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7 Don't worry; I didn't
have any film
in the camera.

All right--who's NEXT
to come up here and
be saved?

I put the mudpies in
the suitcases OK.

October 1962

I can't let you in
if you don't have
the password,

Oh, Andy! You're not
really from Ft, Mudge?

Never mind the lyrics,
honey-~FAKE IT!
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See Page Three.. natter, natter, natter. See GRYE § GryL, emyslcry, CRY is crying
because it did not win the Hugo. WARHOON won the dugo. Congratulations, WARHOCN.
Congratulations, congratulations, congratulations. See CRY fold because it did not
win the Hugo. Fold, foid, fold. HNow pull +hose monstrous staples @nd unfold CRY!

CRY cells for 25¢ each or 5 for each of as many dollars as you care <O send.
Send, send, send. Color your face blue if you made checks payable to CRY instead
of to Elinor Busby, because that is the right color if you hold your breath while
waiting to receive CRY in this event. [British translation: 1/8, 7/-, & John Berry.]
This is because CRY cannot sign its own name at the bank. CRY is illiterate. Maybe
that is why WARHOON won the Hugo. CRY goes free to contributors. Free, free, free.
Including letterhacks. Hack, hack, hack. And occasional trades. Trades-shmades.
Don't get carried away there, contributors; the postal raise looks to pass, you know

See the lovely cover., Ahahahaha! Are you on the cover, or did you pay us the
protection mcney like we told you all along you should? If you are on the cover, I
bet you didn't know we were taping the occasion, did you now? OK, it's this way...

COVER PIX by Elinor Busby; composition & punchlines by Elinor & Buz; photolith by
Pilgrim Press. Cast of characters, left to right: Top row; Phyllis Economou, Dean
Crennell, Al halevy. Middle row; Sylvia Dees, Larry McCombs, Lee Hoffman, AndyMAIN.
Bottom row; Roberta, Phyllis, Janet(te?), & Andy Grennell, Noreen and Larry Shaw.
In case you were wondering what we have this time in the way of CONTENTS:
Wally Weber's Trip Report, of which he has not yet told me the title....page 4

The View From Minas Ithil F M Busby 6
A Story of Three Fans John Berry 152
The Trenchant Bludgeon Ted White 15
Hwyl Elinor Busby 18
CRY of the Readers conducted by Wally Weber 22-38

Stencils cut by: Wally Weber 19, Elinor 10, Buz 7.

At the £4&7¥ switch this month is The Cone Company, of downtown Seattle. It is
fitting to point out that if our repro has any bugs in it this time, these should
not be laid to The Cone Company, but to the fact that after about 3 years of use
of No.6 Cestencils exclusively, we arc a little rusty on how to cope with the
straight-mimeo stencil [these are American Maid #1u, by the wayl. I know that
Elinor did not have the farble engaged when she cut pages 15-17, and on page 16
she tried it without the plastic backing sheet. And Ghod only knows what kind

of a sandwich Weber had in the typer for pages 4 and 5; I'm afraid to guess...

I ran out of pages back there without getting to mention how purely great it
was to have Walt and Madeleine Willis here for a too-short stay after Chiconj even
though it was too short, it was swell while it lasted. The first day&evening were
for resting up; we just sat around and had the happy gabfest. Next evening Joy and
Sandy Sanderson took us all out to dinner; a lovely evening. Next night a '"special
Nameless meeting" partyv at Wally's, with another "y'all COME" party thrown by Otto
and Pat Pfeifer the following day, after which Walt & Madeleine headed for Berkeley
via Greyhound. In between the two parties, the Busbys and Willises followed The
Indefatigable Toskey on a mountain hike to Lake Annette which is up in the Snoqual-
mie Pass area a good sweaty distance. Up. OK, so I am not exactly in training of
late. Madeleine is, though; she literally danced down the trail on the way back,
well ahead of the rest of us when we would get out the way and give her room to go.
And-- let's see: the longer boat-ride was all booked up due to the Fair [which they
were only able to hit oncel so we took the shorter one around the Bay. And it is
not true that we deliberately booby-trapped the teapot to blow up on Madeleine one
morning-- it was the glue on the once-broken handle that betrayed us. HONEST!

The only trouble with these lovely visits is that they end in departures.

Your pardon, all, for the typo that set this issue's deadline as '"Wednesday,
Sept 6'"; the 6th is not a Wednesday and that was supposed to read the 26th, but not
one of us caught it until someone wrote in about it. So OK, now hear this:
COPY DEADLINE for #164 (Nov '62) is Saturday, Oct 27, repeat, Oct 27. Cheers.
--Buz.
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BRYS SBIR B G- BA T O <83 BaCii G 40
a feature-length travelogue by Wally World-traveler Weber

Explaining why anyone would go from Seattle to Seattle by way of Chicago is
not easy, so Iwon't try. It remains one of those things a person can't possibly
understand unless they already know, and the only clue I can give you is that it
wouldn't have happened if Earl Kemp and his crew hadn't lost their wits and put
on a World Science Fiction Convention.

Jim and Doreen Webbert had a plan worked out for driving to the convention,
They had this plan worked out almost a year in advance, and, like most plans that
are worked out almost a year in advance, everything happened entirely different.
For the sake of the record, not to mention putting off for another paragraph the
mind-shattering truth, here is their original plan.

Sometime on Wednesday, August 29, 1962, Jim, Doreen, and two other fans
would meet in the Webbert's Valiant where the four of them would spend the next
couple days driving to Chicago. The other two fans turned out to be Wallys
Gonser and Woler; Gonser is the one with the clippers and I'm the one who needs
the haircut. We were to stop at Chicago long enough to attend Earl's party,
after which the Webberts would take the Wallys to Detroit. The Webberts were
then to continue on their way, vacationing and visiting relatives until they
found themselves back in Seattle. The stranded Wallys were to drive a car back
to Seattle from Detroit for some trusting dealer in Seattle who hoped to sell
the car to some gullible customer in or around Seattle.

Well, we did manage to all get together Wednesday afvernoon, August 29,
1962, but the Valiant was nowhere in sight, having been hidden under my living-
room floor. Instead of the Valiant, we were using a 1960 Rambler station wagon
wearing Pennsylvannia license plates. As I understand it, a man had used it to
drive to Seattle where he bought a Kenworth tractor. This man had hoped to find
a way to load the Rambler on the tractor so he could haul the car back, but the
Rambler wouldn't fit for some very technical reason involving a fifth wheel, and
the man found Wally Gonser instead. After consulting with the Webberts, Wally
arranged to drive the Rambler back for the man, and the Webberts arranged to
also return to Seattle by driving a car back from Detroit for a trusting Seattle
dealer,

The only other innovation in the original plan was the arrangement with
Wrai Ballard, whom we were to pick up at Fargo and deliver to Chicago.

So it was that we left the quaint little seaport town of Seattle, Washington
and made our way to that fabulous metropolis of eastern Washington, Ritzville.
Ritzville is the home of my father and step-mother and is known throughout the
world as a good place to eat, provided you avoid the restzurants and eat my
step-mother's cooking. I tell you, it pays to have as many parents as possibie.

After refueling the car and ourselves and pumping up the air matresses, we
struck out for Chicago. We went almost twenty-five miles before we changed our

lans,

; Doreen was driving (naturally), I was navigating, and Jim and the other
Wally were trying to sleep. Doreen asked me what that funny noise was, and I
told her she was imagining things. A few seconds later, I started imagining
the same things. 1In a short time, Jim and Wally G. were helping us imegine.
Doreen drove slower and slower and the noise got louder and louder until
Doreen spied a service station on the other side of the road. Part way across
the on-coming lane, the motor sneered at us and died. Doreen finally convinced
it to run again, and we managed to get it off the highway and into the service
station by sheer psi-power.

At first the service station mechanic thought we needed a new rod, but after
he discovered that water was draining into the crankcase, he ammended that by
telling us we needed a new motor. We ammended that by deciding that the owner
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of the station wagon was the one who needed the new motor; we were dcie with
the cer a2s of that moment.

The telephone company must have loved the next hour or so as we took turns
calling everyone we could think of. We even tried to call the owner of the
Rambler, but he was out of reach so the only one whose life we could brighten
with the news of his new need was his wife. We alerted Wrai that we would be
late, if ever. I called my folks and begged them to save me; I wasn't a bit
shook up, of course.

We soon formulated a clever plan. A phone call to Spokane revealed that a
plane was leaving there for Seattle about eleven o'clock. We reasoned that if
Wally Gonser could somehow meke that plane, he could fly back to Seattle, picik
up his car, and start the whole trip over again, stopping at Sprague to pick the
rest of us up on the way. Although Wally's car was a Valiant almost identical
to Jim and Doreen's, the Webbert-Valiant had not been serviced and was not
prepared for a long trip, besides which, to take the Webbert car would have been
too much like the original plan, an innovation the world is not ready for.

Strangely enough, the new plan worked. One of the men at the service
station drove Wally the forty miles to the airport for the most reasonable fee
of $10. At 5:30 the following morning, Wally Gonser pulled up beside the dead
station wagon in his Valiant accompanied by a strangely pale and quiet sailor.
The strangely pale and quiet sailor had participated in the last half of a
drive that had covered about 260 miles in about L hours including one lunch stop.
As soon as the car stopped, the sailor got out and desperately tried to hitch
another ride on the highway.

Impossible things can be accomplished with great ease at 5:30 in the
morning, I've observed. It is not possible to transfer the contents of a
completely crammed Rambler station wagon into a Valiant and still have room
for passengers, but we did this at Sprague, Washington at or about 5:30 that
morning. As a sort of added attraction, we even included the sailor, for whom
there would have been no room in the Rambler.

The sailor made good his escape when we grew careless about keeping guard
on him during a lunch stop in Idaho.

The rest of the trip was made with comparative lack of crisis and trauma.
Actually, when we arrived in Fargo, North Dakota, and picked up Wrai, we learned
that the delay at Sprague had been necessary in order that Wrai could have made
it to the convention. It seems that he had been taken with an attack of the
uglies or something, and wouldn't have recovered in time to feel like going if
we had arrived on time.

I've put off as long as possible telling you how bridges figured in to the
trip. This dates back to some time ago in Seattle when Jim or Doreen (no doubt
the latter) wanted to know how many bridges there were between Seattle and North
Bend, a town that was named after a crook. I figured about six to eight bridges.
Not content to take my word, the two of them drove me to North Bend and made me
count them -- almost thirty of them, eight of them crossing the same river! The
experience was so awful and I suffered so much that the two fiends made it a
practice to count bridges aloud whenever I am in the car,

The trip to Chicago was no exception, and, so help me, the people who build
roads must have a fear of solid roadways; they build bridges at every conceivable
place and event, and even a few that aren't conceivable. If they come to a ditch
six inches across, do you think they would fill it up? Not on your life! They
build a bridge. Between Seattle and Chicago, on the route we travelled, there
are over 600 bridges. The thoughtful Webberts even counted bridges on their
return trip, despite the fact that I wasn't in the car. Naturally, they could
travel a route that had less bridges, so I can report a grand total of a little
over a mere 900 bridges.

Next time I'll take a boat.
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The South Tower looked a lct better than in its days as Minas Morgul, but
traces of Orcish occupancy still lingered and Shelob's death struggles had put one
of the escalators permanently out of commission. But long before that...

The World's Fair had really jammed transrortation to and from Seattle. I had
asked American Express to set up our Chicon reservations way back in June. But on
Tuesdey, August 28th, Elinor and I boarded the Great Northern's "Eapire Builder"
holding tickets for two upper berths. Why, I didn't even know they had them any
more, in this day of roomettes and bedrooms and compartmenis and dupiex roometies
which do not as you might think hold two people: no, thev are called duplex room-
ettes because two of them take the same space as cne standard rocmette, I think.

I wangled one of these [off a cancellation] for Elinor as soon as we had a chance
to talk with the conductor. Then about midnight, having no great ven to head for
that upper, I was interrupted in my rereading of "Thz Founteinhead" for the first
time since 1946, but not interrupted in my beerdrinking, when the conductor came
through the club car and sold me a Dx-Rmette cancelation out of Spokane. So we
got to Chicago in fairly fine shape on Thursday, looking for the Hertz U-Drive Co.

I had requested a compact car with stick shift., In the city of Chicago it is
only possible to rent 'full-sized" parade floats with automatic Everything, I was
told. So, 40 minutes after debarking from the train, we were nicely set up in a
traffic jam on Wabash with directions on how to get to Fond du Lac, Wisconsin,

Wiell, this is going to be a short report, so: We Got There 0K, Somehow.

You could tell 402 Maple Avenue because an assorted g.oup was just sticking
a large colored sign onto a station wagon. It started out "WELCOHE, FANS!" but I
got sidetracked just then and forget how it went from there. I was busy saying
hello again to Phyllis Economou and Boyd Raeburn, and meeting for the first time
Curt Janke, Dean and Jean Grennell, and 4 or 5 or 6 of the Grennells' entries for
fandom's next generation. I really do remember nearly all of the names but will
particularly cite Chuck, who took over as a host and packed a suitcase up the
stairs to show us his and Andy's room which the boys had turned over to us for the
night. Also, Chuck had the picture of an ex-Nameless Ones member on his door; it
was Joe Corbett, Jr, and the picture was by courtesy of the FBI.

DAG had mixed a pitcher of tartinis which were very well received indeed by
this writer. Jean had barbecued about half the output of the Wisconsin pcultry
industry, and while I was hampered by a chortly-previous snack orn the way, I did
sample the product and can recommend it without reservation.

Well now, it was quite an evening. There is absclutely no point in trying
to describe the fabulous Grennell basement in a small fanzine like this, but in
that unique treasurehouse we talked and boozed and talked and locked at picturcs
and talked and shot wax bullets at beercans. And talked. Maybe it was because 1
had too many Martinis plus all that beer, and possibly it was also bccause 1 never
did act on my mental note to have some more chicken later in the evering, but I did
get altogether too smashed that night; about the last I recall is decicing there
was no point in further target practice because I was beginning to miss the can
every other try; three misses did it; Dean and I rejoined the gabfest and from then
on it gete dim. So I was not too surprised to fesl pretty fragile the next day.
But I was sort of surprised that everybody else did, too. Atmospherics, I guess.

Nevertheless Elinor and Boyd and I took off in the Hertzvagen to pick up
Phyllis [who had sneakily gone home at a sane hour] while Dean and Jean and the
kids put a boxcarload into the station wagon and pronised they would meet us in
Chicago no matter how impossible that might look to the untrained eye; they did,too.

Milwaukee traffic is something out of Dante's more morbid passages but after
some eons we did find Phyllis at home, met the lovable dog Brinker, had a beer,
and set off for Chicago. Arthur was at work and would hit Chicago later, which
pcints up an omission orn this stencil: although I seem to visualize Arthur more at
Chicago, we first met him and got acquainted at Grenneils'. So much for sterling
accuracy in this report, moment-by-moment; there goes our Pulitzer Prize, I guess.
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of the station wagon was the one who needed the new motor; we were dcne with
the car as of that moment.

The telephone company must have loved the next hour or so as we took turns
calling everyone we could think of. We even tried to call the owner of the
Rambler, but he was out of reach so the only one whose life we could brighten
with the news of his new need was his wife. We alerted Wrai that we would be
late, if ever. I called my folks and begged them to save me; I wasn't a bit
shook up, of course.

We soon formulated a clever plan. A phone call to Spokane revealed that a
plane was leaving there for Seattle about eleven o'clock. We reasoned that if
Wally Gonser could somehow make that plzane, he could fly back to Seattle, pick
up his car, and start the whole trip over again, stopping at Sprague to pick the
rest of us up on the way. Although Wally's car was a Valiant almost identical
to Jim and Doreen's, the Webbert-Valiant had not been serviced and was not
prepared for a long trip, besides which, to take the Webbert car would have been
too much like the original plan, an innovation the world is not ready for.

Strangely enough, the new plan worked. One of the men at the service
station drove Wally the forty miles to the airpcrt for the most reasonable fee
of $10. At 5:30 the following morning, Wally Gonser pulled up beside the dead
station wagon in his Valiant accompanied by a strangely pale and quiet sailor.
The strangely pale and quiet sailor had participated in the last half of a
drive that had covered about 260 miles in about L hours including one lunch stop.
As soon as the car stopped, the sailor got out and desperately tried to hitch
another ride on the highway.

Impossible things can be accomplished with great ease at 5:30 in the
morning, I've observed. It is not possible to transfer the contents of a
completely crammed Rambler station wagon into a Valiant and still have room
for passengers, but we did this at Sprague, Washington at or about 5:30 that
morning. As a sort of added attraction, we even included the sailor, for whom
there would have been no room in the Rambler.

The sailor made good his escape when we grew careless about keeping guard
on him during a lunch stop in Idaho.

The rest of the trip was made with comparative lack of crisis and trauma.
Actually, when we arrived in Fargo, North Dakota, and picked up Wrai, we learned
that the delay at Sprague had been necessary in order that Wrai could have made
it to the convention. It seems that he had been taken with an attack of the
uglies or something, and wouldn't have recovered in time to feel like going if
we had arrived on time.

I've put off as long as possible telling you how bridges figured in to the
trip. This dates back to some time ago in Seattle when Jim or Doreen (no doubt
the latter) wanted to know how many bridges there were between Seattle and North
Bend, a town that was named after a crook. I figured about six to eight bridges.
Not content to take my word, the two of them drove me to North Pend and made me
count them -- almost thirty of them, eight of them crossing the same river! The
experience was so awful and I suffered so much that the two fiends made it a
practice to count bridges aloud whenever I am in the car.

The trip to Chicago was no exception, and, so help me, the people who build
roads must have a fear of solid roadways; they build bridges at every conceivable
place and event, and even a few that aren't conceivable. If they come to 2 ditch
six inches across, do you think they would fill it up? Not on your life! They
build a bridge. Between Seattle and Chicago, on the route we travelled, there
are over 600 bridges. The thoughtful Webberts even counted bridges on their
return trip, despite the fact that I wasn't in the car. Naturally, they could
travel a route that had less bridges, so I can report a grand total of a little
over a mere 900 bridges.

Next time I'll take a boat.
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The South Tower looked a lot better than in its days as Minas Morgul, but
traces of Orcish occupancy still lingered and Shelob's death struggles had put onz
of the escalators permanently out of commission. But long before that...

The World's Fair had really jammed transportation to and from Seattle. I had
asked American Express to set up our Chicon reservations way back in June. But on
Tuesday, August 28th, Elinor and I boarded the Great Northern's "Eapire Builder"
holding tickets for two upper berths. Why, I didn't even know they had them any
more, in this day of roomettes and bedrooms and compartments and dupiex roomettes
which do not as you might think hold two people: no, thev are called duplex room-
ettes because two of them take the same space as one standard rocmette, I think.

I wangled one of these [off a cancellation] for Elinor as soon as we had a chance
to talk with the conductor. Then about midnight, having no great yen to head for
that upper, I was interrunted in my rereading of "Thzs Fountainhead" fer the first
time since 1946, but not interrupted in my beerdrinking, when the ccnductor came
through the club car and sold me a Dx-Rmette cancelation out of Spokane. So we
got to Chicago in fairly fine shape on Thursday, looking for the Hertz U-Drive Co.

I had requested a compact car with stick shift. In the city of Chicage it is
only possible to rent "full-sized" parade floats with automatic Everything, I was
told. So, 40 minutes after debarking from the train, we were nicely set up in a
traffic jam on Wabash with dirscticns on how tc get to Fond du Lac, Wisconsin.

Well, this is going to be a short report, so: We Cot There COK, Somehow.

You could tell 402 Maple Avenue because an assorted g.oup was just sticking
a large colored sign onto a station wagon. It started out "WELCONE, FANS!" but I
got sidetracked just then and rorget how it went from there. I was busy saying
hello again to Phyllis Economou and 3oyd Raeburn, and meeting for the first time
Curt Janke, Dean and Jean Grennell, and 4 or 5 or 6 of the Grennells' entries for
fandom's next generation. I really do remember nearly all of the names but will
particularly cite Chuck, who took over as a host ard packed a suitcase up the
stairs to show us his and Andy's room which the boys had turned over tc us for the
night. Also, Chuck had the picture of an ex-Nameless Cnes member on his door; It
was Joe Corbett, Jr, and the picture was by courtesy of the FBI.

DAG had mixed a pitcher of Martinis which were very well reccived indeed by
this writer. Jean had barbecued about half the output of the Wisconsin poultry
industry, and while I was hampered by a shortly-previous snack on the way, I did
sample the product and can recommend it without reservation.

Well now, it was quite an evening, There is absclutely no point in trying
to describe the fabulous Grennell basement in a small fanzine like this, but in
that unique treasurchouse we talked and boozad and talked and locked at picturcs
and talked and shot wax bullets at beercans. And talked. Maybe it was because I
had too many Martinis plus all that beer, and possibly it was also bccause I never
did act on my mental note to have some more chicken later in the evening, but I did
get altogether too smashed that night; about the last I recall is decicing there
was no point in further target practice because I was beginning to miss the can
every other try; three misses did it; Dean and I rejoined the gabfest and from then
on it gets dim. So I was not too surprised to feel pretty fragile the next day.
But I was sort of surprised that everybody else did, too. Atmospherics, I guess.

Nevertheless Elinor and Boyd and I took off in the Hertzvagen to pick up
Phyllis [who had sneakily gone home at a sane hour] while Dean and Jean and the
kids put a boxcarload into the station wagon and promisaed they would meet us in
Chicago no matter how impossible that might look to the untrained zye; they did,too.

Milwaukee traffic is something out of Dantz's more morbid paaszges but after
some eons we did find Phyllis at home, met the lovable dog Brinker, had a beer,
and set off for Chicago. Arthur was at work and would hit Chicazc later, which
pcints up an omission on this stencil: although I seem tc visualize Arthur more at
Chicago, we first met him and got acquainted at Grennells'. So much fer sterling
accuracy in this report, moment-by-moment; there goes our Fulitzer Prize, I guess.
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Let's skip all the stuff about not being able to find a way to reach ar off-
the-freeway restaurant after people began getting hungry. Traffic in downtown
Chicago was such an awful mess that when we finallv inched the last few blocks *o
the hotel I dumped everyone and our luggage onto the sidewalk and headed back to
good ol' Uncle Hertz where I found out why he is so crazy abcut renting Dig Fancy
Cars, when I got the bill. We live and learn. Quick trek to the Pick-Congress,
quick shower: Boyd and Phyllis and Elinor I headec¢ out to [oh, you guessed?] EAT.
Phyllis knew about this good place, see, and she thought it was maybe down this
way a couple-three blocks and over one, see, and I thought O GiOD here we 3¢ again,
but it turned out she did know where she was going and I had a fine much-needed
drink and meal in good company. ie never did go back there because Elincr is all
opposed to restaurants that serve margarine instead of butter; I think this was a
bad thing; hell, I never order anything in a restaurant,that takes either spread.

We got back to the hotel about ¢:30pm [this is Friday, by the way, still] and
Now it was time to dip a toe into the water and see how the Con was going to go.

Well, let's see-- I'd already run into all these nice people on the first go-
round, but we have to remember that Buck Coulson might be reading this so let's say
only that it was a great pleasure to find that Bill Donzho and Al halevy had made
it after all at the last minute. Let's talk about the hotel for a minute, now.

The signs by the elevators said that all the even-numbered rooms were in the
North Tower along with the main Con-assembly hall, and all the odd-numbered rooms
in the South Tower: to get frcm one to the other it was necessary to go down to
either the 1lst or 3rd floors and take a long hike between the one elevator in
Minas Tirith and the two [before cne of them went schizoid, zbout Sundayl] in Minas
Ilith which was beginning to revert to its Minas Morgul period. The lst-floor
lobby was No Man's Land and the 3rd floor mingling-area was jammed as you might
expect from a Con of this large and healthy size, so the end-result c¢f the layout
was that you spent an excessive amount of time just looking for people and getting
back and forth, I do not know whether this cculd have been precicted in advance;
probably not: all I say is for CRYsakes don't anyone ever do it again like that,

Then there was The Bar, run by the local chapter cf the Temperance Society;
all the waitresses were descended from Andrew Volstead and Carrie Nation to judge
by their behavior. That is the hardest place to get a drink that I have ever been
in during my entire life, except for Methodist Sunday Schools and Nameless meetings.
At one point I spent 45 minutes alternating between trying to raise table service
and trying to fudge a fast one at the bar, and finally got disgusted and went out
around the blcck where they served liquor instead of merely advertising it. This
was right after the banquet and I was really dry, s¢ it hurt.

This bar also had the absolutely goddamn silliest system of keeping accounts
that I have ever seen, bar none. You could not simply pay fcr your drink or for
several drinks as they were served to a table; you could not even pay for a round
as served until you argued like a hopped-up Socrates. The management wanted to do
it like this: when people sat down at a table, a "tab" was opened for them; when
the table was finally vacated, this tab was presented for payment. Now since fans
drift in and visit a table and go away again, so that the same table may handle 50
people over a period c¢f 5 or 6 hours with no definitive breaks, this is a pretty
stupid way to try to do business, I'd say. Now the management was given to know
this at least by Saturday afternoon-- cn Monday night they were still insisting on
working the same pitch. To my knowledge, nc poor joker ever sat down down for one
beer and ended up stuck for a six-hour check, but it cculd have happened in that
silly place, given the requisite coincidences. Foop; I have no patience with an
establishment that will not vary its standard practices to fit a large and lucrat-
ive segment of its clientele for a specific several-day cccasion.

Well, it go alonganditgcalong, and later I was up to Bill Mallardi's party
which was good if you can allow fcr folksinging and other forms of lcudness, and
about 3am Wally Gonser and Wrai Ballard showed up and relieved my worries about
the Seattle Car and its obligations. But that is a story for Wally Weber tc tell,
if he will. Well, that gets us through Friday night as expurgated by the author.
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Just for the hell of it we will take a break @ad review a fanzife [of sorts]
herej it's legitimate to do this, I think: "A Trip to Hell", largely written by
one D Bruce Berry and wholly published by cne Robert Jennings, is devotad to the
extensive criminal-grade libel of Earl Kemp, chairman of the Chicon-III. Earl is
therein accused of armed robbery, perjury and fzlse witness, breaking and entering,
forgery, the highly-involved malicious framing and railroading of this DBBerry into
first jail and then a mental hospital, theft, and being mean to George Willick.

By golly, that does sound like what it takes for@WorldCon Chairmen, at that!

DBBerry is an effective and plausible writer, and it will not be surprising if
uninformed fans are shaken by this story of his. His logic is fairly good and his
personal hurt is obvious; given a fair state of ignorance, the reader is not to be
blamed for being misled by this publication, initially.

The mental state that can prcduce an impeccable and near-impregnable logical
structure upon one wildly-faise premise is well-known to thes couch trade; not having
a medical degree I will leave any labelling to thcse beiter-gualified. But "A Trip
to Hell" is largely based on a pivotal "incident" in .which Earl Kemp supposzedly
participated ir an armed street-robbery of D Bruce Bépr§?&§§§§§ the Labor Day week-
end of 1958, Just in case any of you have not read this elsewhere, it is a matter
of record and of the recall of several hundred fans that Zarl Kemp spent that week-
end at the Solacon in Los Angeles, busily ramrodding the Chicago bid fcr the 1359
WorldCon; published reports and pictures confirm this, including my own writeup in
POLARITY #3. Bypassing a great number of absurdities in DBB's picture of events
at that time [why would anyone openly hold up an acquaintance who knew him by sight
and could easily identify him?], the thing is patently a phsical impossibility. I
know not why DBB quotes Earl as saying “We came home before the Conventicn to avoid
the rush¥; it is meaningless and improbable cven in DBB's own framework, and I can
only assume that in ignorance of the facts it sounded plausible to the writer: DBB.

We do not and cannot let D Bruce off the hook on grounds of faulty recall; he
makes a great point of his near-perfect memory and so he is stuck with it. So with
a major fulcrum of his tale disposed of as so much crap, it is reasonable to hold a
certain healthy skepticism about the remainder of the piece. It is clear that he
and Earl Kemp were both somehow involved in the circumstances that saw him committad
to a mental hospital; it would seem to be a good idea to judge nc further than that
in the absence of objective data such as the court reccrds of Cook County, Illino:is.
[A fine fan who should know better has said "It sounds sc logical; there must be
something to it!Y Since this fan saw Earl at Southgate and therefore must know that
the big holdup scene is pure ficticn or delusion, I will refrain from Naming Names
out of sheer unstrained mercy.] Well, so much for D Bruce Berry, for the nonce.

I know little of Bob Jennings in the round except that his writing is not bad
at all in itself, his spelling reminds one?%he Immortal Koogle, and he seems to
have the habit of going-off half-cocked with his oad of ignorance every now & then.
In this case he is a plain damn fool, to print all that libel without even taking
the precaution of even the most elementary fact-checking first. He may have the
great good luck that Earl will be too clobbered by postCommittee collapse to give
him the legal punishment he so richly deserves; I hope he appreciates it, if so.

The zine alsc carries George Willick's statements that last winter he was
trying to use an earlier version of the D3B ms to "Elackmeil™ Earl intc letting
George push him around re the Fan Awards. [As a matter of fact, the statutes that
Geo was viclating were the Federal Extortion Act and a few of its corgllaries; it
is a helluva note when & guy doesn't even know what crime he's committing, isn't it
though?] At this point, however, let us acknowledge the innocence cf George for
the existence of "A Trip to Hell". Let us further specify the extent of Gecrge's
innocence: George did not knock over the garbage can and spread th2 crud ail cver
the sidewalk. He talked abtout it 2 let and threatened to do it, and pointed it out
to other people, but after he was told who would stink the worst, in Technicolor,
he got smart and drcpped the idea. Maybe he even told Jennings to lay off, for all
I know; let's hope so. And maybe some of you jokers see now why I was throwing the
hooks at George here in CRY last winter and spring, hamstrung by DNQs. Ch, well...
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Meanwhile, Frodo and Samwise were still slogging thrcugh the marshes, and
about 4 or 5am Saturday came up the first short ration of sleep so 2s to try to hit
the official opening session of ChiconIII if at all possible, which it was.

A couple of days ago I found backing for my hunch that it would be silly to
try to write up any full account of the 90 cr so hours we spent at the Pick-Congress
Hotel. I checked dcwn the list of the first 592 Con-members, not ccunting those
who joined at the last minute tc a total of scmathing like 785C, and of thcse 592
I found nearly 150 names of people whom I distinctly recall speaking to by name and
with mutual recognition. Plus a few on whom I'm nct quite sure. Maybe this is why
no one can write more than 2 or 3 fulldress Conreports with the full cast; it is
inevitably going to get out of hand if you just keep attending regularly. Sc what
say we cut to sporadic episodes and overall impressions and generalized personal
data and/or highlights as seer from this end of the spyglass? I will, anyvay...

The Prcgram: I saw the opening sessicn, the Costume Ball, the banquet, the
business meeting, part of the fan panel which got dumped irto a tiny room with a
lot of inconsiderate loudmouthed oafs drowning out the speakers both within and
outside the room [and if you were one of these and are offended, look somewhere else
for sympathy because I am fresh out of it], the business meeting, and most cf the
closing session. We've ordered the Proceedings tc see what else went on in there.

Sleep: between a Fri-pm arrival and a Tue-pm departure, iy recall hath it that
I was offduty due to sleep as follows: 5-llam Saturday, 2-6pm Sunday (dozing only;
too pooped to sleep), 6am-noon Monday and woke up gloriously refreshed and in fact
feeling human for the first time since arrival, and 8-l0am and noon-2pm Tuesday.
lell, a Con is an intense and concentrated siice of experience; considering that
this trip ran about $200 above my estimates, it had damn well better be.

Booze: 0ddly enough I think I got my most-smashed at the Con on Friday night
when I stuck strictly to beer. For scme years I had stuck to beer on such deals
because hard-likker tended to run away with me, but the next three evenings saw me
happily and unthinkingly dealing with bourbon-on-the-rocks for hours and hours and
not realizing until later that precedents were being shattered. I remember when I
used to put full-dress Conreports cut: there was a girl who used to cemment on them
with postcards largely devoted to saying that drinking at Cons was stupid; I tend
to agree with her in principle but somehow it does not work cut in practice.

Parties: Well, I mentioned Bill Mallardi's Friday night; Bill does throw a
good blast. He could do with somewhat fewer folsingers [as who couldn't?] but that
seems to be an affliction of the times unless willpower prevails. Saturday I am
mainly reminded of the time It Tcok Two Hours To Get The Ice: Boyd, Phyllis, the
Kujawas, and the Busbys all had a taste of Ccld Turkey while rcom-service went on
strike or something. Later I wandered down to the DC (in '631) suite about Sam and
a bunch cf us settled an cld argument, after which Dirce Archer joined me for
breakfast, seeing as how we had won the argument. Then Dirce and I attended the
business mecting-- I mean, why NOT? I spcke for keeping hands cff future Con-
Committees as much as possible and nearly won my point for awhile, but some idiot
[no offense, whoever ycu were] got the meeting back on the mere usual track and
the greoup voted to appoint one more goddamn committee to play the 01ld Man of the
Sea to future Cons. Well, I tried. So then it was time to take the IQ and the
personality tests, so what could be more fitting after scme 24 hcurs without any
sleep? The FAPA meeting was due at 11l:30am or sc¢, too late to try to sleep and
still get up for it; I made that meeting OK and enjoyed it rather hishly considering
that it was a great effort to stay awake; these are the breaks. Sunday night was
the Shaws-Lupoffs party and it must be time for a rew paragraph regardless.

That was a good party, toc. I was away for a time at another gathering which
will with luck produce scme cf the highlights of the Convention Annual if Jay Kay
Klein (a good man) had the right settings on his camera. On the way back from this
other gathering to the aforementioned party a humorous interlude took place which
you had better laugh at or I'll hate you. Raeburn and I were leaving the one spot
for the earlier one, you see. Now this Con had the prcblem that there were not
enough parties to go around, so there were always people looking. I don't like the
problem cny better than the next fellow does, but I also don't have a better grade
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of answer: if in walkirg dcwn the hall you pick up ten followers, you just plain
ain't gonna be popular when you knock cn the docr. If you were, ot all, before.

Anyhow, here go Raeburn and Busby and here come along an added platcon. So
kindly ol' Uncle Boyd turns and says like: YLOCK! Hot all at once. You come on
one or two at a time, but not in flocks.! I say scmewhat the same thing, and it is
a moot question whether I am stealing Boyd's lines or vice versa. So everycne is
quite reasonable and all nod sagely and clump up in tcgetherness anyway. Sc the
elevator door opens and I follow Boyd around a ccrner and ALL oi a sudden he breaks
into a mad sprint, Well, act first and think later, so I churn up steam and follow
this mad mullah around two corners; we skid to a stop and reverse to knock on a door
ard biGod we are back at the party, unaccempanied. It was funny as hell, because
the room number was no secret: Boyd had just decided, I guess, that we were not
gonna be biamed if all these jokers insisted ¢n showing up in cne sheepy herc.

Monday night went into a nice quiet par¥§/%he No Ice group plus Silverbergs,
Ethel Lindsay, VWrai Rallard, /Avram Davidscn, and I hope Elircr covers it better.
After that I hit MNieson Himmel's party at which I got carried away and become all
involvec [despite the folksinging as sparked by Jerrv Pournelle, which was a Littie
Different from —the usual] into happy smooching and necking with 4 or 5 lovely nics
friendly ladies to whom, cne and all, my tharks fcr putting up with me. And the
sun came up all red and misty over Lake Michiszan and was very beautiful inceed; it
was an occasion that despite the light treatment I will nct soon forget.

Vignettes: Andy Main had always with him this cute plump little exckhalmic
chick whc rather than acccmpanving him was being wern by him like a mustard plaster.
Like, mainly, they necked. All the time, wherever they were and in whatever group.
Now I do not wish to be particularly unkind to Andy and Ardis, but for CRYsakes zll
you concupiscient types, consider that ordinarily it is taken for granted that you
either want to make love or you den't, and that if ycu do you will get out of sight
to do it. In any case you don't demonstrate the preliminaries for hours at a *time
befcre people who are not at the moment similarly involved. It gets to be a drag.
Personally I do not need any living memorials to remind me that sex is nice; this
happens to be an article of faith with me. GSc, hopinz you are thes same...

A Goodbye Brekafst [which is like a Breakfast except that you are sleepy and
talk in typoes, mavbe?] had been planned for late Tuesday morning. Remembering the
FAPA meeting, this time 1 took the one hour's sleep first; I'm not sure whether it
helped or not, but it was a fine occasion nevertheless, though of course a little
on the sad or at least wistful side what with all the looming departures. Phyllis,
Boyd, Marion & Steve, Walter, Kevin, Elinor, and your sleepy reporter who wonders
who is omitted from the list. Goodbyes werc said out on the sidewalk and I took
off back to the hotel for another couple hours' sleep while Elinor set out for the
Art lMuseum: usually I take that tour with her but not this time.

Avram Davidson was heading for the bar Sundey afternoon when someone grabhed
him by the arm: '"Rabbi, there's a fine Jewish wedding you won't want to miss'--
Avram said it really was a fine wedding, BUT-- he said this when he arrived at the
bar finally, an hour or two later and an awful lot drier than when he'd started.

So now we see a good reason why Andy Younz does not wzar a beanie.

\ig

The Costume Ball: unforgettable are Karen's lovely bugayed moth, Stu Hoffmen's
monster to end all monsters, and Dirce's exquisite bird, Many other fine costumes
were in evidence but they could not have been quite so unforgettable as these 3 or
I would be able to remember and list them here. Q.E.D. It was rot possible for
all to view the judging-parade very well, particularly since something over 100 of
the finest of Catholic Youth forsook their own Convention to crash ours just about
then. Oh, they were nice enough kids, but they were just in the wrong room then.

The Banquet: Tucker qucted the FR#4 line abcut "You gentlemcu will be guite
comfortable in your coats and ties" and said it would go dcwn in history alongside
"Dave Kyle says you can't sit here" [Dave had torped that the night before with his
""Ming the Merciless seys you can't sit here'" cards to go with his costume which we
now see was unforgettable after all, just like the other three]. I would like to
second the remarks of the estimable Mr. Tucker in this respect; I was highly and
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continually and resentfully uncomfortable throughout that otherwise fine Zanquet
after about the first five minutes when the combined body heat cf those assembled
put the place about ten cdegrees hotter than my personal thermostat will handle. I
suppose I should have doffed the ccat but by the time I thought of it everyone wes
slewed around in their cheirs so that it would have been a maijcr battle to get rcom
for it. Through the feeding portion I was the victim of a big sell on the part or
my dear wife Elinor: she had promised to fix me up with a shirt of the types of which
the top button is not quite at the top; I can wear a tie with one of thcse without
the uncomfortable constriction of the standard product. But she copped out on me,
so I was stuck until the speeches-- it was this way: kindly old Bob Tucker had told
me that when he rose to speak I was to get rid of the tie; this was to be part of
his opening pitch and Buck Coulson was to be tieless at that point also. I never
did find out what happened to that act, but it did leave the Busby neck in ccrfort
with unbuttoned collar for the next few hours of the Banquet.

At any rate I hcpe that this experiment has proved that it is impossible for
any air-conditioning system to provide comfort at the same time to women in off-the-
shoulder dresses and men in coatséties; jus*t because this idiocy prevails in most
circles of mundane is no reason whatscever to inflict it onto fandom.

Otherwise, as menticned, it was a fine Banquet indeed. Tucker was & superb iiC;
Sturgeon was terrific [buy the Chicon Proceedings for the text, even though it is
of course impossible to get the delivery onto paper]; all the spoct speakers held it
down nicely for length and spoke scoth and graciously, which was a good thing on
account of these blasts have been getting more too-lengthy each year lately. What
may be needed, impractical though it may seen, is a pottie-break; I damn near
ruptured myself just getting to a standing position when things finally ended. This
is in no way meant as a facetious commentary; when you gotta go, it ain't funny.

Gripes: it seems to take at least one subsequent WorldCon to cesensitize the
personnel of a previous one. There are a lot of things about Chicon as about any
Con, at which people can and will gripe, no matter how hard the Committee works or
hcw carefully it tries tc provide for or against all possible contingencies; the
Laws of Murphy apply, in that hindsight can find something wrong with arrangements
no matter what happens, and ordinarily it will. It is very easy to start with any
inconvenience and by application of hindsight to say what the Committee should have
dcne to obviate it; it is something else again to foresee even a good share of the
possible difficulties when you are under the gun yourself, Sure, the hotel layout
was inconvenient; docr-guards at the Costume Ball would have helped a lot; the
Banquet ran too long; the fan-panel was rcbbed when a schedule-misunderstanding put
it out of the main Con-hall-- anybody can sze this-- A#FHTHEXRFWHARAD, he can. Sc
to all gripes at Chicon, I say: fine; next time you try it and show us how.. or
alternatively: given the infc, do you really think ycu would have spotted the big
problem ahead of time? You do? OK, see back to the previous note.

So I limit my own gripe to cne I made aheac of the fact as well as after: the
coatftie requirement at the Banquet. I make this gripe not to bedevil the group
who just handed us a fine Con but to urge that nc future Con do the same trick: for
my own part I do not wish to attend any further functions where this stricture is
imposed; I may have to for one reason or another but it will not be voluntary; this
is a matter of personal idiosyncratic discomfort, surely, but it strikes me that if
fandom is not the place where comfort comes before confecrmity, I'm in the wrong pew.
Not that I advocate kockism-- but any garb that is suitable and not offensive tc the
general public in the way of street wear should be good enough for any occasion that
is supposedly Jdedicated to the ernjoyment cf assembled fans, so help me Esquire!

So I'm not gonna scream about a lot of other stuff, because (l)it is unimport-
ant, and (2)it is also inevitable in one form or another, any time, any place. I
don't have to beef about the hotel handing me a hefty overcharge at checkout too
late to argue up the line, because I sent the hotel one of what you might consider
to be one of my more biting compositions, or not, depending, and the hotel sent me
a nice note with a nice refund check inclosed. So we are all clear there.

I've not done justice to the fine people and experiences at Chicon; lacking an
additonal 24 pages, I'm afraid I'm not going to, either. It was real great. --Buz.
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This season has been quite bountiful sc far as fannish visits are concerned.
four overseas fen have darkened the doorstep of MON DEBRIS in the last couple of
ronths or so. I've 2lready described the impact of TAFFman Ror Ellik, so for a
page or three I'd like to talk about the others.

Fan visits of necessity are scimetines brief, but I recken that Sid Celeman
hclds some sort of record. Door knocked. One Saturdav short time ago. Opened it.
lalt Willis with a young bespectacled fan I'd never seen before, so far as I krew.

"Sid Coleman...John Berry," said Willis by way of intrcductiocn.

"Hi ,=John 3"

I H NSl st

"Sid has to catch a 'oplane to Istanbul soon."

"Oh, Istarbul?"

IlYeS A "

"Ohhh?"

I gripped Sid coleman by the lapels, dragged him into the back garden, leaned
him against the privet hedge, snapped him with my canera.

"Sid has to go now."

"Cheerio, Sid."

"Cheerio, John."

Willis's Morris Minor grated up Campbell Fark Avenue, and so ended visit
numoer 2.

When I meet Coleman next, I'll telil you all about him

A few days passed by. Door knocked again. Sent son to open it in case it
was the Pates Collector. It was Ian lNcAuley.

After he'd sat down and heard seven classical 1p's, he told me the astounding
news that New Zealand fan Bruce Burn was due in half an hour's time. Half way
through Max Bruch's Violin Concerto he arrived.

Very rugged and handsome he was. 3ruce, not McAuley. Great technique with
women, tco. Still not talking about McAuley. Bruce explained that he'd been
hitch-hiking in Scotland, and he'd met this girl from Belfast, and she said sece
him sometime, so rext day he crossed the Irish Sea, and so fast was his technique
that he'd borrowed her car.

Full of jealousy at this demonstration of handling women, Ian McAulay left,
and, I understand, has got married since!

I must say that Bruce Burn has personality PLUS. His manner is engaging, and
even though he sat until 3 am telling us all about his expcrience from the time
ha left New Zealand two yecars previously until the day before, there wasn't a dull
moment. One interesting fact emerged. Bruce said he'd been in Hawaii, and had I
got the card?

My mind flashed back to circa 1957.....

............... ol ute ot ot dahei®s of, ot
52 39Tt i NN

When RETRIBUTION was on a several-issues-per-year schedule, I rec'd quite a
lot of subs and letters from all over the world. DBut onc missive stood out above
the others.

It was addressed to: Massa G. Bleary. The writing was of an illiterate type.
It was posted in Hawaii. Nice postage stamp. I ripped open ths envelope. The
short note suggested that the sub. situation was rough, but would the enclosed
suit?

'Enclosed’ was a photograph of a dusky maiden. She was leaning back, looking
at the lens with an exprassion suggesting that it would be a gcod idea if the phot-
ographer would wipe the steam off the view-finder. Though definitely not coming
within the broad canvas of pornography, the corners of the photcgraph turned in-
wards as I breathed over it. I looked for an address three hours afterwards
without success. Obviously a hoax, but the kind I appreciate!

) als afs ot als ofe e'seasianiens
SeveTesede wanne Iy
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So Bruce Burn had sent the card. I wanted tc find it to show him, and (who
knows?) bring back happy memories of his sojourn in the Pacific Paradise, but I'd
hidden it so thoroughly that I clean forgct where,

There are many facets to Bruce's character. He has done a great deal of ama-
teur dramatics. He also, because of this, has the ability to summon forth suit-
able voices for the occasion. He gave us several chuckle-worthy examples. In
Belfast that afternoon, he told us, he went to the bank to get a chgue cashed. Be-
cause he was hitch-hiking his attire wasn't what one would normally essociate with
a bank. He said that the cashier gave him a quite disdainful look.

"I want to cash a cheque, old man," said Bruce to us in the voice he'd usec,
and I almost leapt to my feet and assumed a position of attention. It was the tone
and accent, to perfection, of a wartime Wing Commander. Not overktearing in the
slightest, almost even solicitous, but with a subtle inflection just the ame which
did not embody a challenge but demanded attention and respect and affection,

We (Diane and myself) pressed Bruce for further examples of his mimcry....he
entertained us for some¢ time, and not only did his voice hold attention, hut in
some uncanny way his features adepted themselves to the character he was portray=
ing. He explained to us that one night, on stage, when he'd been playing a crook,
the audience had laughed when he'd walked on. This shook him, as he thought they
were making fun, being sarcastic.....he felt an iaiot. He asked an experienced
actor for the reason, and it was because the initial build up by the other actors
had been so effective, and Bruce's 'walk on' had fitted what they'd expected so
perfectly, that it was shear appreciation for his technique which had spontaneous-
ly made them laugh.

Then, as his climax, he gave us a little vignette.....a camco, from a classic
of the stage.

I have no idea what the play was.....something by Ibsen, or one of his
contemporaries. Anyway, it's about this old man in the villege who was a sort of
clerk and mucked about with papers all day. Something happened, I don't know what,
but it centred around this poor old man whose actions over documents were steoeo-
typed.

Bruce's features adopted a twisted grimace, he aged about 50 years in a split
second. His nose became hooked, his eyes mere slits, with big blueish bags under
them. His finers, previously firm and spatulate, became claws. His head, slightly
on one side, doddered like an old man, because that's what happencd.....a complete
metamorphosis, one of the most fantastic things I ever did see. He held his hands
out beseechingly, and his cracked voice pleaded...."But the papers, the papers....?"

I suppose it sounds stupid. But I found myself in a sort of trance. I really
thought he was an old man, and even more amazing, I felt sorry for him. Such was
the power of Burn's portrayal.

Try him sometime.....

vedesedas Fedededlek fodtsidest

A couple of days later I got a French letter.

1t was from Ruth Berman. She was touring Europe with her family, and said
that she would be in Belfast on Friday 3rd August, and she'd like to see the
Willises and myself.

I wrote to an accommodation address in London (where her itinerary made a
connection) and said to surely come around.

So I arranged a day's leave from the office for Friday, but when I got home
on Thursday evening at 5:30 pm, she was at MON DEBRIS, watching Robin Hood on
TV with my daughter Kathleen.

She was a day early. She was staying at a hotel in Belfast, and I enquired
about her family. I had assumed that the Berman family were all coming to Ireland.
But no, they had gone to America via the sea, and Ruth was to mect them when the
ship docked in New York. I felt rather frustrated, because naturally I would
have asked Ruth to stay at my house for her trip.....I wouldn't like it to get
round that fans aren't welcome at MON DEBRIS, quite the reverse. A miscalculation,
you see,
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Aftar tea, I nipped rcund tc Oblique House to see Walt Willis., Hes was please.
that Ruth had come to Belfast, and was sorry that she had to leave the following
day. He askad me tc park my pedcal cycle at the gable of his house, znd cfferad
to drive me back to MON DEBRIS, pick up Ruth and bring her back to 170. He said
that Bob Shaw would probably be round later. Hcping that he didn't sez my face
turn pale, I sat next to him in the car, with the door slightly open, and we
reached my house without mishap.

I dragged them both into my garden again to take pictures, and it's hard to
believe, but I actually got Ruth and Villis to play foottall or. the lawn. Then
back to Walt's house.

Some things happen which, to me, seem perfectly ordinary. But I often wonder
what the effect is on cther people. I recazll that when Arthur Thomson came over
to Belfast in 1957, I wrote various stories about his holiagay. When he returned
back to London he read my acccunts and said that every word was true, but he just
couldn't believe it reallv all happened. f S7oi

Like, the first incident at Willis's house.

I'd just made a paper aeroplane for Bryan Willis....I was alone in the room
with Ruth, suddenly a sparrow flew intc the room, hotly pursued by Carol Willis,
who is now a quite attractive 14 year old schoolgiri.

Ruth's eyes bulged like goose eggs.

"Catch it," screamed Carol.

Obediently, Ruth and I cornered it under the sofa. I could see Ruth's mind
working feverishly. What to do when a sparrow flew inteo the drawing room? What
was the protocol? I made some absurd remark about it's be’ng an Ulster motn, and
actually caught it for a few seconds, but in the excitement of transferring it to
Carol's hands allowed it to escape again. Ruth perhaps thought it was a sort of
test, and not to be daunted she raced round the room again, diving here and there,
until the bird escaped through a door and into the garden, when it managed to flute:»
ter cover the hedge to asylum.

Frankly, 1 was rather shaken, not by the sudden emergence of the sparrow but
what was Carol chasing it for?

Walt came in again, and we watched the last part of a so-called science fic-
tion serial, ANDROMEDA BEREATHROUGH. (Do yourself a favour and don't read the
book, if they hav. the audacity to write it.) t concluded, much as a funeral
eventually finishes. In fact, a funeral would have been more cheerful. Then I
noticed . that Ruth's little finger was bleeding.

What a stoic that girl was.

She'd caught her finger in the door of Walt's czr, and ripped the nail, but
she sat there, probably in pain, ratner than scek attention. Walt whipped on a
first aid bandage, and then Bob Shaw came in.

Now I knew that James and Peggy White had just been presented with a baby. I
knew that Bob and Sadie Shaw had had one a coupla months praviously. Therefore,
when Bob suddenly pulled a very small white dress affair from his pocket and held
it in front of him, like a serviette at an hotcl meal, I knew that he was goirg to
take it to James White, so thet the White's wouldn't have to buy a christening
robe for their baby for the christening ceremony.

But what did Ruth think? A well-kpown fan, dancing round the drawing room at
Obliacue House with a christening robe dangling under his chin? Should she have <
bash, so as to shcw that she was a fan, too?

Sedededer dedfedletedl seesteest

By the way, there is something to be said for fotosheets in fanzines. Ruth
took a taxi to my house, but gave the address as 31, Campbell Park Parade, instead
of Avenue. The driver didn't know where it was, but took her to Campbell Park Ave.
to ask from there. They asked a boy, and, said Ruth, she knew she'd seen the boy
before....ycseeees.....my own son Colin,...which sort of proves my theory that some
unknown force is at work to ensure that fannish paths are meant to cross, sometine
or other. John Berry, 1962
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THE TRENCHANT BLUDCEON Terry Carr, the very same Terry Carr who writes a
column for this fanzine, is a professional writer now,
brr Ted U'hile you know, It was only a matter of time and favorable

circumstance until he became one, and now he is., With

one short novel for Ace under his belt, and around five
short sf and fantasy stcries sold to F&SF, Terry is a orofessional in the basic
sense: he's doing it on a full time basis,

I'm an admirer of Terry's from way back, and recently I'va had the oppnortunity
to dig his craft from closer up....

You may remember from the last installment of this column that I mentioned I
shared with many young fen the ambition to be a pro. I made it--half way. That
is, I made it outside Thec Field, which Doesn't Ccunt. This fact has gnawed at me
for some time, because I knew that at my present state of ability I wasn't quite
good enough to write saleablc fiction,

Terrv Carr has solved mv oroblems. He suggested we collaboraote.

This is a marvelous idea, because it 2llcws me to bash out first-drafts with-
out worrying about whether or not my writing can stand on its own, and thus freed
of anxiety I sometimes do better work. And it's casier on Terry because I present
him with complete stories which he need only polish up and flesh out @2 bit to secll;
it saves him the labor of conception and first-drafting, Both of us enjoy the
situation, and for the time we seem to be holding nicely tc our schedule of a
story a week together, (This leaves Terrv the opportunity to write stories of h.s
own in addition, of course.)

It also gives me a chance to get inside what makes a good writer, (Terry m vy
be fresh to thc field and a little grecn, but basically he is 2 good writer--maybe
even a Good Writer.) P

Let me give you an example. To open one story, I wrote:

I always shook when I came out of the Arena, but this time I was
close to nervous exhaustion,
I had never been able to sort out my reactiors to an Execution.

The atmosphere of boredom, the strictly-busiress-as-usual air was some-

thing in which I could not participate. I could always taste the ozone

in the air, mixed with the sweat of fear--whether mine, or that of the

Condemned, I never knew--my nostrils always gave a2n involuntary twitch at

the confined odors and I felt an unreasoning fear--almost claustnonhobic--

at being packed into the Arena building with the other nine hurndred

ninety nine Citizens on Execution Duty,

Now dig what Terry did with this, fleshing it out, making it more tangible to
the reader:

I always cshook when I came out of the Arena, but this time the tension. ..
wrapped my stomach in painful knots and salty perspiration stung my

neck where I had shaved cnly a little over an hour earlier, And despite

the heavy knot in my stomach, I felt strangely ampty,

I had never been able to sort out my reactions to an Execution,

The atmosphere of careful boredom, the strictly-business-as-usual air

failed to dull my senses as it did for the others, I could always taste

the ozone in the air, mixed with the taste of fear--whether mine, or that

of the Condemned, I never knew, My nostrils always gave an involuntary

twitch at the confined odors and I felt an almost claustrophcbic fear ot

being packed into the Arene with the other nin hundred ninety ninc

Citizens on Execution [C'ty,

I think you can see the difference between the skeleton and the living body,
between my sometimes awkward ohrases and the smother, more gripping prose in
Terry's rewrite,

I've always enjoved this sort of insight into other writers' work; maybe you
do too.
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A GLASS CAGE: There's ancther writer currently at wark on an item of madior
interest to fondmm: WMrs, Shirlcy Camper, whe ic currently (as I
write this) working on an article cn fandom and specifically fanzines for COSMO-
POLITAN, I met Mrs., Camper racently, for an interview, and I'd like *o tell yOou
2 little about this side »~f thz Yriter At Werk tco.....

Maybe five years ago I received a mimeod latter from an individuzl who said
he was conducting research into fandem, and wanted me to send him 2ll my fanzines.
At the time I wasn't publishing--I'd hit one of my recurrent streaks of gafia--and
the letter sounded like either 2 hoax cr the werk of a crank, so I ignored it,

Since then, I've heard rumcurs cf varicus sociologiests and anthropologists
interesting themselves in fandem, but ncthing definite.

"I spoke to Margaret Mead," Shirley Camper told me casually, "and she'd v
heard of fandem., She said she didn't knew znough te want tc make a statement, but
she did menticn a fellow up at Harvard was making a full-scale study."

It had tc happen, was my reacticn, and I wished Harlan Elliscn had been able
to sell his article cn fandom te ROGUE in 19593 at least Harlan knew wherecf he
spcke.

Mrs, Camper does not, This would rot be sc dangercus except that she thinks
she does, and her apprnach betravs this, S

"I've been trying te get in touch with Jimmy Michencr," she remarksd as casu-
ally as possible. "He knows all about fanzinas."

If James Michener kncws word cne about scisnce fiction fandem or the fanzines
it nroduces I would be very surnriszd. It is one c¢f the marks against us that
the most nctabla necple fandom has pr-duced (to Mrs, Camper 's ayes) a2re only
Ray Bradbury and Robert Blech.

"Blech has an unlistecd phone,”" I was told, "So does Bradbury., 1 asked his
agent tc put me in touch with him, but the agent wants me tc send a letter through
him to Ray. I can't be bothered with that. If Ray dcesn't want to talk to m-,
I'11l just write what I feel like anyway. It's no skin off my back."

By this time I began to feel she had a rather big-namish aprroach to the
subject. "Wouldn't it be wiser toc come to the neonle who know about the fi=ld
instead of asking the orinions of those who merely have LFis Names?"

"I've shcwn some fanzines to a psychiatrist I knew," she repnlied. "He looked
them cver, and remarked, 'Well, it's batter than marijuanz,'"

Let's cut back tor a moment to the Fanoclast meetine which narrcwly nreceded
this interview,

"She has a very set idea about this thing," Dick Lupoff told me. '"'She thinks
all fanzine publishers are kids, and she doesn't seem to think that science fiction
has anything to do with it."

It came out in our discussion of her that she's written a series of becoks on
raising children, She has one scn, Fred, apge 16, "Every ccunle of years she
writes down her experiences in raising him," som=2e¢ne remarked.

"It does seem strange," I said. "I den't thirk a lot of wemen whe regard thair
children as subjects fer books eon childraising. And it does seem stranece that
she'd take her son's hotby an¢ invade it like this and spoil it fer him." (My
cwn mother, a devoted reader of Heinlein, once wrote a brief piece entitled "Mother
cf a Fza," showed it to me and then torc it up. She tecld me, with what I now
realize was profound wisdom, "Fandcm is ycur areraj it wouldn't work for me to b=
in it too," when I said I wanted to nublish the niece.)

"When she and her son were over at our anartment," Lunoff said, "whenever Fred
wanted to ask a question sh2'd shush him un and tell him they didn't have time for
that now...."

"And then," added Pat Luroff, "she told me to bring our 'darling baby’ out fer
her to see!"

"Dr, Frederick Wertham is a friend of hers," Dick said, T greaned.

"What do vou thin¥ abecut the nornosranhy in fanzines?" Shirlsy Camner asked

w"

me.
"Pernosranhy?" I asked. '"What ncrnoeraphv? I've rever seen any in o far-
Q "
zine.
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"You know; like PANIC BUTTON. Those cartcons.....ugh!"

"Well, I said, slowly, feeling my way, "I don't regard anything in PANIC
3UTTON as pornography. I define pornography as material deliberately designed to
bring sexual arcusal in a person, By any definition which is loose enough to in-
clude PANIC BUTTON, you woulcd have to call any significant book and play of the last
ten years. 'pornography'.! I didnp't thimk it was time o tell her .that as far as.I
was concerned pornograpiny--real pornography--should be legalized., I was stretching
her sensibilities far enouzh,

"After all," I added, "PANIC BUTTON goes thrcugh both US and Canadian mails,
and passes Customs. Anything good enough for them is gcod enough for me,"

"Ummmmm,.....I see what you mean," she said, nodding slowly--and I could see
she hadn't changed her mind in the slightest.

"I hear you're involved in a lawsuit," she said. '"Tell me about it."

"My lawyer doesn't feel that would be wise of me," I said.

""Well, of course you realize I can always go to the other side," she said
slyly. "You owe it to yourself to tell me all about it."

I asked her what she wished to know for, and she repliied that she found feuds,
hoaxes and lawsuits fascinating and she was sure it would interest her readers,
Only half-joking, I said, "Print anything prejudicial tc my case, and I'd have to
sue you myself,...."

We left it at that. My lawyer by the way says that COSMOPOLITAMN's legal staff
would be sure to fix things so that we wouldn‘t have a case, no matter how damag.ng
the material she printed was. "But it was the right thing to tell her," he said.

Wle got to talking abcut interviewing and articles on escteric subjects. I
mentioned that I'd been interviewed before (for the WASHINGTONM DAILY NEWS) and
badly misqucted, I said that Richard Gehman's article on EC and EC fanzines a
couple of years ago (which mentioned Ron Parker and HOOHAH, and my material in the
zine--but not my name) was riddled with elementary errcrs. 'He's one of these
people that if you know anything about the subjects he writes about, you know more
than he does,”" I said.

"Well, that's usually the case," Mrs., Camper said. '"These articles aren't
intended to be thorcugh and really informative. They're just supposed to be inter-
esting and entertaining. That's all we'rc aiming for. We haven't time or spaca
for a sociological study, you kncw. »

"Dick Lupoff misquoted me in AXE. I didn't say I had instructions to write a
'mixed' article or anything like that. I said my editer's reactions to the fan-
zines she saw was negative. But that won't have any influence on my article.

"The article will undoubtedly be 'mixed,' but I have a free hand in writing
it."

I left her with copies of HYPHEM #s 4, 13, 14 and 15, an issue of STELLAR and
several issues of VOID, including these with the articles on "0Other Fandoms'.

She was especially interested in Walter Breacn's definitive study of fandoms in the
VANNTISH,

"I von't have time to read all these, of course," she said, "Fanzines are so
unrcadab.e, They don't paragraph encugh,"

This has been an interview with an interviewer,

--Ted White

"The Goon Goes West!"... the fabulous Berry Trip Report as serialized in CRY
but with additional illoes by ATcm, maps by Berry, and photosheets. Available
from CRY at $1.25 postpaid or S$l.oo if you pick it up yourself and save the postman
a trip. Order now, before postal rates go up as seems likely soon. Follow the
Goon, from coast to coast to coast to coast to coast [he got AROUND].
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GETTING FROM HERE TO THERE: For once we packed plenty of reading matter. I was
still finishing off "Atlas Shrugged'"--a strange and

wonderful book, something like "Titus Alone" but less frantic, less dreamlike,

and more meaningful and epigrammatic. Probably Buz and I were the last two fans

in fandom to read it, but at least we enjoyed it, which should count for something.

Then I read "Revolutionary Road" by Richard Yates, which Tom Purdom recom-
mended a few months back. =--I hate to tell you this, Tom, but I really didn't
like it at all. It was a dreary novel abocut dreary people, The husband was &
phony, a hollow man. The wife's life was Doisoned because no cne had ever loved
her, and so she was incapable of loving. The husband's only hope of becoming a
real person would have been to admit to himself that he was beginning to enjcy his
PR work. There was no hope at all for thne wife. The alternative suggested by the
author, a flight to Paris, was ridiculcus. What were they to do in Paris? They
would have been the same dreary people in Faris that they were ir Suburbia.

Presumably the husband wanted to write. Intellectual types who can't paint,
sculpt, or compose always do want to write. But unless one is a productive writer
in one's native land, one probably won't be elsawhere ceither. I remember that
the writing careers of Mrs. Frances Trollope and Anthony Trellcpe were sparked by
residence abroad, but their situations were different. After ilrs. Trollope's
disastrous visit to the United States, family fortunes were at such a low point it
was write or go under and she wrote. As for ner son, after seven years at a
miserable job in London where he felt corstantly more or less in disgrace, he
transferred to Ireland where he did extremely well at his work. The boost to his
self esteem made it possible for him to embark on the writing career he’d long
desired. I suggest that residence abroad is invaluable to the writer when writing
is not his reason for living abroad. I've known four people who went to foreign
lands to write, and if any of them ever accomplished a damred thing I never heard
of it. : -

Neither Buz nor I nor Noreen Shaw liked "Revolutiocnary Road.'" Hewever, Paul
Stanbery at the Nameless meeting last week, spoke well of it., Said it was symbolic
how, just before her abortion/suicide, the wife remembered her father and how she
had wanted to travel with him. I hadn't noticed this when I read the book, but
thinking back, Paul was right, that WAS a nice touch. The symbolism I noticed,
which thoroughly annoyed me, was having Author's Point-of-View presented by an
inmate of a mental hospital. I thought that was a bit ham-handed.

After "Revolutionary Road" I turned with relief to Margery Allingham. But
"The Crime at Black Dudley" was very dull, redcemed only by the fact that the
protagonist, ostensibly human, was really and truly a hobbit. '"No Love Lost" was
two novellas--okay, but not her best.

So we went to Fond du Lac. There was a fine party, which Buz has already
covered. 1I'll only add that the next day Jean Grennell showed me her button
collection, which I found very interesting, attractive and impressive. Button
collecting is obviously a fascinating hobby; one could spend years studying buttons
and get a real education in the process.

Which made me realize something: any hobby implies specialized knowledge.,
Any would-be hobbyist is recally an apprentice fer the length of time it takes to
get this specialized knowledge. I think that Jean would confirm that one doesn't
learn all there is to know about buttons overnight; that Marion Zimmer Bradlcy
would confirm with respect to becoming a knowledgeable circus buff; Otto Pfeifer
and Walt and Madeleine Willis--gclf; Walter Brecn--coins; Bill Evans--trolleys.
All hobbies that are worth anything take time tec get really into.

Why should any neofan feel that fandom is different? It isn't. The apprentice-
ship must be served. A neofan is not justified in starting large projects to
Change the Face of Fandom. He should grok fandom-as-it-is before he tries to
change it to Fandom-es-he-thinks-it-should-be. Nobody objects to young fans like
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Tor Armistead forming their own clubs; that's fine.
Lloyd Douglas Broyles to be willing to perform a service for fandom.
such as fan awards should be handled, if at all, by a long-time, well-trusted

fan.

And it's fine for people like
But a prciect

Let no one suppose that I think & reefan should sit in the corner with his
thumb in his mouth. I'm only saying that the neofan shouldn't make his presence
felt Hye Fey iing [te, cushy people. aroumd i I the neo'is to’shine Jilet it bedy his
own native brilliance., There have been neofans who did just that: Dean Grennell
and Bob Leman were two excellent examples; also I might cite Leslie Nirenkterg and
most recently Avram Davidson. Doubtless there were a number of others. The
sooner a ncofan evinces wit the better, but he shouldn't be in a hurry to display
his executive ability.

So much for button collecting.

THE CON ITSELF: Let no one suppose this to be a conreport. It certainly is not.
But I will mention a few things. First off, the elevators. They
were real conversation pieces. Buz has already explained the peculiarity of this
hotel: how you had to go down to the third floor to get from the ¢ven numbered
side to the odd numbered side. The elevators on the odd numbered side were both
a little strange. The elevator on the right had a curicus passion for the fourth
floor, and always stopped there whether anyone wanted it to or not. Once after it
had willfully stopped at the fourth floor it went up to the fifth and then came
back to the fourth floor and bounced. Noreen Shaw suggested that the fourth floor
was where it was fed; she may have been right. The slevatcr on the left had its
owncurious ways; it sometimes swayed from side to side. Scmeone (perhaps Bill
Donaho) suggested that it was in love with the elevator on the right--eternally
frustrated--so near and yet so far. But the best trick was when the elevator on
the right went up twice without going down in between. The second time it had the
same fans in it as the first--the only difference was that one new fan had been
added and everybody was laughing. I hope I never find out how this happened: I'm
surc it's more interesting not knowing.

Another topic of conversation was the hotel plumbing. Our tub didn't drain
properly, and our toilet flushed long and very loudly. Another fan's toilet ran
constantly, night and day. Wally Gonser, Wrai Ballard and Wally Weber shared a
room: Wally G fell down in the shower, Wrai saved himself only by grabbing the
shower curtain which tore, and Wally W displayed the better part of valor--he took
a tub bath. I think about half the people there had unsatisfactory plumbing.

But we didn't just talk about elevators and plumbing. I had a fine chat with
Ethel Lindsay and Marion Zimmer Bradley about Mary Renault's books, and was de-
lighted to find that Ethel and Marion were each as fascinated by "The Charioteer"
as I was. Another day, I was pleased to find that Noreen Shaw and Pat Lupoff like
Georgette Heyer. I had a gocd talk with Ted White (Les Gerber and Jim Caughran
were there too) but I've forgotten now what about. But I enjoyed it,

I had a nice chat with Steve Stiles, just after the Emsh movies. We agreed
that Em-h's art is freer than it used to be. Steve said that he thought that
Emsh's abstract expressionist work was almost as good as de Kooning's. '"Much
better!" I said. Since I have never seen a single abstract expressionist canvas
by Emsh, and probably not by de Kooning, I was displaying a truly remarkable dggree
of Blind Faith. Sometimes I surprise myself,

We met lots of new people. Ethel Lindsay, as pleasant, comfortable and inter-
esting as a copy of SCOTTISHE; Betty Kujawa, just like her snapshots and letters
except not in script; Gene--nice guy, very forceful--I shall never forget how
quickly he got a bucket of ice, when I really didn't think it could be done;

Walt Willis--just like his pictures, with such alive and glowing eyes; Madeleine
Willis--small, pretty, elegant and very loveable; Vic Ryan and Charles Wells, whom
I kept getting confused, though they really DON'T look alike--I have it firmly
fixed in my mind now what Charles looks like, so I just have Vic to worry about;
Michael McQuown,who reminds me a bit of Jerry de Muth though they don't really
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iock alike except they're both goodlooking and have curling eyelashes; Son &
Maggie Thompson--Lon is unremarkable in appearance (if he will Fforgive my saying
so) but Maggie is very pretty, so inconspicuously so that you don't notice it
at first but when you do notice it, she's really enchanting to look at; Lee
Hoffman, quiet and pleasant, with immense dark cyes; Marion Zimmer Bradicy, just
exactly like her letters and snapshot; and many other fine wveonle.

The costume ball was fun. When Karcn Anderson cntered the hall, I didn't
know it was Karen, but I recognized the costume for a prize-winner immediately.
It had that unmistakable imagirnation and completeness. Dirce Archer's costume
was gorgeous, and she really looked cute in it, She had feathers from Bongo and
Brandy (Busby birds) sewn in her headdress--if she hadn't won a prize my heart
would have broken but it didn't. Belle Dietz came as Princesc *to Chris Moskowitz'
Frog Prince--Belle really looked pretty--how she has improved in looks! Syivia
came as Polychrome, daughter of the rainbow. She was wearing {over a bikini)

a loose, graceful short robe of multi-colored pastel chiffon. As Buz said,
sighing, "Sylvia was never lovelier."

Oh, and guess what--I learned to twist, That same evening. And after a
while I seemedto get the knack so if didn't give me a stitch in the side. Joe
Christoff said I was a wonderful twister.

Another person who was out there twisting madly was someone everyone who was
at Southgate will remember: the Womar, from the People. The young girl who
was gathering autographs at Southgate won a prize at the costume ball--she was
wearing the top part of taby doll pajamas with white *ights, which doesn't sound
like much of a zestume and WASN'T. However, she's a real sex kitten to look at--
shapely, and sensuous/graceful in movement. The mulatto baby who was with them
in Southgate burned to death in a Chicago tenement fire; she has been replaced
with a little girl whom somebddy (Sandy Cutrell ?) described as the only really
seyy four-year-old he'd ever seen. I don't know that I care to see really sexy
four-year-olds; however she was a cute child.

My favorite-of-all pvart of the convention was the banquet--but no doubt that
will be widely reported, so I won't. Buz and I were lucky enough to sit right
by the speakers' table (a group of us reserved a table) which made it especially
enjoyable. Sturgeon looks just like his pictures, except that he has deep lines
between his eyes which make him look ecither very nervous or very irritable. Vhen
he started to speak they seecmed to go away. His wife is a very magnetic looking
woman, with beautiful eyes and eyebrows. She locks very earthy in a clean sort
of way. The Sturgeon children were introduced. Robin looks just like his father
and Tansy has her mcther's beautiful eycs and eyebrows, but her father's rnarrower
face. A very handsome family.

I didn't enjoy the Chicon as much as other conventicns I've attended, but
it wasn't the fault of the con. I spent the first day or two saying hello to
countless people, too excited te rclax and be happy. The convention was almest
half over before convention :euphoria set in. Then, the last day sf the con, I
started to come down with a cold. I feel very much ashamed to admit this, Le-
cause I kissed several people gocdby, and I know it's extremely illbred to kiss
people when one is catching cold. Wraili Ballard said he'd never caught cold more
pleasantly--he's so sweet--but fellas, I apolegize and I wen't do it again,

HOMEWARD BOUND: We took tke train Tuesday aftzrnoon, and chatted until we got to

the Mississippi River. Then I went to my rcommette and lay down
to watch the scenery. I love the Mississippi--it's such a nice cld river, all
silty and full of islands and trees and birds. The sun set while I was watching
the river, and that was nice too.

We spent Tuesday evening in the club car, drinking beer and talking to a
physical anthropologist named Garn. He looked like a cross between Ron Bennett
and Gorden Dickson, and read science Tfiction, specifically menticning enjoying
the Hoka stories and Piper's "Little Fuzzy." He told us a great deal, though

L
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rot more than we cared to hear, about dental caries, Neanaerthal man (to whomn
he seemed warmly attached), and many other things. Mgl

Onc thing in particular interested me. Discussing menta} abilities, he
suggested that a Sinanthropus baby, by scme magic brought up in our modern world,
would be able to cope with the physical detzils adequately--would even be able
to read blue prints, but would be unable to cope with people. He said that most
of us can predict the actions, can predict the responses of the people.a§ound
them almost all the time, and that Sinanthropus would not have tnis ability.
I find it ecasy enough to believc that Sinanthrcpus would have difficulty gctting
along with his fellowman--they've found human thigh bones, cracked for the mar-
row, in Sinanthropus sites, and even "Gtranger'" hasn't entirely reconciled me
to cannibalism.

it's the idea that we modern folk can predict our feilows' reactions that
really turns me on. I think he's correct. I think any one <f us, in an alert
and relaxed state, can make any remark, perform any action, and guess approxi-
mately what effect it will have on any known individual. Anyone can have an
offday, of course, but don't we all feel that a person who consistently arouses
antagonism is either e¢vincing hostility on either a conscicus or unconscious
level or has a strong will=to-lose, to be a martyr?

Furtherriore, I want to suggest that there has been a breakthrough during the
twentieth century. Until not too long ago, people predicted their fellows'
reactions with the aid of an elaborate code of manners--it's just the last two
generations that have had the courage/bRe@%t¢®Bh without this aid. The infor-
mality of modern manners pleces much more stress upon acutceness of perception.

And what will the future bring? Very likely we will become more and mcre
aware, more and more alive to multitudinous little clues to reactions. With
reaction predicton a precise and infallible science, what price esp?

Wednesday my cold really socked in, and I was MISERABLE. Thank God I had a
roommette to myself, and could be miserable in comfort, I was also lucky enough
to have an extremely good book to read--'"The Middle Mist," by Mary Renault. This
is a unique book: it ends with two people falling in love who have known each
other for a long time, are compatible in every respect, and are quite free to
get married and live happily ever after--yet one feels that their falling in
love is, at least temporarily, a tragedy for each of them. It's a sensitive
book about people who are honest and real--people one can care about.

And I liked the book because it was about women living on a houscboat. I
used to live on a houseboat, so I know what it feels like. And I used to know,
or know of, some rather handsome, mannish young women, not too unlike Leo, who
lived on  houseboats, and I knew some of the men they knew. So all in all, the
book struck that chord of mingled familiarity/unfamiliarity that makes a story
especially delightful.

It helped.

HOME ASAIN We got in the next day, bought groceries, got the dogs out of hock,
and then I concentrated on getting over my cold. By Saturday I felt

quite like a human being again, although I was still in slow motion. By Sunday,
when the Willises arrived, I felt downright chipper.

Sunday was a lovely day, and Madeleine and I sunbathed. Monday it rained.
I could tell from the way it was raining that it was planning to keep it up for
at least a week, and felt horribly guilty. Here we had lured the Willises out to
Seattle with false promises of what a lovely town it was, and what happened? RAIN.
Demned cold moist unpleasant rain. Walt said he'd though he and Madeleins were
the only people who felt personally responsible for the weather. But the weather
relented, and Tuesday and Wednesday were, if not as fine as Sunday, at lcast
tolerable for hardy types. So we managed to do some of the things we'd planned.
Not everything, but we hadn't rcally expected that. We enjoyed their visit a lot,
and when they brought their suitcases out for us to take them back to the bus
station, Nobby gave a little moan of anguish and Buz and I agreed with him.
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ROY TACKETT DISCUSSES PLUTOCRATS OF FANDOM 915 Green Valley Road NW, Albuquerque
Cryptonymous ones: New HMexico 11 August 1962

This is a very fine cover by A. Tom cn CRY162., I don't quite understanc it,
of course, but that is only natural. How come the little ATom cartcon figure --
all flattened cut he is, too, the pity of it -- don't have the grass growing out
of his navel like he usually do? [He mowed that morning. --www]

Commercial mimeography. Selectric typewriters. (And why not Selectric sneary
for TAFF?) Oh, I tell you fandom has changed. Used to be a time when fans
struggled for weeks to prcduce & few hectographed pages which was all they could
afford. Nowadays they're filthy rich. (Well, some of them may be clean rich.)
Fancy electric typers, commercial mimecgraphy, multiliths. I Zcrsee the day when
the champions of the downtrodden will be leaving fandem to write bitter little
monographs about how fandom has become filled with bloated plutocrats who are no
longer truly creative. [Perhaps.  But whe will read their drab. little hecto-
graphed copy? --5551 Bergeron is head plutocrat. I ask you, what kind cf a
Fan is it who nct cnly has his fmz reproduced commercially but whc indicates that
he will probably dictate his elitorials? I kncw, I know -- a rich one. [Well,
anyway he used tc be rich before he spent all his money on his fanzine. --wéw]

I note with vast amusement the report on the "What SF Market" panel. /Anderscn
advocates stf authcrs snend more time on their homework; Cliftcn says they should
study psychology; and Van Vogt feels they shoulcd practice their poetry. Consider-
ing that Poul is the only one of the three who appears to be selling any stf these
days, it would appear that his suggestion has the greatest merit. It alsc seems
to bear out the idea that stf writing is werk -- mcre work, perhaps, than main-’
stream writing, which is probably why sc many writers have given it up.

Enjcyed your conreport, too, Elinor. It cccurs to me that maybe Clifton is
cne of those authcrs whc is attempting to write gcod literature and that he locks
down on stf because, after all, stf is mostly pulp fiction and therefore not socd
literature. Now being artistically illiterate I wouldn't knew good literature if
it was to come up tc me with a letter of introduction from Tom Purdem (I 2id cnce,
back in the days when Terry Carr was a lad -- remind me to tell you of Terry Carr
as a lad one of these days; ah, he was a chubby, pink-cheecked little fan -- but
I've found that my knowledge of just what constitutes good literature has decreased
somewhat in the intervening years. This is probably due tc the fact that I've
now reald a couple of thousand mcre bocks than I had when Terry Carr was 2 lad.)
but I do kncw good science fiction. I hope Clifton succeeds better in his attempts
to write goed literature than he did in his attempts tc write science fiction.

Buz, I quite agree on the qualities of Asahi beer. Japan has a couple of ncra
good brands, too, Kirin and Nippon. The difference, I suppcse, is that Japanese
beer is still brewed for men -- not for women.

I happily read TCarr's Jescription of scme cf the unsuccessful authors he has
known. Yes. Gazing intc the murky cepths of my coffee cup I will predict that,
judging by Terry's descriptions, these writers will -- happily -- remain unsuccess-
ful,

Fighting the bool and related subjects: Fightinz thae bool is cruel but it is
good politics. Both Mexico and Spain are, well, rather impoverished one might say
and if the pecple can be kept happy with a little blcod -- so much the Letter.

w



-23-

And the pecple of Great Britain and the USofA would gleefully attend, too, if
they hac the chance. All the little old ladies who get up at their church socials
and decry the cruelty of hacking up the brave bool in the arena would be in the
front row yelling "Ole" at the top of their voices if bool fighting were legal in
Podunk or Peoria or even Brighton. As evidence I point to the fact that the rumber
of people who watch the televised fights increased by several million the week
after Griffith killed Paret. They were horing to see more of the samc.

John Howald: The little story you quote may be sexier than Farmer
but Farmer is funnier. Listen, what kind of double-talk are you handing us culture
lovers regarding "The Seventh Seal" and "Wild Strawberries"? You tell us that there
are messages to be had and thoughts to be thunk and then say that the flics are
impossible to understand or describe. Now I ask you, boy, I ask you, if they are
impossible to understand how are us culture lovers supposed to get the message?
Egad, you haven't been risht since the day vou and Phil visited the Nameless Ones.

BettyK: While you were asking Avram about using little drawings in F&SF you
should have asked him if it would bz possible to have some fantasy and science
fiction used in the zine, too. (No! No! Avram, put down that gun!)

Rich Brown: Did you ever notice that the u4th Estate in speaking of 18 and 19
year olds always refers to them as boys unless the fellow is wearing & uniform in
which case the press labels hirm a marn. Interesting bit of semantics there. [Yes.
Particularly when it happens that some 18 and 19 year olds wear dresses. =--www]

lell, VWally, old fig, that seems to bring us to the end of CRY 162. I do
hope you'll forgive the shortness of this note but you must realize that I have
very little time to spare thesc days -- I am an extremely busy man. [I'11 for-
give the shortness of your 7-page note if you will do the same. --www] However,

I did feel that I should give you and the Busbys some encouragement with your little
magazine and do hope that you'll make a success of it. I'm sure that if you pay
close attention to the critics and study other fanzines very carefully you'l

find your little fanzine right up there on the top along side of YANDRQ one of

these days.

Roy
DONALD A. WOLLHAEIM GIVES US HLH 66-17 Clyde CStreet, Rego Park 74, N.,Y.
Dear Cry: . Aug. 16, 1962
The various writeups on the Westercon really made this issue, MNost delightful

-- probably more so than having to actually be there and drink all that dull booze
and listen to all those dull speeches and meet all those... ahem. Anyway, the

telling sounded good. Particularly fascinated by the account of Harlan -- being
the first direct word we have heard of him in many months. Things have evidently
changed -- at least superficially.

Terry Carr likewise a pleasure. Great Unsold Authors -- ah, what tomes cculd

be written about them! You have to seec it someday from an editorial desk to know
what the Unsold Hemingways are doing...

Ethel's letter reminds me that it is only next Tuesday that Flsie and I drive
out to -dlewild (which is about 15 minutes drive from my home) to be the first to
greet the wee wench as she steps cnto North American scil. Gives us an unparalleled
chance to warn her against '"certain fans'...

Heh.
Cordially,
Don
BETTY KUJAWA MARRIED TO THIRD MAN 2819 Caroline Street, South Bend 14,
Wally, Honey..... Indiana Wed.Aug.15th,1962
As of now -- and for a year at least -- I am married to The Thid Man In The
Entire World....not the first, not the second... (and absolutely not the sixth...).

Early in August up in Montreal Gene came in third in the World All-gauge skeet
Championships. This is mighty fine and good...get this----seven guys tied after
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three days of 250 targets...in the tie-breaking shoot-offs were Gene, cne other
businessman shooter, and five Service men. The kids in uniform are a’l a gocd
ten to fifteen years younger---and every day for 365 days a year they dc notning
but shoot rounds of skeet. That is their entire duty to their countries...skeex
shooting. They are flown in Army planes to meets all over the globe. ALl this,
targets, guns, planes, entry fees, etc...are paid by taxpaysrs of America,
Canada and England, naturally...... you want we'uns to waste that dough on some
rockets or space shots cr sumething??? In case anyore Sees Ivil in this I must
add Italy, france, Germany,..and even more. The U.S.S.R. does the verv same
thing.

Now if we could sove our differences via skeet-contests...

You hear on NBC radio of the actions of the two Russian Cosmonauts a fau
days back?? (yes..you bet I was properly impressed bty this dual feat..mygosh
who isn't?) Radio reported that one guy was doing dances, jigs, singing folk
songs and belting out operatic arias before his tv camera. I betcha baby if an
American (or Canadian or British or..) astronaut pulled high-jinks like that in
flight we'd be yanking him right back to check his sanity!!

But the Russian temperament and stvle of showing enthusiasm is another
thing...s0 imagine with me, Weber, hcw other national types would bshave on
early flights into space.....

The Itslian...now here is the one to warble the arias..no?

The Spaniard....stomping out a Flamenco beat on the floor of his cabin to
show his raptures??

The Irishman.....(and/or the Scot)..Whisky---or Whiskev (depending on which
Gaelic lad is up there) would be copicusly imbibed in..and that's just what I
would be doing if t'were me up there.

The Frenchman......Alors..pity ze poor Frenchman...no way to celebrate
unless his space-gear included a petit amis..non???

What The Jew would do I haven't a clue..maybe Avram could tell us.

All CRY-fen I hope by now have sneaked up tc the nearest magazine stand and
copped a good look at the September issue of PLAYBCY....."The Bloody Pulps" ..bv
Charlss Beaumont. Turn then, I beg of you, to page 150....whereon Beaumont
speaks of SF-fandom......'"Nuts'" we are...."a correspondence club for social
misfits'"....so who's arguing? If I wercn't one I'd be happily out at Garden
Club doings or other things of that iIlk..barring a few fen I'll take what I
got now to that any ol day.

I liked the Atom cover--it wasn't too sharply cut..bit fuzzy-wuzzy...but tis
purty.

Real Pleased with all the Westercon reporting..and thank you one and all.

I was all set to do a report for CRY---the Mid-American Nudist Convention was
held some 8 miles from my house. On the big evening of entertainment doings a

Twist Contest and a Folk Dancing Contest were held for teen-age participants onlv.

Is your minds-eye at work, Wally??? I hasten to ruin the image by reporting
that for these events clothing of the demurest tvpe were worn. I decided not
to write a Nudie-con report as Buz says I can only do it from eye-witness

observation.....and.....I did not attend.
bood-o Elinor picking up a Magery Allenghain book----but every one I now
read simply can't stard up against the first one--"Tiger in the Smoke"...I mean

the first of Allingham's that I discovered.

Berry article this time belcngs in the All-Time CGrecat category. I was
praying John would do one on Telstar.....It was one of the very rare times Gene
asked (demanded) me to read it aloud to him...and I got leffin and breaking
up so much it was a job to get through.

I wonder as to John's reactions to our telecast to them of the Ameddican
Scene??? Had I been in charge I'd have knocked out the World's Fair and
insertaed a good shot or two of a typical 1lil mid-western Amcrican town. Then
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too there should have been one shot of a town like Natchez---magnolias, spanish
mess dripping down, and white pillared plantation house..get the picture?? I
was enchanted with the camera work done in the Black Hills when that herd of
Buffalo came rolling up over the rise,.that was a jewel of a shot.

The RAEBURN ..rollin' along song was a honey..though knowing Boyd he's
seething positively livid by now &t this inference that He is "old"!!!

I'd be more than happy to see Rick Sneary run for TAFF..through Parker and
Tackett have heard just the Greatest about Rick. Why if Rick would run Ella
would personally kill or maim any fan who didn't vote for him. Just ask her
if she wouldn't.

Misha honey...the book (white man dyed into Negro to tour the deep South)
or the author of the book was a Southern White American. Not a Yank come south
to view with dismay and meddle and crder this and that. The author, wife, and
kids had to pack up and leave that part of America....there was no hope that the
local law would protect his property or his wife and offspring from then on.

It may take years to clean your own house down there, itrue—~-but one
hundred years have passed since the Civil War,.that the Negro has waited this long
is amazing. How long more are they expectec to wait?

e Till we meet in Chicago....

Betty
HARRY WARNER, JR., REPEATS 423 Summit Avenue, Hagerstown, Marylanc
Dear Cry: August 9, 1962

To comment on the cover I must repeat something that I wrote to another
fazine not long ago: my amazed gratification that ATom has so suddenly begun
to include non-caricatured human faces and figures into his major drawings, as
skilfully and fittingly as if this were really his strong point as an artist.
I'd assumed that Art had made few efforts to do realistic human figures because
he knew his own limitations, Jjust as every artist shies away from the sort of
thing that he can't do well. But behold, there are no limitations in this
instance.

The Westercon report makes the event sound like much entertainment. In fact.
since I've read about the twist contest planned for the Chicon, I have suddenly
decided that maybe I should have gone to the Westercon instead of planning to
be present for the world convention. To come right cut and program one of
those things sounds almost as bad as sending out invitations to a lynching.

I find it hard *to believe that all these arcients really came out into the
modern world, and spoke and moved about among fans who hadn't been born yet when
they were already becoming forgotten legends.

I missed the first extended United States to Europe telstar event, but I
managed tc sneak hceme long encugh to watch the return courtesy, and my reaction
was much stronger than during the telecasts of the orbital flights. Here was
a practical benefit from the efforts to get out into space, producing a spectacle
for the eyes that your mind recognized as such.

Eut I wish that Tagliavini hadn't hammed up that snatch of Tosca so badly.

You know the thousands of stories in which you converse with a person
thousands of miles away by seeing a hearing him simultaneously? Well, Ted
Johnstone and I were thinking about starting a video tape correspondence. He
could use a tv station's equipment and I could get the people at the local
educational tv closed circuit studios to run through the tape for me during the
summer when things are slow. It would have been a first in fandom. But Ted was
afraid that the station officials would think he was trying to steal tape and I
thought that maybe I'd have some more urgent favor to ask of those tv educators
some day so the future remains unpenetrated in this respect.

Terry Carr's column deals this time with a breed of aliens: those who
attempt to be writers and spend a great deal of their spare time explaining just
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how one goes about writing well and reading their own incomplete, unnublished
works to others. Jerry Kolden typifies the incompetent who try to make others
competent. My own feeling has been that if something I write with intentions
of selling is not sold, it shouldn't be inflicted on anycre around me, viva
voce,

I have heard scme exciting stories abcut those remcte control television
sets going into action when someone produces high frequency ncises in the
vicinity. Such antics bother me terribly. I know that it is stiil possible to
turn off the sets after such occurrences, but what if the manufacturers ficure
out a way to prevent this form of release? Think of how the nation's economy
would benefit by increased consumption of power, earlier need for replacement of
parts, and greater consumption of tranquilizers, if the set were plugged into
the socket permanently and the off-on switch destroyad itself the first time
the customer turned it on. Incidentally, there is a tape recorder in production
in Germany which is suppcsed to be left plugged in and turned on permanently.

I agree with Betty about the Supreme Court's prayer decision. Christ was
quite specific about the superiority of praying in private.

I'1l believe that story about the kurate killing the bull barehanded when
I see documentary evidence.

When I got the whole story about Gecrge Villick and the fan awards hassle,
I still thought just about as Dick Kuczek does now.

s eIEeNG
Harry Warner, Jr.

JERRY PQURNELLE COMMENTS ON CONSCRIPTION 7831 5th Ave. NE, Seattle 3, Wn.
Dear Wally, 28 August, 13€2

In all the debate that has raged over conscription, it seems to me that
one primary argument has been neglected; yvet it is perhaps the most important
factor of all. Without some kind of conscription, it is impossible to maintain
a demeccratic society.

Mow it seems that it is one of those paradoxes that make human society so
inexplicable that in order to maintain a free republic, it is necessary to
impose upon the citizens in a way that an autocracy or monarchy need not doj
but it is true nonetheless. Without conscription it is impossible to keep a
free society so long as the republic is threatened by outsidz enemies.

The external threats to our liberty are such that we must have an arnmed,
disciplined force for defense; but if this army be composed entirely of long
term recruits -- i.e. professional soldiers -- then it can easily beccmo an
instrument of power in the hands of unscrupulous leaders, and sooner or later
will be used to destroy our free society. This Republic was founded by men who
had a deep distrust of standing armies; they kncw that either the army would
begin meddling in politics, or a political leader would use the army uncensti-
tutionally to increase his power. They hoped we would never need a standing
army, preferrirg to rely on a small number of Continentals augmented by the
State Militias.

This system will not wcrk today. Defense rejuircs large numbers of disci-
plin~d men under arms at all times. In order that this force cannot be used
against the Republic, it must be ccmposad in large part of mer who are primarily
citizens, not soldiers. The job cannot be left to professionals and mercenaries,
whose career is war and the life military. No Republic in histery has long
survived under the protection of such.

Understand that we need professicnal soldiers, and mercenaries too; we must
have men whose business is fighting, for our protection, for the enemy will have
professionals also; but we also need citizen soldiers, whose very existence
deterrs the use of the army as a political instrument. It is difficult to get
American draftees to fire on their fellow citizens, no matter what the circum-
stances; the mark of the professional is his iron disciplired obedience.

e
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Therefore, until the day comes when we can again be protected by a Regular
Army of 18,720 officers and men, we will be well advised tc see to it that
much of our armed force consists of citizen conscripts; lest we go the same
way as Rome; hiring our soldiers, and discovering that we need a First Citizen,

a Caesar Imperator, to control them.
Jerry Pournelle

NANCY SHRINER TOUGH AS EVER 318 N, Bailey, Hobart, Oklahoma
Dear %Wally, you unspeakable mishap: 8-10-€2

No, I'm not mad at you; just didn't want you to think I'd gone soft.

From all this furious inactivity I've indulged in for the last little while.
Like painting modern art--what fun!

To the last issue @ moment, and Redd Boggs. VYou shouldn't have passed up
Hobart, Oklahoma. I exist; I know I exist because if I didr't, would 110
degrees of hotness zffect me?

Now #162...I like it very much this time. Far and away the most enter-
taining Cry in a long time. All of every single tiny bit.

I here and now propose to take on the anti-corrida league in fandom. I
sneer down my ncse at you weak-stomached individuals. Softies--all of you.
You mustn't think of the suffering and agony--it's all in the name of art--
or used to be anyway. Besides, why should the suffering of a mere beast bother
you. Anyone would think you telieve animals have souls.

Now that I have the makings of a splendid battlie down on paper, I shall
proceed to the rest of the zine.

I shouldn't ever read con reports, because I get so discontented no one
can stand me. I want to sce one! And I never have. One day tho, if the
world lasts long enough, I shall at least make it to Seattle. Not the creature
you know from CotR, but the real me--shy, sweet, kind, and modest.

I make my eager way to the lettercol. Paul Williams may be intercsted
to know that i am a bum--got my Fantasia Mathematica in the paperback at a
college bookstore.

0 hell it is too hot. I can't think, and the tvper is taking advantage
of my mental lapse. Good-bye and I shall send money when I can safely neglact
the phone bill.

Nancy
1P0508
PPS: Ok never mind.
STEVE STILES LIKES HIS CONCRETE HOT 1809 Second Avenue, New York 28, N.Y.
Dear Cry, August 23, 1962
Nice Atcm cover. Ordinarily, an approach like that -- face superimposed
in front of ar unusual background -- can be trite, but Atom has a certain

sensitivity that helps him treat even the simplest subjects with sophistica-
ik,
In digging Elinor's report I am suitably envious, and suitably glad that,

in all probability -- fingers crossed -- I'll make the Chicon. You ate a
porpoise? ---2h, I see you didn't. Good. What do you mean a porpoise on the
menu is fish? ---a porpoise on the menu is a dead porpoise, by ghod! Don

Franson never says goodby? Neither does bhob Stewart. He doesn't say hello
either. Dick says it's because bhob knows we know when he's coming and going.
A good point.

Terry Carr outrages me. I don't believe in all these tecnagers of his,
sitting around in smcking jackets, creating like mad and writiang those Thousand
page novels. Of course, we of the East Coast arc more realistic. The intel-
lectuals I knew would sit around the pool hall arnd discuss the relztive methocs
for copping rare books from Bookmobiles. They had no illusicns; they knew
about the Slushpile. But of course, those werc writing intellectuals -- we
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art students are an entirely different sort,

A group of us would sit around and create masterpieces for the Villagz
Art show. Five friends would sit out on the hot concrete with their proudest
possessions, their children, up for sale and display for the admiring public.
Of course, not a one of them got scld.

Next year i'm going to try to get in the art show. I like to sit around
on hot concrete, and I can read a lot, and do some fanart, and write letters
to the fanzines. Besides, by having an exnhibit I probably won't have to work
for the summer.

What, pray tell, happened to the Minutes????? [The clock ran down.-wwwl

Still no artwork. Tsh, disgraceful. Enclosed is a heading. If accepted
it will need stenofaxing. [it is gladly accepted. I may even use it
some issue. --WwWW ]

Best,
Steve Gtiles

DONALD FRANSON PREFERS BOGGS TO HEINLEIN 6543 Babcock Ave., North Hollywood
Dear Commercially Published but Fannishly Edited Cry, AL Oremno 2Nl ot

Last CRYletter I didn't comment on the CRY at all, and I do wish to say
that I thot Boggs' faan fiction was great. Sc much for #162. Now I will make
amends by commenting on #163 and not writing phony con reports.

I must argue with Elinor a little. I thot Stranger In a Strange Land was
a failure even in terms of what the author may have intended. What he may have
intended was to give the mainstream critics what he thought they wanted, a
sloppily-written book; since they had seemed to pass over good science
fiction (and Heinlein has been producing good science fiction for years). This
didn't work; they didn't like it. My theory is that this was the first stf
story Heinlein ever wrote (just as Weinbaum's The New Adam was); unlike
Weinbaum, who never submitted his, Heinlein may have thought this would be
just the kind of corn to toss to the swine, who obviously didn't think much of
pearls. It reads like a first story, don't you think? The super-morality,
the impractical ideals, the lack of &any plot, tne old cliche situations, the
lack of structure (you can't blame it all on cutting -- it's too damn long as
it is to sustain interest), and the non-tying up of loose ends (compare to
"Door Into Summer', a later and bettsr Heinlein.) Another indication of this
being early work is the black-and-whiteness of the assorted heroes and villains;
arother is the inconsistency of *the hero's actions: he is super-intelligent,
but remains a boob for most of the novel; he is supber-tolerant, but disinte-
grates "bad 'uns" right and left, etc. The plot, cr rather story, is similar
to Edmond Hamilton's "Son Of Two Worlds", which I read to compare; however,
Hamilton's is infinitely better. No, I'm not anti-leinlein. I think Heinlein

has improved -- tremendously -- since he wrote Stranger In A Strange Land.
Won't this be a joke on fandom -- not the mainstream critics, as Heinlein may
have intended -- if SISL wins the Hugo?

As a man and an author of some of the greatest science fiction ever writ-
tea, Heinlein deserves two or three Hugos. But for Starship Troopers and
St:anger In A Strange Land ? Maybe something is wrong witix the whole idea of
yearly—ghg;as, since some years are better than others. Maybe Hugos shculd be
spread over a five-year period or something.

As for SISL being communication, the only idea it communicated was scrt of
a fraudulent one, to wit: "We must all be brothers, and love one another, but
only a few of us can qualify, of course." What the werld really needs, to
avoid~b3?j-zg-E—bFZEbEBphy that will include everyonz on earth, not just the
elite. Water-brothers seem something iike blood-brothers: like the Assassins,
the Thugs, Nazis, juvenile gangs. They love cne another; but everyone else,
they hate.

John Berry, on the other hand, is not slipping.
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Skipping over Terry Carr, that dirty pro, we come to "Ol' Man cfaeburn.
T wonder if people will think that I sent this to Cry? I didn't, though.
My, the WAHF is getting distinguished these days. How do you qualify
fHionigive? Yours,
Donald Franson

MIKE DECKINGER DEFINES A "BAD CONVENTICN" 31 Carr Place, Fords, New Jersey
Dear CRYstaff, 6/11/62

I'm all in favor of your proposal to have CRY professionally mimeographed,
and I'm sure most of the other readers will accept it with egual delignt. OF
course, in switching it might be wise to institute a few new changes. Use a
cheaper grade paper, stretch the size, adopt the use of wirephotos from AP
or UP, and give it a more sophisticated titls; THE TIMES or THE HERALD TRIBUNE
for instance. You may wind up with having President Kennedy entering a sub.

Elinor says she dislikes Mark Clifton because of one page in WHEN THEY
CAME FROM SPACE. I am a bit more open-minded in the matter of personal likes
and dislikes -- I disiike Clifton for the entire book, which I read as a
serial in AMAZING, and which was handled so tepidly and unimaginately, that
I felt with a little doctoring the storv would have been snapped up by some
comic book publisher.

For Ella's benefit, a "bad sf convention' would be one where the accom-
modations were uncomfortable, the attendees wecre irritating, and the drinks
were non-existent.

I thought Avram worn a Grania, not an Adgar.

Phooey on the JFK Coloring book. I urge everyone to get "Uncle Shel's
ABZ bood" which is just perfect if you have any youngsters of the impression-
able age in need of a joural to assist in their upbringing.

rich brown's story about his pharmaceutical purchases was beautiful.

Latimer's plug for PANIC BUTTON, and his subsequent summation is true,
but it makes me wonder if he's familiar with THE REALIST. Nirenberg and PANIC
BUTTON are more or less of a bland version of Krassner and THE REALIST.

Sincerely,

Mike
MICHAEL L. McQUOWN EXPOSES LELLISON HOAX Box .28 5u 78 eADLV 5 «Tymdall *ARE
Dear Wailink Comrades, Florida 3 Aug 62
I was overjoyed to receive my CRY in the mail. I've needed a good CRY

for days.

Wally Weber's report, although obviously fictitious, was intercsting,
and very amusing, but what gives it away as a fake is the mention of a charac-
ter that everyone knows is a fannish hoax -- Harlan Elliscn. The fact that
Elinor tried to palm off the same trick on the recaders of CRY is a scurrilous
insult to their intelligence. I<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>