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If youlve finished ronding the last Evrhen by now you mist have noticed nention of 2 forth-
coring Irish Fendom issue. Well, here it is, elready. The idea is partly to celebrate the
ninth anmiversary of the founding of this happy fon group, in dugust, 1947 (the tanth amn-
iversery is being celebrated by 2 bit of a do in London——sec bacover) end prrtly to help
clear up an odd misunderstonding which seems tc be prevelent in some quariers to the effect
that Fyrchen is a cliquish aad highly esoteric famueg., I suggest that this long ctanding
migapireiension might now be ¢lloved to. sit down.

It ngy be tmie that the humour in Fyphen is often subtle--hell, it is true, 2o Chudk
vould say--but it's mostly quite camrchensible to anyone vho has rezd ihe provious issues
vith due couticn, da for the chaege that ve're cliguish, thai's tmie anly in tle swmse
that frndom itsclf is a cligue. Admittedly much of the farmish-Tiction dedls vith a con-
stant grow: of charactars, tut so do, for ersmle, Thrce Men In 4 Boct or the PEC's Goon
Show., lhe essence of echaractsr ané situstiom ocomedy, s orposed to mere verbal Tiicks, is
the creation of 2 szall mumber of ‘stock choracters with fomilicr characterisiics, the
humour coming fion observation of their reactions to diffecient sitmations @l o one an-
other., This is cxectly what John Berry is & ing in his sterics, ond it's really quite



irrelevent thot the nezes of his chorecters happem to be those of reel neople, vwhor he
uses 2.8 row metericl, (They hrppen te be Irish rfans bectuse Hyphen is on intermeticnal
far.og end our group is the only one common to both Sritish & Americem fondom.) The cher-
acters in, oy, the Jack Bermy Show oare resl pecvle too, but ro one eclls Barmy cliquish
or esoterie, evg ‘they, have to listen to one or two progrems to appreciote all the
allusions.
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This photograph was taken on Irich Fandon!s

anmal excursion to Portrush, 'reported! in
*| Jolm Berry's forthcoming "Ice Cresm Sunday".
{ Ior key seg Atonfoto opposite.

e —— e St e g et et

Hovever it is true, 2as come reorle hiwve been remaridng, that Hyphion doem't come out
every ieeks apporently it's expecting too mpch for you to renenver tre ench froa one
issue Uo the next. I carmot understond rcople getiing confusesa lilke tids;, Wut it sems
tn't Cliude Iyons, Norrun J.xzepurn, George Bitson "nd some of the other Tenms fons huve
Cifioenlily telling us 2part; Raleish Hitcheock even seys our names ol] sovmd alike. So,
to hcl: lost souls like this, we have prepared tnis livtle illustroted guiae.

GIOHGE L.CHARTERS, rechristencd George 411 The Wry by Bea Mchaffey (for quite immoc-
ent roisons I assure you) vhen she vas over here in 19 53, recresents himgself to bhe the
Father of Irish Frindom., This cloim has been indignantly denied by 211 our motners. Al-
thougi. . ,or rather becruse...he doesn't lock any older tnem the rest of us, Join Berry
melieg Idn out to be of vast antiquity. Ee lives in Bengor, Co.lowm, & songlde resort
doout 12 miles from Belfast. He is A refomed completist, and also & recier and collector


vlcu.de

of dMax Brond. He once had his name listed among the acknovledgements in o Mnrdcover book
about bBread by his correspondent Dorzell C.Richardsan, He likes puns, chess, uns, puzzles
end ;ams. Le has been to Paris. He cut the stencils for The incnented Duplicator.

JHES WHITE, co-founder of Irish Fandom, was &rt Editor of Slant until friling eyesight
stop:ed hin moking his famous linoeuts, He then descended to prowriving, and e so0ld to
&SF, .lew liorlds, Netla etc., been Conklinthologised and translated. e rew ntly idnished
& novel vhich will be mublished this auturm. His major funwordk was the Beacon Rewort, in
vhich he helped Bea Mahaffey down mountiins and viile ressing a note under her door vas
walked on hy en.amobservont chambermeid. He is 2 member of the British Literplonetary So-
ciety, o ciabetic, has been to Paris, makes model aeroplanes and spaceslips, aidss in a
tailor's shop ana is morried to tall, slim and vivacious PEGGY JIITE, nee Penyy licrtin,

OB SiiW, trufernish genius, original member of the Belfost Irimgle, co--fowider of Hy-
phen and co-author of The Enchemted Durlicetor, emigrated to Cemade eorly this yeor vith
his wife SALIE, Has sold professionally to Neoula, huthentic & The New Yod: Posi. Ee is a
comioizseur of mmour, an involuntery collector of ermitic machinery and . sworm foe of
insects. Lie has a healthy appetite and an equrlly healthy contempt for peonle ¢aluded
enough to think that budgerigers cn talk. These latter attributes have iimresced

JOH BERAY, nova fon and specislist in fomish fiction. He has a moustache mnd a bude-
erigar celled Jo-y vhich he thinks ean tddk., He is a rolice finger rint e .cii, votes dar-
ilyn Houwme the surfree he'd most like to insufflate over,- & is the most enrersetic expon-
ent of Ghoodminton, = sort of all-in badminton we play in the winter. with Artlmz Thomson
he publishes his ovn inimitable fangzine REIRIEY IION, which is strongly reconr:cided.

My novie is walt Willis; my vdfe, #indeleine, is & fon in her ovm rigat, blonde, ond rmuch
pretticr thon she looks in that rhotogreph. e hiwe two children-—Carol ased 8, “nd now
Sryon, woed six months. We own Oblique liouse, a n-me corried over from #he dcys of Slant,
wiere .11 Irish Fendom meets Tuesday nights and Sunday aftemoons.

all, ot is, except New worlds artist GE-A3D QUINN, with whom we hiwe friendly tut oc-
ctslon Ll contaets, and Bonorary Irish Fen CUCK HaRRIS and ARTHUR THOLSON. these latter
tvo do 1ot live in L Irelind, no matter vhat Fob McCoin and those other clifo-mic fons
think. Ihey live in England, vhick is an islond about 100 miles to the Legt of Irelond,
unsuccessfully civilised by us 1000 years 2go. ror more wbout Atom, see John Berzy's re-
port of his rccent first visit, 2 one-shot wvailoble on request with Retriution. Chuck
lives owtside London, works for Fords, and vwages & mock var vdth Jmes Yhite. e edited
and published severel previous Hyrhens on his Gestetner. ¥is 'Through Doxltest Irelang!
(24PA) i3 & fon clegsie, His professional scles consist of o short (Onegn) in the Vargo
Stetten Mog, for vhich he ves paid 7/10, the mog having sane bankrupt after it apoeared.
\This wns post hack, not propter hack.) Chuck has tended towards gafic this yeor, not
uncomected vith the fact that the foiloving few_pages of reacers' letierc re.resent

virtuzlly all the rent or the lzst Hyu-he 7 £ T ——— N
. comaant on the last Hyphen. CORMECTED QOTAFIONS (I) !
e more cbout that, the present stute of i

fendom, aettering, TaFF :nd other subjects in Orn Xomadn, did Xubloe Khon,

the nestt issue, wnich vill &lso hiave moterial L stately pressure dic decree |

by Eric rrank Rusell zna, I hope, diwon kpight “————
and 'Emengorde Fiske'...snd be betler uupiicated thrm this. I'n sorry cuvout W.e horiible
mese I made of some of these pages (taough you should grumbles you only hiwe one copy to
vorrsy ebout—I have 210) but this issue ves rushed out to be in time for the MYcon. Ken &
Panela Epimer mped me in to help on Stuteside publicity for the Lomdon 1957 worldcon, and
I thought I ghould try to do something better thrm telepathic entnations. Inclcdentally, I
_I}E.ve rcedgned from the cdministretion of Taf® ~nd the British end is nov hmdled by K=
Buluer. Don Ford remeins in charge of the Statcside end. end is currently recalving nomin-
ations for an fmericon fan to go to the London Worldeon im 1957. (129 i: wle Lve., Sharon-
ville, Ohio.) Last year's winner, Lee Hoffinom Shear, declined the Fund mondes ond atiended
Kettoring as o private individnal, not a representative of US fandom.
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MAL LSILWORTH Muchly enjoyed Parr's debunking of the pseudo—psycho--malysts md Her- —-

40 Lickin St., mon's Security Satire, and I hope Derek Pidcles' criticimm of the l
Bredford 4 convention-type cover {"Clurch, anyone?"} wman't mem* to e serious.

Oh I do hope not. Heck, we s01id Yorkshire sheep fomers hove to stiek
together end it would break my heart to howe to nomincte a compatriot for the Iugghend !
Cf The Year Certificate,

The cther thing I was struck by was Peter Rigby's idea that the Bible misghi nst be
fmtagy; and T wes struck very fereibly Wy thot, It newrly stopped me inmy txacks. I'd
nerer tnovgnt of it like that before. I'd clwoys locked upon it as o sort of prel ecess~
or of tae Charer Mysteries; always cccomding it a certain literary preastige ce one of
the oldegh and mnst canplete fanbasies in our 1mpvage, ind now ganeboty cates adlong
with o reveluticnary idea like thot md I have to start in md revise all my evolust-
ions. I have to siort sericudly considering the possibility that it vesn't nemt as a
fantagy. Ghod, it mey even howe bean 2 mosterpiece of lumour when it Yos fHrst nuolish-
ed; perhaps even on archaic eounterpnrt of The Fuchented Taplicator. his is important

Erighy mist be rigit, kirl. Yo less a persn than one of our revered

promag editors, Ted Tubbh of AUTHEM'IC SCTEICW fiction, believes ot o

only that tlethmgelah livel to 999 wears but eagmestg it wos becruse g

he weg 2 vegetorion., (Lws:69). love over, Folmar.) o

ERIC FRANK FUSSELL Iyvhen vns recl cocl, by which I dan't meon not so ot, It ot mej 3
in the drecm-creep. You'd be 2 solid sender if you used o stapling @

. mocline instewd oi your welfare Stute teeth, first prize this time o

goes to Demon Knisht, the others ponting close behind preaunably beemise eholed by his! =
hell-fumes, —
N ¢

JuCX SPIER »8 2 good allegory should, The Enchmted Daplicator led me to some re- -

North 3end, _ hewed thinking about fandom as a way of life. I hove tar~lly rcojected
wishington .3, rother quickly the ider of miking fondom the madn interest in one's
il f life. This vag pertly due to the example of Forry ickerim, wio Los aink
\ 5<. so mmuch of himself in a ficld from which he draws less end less sotis-
A g faction. But it was also due to the fret that my generation hns clweys
i e had such large tasks so clearly ait out for it in the i walc that
L——1" there vos no room for the idex that one .could Justiticbly vweo ldnself
ur in his hobby. First there wes the depression, than World war II; md iv vous quite
aprarent that failure to mect ather of these challenges would lewve litile mems or
frecdon for enjoying m wwvocation....Thet other protlems moy appeor is owte probable,
ut they moy not be felt ag vrobiems for =11 society to be concerncd ~bous..uithout
this feeling, i moy not feel 2 campulsion to woik at then, mnd then thove ig the ques-
tion, what am i poing to do with my life, tgide from raising a family abd mldag o
living like everyone else? e have knoin 21l 2long that there is no impeentive as to
whet we ahall do vith ourselves, snd neither is there m sbiclute scile of wwlues thet
8cys some activities are wortly =i others wvorthy. .. There remaing o lone cro of
free choice in which the only critverion is plesure., I dom't think thot findon as a
woy of life will steadily meet this test, tut as i survey the otasr Mclds of »onding,
writing and doing into vhich i've advancad pseudopods, 1 wander vhich of than would,

i oy
L T

Vater sives me 2 danp

RORY IULKITER 1 gathered my nerve nnd wrotc & letter to Aric Franl: Misacll oxm-
164 Genava P1, pressing my oprreciction foe his erticle on astronony in Ifar Lorlds,
Covinn, €21, and to iy surprise got a delightfl reply frow him, He tiiought I

ws a man thowshs I hate 0 aisobusze him, Fo commented a: the re—
action in England to Lis crticl €, md remerked that some of his mwitryaa@ 108 os tmdy
seuse of lmour os a pregnint goat., {They were kidding?) .fer I read the ledsers in o
loter ismue I knew woet he meant, T dida't dare stow the article to Ir Richoitaon.—-

|

|

afreic it vould mean the end of 2 berutiinl frimdship (Ctd. oz p.af)



James Thite, co~founder of Irish Fandom, assesses the changes vrousht vy
\vTougiiter; Johm Berry. ‘

THE NOT-SO-HOT COSPELLER _
C?R - ~ \
THE NEW LUKE ¢

IN IRISH FANDOM
5Y JAMES WHITE :

Dob Shaw has gone to Canuda, Bob whaw, supreme expoaeat of the murderous
art of' Ghoedmiaton, possessor of the oaly kaowa fifth-dimeasional gut, ¢ad lute
owaer .- before I hought it — of the Tower Bridge, Londoa. . solid BALE bullhead
of Irish rardom siace those fur-ofyr, goldea days 3., Lis churacter und accorp-
lishrmeants have become legeand — eiicly becuzuse buth were so uabelievable, Iis
geeine ror findieg money in public litter-boxes, for instiance, «ad his uaceasing
qQuess for aa entirely new and non-nechanical Form of humour — & form ol huwaour
which was Tunny, .nd there was his provess ab shooting spiders with a high-
powsred air-rifle, But all this wvas ia the good old days: the diys of the itas-
mansaiy lectures, the Hoffmunwoman, wnd of the saving of' Courtacy's boat, w/hen
not only Bob dhawv was a liviag legead o o o

Walter illis was engaged ian o oae-mun wessacre of Fuadom by doing his best
to write himsel? ecross the atleatic, wad some of the cusualties are still in
stitches, George Longfcllow Charters wis cerefully shopping for a typeuriter
worthy of steacilliag ™iE BICHANTED DUCLICAYQL, weuring cowboy shirts aad loudly
remicdiag us ot leust seventeea times @ veek thet his nume had appeared in hird
coverc., 4And I wis doiag things, too. Bectuse of that grim and watery encouater
at Welling in the summer of '52 between Horris aad myself, the zap-gun was ice.
treduced into British TFaadem, and becmme so populer that it had to be outlived,
«nd cbout the same time I was proving that the age of chivilry vis not decd to
&n uokeown Antrim chambermaid by going oac better than evea Sir Walter Ruleigh,

.
.

«1l these eveats were writtean up, of course, and iacredible though they
Semeviacs Were, rans believed them. The Wheels of IF beoime knowa to fandon s
casitive, cultured, happy «ad more-than~slightly viacky fan group to whom in-
ditle things hippeaned as a mutter of course. Geatle, restriiaed :nd civil-
d was the group thea, cad if prone to any weckness it was thit of uaderstete-
meut, The brutclity of the fust-groviag Spillane Faodom wus bhorred, «nd
though Besh and I often lay oan Walter's lava to wuit for bees too youngz or cire-
less to hecd their comrudes' wuraiogs regurding this dunger «ree, thesc cacouat-
¢rs verc coaducted strictly in «ccordi.ace with the rules :wad usages of viar,

biny & tine I remcmber us citching o big fut one ia our crossfire «ad
brinsging it down out of coatrol, Wascrlogged.,  wnd thca, after 1t hed givea us
1ts acwme wad scrisl awdber naly, we'd 2ut it on the biggest riower wo could fiad
- usually « dundelicn - Go dry out «nd rei'ucl before returalag o brse, e'd
thiak thea of its cowrndes b.ck vt the hive weltlag, Waitiog, uatil all hope wis
gone and the drioklng-gl.ss of the nissiag bee would be sadly upended, Thea



suddealy o buzz would go up &ad the mivsing one would come limping in on three [,

wings, heavy with woter but otherwisec uanhart, and we'd get & sort of wam glow,
we'd think of the bees speculaciag oa the acture of those awful, yet str&nge.]y
merciful beings inhabitiog tho 'Willis ldwn,. aad
the stories would grow and spread, Fgoboo from .
a bee isa't much, but the whole bec=-pupuluatioa .
of “Irelznd o ¢-$ i

Even cow, bees from for and wide come to 3 /'ﬁ \j/
hever absve the Willis lawa., They hang there for |, RN
hourg, waiting, hoping for some muaifestation, \’ \s Ny %
Tren at suaset they fly slowly away to sprecd ' .D' /\'3\)
the soad news thet the bencvolent old gods cre '
decd, and in their place is & huiry debuaced creature wuving & f]\Y"Ef&-ttbr mo.de
from cardbocrd vho is childishly cusy 1o eludc.

\

Yes, those days have gone forcver, Subtly cad horribly the chert.cters of
this fan group are chogzing, Our miads and bodios are being ruthlecsly forced
inbto 2 new nold, a mold formed by the dlsedsed thought processcs of the Nemesis -
that has lately come amoag us. :

Nemesis has cast a dark shadow over Irish Fandom — or ruther, his moustache
his. liemosis, alias John Berry. .ccording to Berry, I¥ is tpo teme, It aceds
nore blood and guts aad Morilya loacce, The diffideat, uaderst .ged tre.tmneas of
fon erticles, he says, is cissy stuff. hut 1s aceded is sowe good old liai-type
superlotives to livea the reports uyu, with pleaty of. ¢éxclumatioa muriss sc. tiered
through them. and as he has £irty wuillioa relatives chained o tygcewriters some-
where, his opinioans arry weight, 2here &rec, ia fuct, ao opiaipas remuiclog ia
prict other thaa those of Joha Ber"j - ut'-least, so far as reuders - r¢ concarned,
Everything which occurs ia Obliquc'House is writtca ugp by him immedic ely: it
hoppens, cad usuclly hefore thet, and published everywherc. e doa't hive a chance.

Qur own laziness wis to blane for this «t fii We chould not h.ve lain bao
eucouraging him as hce matohed, thea.exceeded, the comblm.d word-outoud of Ireland's
most acbive Pun group. Bub it i so easy to tukerthings. evsy., HEeosler even. and

SR Sudlaser sra .suddt.nly it wds too late to stop hiiy,. Uader the veight
5% of hie foctucls aiticles — which huve, .occasigaclly, &
'Y tcnuous conunection with the fruth — « fecrful metamor-
. phosis wes toklog plaec withia us, -wnd the oid legeads
< of IF wore boiag swallowed up by the aew, hepped-up,

?‘? Berry-built Wthology.

No loagexr the dry wit an.d superb pu.m.ter the.t we
kaew and loved, Walter is & saeering, cruel-eyed hood-
. lum who 5pits words cad reefers out of the corner of &
Yy perpetuclly twisted mouth.: George, whose ago might
"have beea guessed as a rather worldly tweaty-sevea, no
loager looks it. Uader fhe, latecasive brum-dlrtymg of]
Berry he has becore an old man, Girls &till give him
their seuts ia the train, but ao loager for thc enance
to get sitting on his kace., Instead they smile res
ussuringly, telling him that they.hope they look as
heclthy oo he does when they're aninoty. - But they ure

—JV

»"It's a smll hedrogm, ..we tave

(N

cwsills."”
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Just being kiad. Such is the power of Berry's suggestion that we full, oxpeot
hiu to tura up in wa ambulaace aay duy now, lastead of ia his wheelcluir,

And take even Harris. (Yes, please do,) Harris, the vile pro wad - accor-
din; to white - sex-fiend, who is an honorury member of Irish Faandom, and there-
fore a much too insipid-character, Berry made him - through o cchort — a des=-
poiler of virgia budgerigars. 4And myself, vile pro and - accordigg to Harris —
cex-i'iend, who aever hust u dum or wore a sput ia my life, am fest tecoulng u
croes between 3ir Aanthony Eden, Lord Tedder aad lilckey opilluae.

But Bob hus boea treuted the worst of all, His foadaess for ua old green
velvet Jucket together with his gyuaasties while ..,

pliying Ghooduiatoa suggested something to the
REVEILLA~souked mind of' Berry. oLelleti INow,
wherever Bob gocs, sacers «ad lispiogs wad de-
risive shouts of "wruvlovae!l' follow ia his wle.
Even his Heulth Cerd suys "woberti® oa it. :

Berry, vou see, is responsible for bob
lecving the country. 3Bewry is respoasible for
everything that hes huppeacd to us duriag the
pt.ot yeur, culminuting in the horrible f ke-
saturnslic of the aight thet Heialela dida't - e e e 2 ¥ o
cotie — "reported" clsewhere in this issue - whlch hus ciused our names to ctiak
throughout fondom. Berry is alup, i'n surc, regpouncitle for the letter which
Bob got recently from Cinude, I oaly swi the letterhecd befere he whipged it
out of sights « « &

Bob is curreatly undergoing vuocim:tioca. Thorough vuccinction, whots
against smollpox, maleria, typhoid, beri-beri = a bit late for thet, now -
haut-stroke, frost-bite and duadruff. rromineatly displayed at the top of a
truak he showed us last week was o pair of saow-shoes and aa outsize fur-
trimmed romper suit. Whea he waca't looking I peeked to sce what else wug
under hicz Fskimp set, cand found a pith helmet and khaki shorts. He says ne's
goiag to Canada, but sometimes I woonder, especiclly whea I remciber thut letter—
heed.,  "Che Culgery and Distriot Glee, Light Opera and Hoira Sheerer Apprecia-
tioa Club," Haa,

Berry nust already huve blanketed the whole Doninica with his lying prop=-
ogunda, sc that wherever Bob goes he will be grected by loag-huired nea Gad
short-hoired women belletomanes — loog, short, and ballet-leagth munes.  way-
woy, wherever he's golag, we all here wich him aad Sudie the beat of luck, cad
« goodly dollop of the nisery which is supposed to bef.ll those whose «ficirs
procper cad who beoome disgustiogly rich.

Yes, Bob is the only oae of us who has tried to tewr hinself vty fron
Berry's literury Iroa iiiden. But I doubt ir he'll cucceed., iven should he
lose himself ia the truclkless Juagles of freamch Zquuiorial afriea -- which I
suspect is his plen. Jho was it, wfter ull, vho rirst stirted the lyia; ruwour
that the Shows were o rwce of pygiaies? Yes, you've gueased it. Berry will get
there first, probcbly with letters to <he loc:l nissicaury suggesting thut the
notives be tought more up-to-d.te and civilised forms ol duacing. Like buallet.




This is a Berry Locumentary irticle, 4 Goan Detective Lrency Exploit,

The nomes of the characters are real; & compleie prozine-laigth novel,
. 9 p P

only the facts have been chmgel to _ - based on & plot y iiadeleine

avoid corfugion with reality. S s

owalt ¥llis
'A} Certificote. . :

WHAT THE

with 2 ruttered curse of "Sufferd g catfish',
and melking swe iy Fnlse moustiche was affixed,
I kicdzed open tiie door of cur fimrocm ond leoped
inside, facing walt,

"Stealy, boy," he grimcced, his hnggard fice
pesring over 2 wrll of folded fanuines, I widled
over, picked up one of them, It uns the latest
Hyphen, sunmy, They were all Hyphens, about 250
of thenm, 28

"Thought ycu posted all the Hyphens last weck,
Walt," I frewned., :

Bo nodled, L7 4

"True, Geen, true," ke winced., "Rut they all arrived beck here cxnin in o ccuple of
C8YS. 040211 wnopened, Ly the wey, your moustache is upside dovm.

I ripped 1% off, ron the cige of my tengue over the gum-crobic, mnd slopmed it on
preperly. "But vhy have the Hyphans bem retumed?" I asked, sorte fisimuntled. It hed
pecn  special issue cecmi@ierating the publicotion of my 250th article.

N
y

"Srme reason ull sy weil hes bewn retumed unepancd, I supnose, " mutt-
o 3 . . 5 Surth g . "o = g g 3, o

Su ered welt; kicking at the waist-high heny of leticrs €104 surrounded him,
“5 2] 9 =

e Gy @ 8] WS Wny news of Peggy?"' I asked, trying to chmnge tXe wsulject, Things
v NS

ih Ay O 450 vere sort of eomplicated, and when things get camplicoted, I get baffled,
\_“/;.',_"\ o & | 9 £y L J

o \\'-"' R ] - = noe " .

(\3\. <-.~ X "I understand she has bea made en honorexy member of . Jlcoholics
S\ AN wnonymous, " grorned walt .

", fitting A imox to her famish cexeer, " I observed, handing Wlt 2y Lip flesk, Neat
sodn vater would do him a power of goc. in his present state.

Yiedlt took a swig, then locked =t his watch. "Goon, " he s2id, "Bob ig clmost due back
from his psychiatrist...I think he's doing very well, oy the vy, thouih he still peans
to flee the country...and before he comes I want to hxe mn earnest 4l vwith you, I
hewe tried to refrnin from this course of action, which is agrminst cll ryy finer instinets,
but I hove no altemative, I hove reluctantly decided, Goon, to avail rucd® once more
of the inimitablc facilitigs affordied by your versatile orgenisttion, !

(THE GOON'S MOST SENSATIONAL CASE!) :




Heck, I wizh Willis wuld confine himself to words of not more thm wwo syllables, I
was woxking at a disadvantage ce it was.

"My fee," I hissed, grippring him by the sticky collar of his duper-chivt ond piming
hinm ageinst the wll.

"Put me down this mimite," he ordered. "We'll discuss your fee whnm yu've aplved
the mystery of vhy the rest of fondom hawe chesan to ostracise us.

I flashed 2 glance at the CLLENDAR, "Walt, if I triel really hard, would you——-="

"Your moustiche has dropped off," he interrupted with z grin,

Heck. I dived onto the floor, and once more replaced ry fumgus. I 2in't % the
nerve to expose ry naked uprer lip after all these years. I clenched ry fist ot the
thouvgiit of the persen responsible B r oy nekedness. sge vouldn't save hin.

"If T could just get my hmds an Charters,"I grated. "I'de..1'd buy uwp his eexr
trumpote ... 1 a—"

"Ry thing cbout George," mused Welt. "He hosn't bean here since the lldnlain
fiasco. wnd it vas just after that my mail started oning back unopened too."

"I vwos just going to sy the stme thing, Wrlt," I lied, VAllis is opr Dect customer.
Hedc;, he is ry only customer.

Jugi then,; Mrdcleire cane in with & sack over her shoulder. She grijmed boilr ends
of it md miserably shock out the contaits onto the floor.
"Oh no," sobbed Walt. "Wot zy Oilta mailing contribution. Te think thot Joy wwould do
a thing like that to me.,"
Mrdeleine 2abbed her eyes, "ily article;, I SLEPT WITH WILLIS, hos bean resvmed un-
opened by IAIZINE," she anmiffed. "ily, ch why?" gt v
o L «‘\

Sudienly, we heard rarid footsteps mounting 2%
the hammted stoirease. .

Jomes come into the room with a2 brown paper 43
parcel under his cxm, He pauacd in the open
doerdy,...a pitiful figure. Then, like e great
Shakcspearian acter, he tock 2 pace forward,
swept n erm najesticzlly upwoards, ~ad shouted.,

"I on undone."

"You mean~-?" grgped Walt and Madeleine,

"Yes," he cried, "Carnell has sent buack ry
latest story, Guimm illos =nd all. In frct, he
haan't cven opcned the purcel..."

"So it wnan't any use to get Conklin say you
were & Londoner," mittered Walt grimly.
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The door opened once more, and Sadie cme in leaiing Bob by the am:. She raisel a
finger to her lips with a warning "Ssshhh'.

"There's my boy," she cooed, leading & gibbering Shaw to a secluded comer of the
roorm, vhere he sat staring vacantly at the CLLENDAR.

Sny foilks, he was worse then I thought.

Sride tiptced over and vhispered; "Dr Glumwitch says it is a bad cose oi shock, all-
ied vith acute frustration of the bowels 'md comstriction of the bladder. ilc is to have
complete rest beforc he's even fit for the sea voyage. "

Tears glistcened in her eycs. leck, folks, behind my drty vest there bents on under-
stonding heart. I laid a couforting am round Seuiie md gove her 2 potem”l ldss,

Nezt momart Bob slipped to the floer vd th 2 horrmible "Duwarrrhhh, saliva driboling
down his chin,

"What's wrong with the boy?" ecretmed Sadie.



"Give Goon his whiscers back," growled Walt, master of the situation &s ~lwnys.  —

"Tdc tdle," I mouthed, as Sadie ripped my vagramt fungus off her 1lip cad nelped Bob

out of the roam. MRS, e
.\ . J - i\\\i’
4 nostalgic look flitted over Walt's frce. 3 \V 7
'"You krow," he said, "these queer things all started to o~ -

happen immediately after The Night Heinlein Never Crme. I S\SuF /
WondEls ss s 2/

T vondered too. Back home, in the seclusion of my den, my
mind gturbicd back to the evening before Robert Heinlein was
to visit Oblique House€.asoous
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J WS ALL SAT BiCK TC EBJCY OUR TEL after the crreful prepcrat-
E?‘f ions we had nede to ensure that Havnlein's vigit would e a
\78 menoreble onz, Hadcleine was applying o dwmp comress to
y Vol tls laf't wrist, vhere he nd streined it clipping several
y tons ofl the »rivet hedge., Bob and Jmmes hod juat retumed
* faom thair wnenvicble task of temporarily depositing the
Jloadd prousdne kiodc in the shed at the bacl: ef the house.
= 1 nysddf was exhmsted efter my exertions heloing icded- |
7 cine to fold the table napkins, Sometimes I thin't Walt is #pt
*to talce ny entimsingn for grmtead.

AT
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: "So I'll phone up tamorrow," scid Mnddeine to wodt, "and
Y hire o butler for the evaning."

George raised himself to a =i tting position md, roppring
: his crutch ngningt the wall, eignified his intontion of went-
# ing to take part in the conversation.

"Walt," he crozked, "I have held a great vericty of, er,
occupations in my time, wmd it has, er, hdr hely, alwys been
ny ambition to be &, er, heh heh, utler. It vould be the ful
filment of my, er, wildest wish, if I could et os, er, heh
hehy butler on this most important occasion. lleh hch,!

This shook VWillis, folks. I could sec that he didn't wart to uxt Georse's feclings,
as did nonec of us, but after 211, Robert Hd nlein wes - pretty important parson.

"I'm sorry, George-—-" began Walt, George locked dovmwards, 2 spoan of resignotien
flicicring over his vanercble frome. There was silence ©r sorercl secoindg, am then
Willis, doing the stupid thing and letting sentinent overcorc his oommon sase, gwe a |
big gigh, and noldded to George, :

With a terrific show of exuberivce, George gripred the side of hia both cinir, stagg-

ercc to his feect, und hobbled from the room, cackling to himself hep ily

We locked at walt.

“Listen," he said, "The best thing for us to do vould be to apologise to Heinlan
for George boing cbsant tomoriow night, We'd never live it dowm if it wot “round fandam
that ve were ill-ueing Charters, even though it mikes hin hanpy. g RGNS 99

Ve nodded § mpathetically. el i S :

4s vie were to discover, that wns going to be the lenst.. ... :
of our wrries. . i S s e o -

e e et ettt

"John is usuailv pretty accu

rate a._b__out erervthineg." —-Alansz!d




1 FELT QUITE PROUD when I saw George the folloving
nizht. He opamed the door majestictlly o my zning,
{ and I nearly collapsed in the airlock ot the sight
* of him. He looked like a penguin, his rewcining sil-
ver locks brushed back carefully over his pote.
: "Weloome to Obligue House, sor," he szid, cdiress-
ing the hrllstand.
"Tt's me, George,' I hissed.

: It hit him like a physiccl blow. "Thini 4iine to-
night," he complained. '"How do I loolk?"
"I gtta hand it to you," I cringed, ud ing him
gently out of the wey as I passed. I lited his red
woisteoat and buckled shoes...I hoped Heinlain woald.

iy Ls I entered the droving room, and noted the tum-
/g cut of all our membsers, I felt *hat this ws the big
y time. ¥illis tapped his cigar 2sh into the romring
fireploce, mnd ladeleine was hading round noxt.
Hzc.

© I croseed to the French windows ond drew cside the
curtains to see if our visitor wes coxmg. I sew 21 unfemiliar figurc flitiing Awr Hve-
Iy up the nath. I shnuied ercitedly.

"Hey Walt, here womas Herxliolu with a flat eop eud ¢ sick over his shoulder:®

Walt rushed over. 'lbol," he gritted, "mct's the vostinan, "

Griprirg the man ty the bog strny, he puilsd bim through the vindow,

"Evening," whispered the postman, "Just as I ias lerwing the GPO this tdlegrtm cme
for you, so I thought I might as well bring thc moming's mail with me." He durped &
pile of letters an the carpet mnd dived back thmugh the window.

Walt, vith an air of foreboding, orencd the anvelone...read the telegron...screwed
up his cyes....looked at us sorroviully.

"Heinlein is mot coming. His aecroplanes got all mixed up. He wes tker to Mablin by
mistake, "

Ve grotned. It wes a great disaprointment, right enough.

The door opencd, to reverl George lecning ageinst the wall.
"He should be here soom," he crozked. "Oh thig ig the greatest day of ry life! Hen
heh." So scying, the lovable sagz clowed his way out agsain.,

Madeleine;, the really scatimentel one among us, dried her eyes.
"How con ve break the news to George?" she sniffed.
"Poor old thing," agreed Sadie, "it'll surely break his hecrt."

Welt lemed to his feet, that look of bliss on his frce ravealing thot his penius
for improviscition had again reached the heights. “

“lie' L 2ode so miny prepuistiors it's a shame to weste than ¢ll...and we don't have
to," he explained. "Let's pretend to Georse that Heinlein hag ocome. George is o short-
sighted he won®t be able to tell. It'll bs worth it, to see a flid:sr of hogpiness in
his bloodshot eyes,"

"Wno's going to be Heinlein?" asked James, practical as alveys.

"iie," gritted wWalt. "Iy visit to the UZi in '72 will stand me well eg far as the
accent is eoncemed. I have o fedore upsteirs, Ti T also: pat on my new coat end hong a
camera round my neck 2ul have a couple of flaghy switcases end @ loud tie, cxd ring the
front door; he'll be conclet=ly taicen inm."

Spontenecus orplauss greeted this inspiration of Walt'a, Was this sping W be his
greatest triuwvc?


ma.de

Wle chuckled to ourselves as Walt slipped away. Mimutes later we heaxd the front door—-—
bell ring. We held our breath. After a pase, our door onened once more.

There stood George. This vwe.s his greatest perfomences; for a full ten seconds, he
manzged Yo hold himgelf upright.

"Lodies and Gentlemen, " he quavered, "Mr Robert Heinlein!"

With a big grin, W2lt swept into the roam emd begen dishing out Heinlein hard cover
editicns, vwhich I presumed consituted the entire conteuts of his Heinleix: collection,

"Where's Welt?" asgked George worriedly, tiying to fosus his optics.

I had to edmire the verve and iritintive showm by Jemes Vhite. He backed out of the
room. In a few secords he wis back 2gein, wenring an old torn padir of trousers, & black-
stained shirt, his huir stonding an e1d.

“Ah, there you ars, Welt," wheezed Charters, looking ot James. "Cone md meet Robert
Heinlein. @ut vhere is Jumes?"

Bob Shaw, caught in the spirit of the thing, lesped out of the docr 2l re-appeared
elmogt immediately; wearing glasses and black pin-striped trousers. He vemt ovar to
Pegay exd gave her a couple of smackers, ond grinned et George.

"Yes yes," beamed George; teken in y Sob's clever acting, "here's Jomes. Dut I ean't
see Bob Chaw?" !

How Pezay is & girl vho, up to than, I had aways regerded as highly intelligemt end
sensible; not given to hnaty decisions. It must hove been her sporting instiness which
led hexr to mh out of the roau and re-cppear ng Beb. I could see thot she hrd stuffed
a pillow up the front of her jumper and & couple of rolled blankets dovm e back. I
lilted the added subtle touch of aunthenticity she gove the performance oy rmmching a
ham shonk.

"There you n~re, Bob," s2id George, patting Pegay an the back, "Welre 21l here Now...
except, er, heh heh, er, Pegay."

I am still trying to find out who kicked me throuzh the door. I fourd myeclf sitting
in the hallvey, md a resping voice shouting in 1y eor..."Quidk: you'we Pogoy.™

During my lifetime; I have lInd to tolze = number of momentous decizions. Cuee, some
fool asked me to jump out of mm ccroplone... Put ny problen now vas the most aucicl
ever to confront me,

To impersonate Pegzy....I should have to SHAVE OFF ilY MOUSTACHE.

GHOD. ... TE ENORLTY OF THE SACEIFICE,

But I just covldn't let Willis down. I rm upstairs to the utivoon. I clipped off
my becutiful growth, I qh:wed oy upper lip, blinking at the mirror thmwh ry Gears.

Diving into Madeleine's bedican, I gro bbod dress, and i th the manivvlodon of a
couple of powder puffs my d.'l.::e,'ul e was canplete,

I vould sze willis aftemards, I conscled myself.

"ENSURE RRAIN IS IN 'GEAR PEFORE 'RUT-TNI.N'G MOUTH., ™

"You look delightful, if I mgy say s0," crozked George. "You remind me of {ily Lomg-
try, ox Jome Clara Butt." He pinched my cheek. o it
Suiiering catfish,
I begen to feél the Goon had made a mistake,

LISTEY FOLKS. Scme fantostic things happened that
nisht. I wanra tell you &lbout them so you can see
whit lengths we want to to keep George hapuy. It's
important too, bec2use it all hes same bearing on
my subsequent investigation. But get the odtuation By




clear before we go any further. Remen ber that ¥alt was 'Heinlein' ..BRob ws 'Jomes'...
Peggy was 'Bob'...I was 'Peggy'. Bear all this in mind, becauseé from mow on things
start getting complicated.

Now I'1l toke you back to the grim events of The Night That Heinlein liever Cmme.

THE SHAFE OF WHAT WAS TO COME was heralded when George entered with tre drinlis, with
commencoble forzeizsht re bronght in tue glasses on a tec~trolley, thus providing him-
self with 2 crafty for of support, of hich he was obviously in dire necd. He free-
wheeled vn to ue, wd said,

"Here g your tonnto juicz, Peggy."

Heck. I fluttered ry erelnshes coyly and sipped out of my minute glass, sureptd t-
iously adjusting a vagravs powder puff. Oh for a dirty grest pint of Guiwmiess.

Then I heerd & herritle groan. Bob Shaw, the real Beb Shaw that is, hal fointed.
George, thinking of him as Jomes, had given hinm a glass of weter, James' favourite
bevercge, :

But worse ves to came, Bob is renowned throughout fandom for his ebility to absorb
bheer at 2 phenomanal mate. George, well aware of this and anxdious to plense, had
brought in 2 guart micket. Now he geve it to Pegey, thinking that shc wos Bob, see?

"Mr Esinlain," ceckied George, "cowme and see, er, heh heh, Bob Shaw drinlc o quart
of theer in cze guip. Heh h:h,"

What elgc eruld we do? We crowded round and offered encouragement. Pcgeyr, her nose
wrinzled wp like a2n in-growing toail, touched the trothy top with her litile ‘ongue
o.sad than started o twn green. She did her best, howiver. Oh yes. Though I dd be-
gin to get o little worried whin it storted coming out of her eors,

Geo rge's next move was to hand round cigars to th. men,

Once more Peggy hed an adrmiring audimce as she tackled 2 six-inch Cimrehill spec~
ial. It vas unfortunate that she was stretched out behind the piano cnd, confiden tial-
ly, I thought things were going too far whn I esoied the whites of hexr cyes through
the cloud of smoke. James, I fclt, was most enzious %o give his bride somc husbondlike
succour;, t he vas supposed to be W21t cnd had to keen un the pretence. T~u ird to
look 2t everything from George's point of view,

THE SECONDS TICKED SLOWLY ONVARDS. The pseudo-Americsn accent of Wielt!'s impersonation
greted horribly on our torturcd eardrums. I felt sortn queer not oeing cblc © ke a
bite out of ny moustioche vhanever I wented, and I hated to heve to use o Folsetto voice
every time Georzc ceme within vocal rmge.

I repretted that since their honcymoom James 2nd Pegey had been so...otuoched, I
kept howving the feeling that meybe more vAs expected of me. But the Goon hod suffered

sufficient ignominy os it wes.
4% long last, George announced supper. w ;Q’\
- ; / '/ 5
BOB'S CRY OF ANZUISH EAUNTS LE TO TEIS DAY, y
Let me tcll you zbout it. \ '\ 6
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The teble in the dining room wag carmletel, / :
bb

covered by the biggest displey of eatables it

has arer bean my fortime to behold...iteng X
rging from the deliczey of Medeleine's coff ee”‘\/“f (™~
kisscs 0 *he bmiel relity of Welt's ovm

specielly boked gingerbread. Tn one comer of P
the teble was set a little plate on whieh vms "f/ {

set three arrcvroot biscuits and o glass of \N‘ '

water, Jomes White, £s you know, is restricted

N SRR



to & very severe diet. Conversely, at the other end of the table wos 2 lorse trooy vith —
a nountrin of erkes and sandwiches, fronted by a retractable greb, m imovation de-
gigned by Bob 8kaw after a trip to the seaside...the idea being that wiilst cating
with the left hand, he can procure o dalicacy fmn the other end of the taille by dext-
erous manipulations with the right hand, thus saving valuable eating tine,

43 Jrmes (pretending to be Winlt, ramember) led 'Heinlein' (Welt) into the dining |@
roon, we foliowed. To our horror James, by same domant instinet, toaic s place Wy ﬁ:
the frugal snack, 2nd Bob sat hunched cagerly over his invention. The glecm of bliss E
in Bob's eyes ag he re:ched forward wis in otriking contrast to the lock of fortitude
on Janes's face &s he picked up his first biscuit. ’?

In & sceond, our plot would have beenn tom esunder.

with tyriecd Goon alacrity, I switched off the lights and, anidst the tefled shouts
of alamm, swmmg the table round to place Dob, James and Peggy in the poaitions to suit®,
their alioses. |8

I gwitched the lights on agrin,

as I s2id, the groun of nnguigh fom Fob was terrible, like the midnight screams of
a2 damented person, as he s2w the thin biscuits staring up at him. But he wno comparst-
ively fortunate. Poor Fegey was new fully awnre of what comstitubed Show in all his
diverse ficets, already she had diurk © quuart of bheer and smoked o cigor,..ncw she
wes foced with @n aren mere mommentil effort. Her tasc ves to cleer the taoble, or I
cause cverlasting humilintion to en aged fan, toc far game to to able teo live it dovm.

The most serious part of the affair, thoush, wis the glzzed look of Frustration on
Bob's free as the Grab coreored rec:ilessly over the comestibles, opertcd by m ardent’
Chorters mmyious to keep Bob (as he thousht) fully swplied. Bob's damcenowr foreboded
mentzl disorders to came. I enlceulated that from the long tem poirit of viow Peguy's
casc vasn't sc bad...2 fow wecks fasting would sce her in reasonsble henlith agnin,

Irish Fandom vis surc getting itsdlf all mixed up.

I hope you're all able to kep up withme. I cam tell you that the cvents portrayed
so frr constituted the most nerve-1acking experience that ever befell “he Goon. It is
& constant ource of vonder to me that I am able to present the iticts to you in such
o clear ond precise moner. Many follis would get lost tiying to explein theso complex
deteils, but you en rely on the Goon to keep things struight, as elwys.

I now nust relate the climax of the Heinlein affair, culminating in the strange
beh~viour of George Chorters.

WE HAD HEOPXED THAT GEORGE WOULD GO HCME, or —sleep or
somcthing, but he lwmg cround persistontly, delighted
to bec of sexvice to Heinlein. st zbout 2am it was
obvious the situntion wng desperate.

"Soy, folks," drawlcd wWalt in a Bel fAast-imerican
accent thot now soundcd like nothing on Eaxth, "I
guess I better hit the hey."

"Good idcn, Iir Heinlein," we chorused, =nd
everyone left for their regpective rooms.

is ‘the first h'o tel that didn't comlain beceuse T had a wamen in rv roan

I had to go home bectuse Vitme wag expecting
me, s I mng about until everyonc had retired:
than I crecvt into George's rocm to chonge, It
ves the only room I could go to, sec, the others
being occupicd by Welt & Miadeleine, Jemes &
Pegry, ~nd Bob & Scdie...as their real sclves, I
hasten to add.

L()'l——* 2 4 ) 1s



I had just divested myself of Madeleine's dress when George, whon I h~d stopesed o
be fost asleep, suldenly s2t up in hed, his night enp quivering.

"Brazen seductress!" he blented; grabbing his shewl. "Shame on you, Pegry. Get the
behind me, temptressi"

So sing, he hebbled out of the room and entered the Willis bedchcnber, intent upon
making & carploiny to the head of ILF,

I peered round the door, and saw Geo rge actually hopping out of Welt's room, shout-
ing, "No, no, I con't believe it."

I sow im crawl up the stairs am heard the sound of Bob's door bei ng<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>