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You might have expccted that here would be C*RXY 7#145,

Dec 1960, from Box 92,

920 3rd Ave, Seattle 4, lashington, selling for 25¢ or 1/9 each, 5 for 1 or /-,
L2 it (2. eIt 14/—, almost each and every month with free copies for contributors

and a few trades when we can keep track of these.

John Berry, who accepts UK subs

at 31 Campbell Park Ave, Belmont, Belfast, Northern Ireland, could have told you to
expect all that. But neither he nor we could have expected that this issue would
run to 60 pages, plus cover. The CRY, you see, did not tell us its plans in advaonce.

It did say, however, that it wants its next issue published on Jan 1, 1961.

Our © oF 1 e T 'S

COVER: FittCon pics by Llinor, photolith by Pilgrim Press, llultigraphed captions

by wally weber and Tosk page 1
Tage Three Buz 2
The FittCon a report by wally weber 4
The Searchers John Berry 14
The Little Flow That Could Renfrew Pemberton L7
Hobbit on Horseback Ted Johnstone 10
Filkeville J Les Piper %
“ith Keen Blue Lyes and a Bicycle F 1I Busby a8
The Paper-Cutter That Once or Twice Bob Lichtman 2
Fandom Harvest Terry Carr 24
Join Now! a few sponsor-type words 2
vy 1 Llinor Busby 30
Ilinutes of Nameless lieetings hon SEC-treas wally weber B
liountain-liovers' Holiday Ron Lllik 34
L, Wote T'rom Sandy Sanderson Sandy Sanderson 36
I Think; Therefore, I Fan: Les Nirenberg S
CRY of the Readers conducted by wally weber 35-621

irt credits: Franson 11, Wirenberg 21 37, Chica Goin 62.
Stencils cut by: wally weber 37, Elinor 14, wally Gonser 6, Buz 3%

Our Valued Contributors (including the lettercol) got a little out of hand this
month, you'll note; they (that's you, out there) contributed more Valued Contribut-
jons than we were really equipped to handle. Now come on there, Valued GContributorss
you do want to help us on this pagecount bit, don't you? You do want to have (and
continue having) a place to send Valued Contributions fo, each and almost every
month, don't you? You wouldn't want to expand us clear out of business, would you?
I'LL BET FALAC PUT YOU UP TO THIS-- it's all an Dvial Flot and pass the Miltovm.
Aictually the problem is mostly that we had 5 weeks since the last issue so that
several doubled—up in the lettercol, and wally weber got his Conreport done for thio
issue. And it is only because he did the Report more or less at the last minutc and
had to chop off the lettercol at amere 25 pages, that things aren't worse than thcy
are,today. So, Valued Contributors, I'm mostly just kidding. (i ¥ Teriye :
Besides the letters held over until next time because there is only one of wally
weber, next issue will have rich brown's story "Recruiter"; in fact, wally Gonscr is
nearly done stencilling it at this moment. I mention this because I . want to alcrt
you—-out—there to read "Recruiter" with a view to serious criticism—-—: except-for tic
subject (fandom), this is either salable writing or damn close to ity in my opinion.
... one more reason for hoping that rich's Cafiation Letter depicts a transient nood.

Statistics: I had thought that CRY escaped breaking 600 pages this year, but I had
forgotten the rich brown Takes Over the CRY September issue. 1/ith Seattle-produccd
issues (11 of them) adding to 596 pages, the Florida entry makes it an even 600, I
will leave it to FanCyIII to'decide which is the correct total historically.

The bottom of page 22 is NOT a hoax; I actually did cut a second stencil of the
"Bicycle" column. liaybe next month I can get it run off while no one's watching;
they wouldn't dare waste all that paper, once used. I think...

——Buz.
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INTRODUCTION

What follows is a report of the Pittcon as I remember it. It is possible that I have
improved on the convention in places, for this is written without notes or photographs to
impede my imagination. You are encouraged to compare this account of the rittcon with the
Pittcon you remember or the Pittcon you have read about in other places.

Thinking back to that fabulous convention, it seems impossible that it happened only
three months ago. Usually after three months the details of a convention are still fresh
and clear, not hazy and fogged with age. Ordinarily the first several months after a con-
vention are spent remembering the even and telling about it at every opportunity. This
year, however, the looking back and retelling has been replaced with the looking ahead and

foretelling. This is really the first time since the Pittcon happened that I have actually
sat still and tried to recall the details about what went on there.

Another problem that blurs the picture of the Pittcon is that I cannot believe the
things I do remember. Is it really possible that three fans (count us —— three!) could
have journeyed across the country from our lonely outpost of Fandom and be awarded a Hugo
for our fanzine (which does not have much over 100 circulation) and the convention itself
for 1961 (without competition, and without even putting in a formal bid)? Did shy little
me actually venture up on a stage in front of people I admired. and ham up a song with so
Sttile Bestraint:: JiEUsFnet . creaifvl ek

I don't know about you, but I regard the following report as sheer imaginative fiction
whether there is any truth to it or not.

Chapter I
THZ BUSBY RECEPTION COMMITTEE

After three thousand miles of travel to a city loaded with fans I hadn't seen for a
year, naturally the thought uppermost in my mind was to meet F. M. and Elinor Busby, whom
I had not seen for about a week. They were arriving by train in Pittsburgh only a few
hours after my own arrival. I wasn't certain exactly how few, but there would be no
trouble finding out since I knew what line they were riding. A railroad strike had been
called just for the purpose of requiring them to change stations at Chicago, and the
bitter manner in which they had told me what railroad they would have to use to arrive
in Pittsburgh made the name stick in my memory.

I had not been without my own reception committee, however. As I was staggering up
to the hotel desk at the renn-Sheraton Hotel to register for my room, Forry Ackerman came
out from the shadows and said, "Everybody's in Parlor D on the seventeenth floor. Come on
uw> when you're ready." Before I could gather a wit or two, he was gone. I quickly
registered, installed my suitcases full of WRR's in my room, and hurried up to Parlor D.

Forry had been wrong; there were a few people who weren't in Parlor D. Among others,
F. M. & E. Busby weren't there. But that was all right because there were still a few
hours to kill before their train arrived (probably the exact arrival time should be looked
up before too long) and, really, there were enough fans in the room anyway.

The room was not very large, and really hadn't been intended as a meeting place. It
served as a sort of office for the convention committee where the files, folders, and
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equipment could be stored and locked up during the convention. About twenty fans could
crowd into the place at one time, although at the time I arrived the room was not very
crowded with people at all, and after a few WRR's were handed out the room got consider-
ably emptier. There were still enough fans present to prevent Dirce Archer from function-
ing efficiently in her never-ending task of filling out and filing little cards and papers
that presumably had something to do with the Pittcon.

Dirce looked in good shape for a convention chairman on the eve of the disaster, but
when she talked and moved —— two things she did only in grave emergencies -— you could tell
she was a hollow shell filled with exhaustion and crottled wearies. It was enough to make
me reconsider becoming involved with the Seattle-sponsored worldcon. When Dirce found out
who I was and where I was from, she offered me her profound sympathy, which did nothing to
ease the feeling of impending disaster.

After some associating with fans, a walk of about two blocks to an all-night restau-
rant, and the meeting of more fans at the restaurant, I found myself in the presence of
Fred Prophet, Jim Broderick, and Sidney Coleman. The four of us decided to be the official
Busby welcoming committee, providing I could find out the proper time and place for us to
perform our duties.

Looking up the B&O Railroad's phone number in the telephone book was no great problem,
but getting somebody to talk to me was something else again. The restaurant had a pay
phone installed in one of its darker corridors out of reach of any chairs, probably to
discourage long-winded telechone conversations. The ring was answered soon enough, but
when the lady. found out what I wanted she told me to stay on the line while she connected
me with somebody who could tell me when the train from Chicago was due. For a while T
waited patiently. Then I waited impatiently. Finally I waited resignedly, having no real
hope of ever hearing a voice on that phone again. I was wrong. Eventually the operator
cut in to inform me that if I wanted to keep my connection I would have to deposit another
coin. Never before have T ever been charged on a pay phone for overtime on a local CadLIL;
and I decided not to let it happen the first time. I hung up, deposited another coin, and
within thirty seconds succeeded in reaching the reluctant fellow who told me when the train
would arrive.

The train was due around three o'clock in the morning. According to the map in one
of thz ‘rogress Reports, the B& Railroad staticn was just a few blocks outside the left
border ‘of the map. Our welcome committee of four decided half an hour was sufficient time
to walk the distance, so when the proper time arrived we set out. -

It seemed like an awful long few blocks, and finally we began to suspect we had gone
too far. Suddenly Brodericks nose quivered and his ears twitched. "There," he pointed to
an impressive lcoking building entrance. We followed him inside and found that good ol'’
Jim had led us with unerring accuracy straight to the City County Building.

Undaunted, we continued onward and finally reached the B&O station, which was locked
tight as Perdue at a New Year's party. Evidentally the B&0O hadn't any faith in their

own schedules. Ve circled the place searching for either an entrance or an explanation,
and were lucky enough to find both in back. 'ile just handle freight here," the man told
us. '"Passengers get off at the station across the bridge."

By this time the train was already due, and the other side of the bridge was probably
ten minutes away, but to turn back was unthinkable. By some unusual stroke of fortune we
found the proper place and the train was running a bit behind schedule, so we were able
to inflict our welcome on the travel-weary Busby's the moment they set foot on the
station platform. ' ;

There was. still the trip back to the hotel to consider. We decided it would be jolly
fun for all six of us plus the Busbys' luggage to ride back to the hotel in a taxi. Ue
converged on and outnumbered the driver of our choice (the first one who didn't get away)
and fitted ourselves in place in the sardine manner. The driver hastened us back to the
hotel for a total fare of 60¢, which was certainly reasonable enough even failing to take
into account the fact that his cab would never be the same. At any rate our goal had been
achieved. The Seattle contingent was complete; the Pittcon was free to begin.
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Chapter II

SEATTLE THRGWS A PARTY OR TWO

Seattle had planned to use its convention bid as an excuse for entertaining a party
some fine Pittcon night. F. li. Busby had arranged with Earl Kemp to bring some of the
necessary supplies, but we still needed beer, mix, ice, glasses, and a pitcher. Now it
isn't that we're cheap -- well, not very much anyway -— but the idea of getting all of this
at room service prices did not appeal to us, so we thought it would be a fine idea to get
our beer, mix, and ice ourselves and let room service supply us with the glasses. With
Phil Castora to guide us, F. M. and I got into a taxi and went on a shopping trip.

It is time for a commercial in favor of Pittsburgh taxis. I can't quote their rates
because I don't remember them, but I was amazed at how much use you could get out of a
Pittsburgh taxi and how little you had to pay for it. We rode that taxi over some of the
worst excuses for streets I have seen, and remembering the aimlessly wandering cow trails
would promote a nervous breakdown in an electronic brain, but the fare came to much less
than what T had expected. I frankly don't see how the fare could cover the wear and tear
on the cab, let alone the psychiatric work the driver must require after a day of driving
on those crazy streets.

At any rate we returned to the hotel with a couple cases of beer and a couple sacks of
mix and fifty pounds of ice. We supposed the hotel would frown on this sort of thing being
carted up to our rooms by way of the passenger elevators, so we unloaded our goodies at the
freight elevator. As it turned out, the hotel also frowned on this sort of thing being
carted up on the freight elevator. "I'd lose my job,'" the freight elevator operator
moaned, and from the look of distress on his face one would conclude he was due for thirty
lashes just from having the contraband stuff on the loading platform.

tthile Buz and Phil stayed to see that the elevator operator didn't hide the evidence,
I went in search of help without really expecting to find any. Deciding that what was
needed was somebody with Authority in the hotel, I started by asking for the manager. Tle
best . could do, however, was the assistant manager, and he was even more sickened by what
we were trying to do than the elevator operator. "But selling ice and mix is our business
here," he cried, vastly oversimplifying the hotel business to my way of thinking. '"But
we've never had this problem at other hotels," I complained, neglecting by sheer accident
to mention we had never been caught trying it before.

After a few more remarks pointing out how the success or failure of a hotel depended
on the amount of room service it could charge to its. customers, the man finally decided to
wash his hands of the whole matter. "Go see the sales department; they're handling this
convention,'" he directed, waving in the direction of some steps. I was as grateful as
could be and, terribly conscious of fifty pounds of ice turning to water by the freight
elevator, went down the steps to see what next Fate had in store. :

The spelling of the llagic Name escapes me, but it seemed to get results whenever I
pronounced it, "Dee-freed-eez." Out of respect for the man, I never failed to preceed his
name with a "Mister." Mr. Defriedes, as I shall spell it, introduced himself when I came
into his office, and he listened without any noticeable sympathy to my story. When I was
done he picked up the phone, and I wondered who he was calling first, the house detective
to throw me out or the freight elevator operator to be fired. To my surprise he called the
bell captain on the seventeenth floor and told him to fix me up with enough tubs to hold
fifty pounds of ice and two cases of beer. Then he shook my hand, wished me a pleasant
convention at the Penn-Sheraton Hotel, and won my undying gratitude.

The elevator operator cooperated whole heartedly. The bell captain met us on the
seventeenth floor with two large metal tubs on a cart. These were filled with our party
supplies and moved down to my room where it was hoped they would be safe until we could
find a place to hold our party.

We had it in the backs of our mind that some of the Seattle group would go together
and rent a suite in which to hold the parties, something on the order of what was done at
Boise. Unfortunately the number of Seattlites that were able to mdke it to the Pittcon was
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too small to handle the cost of a suite, so when party time started we decided to get
things going in my little room and hope for the best. I had some trouble with room ser-
vice when I asked for four dozen glasses and a large pitcher without ordering anything I
would have to pay for; lir. DeFriedes or no Mr. DeFriedes, room service had never heard of
such an outrageous thing and would report me for the vile thing I was doing. It would be
interesting to know how the report came out, but evidentally some sort of compromise was
reached because in time a bellboy appeared with three dozen. glasses but no pitcher. Some
good fan went out and borrowed a huge silvery metal pitcher from somewhere in the hotel and
the Seattle party was ready for business.

It soon became evident that my little room would not contain the crowd, but Les
Nirenberg came gloriously to the rescue by allowing us to relocate our happy group to his
larger room. The party seemed to be a happy success, thanks to the cooperation of the
guests, the hotel, and, most of all, Les Nirenberg.

The second party Seattle sponsored was held in the LASFS suite. Permission had been
granted us by some of the LASFS members, but Jack Harness was one who had not been consul-
ted or notified. As luck would have it, he was the unfortunate one to show up and find
the hall swarming with thirsty fans eagerly waiting for the door to be unlocked so they
could nour into the suite and pour down the refreshments. Jack was very good about it,
thank Ghu, and took our word for it that Seattle had been duly authorized to impose on
LASFS hospitality. He worked fiercely to clear the parlor for the guests, announced a few
reasonable ground rules for personal conduct while using the suite, and withdrew to give
us the freedom of the nlace. It gave me to wonder just how many other groups like fandom
there are in the world that would exhibit such exceptional generosity and trust. It's
enough to make a person forget to be cynical and disenchanted at times.

Unlike the previous party where I showed up just about the time it was breaking up, I
stayed with this one from beginning to end. liy only real duty there was to make sure the
supply of liquor, ice, and mix was continually replenished, but many times my duty was
forgotten as I evesdropped on the many fannish conversations that were going on all the
time. Zventually a hoarse rattle from a particularly dry throat would remind me of my Jjob,
and T would hasten to drag out another bottle or order more accessories. In general I must
apologize for being a lousy host. '

It was probably a. typical fannish bull session. Ours was not the only such party in
the hotel, and there would be a series of lulls and storms as fans left to visit other
parties or returnéd to see how things were going at ours. A few things happen that stand
out particularly in my memory. There was Al Lewis, one of the LASFS members who had
granted us the use of the room, sleeping in one of the softer chairs as the festivities
went on around him. Les Nirenberg and some other thoughtful fan moved him gently, chair
and all so as not to wake him, into the dark and comparatively quiet bedroom so that he
could get a proper rest. .There was Elinor Busby firing a plonker for the first time in
her life —- the thrill that comes once in a lifetime. There were the two non-fannish
guests of the hotel who came to our party because their own party had run out of fuel.
There must be something lacking in folks who are not fans, because they were soon detected
and sent ontheir way. There was Bruce Pelz, sitting on the floor because that was the
only space available, dispensing fannish lore and Pelz-type observations. There was Art
Rapp and Nancy Share completing a ring of SAPS members, talking about practically every-
thing except SAPS. There were the phone calls from other parties; "Things are getting
dull up here. Send somebody to liven things “up; will you?" * "Now' re’ party fstikl poing?
Good. 1I'll be over." 'We have a big cake here. Can you come down and help us eat it?
Well, all right then, we'll send a piece of it over there." The cake, if I remember
correctly, was obtained to celebrate the 25th anniversary of the founding of the Phila-
delphia club, and somebody did bring a huge, tasty slice of it to me.

As the party waned, a gradual hunger for breakfast before retiring began taking
possession of the remaining guests, one by one. Somebody -- memory tends to blame Andy
Young -- suggested that it was a fannish tradition to wait until the sun came up before
leaving a party to go to breakfast. And that is how Seattle's last Pittcon party ended,
with a dozen or so fans waiting for the sun to come up, and then going out to eat.
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Chapter II1

BIG-HEARTED HOWARD MOVES IN

' One of the most fascinating experiences that happened to me at the Pittcon was seeing
Big-Hearted Howard Devore move his wares into the hotel. Howard allways seems to have a
table full of treasurers to sell at conventions, but I never dreamed of the heart-ache and
sorrow he goes through to set up his stand.

The Pittcon was just starting to get under way. I had fought| the battle of the
fifty pounds of ice on the freight elevator the day before, I had watched the Project
Art Show display being set up, and I was keeping an eye on developments in general while
waiting for the first item on the scheduled program to start when [ ran afoul of Howard
Devore. "Can I help you move in or something?" I offered, and he jsaid, "Sure," and the
two of us embarked on a new adventure.

The job we had to do was so simple that nothing could possibly go wrong. Howard had
driven down from Detroit with Dean McLaughlin in Dean's Edsel. The Edsel was parked in an
underground parking garage across the street from the hotel, and all of Howard's merchan-
dise was in the car. £A11 we had to do was get the books from the jcar to the display area
on the seventeenth floor of the hotel. :

The simplest way to do this, we reasoned, was to drive the car to the hotel freight
elevator (I knew all atout where that was), unload the magazines, and whisk them up to the
display room. So Howard explained to one of the garage attendants what he was up to so

“fhat Dean wouldn't get charged double for parking when Howard brought the car back to the
garage. The garage attendant Had Rules to follow, however, and it said in the Rules that
if a car left the garage, no matter for how short an interval of time, the whole parking
fee must be paid and a whole new charge started upon the vehicle's return to storage.

Howard decided. to have none of it. He would pick up a baggage cart at the hotel,
bring it to the garage, load up his stuff, and defy the attendant to find a Rule that
could charge him for it. This was a good plan, except that the man in charge of baggage
carts at the hotel couldn't find one. "They must all be being used someplace," he told us
apologetically. Howard sighed and decided that charge or no charge, the simplest way was
the only way. Back we went to the garage. '

There were several levels to the garage, and it was only fitting that Howard should
pick the wrong floor on which to search for the car. He was not surprised about it; from
the way things had been going, he really had suspected it all along.

4t last the car was found and our problems were over —- until the attendant at the
exit asked for the claim check which Dean licLaughlin presumably had with him. This was
a different attendant than the one Howard had talked to earlier, but this one knew just as
many Rules, and there was a Rule to cover every eventuallity. If Howard didn't have the
claim check, it merely meant the extra work of filling out a few simple forms before
Howard could take the car away from the garage. He could show proof of ownership of the
car, couldn't he? '"Of course not. I don't own the car," Howard said. Trust a fan to come
up with an eventuallity the Rules couldn't cover.

By this time Howard was willing to carry his magazine out one by one if he had to.
But. just as things had been going wrong before, they suddenly started going right. The
garage attendant permitted Howard to park next to the exit. When we returned to the hotel
to beg for whatever they had available that we could carry the books on, Howard asked the
first man he saw who wasn't in charge of baggage carts, and this man knew immediately
where to get just what we wanted. We loaded the magazines with no trouble, and despite
the fact that we had to push the cart up the middle of a busy street for half a block
because the weight of the loaded cart and the high curbing prevented us from getting it up
on the sidewalk, we got to the hotel without incident. Willing hotel employees helped
1ift the cart onto the loading platform, and my old friend, the freight elevator, took us
up to the seventeenth floor where we wanted to go. I congratulated Howard on having sur-
vived the ordeal, and hurried away before I could get involved in something else.
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~ Chapter IV

PROGRAM? WHAT PROGRAM?.

The Pittcon was the ninth World Science Fiction Convention I had attended, but it was
the first at which I allowed anything to interfere with my attending the scheduled program.
This had nothing to do with the quality of the Pittcon program. If I hadn't been otherwise
occupied I would probably have seen all of the scheduled speeches, panels, and whatnot that
made up the program.

It all started with a letter from Steve Schultheis, and to this very moment T have not
decided whether I should thank him for enriching my life or berate him for blighting it.

At any rate he mailed me the words to a song designed to be sung to the tune of, "That 0Old
Black Magic." He explained that this would be an ideal song for either me or Toskey to
sing at the Pittcon. He insisted that it did not matter that the performer could not sing;
in fact he seemed to indicate that a poor singing voice would enhance the effect of the
performance.

I agreed to do it. I must Have been out of my mind, but I agreed to do it. Buz and
Elinor and Toskey were overjoyed that I had accepted the challange until they talked me
into giving them a sample performance. After that they seemed a little apprehensive and
gave the impression that they would no longer condemn me if I should decide to chicken out.
It did look and sound pretty awful, I have to admit, but, give me credit, look at the handi-
cap [ was under. I had heard the straight version of, "That Old Black Magic," a few times,
but the only version I had ever listened to with any degree of enthusiasm was the Spike
Jones' parody arrangement. ithat really had stuck with me was the whistles, gurgles, and
shrieks rather than the basic tune. But even for people who know the melody, the range of
the song is pretty fierce for anyone who doesn't even sing in the shower let alone in
public. My range is from low C-sharp up to low D-flat, and that's it.

But I practiced as best I could, and though I never did get the tune right, I etched
the words into my memory so deep that I would have to amputate my feet to forget them. By
Pittcon time I was prepared to do my worst.

Hal Lynch seemed to be the producer of the show, "Pittcon Follies," I believe it was
called. lhoever wrote the script and the words for the songs in it deserves glory and
credit because it was a marvelous Jjob. If it had been possible to rehearse it adequately,
it would have been even more fun for the audience than it was for the performers. Hal did
his best, but it is just impossible to get any number of fans together to rehearse a show
when there is a whole convention-full of other fans to see and fannish things to do.

Some of us got together I'riday night, before the Pittcon was officially started. Hal's
piano player hadn't arrived yet, so Sandy Cutrell filled in the accompaniment with impro-
vised chords, although in the show itself he was only supposed to have an acting part.

The next day I showed up bright-eyed and eager to be on time for the opening session
of the Pittcon. This included the traditional welcome to the attendees and the introduction
of Important Names.  Dirce was giving L. Sprague deCamp final instructions on who to intro-

duce. "And for heaven's sake don't forget to introduce the Busby's," I overheard her say.
DeCamp wrote something down on his page of notes.and asked, "What should I say about them?"
Dirce looked stumped. "I don't know, but you've got to mention them. Seattle is blddlng

for next year's convention. !

/e'l1l never know what deCamp would have said about the Busby's, because when he asked
for them to rise anc be seen, it turned out they weren't even attending the session. The
Seattle party in Les Nirenberg's room must have been too much. Nevertheless they acquired
a certain glory in that the introduction of notables had been trimmed to a dozen names, and
the Busby's were the only non-professionals mentioned.

From here on my feeble memory is all mixed up on when various things happened, but when
you are traveling back in time three months as we are doing here, a chronological difference
of a day or so shouldn't matter among friends.

I believe I saw all of the panel, moderated by Earl Kemp, that started out on the
subject of, "Who Killed Science Fiction," and wound up discussing the Dean Space Drive.
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T think Hans Stefan Santesson was on the panel, and there is a vague gnawing at the corner
of my memory that damon knight was there, too, but there can be no doubt at all that John
W. Campbell Jr. and Bruce relz were there. No doubt at all..

The panel started off quietly with the general consensus being that nobody killed
science fiction because it was still very much alive. There was no denying that vast im-
provements were possible, but it was still too early to call for the coroner. Each panel
member made a statement on his opinion of the matter; that is, until it was Bruce relz'
turn to speak. :

Instead of stating a position of his own, Bruce chose to comment on the statements
made by the other members of the panel. He came down particularly heavy on the editorial

policy of a magazine which he referred to as, "Assalog." John Campbell interrupted at this
point with the comment, "I know of no magazine by that name." The annual sport of trying
to shoot John W. Campbell Jr. down was under way.

Some rather interesting ammunition was used. Bruce read Buz's analysis of the Dean
patent from a copy of CRY. Sam lMoskowitz joined in from the audience and read a copy of a
letter from the laboratory that had tested the Dean Drive. According to the letter, Dean
had shown up with his contraption fastened to his own spring scale and, when in operation,
the device showed a smaller weight reading on the scale than when it was not operating.
Dean would not permit his device to be tested with strain gages. He did allow the labora-
tory to use some weight measuring device other than Dean's spring scale, but this test
showed no weight change.

Campbell's defense consisted of maintaining that the device had never been adequately
investigated, and that it had been ignored completely until he had made a fuss about it in
his magazine. ‘The date mentioned in Sam's letter for when the tests had been made bore out
Campbell's argument that the tests had not been made until after the Dean Drive had been
mentioned in aSF. He was careful never to insist that the Dean Drive worked, but only that
it had not been adequately investigated. On the other hand, his opponents did not argue
that the original investigation of the Drive had been adequate, but were complaining that
Dean himself would not permit adequate testing, and that the thing wouldn't work the way
Dean claimed it would even if it had been adequately tested.

Bruce may get criticized for sidetracking the panel from its intended subject, but the
subject he turned it to was certainly dear to the hearts of the audience from the attention
it received.

The only two other scheduled functions that I was able to see complete were the ban-
quet and the business meeting. Only they were really two other functions; the awarding of
a Hugo to CRY, and the awarding of the 161 worldcon to Seattle. Let's take the CRY award
first.:

The high peint of the banguet —- “for non-Seattlites, that is -- was the appearance of
Robert Heinlein, who received the Hugo for best novel. He had rushed to the convention by
plane and arrived just barely in time to receive the award. He was still panting for
breath when he made his acceptance speech.

{hat immortal words he spoke, or anyone else at the banquet spoke, was, sadly, wiped
out by the shock of, happily, picking up the CRY award. You know, I don't believe any of
us on the staff really expected it to happen, no matter what we might say. For one thing,
our circulation just didn't seem large enough to contain that many voters. The percentage
of you subscribers, contributors, and free-loaders out there who participated in the voting
and chose CRY must have been fantastic. We knew we had a chance for it after seeing the
results of the FANAC poll, but I think we were inclined to agree with Buck Coulson that
FANAC and CRY would split the faan vote and that Science Fiction Times would actually win
the award. ;

Buz had told me if we won the Hugo, I would have to go pick.it up, and I had agreed
easily, figuring it would never happen. The minute Asimov started talking about the fan-
zine award, I knew I had miscalculated. He was relating the incident when Elinor had
shamed him into subscribing. He had written a letter to CRY after having read a review of
one of his stories in somebody else's copy. Elinor had been running the letter column then
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and printed his letter, which earned him'a contributor's copy, and commented gt the end of
his letter that subscriptions were available in case he didn't want to look like a cheap-
skate. She put it much nicer, but the inference was there. .

Tt was all very thrilling, but I didn't have an acceptance speech prepared. I still
wasn't worried, though. Dirce probably told him who to request to receive the Hugo, and
she didn't know-me from :dam's-apple; Dirce would no doubt have told him to call for Buz
or Flinor. So much for dependable Dirce. ©She didn't tell him a thing. Isaac sang out
CRY's name, and then waitec for somebody -- anybody -- to come up for the Hugo. The
applause died down 'and the cheers subsided and I still hung to my chair, hoping to the
vertv end that Dirce would come through for me. By this time my fellow tablemates were all
but”hauling'me_out of my seat, so I forced myself up, lurched to the speakers' table{ and
snatched the precious iHugo. I forgot to shake Tke's hand and say thank you, but I did
remember not to try to make a speechs 4is I retreated with the prize, some fiend yelled,
"Speech! Speechi" But I ignored it. To this day I wonder if it wasn't evial F. M.
Busby behind it all, although really, if you think about it, neither the Busby's nor 1
can be held responsible for what we do. Ve are merely tools of the CRY. By some fannish
inspiration, Dick Schultz illustrated my name tag for me. It depicted a puppet with the
control strings attached to its joints. The caption read, "Yes, I'm a member of the CRY
staffs Howteould you tell?" It's all'sostrue.

The costume ball was fun to see, and I thought the costumes were as good as those at
any of the conventions, but unless you are a fashion editor or well versed in abnormal
psychology, they are difficult to try to describe. The music was provided by a record
player rather than by a live orchestra, but there shouldn't have been too many objections
to that -- seeing the costumes and having a party were the main reasons for the ball any-

way. - So far T haven't heard of any encounters be-
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en~loyees. Having the convention isolated on the
seventeenth floor probably accounted for that.

The business meeting didn't quite get as
bogged down as usual this year, but it wasn't be-
cause the members weren't trying. Do you suppose
the real reason for the business meetings each
year is to provide the fans with an opportunity to
unleash all their pent-up mundaness? 1 keep
thinking wistfully back to the Solacon business
meeting where things were held in an outrageous
but satisfying manner.

Not ‘that the Pittcon business meeting was a
wasté of time, but all the fans tend to lose their / e
senses of humor when they get the chance to start kJi)‘\ :
legislating. <J) ‘ L\;7. — Qk_‘
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traditions for itself that it can harden into in- "No, it hasn't got anything
flexible Rules. The natural rotation of convention to do with science fiction,
sights that developed out of fans' attitudes of but the femmefans around here
Fair Play is now a matter of Law. Registration are crazy about cats."

fees that were once left to the disgression of the
sponsoring groups are now fixed. This year the design of the Hugo was frozen to its pres-
ent form (the design of the bases are still optional), and the convention registration fee
was raised to three dollars. An attempt to '"change" the date of the convention from Labor
Day Vieekend was defeated. At the moment there is no Regulation determining the date to be
Labor Day Weekend, but how long this undisciplined state of affairs will be allowed to
exist is not known.

Perhaps this trend to running things by Law & Order instead of trusting to the integ-
rity of disorganized Fandom is a sign that Fandom is maturing from the irresponsibility of

T

youti, to a law-abiding middle-age. Certainly the rules that have been set are reasonable
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and fair. Tf they become outmoded, they can be changed. Certainly without the rules we
have, Worldcons would be much more vulnerable to mishandling by unscupulous or incompetent
sponsoring groups; why, the evil Russians could win a Worldcon bid and never return the
convention to us if it weren't for the Rotation Plan. But sensible as the rules are, I see
no end to them in the future. No doubt a person would go broke running a business on a
total honor system, but I hate to see Fandom run like a certain parking garage Howard
Devore and.I know. If I wanted a way of life that made sense, I would have become a
perfume mixer, or something mundane like that. But that's enough editorial; the views
expressessed herein are those of the author and do not in any way reflect the opinions of
CRY magagzine,- etc. etc.

'The registration fee increase caused the most trouble at the business meeting. A
counter-motion to decrease the fee was made for the purpose of making the fans Stop &
Think. The situation grew even more complicated when, in an attempt to be fair to overseas
fen, a one dollar fee was deemed sufficient for foreign fans who would not be attending the
convention but still wanted to receive the Progress Reports. This was great news to a
certain group of would-be free-loaders from the foreign country of Canada, so an ammendment
was added which annexed Canada and Mexico to the United States, thereby eliminating the
last traces of joy from the business meeting. The three dollar fee was then voted in.

You couldn't have asked for anything more efficient and less business-like than the
selection of Seattle as the site . for the '61 Worldcon. L. Sprague deCamp was running the
meeting as best he could, and decided to shortcut things if he could. He announced that if
there were no opposing bids, he would call for a voice vote in favor of Seattle rather than
a vote by ballot. He then asked for bids, and I didn't know if the Seattle bid was being
assumed by the chairman or whether he expected me to go to the microphone and make a formal
nomination. On the theory that I had best make a formal bid, I went up to the microphone.
During this brief time, ir. deCamp called for the voice vote, and the words I had been
prepared to utter were crammed right back down my vocal chords by the most heart-warming
concussion of sound a. fan ever heard. Regardless of what I had intended to say, Seattle
had the convention for next year.

Bruce Pelz and the LASFS did get cheated in the exchange, however. At the Seattle
party in the LiSFS suite the night before, I had arranged with Bruce to second my nominat-
ing bid. The plan was that, providing no opposing bids were evident, I would nominate
Seattle without any elaboration, and Bruce would do the seconding, using the time left
over to plug MORDOR IN '6l. ,

There you have the report on the scheduled meetings I saw complete. Now to get back
to the Pittcon Follies and why I missed the rest of the programs.

There were no real rchearsals of the play, but there were any number of attempts.
fhen the piano player Hal was depending upon for the accompaniments arrived, it soon became
apparent that he could not master the music in the short time available for practice, so
good ol! Sandy Cutrell was pressed into dual service as actor an accompanist. How he was
able to manage it remains a mystery to me, but he did a superb job.

The plot of our little drama was simple but fannish. It depicted a story narrated by
an old British colonel (Dave Kyle, who turned.in the best performance of the troupe). The
story told how Eric Bentcliff (played by Lynn Hickman) went across the sea to America, but
wound up at an Inter-galactic political convention instead of the science fiction conven-
tion. Before he can make his way out, he gets himself elected as some sort of intergalac-
tic representative and never again returns to his native land. The play contained some
very good songs, and if only there had been a chance to polish up the performances, it
would have been as much fun for the audience as it was for the performers.

My part was that of a delegate at the political convention who demands longer months.
The chairman of the convention (played by Lou Tabakov) makes the grievious error of asking
just why I wanted longer months, for the song is my answer. There was an awkward pause in
the performance at that point when I was struck numb by a sudden, "That am I doing up here}
sensation. It was too late, however. Hal Lynch, in his Klu Klux Klan outfit, was guarding
the stage exit, so I had no choice but to go forth and face the audience. Sandy started



13
the chords and rhythm of, "That Old Black Magic," for an introduction, and I was launched
into my song:
This monthly fanzine has me in its spell,
This monthly fanzine that's received so well.
Those forty pages, that would be just fine.
The same old story when they're ninety-nine.
That same old nausea that I feel inside,
Each time we start to let that deadline slide. ...
And up and down I go, 'round and 'round I go,
'Till each fan is finally supplied.
I should get away, but what can I do?
I'd quit the game, but I'm aflame.
Aflame, with such a faunching desire,
That thoughts of a Hugo, make me perspire.
This is the fanzine I have labored for, -
The grave this slave of stf has favored more.
And every time it's CRY's deadline,
Dommit! Up and down I go, 'round and 'round I go,
Tn a spin, collating again, again, pubbing that monthly fanzine called CHY.

It was, of course, a song that had considerable meaning to me -- something I could put
my black little heart and soul into. It would have been nice if I had been able to sing,
had known the tune, and had not been so terrified by what I was doing, but I threw myself
bodily into the task, hammed it up to the worst of my considerable inability, and fled the
stage at the earliest opportunity vowing never again would I perpetrate such a deed unless
I had a fast car out back with the motor running. They let me live to tell about it,
however, and I am profoundly grateful.

SUMMLNG Ur

Thzre are a great number of Pittcon events knocking around in the various cerners of
my memcry, not the least of which is the Joni Cornell caper. CRY deadline has once again
caught up to me, so I must reluctantly refer you to the latest issue of WRR for Bjo's
report on that. Other unreported items include the music and songs of Juanita Coulson,
Sandy Cutrell, Ted Johnstone, Les Gerber, and Nick Falasca, the rehearsals and performance
of Hal Shapiro and his beanie brigade chorus, the clever production of, "Purple Pastures,"
written by Carl Erandon (who lives, I'm sure he must!) and acted out by California fen,
the several showings of, "The liusquite Kid,'" Unicorn rroduction's latest smash hit, how
Kuth Kyle and I disrupted the auction that followed the business meeting by taking Seacon
registrations in the back of the room (and thanks for the help, Ruth, you were a life-
saver indeed), how G. M. Carr got a rag doll displayed in Project Art Show, the enjoyable
visit with Ed Cox, Larry Shaw, and Noreen Shaw first in the friendly neighborhood tavern,
and later in the plush hotel dining room when Ed picked up the check (I owe you a meal now,
Td, ((How do you like TV chicken dinners?)) ), how T went from party to party conning
Seacon registrations out of fans, how I carried my movie camera around all during the con-
vention without taking a one frame of pictures and ended up by losing the camera entirely,
visiting the display room, watching Mark Walsted hold his own at poker, seeing Alderson
Fry again, witnessing Doc Smith don a propeller beanie for the first time in his life,

P. Schuyller Miller, Alma Hill, Walter Breen, Harlan Ellison, Jeff 'lanshell, Emile Green-

leaf, Mike Deckinger, Jean Bogert and the ailing Raven, Bill Ellern, James Blish, staying

up all night to hear Sandy sing limerics from Walter Breen's inexhaustable collection,

Ruth Berman, Robert Lee llartinez, what I did with the $256 in advance Seacon registration

when I .got back to Seattle... Great grulzaks! And I started out by wondering how I could
fill ten whole pages on just the Pittcon?

Oh well, it's probably all lies anyway<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>