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"Well, if it keeps up it'1l certainly shorten the Winter."



HYPHEN TRIBUTE Thumbnail. «eated for the Moy FAPA mailing, 1999 This is a briel bit of
the real Tibute {$5.00] (different coved put togethei by Shelby Vick, 627 Barton Ruenue.
Sprinafteld, A 32404, to be distibuted at Cortiu Sunsplash (Rpdl 30-May 2. Much thanks
goes to Joe Sidad, without whom this would not have been possible He laboriously Keroxed
many copies of =" and sent them to me to chose fiorm.

it semed a wonderful idea _at the time _and s easy' A special reprint issiie of Hyphen

for Corflu Sunsplash. Hyphen, because Sunsplash is a celebration of Sixth Fandom
and Hyphen (*-") is certainly representative of Sixth Fandom. Joe Siclari had volun-
teered to supply copies of “-", Madeleine and Walt Willis had given us their blessing. |
have a flatbed fullpage scanner and | have access to a super Xerox that will print both
sides, coliate and staple. Should be a breeze!

Yeah. . . .

Well, the Tribute to Hyphen was and still is a great idea. But complications de
have a way of occurring -- particularly when, like Shelby Vick, you plunge blindly into
things. To begin, the Xeroxed copies of “-" turned out to be what | should have
expected -- legible, but not scannable. The text converter couldn't make sense out of
half -- two thirds? three fourths? -- of the words. it didn't look like copying would do,
either; too much gray area. Except for the final issue. that is. (Guess which issue
was used the most?) The illos were the same way. | finally found that if | enlarged
the illos, double their original size, did some touch-up, then shrunk them back to
original size, they came out satisfactorily. . . after, that is, trimming out a lot of gray.

But then, some of the earlier copies turned out to be usable -- with the help of
whiteout, enlarging, plus cutting out a word from somewhere else to paste over an
illegible word . . . and sometimes cutting the same word out twice, because I'd lose
the first one i cut out . . . more apoplexy. And more apoplexy because of my "system”.
(With me, the concept of “system” always has to be in quotes.) | picked out an item |
wanted to work with, set it aside VWhere i Could Find It, and the usuai dimensional
warp claimed it. Luckily. the warp would eventually give up its' booty -- except for a
James White column | submitted to disk -- but it resulted in greatly increasing my
Frustration Level.

By the way; credits go to my granddaughter, Brittany Good. She said she could
do the retouching. Since | had made several copies, | figured it wouldn't cost anvthina
to humor her. Good thing | did; she did a great job!

Most of the covers were the same Not only did the pix lose iines. they also nad
unwanted gray ¢r even black in them . The lines of the werd "Hynhen' either disap-
peared or ran together. Tried enlarging, touching up, reducing . . . didn't work. Then |
found that. as always, the last issue was best by far. Enlarged, touched up, reduced -
- perfectimundo! Now it's just 2 matter of making enuf copies from that Hyphen to be
pasted on ail the covers, copy, and they'll be fine.

So FAPAns get an advance look at a sample, and | get a chance to see what
it's going to look like before putting out the Final Edition. -- Oh, yes; one other thing
I'll be finding out: So far, I've been putting out only a few pages of something and
stapling it in the corner. That is, that's the way the super Xerox does it. The Tribute
should be stapled as "-" was stapled. ['ll use this to find out if the Xerox can do it.
Failing that, I'll see if it will collate without stapline; just stapling will be better than
having to collate and staple. (Yeah, yeah; super machine has spoiled me.)

Turned out to be simple; punch the right button!)

NOTE -- Any Tables of Content included herein are reproductions
from the original, not accurate tables. Wish they were; wish
there was time and money enuf to reprint it all. Unfortu-
nately, both are limited. Sorry ‘'bout that.
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HYPHEN is produced between issues of SLANT by Walt Willis, 170 Upper New-
townards Rd.,Belfast, Ireland and Chuck Harris, ‘Carolin’, Lake Avenue ,
Rainham, Essex,; England. Art Editor Bob Shaw. Editorial Assailant, James
White. This is issue No.l, May 1952. The sub rate is two issues for one
US sf promag or 1/6 pavable to Willis., or deductible from subs to SLANT,

00IGOHDRS00C)

Walt Willis

To beguile subscribers to SLANT during the fleeting interval
between issues I’ve entered into a symbiotic relationship with Chuck
Harris, my best friend & severest critic (alternately) to publish
this new international. fanmag. Chuck’s other qualifications were that
he is one of the few English fans not already working full time for
Ken Slater, and that he has acquired a very striking duplicator.
However the duplicator insisted on staying on strike despite heroic
efforts by Vince Clarke--see opposite--so I’'ve run off the mag myself
on a machlne I picked up the otner day at an auction in am effort to
get Bill Temple’s last convention report out before this year’s.
Blame all mistakes on me.

When we get over our labour pains we might bring out this thing
quite often. We’'d like to make it a sort of link between British and
American fandom, which is one of the two or three reasons for 1its
name. I’ve always thought it would be a good thing if world fandom
were better integrated, if only to raise the standard of fanmag
material and increase its circulation, and we're in a good position
to bring that about since the 300 odd subscribers to SLANT are

scattered all over the civilised world--not to mention parts of Los
Angeles.

The present issue, though, is mostly repercussions from the last
issue of SLANT, and I hope you new subscribers won’t feel too much as
if you had come in in the middle of something. If youwaren’t
interested in getting further issues of ‘- Just send this one back
and I’1]1 restore your SLANT sub credit.

Further issues of ‘-’ will have material by Harris, Clarke, Shaw,
White and me. Also readers’ letters and lots of other informal stuff
we were never able to print in a ‘stuck-up mag like SLANT, so let’s
hear from you readers and writers. I guarantee, no typoes. When we
get the standard of reproduction we want we’ll be running a series of
special features too long for SLANT, starting with the serialised
memoirs of Forrest J. Ackerman, THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF A HAPPY FAN.
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aa X t{peue efter your ram»
on ths mailing wrapper it reans
either that your postman "{s ia
love with yoo or that your sub-—
scriptioa has expired.

This issus has been odited and
publiekel by me, Walt Willis, of
170 Upper Newtownardakd,Belfast,
N.Ireland, 42 an atteapt ¢to en-
conrage fardom to face the gris
fact that I'm not dead nad to try
out an idea for using vortiecal ia-
terlinsations ia page format, Ia
the continoed abseace of SLARY,due
partly to anillnese in the epring
and partly to the reluctance of
this typer to cut a good enough
stencil, some SLANT subbers are
receiving the compliment of being
sent this lesa formal mag ia the
har thi‘:ul sgprecuu its ip-
effable uty. If aot_please ro-
turs it wndesgerated 7Tor restor—
ation of sud credit,

The better part of this iseus is,
1ike its asuthor, devoted to Bea
Mabaffeyjor at least to her epic-
sakiag trip rosnd 'Irelend, At sbat
6.30pa, Basters Standard *i.u, oa
Wednesday the 13th May she boarded
R e eos ke Sos mila £1ight
or or sile
to ghmon. on tmut Coutgof
Ireland. Almost s vhole 4ay earl-
der Madeleine 828 I had left Bel-
fast in ea Bhp car to mest her.¥e
drove on f0 the Yest.North and
Bastera coats of I.ﬂlud,.r.r.uq
sp James White ia Domegal towa,
spending & 00310 of duys ia
Belfast bofore sailing for Roghed
and the Coavestioe. :
Yaile Bea was still iz Burope...
steaaing up ths Rhine dimstend of
Jasen! glasses...I asked i %o
sake & fev notes of aaything he
ressnbored asbout the trip in case
we might write a report adost it,
But when be brought up the sotes,
all 14000 words of the=, I real-
{sed be bad put his beart ianto e
. work. There vae nothiag for me to
edd u.} sy iaterasl ofyoas being
spoken for, or st least "n"'ﬂ'i
tidy sddiag mysase to his,
‘I bave to do is publisd the Work,

111 on} for 4ite ova
m?!lﬁ‘nwt;:'giroudo of the

EnrinEE R

BEAGON

by
JAMES WHITE

introduced by.,q WALT WILLIS

Stopping only for the usual reasons, and to send &
postcard to Robert Bloch fram Birr, Co.Qffely, read-
ing simply "It'e oo1ld", Madeleine and I arrived in
limeridc by nightfall. Next morning, having ougt
same postcards for Bea to send to her limerick col-
lecting friends, we set out for the nirport,

We were a little late because I'd had tmuble man-
eauvering the car gafely out of the hotel garege—
I'd only just leamed to drive and the car belonged
10 Ty Pathér=in-tww who-knows 4he-history of every-.
tiny scratch on the paintwork axd keens over them
individually every night-—but we arrived in time,
Only to find that my baleful influence over all Zorms
of American public transport extends to their trans-
atlantic airlines—Bea's plane would be two hours
late, I went back to park the car properly in case cne
of the big ocnes ran over it, end we hung about hoping
desperately that the weather would clear so that Bea
would have & god first view of Ireland and that we'd
be able to see her plane coming in, At about one o'-
olock, as we were scarming the eky keenly towards the
Vest, & fitful sun cambd out and an aircraft lmded
from the direction of Constantinople. On the distant
tamec en apparently andless stream of people gt cut
of the Constemation, as from a taxi in en early Madk
Samett wmedy, Wt none of them lockedMke Bea though
we waved at everyone just in case.Even when she came
into the arrival lounge I didn't recognise her. 8he
hed changed. She was wearing a blue costune instead o.
the black dross she'd worn in Chicagoe Also che had
put her helr up and was wearing glasses. Furthermore
she had s imerican acoent I'm sure she didn't heve
the last time I was talking to her. But. it was Bea
all right—1I recognised the little mamoxism eho has
of extending her 1left hend dedntily in front of hor
pala upwards as if she were patting a very lorge dog
or garntly reulaifg the sdvanoces of & very mall fmn.



THROUGH DARKEST IRELAND CARRYING
A TORCH FOR BEA MAHAFFEY
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Over coffee we talked nervously in the atmosphere of tension that
pervades airports and railway stations--people feel they are missing
something all the time--and then we led the way to the car, warning Bea
not to trip over it. I drove assuredly along the broad concrete road and
past a notice marked ALL VEHICLES TURN LEFT AND STOP. Unaccustomed to
being a vehicle or to obeying notices for which there seemed no obvious
reason I kept right and went straight on. There was a frenzied wail and
a customs policeman dashed out of his hut like a sabre-toothed tiger out
of its cave. I stopped the car, switched off the engine, and listened
miserably to his stern reproaches. Useless, I thought to myself, to
explain to Bea that this little corner of easy going Ireland must have
been contaminated by foreign efficiency seeping from the airport--she
must be terribly disappointed. However as we drove off again Bea, always
the soul of tact, said happily, “He was MUCH nicer than a Chicago
policeman.”

Things hadn’t gone very well so far, but the sun came out as we neared
Ennis, Co. Clare, and we thought we might have a picnic. We bought a
couple of pounds of steak in Ennis and stopped at the entrance to the
grounds of Loughcultra Castle a few miles further on. I got out the
primus stove and started to light it. Ten minutes and twenty matches
later I declared that the resources of modern science had been defeated,
and began to gather wood. I had a nice fire going and the tender promise
Oof steak was beginning to pervade the air, when it started to rain.
Almost immediately afterwards it began to pour. The fire was obviously
losing ground. We put every back in the car except the fire and the
steak, donned raincoats, and sallied forth again to fight our existence
like primaeval man. Madeleine cooked, I prowled about looking for dry
fuel, and Bea crouched gallantly on the grass holding an umbrella over
the fire. Well, I thought ruefully, at least it must be a change from
New York.

However she seemed to enjoy the experience nearly as much as the
steak, and we set off again. It was really raining now, with a
determination worthy of a better cause. Nothing was to be sen but an
occasional picturesque ruin by the side of the road. With vague memories
of a hastily leafed-through guide book, we authoritatively identified as
gazebos all the ones that weren’t big enough to be monasteries or
castles, until Bea was tactless enough to ask what a gazebo was. After
that we merely pointed them out as picturesque ruined Things.

From Galway we took the road into the wilds of Connemara through Oughterard
and Maam Cross, and at Recess branched off on the mountain road by Lough
Inagh to Kylemore. It was not a good road, even by Irish standards, though
sometimes we hit up to 20mph. Many of the most scenic roads in Ireland are
like this, and I suspect it’s a deliberate policy of the Irish Tourist
Board’s. Ireland is a small country, and they have to spin it out.



ihe clouds were lifting now, and we oulé see the lower slopes of the mountcins
towering drematically into the mdst. About nine o'clod we reached Kylemore, o feery
like Cothic costle on the brink of a sheltered little lake. (The groundas 2lso include
two more lakes, a mountain renge, and several mmdred acres of woods.) I slovec the
car on the entrance crive at the point where you see between the trees the castle
mirrored inm the lake ad, just as I'd been mbomonscicualy blaming myself for the
rain, tock as much pride in the fabulous thing as if .I'd built it myself, I'd wanted
to get Bea here for the first night after her long and bectic journey becase it's
the most restful as well as one of the most beautiful places in Ireland, Adrittedly
the bus from Galway now passes the gutelodge twice a week instead of once, v in
spitc of this heclic onrush of civilisation the people seem to have ell e time in
the world. ds we waited for them in the huge pauciled ontrancs hall with its great
oak staircase and gallery it.ocourred to us, being fens, vhat o wnderful plece it

wuld be for a convention; and Lfter we'd been shown to our roome Bea calloed us de-
lightedly down the corridor to look at hers. "Look," she said, pointing into e
enormous interior, "Four beds!" It wes the clincher., we decided to start e capd gn
for Kylamore in '54 and next morming sent poctcercds to Tucker ad Bloch neinding

out among other things that they hadn't really livad until thay'd dropoed begs of
hot water from a bettlement,

But I'd bettcr got on if you'Te to meet James an page 5. Actuzlly notaing mudy bop-
paned during the next two days except thet we had a lot of fun ad saw = lot of sce-
nory. We toured through leensne, Westport, Catlebar, Ballina, Sligo (with a cetour
to lough 0ill to show Bea the Leke Isle of Innisfrce), Amdoren and Ballyshamon,

and et noon on Sunday we were parkod in the market squere of Donegel Tow loaidng
out for James' tua.

¥hile we're waiting for him ma;ybe'I'd bot ter e:x;}la.in a oouple of the cllusions in
his rcport. :

First, all this talk about people trying to poison him doesn't mean thct hels 0%
a persocution campler. The fact is that meny ycars ag in an over enthmsiastic on-.
deevour to amlate B.C:Wclls ho. soquired a mild form of diabetes. The result is that
sugar doesn't agroe with him, As Bob explained it ance, soon after James takes sugcr
his tampersturec drops and he gots stiff all over, Tiis is known as Tigor moriis.

Then therc's the reforence to the 'guilty seoret' under the bomnet of our coxre I
ghould explain that the designers of the Morris Minor Car have in their infinite
wisdoa provided a spacc among the intricacies of the angine Just large mouzh %
‘.ooau_mdatc a toa-kettle, Bovever surprisinglyPeople kmow what this space is foz.
'This {ignorance of the finor points of autamobile design extands to the garrge atien-
dent in Golloonay, C3.S1tgo, Wiere wo stopped for ofl, Tho youth opened the bormet
ad st00d &r a pment trapsfixed witn -astondistment. You oould sae him reviewng in
his mind all his kvowleogn of tho varicus tpes of internal oambustion engine end
associatod madlineiy, Thig mparetis did not soaw-to be comocted to mything, t
he thought he knew whnt it wus. Cizing to a decision he sidled raumd to my window
- ®d dropped his voioe conficentialiy: "o you kpow, " hé asked tactfully, "thet you
here a kettle undemeath your carturettorr

“!Ol." I mtt“ dtb m&\ly mesﬂ "I d°" m d.!ove Oﬂ mid dg“;le! ‘na a
'

Y 11° noyl 2Ha.

EeA

—TJ0J ©3] 19POH ©

Bt here i Jaes OV, .o,




S e ¢ i~

\H

o i
. _‘ ,.
< -~y o
- S

exactly on time, It tas raining heavily, vhich "man't surprising ac cccrding to
the bus conductor it always rains in Donegal fown. I alighted vith a splasi and

|
|
?
Unlike same people, busces don't break down under me, so 1 armived ir. Jonegae T'ownl,
looked around quickly for a maroan Morris Minor No.:M25975 before the rain ruined 'i

l

the refractive properties of my glasses, I sav one. madeleine vas stan ..ing beside '-:
it, holding the door open with one hand and an umbrella up vith the other and ur~ |
ging me to get in quick before she drowned, I didn't want to drovn either, so I =

sprinted towards the car, slung my stuff in ahead of me, and dived neatly after i%|m
Doors slamred, engines revved, homs tooted, and ve started off with & jen:. &I re-l
sent that last word, anett.er it refers to me or my driving, —Wi# \o

=

After the t.o of us in the back seat untangled ourselves I took & loo.: 2t rdss
Mahaffey, I saw dark hair framing z rather bluried face Wth three or four nice
dark brovn eyes. She vams rubbing gently at the ankle on vhich I had landed ‘i th
my chin, I held out a hand ana said "Pleased to meet you." She did liiewisze and
said "Likevise." Her voice rerinded me of the Boston Syrphony working over tae
Overture to Roeo and Juliet—una renanber, the car hadn't gt a redio.

d s71a "KkJ3u

Some time later, after she had mm:zed to pull her hanu free i caunted her
fingers, I' thought maybe it wauld be a od icea ii I wived my glasses. I did,
and took another look at Miss Manariey.

¥ow!

opld sold

Just then walter, who vas up front wit! sadeleire, introduced uc foimally. He
said, with typical old-world ocourtesy, "Jawres, thic is Bea. Bea, That'- Janes
pdding by way of helping tc break the ice trat CI*ER #CRIDS was now zg'ing 3¢ a
vord. I reeled my torgue ir and told him we'd already met out that 7 dwmm's nind

shaking hands again. Then I enquired politzly about the journey froo Simnon Air-

port. as 1 remember, the way I phrased it was, "«WhLy aren't you all lyirgs dead in
a ditch?"

I gathered that the fair face of Ireland had been wringing wet most of ‘he vay
from Shannon and that the only thing that had kept Bea frac catd ing tre Iirst
plane homewards vas the prospect of meeting me, It seeams he had told her I could
control tne weather—apparently reasoning that if I coula sell one of oy stories
to ASF I coula do znything—and that there was bound to be sunshine the: I joined
the party. He wanted me to start working on it rightaway.

1]

First I tried the sunchinre of my smile but this, Eea informed 2e. w=s rc* quite
what she had had ir. min.. Sre want:d to photograph a tnatcned cottage = Zor tat
she required a sun, s blue sky, ma a few alto-arulous arranged artistically for
ef’ect. a girl of simple tastes I thought, li<tle knowing what was to Zollicw, and
I directed oy attantion to tne weather,

Walter had to open the windows. There was some clrio-stratus among the alto-aumi’-

|
I
|
e rain stopped and the cun dried the water off the road. It gt oo warm that l
|
ous in the sky, but 1 don't think enyone noticed it. After meking sure tne sunshind N
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ould stegy put, I lg nzcl in my seat &t gust . s the bewstiiul o omrl like
ing tc it -bout woru-rates, -obert Bloch, and the 3cenery outuide the cor.

There was some language cdifficulty at first, tut once I un*e.rstood the cistinct» ‘
ion between 'cute', 'reel cute','George' ana 'George all the way' it ceased to be e !
problem, It was a very beautlful section of country we were drivinz through, and
every lake, mountain or wave-lashed headland was givan & high George ratisg oy Bea..

Mhere wac a blurb three parsgraphs long t- the Iriza Tourisct Asocciation about Don-"
egal Bay which she neatly ccudensea to 'real Seorge' and still made it sound wortal
oaning three thousand miles to see 2Aut somehow 1 got the impression that she was
a little diassppointed—I caulun't procuce = thatched ocottage vhich meesured wp to
ner specificetions. I pointed cut that the Lenegel County Council were inclined to
fro.n or thatched cottages nowacays..tirdu ne sted in them anc they “were in constant
need ' of repair , , so they were bugy replacing the thatch with horribly modem-
istic roof tiles. I tried very hard to sell her on the new lodk in ocottages, tut -

-

ag far as she was ooncemed, tiled cottages just weren't Geoige. She was very nioce |

about it though, she told me not to worry and she waan't blaming -e pe‘*sonad.]y | &
and she patted me on the head, | @
Just about then somebody began to sing—me, I think—eand we all joined in. . oF

The song was 'I Want To EEA Near You' and nobody knew all the words except .alter, |
and he only knew the French version, s0 it wes a rather interesting chorel arrar.ge-‘ :’"
ment. Bea kept watching Walter with a sort of horrible fascinatiom—it vas the

first time she'd heard a song sung in French with an Irish accent. The noise was
nonstrous, and lasted until we pulled into some town or other for lunch.

There were no fans in that town, at least nobody noticed the s~f mags propped up :
in the car's windows, Dun.ng lunch I tmught Bea a mattering of Geelic and Russian., !
Mpstly the words for 'yes' and 'mo', She already knew these words in English,
'nmeh, Geman, Italian, and Spanish, having leamed them for her trip around
Burope, but de Camp hadn't told her how to deal with Irishmen or Russian spiea,
(Bea by this time kmew all about the incident in the London Underground during
which Evelyn Smith was accused of being a foreign agent.) Before the meal was fin-

ished Miss Mahaffey had said 'Nol' to me three times in Geman, once in Spanish,
and seven times in Geelic. -

A1l I wanted was &8 lock of her hair. '
0f ocourse I hadn't got scissors with me, but I oould eesily have pulled sore out

if she'd only have let me. I'm stronger tham I look. I think she was just nleying
hard to get,

, “SAvMapis JOoj J®aJ ® pEy aeo s

Half an hour out of town Walter disoovered that his tanks were aliost antye. We
all lifted our incredulous eyebrows at each other and sa.id 'Huh!' Bat he vas seri
end began consulting maps. In an aaside to Bea he told her' that he was looking for a
'"Filling Station' to get same 'Gasoline',(W¥alter has been to America). Bea, in an
agide to me, said, "He's lodkdng for a 'Garege' to get some more 'Petrol." (Bea goel
to a lot of trouble to leam the language of the natives). I told Madeleine that
the vehicle required a further supply of reaction mass in order to ocontimie its

joumey, (I an & member of the British Interplanetary Sooiety) Madeleine elayed
this to Walter, and Walter said, "luh-h-h???"

After we'd found a garaege, and somehow kept the attendant from wnocovering our
gdlty secret ocancealed wnder the bormet while we were being refueled, Wnlter con-

sulted a few more maps and told us he was taking us towa.rda a breath-taking vista I
on. the north west ooast of Donegal., Off we went again,

We were trawellinc through wild, rugged country now., The scenery was real Georgs,'
tut the surface of the roads wam't ewen ocute, and they climbed and twiated all 6
over the place, We wore going fairly fast, and cvory timp we tumed 8 comer, Bea




ad I would be plastered against one of the inner walls, Nalter seene to tae a |

fiendish celight in throwing us together at all the sharp comers. I wes aelighted,
too. Once I was flung violently into Bea's side of the car when we were on a per-
fectly straight section of roadway, and I had to talk about Newton's Thir: Law for
about ten mimites to corvince her that I was a perfect gentlaman, After that we

murdered 'Frankie and Johrmy' until the neighbourhood of the breath-taking vista
wag reached.

This vista, we were informed by Walter, could only be seen properly fram the top
of the so2ll mountain ahead of us which overlooked the sea. There was a scrt of
fishing villege built on the lower slopes of this mountain, and we narke:! the car
here, &fter »iling rocks against the back of it to keep it fiom slidin~ into the
seq, we s-arted clinbing.

1t was a fiirly casy clizb—there were stretcies when the orecipices were zev-
erel degrevs from the vestical—but Bea "as Pani . apd z.iovkit Ly hisi heels
8¢ & rnal) wxivt, I had to help hor over the diffical® s .5 ¢ o Li:12 were
difficult sirencres of cliff, It was g@eat fun—e person aam't reeily lived
until rie's helped Bea Mamiaffey clind & mountain,

Wen we reached the top, the vista wec everything that Talter had said it would
be, and more. It wwme Gacrge ell tie wey. Its breatis-teking qualicias were nelped
cornsideradly by an invicrating brweze &dich blev in from the cea, Cccanionally
this breeze would die dowr K. 2 rere foxty-nil2s-per-hour zephyr, and wien ane of
~ these lulls occurred, m: ‘wk greller i 2 nearby 2ollow to try to take our
breaths bad off the vista, Tae ac’lrw vrs caiprted vath a rare forr ol white
heather, which costs a foiture busk in civilizatinn, and was as corfortable as any
faldr's bed. We lay for a while just anakinz in the surlight and listening to the
wind howling by above our heads, and talking moslly awut Robert Bloch, mut not
for publication. Aiter a wiile I said a few approprizte woitls to bea and presanted
her with a bouquet of wildflowers, with instrictions to stick them in her hair
&d szve one for her mouth to give it & sort of extic touch as I wanted o take a
photograph. 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 & rock taking her. She later ex-
plained that she'a hoped to get an action shot of me being blown into the bay by
@We gale, and that that would have been even better then & thatched cottage., Bt I
ddn't get blown more than a few yards, so I fooled her, A few mimtes leter we
tore ourselves and our clothes away from the heather-covered mountaintop ard heade
ed bad towards the car,

A persor. hasn't really lived until he's helped Bea Mahaffey down oif a

later, in the car, Walter told us that we hadn't seem nor done muithin' yet. That
®at mols-nill back there wag merely an appetizer for the REAL job. He wes, he
anowoal wits en irasdacr Dovrigh of trompets, taking us to Momt Errigal! The
second (‘by 3 fiw yuiws) rdest mevntain in Ireland, As we were all expected to
alimb it, Walter aeh I tupre tolbiue sl
Bpevienced scuntaiieel irbers @it o tre; we realised that Bea might be in need
f some helpf) 23/ .m ana @FouTET % e wa dlsoussed the meny ways used to
agptiste & glacier, wamll as Xiyt cxd wiaTras scd how to kaep the rope from
Meglirg wian somodody forl ofY, Fle alao tuucied ujn the sgoboo which would
8ocrue to tie person who got herualf o uice avrmartie wmadcied greve in some
Yreign strund. But %ee aecned sireryeiy uninoved by the tlought of an umarked
Feve, and a8 Errigal loomed ever hig.er and aleser above us, ahe boome actively
dainterested, I even offerred to OAITy her oxygen tanks, tut ghe dealined polite-
7y saying that she'd letters to write snd that she'd stay iff the car, hen w
Warved ooaxing her to ocome, she sadd, "HolI" :
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I should say that the climbing of Errigal would make an epiq in itself, but E.E. |
dnith has said the same thing about the talcing of Onlo, so I won't, I will nerely ]
say that Madeleine, Walter, and myself climbed it, said some comy but very zin-
cere things about the view from the top, and came down again. I broke awey from thel
others end got back to the car first—I wented FOOD. Besides, I wanted to bresk .
the sad news to Bea that I'd left my camera somewhere on tne upper slopes of the !
movntain-—I'd left some of the skin off my shin up there, too—sund that it hag
oconteined the two pictures which I'd teken of her earlier, To soften the blow,
however, I tcld her acbout the famish slogan I'd written on & flat stone at the
top, vhich mey be read ornly by true fans willing to make the pilgrinage to Zrrizal
for the recovery of my twd exposures of Bea Mchaffey. :
She took this tragic news w3ll, like & true fan. She even forced herself to laygh!
at it for about ten mimutes, I wus so reliwved that I went and ot a rrechly-dug
lump of peat and presented it to her as a momento of tiis great occasion., Tne bit
of peat weighed about eight pounds, and wes fresh mid brom und nice and stidy,
but it wouldr't fit in her hancbag so are was forced to refuse this gitt, I could
see that ahe was profoundly moved, though. For a long time she was speechless,

telter end Madeleine retumed and we began building a turf fire for a piecnie,
The sun picked that moment to go down behind Errigel, and so the usual sunsei gale
started trying to bluw both us and the fire into a nearby river, hut ti.e cooidng '
was finished by this time so the grub was carried into the car and poliched ofF i
there. vhile the wind rocked the car they all sat gmgly inside feasting on an in- |
teresting mixture of fried smisages, soda bread, and sweet biscuits (Oops, sorTyy I, i
l
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mean COUKIES), Several times Bea tried to poison me. !

When we'd driven out from the shadow of Mount Errigal the wind cdropped “ain, and
: dme disoovered that the sunzet waan't for two more hours yet., Welter said ne was
taking us to Dumfanaghy *o stay the night with same pecple he knew there, Madeleine
who was navigatiing, begm telling him how to get there, and Bea and I started
talkding about leprechauns, word retes, and Robert Bloch., Bea had wented to see

some Little People and Walter explained that I was the biggest of the Little People
in the whole of Ireland, Bea didn't believe this at first. She wanted proof, &he
agked for a green sunset.

Green sunsets are difficult, 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 sdded that I wus tired from holding the
rain off all day, but she locked »eproachful and just said, "Qh, well, if you're
too tired to show me a green sunset . . ." I started wopdng on it.

I was still working on it wen we passad through Dmfanaghy on the way to the
people Walter imew. Bea kept wetching me expectant-lilte and muttering litile words
of encouragem:mi., "have you gune ts sleep?" and "It's still orangestriped, ore
you colour blind?" But finally I did jt. Tuere was & lot of blue mixed in with the

green, of oourse, but it wes a decidedly green sunset, I lay bLack and received !
my egoboo, .l
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The people Walter knew were remodelling their house, so they oouldn't take us in.?
We found this out just as night was failing, so we retraced our steps across & mile
or so of hills, bogs, &d low stcne wulls to where we'd left the car, By aTange- |
ment with Arthur C, Clarke thers wes a beautiful crescent moon, and scmevhere along,
the wey nightingales or somothing begen singing, Bea and I tried a cuet with _ |
"Idsten to the Mockingbird" wut I dun't think aone oowld do justice to a song :
®ile walldng in thelr aleep, We were all rather tired by this tine, and 1 scam to
remember sameone aasking whether we should go bedk to some ordinary old hotel in ;
Dmfanaghy or just fall into a famish type haystack in the next field, 8




breakfast next moming lasted two hours. We just sat around sending postcards to i
people—and one to harris as well—until the waitresses began rettling dishes dis- i
creetly, then we left, i

It was a fine moming, though I say a0 myself., The sun shone from a cloudless ay!
ad evarything was in glorious technicolour, It was real George. :the car ceemed to
spend its time crawling around the steep sides of mountains, with Walter rointing
out breath-iaking vistas to us-—split seconds before the vistas vanished behind thel
stone walls lining the road. Once all us passengers had to leave the cax vhile Valt
took it across a bridge that was under repair. When the car didn't & crashingz intel
We bay, we followed it across., Walter loocks rather distinguished with whitc hair, |

Bea kept complimenting me on the weather; she was very pleased with ne, she said,
She patted me or the armm, and my glasses fogged up. But this unrelieved joy didn't
last, I spent an anxious ten minutes while she toyed with the idea of asikdins for a |
mall rainstorm so that there'd be a reinbow and she ocould get the pot of gold at
the and of it,

I wus irexpressibly shocked, A True Fan like Bea Mahaffey shouldn't think about
things like that, I vondered if perhaps she hadn't become tainted wdth vile pro-
fessionaliam, Her work does bring her into cantact Ve th such pecple, I changed the
subject end we stopped on the shore of ¥lroy Bay for another Pianic,

The meteorological oconditions *hem odbtaining were eminetly suitable for the hola-
ing of picnics. #hile the wumar.folk unpacked the grudb rvalter started the fire and
I wvait to look for more fiiel, % I came tad: T thld him I had made a dogged
seard: and had Pund some Picces of buwx, He said, "Ah well, very little yelps,"
and threw it on the firs, Woem it had securad the acpect of a conflagration we went
down to the shore and threw sicnes ad wipty tin cana, Ah, the fanish way of life,
@en we got back, Bea pointed to e cormer of tne suz end-told me to fal) doven- It
¥28 prodbably an eccident thal this eoiner was luid cver a heap of flinty rocks, so
1 didn't say anvtning, we lay arcund the fire, tre second cne,.the first one, which
had gt out of antol, was some distance &vay.. Juggling plates and ripping famnish
reputations to gireds, #hile tirds sang in the trees, butterflies flitted in the
tughes, md & loca) famer went by with a load of 0ld seaweed, Twdice Bea Nahaffey
tried o poison me.

A person hasn't really lived until Bea Mahaffey has tried to poison him,

Wen all the plates had been 1icked clesn, and the others were nerving thauselves
to the effort of getting to thedr feet, I was overcome Yty a sudden urge to climd a
Yree. I pentioned it aloud, Madeledne locked inoredulous, walter asked if I wvas go-

©© open a branch offiocs of OTHER WORLDS, and Bea went for her camere, (I found

but later she wanted to take o photogreph to give to harris.) 1 geve a fow Weiss-
wller yodels to wam up, then sprarg into the lower branches.
00 treo fell down,
It was quite a dig tres, tut the trunk had been rotten. The effect was ruther
_ Spectacular, vhile the others were standing around meking oracks about my fine
Wite frame, I dashed the couple of undred yards to the shore, anatched & couple
3 hard-shell gea orgaima off a Tock, &d rmn back 10 proffer them to Bea, asking
¢f she'd like to foel ry mussels, Bea loaked faintly 411, Walter held nis nose, and
Bsdeleine groaned, Altogetter it wea a most satisfactory reaction. It pays, I think
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