



































the fatal stabbing. I'd read this a very few times, so I had a bash
at it :- o '

"I could well be moved, if I were as you

If I could pray to move, prayers would move me,
But I am constant as the Northern lLights

Of whose true-fixed and resting quality

There is no yellow in the armament.

The skies are painted with outnumbered specks
They are all right, and every moth does shine
But there's but one in all must hold his peace
So in the world - 'tis furbished well with jam
Yet in the rumba I do know but one

That unassailable holds on his wick

Shaking of motion - and that he am I,

Let me show it, even in this

That I was plastered, timber should be varnished
And Constance McKenzie do keep him so."

(This is copied from a tape...the unruly background noise
nevertheless has enabled me to decipher my words. The only redeeming
feature of my fracturing Shakespearewas that I kept going with this
garbled nonsense - no long pauses spoiled my delivery.)

The stabbing of the noble Caesar ( me ) seemed rather
realistic., Brutus and Cassius were hitting me like mad, more I
thought, than the action demanded. The audience were shouting
encouragement, and cne or two of them, carried away by the spirit of
the thing, commenced to climb on the stage, faces strangely cont-
orted, waving their fists angrily. A little set-to Willis had with
an elderly woman with & rolled umbrella brought spontaneous applause,
which, considering the brave way Willis was standing over my prostrate
form, seemed to encourage the woman.

"Ah chew,” I cried with my last breath.
"No, et tu," hissed the distraught Penelope.
"Gesundheit," roared Willis.

This seemed to be the last straw. En masse, the audience
invaded the stage. It was a case of every fan for himself. The
situation was so shocking that Charters even managed to stand up, and,
supporting himself on his shield, valiantly fought with a vanguard of
Shakespeare scholars who were utilising any weapons available, handbags,
walking sticks, ear trumpets and umbrellas,

Gradually, we were forced back to the dressing rooms, where
we later made most undignified departures via the LADIES toilet
window.

* %% * % % * KX

We don't talk about it very much. Willis is now reading
Hank Jensen, and waswittily heard to say that he'd 'bard' Madeleine
from reading Shakespeare. '

The Honourable Penelope broke off the engagement to
George, who is left with his memories.
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have made had not Willis leapt to his feet and announced he was going
to bury the time capsule,

We trooped upstairs to the fanac den, where my drops of
blood could still be seen mottling the low ceiling. Yes, I pmdered,
as I looked upwards, I certainly was a vigorous ghoodminton player
in the old days. I looked round me, and each of us was silent with our
own particular memories,..Walt Willis seemed to be particularly moved
...he was supposed to be sorting out stuff for the time capsule...his
fingers seemed to lack synchronisation as they groped amongst the
jetsam which had accumulated over the years.

In a broken voice, Willis eventually got us organised, and
asked us to select what we'd each like to include in the time
capsule, Well, time capsule is perhaps rather an exotic word to
describe the large empty pickle Jar which Willis had decided was
to bear its reminders of Irish Fandom for several thousand years.
Herewith is the unexpurgated 1list of the contents, together with
comments as necessary :-

Autographed cards. (Whenever a fan of note visited the fanac
den at 170, he or she signed small square
cards which were then pinned to the wall in
prominent places, All cards thus signed ,
were encapsulated.)

One copy of THE ENCHANTED DUPLICATOR.
One battered shuttlecock, (Obviously symbolic of ghoodminton.)

Several battered fonts. (Used a decade previously in the
production of SIANT,)

Several SLANT covers,
One bow tie.
One Irish Fandom christmas card.

One chewed tablet. (The sort taken to keep one awake at a
convention. )

One low value U,S.coin. (An 0ld HYPHEN sub,)

The remainder of a tube of duplicating ink was then squeezed
over these items, which were jammed tight in the pickle jar. Willis
ran a finger of vaseline around the inside of the 1id, so that it
wouldn't rust, then screwed the 1lid on really tight. He peered
through the thick glass, muttering to himself, asking if anyone could
see the bow tie ? I'd handled the pickle jar last and assured Walt
that it was in the capsule. Once again Willis was touched with a
blast of sentiment., He told me I could have any of his books which
I fancied; as I felt this was very nice of Walt, I thanked him
enthusiastically, and instead of selecting some from the bookshelves,
I replaced a few of the choicer items I'd already stuffed inside my
jacket,

"We will now bury the capsule," announced Walt.

For the last time we tramped down the four flights of stairs
...91lowly, meditating, rather like following a High Priest (Walt
Willis) bearing aloft a golden urn (a pickle jar). Throught the
hallway and into the front garden, where, fortunately, it was dusk.
Walt had made sure a spade was available, and as no one else seemed
inclined to demonstrate their skill with it, he attacked a
secluded area of his brown/green lawn. We huddled in a group, aware
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I smiled to myself in triumph...I knew that Walt, James
White and Bob Shaw would be. impressed with my forethought and
initiative,
**-).P R * ¥ ¥

The Boeing 757 of British Airways swooped silently onto
the runway at Aldergrove Airport, in County Antrim. Ve were
disgorged...I collected my suitcase and was greeted by Kathleen
and my two grandchildren, Steven and Peter,.

We reached Xathleen's home. I apologised for the literally
flying visit, explaining that I had to return to London on Monday
morning...she said she would drive me to Aldergrove in time to
catch the 10,30 am Shuttle flight,

Percy Delaney proved to be over fifty years old. I
sensed he was gay by his mannerisms and speech. I whispered to
Kathleen to-tell the two boys to go out and play football,

I explained his commission.

"Disguise yourself as a middle-aged man, grey hair,
somewhat sparse...spectacles, a cheerful false-teeth filled smile
...pullover, jacket with leather patches on sleeves, baggy trousers,

boots...and talk all the time about being in hard covers and about
Max Brand...make a few puns,”

T handed him a photograph of George taken many years ago.
He smiled, but refused the proffered fee,.

"Give it me tonight," he leered.

* 4% X %% * % %
Kathleen drove me to 170 in her Talhot Horizon. She
said she would collect me at 9 pm sharp.

I walked up the path, as I had done so many times
before since the very first time in 1954, How would the other
members of Irish FPandom look after all these years ? And what would
they think of my George Charters idea ?

I knocked. Walt Willis opened the door...we shook
hands, muttered conventialities, Our minds accepted the visages
confronting us, searched in dormant recesses for our mental photokits
to absorb the new data, make allowances, confirm the sightings. He
looked much the same,..same grey hair, a little more worried-looking
...might have something to do with the absence of the familiar
handful of prozines for sale in the doorway.

I followed him into the lounge at the front of the
house, once blasted by unpremediated display of fireworks by George
Charters. Bob Shaw and James White were instantly recognisable,
though James's intellectual forehead was possibly even higher than
before. He was still thin, blinking benewlently behind thick-lensed
spectacles, various expressions flitting across his face as if each
succeeding speed-~of-light thought was more exciting and stimulating
than the one it replaced. The colourful stories about Bob having
put on weight were obviously pigments of the imagination, and the
voice which now convulsed conventions all over the world was the
same hesitant and diffident one which had for so long done the same
for us privileged few. The youthful joie de vivre of the fifties
ghoodminton days was now mixed with the cdfident smile of the
successful author, and a slight twitch of the left corner of the
lips indicated constant contemplation of a new letter of the

alphabet for the names of his heroines, ::









I was in a parlous mental state with the speed of the
action, and the members of Irish Fandom appeared more amazed than I
had seen them in thirty three years, Save perhaps for James White,
who permitted a smirk to cross his face when I heard the other George
Charters whisper to him..."No, the man with the moustache paid me."

"I'm really George Charters."

"No, I'm George Charters...see my cowboy shirt with
the coloured patch pockets.”

"Bitch". (That remark was made by my George Charters.)

I though the situation had eased a little as far as I
was concerned, but I welcomed another knock at the front door.
Kathleen had arrived to save me from further humiliation. I dashed
to open the door.

Another George Chaters ?
"Come in" I panted. I pushed open the lounge door.
"A third George Cherters, chaps."

Walt, Bob, James and I eased our chairs backwards
as the three George Charters took the centre of the stage.

"I'm a better George Charters than you are any day."

"You don't look a bit like him. He wore boots, not suede
shoes. "

"But I am wearing spurs on them. And where's your
ear trumpet ?"

"Phat's all you know, That ear trumpet was a myth."

"You're both butch." (Phat last comment was made by
my George Charters, )

"I thought I heard the front door being knocked again,
John," breathed Bob Shaw. "You're nearest, would you see who it is ?"

By now I had a helluva good idea who it was.

Bingo, I grabbed him by the front of his shawl and
pushed him into the lounge.

"Bloody hell," swore Willis. "Yet another George,"
The fourth George Charters commenced:-

"I lived for many years at 3, Lancaster Avenue, Bangor,
inhabiting half the houses on that side of the street, and,.."

"Oh no you didn't, I lived there, with my fabulous
collection of brown paper parcels,"

"You're nothing like George, you've just a poof.™

"It takes all sorts." (That observation was made by my
George Charters.)

"I'm the only one with a Buntline Special."”
"Max Brand used a Colt."
"ENOUGH IS ENOUGH," roared Villis.

The silence cut through the atmosphere like a pneumatic
drill. The four George Charters looked open-mouthed at Willis. The
scene was utterly bizarre, incredible, dreamlike.
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upstairs, pasting some pictures of The Beatles on the walls,
accidentally spilled a bottle of over-powering scent which she
herself had manufactured out of rose petals and cabbage leaves

(the latter being my suggestion, in a moment of jocularity, to

give it'body') and which she had been leaving to ferment on a
shelf. T would be lying if I didn't confess that it was a helluva
smell, but I can console those of you about to throw un by stating
that there were consideradly more rose petals than cabbage leaves !
Trouble was, the odour refused to sneak away, and it was cold and wet
outside so that I couldn't leave the windows open, Before opening

the door and revealing to Wally the pink motif of the bedroom, I
explained that I hoped his personality would not suffer any ill
effects from spending a couple of nights in such close proximity

to female fripperies,

He blinked his eyes a couple “of times, and paled some-
what when he saw where he had to sleep, At least the mattress was
comfortable and he would be assured of a good sleep once he
succumbed to the tiredness he obviously felt.

When I left him, he was swaying on his feet, looking
furtively at The Beatles art gallery.

%% W R E¥%

The following afternoon I took Wally to Stormont. We walked
to it, a most invigorating exercise. This visit was important for two
reasons,..one...Walt Willis works there, and...two...it is the
Parliament Building for Northern Ireland., It is an imposing building,
a vast place, with a mile-long tree-lined avenue leading to it. Ve
walked on the grass, the wind blowing coldly in our faces. We reached
the building, up rows of concrete steps to the portals. We turned, and
I showed Wally the superb scenery. He took out his camera and said
he'd like a couple of shots of the gasometer.

Ve leaned on the balustrade, which was supported by
black lions, I explained to Yally that Walt Willis was most
probably in his office, but it wouldn't be protocol to call and see
him during office hours, T pondered. “hich was Walt's car ? T knew it
was green, and was a Morris Minor, I'd forgotten the registration
number., Actually, that didn't matter, because the number plates were
obscured, anyway. It was even difficult to see the car colours, because
it was dull, and the cars were some distance below and away from us.
Ye walked towards it.

"It's that one", said %Wally, pointing, when I explained my
problem. I was amazed., Wally had been in the car Jjust once, on the
previous day, but I had been in it many times,..yet I couldn't
recognise it,

"T must congratulate you, ¥Wally, on your profound powers
of observation I said.

"Tt was nothing," shrugged Wally modestly. "I base my
identification of Walt's car by its cat's paws."

"By its cat's paws ?" I said, amazed.

"Yeah," said Wally. "I was in the car yesterday, and when
I got out I noticed this pattern of cat's paws all over the hood and
bonnet. T thought it was some sort of Willisian gimmick, or maybe he
wanted me to ask about it so that he could slip in an unpremeditated
pun...'let's paws for effect, 'that sort of thing., Shall we go over and

check to see if I'm right ?" <::::>



It was Walt's car alright. I noted the dent on the rear
off-side mudguard where a fire hydrant had hit it. Sure enough, muddy
cat's paws were dotted everywhere...

Very contemporary...

L X % * WK

Another day I decided to take Wally to the magnificent
Carrickfergus Castle., UYWe caught a green ULSTERBUS coach, and travelled
through South Antrim, via Greencastle, Whitehouse and Whiteabbey,
the road eventually joined the coast at Belfast Lough. This is where
I wanted to explain to Vally a joke cracked by James Vhite several
years previously, but again things didn't work out. At the time of
James's quip, the book and film by Nicholas Monserrat were all the
rage...THE CRUEL SEA., Well, as James passed this way, he gazed down at
the coastline, littered with debris such as tin cans, bits of wood,
sewer pipes, etc...and he made the classic comment..."Ah, The Cruel
Mud." I'd got Wally excited at the pending comment by James, and the
tide was in and there wasn't any cruel mud to be seen,

We decoached at Carrickfergus, and although the weather
was unkind, it didn't actually rain. The magnificent castle stood
there in all its glory. Wally was really thrilled, because he had
never previously seen such an edifice, and he raced to the entrance.
Carrickfergus Castle ( featured on the half crown British postage
stamp) was built circa 1180 AD by an Anglo-Norman knight, and is in
a remarkable state of preservation,

Ve were the only visitors, and we had the entire castle
to ourselves, Wally was interested in the huge cannon, their rifled
barrels pointing towards the middle of Belfast Lough. They weren't so
0ld, manufactured in 1854, but they looked impressive. Wally took lots
of photographs of them. Actually, he took three rolls of film in the
castle. The large square keep in the centre of the castle is a museun,
showing old swords, cannon balls, large rusted padlocks and keys, and
a collection of fossils. Ve climbed to the top of the tower, via a
circular staircase, a total of 95 steps. When we stood on top of
the tower, looking through stone arrow-slits, we were actually at
cloud base. It was drizzling, but some moments later, when we reached
the ground, it had ceased.

Wally called at the pay desk for a souvenier book. The
attendant escorted us outside, then he looked at Wally, and almost
bit his lip. I could see something was on his mind.

"Tell me, sir," he said to Wally, " do you come from
America ?" :

"Yeah," answered VWally.

The man perked up.

"Do you," he breathed, " do you come from Pennsylvania ?"
"No, Seattle," said Vally.

The man shrank back, disappointed.

"Not from Pennsylvania," he said sadly.

"What's so special about Pennsylvania ?" asked Vally.

"See that church spire over there," said the man, pointing
to the north, "The father of William Penn, who founded Pennsylvania,
is buried there." But he spoke half-heartedly. I imagine that he'd
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“Walt,” he croaked, “I have held a great variety of, er,
occupations in my time, and it has, er, heh heh, always been
my ambition to be a, er, heh heh, butler. It would be the

fulfillment of my, er, wildest dream if [ could, er, heh heh,

butler on this most important occasion. Heh heh.”

This shook Willis, folks. [ could see that he didn’t want
to hurt George’s.feelings, as none of us did, but after all,
Robert Heinlein was a pretty important person.

“I'm sorry, George...” began Walt. George looked
downwards, a spasm of resignation flickering over his venera-
ble form. There was a silence for several seconds, and then
Willis, doing the stupid thing and letting sentiment overcome
his common sense, gave a big sigh and nodded to George.

With a terrific show of exuberance, George gripped the
side of his bath chair, staggered to his feet, and hobbled from
the room, cackling to himself happily.

A message was received that Heinlein’s plane had lanéled in Dublin instead of
Belfast, and therefore he would not be visiting Oblique House. In order not to
disappoint George, Walt V“Jillis decided to impersonate Heinlein, George having poor
eyesight. I was one of the first visitors, and George was on duty, ready to receive
Heinlein...

| felt quite proud.when [ saw George the following
night. He opened the door majestically to my ring, and |
nearly collapsed in the airlock at the sight of him. He looked
like a penguin, his remaining silver locks brushed back care-

D

fully over his pate.









Found it answered his requirements;

Sought and found the well-known trademark,

Showing it was made by Charters,

Master craftsman, master batman,

In his lonely little workshop

By thé shores of Gitchee Goomee,

By the shining Big Sea Water.

A memorable pastiche.
X K ok Ok K
The final meeting of Irish Fandom took place at Oblique House on 26th April
1965, attended by Walt and Madeleine Willis, James White, Bob and Sadie Shaw,
George Charters, and myself. I met George quite regularly after that, until I left
Belfast and returned to England in the early seventies. George still worked at the
same aircraft factory as previously mentioned -- he had obtained the sinecure of
working permanently on the night shift; almost every week he called to see me in
the evening before the commencement of his nightly sojourn. I know his eyesight
troubled him, yet he drove from his home in Bangor to Belfast every night. He
parked his car in a neighbour’s drive, once, unfortunately, when the neighbour was
. ‘

already parked there. We drank tea and ate toast, and philosophised about the old

days.

* ok ok ok ok

In 1987, Wealt Willis published a special issue of Hyphen to commemorate the
fortieth anniversary of the founding of Irish IFandom, for which I wrote a story,
“The Re-union.” The plot concerned my wish to hire an actor to impersonate

George and call at Oblique House so that we would have a complete attendance at a
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choice, they considered that ATOM's illo's were superior to my own
contributions, I acknowledge humbly that ATOM's artistry embellished
my words, creating exciting and memorable pictures of my characters,
putting lavish coats of paint over my skeletal outlines. Of course,
we used ATOM illustrations from Ella Parker's 1965 Anthology,

and also from drawings included in the late and very lamented

Vince Clarke's tribute to ATOM, IN MEMORIAM, published shortly after
ATOM's death in 1990; Ken and I also wish to thank the many faneds
whose fanzines featured ATOM, both as complementary to my stories
and in their own right. Steve Green, .Birmingham, shrewdly writes:-

'T am increasingly of the opinion that we need
to resurrect as many illo's of Arthur's as we
can find and spread them out again amongst

fandom - it's criminal that such wonderful artwork .
should only be known by those who 'grew up' with it.' .

I have paid fullsome tribute to ATOM in this issue,
and I must state that it was to my eternal delight that Arthur and
Olive, and their two beautiful daughters visited Diane and myself
in Hatfield one Sunday shortly before his demise, and we reminisced
joyfully about Arthur and Olive's visit to our house in Belfast in
1956 .

I must place on record the valuable and unstinting
work carried out by Ken Cheslin to produce these five volumes so
superbly. Most fans know that Ken and Jean have not been in good
health for some time, and yet he fought the coldness of his garage
and his physical problems during the winter to operate his photo-
copier. I used to telephone him after posting the proofs to him, to
confirm that they had arrived safely, and he would so...'I'm over-
whelmed', or!..I'm electrified', which at that time I took to be
a reference to the excellence of my typing and the choice of ATOM
illo's, but which,on reflection, were probably expressions of alarm
in anticipation of more long days in the intemperate chill of the
garage.

Ken's speed in producing these five volumes, and his
alacrity in posting them all over the world speaks highly of his
enthusiasm for the project - just as when he edited and produced THE
BLEARY EYES volumes some years ago. I can never thank him adequately
for his many sacrifices working on a 'shoestring' budget.

When Ken and I discussed this project last year, I
was aware that the page count would exceed three hundred pages, and I
made up my mind that I would eliminate all typographical errors.,
Consequently, I keenly searched my typed pages several times, and,
blast it, to my chagrin a few still eluded my eye-wrinkled search,
for which I apologise. s

To close, I wish to publish this paragraph from a *
letter of comment from E.B.Frohert, U.S.A:-

'Not knowing the individuals involved, except

by reputation, what struck me most about the stories
was the description of families and friends and
children going happily about Belfast and environs,
when, for as long as T remember, BELFAST has been a
name which conjures thoughts of brutality, murder,
insane partisan prejudice. 0dd to think of Northern
Ireland as a peaceful place to live and raise a

family.'
John Berry, March 1999,
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