kept myself fueled up.

We sat down, and I sipped away, and then felt my eyelids dropping again. My eyeballs
felt as though they'd been pickled in gum arabic and stored in sandpaper. It must have
only been about half past seven in the evening, and I hated like anything to ask to be
excused; and rush off to bed, but I knew it was a physical impossibility to keep awake
much longer. Also, the conversation was of a high order, and .even to concentrate took
all my will power.

The two dachshunds suddenly hurled themselves at the door like infra- red homing
m1551les, and hit a bespectacled gentleman as he cross the threshold.

"Down Nobby, down Lisa...it's Otto..get off his face."

Sot= " EoFtoROtite Pfeifer, my old SAPS mate, the Soames and Squink Blog enthusiast,
was btefore me.

I shook hands with him, and Buz did the introductions.

Otto sat down on the settee and we talked for some time. I topped myself up with
brew, and listened to Otto's tale of woe.

From what he told me, I saw that Otto had one deeply-rooted phobia, and let me tell
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the bhoy has good reason for it. It appears that Otto is very prone to get booked for
parking his car. Otto told me that he was sure that in the last couple of years he had
been caught some thirty times. What was worse, Otto said, the fates were so unkind to
him that one day, he vowed he would take every possible precaution to ensure that he had
a fine-free day. He parked his car with great deliberation, and nipped inside a shop to
get some change to slip in the parking meter. He came out again, and found a ticket
stuck to the window.

I swear a tear came to Otto's eyes as he told the story, which I believed implicitly.

Otto, I found, was a very nice young man, sincere, with just the slightest trace of
self-pity in his make-up.

A few moments later, he made his departure, promising to see me again in a couple of
days. I asked Buz the time, and he said it was 10 pm. Wooosh. The last couple of hours
had gone by very quickly, which is always ‘a sign that the company is convivial.

I forced my eyes open, and focused on Buz and Elinor, and said goodnight.

Elinor said they would be very quiet in the morning, and I could sleep in for just
as long as I wanted....and Buz said he'd planned something good for the afternoon.

I said goodnight to the budgerigar, the cockatiel, Nobby and Lisa, Buz and Elinor
once more, and staggered to my room.

I looked at the bed, and it seemed to sag in the middle, invitingly.

_ I threw off my shirt and trousers, flung back the sheets. I didn't even stop to
think that BJO had but recently slept in that very same bed.

I don't even recall putting my head on the pillow......

I woke up, and a sllver of bright sunllght shafted through a crack in the curtains.

I blinked to get my bearings. Ah, the Busbys' in Seattle. I listened, and could hear no
noise...no chirruping of parakeets or cockatiels, no scampering of little brown feet,

and not surprisingly enough, even the prattle of a couple of Nameless Ones! Well, I

lay back and ‘thought how lucky I was, and I recalled that on the Long Haul I had w1tnessed
a couple of glorous sunrises very early in the morning, and although I could tell the 'sun
_ was giving its all outside, it couldn't be very late, likely before 9 am. I had mygelf
well trained....for the last eleven years I'd got up every morning about half past eight,
and the instinct was so ingrained that I automatically awoke at eight am, so as to wake
up my wife and give her enough time to bring the hot water up to me to shave. She's some-
what lazy, you see, and needs that extra prompting.

After a few moments of meditation, I crawled out of bed and opened the curtalns and
put a bleary eye to the window. All I could see was a vast blackberry bush outside the
window. I looked upwards, and saw a Boeing 707 being put through its paces. I couldn't
SEENAMRE 20 PP NPNCENES occa51onally shot past. I didn't have a watch, and I hadn't a clue
what time 1t was.

Nothing ventured, I thought, so I slipped my trousers on, sorted out my shaving
kit, and opened the door. The bathroom was about a yard to the left, and I took a pace
forward and felt eyes lookinzg at me. I whipped my peepers to the right, and cow a most
amazing sight. Two mortals and two animals were rooted to the spot. The mortals, Buz
and Elinor, were looking at me with eyes like organ stops. I swear Elinor's hair was
standing on end. Buz's mouth was open, and his ears were flapping. Nobby and Lisa, the
dachshunds, presented an amazing picture of canine bewilderment. Their heads were inclined
to the left, and their tongues were hanging on the carpet like the train of a wedding
dress.

”Er, ohaautiol pt s 16, EEalel conversatlonally.

Buz cleared his throat.

"Morning'," he said. "Slept well?" ;

"Smashin'," I confided, "er....what time is it?"

Elinor shook he head, as if to get back on her normal plane, and Buz looked at his
watch. He had to hold his wrist with the other hand to stop the shaking.

"It's one fifteen," he said in an awed voice.

"Crikey," I said. "I've over=slept."

"We were getting worried," said Elinor in her oh-so-soothing voice. 'We began to
think the trip had been too much for you."

"
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I slipped 'em a confident wink, and went about my toilet. Surprising what a shave
does, and a good wash. My mouth tasted like the bottom of a parakeet's cage, and I gave
my teeth an extra-special clean with an English toothpaste which features the words
'tingling fresh' on the tube seven times. They didn't exaggerate, though.

When I left that bathroom I felt just about as jaded as Casanova did when he was
making his first date! ;

At lunch, Buz and Elinor told me that they knew the night before that I was terribly
tired, and they were determined that I should sleep just as long as I wanted,'and they
carefully refrained from making any noise in the house, they didn't put the w1reles§ on,
or play any records, they just tip-toed about. They left the covers on the cages, in
case the birds chirruped too much, and they put the dogs outside. Well, I ask you, how
much more considerate could they have been? : .

As we were sipping our coffee after lunch, Buz told me that he and Elinor were going
to take me on a water tour from Puget Sound right round Seattle via the Government Locks
and Lake Washington. The weather outside was as perfect as it had been throughout my
trip..that is to say the sun was giving its all. Ve got ready..:.l put a new film in my
camera, and I decided to wear for the first time ever a thick blue woollen pullover with
a high neck, which my wife had specially knitted me to take to America. I didn't need to
wear a jacket on top of it, it was much too hot for that (though not as hot as it had
been in New York) but Buz had said it could be cold out on the sea, so although I'd only
wore a shirt and trousers for the last two weeks or so, I sensed that the woollen pull-
over would be adequate. : _

Elinor had a somewhat similar idea to my own..her sweater, knitted by herself, had
three flat fish embroidered on the body of it. It looked good. .

We all piled into the car, and drove down to Pier 56, at the foot of Union Street.
Buz and Elinor had a muffled conversation about where they should park the car. The
dogs sat on the floor and sniffed; they knew only too well that they were going to be
stuck in the car for a few hours. Mine hosts decided that they would leave the car where
it was, and hope they didn't get a parking ticket. The car was sheltered in the shadow of
a building, and it would be cool for the dogs. They kinew from, previous experience the
difficulty of being allowed to leave their car at a parking lot with two dangerous flesh-
eating animals ‘aboard. o

We de-carred, and waving the dismal hounds an affectionate farewell, we joined a _
small iqueue at- Riler 56.°=Buz ‘got' the tickets, and we boarded the Good Ship Grayline Sight-
seer. .

It was a nice ship..all white, with plenty of room for observation, and a wide cabin
with large windows in case it rained.

We three garnered for ourselves a nice sunny spot, and exactly at half two the ship
gave a little suppressed shudder of anticipation, and strained forward.

Sightseer turned slowly due south, and gradually drew away from Seattle, until we .
had a most wonderful view of it. The sun was behind us, shining onto Seattle, and as we
drew farther away still, the blue of the sky and the sea was broken only by the shimmering -
line of Seattle. : ' i

A voice broadcast throughout the ship, a fresh and confident voice, giving us the
lowdown on all the exciting places we were going to see. I must say this: the commentator,
throughout the whole three hour trip, spoke as if he was thoroughly delighted with his
Jjob. One would have thought that doing the same thing day after day would have made his
voice monotonous..but not a bit of it. I got the impression he wanted us to feel that. he
was talking to each of us individually. So, even at the very beginning of the tour, I
knew it was going to be mighty fascinating!

The ship swung round close to an American Naval Base. I saw with pride a big battle-
ship at anchor. I obtained a certain satisfaction from photographing ARG AL ieEhaly To=aterE
a close addict of spy stories, and aSty nt of actual spy activities, I several times have
read factual accounts of the endeavours of under-cover men to photograph naval ships at
their parent bases. Some of the spies utilised ninute cameras in cigarette lighters, or
stuffed up their jumpers, but I experimented in actual conditions, and can thoroughly
recommend snuggling in between two people with a nonchalant grin on your face, holding the
camera in the general direction of the naval base and pressing the release. I did this
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for an experiment, to get the proper atmosphere should I ever incorporate such an incident
in a spy story I might conceivably write. My picture turned out wonderfuily clear. Ad-
mittedly both sides of it have two triangles of fog, which I presume to be Buz and Elinor's
elbows, but it's the principle which counts, isn't it? To carry the thing through to its
final griping conclusion, I spent a few hours in my office darkroom, enlarging the nega-
tive of the naval base. - If any foreign power reads this, and is interested in obtaining an
actual factual picture of a great’ big rusty battleship which has been laid up since the
1914-18 war, they can approach me with advantage!

Sightseer swung west, then north, across Elliott Bay, and huggéd the coastline. Buz
pointed out where 2852 1hth Ave. West probably was, way in the far distance, and he,
Elinor and The Voice gave me all the facts about the geography, history and general data
of those parts of Seattle which we passed by. We turned east after passing Fort Lawton,
an army base, and soon entered the-Government Lock.

We shunted to a halt at the first gates ‘of the lock, and then the gates behind us
closed. From my position on the deck, all I could see were slimy green stones of the lock
walls. Then, gradually, as the water flowed into our section of lockery, the ship rose.
It was like going up in an elevator powered by a cycle lamp battery. It took a.long time,
and I was eager to see what would confront us when we reached the appropriate level. Heck,
it was the first time I'd been in a lock, and I enjoyed it. I ket my eyes at eye level,
and the wall seemed to sink past me, then I saw shoes, then legs, then people standing on
itheslilioclisitderssthnens ol ENIld oS SRR it was uncanny and inspiring at the same time.
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The lock gates opened, and we slowly went along the fairly wide waterway.

And then something happened which made my heart stand still with utter and complete
bliss.

I'1ll have to spend a paragraph or two telling you about my high regard for ducks.
Yes, ducks..the cute 1i'l things which quack.

For twenty-five years, ever since I saw my first duck in a park pond, I've been ad-
chlE26l He) W@ -dealial= et 6 b oo I've drawn 'em, painted 'em, and even photographed 'em (though
so far I've only managed to get little blobs). I've collected paintings and pictures of
them, and for quite a few years, when I was a humble village constable in County Down, I
kept them. I had a flock of twenty Khahki Campbells, and on one particularly happy
occasion, I obtained some eggs from a wild duck's nest and hatched them out.

Throughout my life I've fought a lone crusade abtout evil men who go out with double-
barrelled shotguns and shoot the hell out of innocent ducks and drakes whose- only crime
was to swoop too low over the water.

I've argued with men, and on one occasion actually came to blows with an 1gnorant
cuss who wished to display to his fellow men the peak of his culture in the form of the
stiff and bloodstained body of a mallard which had flipped before a charge of buckshot

fired at close range. R
IRAvE cycled forty miles and been happy if I'd seen even one solitary duck in its
natural habitat.... Throughout my travels in England, Scotland, Wales, Ireland and Europe,

only on rare occa51ons have I seen ducks flying about, without. having to go on safari to
fimd®" em’

And so, on thls day in .September 1959, as I was drifting alonc the crowded Govern-
ment Locks in Seattle, you can imagine the sublime feelings which shot over me as I saw
ducks, dozens of ducks flying about, and no one seemed anxiou to eliminate them. In fact,
no one took the slightest notice of them.

Honestly, in all my duck meditation, it never occurred to me that in at least one 2
place in this world, in a clity..a large city..the pecple would be so educated as to let
duclis live their own lives’'without trying to fill 'em with buckshot. I can't explain how
I felt as I looked at Buz and Elinor. Tears were in my eyes, and I ducked as a duck (no
play on words intended) swooped low over me, obviously recognizing a kindred spirit.

"Buz, Elinor," I panted, "look....ducks everywhere."

I waved my hands at ducks swimming about near boats, ducks flying overhead without
the slightest nervous wiggle to try and keep out of some idiot's sight, ducks, in fact,
completely happy with their lot. A veritable Ducks' Haven.

Buz and Elinor forced their faces into smiles. They didn't realise the depth of my
feelings about the wee critters.

"Yeeeees...... ducks...." they chorused@ uncertainly.

"But this is wonderful," I said. "This is possibly one of the happiest moments of
my life. To think that ducks can live in such an ideal affiliation with mankind."

I raised a fist to the Heavens and waved it in supplication.

From then on, I was deliriously happy. I was exhilarated..I think if I'd dropped my
camera in the water I'd just have sniggered and said 'better luck next time.

I seemed to get a fresh insight into things, and take a fevered interest in even the
most mundane things.
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