











They wouldn't even give me her address, so you can tell
what they think of her,

Of course, as was bound to happen, a friendship sprang up
between the baby sitter and the Whites; a friendship of sterling
quality...being, as it were, on his own doorstep, James had to
restrain his natural inclinations at the nearness of this delight-
ful creature, and treat her with parental interest. So, even when
James and Peggy were not planning to go out, Veronica used to come
round and talk to them, to sample the cleverness of the White Wit,
‘and to bask in the company of a well-known author. So he inferred.

Ian McAuley, the new sensation in Irish Fandom, and the
driving force of the regular two-monthly HYPHEN, residentin Belfast
for some time, also paid visits to The White House, and one night,
the evil machinations of fate brought Veronica into the bloodshot
eyes of the Man of the World...a bachelor,..a man who wrote a
thesis on 'Lady Chatterley's Lover' before he left prep school...

a man sought by the NEWS OF THE WORLD to serialise his amours...

a man well suited to that classic phrase of Confucius..."he was on
pleasure bent ",..a man whom Errol Flynn is suposed to have
mentioned..."who the hell is this Irishman McAuley ?" ...and knowing
all this, James White, on his own admission, introduced him to
Veronica...

James White is reticent when describing the effects of the
introduction. He does admit that 'globules of sweat' broke out on
McAuley's forehead as he crossed the room and shook hands with
Veronica, He states that McAuley took one long lingering glance
at the young girl's apparel...tight blue sweater and tight red jeans
.e.8nd immediately asked if he could take her home in his car.
Veronica, somewhat thrilled at being asked to be escorted by such
an intellectual, and reassured by the fact that James White was
present and seemed to give his consent, nodded her head, and before
she could move, without as much as a 'by your leave', he dragged
her to his car, poor thing, with a cup of coffee in one hand and
a buttered crumpet in the other.

When asked to describe this fantastic departure, James thought
for a moment, and opined that McAuley left in rather an "indecent
haste." As you all know, James White is a professional writer, a
word artist, a clever manipulator of the English language, and if
James said the haste was "indecent", that's good enocugh for me.

We will never know what went on in that car, It would be
interesting to conjecture, and if it wasn't for the fact that I might
lose some of my prestige as an accurate reporter, I would be quite
prepared to spend the next three pages on what I surmise happened.
White admits the car sizzled down the road in fourth gear, in the
opposite direction to which Veronica lived, and he's never seen the
coffee cup since...

At the next meeting of Irish Fandom, James and Peggy rather
naturally informed us of McAuley's behaviour, and we asked McAuley
to recount his experiences, but he was strangely silent, pensive,
worried almost, and, being men and women of the world, we nodded
sagely to ourselves and dismissed the subject...consoling ourselves
with the fact that the girl had to learn the remlities of 1life some-
time, and why not with a faaan ?

* % # * %% % %

The final parts of this narrative are factual. You have my
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The fanzine publishing this story, besides having a most
commendable appreciation of the more intellectual type of literary

contribution,is being in the fortunate position of featuring a
world scientific scoop.

To us of this esoteric microcosm the mundane must of
necessity create a want., Facts are all right in their place, but
what T have always felt we have shown is a particular affinity for
the facts behind the facts. The mundane world accepts data on its
face value, but we of fandom do not. The NEW YORK HERAID-TRIBUNE
could, for example, publish the bald statement that Robert Heinlein
was seen coming out of a Pittsburg hotel with his shirt soaking wet.
So okay. The readership is contented...there is perhaps an
element of doubt as to how his shirt was soaked, but the fact that
it was wet is what is significant. We know that in point of fact he
was just previocusly engrossed in a zap battle with Les Gerber and
Chuck Devine, but to the lay press, this would seem invidious.(That
word is published by kind permission of Walt Willis.)

And to my telling point. In the January 1962 issue of the
NEW SCIENTIST there will be a several-page feature by 'Our
Correspondent,' It will deal with a revolutionary new collection
of scientific facts which will astound even such acknowledged
intellectuals of Professor Kimble of Peanut University fame, and
Lord Bertrand Russell, who once appeared in a publication which
also featured James White.

As I said, the facts will be laid bare, but the facts
behind the facts...ah...that is a different kettle of tiddlers
altogether.,..

Of necessity, then, this version of the secret experiment
will appear garbled. I can only speak of my own innocent particip-
ation, and this I will do in unscientific Jjargon, principelly because
I don't know any scientific jargon.

A warning. Because of the adult theme, I strongly suggest
that only married of 'Men and Women of the World' read this...

¥* %% K XK * ¥ %

I have been married for twelve years.

This, Besides being a statement of fact which I can prove
beyond doubt ( the day the Curate of St,Peter's entered the Mental
Hospital is enscribed on the church records) is pertinent to the

-narrative, as far as I can take it. I mean, we all have our
moments, but after twelve years you can take it from me that upon
entering my bed chamber ( which of course I share with my beloved)
at night, my thoughts are divided between a desire to sleep and the
urge to finish chapter three of THE DEAD SEA SCROLLS. I know my
prestige will suffer in America because of this admission, but as I
said...twelve years...

Now on Sunday 11th of June 1961, at 2 am, a very fumny
thing happened in my bedroom.

I presumed my wife was asleep.
I was not,

I was reflecting on some minor points of a thesis T had
been studying regarding the effects of the Ming Dynasty on the
current political situation in Astrakhan, I was lying on my back
with my hands clasped behind my head, and I really was concentrating,

when the bed collapsed, IE






He went upstairs on a mundane pretext, and then went home.

In bed that night, I looked under the bed for my volume
of THE HIGHER ETHICS OF UNCONSCIOUS THOUGHT, and saw a strange
contraption...the glass of milk was under the bed, and suspended
above it was a length of cord from which hung a wooden stick about
8ix inches long...the bottom of the stick just skimmed the top of
the milk. Well, McAuley is a scientist, and 1 presumed this to be
one of his madly scientific experiments,

I didn't have time to look under the bed in the morning,
because I was late for the office, but that night Diane told me
Ian had called for the glass of milk, and appeared most bewildered
when she gave him a glass of butter.

¥* % ¥ %% * %%

On the evening of the Irish Fandom party at my house,
McAuley's behaviour was remarkable in its bewildering complexities,

WVhen he thought no one was looking, he put the clocks
forward three hours.

We chatted and discoursed, until 3 am ( although it was
obviously only twelve midnight) and Ian suggested that if I didn't
mind maybe they could all stop the night, because the sound of
their cars starting up would waken and annoy the neighbours...

I was host, and although the sleeping accomodation
was limited,I acceeded to his request, and Ian McAuley, who was
scheduled to sleep on the settee downstairs, seemed to be throbbing
with excitement when he said ‘'goodnight' to us...

* %% ¥ * * %
Now I've given you the background facts.
They are for you to interpret as you deem necessary.

But in order to assist you in what will be a gigantic
mental exercise, I can but reprint ( without permission) some
lengthy data from the transcript of 'OUR CORRESPONDENT ‘who is, of
course, Ian McAuley. The mss isn't due for publication yet, next
January, in fact, and I must plead that my readership will not
get McAuley or myself into legal trouble by revealing publicly
that you have been privileged to see how a Great Mind works when
given an apparently unsolvable problem...

You are in a unique position.
I may be able to swing a similar deal again...

So keep it to yourself, huh ?

Lo * %K * %%

REPRINT -

',..and in view of the fact that little is known of the
behaviour of metal bed castings when under stress it was decided
to initiate some preliminary research on this topic.

A firm of manufacturers of bed castings approached the
writer with a .sample of casting which had collapsed under what
was claimed to be normal usage.

Spectroscopic examination of the fractured article
indicated that failure had occurred as a vresult of large
amplitude vibrations at moderately high freguencies.

The manufacturers were able to supply the name and
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(The story of total wardrobe)...titled by Willis, in HYPHEN, and
included in this publication. It concerned my theories that the
prelude to marital bliss in the.privacy of the boudoir should be a

death-defying leap by the male from tae top of the wardrobe onto the
bed.

I wrote the article and took it to an Irish Fandom
meeting for them to read, and they all throughly enjoyed the idea:
it was, to use a mundane expression, right up their street. and they
commenced to embroider the basic theme.

I think it was Bob Shaw who suggested that if my idea
‘caught on, we should form a limited company and corner a wardrobe
monopoly.

Suggestions flew thick and fast...some rejected...
some animatedly developed. Someone said that in years to come,
they envisaged young couples headirg towards a secluded part of a
park, towing a wardrobe behind them.

Walt coined the classic phrase to be associated
with the celebrated sex-fiend, Chuch Harris...HAVE WARDROBE, WILL
TRAVEL.

James White thought that the wardrobe idea would be
a sensation in the Middle East. He reasoned that a potentate would
not gain prestige from the number of his concubines, as of yore, but
from the number, design and strength of his wardrobes. A series of
tall wardrobes, showing that a terrific leap was necessary, would
prove to his minions that the potentate was gifted with fantastic
virility. I remember James saying..."one couldn't expect a
potentate to cauwse possible injury to himself by personally
participating in the preliminary wardrobe jump. A new category of
male would be recruited into the harem, to join the eunuchs. These
would be superb physical specimens, whose sole activity was to
accompany the potentate and his current choice to the bedchamber.
The man would sit on top of the wardrobe, and at a signal from the
potentate that all was ready, would leap onto the bed, perchance,
if the senario was highly-charged, he would perform a couple of
somersaults en route. He would then sneak furtively away, leaving
the scene, but within shouting distance should his services be
required again ", '

For older married couples we invented the jet-
assisted take-off equipment for installation on top of the wardrobe,
We thought of having the wardrobe on little railways lines, with a
little engine fitted, so that the male could shunt around the bed,
keeping the female in suspenseful agony. We thought of a miniature
glider so that the male could actually fly over the bed, and thus
bail out at the psychological moment.

And so on...you.know, I've just sketched some of the
allusions. Iuckily, this was one of the rare occasions when I kept
notes.

* % ¥ * ¥ % EE T
A word or two about the lady members of Irish Fandom,

Madeleine is the acknowledged First lady of Irish
Fandom, and has played a big part in the functions of the group,
both from a fannish point of view, and from a social aspect. The
amount of cakes and biscuits and gallons of tea she has supplied
must be astronomical, and, if you'll excuse the expression,
gastronomical !

I've mentioned before her prowess at ghoodminton, but
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that a pound profit showed my appreciation of the value I really
placed on it, and also demonstrated my profound business acumen,"

Willis closed his eyes, shook his head.

"I'11 start again,"” he said, gritting his teeth, " Mad-
eleine was at an auction sale in Belfast yesterday, and she saw George
bid and purchase Lot 33...ten rusty pedal cycles. Is he starting
a cycling club for the inmates of 'Eventide' in Bangor ?"

"I don't know, Walt,"I said. I saw my opportunity. "He
.even made me an offer for that splendid bike you sold me, but I
told him that as you'd sold it to me in the first place it would be
very mercenary of me to sell it to him, seeing as how..."

Walt screwed up the SAPS mailing.
"Just thought I'd mention it."

He walked down the path, got into his car, got the correct
gear first time, and drove away without even hitting the lamp post.
That showed what state he was in. He was so amazed at what George
could be doing with ten pedal cycles ( eleven, at least) that his
usual flamboyant crash of gears and ostentatious revving was
forgotten. Instinct had at last asserted itself, whilst the busy
mind was grappling with a new phenomenon.

As I closed the door, I pondered, too., What the heck was
George up to ?

* xR ¥* % ¥ * %

Several weeks passed by, and the mystery of George and
the pedal cycles faded into insignificance. But one day, whilst T
was researching in Belfast Reference Library, I spotted George
industriously pouring all his interest and enthusiasm into a very
thick tome, obviously very ancient. George hadn't seen me,...his
pince-nez were for close-up work, but I didn't contact him, but hid
myself behind a large atlas. Finally he stocod up, staggered across
to the desk and handed the tome back to the assistant., But as he
pushed the book across the counter a small slip of paper fell to
the floor, It couldn't have fallen from between the pages; possibly
it was in George's hand and the effort in manipulating the tome had
made him forget about it.

After George had left I crossed quickly to the desk, handed
in my atlas and dropped my pencil. As I picked it up, I snaffled the
slip of paper.

Outside the library, I quickly opened it. All that was
written down was the cryptic riddle - 'What happened to Hangeg-
leiter ?!

¥* %% * %% XH %

It has no doubt occured to you that a person with my
intelligence would have immediately returned to the library and
asked for the book George had borrowed, and so discover what or who
'Hangegleiter'was, and, possibly, what connection it had with my old
pedal cycle. Truth to tell, it was ten days before this idea struck
me. I returned to the library, but when I described the book the
assistant told me that an 'venerable gentleman' had obtained a
permit to have the book on temporary loan. The title of the book was
EARLY AVIATION PIONEERS.

* AR W3k X *R¥

Three months later the invitation card arrived. It stated:-
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"Is your aircraft in there ?" asked Willis kindly. He
pointed to a large barn with a fairly small door.

George nodded.

"Before I show it to you, I must explain that I've been a
student of man-powered aircraft since the turn of the century. I
realised that pedalling and turning a propellor was the only way. But
in those days T had a penny-farthing bike, and the forward drive was
too unwieldy. I have also studied the exploits of German aviator
Otto Lilienthal, especially his Hangegleiter, but although he
actually glided with wings strapped to his arms and back, it could
in no way be called flying. I have, however, utilised the wing
formation he designed, although this has been amended to facilitate
five pedal cycles fixed underneath."

"You mean you'actually want us to fly this thing ?" gasped
Willis, pushing his cycle clips into his pocket.

"Yes and no," said George importantly. "Yes because I want
you to provide the motive power...no, because I'm actually cont-~
rolling the craft from a cockpit on top of the wing surface."”

Bob spoke up. He works for a large aeronautical concern in
Belfast, and knows a lot about aircraft, perhaps almost as much as
myself.

"Have you worked out the ratio between the combined weight
of the cyclists and yourself, and the combined thrust of the five
propellors, bearing in mind the required angle of incidence, the
take-off weight, the drag, wind resistance and this muddy ground 7"

I!Eh ?" .

George took off his goggles, shook his head as if trying to
clear it, and he just didn't answer, but opened the barn door and
ushered us inside.

We all gazed in awe at the monstrosity before us, The wing,
with a gspan of about forty feet, was shaped in plan form roughly like
that of a bird, fully extended. Along the wing plan were five
squares cut out of the wing...and underneath these squares, five
pedal cycles were fitted. From the axles, the driving cog wheel
chain connected to another large cog wheel driving five large-bladed
propellors. On top of the wing, in front of the middle cut out
square, was a seat with several rather crude looking levers extended.

"Take your places, lady and gentlemen," ordered George.
"Madeleine, as a member of the weaker, er, sex, perhaps you'd take
the middle drive."

"George," asked Walt," what'’s this all about ?"

"I'm after the five thousand pounds for the first man-
powered craft to fly one mile," said George.

"But that has to be flown on a measured course in England,"
I told him,

"I know," replied George. He pointed to a large bag in his
cockpit, "We're flying over to England now, I've told the organ-
isers we'll be there tonight. That bag is full of sandwiches and
tea ,”

We all looked at him, open mouthed; so finally he had
flipped his 1id. We were all aghast at this arrant nonsense. But,
really, we had to humour George...he'd obviously spent a great deal
of his pension to get the machine constructed. He wouldn't ever be
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