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PNANGSERSSSHERNENE

Here is CRY #170, the October 1963 issue of fandom's Bimonthliest Bimonthly,
edited and published by Wally Wally and F M & Elinor Busby, but hiding behind the
sneaky mail-drop at Box 92, 507 1lst Ave, Seattle, Wash, 98104. CRY sells for $1
the five issues (or 7/- sterling from John Berry, 31 Campbell Park Ave, Belmont,
Belfast 4, Northern Ireland); single issues for 25¢ or 1/9, for the nonce. The
way we lose money best is by giving contributors free copies of the issue in which
the contribution [published letters included] appears. A prominent New York fan
vociferously feels that the contributor should also get for free the next issue
with the comments on the contribution. We disagree, and since we are paying the
bills around here and he isn't, I guess you know who wins that argument.

Elinor tells me we also have a Trade Policy; you take that up with her, see?

Copy deadline for CRY #171, Dec 1963, is November 15th. All clear on that?
Oops, that Wally WEBER up there (interruptions abound, like). Wally Weber for T

All right, knock it off back there; time for our List of CONTENTS:
Cover by ATom for TAFF; logo Multigraphed by Weber for (oops; plugs later) p.l

Page Three Buz 3
A DisCon Report by Wally Weber for TA (o, STOP it now) L
The Wessex Morris Dancers John Berry 8
Hwyl Elinor Busby 10
Case History of a Correspondence Rob Williams 2 &4
With Keen Blue Eyes and a Bicycle F M Busby 16
My Son the Ape Man Will J Jenkins 18
CRY of the Readers conducted by Wally Weber for (well, OK) TAFF! 19-36

Stencil-cuttery: Wally 22, Elinor 10, Buz 3.
All artwork in this issue is by Arthur (ATom) Thomson, who is for TAFF-196&,

Repro is by the Cone Company of downtown Seattle, with special kudoes to Sylvia
who runs the machine [and swears she actually reads every issue-- how about that?]
and Phyllis who keeps our accounts stragght and who is just back from Europe.

You may recall how awhile back we were frustrating the University of Washing-
ton here in town, in its desire to accumulate a collection of CRY via subscription.
Well, Miss or more likely Mrs Charlotte Beatty of the UW Library has recently
insinuated through our wellknown resistance to redtape and actually obtained a
sub for the University, that creature of The State. Well, when we give up, we
give up all the way, so now we are trying to help this good lady rack up a full
collection of CRY for as far back as can be done. Libraries, as you may know,
are interested only in complete years or volumes of publications. We have, by
some scrounging, piled up one stack complete from #146 (Jan 1961) to date. But
our supplies of earlier stuff are very spotty indeed; there's lots of it, but it
is not uniform or perhaps consistent. So it seems that our best source of possible
fill-in copies is those of you our loyal subscribers who either are not completists
or who happen to have a few duplicates here and there. So beginning next issue,
we will list the issues needed to fill out the year we are working on; likewise,
it will be nice if you will list the pre-1961 issues you can bear to part with,
when you write in; then we will drop the first offerer a card to send in his
spare copy and receive in return an added issue on his sub (2 for #135, same as
when it first appeared). We will try to fill out 1959 and 1960 (123-1u45) first.

I see we have gone over the [6¢] postage limit this time. Oh well, give the
canary another seed; live it up. Once in a while, that is...

And the Selectric just now went out on strike, so back to the Olivetti
44 to remind you about Bill Donaho being Treasurer for Pacificon II, the 22nd
Worldcon, to be held at the Leamington in Oakland next Labor Day weekend. $2
membership ($1 o'seas) and $1 registration, as usual. And to say that if you
do not have your copy of the Goon Goes West, send us $1.25 and remedy this
lack. And that it is Wally Weber for TAFF-now, & ATom for TAFF-1964. OK?

And now I will get out my trusty screwdriver and see what the insides
of the Selectric look like; it never hurts to look before paying. -— Buz.
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DR IS CEORN e IREHEPSOERET
interpreted by Wally Weber

After the robed fellow in the black dunce cap broke up the deCamp-Ieiber sword
duel, George Scithers called the Twenty-First World Science Fiction Convention to
order. The program was on time.

George admitted he was the chairman, and pointed out several of the committee
members, no doubt for blame-sharing purposes in case anything should go wrong. Then,
without further ceremony, he introduced James Blish, the first official speaker of
the convention.

Jim compared British book reviewers with American book reviewers, and the Ameri-
cans came in second best. Jim's speech progressed to the point where he was describ-
ing the extinction of the few remaining good science fiction book reviewers in the
United States, and suddenly a catastrophe struck the program. Perhaps the thought
of extinct reviewers made him ill, or perhaps Jim decided a graphic example of a re-
viewer becoming extinct would add to his speech. Whatever the reason, Jim turned
pale and had to leave the platform without finishing.

For the first time in the memory of fankind, a convention program was ahead of
schedule.

Bob Silververg and Ed Emshwiller were scheduled next. Unfortunately Emsh had
expected to be required at a later time and apparently hadn't cared whether book re-
viewers became extinct or not, so he was not present to uphold the artists' end of
the conversation.

If I had been the chairman at that time, I would have called a recess and gone
off to cry until Emsh was found. George Scithers failed to ask my advice, however,
and immediately took the opportunity to show off his ability to turn a setback into
an advantage. First he asked Fritz leiber to take Emsh's place in the discussion.
Fritz also failed to ask my advice; he accepted. Then, while Silverberg and lLeiber
carried on the program, George rounded up Emsh and ended up with a three-cornered
discussion on the program instead of the original two.

The discussion was a lot of fun, consisting primarily of anecdotes about things
that went wrong, such as cover stories being printed in the wrong magazines, or being
printed in the wrong issues of the right magazines. Bob described a competition that
went on between artists and writers, with the artists trying to paint situations too
impossible to explain and the authors trying to use the most improbable explanations.
Randy Garrett was admired for once having gone to the point of explaining the cover
artist's signature.

The author-artist discussion finished with the program still well ahead of
schedule and the convention committee still neglecting to seek wmy advice. But even
George Scithers knew better than to try to find Ted Cogswell ahead of schedule,
so he reached into his magic hat and pulled out Ketherine Mclean and Lester del Rey
who were to give impromptu speeches on whatever they wanted to talk about.

Katherine took up the subject of Utopias. In the 1930's, she said, people were
looking forward to a mechanized utopia filled with pushbuttons. By the 1940's they
were getting some of their pushbuttons and it began to look like there wasn't going
to be any place for people, so they turned to the idea of a large, centralized gov-
ernment to run their utopia. Since the 1950's, however, a decentralized government
has been looking better to utopia planners. Katherine summarized her talk with the
warning, "Consider carefully what you want because, by God, you're going to get it!"

lester del Rey took over then and talked about conformists. He decided a con-
formist agrees with himself whereas a healthy person argues with himself. He went
on to complain that science fiction had ceased to argue with itself -- that science
fiction was no longer a splinter group but had merged with mainstream literature.

He ended up not caring what kind of utopia we aimed at, just so science fiction be-
came a splinter group again.

By this time Ted Cogswell was ready and the program was back on schedule. Ted
had with him Gordon Dickson, Jim Blish (looking healthy again -- perhaps lester's
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talk had made Jim argue with himself), Fritz leiber, and L. Sprague de Camp (the
latter two apparently were friends again). Ted explained why he had all the help;
he had a three hour spot to fill and he cnly had two hours and fifty minutes of his
own material.

Actually he had only thirty minutes to fill, and he filled it by having each of
the authors read something of their own works (except Fritz, who recited from mem-
ory). The pieces were all short and poetic in content if not in form. None of them
were the type of thing I enjoy -- not a pratfall or a pie-in-the-face in the lot --
but the idea of the authors seriously reading their personal brain-children appealed
to me, and I enjoyed it for that.

After the other authors left the platform, Jim Blish remained and finished his
interrupted speech. He described how British reviewers of science fiction books
work at their jobs much more painstakingly than American reviewers. He suggested
that if American reviewers did not improve, prozine letter columns should be re-
vived. He intended, I am sure, that the letter columns provide authors with useful
reader comments rather than that they be a method of destructive retaliation against
editors who publish poor reviews. Jim drew applause for a suggestion that John
Campbell start discussing fiction instead of editorials.

I felt better at this point because the program was now running twenty minutes
late, but the introduction of notables and the auction that followed the end of Jim's
speech were shortened sc that the Larry Ivie and Dick Lupoff talk on artwork in pro-
zines and comic hooks was disgustingly close to being on schedule.

Ivie and Lupoff were equipped with color slides as visual aids to their talk.
Larry was careful not to mention Virgil Finlay's name while spending a good portion
of his time despising the artist. Larry did mention Calvin Demmon quite often,
though. Calvin Demamon has nothing to do with science fiction artwork, but, so larry
claimed, Calvir Demmon was paying 10¢ for each wention of his name. (By the way,
that will be 30£, Calvin Dewmon -- oops, I mean 40{.)

I wasn't prepared to be interested in comic book art, but Dick Lupoff is a
sneaky speaker. I ended up regarding his part of the program as one of my favorite
sessions. At the end, Dick denounced readers who took comic books too seriously as
being sick, and wanted no blame for the growth of comic book fandom. When one comic
book fan in the audience reminded Dick that the arguments against taking comic books
seriously were essentially the same as those used by critics against taking science
fiction seriously, Dick endeared himself to the rest of the audience by stating
flatly, "They're [fhose sf-critics are/ wrong."

VWilly Ley came next with fascinating information on man's effort to find out
what goes on at other planets. Willy seemed to think we are sending a machine out
to do a man's job, and that the science fiction pioneers had the best plan all along
-- send a man out to see.

Saturday night was the costume ball, which I didn't attend, so if you didn't
see it yourself that's your hard luck.

Sunday afternoon Dick Lupoff was back on the platform introducing us to ASTRO
BOY, a TV cartoon character made in Japan. Astro Boy was really awful, and kind of
fun. Two other movies were also shown; an experimental thing by Bhob Stewart, in
which the genius himself appears with his foot behind his ear, and a Dantes Inferno
scene from some picture I hope I never have to see.

L. Sprague de Camp followed with a report on a visit he made to Lady Dunsany,
Lord Dunsany's widow. He did a very good job of recounting, and I was satisfactorily
entertained despite my lack of interest in lLord Dunsany's stories.

The major event of the day was the banquet, which was scheduled for two
o'clock. T was early for it, having learned that George Scithers meant every minute
of what the program booklet said. Ruth Rerman started a SAPS table right in front
of the speakers' table, so that's where I settled. We shooed away a few non-SAPS,
but after a while we relented, particularly when Mr. and Mrs. John Campbell sat
down. Bruce Pelz was there to make it an official SAPS table, however, and Dian

Girard and Ed Meskys made us five SAPS out of ten seated. I suppose it was really
a half-SAPS table.
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Isaac Asimov was toastmaster, and he introduced Murray lLeinster, the Guest of
Honor, like an o0ld enemy, with the stress on the word, "old." Isaac was quite delib-
erate in pointing out how long Murray had been writing science fiction. As for
Isaac's own age, well, as I recall he put it as being in, "the latter days of youth."
After Murray's speech, which consisted of a kind of scrapbook of miscellaneous notes,
observations and jokes, Isaac presented the Hugo awards.

That was a scene to witness. Isaac built his whole presentation around the fact
that, though he had been the presenter of Hugo awards many times, he had never been a
presentee. It wes not that he was jealous, you must understand, but he did mention
how it would gladden his heart in these latter days of his youth if only the award
winners would trip and break their lucky necks on their way up to the podium. He
presented Hugos to Phillip K. Dick for, "The Man in the High Castle," to Jack Vance
for, "The Dragon Masters," to Roy Krenkel for artwork, to Avram Davidson for Magazine
of Fantasy and Science Fiction, and to Dick Lupoff for Xero, and he did so with
hilarious lack of grace. He then went on to present the committee awards, one of
which went to P. Schuyler Miller for excellent reviewing. The other went to... went
to... Well, what could dear old Isaac Asimov say? He just sat down with his first
Hugo and blushed. He didn't even have the presence of mind to trip and break his
neck.

Later on in the afternoon, L. Sprague de Camp, Isaac Asimov, Leigh Brackett,
Willy ley, Ed Emshwiller, and Fritz Leiber put together their opinions on what an
intelligent BEM ought to look like. You wouldn't believe the problems they ran into.
Leigh thought an intelligent BEM should at least be functional, which the Hollywood
types were not. Willy and Sprague were forever being accused by the other panel
members of being too logical when they argued against the plausibility of certain
life forms. There was an argument on kinds of intelligence. Everyone agreed with
Fritz leiber when Fritz asserted an intelligent form must be beautiful, but then
they couldn't agree on what constituted beauty. It wasn't long before the audience
was butting in to the arguement. If lester del Rey didn't think science fiction
argued with itself, he must have changed his mind during that panel.

The next event was Seabury Quinn. He looked as fragile as an ancient scroll,
and he had to be helped to the microphone. His speech was short and included a
description of two stories. Life the previous day's session where Ted Cogswell and
his crew read poetry to us, it wasn't the content of the speech I enjoyed so much as
the fact of it.

After a break there came the business meeting. Forry Ackerman presented the

E. Everett Evans Big Heart Award to James V. Taurasi for chronicling the history of
science fiction in Science Fiction Times. Sam Moskowitz presented the First Fandom
Award to Doc Smith, and everybody stcod up and applauded Doc speechless. Doc has
this effect on science ficticn fans. Janie Lamb was next, presenting a $20 check
from the N3F to TAFF, thereby giving Ron Ellik the opportunity to put in a commercial
for TAFF. Howard Devore presented the Hugo Committee report and suggestions, which
were accepted by vote, and put in a plea for technical help. Anyone who knows any-
thing about a "Lost Wax" process for making castings (I think that's what he said)
wight write to Howard Devore, L4705 Weddel Street, Dearborn Heights, Michigan and
gloat about it. Steve Schultheis presented his compilation and clarification of
convention rules, and these were accepted. At least the next convention will be able
to tell what rules they are breaking. The next convention, by the way, was given to
the San Francisco-Berkeley-Oakland-Burlingame-with-help-from-Los-Angeles-and-other-
areas crew, with no struggle at all. Fandom is just a goddamn Co-op these days.
J. Ben Stark bravely accepted. The next convention, known as PACIFICON II, will
take place September 4, 5, 6 & 7, 1964 at the Leamington Hotel (Franklin and 19th
Streets, Oskland, California), with fees as usual ($1 overseas, $2 non-attendees,
$3 attendees, make checks payable to Bill Donaho, mail to PACIFICON II, P. O. Box
261, Fairmont Station, El Cerrito, California).

You know, I think it takes longer to tell about that business session than it
took to hold it.
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The editors' panel consisted of Cele Goldsmith, Fred Pohl, A. J. Budrys, and
John Campbell. They presented various arguements as to why writers should send
stories to their particular publications first, with A. J. Budrys winning the com-
petition in a hurry. A. J. works for $PLAYBOY$ now. All the editors insisted they
did not want stories slanted to their publications. They all want to get out of the
various ruts they are in, which they can't if authors insist on sending in only
those types of stories they know from experience will sell. Well, that isn't quite
how they put it, but I think that was the general idea. John Campbell told us the
last genuine breakthrough in science fiction was Doc Smith's Skylark story. The
rest of the panel was taken up with an audience participation free-for-all about
breakthroughs in science fiction.

The last panel of the evening was made up of Juanita Coulson, Ted White, and
Don and Maggie Thompson explaining how to put art on stencil. Their job was com-
plicated by organized yells from some sort of fraternity convention next door, but
they did admirably, concluding with an on-the-spot demonstration by Juanita that
lasted until I don't know what time.

Monday noon the convention started out fresh again -- as fresh as it could
considering it was the finai day of the convention. Alan Howard, L. Sprague de Camp,
Sem Moskowitz, and Dick Lupoff talked a lot about Edgar Rice Burroughs. Dick Lupoff
reported on some unpublished Burroughs manuscripts that will soon see print. The
panel was accompanied by fraternity yells from next door -- I wondered if the fra-
ternity had stayed up all night to save on room rent, or whether they were playing
back recordings made the night before.

The next panel was frought with fascinating insights into the secret home lives
of editors, authors and artists. Ted Cogswell had induced, by means only an Isaac
Asimov would care to speculate on, the wives of Fred Pohl, Bob Silverberg, A. J.
Budrys, and Ed Bmshwiller to tell all. After all this inducing, however, Cogswell
didn't show up, so George Scithers had to moderate (if that's the word) the panel.
It seems that authors are messy, editors are worse, and artists are indescribable.

There was a small delay at the beginning of the next event while Forry Ackerman
presented another award. The award was presented to Ted Sturgeon, but since Ted was
not attending the convention, the trophy was given to Hal Clement for delivery to
Ted. I believe Forry called it a "SPOF" award, but that doesn't tell me a thing.
Hal seemed suspicious of it, and would only state that, since he was used to working
with classified information, he knew when to stop talking. Very mysterious.

Hal and P. Schuyler Miller then had a discussion of science fiction as a mental
exercise. I'm not certain they ever made up their minds, but they had a2 mental
exercise discussing it at least.

George Scithers called all the current and ex- convention committee members up
to the platform after Hal and Sky were done, and I'll tell you I was a little
apprehensive about it. I wondered if they were going to put us executive types out
of our misery with the old blindfold and firing squad trick, but when I saw we were
outnumbering the audience, I felt better about it. Actually it turned out to be a
kind of gavel presentation ceremony where the new convention committee could see the
ruins of once-vital fans who had served on committees in the past.

The final programmed item of the convention was skit, and such a skit it was.
The cast included Judy Merril, Randy Garrett, Fritz Leiber, Gordon Dickson, H. Beam
Piper, Katherine McClean, and Don Studebaker. The script writers were not mentioned
and it is possible the cast was making up the story as the play was presented, but
it was great fun. And it was a fine finalle. Background music was provided by
Sandy Cutrell.

As for statistics about the convention, there were approximately 800 registered
end around 600 attendees. UL2 fans were at the banquet. I don't know how many fans
J. Ben Stark signed up for the next convention, but I seem to remember Don Ford having
membership number 222.

Now of course I realize you will someday be able to find out all about the pro-
gram I have just described in more accurate detail from the proceedings which the

DisCon will publish, but you're insane if you think I'll tell what went on at the
parties.
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TOHSE WESSEZX M YO'"R R F5S DANCERS

by John Berry

The Wessex Morris Dancers were scheduled to perform publicly at 7:45 PM,
23rd July 1963, on the sea front at LymerRegis, Dorset, England. Save that the
participants were men, I knew nothing of the ritual, but with the thought that it
might make good copy for my CRY column, Idduly expressed to my family a natural
desire to further my aesthetic education by taking up a position of observation
at the time and dated stated.

It was raining, as only was to be expected, but theuunflagging (no, that®s
the wrong word, as you'll read later) zeal of this most accomplished troupe more
than made up for the inclement weather--an interesting fact, this weather problem,
because for the last week, until 7:45 PM on 23rd July 1963 it had been the hottest
and dryest weather for years, and the leading Wessex Morris Dancer attested to
the fact that a by-product of their dancing was an assurance that by tradition
they would bring good weather.

When the sarcastic cheering had died down, he presented his artistes. Six
dancers and two men armed with fiddle and accordion (I hesitate to call them
'musicians').

The dancers' dress was worthy of note.

They wore cricket trousers (a sort of creamy white), white shirts and straw
hats. Around the knees and down to the ankles they wore brown gaiters to which
were attached numerous small bells. There were also bells attached to various
other parts of their persons, but myiinterest was directed more to the intricacies
of their dancing thantto less important items of apparel.

The chief Morris Dancer took the whole thing damn seriously. His minions
were out foraa laugh and a bit of a titter, but he was most sincere, especially
with his potted histories of the origins of the various dances, and with the
announcement that an upturned straw hat would be shortly circulating amongst us,
wherein we could show our abundant appreciation.

The first dance was once I thought the dancers weren't tookkeen about, and
no wonder.

Each dancer picked up a massive wooden staff, and held it in his right hand...
each left hand delicately poised on the waist, in the accepted position of
effeminacy.

The accordion and fiddle agonisingly ploughed into life, and the Morris Dancers
tottered about to the quite undecipherable basic rhytim, presuming there was
one. After some preliminary skirmishing, theyaattacked each other with the
staffs, beating out a tattoo which was ragged but persistent. It seemed a point
of honour to hold the staff with both hands only about nine inches apart, and it
was this small space which was to be resoundingly struck. One neo dancer
received several cracks on his fingers and it was only a severe frown from the
chief which stopped his obviously keen decision to bring his staff down sharply
on his partner's head, and then vamoose with speed.

With clouds of steam and pantings of breath, they eventually cast the staffs
from them, and the chief then gave us the thrilling news that but for the judicious
research by a certain Cecil Twang in 1905, we wouldn't otherwise have the pleasure
of witnessing the following gem in their repertoire.

The dancers, with a flourish, each whipped out two white handkerchiefs. One
was held in each hand by the tip, both hands were raised above the head, and
waved, like a man with a stutter sending semaphore. At the same time, the artistes
commenced a circular jog-trot, knees raised in rather a sprightly fashion, head
held back, each visage bearing a look of profound pride and sense of achievement;
whether it was theirs or Cecil Twang's I never did find out.

We left, after dropping a couple of low denomination coins into the urgently

thrust-forward straw hat.....
Fedededek SRNk Ehfkd
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It was still raining half an hour later....the Wessex Morris Dancers Fair
Weather spell not having as yet asserted itself.

We had left them, and chosen the sanctuary of a rain-shélter half a mile
away, and contented ourselves with the harmless pastime of watching innocent
holiday-makers eagerly wending their way towards the Dancing Cisplay, their eyes
alight with the thought of pleasures they were missing, and which pouring rain
threatened to prohibit.

Our attention was diverted (at least, mine was) to a lovely girl in a bikini
who was trying hand to make up her mind whether or not to enter the brine, which
was relatively calm but exceeding pock-marked. She was only a few yards away,
and Ivwas willing her to tarry a while, and then, in my semi-hypnotic state, I
somehow thought I was back in Germany again, on a hillside where sheep, with bells
tied round their necks, were bent on making their nightly tryst with the shepherd...
and then I was roughly jolted to reality.

The Wessex Morris Dancers, on the prowl, had spotted us, and realizing that
we formed the nucleus of a crowd, immediately swung into handkerchief-waving
action at our feet.

By this time, sweat was dripping down their faces, allied with rain, forming
a sort of 'Niagara' fresco down their faces.

We sidled furtively away.....

fedededede feRdedkss fededkd

We were fated to meet them just once more.

An hour had passed, during which time we'd supped somewhat austerely on chips
and lemonade.

It was dark, almost 10:30 PM. We crossed the promenade, and blessed if we
didn't come across them again. But this time there was something almost ethereal
about them, damn near eerie.

The high wall of the prom turned at right angles, and above the apex was a
bright fluorescent light, shining downwards. Just at this spot, and it was
completely deserted, the gallant Wessex Morris Dancers were giving a final
exhibition.

Gone was their jaunty air, the previous exuberance which had coloured their
previous performances. Now they were exhausted and soaking wet....the knees could
scarcely lift sufficiently to bring the bells into action, their heads were bent
downwards, and the handkerchief-waving reminded me somehow of the crew of a life-
boat signalling for succour after a couple of months adrift in the Sargossa Sea.
They seemed almost like marionettes controlled by a manipulator suffering from
pending arthritis,

True, their faces lit up when they spotted us approaching, and with a rare
burst of activity, one dancer detached himself from the group, whipped off his
hat and raced towards us. Maybe, as he neared us, he recognised us as having
previously donated to the cause, for a shaft of disappointment flickered across
his wet face--his sunkern eyes dimmed like a cigarette burn on a corporation omhibus
seat as we confirmed that we'd already subscribed.

I wished I'd given him more lucre as he staggered towards his cohorts--some-
thing pessimistic seemed to pass telepathicly from him to them, and they just sort
of petered out--I couldn't stop to see their final agony as they returned towards
Hessex, from when they presumably came.

But they had the last laugh.......it's still pouring with rain.

John Berry
1963



Hwyl by Elinor Busby

This is the last time~that Buz and I are going to mention Wally Weber's
candidacy for TAFF. Buz might say something in SAPS--I don't know--I really don't
remember SAPS publication dates anymore. But as far as CRY is concerned--this
is it, gang. The hour of decision. The day of doom. If you haven't voted in TAFF
yet, now's your chance t6 vote for Wally Weber. We are even enclosing TAFF ballots
for the purpose, although you will note that we played fair and did not fill in
the name of the candidate for you to vote for. It is physically possible to use
these ballots to vote for any of the candidates. But we trust you. Ve know that
you will use these ballots (if you have not already voted) to vote for Our Hero,
yours and mine, WALLY VWEBER.

But we must admit that all the candidates are good ones. Whoever wins, we
wish them the best of luck and happiness on their British trip.

I know it's sort of cheating to grab subjects out of the lettercol to talk
about, but you'll forgive me this time, won't you? Warren deBra asks why conven-
tions are held on Labor Day weekend, and whether this doesn't inconvenience fans
with children.

Conventions are held on Labor Day for two reasons: In the first place, it's
always advantageous to have a holiday in one's vacation time--it extends it by a
day. More important, for some mysterious reason (probably the fact that parents
are getting their kids ready for school) Labor Day weekend is about the deadest
time of the year in the hotel business. When we were first approaching the hotels
about the Seacon we discovered what a terrific advantage this gives science fiction
conventions in negotiation., We'd go in and see the manager, and we'd talk about
our science fiction convention, and we'd unveil to them the fact that the regis-
tration fee would be $3, rather than the $35 or so for a sales type convention,
and that consequently we wouldn't have large sums to deal with and couldn't pay
much (if anything)for our convention hall and meeting rooms. The manager wouldn't
be very enthusiastic about this--until we mentioned the magic words: '"Labor Day
weekend." Believe me, Warren, it made all the difference.

The difference is less needed now than it was ten years ago, and I expect it
to be needed less and less in the future. Once upon a time, hotels even after
they had accepted science fiction conventions had very poor relations with them.
Buz remembers how at Portland in 1950 the Multnomah Hotel broke up fan parties
in the middle of the afternoon even--and Buz was on the wagon at the time and hadn't
thought the parties noisy. And Jim Webbert remembers how, after the convention in
San Francisco in '54, he left the hotel to buy cigarrettes and was not allowed
back in, and when Evelyn Gold protested the manager was rude to her. These things
happened. I think I'm right in saying that Cleveland, in 1955, was the first
convention to have really good relations with the hotel. The Hotel Manger liked
the convention and treated it warmly, and the fans were in ecstacies. In '56
and '57, relations were at best, I believe, indifferent. I wasn't there, of course.
In 1958, the Hotel Alexandria not only liked the Southgate convention while it was
being held, but remembered it so tenderly that they sent Anna Moffatt a Valentine
several months later! (I guess it might have been Anna Moffatt that they remem-
bered tenderly.)

Since 1958, so far as I know, conventions have had uniformly good relations
with hotels. The Hotel Leamington, in Oakland, having hosted one Westercon was
eager to host another, and was then delighted to get the Worldcon for '64. The
Hyatt House, in Seattle, was very eager for the Hyatt House in San Francisco to
get last year's Westercon, and that Hyatt House would have liked next year's

Worldcon (but its convention facilities would have been too tight a squeeze).
Since 1958, so far as I know, every hotel which has hosted a science fiction

convention has wanted it back for itself or another hotel in its chain. I think
that word is getting around:that science fiction fans are hot a bunch of freaks
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who hang from the ceiling and drip green indelibly all over the hotel's upholstery
and cappeting. More than almost anything else, hotels fear the destruction of
hotel property and damage to hotel decor. But it's now become apparent to both
hotels and fans that when fans get together they can find plenty to talk about and
plenty to do without committing acts of vandalism. Fans don't need to walk the
walls and swing from the chandeliers to stimulate their conversations.

What do fans with children do? I don't know. I think that fans with children
are a relatively small proportion of convention-goers, and I think this is true
for two reasons: First, children are expensive, and most people with children
can't afford to go to conventions. While young fans:umay go on a shoestring,and
sleep six or eight in a room, married couples can't quite do this. Nor are they
apt to walk all over town looking for a 13¢ hamburger. A convention can quite
easily cost a married couple from five to seven hundred dollars. If little Suzy
is having her teeth straightened, this money may just not be available.

Second, fans with children tend to be much less obsessively interested in
fandom, and just as it would cost them much more to attend a convention so, in
other ways than financially, it costs them much less to stay away.

As years go by the average age of the science fiction fan'is increasing, and
I guess that the proportion of fans-with-children is increasing too. Probably
the proportion of convention-going fans with children is steadily increasing. And
as the conventions are winning more and more whole-heartedlacceptance from the
hotels, the Labor Day weekend date becomes less and less essential. So the date
might be changed. But I doubt very much that it ever will be. Fans are passion-
ately fond of all their fannish customs, and the holding of the worldcon on Labor
Day weekend is one of the most deeply rooted of all fannish customs,

Conventiongoing fans with children often take the kids to the convention with
them. The kids like the conventions too, and I think it's nice for them to have
one last blast before school sets in.

--Elinor
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1/29/63
Chelsea, Maine
To: Darrell John Slinger

Jose, New Mexico
Dear Dee-Jay,

Remember the Deroes? And those caverns?

Well, you'll never guess what Shaver is up to now... He's selling rocks!
Rocks which he claims are "pre-diluvian artifacts." He further claims that there
are pictures and literary records embedded in these rocks. Why don't you stake
your claim on some rocks like that? I know I am!

I don't know the whole story first-hand, what I do know was passed on to me
by someone else. I hear Shaver is really going at this thing in a big way and that
there are mail-order brochures and ads to be had from him for the asking. So why
don't you send off for same? I have. It should be worth a thousand yaks! Maybe
I'1l run the ad in my fanzine STFables.

Then too, when we get the details on how to run this rock racket, maybe we
can cash in on it ourselves. I've got everyohénf know on the lookout for rgfKg
Pre-Diluvian Artifacts, I mean. Take my advice, get your spade out and go rock
hunting! What have you got to lose, except your mind?

Sincerely,
Chet
2/2/63
Jose, New Mexico
To: Chester Davis

Chelsea, Maine
Dear Chet,

The world is full of nuts. They parade for me daily up and down the streets.
And at night the tv tube offers up its phantom distillation of the very essence
of mankind--alas, nuts, every last one of them.

Small world, T was going to write you about this latest Shaver Scheme. I'd
already gotten a brochure.

...and do you know what? He's not even selling the rocks themselves. He's
selling photos of rocks! In glossy black and white prints or in color slides, yet!
As I understand his pitch, you have to look at the picture in a certain way (and,
of course, there's the usual proviso about not everybody being able to see them),
and then you see pictures of prehistoric cuties--(he's playing the sensual angle
pretty big in his come-on brochure; but, come to think of it, it's not too sensual
since he describes these Civilization®s Dawn Babes as being covered with fins and
gills...ugh! this has something to do with their being able to live under water).
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