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PAGE THREE

This is CRY #174, June 1964, edited and published by Wally Weber and by
F M & Elinor Busby, from Box 92, 507 3rd Ave, Seattle 98104 Washington, and
printed by the Cone Company of Seattle

It is also, so far as we know at this time, the final issue of CRY. The
Boeing Aircraft Company's little man with the dart board in the Personnel
Office has transferred Wally to Huntsville, Alabama. We've talked it over a lot
but there seems to be no feasible way to continue with CRY at that distance.
There have been kindly and appreciated offers of help, but it simply will not
march, my friends. So, not with a whimper but with a startled yelp, CRY ends.

First, though, we have these Contents for you:

Cover by Wally Weber; 1logo Multigraphed by Jerry Frahm page 1
Page Three Buz 3
An Open Letter From Ella Parker well, yes: by ELLA 4
CRY Abroad Wally Weber 6
Hwyl Elinor Busby 8
The Cruel Mud John Berry 11
With Keen Blue Eyes and a Bicycle F M Busby 15
CRY of the Readers conducted by Wally Weber 16-34

These people cut this many stencils each: Wally 22, Elinor 9, Buz 2

Debriefing session: Wally intends to complete his full-dress TAFF Trip
Report [to be published for the benefit of TAFF as well as that of the reader]
in the next month or so. Mail sent to Box 267 (and probably Box 92 as well),
507 3rd Ave, Seattle 98104, will be forwarded to him when he gets settled in
Huntsville. Maybe with luck he can find Es Adams and return him to fandom.

It is going to take some digging into the back pocket to return all the
outstanding sub-moneys; quite a bit of that loot is tied up in unsold back-
issues, so naturally we will try to pay off in these insofar as possible to
those subscribers who are agreeable and don't already have everything we could
sénd them. We may also enrich your collection with a copy of the fabulous
THE GOON GOES WEST by ace CRY-contributor John Berry, if you're missing this:
nearly 180pp of Berry imagery, ATomilloes, with maps and photosheets added to
the version that appeared serially in CRY in 1959-60.

Obviously not everyone can or need be paid off in back-issues, and I don't
mean to imply that paying off in ¢a$h will send any of us to the poorhouse or
like that: if you would definitely prefer money, a postcard to 2852 1lu4th Ave W,
Seattle 98119, will arrange it. The same address is the best place to cite your
preference for specific back-issues or numerical (or time-period) areas of same,
also-- with some of you, we're not sure what you already have and what you don't.
[rich brown, as an old and valued supporter, write fast; we have the back-issues
out where we can find them now, and you do deserve first whack at the scarcities]

One thing: 1959 and 1960 issues are in very short supply, being only a few
miscellaneous copies: the normal "remainders" stack for those years is at the
moment (like, for about a year now) completely mislaid around here someplace.

Brand-new subscribers can expect a fast stack of recent back-issues unless
we hear from them almost immediately; they may also place further orders, natch.
There are still some stacks of 1958-and-earlier copies at Tosk's place, I think.

Well, I certainly never expected to be writing a page like this. Certainly
we knew that CRY would have to end someday, but we never expected it to be by
the act of some anonymous Personnel clerk at Boeing's. Just goes to show...

ATom for TAFF ... Support PacificonII & we'll see you there ... London in 1965

...and thanks, folks, and that's all he wrote. =-- Buz,
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AN OPEN LETTER TO Cy R, from Ella Parker
Dateline: London, March 31st, '64

I know you'll be interested in the manner of Wally's reception over here,
and who better to tell you than the person who planned it?

To begin with, I had taken the day off from the office in order to be here.
He didn't have the keys, and it was pouring with rain. I got up at 7.15 am and
didn't hear from him until he called me on the phone at about 7 pm. He had
assumed I was at work. This made a good start. I don't know what kind of a wel-
come you expected me to give me; I know what he was expecting and he wasn't far
wrong. He even tried to enroll Fred on his side, but Fred reminded him that he
had to live here after he (Wally) had gone back home.

Wally had his ticket for Ireland and was due to leave here on Friday morning.
Before he arrived I had told my gang that in all probability Wally would be at the
next Friday night meeting. I implored(?) him not to let me/them down and try for
a booking on Saturday. The only one he could get was for Sunday morning and he
accepted that. I felt a btt badly about stealing one of his days in Ireland frcm
him, but it wasn't for my own benefit, honest. Anyway, he didn't seem to mind too
much, but the trouble with Wally is that he's so damn easy-going you can't tell
if he really minds something, or not.

I could see he was tired so I let hmm go to bed pretty early, 11.30 pm,
Thursday night. Friday he was supposed to meet me for lunch at 12,40, but for
some reason he thought he was to meet me at 11.40 so we missed each other. You
won't believe where I found him hiding when I got home that night? Under the sink
in the kitchen! I had just about made myself a cup of tea when the first of the
gang arrived: George Locke. From then on they came in a steady procession and
Wally made a point of being introduced to them as they walked in. I'm still
wondering how many names/faces he can remember. He and ATom got together for a
while there; I got a couple of good shots of them together, I hope. Earlier some-
thing had been said about him holding a meeting of the Nameless Cnes for my
especial benefit. I reminded him of his promise so he held it there and then. I
think I'll leave it to Wally to report on the proceedings when he sees you.

It was wonderful here on Saturday. Fred was at work and I was doing some of
my household chores, like cooking the mid-day meal and doing my weekly wash. While
I was working, Wally was following me round the place and we talked up a storm. I
‘kept feeling that he might be happier going out and about; after all, he was on
holiday, but every time I mentioned his going out he didn't seem too keen, so I
let it drop. We let him watch English wrestling on our TV, but I don't imagine he
thought a lot of it; they weren't hammy enough to suit him.

As he had to be up real early Sunday night I let him get to his bed fairly
~early Saturday night. We had sat talking until 1.45 am Friday night. He left here
in good time to get his plane to Ireland.

Obviously, I am unable to give you a first-hand account of his activities in
Northern Ireland, but I do know, from what Madeleine told me, that she is preparecd
to give him a good reference if he should ever go looking for a job as dishdrier.
This has definitely encouraged me to try him in this capacity on his return here
later in the month.

Wally returned here with Walt and Madeleine Willis on the evening of March
26th. Ethel Lindsay was here too; she was also staying the night in readiness for
travelling to the convention next day. During the evening we had visits from:
ATom, Ian McAulay and his wife, Olivia, Joe and Anne Patrizio, Ted Forsyth, Ted
Tubb and Bill Temple. The first of our evening callers arriver while we were
still at the dinner table which gave WAW the opportunity to boast of his prowess
at cooking frozen peas. With the dishes cleared away, the volume of talk mounted.
Wally and his eamera were ubiquitous, but as yet I don't have a clue how the
pictures turned out. He in his turn was well and truly photographed. 0ddly enough
we didn't stay up very late; we were all in cur various beds by midnight.



Good Friday morning saw us all queueing in turn for the use of the bathroom.
There was much folding of blankets and clearing up after which we had time for a
leisurely breakfast. Last minute panic as we shut and locked our bags; Madeleine
had mislaid her hairbrush, This found, we locked the doors and were away to the
Easter Convention....but no! Madeleine had left her coat behind. We had the
1lift by this time, so, yelling to the others to press the white button so we
wouldn't lose it, we dashed back to unlock and get the coat. Now we were off? Yes,

We arrived at the station to find most of the London crowd alrcgdy there.
ATom, who wasn't coming down until the following day, had brought his young daugh-
ter along to wave us goodbye. We had, most of us, taken the precaution of booking
seats so did the trip in comfort. There were flash bulbs popping off at inter-
vals and there was much chaffing of Wally for various recasons; mostly just because
it was Wally, if you get my meaning. I don't know how he came to rate the
special attention, but Madeleine gave him a box of candies and Wally was just care-
less enough to open them there and then. We all took it in turn to point out to
him just which were our favourites in that particular selection which left him, if
I recall correctly, with about two for himself. I wouldn't want you to get the
idea we were picking on him, you understand, as he proved to be by no means
defenceless.

At the end of a riotous trip which was over quickly, we picked up our bags
and walked the short distance to the hotel. Having registered we went up to make
the rooms look 'lived in.' Ethel and I went with Wally to his room (make of that
what you will), in order (it says here) to see his heater was wroking properly.
Having made sure he knew how the various fixtures worked, we left him to unpack
and find us again if he could.

The main reason for this letter is not to spoil any report Wally may write
on his return (well, what's left of him will return), but to tell you some of the
things I know he won't tell you for himself. Both Ethel and myself stayed out
of his way as much as possible because we'll be seeing him on his trip back to
London, but this didn't stop us from keeping an unobtrusive eye on him. This
wasn't done from any idea of checking up on himj; mainly it was so we could know
where to find him come time to eat. Left to himself he would have gone without.

At mealtimes the conversation would go something like this. Me/Ethel: "Wally,
have you had lunch/dinner?" Wally: "Good grief! 1Is it time to eat already?"
or "I'm having such a good time, I think I'1ll leave it for a while." or "But,
there's so much going on, I don't have time to eat." If he has lost weight by the
time he gets back home, it's entirely his own fault.

I can tell you that Wally enjoyed an enormous personal success. I would
stress the 'personal' as distinct from the success he enjoyed as the 'Official
TAFF Representative.' Every time I saw him he was surrounded by a bunch of young
fen who I myself didn't know, not having met them before. I never once saw him
walking or standing around on his own with no-one to talk to or nothing to do. I
have no idea what time he went to bed at night, or even if he went to bed at all.
He looked in on our room party a couple of times, but mestly he was with those he
hadn't met before and wouldn't be meeting again. Just before our GoH was due to
speak on Saturday night, Wally was asked to say a few words. In all the BritCon-
ventions I have attened at which there has been a TAFFman from the States, Ihave
never heard them receive the spontaneous reception accorded to Wally. Fhey cheered
him up to the microphone and yelled for more when he had finished speaking. ~He
was a model of what a TAFFman should be, and he was enjoying himself,

Those of us who know and love(?) Wally are delighted at his success. I did
have to come back at him a couple of times to bring him back to earth. For in-
stance: Ethel and I took him to dinner one evening and he mentioned that he hadn't
been allowed to pay one bill for himself. Instead of congratulating him on his
popularity I jumped on his neck for going around Peterborough bilking the restaur-
ants. I must admit it wasn't at all often that he let his guard down to that extent.

We haved loved having him, he's had a ball, I think, and everyone who has
spent time in his company is agreed that the right person won TAFF this time.



CRY Af% ROAD
a TAFF report synopsis by Wally Weber

Hang on readers; we're about to do a four week tour in two pages.

The non-stop flight from Seattle to London (or from March 18, 1964 to March
19, 1964, if you want to look at it from the fourth dimension) was pleasant and
quick. London's Heathrow Airport looked freshly built for the occasion and, like
most of the new construction I was to find in England, looked like any newly buili
fantastically expensive Stateside building. Realizing that Ella Parker would be
at work on Thursday until late afternoon, I loitered for some time at the airport,
then spent the rest of the day sightseeing in London. Around 7 o'clock I finally
called Ella and was informed, as only Ella can inform, that she had skipped work
that day to be on hand when I arrived.

To rectify this, the first mistake I've ever made in my whole life, I
arranged to meet her for lunch on Friday. I shrewdly arrived an hour early and,
discovering she was not there, naturally assumed I had been too late. At least I
was spacing my blunders one day apart.

Friday night I witnessed one of Ella's weekly fan gatherings. She has the
fans trained for neatness. For example, when Langdon Jones saw tea about to be
spilled, he immediately threw himself under the falling drops to protect Ella's
rug. Fans visiting Ella seem to have a fierce desire to survive.

In the interests of surviving, I tried to leave for Ireland on Saturday,
March 21st, but the flights were all booked. I ended up taking a flight that
left so early on Sunday morning that Ella had to go without sleep all night to
be sure to get me up in time for it. You could tell, I was making life very
interesting for Ella.

Walt Willis and family met me at the airport near Belfast and immediately
took me on a tour of the major attractions of Northern Ireland including a quarter-
of-a-million-dollar wastebasket, the giant Potato Crisp industry, and the modern
M-1 super-highway.

After spending a few days with John Berry (exploring a castle, playing
billiards with coins, looking over space stamps, playing records, sightseeing,
and swilling Guiness because it is good for me), I returned to the Willis home.
There I got to see one of the world's most interesting paper hangers since Adoiph
Hitler, marvel over fannish artifacts in the attic, attend a gathering of those
famous Irish fans you've all read about (send now for my unexpurgated report),
and witness a suspenseful procedure for acquiring airplane tickets back to London.

Eventually Madeleine and I ran away to London together, but Walt followed us
after seeing his daughter safe in the hospital, and Thursday night, March 26
found Walt, Madeleine, Ethel Lindsay, Ella and myself trying to get some sleep in
preparation for the Peterborough convention which was to begin the next day.

Friday morning fans gathered at the train. Arthur Thomson pushed us on our
way, and soon we were checked in at the Bull Hotel in Peterborough.

The convention was about thrity fans too big for the meeting room, but they
fit quite well in the corridors. Ted Tubb, the Guest of Honor, attempted to sub-
due his untamed wit in honor of his dignified position, but much to my delight he
failed more times than he succeeded. Ethel went about as though she thought she
should be worrying about how the program was going (she seemed to be in charge of
it), but the programming was so light -- the way fans like -- that she finally
gave up trying to worry. Probably everything was an anti-climax to her anyway
after her disasterous attempt to interview James White earlier in the convention.

Ed Hamilton and Leigh Bracket were present, drawing considerable attention
away from the TAFF delegate, which I thought was pretty rotten of them. Ted
Forsyth divided his time between auctioneering and shooting flash pictures.

Ron Bennett lost his voice during the convention, a fate worse than death
for him. Aub Marks, Harry Nadler and Tom Holt drew cheers and much appreciation
from everyone for their well-done movies. They promised more such films for the
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London Viorldcon next year. The costume party was overcrowded, as were all the

major con events, but very enjoyable, also as were all the major con events. Tony
Walsh, the convention's able chairman, wore a spaceship costume so elaborate that
the judges, in the course of their duties, we confounded to learn at one point that
Tony had stepped out for a breath of air and they were judging an empty costume.
Being Chairman, he wouldn't have been eligible for a prize amyway.

The convention ended far too soon, and early Monday morning ("early" means
"before noon") I left with Terry, Val, Pauline and Sandra Jeeves. The trip to
Sheffield was an introduction to such interesting subjects as Soggy-approved
restaurants, lamb-herding, and expecting car trouble without actually having any.

After leaving a quote card in the menue of a Chinese restaurant in Sheffield
-- something about crottled greeps I believe (remind me to tell you about the
Liverpool Group and their quote-cards someday) -- we drove to the Jeeves' home
where I met Bonnie (dog-type) and eventually Kieth (boy-type). Bonnie stood up
to meeting the fabulous TAFF delegate quite well, but Kieth left for Europe the
next day.

Wednesday, April 1, Terry and his family were starting their vacation to
Southport, and they dropped me at Eric Bentcliffe's home near Manchester on their
way. In addition to such assets as his wife, Berle, and girl-child, Lindsay,
Eric has some great fannish tapes and much knowledge of British fandom. Yes, there
was much enjoyable listening to do at the Bentcliffe home -- a new and beautiful
home, too —-- and that night when I went to my room I found two of the many quote
cards that were following me around the country since the PeterCon; these said,
"PSNEER" and "STRANGER IN A STRANGE LAND."

Friday, April 3, Eric managed to overcome my natural talent for getting
lost, and I found the right train to Birmingham. From all the construction going
on, it looked like Birmingham was just being built. Since I still wasn't convinced
that my TAFF trip was real, the thought occurred that the trip really was a hoax
and T made the Birmingham set before the scenery had been finished.

Saturday, April lLi, a bus delivered me at Ken Cheslin's place in Stourbridge,
throwing Ken into his normal state of confusion. Ken had been elected BSFA
President at Peterborough, and the 1965 Easter convention was to be held in
Birmingham, so Ken was all covered with responsibility and duties. He shrugged
them off, however, and spent the next couple days showing me scenery, history,
fans, games, Archie Mercer, and a truely magnificent break in billiards. Tony
and Simone Walsh miraculously located us in the tavern during the billiards game,
and before the evening was over another ever-present quote card turned up, which
happened to have Norm Shorrock's address on the back. We all signed it, Tony
found a stamp small enough to fit on the tiny card, and promised to mail it.

Monday, April 6 I was in Liverpool to attend the Monday evening meeting of
the Liverpool Group. Thier clubroom is absolutely unbelievable, but then so is
the Liverpool Group. After a session of wine-tasting to get into the fannish
meeting mood, a moderately wild official meeting took place during which I was
appointed Seattle Chapter of the Liverpool Group. Little did we know then...

Tuesday, April 7th, I visited with Ron Bennett, who had his voice back and
no longer had to communicate with the quote cards, and in the evening we watched
a —— well, Ron called it football, but I don't know. Football game I mean.

Wednesday, April 8th, I had some weird notion of going to Ipswich, but I
didn't want to leave as early as the train did, so about ten o'clock at night
(about the time England rolls its streets up disappears until dawn) I was once
again calling Mother Parker to ask for shelter. '"Weeber, you've got a stinking
cold!" she said in her sweet way, and it was all arranged.

There followed a week in London doing indescribable things, like visiting
transient managers of Worldcon hotels, attending Friday night sessions at Ella's
and meetings of the Science Fiction Club of London, seeing American movies, and
buying Beatles records.

Cbviously the whole trip was a hoax, just as I suspected all along.




HWYL Elinor Busby

The last issue of CRY--it's hard to believe. Year after year CRY has lasted,
and seemed more durable with every year. How long has it been now? I guess about
fifteen years.

It's especially sad right now that this should be the last issue of CRY.

Terry Carr's article in F&SF brought us about 35 new readers. About half of these
were undoubtedly witty, intelligent and perceptive types who would have stayed
with us for a while, and of these six or eight would have become fine and vital
letterhacks. When just one newcomer, like Mae Strelkov for example, can spark

the lettercol, imagine what six or eight would have done!

Wally's TAFF report was to run first in CRY before being published in a book
version., Perhaps it would have done for CRY what '"The Goon Goes West' did, back
in the golden days when we (and I especially include John) were earning our Hugo.

Well, Boeing had other plans. By the time you read this Wally will be in
Alabama, and we shall be Wally-less. We thought about trying to continue CRY,
but we couldn't think of any good way to divide the work. It wouldn't have been
the same anyhow. If we must kill the thing we love, let it be with a sword.

Joe and Juanita Green and I have been to three movies lately. First we saw
"Tom Jones'--one of the most delightful movies I have ever seen. It was a
very cleverly, skillfully done movie, with cleverness to please rather than to
impress. Take for exampie the beginning: First one sees "Tom Jones" and then
Tom's origins are explained in a very quickly done sketch--Sguire Allworthy comes
home from London, is greeted by sister and servants, retires to room, finds infant
in his bed, presumed mother and father are named and sent away as he declares
that he will raise the boy himself, names Tom, and then the infant is shown
clasping a finger each of the Sguire and his sister. The whole thing only takes
a minute or two and is a sort of preface. Then the credits are given, and then
the movie proper starts, with Tom as a young man. Another example of pleasant
skillfulness is Tom and Sophia's courtship. No word is spoken, but a rapid
procession of scenes show Tom and Sophia romping, laughing, looking into one
another's eyes--in short, falling in love.

A review I read of this movie complained that it did not have the depth of
the novel, that in the novel Tom fought hard (albeit usually unsuccessfully) to
be true to Sophia, whereas in the movie he was generally willing. I couldn't
agree. It seemed to me implicit in the movie that Tom really was trying to be
true to Sophia. It's possible that I read into the movie what had been in the
novel--if so, the movie permitted me to do so.

The casting in this movie was heavenly, for the most part. Susannah York
was not at all Fielding's idea of Sophia, and as Sophia was modelled on his wife
his idea really should have been respected. But she was very attractive in her-
self, at any rate, I agree with NATIONAL REVIEW's reviewer in thinking that Hugh
Griffiths as Squire Western was a bit much., But the folk who played Lady
Bellaston, Partridge, Squire Allworthy,/ﬁrs. Waters have all formed my permanent
conception of those characters. And ah! Albert Finney! Now Tom Jones will
always look like Albert Finney to me. Henry Fielding describes Tom only very
vaguely, as one of the handsomest young men in the world. Perhaps Albert Finney
is not quite that handsome, but he might as well be. He looks as if he had been
born and bred in sunlight. Still pictures give only the slightest impression of
his charm, as so much of it lies in the play of expression over his most agreeably
expressive countenance.

One thing in the movie that I did not thoroughly like was the hunting scene,
early in the movie, which hurt my eyes and made me feel slightly nauseated. How-
ever, when I discussed the movie with Paul Stanbery at a Nameless meeting he
assured me that the hunting scene was a triumph of technical skill, and I got the
distinct impression that I should be ashamed to mind being nauseated by such
artistry.



On the way out I said, "My goodne;z! That movie was definitely bawdy!
Movies are nothing like what they were when I was a young girl."

And Nita said, "Yes, but you'll have to remember that was a British picture.
Americans are still making 'The Nun's Story'."

I guess she's right.

I hadn't planned to see "Cleopatra" but Paul Stanbery praised it so highly
I thought I'd better. Paul said if it had been silent, it would have been the
greatest silent picture ever made. He also likedthe score, and commented on the
flutes which give the Antony and Cleopatra motif.

So when Joe and Nita asked me if I wanted to come along, I said yes. I'm
glad I did. The movie was visually tremendous. It's stimulating to the imagina-
tion to see anything so splendid.

Paul was right--the movie would have been better as a silent. The parts of
the movie--and there were many--that were silent were the most effective. For
example, the assassination of Caesar was beautifully done. One is not shown it
directly. Cleopatra, anxious, has gone to her priestess and performed various
magic rites, and so in a clairvoyant vision beholds the assassination. It was
tremendous, and since there were no words one could dub in Shakespeare's--or at
least those one happened to know. YAnd at the base of Pompey's statue, which all
the while ran blood [it was dabbled with Caesar's blood] great Caesar fell...!
Mark Antony's funeral oration was similarly shown silent, and when he tore the
cover from the body I could feel “There is himself! Marr'd as you see, with
TRAITORS!Y

The acting? Well, most reviewers seemed to feel that Rex Harrison as Caesar
was Good and that Richard Burton as Antony was Not So Good. Joe agreed with them.
Nita liked Burton's Antony much the better of the two. I thought that Burton was
the better actor, because with Rex Harrison one was sometimes conscious of Rex
Harrison acting rather than of Julius Caesar. But I liked Harrison's Caesar
better than Burton's Antony because I like Caesar better than Antony, almost
always. '
During intermission, which occurs after Caesar's death and Cleopatra/d%par-
ture for Egypt, Nita and I agreed that the movie, although gorgeous and very
pleasurable to watch, was not in the slightest degree emotionally involving.
Nita, I think, did get a bit involved with the second half, but I didn't. Towar:!
the end, when Antony was galloping about trying to get himself killed so he
wouldn't have to commit suicide, I didn't resound at all to his lonely anguish,
but rather, admired his horse, a glorious dark brown creature, short-backed, with
the dish face and flaring nostrils of the Arabian. I don't know that it was
Arabian; perhaps it was a Thoroughbred--they have Arabian blood. Whatever it was,
I loved it.

Roddy McDowall was fascinating as Octavian. He shows Octavian developing
from a namby-pamby nothing into a force. He's an interesting actor.

The story was simplified a good deal. The third member of the triumvirate
was completely eliminated, as were Cleopatra's children other than Caesarion.

The Greens informed me that Cleopatra's desertion from the Battle of Actium
included the removal of ships which were supposed to back up Antony, and so was

a serious military defection. But--no doubt these simplifications were necessary
for a coherent story.

As for the score which Paul recommended--I didn't even hear it! I didn't
hear a single note. The Greens say that's proof that it was a really good score--
that it was unobtrusive. But I'm afraid that it's even more proof that I'm just
not aurally oriented.

The third movie we saw was "The Seven Faces of Dr. Lao." This would have been
a great movie if they could have just brought themselves to refrain from putting
a plot into it. It wasn't supposed to have a plot, you know. It's a pity that



Hollywood is so hung up on plots, and th%% this movie is hung up with a Hollywood
style plot, The story takes place in the west, about 1910 or so, and has a
Crusading Young Newspaper Editor who is bucking the Evil Boss of the town and
courting a Beautiful Cold Young Widow with a Freckle Faced Son. Pretty intolerable,
wouldn't you say? It gets worse. It seems that the Evil Boss is really an idealist
whose heart has been broken because people have proved venial and disappointed him.
So, he informs the townspeople that the water supply is giving out and offers to
buy their property so that they can relocate elsewhere; he and he only knows that
the railroad is coming through soon and will buy the property for much money. At
first the townspeople appear willing to sell out, but after having been worked on
by Dr. Lao and company they tell him no. So then the Evil Boss is thrilled and
delighted and becomes a New Man, because these people are Pure and not to be
Bought. =--This is the first time in my entire life that I ever heard it implied
that it is virtuous to stay in one place and wicked to move. America wasn't built
on a doctrine like that!

There were obvious, very careless goofs. For example, the characters keep
saying to one another "You can say that again." So far as I know, no one ever
used that phrase before World War II. Another, the Beautiful Young Widow is shown
dressing, and she puts her dress on right over her drawers. In 1910 she would have
worn at least two petticoats.,

Another flaw, in my opinion, was the speech that Dr, Lao made to the Freckle
Faced Boy, when he discouraged him from running away with the ciruus. He listed
a great many natural phenomena and said that they were all part of Dr. Lao's
Circus. Who was this guy, Jesus Christ? One expected the bells of St. Mary's to
start tolling at any moment.

But as I stated earlier, there was much in the movie that I enjoyed enormous-
ly. The creatures in Dr. Lao's circus were for the most part superb, and some
of their contacts with the townspeople attending the circus were very well done.
For me, the circus scenes as a whole generated a feeling of real suspense, excite-
ment, and sense of wonder.

" Bven there, Ididn't find the movie flawless. The snake didn't thrill me,
and I thought the (later) sea serpent lousy. A more delicate flaw was in the
audience's reaction to Merlin. He performed various magic tricks and the audiencs
sneered and he was comforted by the Freckle Faced Boy, which was all very touchirg.
But in 1910 the audience would not have sneered. This was in a small town,
before television, before radio--the railroad hadn't even come through yet. The
people were starved for amusements, and would probably have loved Merlin and his
paper flowers.

All in all, I enjoyed the movie very much indeed. I was in the mood for a
movie and with people I like, and there was much in it that appealed to me. But mv
advice to you is, if it's convenient for you to see '"The Seven Faces of Dr. Lao"
and you really feel like going, by all means go. If it isn't or you don't, don't
feel blighted.

Royal Drummond died three weeks ago. Most of you will never have heard of him.

He wasn't active for very long, and dropped out about ten years ago.
Some of you will remember that he was a very witty writer, but unless

you met him, you won't remember how pleasant, attractive, amusing and nice he was
in person. In person, Royal was rather tall and large, just a trifle inclining
to stoutness, He had a large head, black crewcut hair, dark eyes of a vaguely
exotic shape or cut of eyelid, a long nose, very full, deeply curved red lips
and a look of robust good health. His speaking voice was soft, low-pitched and
very resonant, with a sort of furry sound--homely and cosy. He told jokes remarl.-
ably well, and he laughed generously at other people's, throwing his head back.
He made a party go. He seldom appeared 'on'--but a party was more fun if Royal
was there. , ;

At the age of 45, Royal died very suddenly of a heart attack. We hadn't seen
him but just a few times in the past six years--still, we felt a sense of loss.



In this nepont of “‘allu Ueben's visit f%l mit house whilst on his TAFF tup %o
the British 1sles 1 am wniting a wone sendious account than 1 nommally do. Some-
times 1 exagaenate ever so Aliahtlu, 80 as to stness mu point, but 1 feel that 1
should Leave this personal stule fon once, and depend not on emphatic adfectives
and venbs, but on merne facts. So it shall be.......

THE CRUETL MUD by John Berry

Sunday 22nd March 1964

It was just after 10 pm when Wally arrived at MON DEBRIS. He had been driven
from the airport in County Antrim through County Armagh and back via County Down
by Walt Willis, with Madeleine.

Wally looked exactly the same as when I waved goodbye at Seattle airport way
back in '59....tall, bespectacled, fresh and engaging. He sat down, dumped his
case, beamed, and nodded in agreement when Willis asked me to switch on the TV set
for THE BEVERLY HILL BILLIES. We saw the show....we all laughed on cue, then
Willis and Madeleine departed.

Diane made supper, and Wally asked for a glass of milk. We chatted, but I
could see that Wally was very tired, and I said I would take him to his room. I
was rather uneasy about the bedroom. It was my daughter Kathleen's. She was
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