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Page Three

Out of Box 92 [507 3rd Ave, Seattle 4, Yash] by the first of the month [except
for July and September, which have a bad case of the uplies]. Track odds are 25¢ for
1, $1 for 5, $2 for 12 [checks payable to Elinor Busbyl]. John Berry, 31 Campbell Park
Ave, Belmont, Belfast 4, Northern Ireland, offers the same odds at the equivalent sums
of 1/9, 7/-, and 14/-. TFree passes to contibutors [incl lettercol]; some trades.

Circulation limited to about 140-150 or wherever The Cranking Arm gpets tired.

Cronngerr =S

Cover by ATom; heading Multipraphed by Toskey ] v : page 1
Page Three Buz 3
The Square (& Sometimes Bleary)Eyeball:John Berry L
An Open Letter From Dirce Archer Dirce 7
Minutes Wally Y“eber 8
With Keen Blue Eyes and a Bicycle... F M Busby 10
The Ballad of Century 21 Bangs L Tapscott 13
Hwyl Elinor Busby 14
I Have Not Gafiated, No Mike Deckinger 16
CRY of the Readers conducted by "“ally Weber, Elinor Busby,

Les Nirenberg, and Bob Smith (!) 17-36
Art & Headings: ATom 1 6, LesNi 10 14 21, Veber 17, Tosk 1, Sixik 6.
Stencils Cut By: Weber 18, Elinor 11, Buz 4, Nirenberg 1, Smith 1.

Duplicating & Assembly by the CRYstaff, possibly including up to Wally Weber,
Jim Webbert, Burnett Toskey, Wally [10 Toes] Gonser, Doreen Webbert, F M & E Busby.

Circulation & Mailing: Elinor Busby Delivery: The Warriors of Day

You may have noticed that this is not our old familiar typeface. And neither is
this one, if you're watching closely. This one, too, is new to this unique fanzine.
And 1'm sune CRY has nevern used anrnthing Like this bejore, niaht out Loud.

All 4 of the typerfaces used in the preceding paragraph belong to this fine IBM
Selectric typer, the kind that uses the little quick-change golfballs to carry its type.
First electric machine I've ever been able to use with any depgree of ease, as you'll
have noticed if you ever saw anything I tried to type on Wally's machine!

Some of the above typefaces are merely out on loan to us by IBM; we haven't
decided yet just which ones to buy and keep, and the company has others coming up
which we may try out later. Oh, it's a full life, Charlie!
publication date of CRY 160 (May 1962) will be APRIL 29. Since this is the day after
April 28th, and since April 28th is Elinor's and my wedding anniversary [8th], and
since we intend to celebrate in fitting fashion... I guess I'd better do this page up
ahead of time next month, maybe.

Today is April 1lst, which gave rise to all sorts of ideas among your dedicated
CRYstaff for hoaxing & harrassing our loyal readers. 0, you just wouldn't believe some
of the fiendish schemes this gang can come up with! So anyhow, after considering what
it would take to top "pages 19 thru 22", we decided to play it straight. Well, almost
straight. So straipht that probably no one will even notice. Except Bruce Pelz, of
course; that lad is positively uncanny. ‘

Incidentally, last month on this Page I had a spoof paragraph about Naming Names,
intended merely to point up that maybe we'd all been getting too Creeping-Sercon about
that deal and that maybe it was time to ease off. The Names in that paragraph were
chosen entirely for purposes of demonstrated-incongruity, and the whole thing was 100%
in fun, dammit! So everybody just relax, now. OK?

Bob Lichtman kept worrying about those overly-wide capital-Ws I used occasionally
on this page with the Olivetti uu4 typer. Well, it was this way: to make that machine
cut an ordinary capital-W even semi-legibly, I had to bang the key hard and repeatedly.
But the capital-Vs printed just fine. And the Olivetti has the half-spacing feature.
All clear on that now, Bob? W WVVWWW. O well. Or rather, OWell. [Have fun!]--Buz.
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lr CQUARE (AND SOMETIMES BLEARY) EYEBALL ¢
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by John Berry

Both the B.B.C. and Commercial Television (U.T.V.--Ulster Television) feature a
high proportion of American features these days, and I thought it would be a pleasant
cirange if I gave my opinions of some of them:

LARAMIE. (B.B.C.) Unfortunately, since the advent of Spring Byington and a
little orphan-type critter, this series has deteriorated, In the old series, even
thcugh there was another orphan-type critter, at least there was Hoagy Carmichael. Not
that he did the plot any good (he seemed as out of place as William Rotsler at a meeting
oif the Plymouth Brethren) but on the rare occasion he was alloed to tinkle the ivories,
and I was glad to see him making dollars the easy way. I've always admired Hoagy since
I:;aring him sing one of his ditties which featured the classic lines:

"He hit a chord which rocked the spinet,
And disappeared into the in-fin-it."

Robert Fuller as Jess Harper lcoks the part as much as anyone else on the small
ccreen, or even the big screen for that matter. He is handsome, mean at the same time,
and shoots enough bad men to please the youngsters. John Smith, as boss of the Relay
Station, is fat of face, and prys so much into Jess Harper's bus1ness that by rights
ha should have been shot long ago.

The production is slick, the action is usually sustained (except when Sprlnp
Byington gets into the act) and I reckon that Robert Fuller (Jess Harper) carries the
SNOW.

HIGHWAY PATROL. (U.T.V.) Broderick Crawford, as Dan Matthews, is dead cunning in
THuSE FIIMS. He is usually at the wheel of a sleek patrol car, and by his uncanny intu-
1cion and the imagination of the seript writers always manages to catch the outlaws
just when they think they've gotten away with it. Broderick Crawford has the person-
ality to give authenticity to the character of Dan Matthews, but unfortunately, physica-
17, he just doesn't stand up to the role. A swift-of-foot wnong—doer is seen whipping
over the countryside like a gazelle, and Dan Matthews lumbers out of his ear, and is
seen in pursuit. It isn't so much his flat feet and piles, which seem to me to be the
main cause of his ungainly movements, but he also seems to have trouble with arthritis,
which is evident when he handles his .38, and I reckon his eyesight is giving him hell
toco. Of course, he's the brains of the outfit, and therefore can presumably be for-
given all these physical defects, and yet he always seems to be the one who finally
corners the crooks, and he alyays fires the telling shots, even though wonderful huriks
of American manhood are with him when the chase starts.

Hoviever, it is good entertainment as long as you don't take it too serlously.

The documentary-type approach is effective, and the little traffic tips Dan Matthews
gives at the end round the whole affair off on a suitable note.

BONANZA. (U.T.V.) The Bonanza Outfit is, I reckon, the most ignorant bunch of
boyos in the whole wild and woolly west. They're always sticking their flippin' noses
in things which don't concern them, just 'cos they've got the bigpest spread.... I'm
also sick to death of their love affairs. They're a bunch of sex-maniacs to boot.
Horge gets involved with a woman who is a gambling addict, and his brother calmly doles
out $25,000 of his pa's money just to show Horse what an idiot he is, when a boot in
the backside would have been as effective and definitely cheaper. Little Joe is just
as bad, he's a menace to the whole countryside. Even Lorne Greene, as the grey-haired
¢ .ddyo, who should know better, nearly goes berserk when he as much as hears a skirt
rstie. Another thing, one of the Cartwright boys is in prison for shooting someone...
wn 1t happens.....Ben and the other sons grab their rifles and if they cannot talk the
coriff out of letting the other go, by threats or bribery, they prowl up and down out-
side the hail, waiting for a chance to spring the offending Cartwright. Everyone is
wrong except them.

: The only thlng I like about the programme is the music, which is worthy of a much
o ster series..
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THE DEFENDERS. (B.B.C.) TI class this series as the best on both U.T.V. and B.B.C.
I've seen about a dozen of these films so far, and I haven't had a disappointment yet.

I am used to court trials, I've given evidence in many of them, even in murders and
suchlike, and although court procedure differs widely betwieen Great Britain and the
U.S.A., The Defenders always manages to retain that undefinable courtroom atmosphere

to a most authentic degree. The acting is first class, the plots have depth to them,
and the denoument is not performed with the brashness and superciliousness of Perry
Masoh,*But with tenseness and feeling, as though there was only an even chance of getting
an acquittal. One of the latest in the series shown over here concerned the Bossman
lawyer, Lawrence Preston, being up on a charge of inciting perjury. .His son Kenneth,
played by handsome and talented Robert Reed, was defending him. The twist was that the
witness who claimed he had been told by Preston to commit perjury was lying, but the
only way to bring out the truth was by producing his girl friend..but he was married,
and son Kenneth didn't want to hurt the wife by showing what a heel her husband was.
Therefore, his gimmick was to seat the girlfriend next to the wife in court (they didn't
know each other) and then by questioning show the mean that if he didn't admit he had
lied, he, Kenneth Preston, would produce the girlfriend to prove his case. The man
didn't want to admit perjury and get a long stretch, and he didn't want his wife to
know of his adultery, so he wouldn't budge, and Preston didn't want to spoil the marriapge
by producing the girl, yet his father's name was at stake. So it developed into a
battle of wits, with Kenneth having to ask stupid questions which only the guilty man
knew the significance of, and the Jjudge kept upholding the prosecutor's protestations.
I'd never previously seen such high drama on TV....a rare TV moment. And the rest of
the plots, though not as compelling, are much much above the average.

DR. KILDARE. (B.B.C.) Superbly acted and produced, with a memorable musical
theme. I don't dig hospital-type films, so it would be unfair for me to comment at any
length. -
CHEYENNE. (U.T.V.) Passable western, that's about the best I can say for the
series. Clint Walker is a BIG man, and never fails to show off his physique to advan-
tage, but his acting ability is limited, although he tries hard. The plots present
a very thin canvas indeed, using all the old worn cliches which have lately been rejected
from most other westerns. I understand that women like Cheyenne, principally because
of his coconut-matting chest, and children like him too, which I suppose is a gocd thing,
because he always win in the end. Not for me, though.

RAWHIDE. (U.T.V.) T see that Rawhide was named the Outstanding Western Fictional
. Propramme for 1961 in America. I can understand this. Eric Fleming puts the fear of
Chod into me every time he opens his mouth, and Rowdy Yates (acted by Clint: Eastwood)
handsome, quick-tempered and undisciplined, pleases the girls (my 8 year old daughter,
anyway). The rest of the cast act with the same hish standard, as though it's a cood
job and they need the money. Uthat riles me, however, are the all too frequent 'set'
shots. They stand out so much that even my kids can spot 'em. The drama of the wide
open spaces is spoiled by scenes obviously made in a studio, with the shadows on the
ground going three different ways....the voices sound cramped(as is only to be expected)
....and it is really nauseating.... One finds oneself wondering how the multi-angled
shadows could have been avoided by more subtle placing ofthe lights, and the plot is
relepated to a less important sphere. A few of the plots are excellent, most moderate,
some plainly shocking. Like the one about the chap who wanted to swipe the whole herd,
so he latched on to the Favour Outfit, and let it be known in a subtle way that he was
a gunsmith. What happened? It is understandable that one or two focund that their cuns
needed repairing, but in the case the whole bunch queued up at his wagon and handed
their puns in. Besides showing what a rabble they were in not having efficient weapons,
it also demonstrates their lamentable intelligence and lack of leadership by handing
over their entire armoury to a stranger, who called up hss cohorts and away with the
Ferd. I think it's a shame the way they show Mushy to be a simpletcn. It sometimes
seems to me that he's the only sane one amongst them. It could be said, I suppose, that
I say that because I find myself unconsciously associating myself with him. Ah well....
keeps the children quiet, anyway, and my wife loves Rouwdy.
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PERRY MASON. (B.B.C.) This series has been on the B.B.C. for a considerable

. time, but I just got fed up with watching it....after the first dozen or so. Everything
is stereotyped. The basic characters are always churning away in exactly the same way,
and poor old Hamilton Burger (is this an intentional pun on "hamburger'?) is always

made to look a nit. The theme music is arresting, the photography, acting and produc-
tion is absolutely top class, but, frankly, I find it boring.

TENDERFOOT. (B.B.C.) It is pleasant to note a subtle (and sometimes broad) sense
- of humour in these films. Once again there is a preponderance of studio 'sets', which
I suppose one has to forgive cn the grounds of finance. But at least I am always on
the lookout for a good laff. Will Hutchins, as Tom Brewster, is an engaging young
fellow, getting viewers immediately on his side. Very enjoyable.

WELLS FARGO. (B.B.C) Handsome Dale Robertson, as Jim Hardie, shows in each film
how advantageous it is to have a left hand draw. I like the way he talks; I mean by
that that he seems to exude just the right kind of atmmostherefor a Western--but his
~ shows, too, have now become somewhat morictonous. Neweethcicss, there is usually skill-
ful production and photography, and he does get shot occasionally, to show he's only
human, :

JOHNNY STACCATO. (U.T.V.) This is only a recent acquisition on U.T.V., but I'm
rather impressed. The acting is most definitely well above average, particularly on

the part of John Cassavetes, the rather neurotic 'hero'. The location shots of New
York, mostly around the Greenwich Village area, add stark realism, and samehow ‘the

films manage to show the essential speed of things in New York, whici: is very difficult
to explain by the mere written word. Apropos to the acting, most of the actors seem

to favour The Method System -- Iike "er, reel cool, man, dig that stuff--duh--man?" sort
of thing, but even that adds to an all-round sensitiveness and urgency. So far--top
class.

That's eleven American programmes I've discussed. Ve've had others, such as
Wagon Train, Lawman, Bronco Layne, etc., but these are not current on either B.B.C.. or
U Tallis

I must say that the photography, production, direction and acting in most American
TV programmes is infinitely superior to most British productions. For example,

THE CHEATERS, MARK SABRE, STRYKER OF THE YARD, CHARLIE CHAN, THE SCARLET PIMPERNEL, all

made in Britain, are deplorable. I only watch themw when I'm fed up with life and want

a good laugh to cheer me up, and all those I've mertioned are deadly.sericus. THE THIRD

MAN is about the best of the British half-hourlies, but unfortunately, it isn't typical--
T wish it was, because it's the only series which measures up to the American standards.

It would be interesting to me at least to hecr which British 1V series (if any)
are shown in America--and what CRY readers think of tihem. I mean, if you've suffered,
it's a good thing to share the load, isn't it?

Veste

John Berry, 1962
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AN _OPEN LETTER FROM DIRCE ARCHER
TO WHOM IT MAY COMNCERI:

It has been reported to me that a certain individual is now claimine that FANAC won
PITTCON'S fanzine liuso, and that he and Lynn flickman "iitnessed" an occasion when a
stack of ballots naming FANAC were destroved "on the crounds that the handvriting is

similar."

This story, the last in a series of vengeful attacks upon our group, is entirely and
totally false and with no basis whatsoever.

1) T have never met this man to my knowledege and do not even know what he looks like.
2) Lynn Hickman was not in Pittsburgh at any time during the year prior to the con-
vention and, since ballots must be counted weeks before a convention so Hugo plates can
be enpraved he could not have been present at a ballot counting session. Lvnn's char-
acter is such that it 1s not even necessary to check as to whether he had any part of
this malicious possip.

3) Even PITTCON committee member's wives and husbands were excluded at ballot countine
sessions--as at all business meetings. It would be ridiculous to share knowledge of
the most carefully ; puarded secret of any convention, the ballot results, with outsiders!
4) FANAC, although tops in nominations, did not win a Hugo. In fact, untll the last
seven days before the deadline SF TIMES was leading and we expected 1t to win. In the
last seven days four of the five nominees changed places.

5) PITTCON did toss out some nominations but with excellent reason. We received 78
ballots--packaged, not sent separately—-each nominating the same novel, short story and
publisher, with an accompanying letter saying, "These are all bona flde nominations, as
are attested by the individual names and addresses." They nominated a single author
(author of the novel and short story) totallv unknown to our committee, whose stories
appeared in an obscure British publication (not Nova Publications) wnlch was nominated
for best magazine.

Surely no cne could expect us to believe that one Inglish villape of something under
7,000 populations contains upwards of 60 bona fide fans, manv with identical Fandwrltlng,
seven with identical addresses and last name (the author s) and ALL with identical
nominations!

It was our belief that duty required we discard these obvious attempts to stuff the
ballot box. We would do the same thing again under such circumstances.

I trust, for his own sake, the fertile imasination of this individual will be kept under
control in the future. We derlore lepal action and have ignored previous slander, but
there is a point of no return in these matters. ‘Je could and would take steps.

/s/ Dirce

Dirce S. Archer
Chairman, PITTCON
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MINUTES
accounted by Hon. Sec. W. Weber
MINUTES OF THE MARCH 15, 1962 MEETING OF THE NAMELESS ONES

The March 15, 1962 meeting of the fabulous organization of international reknown, the
Nameless Ones, was brought to order by President John Rundorff. ©No kidding, our fearless
leader was there in person. And he brought the meeting to order at 8:45:00, which isn't:
easy to do at a meeting of the Nameless Ones. Doreen Webbert overruled a motion that the
meeting be adjourned, so the minutes of the previous meeting were read in order to pass
time. The minutes were begrudgingly accepted with minor corrections, none of which will
be made since the minutes were already published.

President Rundorff, for want of anything better to do, asked for old business. Mary
Gregory finally decided her offer to buy Maxfield Parrish prints could come under the
heading of o0ld business. Dr. Burnett R. Toskey, famous mathematician and author of the
forthcoming best-seller, "Sexed-up College Algebra," told Mary about Mark Walsted's great
fondness for Maxfield Parrish prints and how little good Mark's collection would do her
due .to the fact that Mark lived across the continent now.

For some reason the conversation got off of Maxfield Parrish and shifted to Lepre-
chauns. Dr. Toskey had seen some of those, too.

Doreen Webbert (who is not the President anymore) asked for old business, Just as the
real President had done earlier, except Doreen got much better results; nobody had any.
The President then asked for New Business. It was voted that a meeting be held on the
fifth Thursday in March at Stumphouse, and that the regularly scheduled April 5 meeting
also be held at Stumphouse. According to President Rundorff, the voting was unanimous,
arid we have to take his word for it since none of the memwbers had time to vote on the
matter. It was generally decided that the project at the next meeting would be to con-
struct a 20-sided hexa-hexa-flexagram.

There was, present at the meeting, a 6-sided hexa-hexa-flexagram. Various members of
the club had been flexing it during the meeting in futile attempts to unflex all six sides.
Mysterious Vice President Gordon Eklund had made the best showing; with the possible
exception of Doreen, who had constructed the evil device. It was Dr. Toskey, however, who
turned in the most spectacular demonstration of flexing by unflexing two-thirds of one side,
and one-sixth each of two other sides, a combination that is not possible in three dimen-
sional space. It was concluded that Dr. Toskey had broken the hexa-hexa-flexagram.

John Rundorff announced that he had written a radio play. Doreen announced that
Jim Webbert's book (co-authored with a struggling writer from North Bend, Alan E. Nourse)
has been published. John Rundorff admitted he was to be 1nterv1ewed March 15 for a posi-
tion on Channel 4 TV. So much for the dirty pros. :

The club voted to buy a block of tickets for an Anna Russell performance scheduled
for next winter. This was to show that the Nameless Ones were interested in the future,
as a true science fiction club should be. This vote was just as unanimous as the previous
ones, and the Secretary-Treasurer was instructed to find out when, where, or even 1f &
tickets could be obtained.

Mention was made of a meeting March 17 with Mr. Vogel, head of the Arts Productlons
Department of Century-21. ©So far as could be determined, scmebody named Gordon Eklund
had told him to get in touch with the club with regard to a Science Fiction Panel to be
held at the Fair.

The conversation shifted with no trouble at all from science fiction authors to
monsters, and it was during this spine-tingling discussion that Dr. Toskey interrupted
the proceedings with an ink-curdling scream He had just turned up seven segments of the
six-segmented hexa-hexa-flexagram. Soon after that he disappeared from the meeting withcut
a trace.

Shaken, the club members adjourned the meeting to the Dutch Kitchen where the Secre-
tary-Treasurer calmed his nerves by eating a double-decker banana split, specially made to
celebrate the 100,000th mile achieved by his automobile on the way to the meeting that
very evening. Hon. Sec-Treas Wally Weber
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MARCH 17, 1962 MEETING OF THE NAMELESS ONES?

f special meeting was called to order at 3:20 p.m. in front of the Swedish Hospital
for the purpose of censuring Wally Gonser for not staying at the hospital until F. M. and
Elinor Busby and Wally Weber could visit hin.

s Most Hon. Sec-Treas, Wally Weber

MARCH 29, 1962 PARTY OF THE NAMELESS ONES

Dr. Toskey was not present at the party, and nobody even so much as mentioned the
subject of hexa-hexa-flexagrams. Practically everybody did bring their knitting, however,
and those who hadn't brought their knitting were supplied with knitting, even the Unfathom-
able Gordon Eklund. a

The controversy of the evening centered around the publication date of John Wyndham's,
"The Day of the Triffids." Although the actual year of publication was not determined
(despite such extreme measures as contacting the spirit of Dr. Toskey, who could only tell
us that, "The Day of the Triffids" was published at 3:00 o'clock), Wally Gonser's guess of
a more recent publication date was crushed by evidence found in Wyndham's, "Out of the
Deeps," that the Triffids had seen print previous to 1953. It served him right, however,
for leaving the hospital a day ahead of schedule.

Wally did display his toes for all to see, and we were much relieved that he dis-
played them on his foot rather than in a jar.

Jerry Frahm announced that Fafnir, Malcolm Willits' famous l2-cylinder Cadillac, is
running for the Oregon State Legislature, proving that all it takes to get into politics
these days is sufficient pull. This reminded@ Wally Gonser, for no good reason, of a sign
he saw in Idaho stating in huge letters the simple suggestion, "Next time try a Cadillac,"
which he, a veteran Cadillac-owner himself, would not have felt to be unusual if it had not
been for the sponsor's name on the billboard, "Jones Chevrolet Company."

Ed Wyman and Jerry Frahm collaborated on a heart-rending description of Ed's recent
experience attempting to call Jerry on the telephone. After two or three attempts at
calling Jerry, each time dialing more carefully than before, and each time being answered
by a woman on a phone having an entirely different number, Ed had concluded something had
gone amiss in the mysterious bowels of the felephone company and tried calling the
operator. As luck would have it, he was successful in contacting che operator, who
kindly dialed Jerry's number for Ed. In a moment there was a three-way conversation going
between the operator, Ed, and the woman with the entirely different number we were telling
you about. Giving in to an impulse to experiment further into the matter, the operator
dialed the number of the entirely different woman -- well, that isn't what yourmost Hon.
Sec-Treas means exactly, but he's not going to corflu it all out and correct it this close
to press-time -- and the familiar buzz indicating a phone ringing somewhere elce in the
world was heard, but no woman with an entirely different number answered this time. No
other woman, man, child, beast, or Frahm answered, for that matter. The operator finally
reported to Ed that the only thing she could do about Ed's attempts to call Jerry was to
feel sorry about it, which we suppose she did. Jerry professed to be primarily interested
in whether the phone company is going to charge him for service he didn't have on his
next bill, while the rest of us are primarily interested in who that woman with the
entirely different number is who is answering Jerry's phone.

Wally Gonser was reminded (you just can't talk about anything without it reminding
Wally Gonser of something) of a recent telephoning experience that had been new to him;
calling collect to a pay phone.

The topic was changed for a moment -to the impending visit of John Howald & Phil Jaskar
to a meeting that doesn't exist, and rightaway the subject got back to telephones when it
was suggested that we call the invaders from another city and tell them about it. Wally
Gonser discovered a likely phone number, JU8-3115, from an undependable source (the phone
company) but resisted the temptation to actually place the call at eleven o'clock at night.

This brought attention to how late it was, and, after rummaging through a box of the
club's pocketbook collection (the treasury is financed by a committee of pickpockets), the
typically boisterous Nameless party broke up and everyone took their knitting and went
home . Hon. Sec-Treas Wally Weber
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It's a shame to disillusion a nice fella like Tom Purdom, but here is where
CRY spoils its record and says a few words about Fallout. But at least we have a
different slant to present on the matter; maybe that will help take the curse off.

You'll recall how a few years ago the troops set off a Big One and lofted an
entire island downwind in the form of fallout-dust? And this Japanese fishing-
boat "Lucky Dragon" came into port with a load of radiation sickness and we've
been hearing about it ever since? Well, it seems there are more aspects to that
story than are generally publicized; I wouldn't know why...

A fella at the office happened to be in Japan at the time this boat
came in, and saw quite a lot of it in the newsreels[and on the TV perhaps]
so that the details are pretty clear in his recall. One such detail is
that the boat was still loaded with heavy layers of this dust; the men
had not washed or even swept it off the decks; they just tromped through
it. They had not rinsed the dust off their own persons, but only tried
to brush it off [not enough fresh water for washing, and for some reason
the idea of an. ocean dip did not suit them. ] Consequently, then, these
men had spent 21 days in intimate contact with rather huge quantities of fallout
dust from one of the dirtiest bombs ever fired. And yet not one of them died of
it. One man died, yes-- of jaundice, possibly aggravated by the radiation sick-
ness-- but not from radiation as such. Not after 21 fallout-dusty days.

My reporter is not planning to dig a fallout shelter. He hopes to be, in any
time of disaster, in the vicinity of some relatively-undamaged structure that will
keep most of the dust off. He recommends some plastic rain-type clothing that can
be washed or shaken reasonably clean with minimum effort, for outside excursions
at the peak of activity. And he is concerned about provision of a clean water
supply. I tend to go along with his way of thinking, myself.

And that's all I have to say about Fallout. You can open ycur eyes now, Tom.

_ Century 2]: Seattle's Space Age World's Fair., The papers say it is up to all
of us to plug this thing, so I just now did; I hope you were paying attention.

As might be expected, the Fast Buck Boys are blooming early this year around
the Fairgrounds. Apartment house owners are evicting longtime tenants in order to
cash in on the 6-month bonanza at transient rates; parking lots, hotels, and some
restaurants are preparing for equivalent gouges. As always, it's a minority that
gives the whole lot a bad name, but a minority big enough to make headlines around
here two or three times a week. The whole Fair bit thrills me a lot less than you
might think; it means six months of traffic jams, overcrowding, being gouged right
along with the tourists (2 firms are selling badges reading "Don't Gouge ME-- I live
here!"), and the normal invasion of shady characters and plain thugs that infest all
such operatlons down through recorded history. But still I think it will all be
worth it in the long run, for reasons the Chamber of Commerce would be horrified
to hear. It's this way. If the city doesn't have any better luck controlling the
gougers, than it has had to date, this town will so stink to high heaven all
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across the country that it should be at least ten years before the tourist traffic gets
back up to pre-Fair normal. And quite a few of our current citizenry will get fed up
and move away. Then business will be bad for the Fast Buck contingent, and they will
have to strike tents and follow the migration of the herd. The next fella speaking up
for Boosterism will be found hanging from the Space Needle, and those of us who have had
the stamina to tough it out-- well, you know, we'll end up with a nice quiet little
city to live in. VYhy, it won't matter whether the Freeway is finished, or not!

I was thinking of writing a letter to the paper, to this effect, but I decided
not to; given warning, they might find some way to avoid this sequence of events, the
prospect of which is all that makes the next 6 months worth living through at all.

The finest piece of fugghead-dissecting I've seen in years turned up the other
day, by Wm F Buckley, in NATIONAL REVIEW [there will be a short break while the liberals
climb back down off the ceiling]. Yes, I had been told off and on how Buckley is a nut
and probably some sort of neo-Nazi, how he wrote "God and Man at Yale" which I've seen
parodied by Ira Wallach-- so naturally I realized that Buckley must be a conservative.
However, I haven't read "God and Man at Yale"; instead, I've read "An Evening With Jack
Paar", in which Buckley deftly cuts Paar too short to hang up; it was utterly delightful,
and I was reminded sorrowfully that the fannish shoes of F Towner Laney are still stand-
ing empty. Buckley would be the perfect ally in a really slambang fan-feud; he did not
leave one stone standing on another, in Paar's Wédd case. Like wow,

Ofttimes have been recormended the adventure stories of Ian Fleming, concerning
a British secret agent named James Bond. So I read one, then another, then a third:
"Goldfinger", "Live and let Die", and 'Moonraker", in that order. They are fun to read,
those books; the author has a fine eye for suspense even when the reader knows exactly
how the formula has to save the hero until the end of the book [and for sequels]. The
plotting is not what can be called inspired, and some of the technical mistakes border
on the farcical. The hero must without fail be captured at least twice by the villain,
and T wouldn't be surprised but what these captures occur within 25 pages of the same
point from one book to the next, because they [and the escapes] occur at the author's
need rather than as logical developments But still the books are fun, and I think T
know why: Fleming has resurrected and modernized the fine old formula used by Sax
Rohmer (pseud) to cramk out the many many adventures of the evil Doctor Fu Manchu.
Fleming uses a different villain each time, being rather wasteful of villains, but in
each case they are imaginatively constructed and well on the outre side. Fleming also
allows his hero to make out in the romance dep't now and then-- nothing like the usual
private eve, and not necessarily.in each and every book, but now and then anyhow; I'll
bet Bond is glad he's working for Ian Fleming and not for Sax Rohmer! :

_ Elsewhere in this issue is an Open Letter from Dirce Archer. For the sake of
discussion let us assume that she is referring to George Willick, since I know of no one
else who has been cutting-up re the PittCon Hugoes. George, by the way, repudiates the
term "witnessed" and substitutes 'personally heard" (Dirce telling of ballot-dumping);
I'11 leave this discrepancy up. to George and the two independent sourcées that quoted it
as "I SAW"; both are CRYreaders and may identify themselves in this connection or not
as they choose Aside from the disputed overelaboration of earwltness to eyewitness,
it seems that George put two twos together and got four, not realizing that the:correct
answer was ten because there were some twos missing in his deck. That is, putting
together a change in standings from midrace to finals, and invalidation of some phony
nominating ballots, he assumed a connection when there wasn't any. There's nothing
wrong with not having all the facts. But as Dirce says, it is something else again to
go making accusations without making sure of the evidence-- not only highly unfair, but
also a little bit like playing catch with a hand grenade in a phone booth; if you happen
to pick the wrong target you may well wind up wondering what hit you.

: This hasn't been a very good year for George; he's gotten carried away about a few
other things, as rumor may have mentioned. Looks as if some cf these are going to be
aired out now; this would be a Good Thing, and then maybe all concerned can get their
feet back on the ground. Including George, who I'm pleased to hear now has a good new
job (and let's hope an improved disposition to match). Anyhow, I'm sure it pays better
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than the night shift at the Rumor Works, which, I suspect, is a real drag.

While we're at it, let's correct both a statement of George's in a recent N3F
zine, and various people's reaction to it. Geo said that the Fan Awards were all my
very own idea in the first place; several have assumed that he was lying, and have
become quite angry. Well, the fact is that in this case George forgot one detail in
a long correspondence during 1961. Geo had come on rather strongly with the quite
impractical idea of adding Hugoes for fans to parallel the pro Hugoes-- the kind of
thing that gives ConCommittees the cold robbies: In reply, after arguing the reasons
why fan Hugoes can't and won't be added to the Con's workéexpense, I mentioned that
Harry Warner had recently suggested a set of separate awards for fan efforts. Since
Geo &I discussed the Fan Awards quite a bit during the next few months, it is under-
standable that he might forget the initial crediting of the idea to Harry. Clearer?

And by the way: regardless of the merits or demerits of Fan Awards or of some of
George's tactics in promoting them, one point perhaps needs emphasizing. The financing
and awarding of any such trophies should be no business of a Worldcon, as such. Now if
someone has a project that he carries out himself or with help, and wants a few minutes
of time on the Con program to announce its results, no harm [but not at the Banquet--
that should be reserved for Awards given BY the Con itself, surely]. But these Fan
Awards are in reality fanZINE-Fan Awards, and while you and I are all fanzine-fans we
are a minority in staging and paying for the WorldCons, which are and should be basic~
ally pro-centered in theme. So let's get off this kick of trying to saddle non-Con
items onto the backs of the Cons, which are for speeching and partying and (censored)...

We recently had an example of the accusations-from-insufficient-facts bit directed
at Seacon; luckily this was done in letter rather than in zine, because it was a bitter
gripe that would have required ungentle handling if turned loose in print. It took a
while to dig up the pertinent facts but eventually they came to light, and I believe the
entire misunderstanding is now laid to rest (so no NEED to Name Names, y'see?)

I have a theory to propose, concerning Polls; it is based upon only a scattering
of data, and I'd appreciation additional documentation either pro or con. Briefly, it
is that the distribution of ballots with a given fanzine improves that zine's chances
greatly in any given voting competition, such as the FANAC Poll or Hugo balloting.

Naturally I have more complete data on CRY than on other zines. CRY distributed
Hugo ballots in 1959, 1960, and 1961; this year we got lazy; it made the final ballot
in both 1959 and 1960; last year we publicly disqualified it for obvious reasons and it
still came in second in the preliminary balloting [thus proving the validity of our
grounds for the disqualification, by the wayl], and not counting those who affirmed in
the margins that CRY would have had their vote, EXCEPT... I'd be very much surprised
if CRY placed in the first ten in this year's Hugo nominations.

CRY distributed ballots for the second and third FANAC Polls but not for the
first or for this latest one still running. Placed low in the top ten the first time,
high in,it the next two times, and my spies in Berkeley report that it's not doing so
hot this year-- not clear out of the running, but back more like the first time.

In Seacon's Hugo voting, most of the zines that placed highly had distributed
nominating ballots. The ones whose standing dropped noticeably between nominating and
final ballots were those that had distributed nominating ballots, thus indicating that
the distribution definitely helped their standings in the initial vote.

SFTimes, I believe, had been on the final Hugo ballots from time immemorial
until last year when Taurasi did not distribute nominating ballots; it did not even
come close to making the final ballot. This year I expect that the ballots in the
prozines will put SFT on the final with no strain at all, since many prozine readers
take SFT and no other fanzines. End of Department of Incomplete Data.

This discussion is in no sense a gripe, or sour-grape session; CRY has no
complaints of its treatment in either the FANAC or Hugo voting over the years. . Nor
would I wish to give this ballot-distribution factor a greater weight than it actually
pulls. Certainly the results of any Poll are inevitably skewed by a number of factors;
after all, this is fandom, not the Bureau of Standards. This is just one more such.

And we do seem to be all out of page for this time. Live it up, folks! _lgys.
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THE BALLAD OF C-21
(OR BUST) by Scotty Tapscott

(tune: "She Viore a Yellow Ribbon")

Seattle town has built a World's Fairpround;

Tt's built with public money that was earned by you and me.
And if you ask them why the subsidation,

The fair commission says, "T'will be a lovely thing to see."

Thing to see, Lord Lord, a thing to see.
It will bring in lots of money, what a lovely thing to see.

Of course, we're thinking not of just the money;

The banner of our friendship is about to be unfurled.
The Wax Museum and other such attractions

Will bring fame to Seattle in the eyes of all the world.

All the world, Lord Lord, from all the world.
It will bring in paying customers from all around the world.

"The building code's a thing of little virtue,"
Apartment-building owners cried, in voices loud and clear.
"If we can rent by day, instead of monthly,

The tourist housing problem won't be nearly so severe."

So severe, Lord Lord, not so severe.
We can earn ourselves a fortune in three-quarters of a year.

But vacancies are fewer than expected,

So a rasher of evictions solves the problem quick and neat.
And now the tourists have acconmodatlons,

But the natlves of Seattle are a-living in the street

In the street, Lord Lord, out in the street.
In spite of all the traffic they are living in the street.

Seattle streets are highly inefficient;

The crowding of a million tourists' cars will be a curse.
And if you do not care for city driving,

The monorail goes right downtown to where it's even worse.

Even worse, Lord Lord, it's even vorse.
But what the hell, Seattle will have fattened up its purse.

The city council's feellnp very pious;

It's knocked price-gouping, and it hopes the merchants will comoly

The business men, of course, are more than willing;-
(Two dollars for a sandwich isn't really very high.)

Very high, Lord Lord, not very high.
We'll gouge the tourlsts now, because we cannot by and by
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I do not throw the bull todaw, 1 neally mean it when 1 sau...

I approve of bullfighting. It is part pageant, part ritual, and an
art as well as a sport. It is elegant and colorful, and well done, it
is supremely style-full. Too often, ordinary life lacks style;
ordirarily, people lack style--they are too often untrue to their real
selves. But at its best, bullfighting is the epitome of style. It is
a pageant of love and death. The audience loves the brave torero, yes,
but they also love the brave bull. He is cherished and enfolded and
praised even as the sword goes between his shoulders.

Afterwards, his carcass is butchered and sold, and he is grokked
in fullness.

I don't see why a person who consents to the slaughter of beef in
a slaughterhouse should boggle at the slaughtering of beef in a bull-
ring. I do believe quite firmly that death in the arena must be pleas-
anter, from the bull's point-of-view,  The bull comes charging out,
gloriously, furiously angry. He is an essentially wild animal. For
many penerations he has been bred for strength, speed, and above all,
courage and spirit. When he is wounded by the picador and the bander-
illeros, his sytem is so charged with adrenalin that I doubt whether his
wounds hurt him much. = In any case, isn't the pain of a wound connected
more with the healing process? His wounds generally do not have a chance
to heal. Dominated by’ the torerc, the bull is confused and bewildered.
Is he afraid? Perhaps not. His imagination does not encompass his own
death, and he is not surrounded by frightened animals. For four years he
has led a hacpy life--untrammelled, complete, proud, masculine and beau-
tiful. His life is ended in the arena over a pericd of less than fif-
teen minutes, during part of which time he thoroughly enjoyed himself.

Compare that with the drab sordid impersonality of death in the
slaughterhouse, ending the uninteresting life of an animal castrated in
calthood. And in the slaughterhouse, there is never any reprieve. The
brave bull does have one very slight chance. If he is outstanding in
his courage, the audience may ask that his life be spared. In that case,
if he has not been.too badly wounded by the picadors and the banderilleros,
he will be returned to the ranch and used for breeding.

I approve of bullfighting. But, although I did once see a torero
tossed, I never saw a horse gored. Wwhether my warm approbation of bull-
fighting would hold up under that, I have no way of knowinz. And up
here in Seattle, VWashington, I'm not apt ever to find out!

Pictures at an exhibition...
"Fantasy and Surrealism in American Art" is an exhibition presently
o being circulatgd by the American Federation of Arts. Perhaps it will show
é%,z) in your town§ it did in mine. . .
= (G) L consists of 27 oils, waterco}ors and drawings from the Whitney Muse-
Y | (o=='um of American Art. Most of these pictures--probably all--were technically
- marvelous, though the marvelousness of technique of such a technician as
(é;t//ﬁqc)g George Tooker ('"The Subway") or the guy who did "Terror in Brooklyn" is
= S /fg;more obvious to my untutored eye than that of Alexander Calder's portrait
P/}
/

:62/ (éz) "of a young onion on tiptoe.
S ; - Pictures I liked best: Bernard Perlin's "The Jacket". The fantasy

&7
(t)\(N S j? element in thig was that the jacket looked like it was being worn, but the
j/‘\Jia\ [wearer was invisible. A mild bit of fantasy, but the picture was very
/ Q¢&/ v)pleasing to the eye. The jacket is richly painted in dark reds, and is shown
(ﬁ) : E) against a predominantly green background of leaves and flowers, convention-
\\ / (D alized but precisely detailed. Then there was a colored pencil drawing
GB - (/entitled "Boy Presenting Mollusc to the Poet" which could have been called
YA g
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almost anythine else with equal appropriateness. I liked it a lot. It was an astringent
bit of whimsy in offbeat pastels. Then there was "Bird in the Spirit" by Morris Graves.
So far, I've liked everything I've seen by him. He has a romantic spirit and a love for
elegant detail. Then there was a picture of a girl with swans that I liked for its odd
combination of meltingness and harshness. I don't know what it was called or who did it.
And I would have liked to own "The City" by Jules Kirschenbaum, which would look well

in almost anyone's house, and was attractive in detail close-up and in pattern from a
distance.

I disliked Tooker's picture, which looked like an illustration for an old GALAXY
story. I disliked "Terror in Brooklyn'" which looked like an illustration for an old IF
story. I disliked Koerner's "Vanity Fair'" which I thought ugly. I disliked two other
pictures which seemed to me respectively.anti-religious and political propaganda. All
in all, I enjoyed the exhibition very much, as liking pictures and disliking them are
equally stimulating.

I compared this exhibition in my mind with the two Fan Art Shows I've seen. I don't
doubt that almost everything in this show was superior in technique to almost anything
that will ever appear at a Fan Art Show.. But the Fan Art Shows I thought richer in
fantasy, both in specific fantasy elements and in the intangible feeling of fantasy.
Perhaps I am mistaken; perhaps it is merely that the fantasy of the fan artists is more
dccessible to the untutored I. At any rate, I've already started looking forward to
the Chicon Fan Art Show. The Pittcon Fan Art Show was good, but if the Chicon show is as
much better than the Seacon Fan Art Show as the Seacon show was better than the Pittcon,
1t should be tremendous.

Ther''ve been {ramed!

While at the Frye Art Muc eum, I looked at their permanent collecticn, originally
the property of Charles and Emma Frye, who I suppose established this museum on purpose
that their treasures might continue to be enjoyed. But--I never saw such uninteresting-
looking pictures. There are several pictures of cattle, some fording streams and some
not. A couple pictures of ducks, some ruffling feathers and some not. Some sheep being
dipped. Susannah and the Elders. Some women with children. Alpine views. Marine
views. Well, you know the sort of thing. These pictures were collected around the turn
of the centuryv, and I suppose that the Fryes could just as easily have collected the
French Impressionists, and perhaps Picasso and Mstisse. How sad! What a waste! And
yet--the pictures, though too resolutely old-fashioned to be the work of genii, were ncot
really as bad as they seemed. Each picture had something attractive about it--none was
really a total loss if one could actually bring onsself to look at it. But they were
hard to look at. I think their heavy gold baroque frames were like a sipn saying this
is oldfashiored, this is dull, this 1s mediocre, don't look. I would like to see that
collection hung unframed. What would they look like? Who knows? They might be almost
interesting.

1 also nead books...

"Two Worlds and Their Ways," by Ivy Compton-Burnett. Mostly composed of crisp,
eplgrammatic dialogue. Sort of like a George Bernard Shaw novel, with overtones of ”fhe
Importance of Being Earnest" and "The Cherry Orchard." -

"A Vorld of Love," by Elizabeth Bowen. Has<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>