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Pra o6 phissese

Unless something has gone radically wrong with the very nature of things, this is
issue #140 (the June, 1960, issue) of CRY. CRY, as you probably well-know by now, ig
an amateur magazine devoted to harrassing its publishers, a bunch of kooks who hide
behind the anonymity of Box 92, 920 3rd Ave, Seattle 4, Vashington, and pretend to an
intcrest in science-fiction. CRY appears monthly, and so much for justice.

You may find it hard 4o believe, but we actually gct money for CRY, now and then.
Zcrsons who have contributed neither written material (including letters) nor artworl:
have often found themselves driven to the extremity of sendlnrr Box 92 (or John Berry,
DA Lampbell Park Ave, Belmont, Belfast, llorthern Ireland) 25¢ (or 1/9 for a single
conp il (ox 7/=) for 5:lor w2 (or 14/-) for the full year. Others occasionally try
to wangle exchanges for their owvn amateur magazinesg devoted to the furtherance of
science—fiction-- but let's don't get sordid about it, shall we? It's bad enough...

CRY #141 will be published on June 26th, and you can't get much more sordid. Ho.

nUnl:ss you chicken out, you will come upon the i

C'o nu et Bt
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The Con That Iearly Wasn't Joy Clarke 20
Tandom Harvest (the Special-Delivery Column) Terry Carr 24
vy ll Elinor Bushby 27
iiinutes Wally Vleber 28
Losfsville J Les Piper 30
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The E¥entual Fate of Things: static rises from last month's announcement that material
that doesn't work its way immediately into CRY may wind up in YRR or in the Fanzine
iaterial Pool sponsored by Dave Rike. I won't argue the point; I merely aim the ol
Minger at the beginning of last month's paragraph, to wit: Note to contributors:
Unless you specify otherwise.

eoo any more questions?

This is our last chance to inform you (effectively) that the U¥EX*S*T*E*R¥C*O*N
will be held at the Owyhee Hotel in Boise, Idaho, under the sponsorship of Guy and
Diane Terwilleger, over the July-4th weeltend. Officially this includes the 3 days
starting Saturday, July 2nd; and ending Illonday, July 4th. Unofficially, if you get
into Boise on the afternoon of Friday, July 1st, and get in touch, you can help mop
up a fine spaghetti dinner at Guy-&-Diane's. Of course, you'll advise them ahead of
vime, while sending in your $1 Registration Fee (address is Route 4, Boise, Idaho).

Cdds and Ends: The CRYstaff at hand at this moment (of June lst, 1960) consists of
Jim V/ebbert who is clearlnv the machine of ink and just now scaring me that we necd -
a new roller, Burnett Toskey who is supposed to be typing up the Hugo-ballot stencil,
Vally Vieber who is supposed to be doing illoes in the spaces Jim left in the sten01ls
for Terry Carr's SolaCon Report (coming next month even though Norm Shorrock did get
off the pot finally), Elinor who is supposed to be washing the dishesy; and I who am
concerned with these Odds and Lnds and getting these other people On The Stick.-

The 1fidwestcon, that annual funfest hosted by the Cincinnati Fantasy Group, will
more or less convene at the North Plaza Motel over the June 25-26 weekend (and things
will no doubt be lively on the evening of Friday the 24th). Though none of the local
Scattle crowd can make it this year, Greetings and Best Wishes to those who Canl—FHB.
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If you've gotten this far you've waded through well over one hundred thousand words,
all of which was written without the slightest pause for thought. I slashed out the whole
sequence of events as though it was in my mind in tape-recorder form, and I've got a
feeling that because of this, I've given an accurate picture 'of my feelings as I thrilled
at my experiences during the three weeks or so in August and September, 1959.

Before writing this concluding chapter, I've re-read every page. Once more the blood
pounded in my veins as I religed my happy days Stateside....and I can state quite emphati-~
cally that I do not wish to Petract one word, or to change any phrase or paragraph. At :
least one-third of "The Goon Goes West" was written whilst I was still in America, which
is evidence enough to ‘prove that I wrote everything down as it happened without allowing
time to mellow my thoughts or make me decide not to reveal anything in case it would not be
considerate to my American hosts.

Believe me, this large documentary account is one of the easiest things I've ever
written. Frankly, I've never experienced any great difficulty in writing about my experi-"
ences and, possibly, my considerable amount of work since 1954 has been a sort of appren-
ticeship for the task of writing "The Goon Goes West". Some people may find it hard to
believe that over one hundred thousand words should be written without any undue effort,
but-the fact remains that this is so.



but the fact remains that this is so.

Almost eight months has passed by since my return from America on the night of Friday,
'September'l8th, 1959, and, to conclude my story of one of the greatest experiences a fan
can undergo, 1'd like to bring you up to date with my thoughts and conclusions. After all,
now I've had time to reflect......

Back home again.

Tired.

But proud and triumphant, just the same.

I sat back on the settee, and laid the cases around my feet. I looked up at my wife,
and opened my jacket to blind her with the sheer flash of my American shirt.

Kathleen, my small daughter, asked where the squaw's outfit was that I'd promised
her, and, by the way, thanks for the cards, she said. _ ' :

Diane, my wife, told me I looked very brown, and sort of more mature than when I'd
departed more than three weeks previously. i _

"""Well," she said, trying to size up which of the containers held the underskirt I'd
promiséd her, "did you have a nice time?"

I suppose it was a typically conventional remark, and I was just about to tell her
rather sternly that her question wasn't worthy of consideration, and that I'D HAD A WON-
DERFUL WONDERFUL TIME, when Colin burst through the door. He'd come from school, and
probably had met the neighbours who'd gone into a huddle at the thought of a taxi actually
being up our street when there wasn't a wedding.

Colin was just over nine years old then, and, when I'd been in America, I'd been
careful to send him frequent postcards by airmail, depicting redskins and cowboys. I'd
also hinted on the back of the cards that I'd got some presents for him.

So there I was, sprawled out, and my wife and two children sitting opposite me, try-
1ng to drink home the fact that not only was Daddy home, but he'd brought presents, too.

To build up a sort of climax, I sorted out all my dirty clothes first of all. The
socks were stiff, and they clanged as I dropped them on the carpet. I propped my mess of
dirty vests against the side of the settee, and the towels crawled out of the room them-
selves, in abject embarrassment!

Then, feeling like Father Christmas, I handed out the gifts and souvenirs. Kathleen's
fingers trembled as she opened the box with the Squaw's kit inside. Her eyes popped in
and out like a frog's throat at mating time as she unfolded a tunic and skirt, with a legend
emblazoned across the front of the tunic announcing to the world that she was 'Morning
Star'. There and then she put the clothes on, and at the bottom of the box was a feathered
headdress which was a mite too large for her but with the skillful but bloody application
of a so-called safety pin she really did look like Hiawatha's little sister.

I gave Colin the dollar bill from Roger Sims and Mabel Young, and the plonker gun and
ammunition that Steve Schultheis gave me, and let him see the elastic-band special that
Gerber had contiibuted to the GDA mythology. I also reverently placed in his hands the
totem pole, and I told him that sure, it was his, his very own, but it would really look
great in Daddy's room, wouldn't it? He didn't share my opinion, and I slyly let him see
one of the silver dollars I'd got in Montana, and he softened, and I shook everything out
of the brown plastic holdall grip I'd purchased in Fond du Lac and gvve it to him and said
he could put his school books in and tell the kids it came from America. This subtle
psychology completely won him over, and he handed back the totem pole.

Diane panted with awe as I lifted out the underskirt. She blinked a couple of timesg,
grabbed it and rushed upstairs to try it on. Shé returned looking like a somewhat overfed
ballerina whom the choreographer had called in for a conference at his flat. One thing
wrong, she said, she required a new dress which would show off the flouncy features of the
underskirt. I hastily buried my head in a suittase and emerged with the headscarf with
'"MONTANA' splashed across it, and showing several nostalgic glimpses of Helena. She put
this round her head. I handed the earrings (courtesy of Sims and Young) and two Indian
heads and two little tec¢hnicolour pheasants (I'd got them at a stall in Seattle Zoo during
a recinstorm) and the Statue of Liberty (in bronze) and the snazzy combined cigarette box
and ash tmy depicting the Wnite House which I'd purchased in Washington, and a couple of
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glass cocktail sticks showing they were swiped from the HOTEL BEIMONT PIAZA and THE PICK-
FORT SHELBY.

- I produced packets of different brands of American cigarettes which Diane piled on
the table, and packets of book matches which she put on a shelf so that the children
couldn't get at them. T pulled stuff out of my suitcases with all the dexterity of a
8olesman to whom commission is still a dream.

Then I sank back again, and pleaded for a cup of tea.

Diane cleared the debris away and made tea.

Refreshed, but still very tired, I sampled an American cigarette. Strange to report
 that whilst in America I only had about three, and I recall T scrouged these from Phyllis
Economou. Actually, for a number of years I've been in the rather unenviable position
of being a man who doesn't smoke but who does. Like, for over ten years not a whiff of
tobacco smoke outraged my moustache, not a spot of nicotine stained my fingers. I stopped
smoking because my finances wouldn't allow the luxury. Then my wife started to smoke,
and I reasoned I was paying for her indirectly so why not have a quick whiff myself? I
carefully rationed myself to one after tea in the evening, and maybe five over the week-
end. I've always made true a promise not to smoke in wy office, and, in the uncanny way
in which wy mind works, I never think of smoking during the day, but as soon as I've had
my tea on returning home my mouth goes dry and my fnngers twitch for a cigarette.

I took a couple of deep lungfuls of smoke, and I heard the front door being kicked
. and Colin went to answer and came back with Walt Willis.

He said he knew I was terribly tired, but he'd just called in to see how I liked
America? ; Y

I sat him down and regaled him with flashes of interest. I talked and talked (and
when I'm in top gear I'm hard to stop) and he finally interrupted and asked wme to call
round to Oblique House next Sunday, when Republic of Ireland fans Ian McAuley and Johnny
Hartz would be visiting him. I promised to do this.

Later that evening, I told Colin all bout the things I'd seen in America. I opened
maps of New York and Detroit and Seattle and showed him my route. When he and Kathleen
were put to bed I continued my breathless narrative with Diane as my audience, and being
liberally stuffed with American cigarettes she seemed to see the highlights in therr true
perspective. Her mouth watered as I graphically described how armfuls of peaches could
be ‘purchased for half a dollar and how cutting up a steak was like occupational therapy
and how, when you shopped in an American store, the great worry was how much you could
carry, not how much it was all going to cost.

Then bed. ;

My own bed. .

I told Diane that really and truly it was wonderfully comfortable sleeping in the
back of a car, and I said it wasn't so bad in an earoplane either. I didn't extol Miss
Vong's virtues, in fact, I didn't even mention her. I did say it was nice to have an
air-conditioned bedroom with a 21 inch television set, like I had in New York, but she
snorted at my continual boasting. .

One reads so many sensational accounts of husbands who've been away from their wives
for long periods, and the ensuing reunion, but, surg I was only away for three weeks. I
hope I haven't let you fellahs down, but I swear that thirty seconds later I was in as
deep a sleep as I'll ever be before the last one.....

On Saturday I got up round-about twelve noon.

At first I heard the strains of the Scheherazade, and for a few seconds I expected
a couple of dachshunds to come flapping in, then the horribly mundane phrase 'Thie is the
B.B.C. Light. Programme' echoed up from the room below. :

“After dinner, I swaggered round in my freshly laundered American shirt, and let the
neighbours get a good view of it. I didn't let you Americans down. I told them it was
a great country, and I'd go back there and live anytime. Someone suggested another Berry
Fund, and I said, sure, they couldn't manage $4L41, which the round trip would cost, and
they said they were working on a maximum of $220.50.

.....

Sunday. Bob and Sadie Shaw called. I swear tears came to their eyes as I told them
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of the places they'd been to a year previously. Bob Shaw unashamedly sobted hysterically
:when I told him what a superb cook Elinor Busby was. It appears that he had actually
passed through Seattle one day, and had been tempted to call on the Busbys, even though
it was in the early morning. I wouldn't be surprised if he emigrates again, and I told
him the Busbys wouldn't mind what time he called for a feed!

In.the afternoon I called round to Walt's house, and gave the fans there a resume
of my experiences. I acted a whole lot of the episodes, like Dick Ellington does, and
they laughed a great deal. They said my impersonation of a cockroach was a wow. 1 got
up from the floor and said I thought it was pretty good myself.-

Monday morning at the office was quite an experience. I hadn't got the nerve to
wear my American shirt, but fingerprints were completely forgotten as I told 'em, yep, the
White House looked pretty good in the twilight, and, uh huh, the Empire State Building is
way up, and, sure, six thousand miles by air in less than two days is hard to beat!

My prestige went way up. I was a sort of showpiece. When visitors came to the Office
I was put on display. I felt . (and probably looked) like a peacock in full plumage.

Quite a lot of the police wanted to know exactly how I had oy @ wEaljg

I was almost tempted to ask for subs to RETRIBUTION, but I explained fandom to them
as gently as I could.

One Jjob was priority.

To get the Hugo plaque to Brian Aldiss.

I went across to England for a. weekend to see my parents (more boasting, and they
really were thrilled that their son had been to America. and Canada, but expressed a cer-
tain amount of incredulity at the veractiy of the Busby Blurb about myself in the Letention
Booklet) but didn't have time or money to journey to London to search for Brian Aldiss.

Sc on my return I wrote a number of letters to well known fans but could not trace
Brian's address AT ALL.

Finally, I wrote to John (Ted) Carnell, his agent. I thought that this would be the
end of the trail. No such luck. Mr. Carnell explained that Brian was most probably
abroad, and it was impossible to say when he would return. He explained that if I sent
the plaque to him he would make sure that Brian had it given to him at the earliest oppor-
tunity.

; Although it was kind of Carnell to make this offer, T reasoned that it would not
represent the fulfillment of my promise to the massed audience at Detroit. I had stated
in front of a few hundred witnesses that I would personally make certain that Brian re-
ceived the plague.

I pondered over the problem, and then recalled with althumping heart that he had
written material for SPHERE, a fanzine publishef on one side of the paper only by American
fan Joe Christoff. ' :

An air mail plea to Joe brought forth this address: 69, Victoria Road, Oxford,
England.

Within ten uinutes of the reply rrom Christoff a letter was on its way to the address.
I gave Brian the good news, and popped in a bit of egoboo for his stories,- which I had
always admired.

His reply came in a few days; I'll quote it in full. I owe that much to the Detention
Committee :

Dear John, -

I'm sorry I've been so elusive. These last three months I've been dodging
about a lot, but have come to rest at the address above for another month at
least. Should any more awards or brickbats be thrown at my unlikely head, I'm
always available c/o 'Oxford Msil', Oxford.

It's certainly most kind of you to tote this trophy right across the Atlantic
for mesERi=hle el so much; I hope it wasn't too much of a nuisance. It will be.
wonderful to have. I feel I should really write and thank someone in America
although I don't know who. Have you any suggestions? ;

I envy you your visit to the Detroit Con, and hope to get over there myself
one year. The Americans are a great lot, judging from the few I met at the London

L
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Con; I'd like to say hello to Joe Christoff amongst others.

Anyhow, again my thanks for your care and trouble, and for your kind words,

- which believe me are very much appreciated. ©&f has always seemed to me very
difficult to write, much as I enjoy it, and encouragement is always warmly welcome,
Yours sincerely,
Brian.

I carefully wrapped up the trophy with masses of paper to make certain it wasn't
damaged en route, and posted it to Brian. It arrived in good order. Here's what Brian
wrote by return of post.....

Dear John,

The shield's Jjust arrived.

What I wanted to do was write simply and say thank you for the shield presented
to me as Most Promising New Author of 1958 by the World Con in Detroit. You
know--thanks to the people who organised and voted, and to the people who have
read my small output of stories, and again to you for getting the tropohy to me.

But to say a real heartfelt thanks is easier in person than on paper. You
can stand around and twitch, and without saying much, radiate on the emotive and
empath levels. How to do all that via a ball point?

Well, let me tell you I'm grateful and pleased about this award

EjtsCl

Brian Aldiss goes on, but I've reprinted suff1c1ent of his letter to show you that
he was all thrilled to be the recipient of the shield, that he got it safely, and, most
important of all, that I kept my promise to the fans at Detroit and made certain that
Aldiss got his trophy as soon as was fannishly possible!

I've written in :previous chapters about all the photographs I took on.my fannish
tour. They all turned out splendidly. I printed all the shots myself in the photography
branch, next to my own office, during many winter lunch hours.

I chose some hundred or so of the best ones, and worked for some time on a large
album, which, besides containing the choeen photographs, also held some of the documentary -
items attendant to my trip. §

I didn't rush the job. Besides getting great pleasure from taking my time and com-
posing the album slowly, I wanted it to be a really permanent thing, smmething akin to
family bibles which are handed ‘down from generation to generation.

I mounted the photographs on stiff card, and under each item I typed pertinent remarks.

Also included was the ticket stub from the Fmpire State Building; many of the col-
oured postcards I airmailed to my family whilst I was in the States and Canada; many pic-
tures sent to me by fans in America, particularly Dean Grennell and Richard Schultz;
clippings from booklets and documents from Detention materials and publications; the
Toskey Photograph (the one showing us fans against a massive natural background of pines
and the snow-capped Mount Rainier); postcards purchased when I visited the Seattle Art
Museum; my air ticket from Seattle to New York; a Northwest Airlines tag which was tied
to my luggage during the corss-continent flight; a British Overseas Airways Corporation
Boarding Pass; B.0.A.C. luggage tags; the air ticket carbon of the booklet ticket for the
air trip from Belfast to Glasgow to New York to Glasgow to Belfast, the ticket initially
sent to me by Noreen Shaw; and, of course, the Customs documents relating to the Gerber
Typer to remind me of my conflict at the Customs office at Prestwick airport!

Some of the pictures are rare and full of humour, to me at least. One picture,
taken in Canada by Dick Schultz, shows me being escorted away to the office by a grinning
Canadian Immigration Official. I must tell you about another. It makes me look completely
provincial, but I've given you the facts so far, and at this juncture I feel it. too late
to try and hide anything, even though what I am about to relate is possibly the biggest
blunder I ever did make, anywhere.

And I've the picture to prove it. : -

"It happened at Dean Grennell's house in Maple Avenue, Ford du lLac, Wisconsin.

I have been extremely well trained by my wife in the mundane affairs pertaining to the
regular and orderly running of our household.

L
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" For a dozen years 1 have waited patiently by the sink as Diane washes the dishes,
and in a sort of hypnotic trance I pick up wet crockery and cutlery and wipe 'em and place
them where they can be properly sorted when the chore is concluded. In the first few -
years, feeling somewhat degraded, I made a special point of dropping our best china, but
Diane, with great fortitude, persisted in having me dry up, even when ankle deep in chips
of china and clay. It finally became a habit.

So, at DAG's, after a scrumptuous lunch, which I detalled in a much earlier chapter,
I offered to assist Jean Grennell in the cleaning of the soiled crockery.

Jean protested that although my offer was extremely kind there was really no need
for her to have any assistance. _

I felt sort of dedicated. I reasoned that at the very least it would show that I
was' house-trained. So I stood on Jean's right, and she washed the items in the sink and
placed them in a square metal container on her right, in individual racks. With a proud
smirk on my face I picked up a cloth and picked the items out of this container and em-
parted a shiny surface to the china with a vigorous rubbing action which made me sweat
but happy at the same time.

Jean half-heartedly protested once more, but I told her that 'I always do it' and
I soon had all the dishes sparkling on a table behind us.

This seemed to induce a feeling of awe in Dean, as was evinced by the rapid clicking
of his camera as he took several shots of me in action with the dish cloth.

He sent me one of the pictures.

I went hot and cold as I looked at it and realization struck me a cruel blow.

The picture shows Jean looking over her shoulder at the camera with a frustirated look
of pure disbelief in her eyes. I am to be seen in my American shirt emparting a gloss
to a eup, but it is all too .blatantly obvious that I was taking the dishes out of a con-
tainer which was designed to drain and dry the utensils.

There is a 'slight blur to the shot, which I presume to be caused by Dick Eney's .
laughlng, but I sincerely hope that Grennell destroyed the negative!

It has been very- 1nterest1nc to note, since my return from Amerlca, how often the
places I visited crop up in the news, and in films, etc.

My friends have caught on to a stock phrase of mine, which they express all the time
when they see me. They say, with a grln '"I've been there Because that is exactly what
I keep saying all the time.

A film opens on Saturday night TV, for example, and sure enough it shows a shot of
the Manhattan skyline. 'I've been there', I yell. The Mackinac Bridge, the White House,
the Empire State, Seattle, it seems that several times a week such places alEunas. @a a0y,
and even ny chlldren now yell 'I've been there. It is of course a constant source of
egoboo, although sometimes rather dlsconcertlng For- example I was at the cinema the other
York flashed on the Cinemascope screen that 'Daddy's been there.

I will readily admit that it makes my chest swell with prlde when I see on the screen
or in books the places I visited. I raalise too well that I saw a lot more of America
than millions of Americans have, and I've also had the experience of travelling across
the continent by car and by air.

I mm continually asked about America. dhenever anything controversial crops up in
the news, my associates look to me to give them the American outlook on such things.

The Colour Bar, for example, which 1s topical at the moment because of the policy of
the South African government. A lot of people over here express great annoyance at the
policy of the white South Africans in keeping the blacks under strict. subjugation, and
they put it on a par with Little Rock in America.

I point cut things as I observed for myself.

I tell them that whilst I was in America I did not see any sign of the coloured people
being discriminated against. I state that in some parts of America there are many col-
oured people, a very high rate when compared with white, for example in New York and
Washington. I explained that as I went further-west, coloured people were less obvious.
I spoke to several coloured people myself, all of them in New York at the Nunnery, and
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they seemed perfectly happy and contented to me. My impressions were and are simply those
of a fan with fannish matters on his mind passing across the country at a helluva rate,
and the Colour Problem was but a note at the back of my mind. I did ask a few fans about -
the negroes, but I must confess I cannot recollect their impressions except to state quite
categorically that none of them I questioned were in anyway anti-negro. My overall im-
pression was that the situation was considerably less serious in Americaz than I had sup-
posed. At least, T must qualify that by stressing that such was the case in the parts of
America I visited. I didn't go to the Deep South, where possibly there is a more obvious
and pressing problem. Whilst whizzing along the turnpikes and major roads with Messrs
Eney, Weber, Gonser and Toskyy I saw many negroes with large cars, some of them in cars
bigger than DAG's, and, in comparison, I have to plan ahead, financially, to ensure I can
get a puncture fixed on my bike without going broke! There's a moral there somewhere.....

I've also been much in demand amongst my friends in trying to explain the psychology
and personality of the American people. It is first of all necessary to try to give
some description of what Americans appear to be like to people abroad who have never had
the chance to meet them.

It seems to be generally accepted that Americans are all very rich, and that they
are liable to boast in great detail about what they have at home, on the slightest pretext.
They give the impression that everything is bigger and better in America.

Another strange phenomenmwhich is evident very frequently is the propensity for
Americans, when on tour, to speak loudly. A case in point happened only last week (the
end of April, 1960).

I was visiting Dunluce Castle, in County Antrim, to take some photographs for an
illustrdted article in a future POT POURRI, my SAPSzine. A group of four elderly ladies
were busy with cameras also, making permanent reminders of this centuries old structure,
and these ladies really did talk remarkably loudly. Perhaps two score people were visit-
ing the site; it's only a relatively small area, and yet even when you were one hundred
yards away you could hear the Americans chatting. They were having a gay old time. The
chap I was with, the driver of a police car, looked at me with raised eyebrows, and he
mentioned the fact that 'Amerlcans always talk loudly, as if they were letting everyone
know they are Americans.

This gave me the chance I had been waiting for. As far as'I knew, this particular
individual did not know that I had been to America, and I seized the opportunity to tell
him. I also attempted to explain a little of the American character.

"Listen," I told him. "I've been to America, see, and I think I can understand them.
They don't talk loudly on purpose, you see, the pace of things in America is so fast that
if you sat down and talked normally, no one would understand you. You'd be a sort of
square. Also, they're Jjustly proud to let everyone know they come from America; like,
I've been there, you understand...... i

Some American points of view are not always popular over here; and of recent incidents
nothing has caused greater controversy than the execution of Caryl Chessman after twelve
years. A judge of high experience in England evinced the observation that 'it couldn't
happen here', and people want some sort of explanation of ‘just what the Americans mean by |
a democratic way of life when a chap gets his after twelve years of procrastination.

This is one of the questions which stumped me in my quest to improve Anglo-American
Relations, because I couldn't understand it myself. It seemed to be really cruel and
pointless. But I had to say something, me being an authority, and I tried to explain that
it really proved that America was a democracy. In any other country a man condemned to
death would either be executed or reprieved without much unnecessary waiting. This
Chessman, I said, was sentenced to death for hideous crimes, and it says much for the
legal system in America that it was possible to prolong his life for twelve years by a
series oi legal woves. My argument was neatly blocked when it was pointed out that he
was executed just the same. All I could say was that I was certain that any man legally
sentenced to death and not reprieved would gladly change places with Chessman....twelve
years is a fifth eof a man's life.

Other questions raised to me before now concern relations between Russia and America.
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The sum total of quite a few of these discussions was this.... America is always streséing
"that the Russians are aggressive and trying to cause war, but, America has Russia com-
"pletely surrounded....there are even air bases in Turkey which has a common frontier with

Russia. It is pointed out with much heat that what would the Americans think if, say,
the Russians set up air bases in Mexico?

I have never at any time attempted to give the impression that I am well acquainted
with politics and strategy; I leave that to the people who run our affairs and know
nothing about politics and strategy. All the same, I have to try and give some sort of
answer to show that I understand the American viewpoint, and I give my own opinions which,
I hope (and my logic tells me I am probably right), eXplain the American tactics.

I say that the Americans have averted a third World War so far by their policies.

I say that American troops were in Korea within a very short time of that campaign, and

if the Unitéd Nations had not gone in, it would have shown that aggression could be con-
templated with optimism. I say that the Strategic Air Command, whereby American aeroplanes
loaded with atom bombs are airborne all the time, cruising around the North Pole, has
stopped a surprise rocket attack because the counter punch is always poised. I say that

it must be agreed that Russia is a potential enemy, and what better tactical move is there
to make certain in every democratic way that should Russia strike the Americans can-strike
back. And what is more democratic than, for example, paying Spain millions of dollars

for air bases on her. territory? And if Russia has no aggressive intentions, why should

she mind?

Perchance my defences of American policy are wide of the mark; I made my excuses for
this beforehand.

But if T don't profess to know much about American foreign policy and her relations
with Russia, there is one aspect of American life on which I do regard myself as an
authority. :

I refer, of course, to Amerccan science fiction fans....
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I must of necessity omit any names. I would very much like to append here and now
a comprehensive list of all the American fans T met; and who were nice to me. Both lists
would be the same.

I shall always bear the happiest memories of my three short weeks in the United
States. Maybe I haven't always done my job very thoroughly, to make myself a sort of
unofficial ambassador for America, but I've tried. Insofar as American people are con-
cerned, ['ve based almost all my observations on American fans.

I'v> spent over a hundred thousand words. describing my experiences, and thTroughout
L have *-~ied to show that no matter what confronted me I was always surrounded by fans
who had oy interests at heart and went out of their way to show me that as their guest
only the best was good enough. I was on the receiving end of many dozens of kindnesses.
It seemel as though uppermost on everyone's wind was the thought that I was a visitor
and by jingo I was going to have such a time as I'd never forget. Believe me, it won't
be necessary to open my album or reach for "The Goon Goes West" to relive all my happy
days and nights.

As the days go by, and time passes, it seems to tecome more and more impossible to
believe that I was in America. I ask myself, how could I have been worthy of it all?

/find in my own way I've tried to give my honest impressions. Once or twice I suppose I
wasn't really kind, but it would indeed be false to glorify the good times and conveniently
forget the couple of incidents which didn't eéxactly appeal to me. I've tried to inject
humour into my story, but at the same time I've attempted to create a picture in the minds
of my readers, more particularly in the minds and imaginations of the fans who sent their

" woney to assist me and who themselves could not travel to America. :

Because fandom as a whole is responsible for this tome. I suppose it is a tome.

I'm sure it's the longest fannish work ever written. I never did set out to create a
record, but without thought of page count I wrote on and on, trying not to bore, but men-
tioning everything which happened to me and my thoughts pertaining to the incidents.

Every fan in fandom has contributed to my story. And T hope that it carries a message
to you all. It takes such a tour to fully reveal the underlying affinity which we of
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science fiction fandom have for each other. I know that it has added maturity to my

thoughts and deeds. I know that I shall keep on writing for fanzines, and that I shall
never tire of the delight of receiving fanzines and writing to fans and meeting them.

And, do you know, even though I've come to almost the last paragraph, I don't want
all this to end. T was touched by an Open Letter addressed to me in FANAC which appeared
shortly after my return. It stressed that I was not to consider myself under any obliga-
tion to keep writing. But I want to. I am full of regret that "The Goon Goes West" has
come to an end.

My own private wish to you all is that you get the opportunity that I had. Most of
you,.unfortunately, cannot be so lucky. I can but state that I shall remember my American
Trip all my life, and especially shall I remember all the fans who made it possible, the
organisers in chief, Nick Falasca and Noreen Shaw...the Committee....all the fans who
looked after me, drove me about, allowed me to stay with them....and who, collectively,
gave me a holiday which very few people, and I don't just mean fans, could have equalled.

Laameoneslmelcy sowy: + Il know it.' I shan®t ' forget it:
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—-Ken Hedbzrg
Pray and ye shall be heard;
Pay and ye shall be obeyed.

/nc the Lored said unto the 1lst Profit: Go forth unto the kings and rulers of the
carth. Iiake the name of the Lored known unto them for they have become as dung in
ninc eyes. I'or yea, they tempt the peoples of the earth with words of peace whilst
they fashion implements of war.

.fnd the Lored said unto the 2nd Profit: Go forth unto the land known as Hollywood
and preach.my word, for the inhabitants thereof hold themselves as gods.

Aind the Lored said unto the 3rd Profit: Go forth unto fandom and make my name
I'novn, for they would sell their sculs for a mess of egoboo. For yea, I sacrificed
Ty only Gestetnered fanzine that they might have everlasting egoboo, and because I
had no remaining subscribers.

) ind the Lored said unto the 4th Profit: Go forth unto the scientists of the earth,
Tor they think that they possess all the knowledge of the Universe.

ind the Lored said unto the 5th Profit: Go forth unto the temples and priests of
the carth, for they hold themselves righteous above all men.

ind the Lored said unto the 6th Profit: Go forth unto the merchants of the earth,
for they wouldst s=211 anything that brought treasure unto their coffers.

Ind the Lored said unto the 7th Profit: Go forth unto the warriors of the earth,
for they love slaying their fellow man above all else. ~

Iind the Lored said unto the 8th Profit: Go forth unto the teachers of the earth,
that fill my children with false teachings and prejudices.

ind the Lored said unto the 9th Profit: Go forth unto the healers of the earth,
hot ‘hold monetary gain above the welfare of their patients.

/nd the Lored said unto the 10th Profit: Go forth unto the women of the earth
that wouldst assume the rightful place of men.

ind the Lored said unto the 1lth Profit: Go forth unto the builders of thé earth,
Tor they wouldst build their monuments unto the very heavens.

ind tkhe JLored said unto the 12th Profit: Go forth unto Little Rock and South
.frica and to all places that one man holds himself dearer than another.

Aind the Lored said unto his other Profits: Go forth and make known my word to
those that wouldst follow after another.

- find the Lored said further unto the 3rd Profit: Seek thou the True Fan; be thou
uncorrupted by egoboo, for thou shalt love the Lored with all thy heart and deliver
unto him all egoboo. Love thy fellow fan as thyself, but worship him not, for he is
only human. Take not fandom in vain, for he who gafiates is lost. Remember thee the
Conventionsy for they are holy; honor thy subscribers and thy contributors, that the
days of thy fanzine be long. Fold not thy fanzine, nor plagiarize, nor use the gimmicl:
of anotker fan, nor feud, nor covet his egoboo. For, yea! I have come to fandom!
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"LEGENDS OF LANCASTER LAYABOUTS by Mal Ashworth

Part Two: The Peasant Girl and the Eye in the Chocolate Box

Sheila and I were sitting on the top deck of a bus one day; it may have been just a
mad, unaccountable impulse that made us do such a thing, or it may have been the fact
that we were travelling to our respective offices, I don't remember. Anyway. On the
seat next to us sat a woman, and with her was a small child which was standing up grioping
the bar across the front window and peering at a single decker bus in front of us; this
single decker bus seemed to trigger off some creative urge in the child and it started
to croon to itself the words "Little bus, little bus, little bus, little bus, little bus,
little bus, little bus, little bus, little bus, little bus, little bus." As the theme
developed the words came through loud and clear; quite unmistakably they were "ILittle bus,
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stayed in front of us, and the child continued to stare at it, and to sing "Little bus,
little bus, little bus." This went on for about half an hour. Then, satisfied suddenly
with its own creation, the child turned beamingly towards its mother; "I know a little
bus &eng," it said.

Some time later, the nucleus of Lancaster fandom (no--let's be truthful, the whole
of Lancaster fandom)--Ken and Irene Potter, Harry Harnlon, and Roy Booth--was seated around.
a table in Roy Booth's house about 3 a.m., along with Tony Austin (from London) and myself.
We were playing brag at a leisurely pace, and Sheila was sitting in front of the keybcard
of a nearby piano, plonking happily; then this 'Little bus' song came to mind again. We
related the story, sang the 'Little bus' song for them, and were pleased to find that
everyone was quite enchanted by it. For the rest of the night we all sat around singing
the 'Little bus' song as we played brag; we sang it in chorus and with solos, with varia-
tHons and improvisations, with fortissimos and crescendos, with bragadoccios and Caravaggios,
with Camarillos and bordellos. The whole of that night we sang the 'Little bus' song,
all touched by the genius which could come up with such a masterpiece of infinite variety.
and resource. And no one seemed to have any dffficulty learning the words.

It was not until much later, however, that we realised the true power of the work.
For shortly after we returned home, Ken, who had been earning his living in a furniture
shop, was fired, and went to work on the buses. We were delighted to think that in some
little way we had been instrumental in helping our friend to climb one rung of the mighty
ladder of Big Business, and we resolved to learn a 'Sewer' song and sing that to him the
next time we met.

We never made it, alas; the melody just wouldn't come right. We had to make do
instead with Gentle Jesus, a theme which seemed to leave Ken relatively untouched except
for the fact that he got fired from his job on the buses too. We acquired Gentle Jesus
from another small child on another bus, sitting behind us this time, deep in conversation
with its father. '"Daddy, why did they kill Gentle Jesus:" "They were Bad Men." '"Gentle
Jesus doesn't love Bad Men, does he?" "No." "And the Bad Men didn't love Gentle Jesus,
did they?" "No." "I love Gentle Jesus." "Uh." "And Gentle Jesus loves me, doesn't he?"
"Yes." Like I say, we passed this information along to Potter too, in the hope that some
good might come of it, but all that happened was that he got fired, and there seemed to
be no positive side to the matter at all. He had to move a couple of hundred miles, down
to London, to find another job this time. .I guess maybe he just wasn't sincere enough
when he dutifully repeated after me "Gentle Jesus loves me."

There was another litlte phrase we used to bandy about happily too--"Isn't it nice
now the war's over?" The origin of this one was the wife of a Dianeticist T visited in
1952 (a mere seven years after the end of the war.) The Dianeticist himself was a small,

*insignificant bank clekk who was going to stop shaving, by stopping his facial hair from

growing, throw away his glasses, by regaining perfect sight, and grow hair back on his -
temples, just as soon as he was 'cleared' by Dianetics.” All afternoon, while he expounded
to me, his wife sat silently at the back of the room; as I rose to leave, some hours later,
she smiled at me suddenly and said "Isn't it nice now the war's over:" T agreed that it
was indeed nice, and left. This phrase became our other stock greeting, and after we re-
turned home from one part in Lancaster, jewel of the Lancashire Mud Flats, I wrote to Ken
and suggested to him "Isn't it nice now that Gentle Jesus loves our "ILittle bus' seng?" . I
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forget just what job he got sacked from that time.

As a matter of fact that particular hoodoo caused us some concern; every tlme Sheila
and I went over for a party Ken got fired from his job. It was obviously some form of
contamination he picked up from us, and the worrying thing about it was that there just
weren't enough jobs in Lancaster to stand up to many more parties. I guess that too had
something to do with him moving to London. We did, however, work out a practical applica-
tion for our wild talent, in conjunction with Don Geldart, a friend of Ken's and a ser-
geant in the Army. Don decided that it would be no bad thing if coming in contact with
us could cause him to be fired too, and we figured that if it worked we would be well
on the way to a Fabulous Fortune. Don could bring conscripted army recruits along to the
parties and for a nominal &5 a time we would allow them to come into contact with us, ;
enough to assure that on their return they too would be fired. I reckon we would have
been in clover, although the defence of the country would ultimately have suffered a bhit,
and no doubt the War Office would have started to have suspicions after the first 500,000
or so. This was another of those fine ideas that we Jjust never had a chance to put into
iEECTlEE,

One that we did put into practice--frequently--was nauseating Roy Booth. Roy is tall
and thin and cool; he must be Jjust about the original Cool Man. Disregarding for the
moment the things that nauseated him, I never saw anything evoke from Roy any reaction
stronger than mild (very mild) interest, with the exception of two things--one was Ginger
pouring forth what I considered to be spontaneous poetry and what Roy considered to be
rehearsed drivel, and the other was Irene unfastening his shoelaces.  The former seemed
to irritate him beyond control, and the latter to project him deep into the throes of |
a fiercesome Anxiety Neurosis. Then there were the things that nauseated him. We dis-
covered these quite by accident when, in the early hours of one Sunday morning, with t<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>