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This iscue has beer edited ani
published by me, Walt Willis, of
170 Unper NewtownardaRd,belfast,

N.Irelazd, in an attempt to en-
courace fandor to face the grirm
fact that I'm not dead and to try
out an idea for usin: vertical in-
terlineations in page format, In
the continued absence of 3LAMI',Cue
partly to an illness in the spriar

and artly to the reluctance of
this {pcr to cut 2 good emough
stencil, some SLANT subbkers ars

receivirg the comnlimest of deiny
sent this less formal ~ag in the
nope they will appreciate its inr—
effable deauty. IZ rot please re—
turn it undesecratei for restor—
ation of sub crecdit,

The better part of this issue is,
like ite author, devoted to Bea
Manaf fey;or at {east to ner epic—
making trip round Ireland, At zbout
6.30pm, Easterrc Staadard Tire, on
Wednescay the 13th May she boarded
a TWA Const=llatioa at New York
Airasort for the jzovo mile fligkt
to Shannon, or the West Coast of
Irelard. Alrcost 2 whole 32y earl-
ier Madeleinme and I had left Bel-
fast in ac s8hp car to meet her.We
drove or round the West,l.ortk acd
Eastere coats of Irelard, ficking
up James ¥hite in Doregal towr,
and spending & couple of days in
Belfast before sailing for Euglnd
and the Convention.
While Bez was still ir Zurope...
ateaming up *the Khine instead of
James! glasces.. 1 Aasked him to
pake a few rotes of amything he
rerembered about the triy in case
we mivht write a report about it.
But wien he brought up tae rotes,
all 14000 words of ther, I rezal-
ised he Lad put his heart ioto te
work. There was nothing for we to
add, all my icternsl organs being
spoﬁen feor, or at least wnothincto
%nstify addirg myn:ne to his. All
have to do is publish the Work,
hoping you'll enjO{ for its o
sake this roviag chronicle of the
Ascent of Errigal, the Weird Sho—
dow Over Portballintrae etc,
to write a2 prologue to this
loga

fan—
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Stopring only for the usual reasons, and to senc &
posteard to Robert Bloch from Birr, Co.0ffely, rezd-
ing simply "It's cold", Madeleine and I arwived in
Linerickc by nightfzll. Next morning, having bousht .« 4~
some postcards for Bea to send to her limeric: col-
lecting friends, we set out for the mirport.

Ve were a little late beccuse 1'd had tmuble man-
eouvering the car cafely out of the hotel gerasge—-—
I'd only just lecrmed tc drive and the caxr belonged
to my faother-iv-law vho kmows the history of every
tiny scratch on the paintvork and keens over them
individually every night---but we arrived in time.
Only to find that my baleful influence over all Zorms
of American public trensport extends to their trens-
atlantic airlines--Bea's plane would be two hours
late. I went back to park the car properly in case one
of the big ones ran over it, and we hung about hoping

desperately thet the weather would clear =o et Bea
would have & good first view of Ireland anc that we'd

be able to see her plane coming in. At abcut ons o'-
clock, as we were scanning the sky keenly tcwards the
West, a fitful sun came out and an aircrafi larded
from the dircction of Constantinople. On the distant
tamec en apparently endless streem of people ot out
of the Constemation, as from a2 taxi in en eccrly iiack
Semmett comedy, tut none of than lockedlike Bea though
we waved at averyone just in case.Even when she came
into the arrival lounge I didn't recognise her. She
had chenged. She wos wearing a blue costume instead of
the blaclt dxess she'd worn in Chicago. Alsc she had
put her har up and wos wearing glasses. Furthermore
she had en Mmericin accent I'm sure she didn't have
the last time I was talking to her. But it was Bea
all right-~I recomised the little mammcrism she has
of extending her left hond daintily in froat of her
palm upw:urds as if she were patting a very lorge dog
or gently repulsing the advmces of a very small fan,



ot THROUGH DARKEST IRELAND CARRYING
A TORCH FOR BEA MAHAFFEY
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Over coffee we rvously in the atmospnere of tension that pexvacdes 'c_‘.irpori::
and railway stations--people fecl they are missing something all the time«—-.-and then
ve led the way to the car, waming Bea not to trip over it. I drove assuredly along
the broad mncrete roed and past a notice marked ALL VEHICLES TURN LEFT AND SI‘OP.-
Unaccustomed to being a véricle or to obeying rotices for vhich there sceued no o>-
vious reason I kept right and went straight on., There was a frenzied wail md a Cus-
toms policemen dashed out of his hut like a sabre-toothed tiger out of its cave. I
stopped the car, switched off the engine, ad listened miserably to his stern repn-
oaches. Useless, I thought to myself, to explain to Bea that this little cornex of1
easygoing Irelend must have been contaminated by foreign efficiency seeping from the
airport--she must be terribly disappointed. However as we drove off again Beq., elwgys
the soul of tact, said happily, "He was MUCH nicer than a Chicago policeman."

Things hadn't gone very well so far, tut the sun came out as we neared Eamnis; Co.
Clare, and we thought we might have a picnic. We bought a couple of pounds of Ste’?k
in Ennis and stopped at the entrance to the grounds of Loughcultra Castle & few mile:
further on. I got out the prims stove znd sterted to light it. Ten minutes onq .
twenty matches later I declared that the resources of modern science had baen Gei-
eated, and begm to gather wood. I had a nice firc ging and the tender pranise of
stesk was beginning to pervade the air, vhen it started to ran. Almost imediately
afterwards it began to pour, The fire was obviously losing ground, We put overy-
thing back in the car except the fire and the stealr, donmed rzincoats, and sallied
forth again to fight for our existence lilke orimaeval man., Madeleine cooked, I prow-
led about looking for dry fuel, smd Bea crouchcd gallantly on the grass holdinz an
umbrelle over the fire, well, I thought ruecfully, at least it must be a chonge from
New Yoxk,

However she seaned to enjoy the experience nearly es much as the steak, end we set
off again, It was really raining now, with = determinotion wrthy of a better cmse.
Nothing was to be seen but an occasionul picturesque ruin by the side of the mead.
With vague memories of a hastily leafed~through guidebook, we authoritatively ident-
ified as gazebos all the ones that weren't big ecnough to be monasteries or cestles,
until Bea was tactless enough to esk what a gazebo was. After that we mercly pointed
them out as picturesque ruined Things.

From Galwgy we took the road into the wilds of Connemera, through Oughterart and
lieam Cross, and at Recess branched off on the mountain road by Lough Inaghy w yyle-
more, It wes not a good road, even by Irish stendards, though sometimes we hit up to
20mph., ileny of the most scenic roads in Ireland are like this, and I suspect it's a
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deliberate policy of the Irish Tourist Board's. Ireland is a smell country, and they



nawe o gpin it out. ~ .

Ihe clouds were lifting now, and we odule see the lower slopes of the mountains
towering dramatically into the mist. About nine o'clodk we reached Kylemore, o fcory
like Gothic castle on the brink of a sheltered little lake. (The grownds 2lso ir;clude
two more lakes, a mountain renge, ad several hundred zcres of woods.) I slowed the
car on the entrance drive at the noint vhere you sce between the trees the castle
mirrored in the lake and, just as I'd been subconsciously blming myself fox the
rain, took as much pride in the fabulous thing cs if I'd built it myseld, I'd wanted
to pet Bea herc for the first night sfter her long and hectic journcy becouase it's
the most restful &s well as onc of the most beautiful pleueces in Irelend, Ad.r-.i"gtc'edly
the bus from Galway now passes the gutelodge twice a weck instead of once, bud in
spiteof this hectic onrush of civilisation the peoplc seam to have cll ithe time in
the world. 4s we waited for them in the huge ranclled entrance hall vith its 'grea.t
odr staircase and gallery it occurred to us, being fans, vhat a wonderihl plece it
wuld be for a comvention; and :fter we'd been showvn to our rvoms Bea called us de—
lightedly down the corridor to look st hers. "Iook," she said, pointing into the
enormous interior, "lFour bedsi” It was the clincher. we decided to stert & c:nf*lg.acig,n
for Kylamore in '54 and next morning sent poctsarcds to Tucker and Bloch peiniing
out amonz other things that they hadn't really livaed until thgy'd dropoed bogs of
hot water from a bottlement,

st I'd better get on if you're to meet Janes on page 5. Actually noibing rmch hap
paed auring the next two days except that we had a lot of fun and saw 2 lot of sce-
ncry. ve toured through Leenane, Westport, Catlebar, Ballina, Sligo (wita a detour
v Lough Gill to show Bea the Leke Isle of Innisfree), Sundoren end Ballyshamion,
and et noon on Sunday we were parked in the market square of Donegel Tow looling
out for Jemes' bus.

#hile we're waiting for him maybe I'd better explain a couple of the ollusions in
his rcport, '

First, all this telk about people trying to poison him doesn't mean thet he's got
a persccution complex. The fact is that meny ycars zgo in an over enthueiastic on-
deavour to cmlote H.G.Viclls he. zequired a mild fom of disbetes. The result is 4hat
suger doesn't agree witn him, As Bob explaincd it once, soon after James taokes suger
his temperaturc drops =nd he gcts stiff 211 over. This is known as rigor mortis.,

Then therc's the reference to the 'evilty secret' wader the bonnet of our core I
should explain that the designcrs of the licrris Minor Car hiwe in their infinite .
wisdom provided a spacc among the intricaciecs of the engine just large mough %o
accomrodate o tca~kcttle, However surprisingly®Seoplc knov what this spoce is fox.

. This ignorance of the finer points of eutomobile design extends to the garage aiten—-
dant in Collooney; Co.Sligo, vhere we stopped for oil. The youth opened the bonnet
and stood for o moment transfixed with astonishment. You could sce him reviterding dn
his mind all his knowledge of the various types of internal combustion agine end
associzted machinery. This apparatus did not scem to be cormected to anything, t
he thouzt he knew what it was, Coming to & decicion he sidled round to wy window
ana dropped his voice confidentially. "Do you know, " he azked tactfully, ''thoi you
have a Xettle unaemeath your carburettor?"

"Yes," I admitted vith marly frankness, "I do; and drove off amid gigiles md o
flooa of jokes about mavericks, stray kettle, and steering.
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But here is James now....

- ——



vjonderfl.il

Unlike some people, busses don't break down under me, so I arrived in Donegal Town
exactly on time. It was raining heavily, vhich wasn't surprising ag according to |
the tus conductor it alwyys rains in Donegal Tovm. I alighted vith a splash and
looked around quickly fer a maroon Norvis kidnor No.1Z5275 before the rain ruined
the refractive properties of my glasses. I sav one. .ladeleine was staiting beside
it, holding the door open vith one hand and an umbrella up wvith the other and ur-
ging me to get in quick before she drowned. I didn't want to drowm either, so I
sprinted towards the car, slung my stuff in ahead of me, and dived neatly after it
Doors slammed, engines revved, horns tooted, and ve started off with a jexk. €I re-
sent that last word, whetlier it refers tc me or my driving, —wWaWw}

After the tio of us in the back seat untangled ourselves I took & look at niss
Mahaffey., I saw dark hair framing & rather blurred face with three or four nice
dark brown eyes. She was rubbing gently at the ankle on which I had landed vi th
my chin. I held out a hand and said "Pleased to meet you." She did liltevise and
said "Likevise." Her voice reminded me of the foctor Symphony wrking ever Wio
Overture to Romeo and Juliet—und remember, the car hadn't gu* - redio.

Some time later, after she had managed to pull her hund free and counted her
fingers, I thought maybe it would be a good idea if I wiped my glasses. I did,
and took enother look at Miss Mahaffey. ' '

Wovr!

Just then Walter, who was up front with iiadeleine, introduced wus formally. He
said, with typical old-world courtesy, "James, thiz is Bea. Bea, That's James,"
adding by wey of helping to breck the ice that OTHER #ORLDS was now pzying 3¢ a
word, I reeled my tongue in and told him we'd already met but that I didn't mind
sheking hands again. Then I enquired politely about the journey from Shemmon Air-
port. as I remember, the way I phrased it was, "Why aren't you all lying dead in
a ditch?"

I gathered that the fair face of Irelanu had been wringing wet most of the vay
from Shanmnon and that the only thing that had kept Bea frou catd ing the first
plane homewards was the prospect of mecting me. It seems he had told her I could
control the weather—apparently reascring thet if I coula sell one of my stories
to 4SF'I coula do anything—uand thai there was bound to be sumshine vhen I joined
the party. He wanted me to start weiiing on it rig:taizy.

First I tried the wunchine of my wmile bat this, Bea informed me, was not quite
what she had had in minu. She went.d tw photogreph a thatcned ‘cottsze, and for that
she required a sun, a blue sky, and a few alto-cumlous arranged artistically for
eflect, A girl of simple tastes I thou ht, little kmowing what was to follow, and
I directed my attention to the weather.

The rain stopped and the zun dried the water off thé road, It @t so wam that
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Walter had to open the windows. There was some cirro-stratus among the alto-cumm’-

ous in the sky, but i don't think enyone noticed it. After making sure the sunsl

#"The Scavengers", 4SF¥ Oct 53 Sl {




would stgy put, I lgy back in my seat emd just enjoy=d the beautiful ::cmeryg’b_;!.k—;r :
ing tc it -~bout wori-rates, HZobert Bloch, and the scenery outeide the cur. i
There was some language difficulty at first, tat once I undarstood the distinect-
ion between 'cute', 'real mte','George' ana 'George all the way' it ceased o be a:
probler. It was a very beautiful section of country we were drivinz throuch, and i i
every lake, mountain or wave-lashed headland was given a high George rating by Bea. -
Liere was a blurb three pacsgraphs long v the Irish Tourist Association sbout Don—;
esal Bay which she neatly condensed to 'real George! anc still made it sound worth!
comin: three thousand miles to see But somechow 1 got the irwression that she was
a little disappointed—i1 coulun't vruauce = thatched cotiage which meawured wp to
her specificetions. I pointed out that the Uoncsal Sounty Comeil were inclined to
fro.n on thutched cottages novadsys..virds ner sted in t.em and they were in constant
need of repair , . so they wese bugy replacing the thatch with norribly modem—
istic roof tiles. I tried very navd to scil her on the wimv lodk i» cotiages, but
as far as ghe was concelaed, tiled woiiages just veren'su Gernge, Sne was very nice
about it though, she told me not to wurry and sae wasn't aiaming me personally,
and she patiod me on the head.
Just about then somebody begcan to sinc—-me, I think——end we all joined in,
The sung was ‘I Want To ERA Near You' and nobody knew all the words esoopt valter,
and he only knew the Frenzh version, so it was a rather interesiing choeel arvange-
ment. Bea kept watching Walter with a sort of horrible fescinatiom-—i¢ was the |
first time she'd heard a song sung in French with an Irish accent. The roise was
nonstrous, and lasted urtil we pulled into some town or other for lunch.

STy} Yysim 1y
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There were no fans in that town, at least nobody noticed the s-f mags DPIOPPE up
in the car's windows, Iuring lunch I taught Bea a smattering of Geelic and Russian.
Mostly the words for 'yes' and 'mo'., She alreaay knew these words in English,
French, ‘Gemman,* Italizn, and Spaaish; riaving leamed them for her trip around
Europe, but de Camp hadn't told her how to deal with Irishmen or Russian spies.
(Bea by this time kiew all about the inciden®t in the London Undergrowd during
which Evelyr. Suith was accused of being a foreign agent.) Before the meal was fin-
ished Miss Mshariasy had said 'No!' to me three times in Geman, once in Spanish,
and seven itimes in Gaelic,

all I wanted wes a lock of her hair,

Of course 1 nadn't got scissors with me, but I could easily have pulled some out
if she'd only have let me. I'm stronger than I look. I think she was Just nloying
hard to et.

Half an hour out of town Walter discovered that his tanks were aliost amnty. Ve
all lifted our inecredulous eyebrows at each other and ssidc 'Hahl' RBat he vBs seriou
and began conmlting maps. In an aside to Bea he tcld her that he wag locking for aj
'Filling Staticn' to get some 'Gasoline',(.alter has been to america). Bea, in an :
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aside to me, said. "He's looking for a 'Garcge' to get some more 'Petrol," (Bea goe
to a lot of ticuble to leam the langrage of the natives). I told ifadeleine that
the vebicle requiied a further smpply of reaction mess in order to contime its
journey. (I em a manber of tne Bvitish Inserplaiietary society). Madeleine zelayed
this to Walter, and Waller said, "luk-h-h7??"

Lfter we'd found a garage, and somenovw kept the attendant Irom uncovering our
gudlty secret conceaiod wnder the tomnet viaile we were beinyg refueled, ‘/alter con-
sulted a few more maps and told us he was taking us towerds a Treath-talcing viste
on the noith west noast of Donegal. Oft we went again. i

Wic were travelling tnrough wild, rugged country novi. The scenery was real Georg'e,!
but the surface of the roads wam't even cute, and they climbed and twisted all !
over the place. We were going fairly fast, and every time we turmed a corner, Bea Q

,




and I would be plastered against one of the irmer walls., Walter seemed to take a Py
fiendish delight in throwing us together at all the sharp comers. I was delighted,,
too. Once I was flung violently into Bea's side of the car vwhen we were on a per- !
fectly straight section of rwadway, and I had to talk about Newton's Third Law for i
abcut ten minutes to convince her that I was a perfect gentleman. After that we :
mirdered 'Frankie and Johnny' until the neighbourhood of the breath-taking vista :
was reached. : E
This vista, we were informmed by Walter, could only be seen properly from the top |
of the small mountain ahead of us which overlooked the sea. There was a sort of :
fishing village built on the lower slopes of this mountain, and we parked the car |
here. After piling rocks against the back of it to keep it from sliding into the |
sea, we started climbing. |
t was a fairly easy climb——there were stretches when the vrecipices were sev- !
eral degrees from the vertical—but Bea was handicepp.d suwevhat by high heels |
!
|

and a pencil sxirt., I had to help her over the difficalt speis » « Tacre were
difificult stretcres of cliff. It was great fun——=a person haan't really lived
until ne's helped Bea lMahaffey climb a mountain.

When we reached the top, the vista was everything that Walter had said it would
be, and more, Il wes Cecrge all the way. Its breath-taking qualities were helved
consideranly by an invigerating breeze which blew in from the sea. Occagionally
thig brecze wouid die down tc a mere forty-miles-per-hour zephyr, and when one of
these lulls occurred, we took shelter in e nearby hollow to try to take our
breaths back off tiie vista. The hollow was carpeted with a rare fom oI white
heather, which costs a fortune back in civilization, and was as comfortable as any
fakir's bed, We lay for a while just.soaking-in the sunlight and listening to the
wind howling by above our heads, and talking mostly atvui Robert Bloch, but not
for publication. Aiter a while I said a few appropriate words to bea and presented
her vith & honguet of wildflowers, with instructions to stick them in her hair
and save cne for her mouth to give it a sort of exotic touch as I wanted to take a
photogrash, I then climbed out of the hollow and took two photographs. hile I was
doing this-Bea took one of me standing on top of a rock taking her. She later ex~
plained that she'd hoped to get an action shot of me being blovmn into the bay by
the gale, and that that would have been even better then a thatched cottage. But I
didn't get blovm more than a few yards, so I fooled her. 4 few mimtes later we
tore ourselves and our clothes away from the heather-covered mountaintop ard head-
ed back towards the car.

4 person hasn't really lived until he's helped Bea lMahaffey dowm oif a
mountain,

£1q¢1y s,31---UTelUnOW WIJd ® 30U S,%],

Later, in the car, Walter told us that we hadn't seen nor done muthin' yet. That !
that mole-nill back there was merely an appetizer for the RuAL job. He was, he
anmneicod With er imaciaory fTourish of irrapets, teking us to Mormt Brrigal! The
second. (by a few yaues) niphest meun'l2in in Ireland, As we were all expected to
climb it, Walter and I begw Lslving shop.

Experienced mountaine-climbers whab we cre; we realised that Bea might be in need
of sume helpful advice and ercourigeneit, sc we disoissed the many ways used to !
negotiate a glacier, as well as frst aid m:amrss and how to keep tiie rope from
Jigzlicg waen somebody fell off, We aiso touched upon the egoboo which would |

accrue to the person who got herself a nice roman®ic unmaried grave in some gl
foreign strund. But Bea seened sirangely unmoved by the thiought of an wmazked !
grave, and as Frrigal loomed ever higher and closer above us, she bectme actively
disinterested. I even offerred to carry her oxygen tanks, but she declined polite- |7
ly, saying that she'd letters to write and that she'd stay in the car. Vhen we /1
started coaxing her to came, she said, "No!" -1
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I should say that the climbing of Errigel would make an epi¢ in itself, but E,E, P
dnith has said the same thing atout the taiding of Onlo, so I won'te I vill nerely :
say that lMadeleine, Walter, and mysclf climbed it, said some coiny but very sin- i
cere things about the view from the ton, and care down again., I broke awey from thel
others and got back to the car first——i wanted HEQOD. Begides, I vanted to brezk .
the sad news to Bea that I'd left my cemere someviiere on tne upper slopes of the !
momtain=—I'd left scme of the stin off my shin up there., too——end thet it hag |
conteined the two pictures which I'd taken of lier earlier. To soften ihe blow, i
however, I tcld her about the farmish slogan I'd written on a flat stone at the |
top, vhich msy be read only by *rue fans willing to make the pilgrimage to Errigal :
for the recovery of ry tw> exposures of Rea lMiehaffey. {

She took this tragic news well, like a true fun. She even forced herself to lavgh! =
at it for about ten mimites. I was so relisved that I went and got a treshly-dug .;;l
lump of peat and presented it to her as a momento of this great occasion. The bit |o !
of peat weighed about eight pounds, and was fresh =and brown znd nice and sticky, "" |
but it wouldr:'t fit in her handbag so she was forced to refuse this gift, I could _g‘
see that she was profoundly moved, though. For a long time she was speechless. s

Velter and liadeleine retumed and we began building a turf fire for & vicnic,. ;
The sun picked that moment to go dowvn behind Errigal, and so the usual sumset gale |
started trving o blow both us and the fire into a nearby river. But the coolking
was finished by this time so the grub was carried into the car and poliched off
there, While the wind rocked the car they all sat snugly inside feasting on an in-
teresting mixture of fried sausages, soda bread, and sweet biscuits (Cops, sorry, Ii:'
mean COOKIES). Several times Bea tried to poison me. o

‘uoou €

Then we'd driven out from the shadow of lount Errigal the wind dropped again, and
we discovered that “fthe sanset wam't for tw> more hours yet. Walter said he was
takng us to Dunfanaghy o stay the night with some people he kaew there, Liadeleine
who was navigitirg, bezan telling him how to got there, and Bea and I staried
talldng about leprachauns, word rates, and Robert Bloch. Bea had wanted to see
some Little Pecple and Walter explained that I was the bigest of the Little People
in the whole of Ireland., Bea didn't believe this at first., She wanted proof., She
asked for a green sunsect,

Green sunsets are difticult. They require time to prepare, and the mix has to be
just so. Besides, the sun was almost touching the horizon when she made her re-
quest. I pointed all this out to her, and added that I was tired from holding the
rain off all day, but she locked reproachful and just said, "Oh, well, if you're
too tired to show me a green sunset . o ." I started working on it.

I vas still working on it vhen we passed through Dunfanaghy on the way to the
people Walter lmew. Bea kept watching me expectant-lilre and mittering 1little words
ot encouragemarit., "Eave you gone to sleep?! and "It's still orang3strined, are
vou colour bliad?" But finally I did it. There was a lot of blue mixed in with the
green, of course, but it was a decidedly green sunset, I lay back and received
my egoboo. !

i
The people Walter knew were remodelling their house, so they couldn't tezke ue in,
We found this out just as night was falling, so we retraced our steps across a mile:
or so of hills, bcgs, ard low stone walls to where we'd left the car, By arrange- |
ment with Artimr C. Clarke thers was a beautiful crescent moon, and sanewhere along,
the way nighiingales or something began singing, Bea and I tried a duet with ‘
"Listen to the lockingbird" but I don't think anyone could do justice to a song
wnile wallding in their sleecp, We were all rather tired by this time, and I seem to |
remember someone asking whether we should o back to some ordinary old hotel in ;g!
banfanaghy or just fall into a farmish type haystack in the next field. J
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Breakfast next moming lasted two hours., we just sat around sending postcards to
people—and one to harris as well—until the waitresses began rattling dishes dis-
creetly, then we left.

It wes a fine morning, though I say so myself, the sun shone from a cloudless sky! |
and everything was in glorious technicolour. It was real George. ‘he car seemed to ! |
spend its time crawling around the steep sides of mountains, with Walter nointing | |
out breath-taking vistas to us —split seconds before the vistas vanished behind the_! _
stone walls lining the road. Cnce all us passengers had to leave the car vhile Walt |
took it across a bridge that wes under repsir. then the car didn't go erashing intol
the bay, we followed it across. Walter lo-ks rather distineuished vith white hair. !

Bea kept complimenting me on the weather; she was very pleased with me, she said. i
She patted me or the am, and my glasses fogsed up. But this unrelieved joy didn't !
last, I spent an anxious ten minutes vhile sho toyed with the idea or asking for a I
small rainstomm so that there'd be a ruinbow and she could get the pot of gold at
the and of it.

I was inexpressibly shocked. & True Fan like Bea iMahaffey shouldn't think about
things like that. I vondered ii perhaps she hadn't become tainted with vile pro-
fessionalism. Her work does bring her into contact with such people. I changed the
subject and we stopped on the shore of 2ulroy Bay for another picnic.

The meteorological conditions then obtaining were emingtly suitable for tie hold-
ing of picnics. thile the womenfolk unpacked the grub walter started the fire and
I went to look for more fuel. When I came back I told him I had made a dogsed
search and had found some pieces of bark. He said, "&h well, every 1little velps,"
and threw it on the firs, Vhen it nad assumed the aspect of a conflagretion we went
dovn to the shore and threw stones at empty tin cans. 4h, the famish way of life.
‘hen we got back, Bea pointed to a corner of the rug and told me to fall dovm. It
was probably an accident that this comer was laid over a heap of flinty rocks, so
I didn't say anything., e lay around the fire, the second one..the first one, vhicn,
had @t ocut of control, was some distance away.. juggling plates and ripping fannish
reputations to shreds, while birds sang in the trees, butterflies flitted in the
bushes, and a lccal farmer went by with a load of old seaweed., Twice Bea liahafTey
tried to poison me.

4 person hasn't really lived until Bea llshaffey nas tried to poison him.

Yhen all the plates had been 1licked clean, and the others were nerving thaaselves
to the effort of getting to their fe :ty, I was overcome by a sudden urge to climb a
tree. I mentioned it aloud. iadeleine locked incredulous, walter asked if I was go-
ing to open a branch office of OTHLR WORLDS, and Bea went for her canera. (I found
out later she wanted to take a photograph to give to harris.) I gave & few Weiss-
muller yodels to wam up, then sprarg into the lower branches.

The trec fell down. :

It was quite a big tree, but the trunk had been rotten. The effect was ruther
spectacular. while the others were standing around meking cracks about my fine
White frame, I dashed the couple of hundred yards to the shore, smatched a couple
of hard-shell sez organisms off a Tock, and ran back to proffer them to Bea, asking
if she'd 1ike to feel my mussels. Bea loaked faintly ill, Walter held his nose, and
dadeleine groaned. Altogether it was a most satisfactory reaction. It pays, I think,
to put a little extra effort into one's puns. After this we drove off aguin, Nobody
would talk to me for a long time,
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Things went snoothly for a while—too smoothly, I wasn't thrown to Jexz's side of ;
the car cneceuntil we approached the frontier. About half a mile from the Eire |
Cusboms Post, Walter pulled up behind some trees and told everyone to hice their | _
contraband, it the customs post he left the car to get a signature on samething IQ




called a triptyque, and a man in a blue uniform came out to talk to us. He glared at!

}adeleine and roared in a soft brogue 'fnything to declare?" Madeleine shook her i
head. He continued, "“Any cigarettes, nylons, foodstuffs, jewelry, ormaments,...’' He |
went on for a long time, Madeleine locked as if she'd never heard of any of these !
things, At last, apparently satisfied, he turned to Bea. ladeleine heaved a sigh of .
relief and the cellophane round her three pairs of nylons crackled loudly, btul the
men didn't hear it. He locked at Dea and said: "Anything to...to...er, a'rm " -

Now Bea had concealed in various recesses of the car about two thousend Anerican
cizarettes as well as other odd bits of contraband. But when the austoms officer
asked her the question, she locked at him wide-eyed and innocent and said, ".hy, no¥

The man vasn't used to the lshaffey wide-eyed innocent look. Le couldn't take it.
He hadn't any spectacles to get steamed up, but as he backed away, aqueous vanour
spurtea gently from his nostrils. in impressionable type, I thought. He staguered
back to his post and after a few wimites Walter came out and we drove away. The man
hadn't even seen me apparently,

Tu

The next stop was at a signpost which said H.M.CUSI0MS INSPECTION POST, TAIT:! Ve
did what the notice screamed, Walter got out with his triptyque and we went
through it all again.

The second man was in civilian clothes——probably he was an M.I.5 Special Agent,
or some relative relieving the regular man while he went for a smake, This one
didn't even look at Madeleine and Bea—o appreciation of the finer things in
life, I suppose——but concentrated on poor Jittle me. He kept asking was I conceal-
ing alcohol, Me! Alochol! Then he went to the boot and we heard Walter and him
arguing for a few mirmtes, then Walter climbed in and we were off agein, Half a
mile down the road we slowed to sixty and everybody averted their eyes while lMade-

leine fished for her three pairs of nylons. We had arrived in the Province of
Northem Ireland. '

For the next fifty miles or so I lay back and talked to Bea about such subjects
as the prison sentences given to smigglers, word rates, and Bea Mshaffey., I made
the discovery that she much prefers volcanoes to snakes——we have neither in
Ireland, thanks to St Patrick—and that, given the choice, Bea would much rather
be run over by a car than by a railway train, because the wheels of a locomotive
are sharper, This shows a fim grasp of the fundamentals of life, and it's little
things like this which makes Bea different from ordinary women. How many others
have ever really given thought to thig vital proble Very few, I'll warrant,

The next time we stopped there were long Atlantic rollers breaking on one side of
the road and tall, beetling crags on the other side end we were hungry again, There
was some trouble finding water for the tea, but eventually the picnic was held in
the back garden of a deserted bungalow overhung by cliffs. We sat and ate and watch-
ed the sea~gulls carefully. When Bea asked us why, we told her that when all ‘the
sea~pulls flew off the cliff at once, it meant that an avalanche had started and we
would all be killed. She seemed sorry she asked. Later on Madeleine and Bea both
tried to poison me, but Bea's attempt was an accident; I think, because I hadn't

tried to meke a pun for more than ten minutes, and she let me light her cigarette
aftervards.

s we were going back to the car she gave me a whcle book of matches to use on i
later occasions. Sometimes it's worth getling nearly poisoned. A person hasn't |
really lived until he's lighted one of Bea lMahaffey's cigarettes, :

When the journey had been resumed I noticed that Dea was looking thoughtiully at |1
the horizon. I wondered how many cents I should offer for her thoughts, tut she :O;
spoke first, "Tonight I'd like," she said, smiling sweetly, "A polka-dotted sunset. "I\
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She paused, then, so's there'd be no semantic confusion about this request, she
amplified, "Pviple with pink polka~dots."

For a vhile I toyed with the idea of giving back the book of matches and breaking
off diplagatic relations. I meen to say, & polka-dotted sunset. I'd be nm out of
the union ror sare. Still, being the Custodian of the Mahaffey latches wes worth
something, too, I went to work. I was still muttering incantations, or sometning,

vhen Walter siopped the car at a granite parapet. We had arrived at Dunluce Castle, |

Dunluce Castle is a fairly well preserved Norman castle on the northeast coast—
you can read about the Normans in Russell's '"Dreadful Sanctuary" (Plug)—-end is
set on top of a sheer mountain which

becomes an island at high tide, Ve
climbed around the battlements and
walked about on the grassy couxrtyard
where the Knights used to joust. & couple
of sheep had got in and they kept going
"Ma:aa" at us, and once Dea dropped
the trapdoor on me vhile I was exploring
a dungeon. It was very damp inside, but
the spiders were the worst. ialter came
along later and let me out.

A person hasn't really caught pneumon-
ia until he's been thrown into a dungeon
by Bea Mahaffey.

It was about this time that people
began to notice the sunset. I yelled and
pointed a'few times and soon everybody
noticed it, The sky was tuming a deep
purple, and there were lots of tiny cloudd
in it, The clouds weren't 8ll pink, and they didn't look like polka~dots beczuse
the colours had sort of run, but the effect was terrific. It looked just like the
cover for SLANT 6, except that there were three coal boats steaming dramatically
across the horizon instead of a blue fountain pen hanging at three thousand fect,
Madelrine said, "Oh!" Walter said, in a voice charged with emotion, 'James, you
have svrpassed yourself." Bea patted me on the head and said huskily, "Youse is a
good k'd." She puiled out & cigarette and waited for me to light it. The sheep
said 'Magpa." They must have been faaaans,

Back in the car I lay back and just basked in the warmth of Bea's cigarette
smoke and regard. We all admired my sunset and spoke in hushed tones about wmy
sensitive famish soul. After a decent interval of time had elersed Walter amm-
ounced that he planned to stop at the next town or village, dump our bags, and
just walk amound until bedtime admiring the scenery and lookirg for birdbaths. I
don't care much about birdbaths, but I like walking and admiring Bea lichaffey.
And so, in the still of a beautiful evening in early summer, singing and laughing
end talking about Robert Bloch and Bob Tucker we drove all unknowing into that
hotbed of alien intrigue, that roaring, wide-open seaport, that BRE Babylon,
Portballintrae!

We left our luggage at the Bay Hotel and came right out again. It wos a lovely
evening. The sunset was so proud oi itself that it wented to hang eround all
night, which was all right by us. We wandered domn to the little harbour ond along
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the sea wall., It was one of those periods of idyllic cclm before the holocoust, ] |
and it lasted until we felt hungry again and went back to *the hotel. 11 ‘

It was then we began to notice that this was no ordinary hotel. The entrance _




hall was festooned with various implements of destruction, ranging from assegais |

right up to flintlocks. In a clearing among the potted plants there was a glass show‘;
case containing a shapeless hunk of metel, billed as part of a shell fired at the
heroic hotel by a German submarine in 1916—= shock from which the residents had
obviously never fully recovered. There werec also a television set, a radiogram, and
two radios. None of them was working, Perhaps at some time in the past some rash
soul craving for new sensations had irpulsively switched one of them on, only to
find to his horror that it made a noise. Since then they had remained as mmte as the
residents, all of whom had obviously been switched off long ago.

There were two lounges, one of them marked "Adults Only." We tiptoed in and sat
dovm. It was at once obvious that the term "Adult" has a very special meaning in
Portballintrae, It is not used to describe any young thing of less than eighty,
however long his beard. The lounge was inhabited . . . or at least occupied . . by
six of the elder Things, all either reading copies of the Financial Times or decom-
posing quietly behind them. So much of their skulls as was visible through their pa~-
per shrouds had the brown patina of great age and their clutching fingers were the
delicate hue of old bones seen through cellophane. They did not move: neither, Bea
asserted later, did they breathe. We wondered to ourselves whether they vere stored .
in some vault at night or merely draped in dust-sheets, !

The silence was sepulchral, at least. As it dragged on, Walter produced a pin and
dropped it solemmly on the carpet. At the earsplitting crash liadeleine covered her
ears, Bea winced elaborately;and I, tripping over the threshold of eamdibility, mut-
tered "Shhhh!" But They had heard. There was a low rumbling sound like the sound of '
distant thunder as They cleared their throats, a frigid alien wind blew momentarily
from outer darkmess, making us shiver with the sense of impending doom . . . and
then it happened. One of them lowered its Financial Times by .several centimetres,
and rugtled it at me.

We all ran out into the porch.

There we survivors discussed our soul-searing experience, speculating on Yog Sog-
goth and the Elder Gods and Vhether the Financial Times should not be outlaved as a
weapon too terrible to be used. walter was just urging Bea that it was her duty as
an fmerican to cow them by going right back in there and rustling some cattle at
them, when the waiter amounced that our supper was ready. We followed him into the
dining room and discovered that therz were more of Them in there—-no doubt enjoying
a cheerful nightcap of embalming fluid.,

It wes murder. Every time somebody tried to eat something, somebody else would
vhisper something and the person trying to eat would either have to choke to death
or spew bread-crumbs over a twenty foot radius—they daren't laugh, not out loud.
After a while we gave up hope of ever being able to eat in that place. Dea gripped
the sides of her chalr and stared at the ceiling, Madeleine covered her eyes, lWalter
put the comer of his scarf in his mouth and chewed at it, and I stuck two fingers
in my mouth and bit. But it was no good. The pressure kept building up inside us. It
was actually painful, to me anyway., We staggered away from our table amnd reeled out
into the into the night to langh before we exploded and messed up the Bay Hotel's
dining room floor,

When we got back we found that the Arisians had gone from the "Adultg'® lounge and
we had the place to ourselves. Bea kept urging me to get up early next mornng so's I
could go for a swim, but not too early because she hadn't any flash-LWlbs. she'd
been very keen for me to go swimming ever since I'd told her that I'd made an error
durn-qg my hasty packing for this trip and brought a black beret instead of my black
bathing trunks, She's always trying to get photographs for harris--mgybe she's sor-
ry for it or something. I like swimming, but I had to decline. Even though Walter of-|
fered me the loan of his beret to make a two-piece. After all, as a vile pro, I have
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certain standards of dignity to maintain, and bathing in black berets just is't
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done—even by Tucker. A few mimutes later I told her that she could pat my forshead | |
and steam up my glasses all she wanted to, but I still wouldn't do it. Somehow 1 i
think my voice lacked conviction. :

Vialter saved the situation by saying that I could swim all I wanted to tomoxwow
morning, after I'd helped him wash the car, so that was that. We sterted talking ab-
out the inhabitants again. Every now and then someone would whisper some outrageous |
speculation and we would stick our heads in the cushions and make muffled snorkling !
sounds. !

A person hasn't really lived until he's heard Bea Mahaffey make muffled snorkling |
sounds in a cushion.

A little after midnight a porter came into the mom, and I inferred he thousht it —
was time we went to bed, In Fortballintrae the porters don't switch the lighis off ie:
and on. They do mt even cough discreetly. A discreet cough, in that place, would %

rouse the neighbourhood for miles around. Instead, their method is to tipuoc in,

stand quietly, and raise their eyebrows. The faint rustling sound their eyebrows

make in that awful, ever-present silence attracts the attention immediately. Then
they switch on a pained expression and the crestfallen wrongdoers retire discomfit-
ed, We went up to bed.

Now, the next thing that happened is one of those events which people will distort
Already Walter has begun to garble it in his oral versions, and I'm terrvified at
what Bloch will make of it if Bea tells him, When people start relating it ai second
hand..... As the person most cancerned in the incident, I will state briefly the |

facts.

Shortly before one o'clock in the momming of May 16th, 1953, while I was lying
face downwards on the corridor floor passing a note under Bea Mahaffey's bedroom
door, a chambermaid walked on me. : * ' ’

After I got the footprint off the back of my jacket I went to bed.

(Editor's note; The text of the note is understood to hare been as follows: Rem-
ember, don't snore!"}

Next moming the sky was overcast and there was a gale blowing up. Walter and I
finished washing the car in rain and we went in for breakfast. Bea was late in com-
ing down so I went upstairs to rout her out. I slammed my door, vhich was onposite
hers, a few times, and then pounded on her door with my fist shouting "Is Tucker
there?" This had been quite effective the previous morning in Dunfanaghy, and it
vorked here too, She came out on the run, On the way down to breakfast I <old her |
about the incident the previous night, lest she would overhear some of the servants
talking and misunderstand, and bogged her not to breathe a word about it to talter.

Hah!

Madeleine said "Vhat!" and Walter's cyes gleamed and he begen pressing for detailg
fishing out a postcard and addressing it to harris. I tried to cover my confusion by
dropping one of Bea's cigarette stubs into the coffee dregs from an altitude of six
feet, It hissed nicely and made an interesting black mess, but three waiters and a l
porter rustled their eyebrows. I looked reproachfully at Bea. She said “Quien sabe'l |
vhich was completely uncalled for no matter what it means, and patted me on the
shoulder. liy glasses didn't steam up as much as usualy I was terribly, terribly dis-
appointed in her, After all, it was supposed to be our secret.
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After breakfast we ransomed ourselves from the hotel ard drove off, The weather
was awful. High wind, lashing rain, and great grey waves battered at the seawall we!
had been sitting on last night, As we left Portballintrae we all tumed round cnd 1

]

I

shouted 'Boo' at it to relieve our feelings, and then Walter asked his Navigator foz

directions to the Giant's Causeway, L7

But the weather was uansuitable for in,gpecting rock forrations, so we merely gave__l\')




Bea a vivid word picture of what she wovld have seen ('a lot of funmyshapred rocks')
and drove on through Basghmills, Danseverick, Portbraddon and Ballintoy. Bea mentioned
the weather a few timey, btat I don-t thirk she 12ally expected me to change it. Port l
ballintrae and the polkadot sunset hiaa shot ny finely-co-ocrdinated nervous srstem to
pieces. But I felt behler after Bea had amoked a few more cigareties and we biundered
throvgh 'Stormy Weather' a ccuple of times. lMadeleine ana Walter kept tailking in low !
volices and occasionalily scraps of dialogue like "Flat on the floor..." @néd “Can the
maid sue?" would drift back to us. Bea would onfort me by szying I had dore nothing
at vhich I should be ashamed even if nobody would believe it and I would wnile brave-
ly and wipe the steam offmy glasses.

The weather still wasn't suitable for climbing around on rocks, but we left the car
at Carrick-a-Rede and went dovm the steep cliff path to the famous rope bricge. fThis
bridge connects the mainland to a high rocky island which can't be reached by any
other way but parachute. 1t is about 500 feet above the sea at both ends, if a good
deal less in the middle, end it sways in the slightest breecze. That day there was a
gale blowing which bea judged to be about three times as invigorsting as the one that
nearly blew us off Errigal.

ladeleine went out on it first, a brave glorious stunid thing to do. I begen to
console the immirent widower, but she came back without falling off. I went next,
feeling gleriously stupid too. A merciful blank covers the memory. hen I ot vack,
bea plended her high heels and Valter made some lame excuse zbout being camletely
lacking in moral and physical courage. ihe rain sudaenly. becane heavy and ve dacided
to go up the cliff by a short cut irnstead of the more circuitous pauh, and ve started
climbing again. e —— e = -

4s I said, I wasn't feeling so good. A lot I PEEL THE Wt’N(J
of things had been happering to me. I was in
a-bad way., This tige I didn't help Bea up a \ VIBRATION ¢ 4 /fyé 78
mountain, N T T, = s

A person hasn't really lived until Bea | B
Mahaffey has helped him up a mountain,
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Bventually we poured ourselves back into
the car and took off again for Ballycastle,
Cushendall and the Antrim Coast Road. vhen
the coast road was reached, sprgy as well
as rzain began to run down the windows. walt
pointed out where Scotland would be seen if
it weren't for that row of tidal waves. we
talked to Bea about the cars that got washed
into the sea here every month and the ones
that escaped that fate by being pinned dowvm
by landslides from the cliffs. Bea just lay
back nonchalantly and smoked five cigarettes in a row.

4t Ballygally Castle where we stopped for lunch, welter tried for twenityfive min-
utes to phone Bob Shaw to let him know we were nearly imme again. But he couldn't get
throvgh. The lines were down, or at least some telegraph poles had fallen into the
sea. sadeleine and wWalter were inciined to woriy a little about vhat had happened to
the 10ad alongside the poles, but not Bea or I---we can swim,

Bea began to talk about artificial respication and lifesxring methods zenerally. Yie
had a most interesting discussion., Bea favoured holid iing their heads wnder until they
calmed domn before towing than eshore, while I plumped for the rabbit punch. i:adel-
eine and Walter didn't say anything,

In Belfast I said a tearful farewell to Bea and wvent home to tell my mother look
who was back. Two hours later, in Oblique House, vhile walter and I were trying to
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fix the flashbulb attachment on Bea's camera, Bob Shaw came in. It is a measure of |
Miss lishaffey's multilingual proficiency that she understood the very first words he
uttered. they were, "Welcome to Ireland."

I felt like kicldng myself, or him. velter felt the same way, for the one thino we|
had forgotten to do was to welcome Bea officially to Ireland. Her sensitive famish
soul must have been hurt at this even though she complained not, and there must havel
been times whien she may even have felt.....not wanted? leny & time and oft, as she ;
clung by her fingernails to some cliff in a howiing zale, she must have thought she |
should have stood at home——ull because we had forgotien this siuple ritual. I was ai
cad. However to try and meke it up to her we conducted her sround the SLAW press-
room. Ve showed her the printing press, the waterpistol used in the 'hite-herris en-
counter of '52, lWialter's Honorary Swamp-Critter Certificate, the watorpistol used on
harris this year, the duper, amnd the waterpistols to be used on hariris next year.
Then we all went downstairs agein md began
to tell Bob about Portballintrae, with actions.

7hen Madeleine whecled in the food a couple
of hours later, however, Bob and I were talk-
ing about 'High Noon.'

'High Noon' is a wonderful subject for dis-
cussion. that film had something, It was
tense. At that time Bob and I were the only
people who had seen it but though the others
begged us not to truble ourselves, we didn't
mind explaining about it. Especially that bit : :
whelre miﬁ,tiy rides over the hill,.. that piec- . RIDES OVER THE HILL .. _'
ture vas iense,
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we got so good at talking about it that we

could do it in sign language. that meant that
Bob and I could talk about our latest master-
plece, wordrates, and how nice it was to have
a pro editor partaking of our hospitality—

A gea-fson ham't really lived uvntil he's a:en
Bea lakraffey talk about 'High Noon' in sign
lanpuage,

When I went wp «gain next day the weather

¥ y had changed sgain. It was the hottest day yet

' : B ; and Walter plamed on driving us around Coun-
- - WAS TENSE l ty Dovn. lMadeleine wasn't coming this time so
there would be room for BEob beside walter. But strangely enougzh, Bob didn't want to
sit beside #walter, after Bea got in there was quite a bit of jostling for pesition,

% it was finally agreed that if Bob gave me three new plots and let me keer the
Tear view mirror trained on him all the time, then he @uld sit beside Bea. .o
blasted off.

Just outside town it was discovered that the car hom had lost its voice. It is a
punisheble offence here to drive without apparatus to give audible warning of one's
approach but Bob, Bea and myself solved the difficulty wntil we reached a garazc by
leaning out of the windows and yelling "Honk" at anyone that got in the way., 4fter
the hom was fixed we headed for the Mourne Mountains but seeing vhen we got near
then that they were mvered in cloud we turned off to Dovnpatrick to show Dea St.
Patrick's grave. Even there walt and Bob continued the ceaseless barrage of puns and
Jokes that had started vhen Bea commented as we left Belfast on how clean it was and ]
Bob explained it was because the'lioyntains of Mourne sweep Dovmn to the sea!, During 5
one sequence about snakes as Bea was as usual alternately sgying she should go hqg_gqu__

1 OIDD T oy WP oUTUMTd UOT] S41UM € 5,800 1 ——DP0d aeen ©




*

and that she should have brought her tape recorder, Boo remarked that is was indeed
something to writhe home sbcut., How ig it onc cen never remember any of the good
jokes made on these occasions, I shculd have noted than down as I seld tiem.

we made a stop once at a littlz bridge on a byroad and sat in the sw playing a '!
game we have invented called 'iioon Base.' {((n this you prop up a cigerette utt in the¢ |
middle of the road and throw pelhles at it.) But we had to hurry back because after
tea there was going.to be a full scale convention . As well as the presentc company
of vile pros and faiflfa'p#¥E%ist on "New worlds’ would be coming, end that legen—
dary figure, George L. Charters, the Bangor bibliophile who had gotten his name in |
HARD COVERS and who likes to talk about it the way normal people talk about "High
Noon," would also appear, We got back just in time to keep them from welcoming us in{
stead of the other way around.

The next thing which happened will live in my memory till my dying day ---end prob-:®
ably haunt me for centuries after that. It was, sort of, a pun. We were all going inj -
to tea, with Bob several lengths in front and moving fast, when he suddenly stopped,|®
tumed round and said to Bea, "Bea, you look good enough to eat," A harmless enough e+
remark of the sort that hungry wolves say to Miss Mahaffey as a matier of course. As|
Bea sat down she said, sort of off-hand, "I do~—three times a day." Bob seid, ;

-

"Glumph, "

It had happened at last, we thought. Shaw caught without a come-back. [istory had
been made., But no.,

All during tea he gazed abstractedly at Bea——she must be used to this, too——and
he didn't speak at all except for a few monosyllables like "More tea,' 'lore bread,"
and "More salad." Vhile the rest of us demonstrated the proper way to rustle a pap-.
er, and waved our hands through the opening sequences of "High Noon', he was in some
horrible world of his own. Fin<ns1:XMLFault xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat"><ns1:faultstring xmlns:ns1="http://cxf.apache.org/bindings/xformat">java.lang.OutOfMemoryError: Java heap space</ns1:faultstring></ns1:XMLFault>