-V~V~V~w——-vrwn~v__—_wmwh_v___vw_w___v Well, guess where I

went for my annual
vecation this year ?
Actually I took my
family for a week to
Castlerock , where we' ve
been for the last three
years.

Previously I'vs told

you about the surrounding
countryside, about the
historic sites (Downhill
and the Mussenden Temple)
and about my achaeological
expeditions, which, I
might add for the benefit
of Dian Pelz, were
designed to save the few remaining plaster relics for posterity, as Buz
pointed out. I certainly did not destroy anything. I have been a student

of archagology for years, and pride myself on having a high regard for

the preservatlon of ancient sites from the past. baybe I was flippant
when writing the account of my excavations in DOWNHILL REVISITED....that's
said to be a failing of mine.

So having put you in the pleture about the topography of Castlerock,
County Londonderry, and the surrounding area, I'd like this year to write
about some of the people who were holidaying at the same time.

There were about 50 caravans ( trailers?) on this site, on very high
ground overlooking the beach, and most of them were occupied. But I was
genuinely surprised at the number whichwere occupied by pairs of women.

And the pairs seemed to follow the seme pattern...one girl short, severely
out hair, slacks...the other ostentatioucly feminine, with e flowery dress,
large ooloured bow in the hair, nylons, high heels, etc. No kidding.

One pair especially intruiged me. I celled them The Edible Seaweed
Searchers. I weatched them go through the same routine every morning. The
one wearing slacks was buxom, with short black hair, and youngish. Her
friend vas in the middle thirties, and hed made more than liberal use of
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cosmetics. She twittered about like a fledgling sparrow. Both spent all
their time on the beach searching in rock crevices, where the tide hed
recently gone out, end periodically I saw them stuffing seawsed in little
begs. Thore actually is an edible Seawesd on sele in shops in Northern
Irelang, called ‘'dulse’...it tastes extremely salty. This couple spent the
remainder of their time in their ocaravan, presumably making the seaweod
edible.

The Solicitor was a phenouwena, really. I spottod him on the besch
Burrounded by his children, end, possibly, grandchildren. I didn't know
whether or not he was a solicitor but thet's what I tabbed him. He wasn't
quite as cbese es Xing Farouk, and was grey-hsired and elways wore thick-
rimmed spectacles. His beach-wear oonsisted goley of purple shorts, over
which his stomach hung like 8 bay wingow.

I hed organised a football geme on the beach with Colin and & dozen
more lads between 12 and 18 yesrs old. The Soliocitor hung about, looking as
1f he wanted to play and I nodded for him to joir ine From hig ball
oontrol ( which was pretty good considering he couldn't see the ball when
it was at his feet) I guessed thet he'd never played football before,
but had suddonly discovered it whilst wa tching the World Cup on TV. The
boys treatcd him with reospect, end didn't tackle him for the ball,
concluding that because of his gut they wouldn't bo abls to set near
it.

In soccer foothall there is a move called & 'eross ball'...in this,
the player hefts the ball so thst it rises in an erc just above the other
defensive players, and comes down at 2 dalicste anglc on to the forchead
of the centre-forward who nudges it into the net. The Soliacitor had the
ball on the wing, I was centre-forward, and I shouted "Cross the ball, sgir."

A big grin split his face, as if pleased that I had sugrosted he wes
cepable of this subtle movement. Actuslly, =& cross ball is gsent on its way
by a controlled kick at the side, lifting it accurately. The Solicitor
kicked the ball almost vertically upwards, and when it reached its spogoe
about & hundred feet above the sand, it hurled down towsrds o

The boys stood back, aghast. A footbell, spsclally a2 wet one, is
heavy. & cross ball, properly sent over for the centre~forward, requires
only e nudge with the forechead. On this occaslon, the ball ceme down like
a bombe I didn't want to appear chicken in front of the boys, especially
with my son present, so I coursgeously attempted to nead it, Honest, I saw
not only stars but galaxies snd a couple of throbbing quasers. My hesd had
somehow become hunched between my shoulders, entirely eliminating my neck.
Admittedly the sand was wet end looss, ang normelly 1f you stoogd on it
for a few moments your feet sunk about en inch. I swear I had bocoms
Submerged up to my énkles. A chein resction struck sach of my vertibree
in turn , 2s one shunted into its partner, leaving the bottom one to spring
beok up again. The specialist says I definitely havn't got a hernie, but
he says the top of my head would interest a phrenologzigt.

Anothor mad notion of the Solicitor's was to have 2 barbeque on the
beach. His family collected wood from everywhere, including the front steps
of my caraven, and bunched it up in a little alcoves Their timing was wrong,
becausc the tide was coming in, and an unannounced cloudburst also graced the
occasione From the sholter of my carsvan I watched his little group huddled
up in waterproofs, sipping hot tes from flesks =04 eating raw gauseges with
grimaces of distaste. They all drove sway next rmorning.

Another character emergsd from amongst the holiday-makorz. I first



discoverod him in the weshroom in the mornings. Whilst I was shaving I
noticed him standing outside e half-opened lavatory door, biting his
nails. & little voicc soreeched 'Daddy’, and he shot into the subicle,
and I heard a tearing of paper, end later a little boy about 3 years of aga
came@ out beeming, and the father followed after & hurried flush of water.

Tho same man, whom I nicknamed The Lighining Wiper, was also a
keen toblo-tennis cnthusiast. Normally he was 2 duiet inoffonsive man
when sirolling along the besch with his wifo end scn, but whon he joined
us in tho Recroation Hut et nights, where a table~tonnis table was
rampant, he becanc a sadistic magman.,

My forte is the delicate spin, produced by gliding the bet in e
Scoop~like half circle. just ceressing the ball and no more, causing it
to float away., Normally, an offensive bat just misses tho ball, and I gloat
88 the edgo of the bat buries itself in the table. But tho Lightning Wiper
didn' t know the mcanlng of defeat. If he missed my gpin the first time,
he followed thc ball in its flight, beating &t it mercilously. Hoe finished
up by depressing hisz heol on the trembling celluloids He then said it was
my fault, and wouldn't play until I brought a new one. The Lightning Wiper
didn' t got playing very oftcn, and when he found someone to play he
always wone

My wife said she heard some people talking about another character
at the site...a wan slways stripped to the waigt, with an old pair of
braces wrappoed round his waist...playing footbell like mad and tripping
over it all the time...wsding into a pool for the football and hopping out
like wed with a big orab henging on his toe...by some strange coincidence
these things had happoned to me...its disgusting the wey some people talk
about you behind your backi......

John Berry

1966
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EDITR'S NOTE :~ It wasn't entirely my fault that my POT POURRI #45

had to be sent out as a post-mailing. There was a shipping strike here
at the tiwe, although I was sssured by my local postmaster that American
shipping would look after American post, and therefore there would he ne
hold-up. Wral very kindly post-mailed PP#45, for which many thanks, and

I shall ondeavour to catch the deadline without fail, as I successfully
did the previcus thirty times. My MR.SUBMARINE MAN is a favourite of mine
which presentod no difficulty when writing, and I hope you all like it.
To Dave Van Arpam, I'm sttempting to obtain for you sono dete re cricket,
I'11 send it along in due course. And that losves "o space onough to
explain thet this is POT POURRI # 46, due %o appoar in the 77th Mailing
of the S.4.P.8. organisation. It is printed and published by John

Berry, number 31, Gampboll Park Avenue, Belmont, BELFAST 4, Northern
IrolBndeseecscssancansonsans PP = tessssssves.Septenber 1966.
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art Repp wrote at some length about fingerprints in SPACE-
WARP 7#82+..this is of course a fescinating subject, and as I am s finger
print expert I can give authoritative comments on some of the points he
raises. 1% must however be remembered that the Main Fingerprint Collection
I work with contains only about 100,000 sets of 'prints. The F.B.I.
Collection features well over 190,000,000 sets, thsrefore my observations
may not be pertinent to 2 vast collection.

hrt suggests thet ' fingerprinting is inadequate to the
vast population of teday.'. Now this is not true. Dactyloscopy is the
only infallible science.Providing there is sufficient staff sufficiently
skilled to be able to compare fingerprints, there is no maximum number
of fingerprints ablc to be filed. The F.B.I. have a total of filed 'prints
which resewbles threeiuarters of the populstion of the U.S5.A, S50 with a
mogerata llacrease in staff, theorefically it would be a simple matter
to 'print the whole population of the country and have an efficient filing
Sys ten.

The F.B.I. uses & computor to 'work' jts 'prints. But
eventually it finally falls to the expert to confirm a decision the
computor has already taken. The same hasic HENRY sysitem of classification
is used throughout the world. I'll explain it, it is very sasy to follow,
and you will roquirc to grasp it in order to follow my comments. All'whorl!
types have a value. The chart below gives these valuese. Notc that the
numera tor consicts of the total values of the right fore, ring , left thumb,
lef't middle and left little fingers. The denominator contains the others,ie,
the right thumb, middle and little, and the left forc and ring fingers.
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It follows thet if a set of fingerprints does not contain any
whorls, it has no value....therefore you stert off with & value of one
each for ths nuuerstor aTd denominator. 8¢ if you heve @ set_gf 'prints
with no whorls it 1s a 1! if all fingers are whorls it is < + Therefore

you can { end will) have any 'frection' between those stated.
To ocontinue the primary HENRY CLASSIFICATION, you next consider
individual fingers. If there are mno whorls, the right and left forefingers
are considered. They will be loops, arches or tents. 4 loop is indicated
by its 'slepe', ie, as either / or \ ...an arch is A and a tent T . The
categories of the both forefingers are placsd next to the fraction, presuming
they are orthodox loops, this will give %'ﬁ «.+8 few random exarmples of
alternatives ( depending upon type of forefinger) 1 R, ,1 A1 T, 1 U, 1
I IDST % W ™ N

Further oxemples, with whorls in various places, are still primary oclasss-
ifiG&tiOnSc.. l Ro--o?l..ci B-ocllooag g- o_ilo--!.. I--oil- tetCtlthc‘-1

> 12 17R 1 2U 28 17 A 32
There are further refinements, of oourse, and with tho collection 1 work

I
R

with, here ere a few final classifications..31 OI 16 .. 9R O 13 ..etc.
32 I0 27 M

Because the collection I work is so smsll ( 100,000 ),provided I know the

nema of the man and his clessificetion, I get securo a set cof his finger-

prints in less then 10 seconds. If a man who is fingerprinted has given &

wrong mneme, it means that every set of fingerprints of his classification

heve to be looked at, this scrutiny teking & fraction of a second. &s the

system is infallible, any error which occurs is a huwan one, for instancs,
turping to talk to someone whilst turning over sets of fingerprints during
a searoh.

The primary clessifications are further extended when huge
collections sre meintained. I do not know the tecinigue of computor work,
but as 14 is a common thing to have different people with identical
clessifications, presumably, ss Art impliss, the computoy supnlies variocus
nunbers of thess, and i4 then dopends on the expert to sogrozate the
wanted ones Art is wrong when he seys this is gdomc 'point by point.' an
expert should flip through a couple of hundred sets of prints in a vory
short time, Waybe twe or three sets in 2 seccond., One or two might require
seutiny, but at the most only e very few seconds.

Therefore I have no hesitation in stating that it would be feasible
and workable to have 8 collection of fingerprints of the ontirc population
of any country, with no proviso except the obvious, that is a skilled starf
to manipulate the collgction.

Agaln, Art is wrong in his essurption thet hedly teken sets cennot
be identifiecd., The desired set of 'prints should obviously be clear, but
fromw my very extensivo appesrance, very few Sets have to be roturned. And as
Americe 1s much morc fingerprint-conscious thsn in Britein ( I mean as regards
being 'printed in the foroes, driving licences, cto) it is a pretty certsin
conclusion that 'prints submitted to the F.B.I. will be well %“eken. The
extensive physical descriptions Art says sre taken 4o 'mnarrow tne
number of posgible motches to e workable few' are required to complete the
picturc of the mon. They most definitely do not narrow down a fingerprint
seérch to & worlable few...dates of birth sndg phvsicel descriptions can and
are easily chengsed, or falsely given, and are not relied on until definite
identificatlon by fingeprints.....



Art's mejor misconception rezerds hig 'mssertion' that it is
'practically impossible' to identify marks left at the scene of a crime.
This is my particular fisld of fingerprint work...that 1s, not only do I
vigit scenes of crimes looking for fingerprints, but I also photograph
them and then attempt to identify them. Often the local police will have
an idea who hes commuitted the crime, in which cage that person's fingerprints
are examined. But police suspects are only given in sbout a quarter of the
cases. The fingerprint man is left in the other 75% of corimes to attempt to
ferrat out the culprit. With the collection I work with, this is an easy
job. Hardly a day goes by without a member of the Fingerprint Staff with
whom I work identifying at least one criminal. Without boasting, I have
porsonally identified hundreds, if not thousands. The system is that the
fingerprints of known house and shop-breakers are filed seoperately...this
being a few thousand, certainly less that 10% of the total 'prints on file.
A search is concentrated in this small collections If only one 'print is
left at the sccne, the search is tedious....the more 'prints available,
the easier the ultimate identification. On rare occagions, ten 'prints
are sometimes found at & scene, and the searoh is quickly done in the Main
Collection. A 1llttle thought shows that 90% of the collection is full of
potential breakers, yet only a small percentage is boing utilised.

This is a worry. With five or more different fingers found at a Scene,

and unidentified in the 'breakers' collection, it is possiblo %o do a
protracted search in the main collection. I have seen nany successes in
this directions The fact remains that usually only the 'broakers'
collection is used to search for scenes of crime marks...although of course
this is being added to eovery day as the outside police catoch more
breakers....and tho older element, those who haven't beon in trouble for
yoars, sre wecded out 2t regular intervals.

Cf coursc, I cannot speak with any sort of authority about how
the F+B.1. works. I would assume that almost certsinly every city and
major town maintains its own collection of fingorprints of local breakers.
If a breaking ocours, and the fingerprints cannot be identified in the
local collection, presumably they are circulated to neighbouring cities.

If this proves unfruitful, and the fingerprints from the scenc are good,

I would oxpoct them to be sent to the F.B.I. in Washington for search in
their huge collection. I ocannot quote any figures, but the F.B.I. has a
reputation for efficiency, and I would be very disappointed not to hear
that their Scenes of Crime Department is . extremely successful. My
answer to Art is that providing the 'prints found at the scene are

clear, and providing of course that the culprit is fingerprinted, there is

a very good chance that the F.B.I. will identify them if the local police

already haven' t.

I am not belng critical of Art Rapp. His statuaents and assertions
are shrowd and intelligently put, but dectyloscepy i€ a very much misunder-
stood science. lMany people are convinced that ldentical twins have identical
'prints...Art at loast shows that he has reasoned his theoriss sincerely, and
is satisfied with the system 2s an infallible mcans of identificstion, sven
if he is not satisfied with its working.

If any BAPS-people would like to send me their fingerprints, I
will classify thom and give the individusl personal classifications...ang I
weloolie any furthor discussion about fingsrprints, and cuestions es to the
infallibility of d2ctyloScCOopYeceosross

John Berry
1966



The men wore 8 vivid shirt, it looked ag though his wife
had made it from a landlady's front parlour curtains. He wore it for . e
special purpose.,.people would always remember the shirt, never the face.

He stoppsd outside the KINKY KANDYFLOSS STORE, put on
his dark zlasses, turned sharp right, down the smooth concrete staps and
onto the beach. The transistor redio quietly gave a cricket oommentary
and the men appeared interested in the score. He sat down on the sand,
pleced & large white baz down as a pillow, stretched out, and looked
intently to his ricsht, about two miles away, t0 @ ruined castle on the
oliff edze. &4 moment or two later, casvally, he looked to the left, at
a8 white coast guard station overlooking the bay. His eyes creased in a
smile beneath the dark lens. It was four miles 375 yards between the
castle and the coast zuard station in & streight line...he'd measured
it cerefully on a six inches to a mile ordnance survey map. Where he set,
4% yards sway and in “front of the candyfloss store was exactly 2 miles
187 yards ( give or take an inch or two) from either landmark.

At that partioular moment in time he wasn't the only one
concerned with those measurements.....

The man yawned and got to his feet. He walked along the
sand...his eyes noting the girl's figures as they lay in the sun, or
undressed. At last, he could pay attention to them.....

Where he'd been, 43 yards from the candyfloss store,
remained the white bag. Underneath it, not quite out of sight, was the
transigtor radio,

Rk ok KoKk

l'olice Constable Jemes Fanwaring stood at the front door
of Cobblesham Tolice Station. He wore @ blue blezer, with an expensively
embroidered Farachute Reziment crest on the breast pockets A white shirt
was open at the neck. He wore light grey DAK trousers and white temnis
shoes. He had never been in the i'srachute Reciment, but didn't commit any
social gin by giving that impression. He hoped the fal@e RAF-type
moustache wouldn't f£all off. In fact, he was in disguise...he wanted to
look a bit rakish, affected almogt. Just s0 long as he didn't look like e
policenan.

His superiors didn't think much of him as a policeman,
actually. After all, he was the village constable of Cobblesham, & place
where nothing ever happened, end consequently the dullest constable wes
delegated to it. It was the Siberia of the County Force. Grown men qusked
a8t the thought of being posted to Cobblesham.

Dut even if Manwaring was considered dim ( & much lower



clessification than he accorded himself) he had enouzh sense to realise
that with 23 undetected cases of larceny reported to him in two weeks,

a rapid arrest was required. So far, he had patiently sat in the cottege,
but the culprit had refused to come and surrender. There was no alternative
but to go out and try and affect an arrest himself.

Manwaring had reasoned that 1f he paraded up and down the
promenade with his dark blue uniform and ostentatiocus helmet, giving
liksly suspects the beady eye, he would scare the oriminal away. So he hed
resorted to subtlety.

He kissed his wife goodbye, and told her to snswer the
'phone, and write up any unusual event in the Occurence 3Book, a tome
which had gathered dust at the bottom of a cupboard for some 30 years,
until the advent a fortnight before of the big-time crook.

Ho strolled casuelly along the seafront, blushing
profusely as the locals sneered a "mornin’, constable". It didn't
watter too much, though. The criminal definitely wasn't a Cobbleshemite.

Manwaring's eyes roved the beach. Most larcenies had
happened when the victims were swimming in the sea, and had bsen foolish
snough to leave valuables, such as watches, binoculars, radio's, ete
amongst their bundles of clothes and towels. S0 he chose a tacticel
position in the middle of the beach, just in front of the candy store,
hired a deckchair for sixpence ( even the itinerant deckchair-boy
reoognised him), sat on it, pretended to be cat-napping, and allowed his
eyeballs to click from pils to pile of bathing eccoutrements gcattered
over the beach.

He sneered in his reverie...some fool had even gone for
a8 bathe and left his transistor radio showing under his pile of clothing...

Ll ‘—un ‘s

Alfred George Carleton, aged 17 years and & months, had
spent four years in various remand homes all over Englang. His offences
had ranged from stealing bicycles, larcenies from cars to shopbrezking
and driving away motor cars. He'd learned the hard way thet if you didn't
taeke precautions and left fingerprints, you'd be caught. He had bsen. So
he wore gloves. Then some nasty twisted scientist had fitted a pressure
elerm under the dooymat of a shop he'd broken into. After serving one
year for this offence, he'd been more careful about the jobs he'd done.

He favoured a crafty entrance via a window too small to be booby-trapped.
One horrible night he'd got stuck in one, and had spent the night in
futile breast~stroke~like sctions before being lifted by the constabulary.
For the next year he'd brooded over his mistakes, and before leaving the
remend home three weeks previougsly, he'd made & momentous decision. His
future operations required & quiet place, miles away, where he wasn't
known and where fools left erticles lying on the beach whilst they went
swimning, and where the constabulary was non-existant, or at least non-
operatives One of his room-mstes had mentioned Cobblesham, and here he
WaSe

Carleton decided he'd leave on the morrow, Friday night.

It had been a profitable fortnight, he'd two suitcases full of booty, he'd
hit London and flog the stuff, and then look around for another Cobblesham.
He staggered out of his room into the strong sunlight. He blinked, crossed
to the promenade, leaned on the rail, scanned the crowded beach. Jesus, they
never learned. Just one more safari, and he'd finish...he'd calculated he'd
obtain about (5%95 on the stolen articles ~ he'd just make it up to the

even g 100.



Yhistling, looking dead cessual, he vaulted the rail, landed
on the hard sand, commenced his reconnaisance of potential booty....

LLA LA _as

The midget submarine stopped, slowly leaned over sideways;
one man, with gentle movements, veceted the rear saddle. He tapped the
shoulder of the black-garbed man in front, who nodded.

Bubbles rose gently from them, curious fish circled them
warily. The weter was warm, and the man standing on the sea bottom quickly
removed his protective black clothing, rose gracefully to the surface
some twenty feet above.

Below, the clothing wes lifted and clipped om %o the side
of the submarine. Several controlled movements, and the craft rose and
swung around southwards towerds its parent submarine, bubbles treiling after
1%,

On the surface, swimming slowly was James Cohen, of 142,
St.Helen's Way, Bristol 17. 4% least, that wes the name and address he
kept repeating to himself. He was frightened...terribly frightened. The
more he'd become terrified on the 18 month course he'd just taken, the
more he'd concentrated on proving thet he wasn'4t, with the result that his
instructors had labelled him their best student.

Acaderically end technically he most surely was, but
psychologically, he was the worst.

Gordon Lonsdale had lectured to them one afternocon. Now
there was a point — he'd bsen intoduced as Lonsdale, the name he'd used
whilst spying in England - instead of his Russian name. He wasn't even
given his military rank. Well, Lonsdele said that living in England, as e
spy, was completely safe. The only trouble came through communications
ang contacts - keep these to @ minimum and you'd never be ocaught. That was
all very well, but Lonsdale hagd beer captured.

Mo, he, Jemes Cohen,ws petrified with fear...being taken
awey ( albeit voluntarily ) from the bosum of his mother country. ..subjected
to vigorous training, beinz taught a forsign language and most frustrating
of 81l not heing able to speak his own tongue. He thought in Russian,
but spoke in English, it was & complex situation he'd been able to hide
from his assessors purely through sheer concentration - a state of affairs
which, superficially successful, had weakened his mental reserves.

He closed his eyes tightly for a moment, fighting back
tears, opened them again, and sought the %wo prominent landmarks, the
coastguard station on his right, the ruined cestle to his left - he
should be aiming dead in the centre¢ of them, and he was, about a mile from
the shore.

Although not e natursl swimmer, he'd trained hard. He
stroked tirelessly, noting the gradusl way the red roof of the KINKY
KANDYFLOSS STORE came into view — soon he would make out the lettering
end then slide ashore, to find the white parcel of clothing, with the
transistor radic undernsath - with his name, James Cohen, in white latter~
ing on the inside of the pseudo pig-skin flap, and undernesth his name, the
most vital thing of all - higs first contact addresSe...

ok kK “he

Alfie Carleton, eyes swinging back and forth like a radar
soeanner, spotted the square brown shape of the transistor redio under a
pile of clothing. Yith seeming nonchalance, but taking detailed observations,
he noted that the only person who could possibly seec him was a moustached



nit hanging limply over & deckchair, obviously dozing. Carleton, making
the decislon to steal the transistor radio, brought into action his
Mogus Operandi - twirling e pair of dark glasses round a finger, and
letting them accidently~on-purpose fall in the vicinity of his objective.
He swooped to plck them up, did so ostentatiously, at the same tinme
concealing the booty in a wide loose pocket inside his black leather
jacket. Practice had perfected his movements, and he considered himgelf
something of a oraftsman. It was & mistake to look round apprchensively
after committing a dishonest act. Should thers have boen any casuel
observer who thoughti something wes amiss, & confident saunter, looking
straight ehead, dispelled this apprehension.

ke Hokk e

Manwaring blinked. The skin on his forehead tightened, ond his
mouth beceme drys The transistor radlo hs'd been watching had vanished.
It must have been when he yswned. The yswn could only have lasted five
seoonds, and in that time it had been swiped. The only perscn moving 1n
range befcre and after the disappearance was a teddy-~boy type who
strode fairly rapidly sway aocross the sand, the black leather jacket
giving the youth a rather bromd appearance..

The policeman pondered. Could the youth have taken it 7 Was it
possible ? Should he chass after the youth, apprehend him end seerch him ?
A mystic volce, deep within him, confirmed that, yes, that was the course
of action indicated.

Trembling with exoitement, Manwaring rose from the deokchair.
For & man supposedly lacking in I.Q. ratage, he did a clever thing. In a
dignified way he mounted the noncrete steps to the promenade, walked
cesually alongside the candy stors, reaching the narrow shop~fronted
passageway which served as the Cobblesham Shopping Centre. He then broke
into a rapid trot downhill for 150 yards, turned left, stopped ebruptly,
and peered round the geble wall of Lloyds Bank.

He was flabbergasted. The thief had had the utter audacity to
tune the stolen transistor ( if it was the stolen one) to a pirate radio
pop record show, and had the latest Rolling Stones record blaring out
for everyone on the beach to hear and savour.

Hanwering, who, with his tactical burst, had leapfrogged ahead
of Carleton, moved towards him from an unexpected direction,

"Goty", yelled Manwaring. Carleton, well used to lawful
arrest, comported himself with dignity. He geve no hint of the sudden
numbness which seemed to overpower every part of him. "Chrigt, here we go
again,” he thought. Aloud he said, "Kingly desist from cressing my leather
jacket, twit," he snosred. He laughed out loud, as did some of the spec—
tators. This was no ordinary policeman - the perspiration produced by
his sudden surge of energy hed made Merwering's felse moustacho work loose
from its gum avakic base, and, with his face as a sweaty dial, it gave the
time as five pest secven.

Some of the younger observers similarly attired to Carleton had
concluded that fhis strange men was venting a personal criticism of thes
performance of the Rolling Stones, end moved menacingly towards them with
cbvious intfent.

Manwaring was well-built and strong, and applying leverage to
Carleton's left elbow behind his back to near braking point, and
holding the vital evidence in his left hand, commenced a steady jog-~trot
to his police eottage, where his wife, hearing the noise of a velling mob
approsching, opened the door sufficiently wide to accept her husband and



his chargze, and then olosed it egain with & slam. The unruly youths,
noting the white word POLICE on s blue background cver the front door,
decided they had witnessed a lawful apprehsrsion, ang dispersed.

"Right, my lad, " said Mamwaring roughly, facing the youth
across the office table,” we will now commence the interrogation.”

o+ 0k ok *op s ’ R

The man whose alias was James Cohen joined the throng of swimmers
carousing merrily in the brine near the beach. Little children a year or
two old, shaking in mortal terror, were being dragged into the water by
doting parents, apparantely unaware of the truamatic shogk they were
fostering in their innocent little minds. Teensge girls in minisculs
bathing outfits cavorted in the shallow water. He noted this also, end,
appearing to sstablish a more suitable position for his appreciation, he
flipped over on his back. But although his eyes appeared to be drawn
hypnotically to the near-nsked water nymphs ( all the other male optics
were doing likewise ) in reality he sought out the white bundle of
clothing ~ kis bundle. "Directly in front of the KINKY KANDYFLCSS STORE "
had been given as his directions, end, sure enough, there lay the bundle,
littered amongst others, true, but undoubtedly his by virtue of
situation and description.

Re sumiled. Fear, which had been very near the surface of his
mind, slowly began tc subside. It was all too easy. Lonsdale was right...
a few moments more in the warm water, and then the casual walk up the
beach for his clothing...

% ¥ L33 “u-n

"You r name ?" asked Oonstable Manwaring, trying like hell
to appear tough and at the same time polished, like the chaps on'87th
PRECINCT, but, from the youth's yewn, not succeeding.

"James Cohen" said alfie Carleton.

Manwaring wrote this in his notebook.

"hddress 2"

"Numbor 16, Bridge Street, Tafferton. Look, officer, what is
this all about.”

Carleton, experienced with police interrogaticn, immsdiately
recognised this mundane villege constable as being inexperisnced in the srt.

Mamwaring, realising he hadn't put mortal fear into the youth,
and wondering had he beon too hasty, picked up the transistor radio, ang
was just about to put the charge of larceny to the alleged thief, when,
succumbing to some instinct he couldn't explain, ho lifted the flap. The
press-stud gave a litile click, and Manwering did & double-take. He turned
white, and his wide-opened mouth suddenly became dry. His tonguc seemed
stuck to the roof of his mouth. Sizzling Snowballs. There, before him,
was the same name and address of the youth he'd arrested for stealing i%.
QED. He'd dropped an almighty clanger.

"There soems to be some misteke, sir," he muitered te the
sneering Oarleton. "I thought you'd stolen that radio, but everything
seems to be in order. You msy go, with my apologiecs.”

Carleton took the proffered transistor radio, and gave a
sondes cending grin.

"I quite understand, officer. Please forget it. You were only
doing your duty."

He couldn't believe his luck, but, with his expericnce, he
accepted 1t. There was no haste to his movements, he even crossed the room 4o
look at a lerge WANTED poster, detailing several of The Great Train Robbers.



Menwaring, with the door to freed-m deferentially held open,
suddenly frowned. Across the back of the youth's black leather jacket
five large white letters spelt out the legend ALFIE.

"Alfie 7" murmured the constable. He had no reason for saying
it, no deep psychological ploy, he was merely orally giving vent to e
feeling of bewilderment which had descended over him like a smo thering
blanket in a nightmare. Perhaps the very way he said it, softly, un-
believingly, led Carleton to think Manwaring reelly had beesn pleying with
him all the time. Perhaps he had beocome 8o over-confident that the mention
of his real name so unexpectantly uttered had penstreted his facade of
innocence. Whatever the cause, he couldn't restrain himself from swingimg
round, syes wide, and saying "Yes guv'nor."

* Kk * ok *o oK

Whistling nonchelantly ( and slightly out of tuns, thought
Manwaring ) a tall, broad, bronzed man, presumably Mr. James Cohen,
opened the white bag, pulled out a yellow towel, and vigorously rubbed s
well-muscled body.

Manwaring, still in civilian olothing, waited until the men had
pulled on his trousers ( with more modesty than usual ) before s pproaching
him to reveal the good news, how he hed captured a sneak thief who had
swiped Cohen's transistor radio, end then to tell him the bad news, that
he would be required as a witness, and couldn't have his radio back until
the case was held at the locel Petty Sessions in three weeks time.

"Excuse me, sir," said Manwaring engagingly, " are you Mr.
Cohen ?"

"Yes 7" snapped the man. He was worried. This oouldn't be
his contact, he was Specifically told that an address would be on the
inside flap of the transistor radio cover, snd he was to go there.
Definitely there would be no preliminary contact on the beach.

"Your address, sir ?" asked Manwering, frowning slightly at the
man's somewhat grim visege.

"What do you went to know for ?" said the wan. His fPesce hag
whitened alarmingly under the tan.

"I'm Police Constable Manwaring," expleined the irritsted
policeman, " it's about your trensistor radio ~ I must ask you for your
name and address, sir, if you don't ming."

Putting his shirt over his head, and getting his arms all mixed
up, gave Cohen time to think. Lonsdale hed said the polioe, as opposed to
the Special Branch men, were simple-minded. What could this one want ?

'142, St. Helen's Wey, Bristol," saig Cohen through clenched
teeth.

Manwaring blinked. Things seemed to be compliocated, when they
should have moved smoothly along.

"Is thet your permsnent address 7" quericd Manwering, penoil
poised.

Cohen bent down to fix his left sandal strap - giving him
extra seconds for computing an answer. If he said it wags his permenent address
how could he oxplain the address inside the transistor flap which wes
unknown to him ? If he said it wasn't, he would be rcquired to know the
address under the flap. He stood up slowly.

"1 know the Chief Constable very well, officer, and I shall
report you to him," ho hissed. Lonsdale seid this slways worked if you were
caught for parking, or some similar motoring offence.



Manwaring straightensed his shoulders.

"That's &1l very well, sir, but I have my job to do. If
you'll just give me the name and address printed on the radio, I won't
bother you any further."

HManwaring wesn't suspicious of Cohen, he was merely irriteted
et his arrogance and unco-operative demeanour. Colen was complicating a
simple issue. After all, he, Manwaring, had just effected a superd gepture
of a sneak thief, recovering in good order Mr.Cchen's transistor redio.

Cohen, on the cther hend, was in an impossible positicn.

And 1t was OR for Lonsgdale to give his stupid suggestions for evading
the police, but hadn't Lonsdale been sentenced to 25 years imprisonment.

And then, suddenly, Cohen went to pieces. The supreme
self-control he'd used for years to convey his facade of expertise and
efficiency crumbled. With ~ne sandal on, and the other still on the sand,
he turned. He blubhered incomprehensively, and ran down the beach towsrds
the sea in huge strides.

A4 certain Mrs.Agatha Crymble, whose hobby was a rather
unsuccessful study of the Russian lenguage on the B3C Third Frogramme,
looked up in amazement as a men ran past her, screaming at the top of his
voice, in Russian, "Weit for me, wait for me."

She followed his splashing entry into the ses, and his
ogtentatious swimming strokes, throwing sheets of spray around him.

Folice Constsble Menwaring, mouth open, unable to register
any movement, also followed, with wide glazed eyes, the wildly swimming
figure, disappearing for seconds st s time behind the approaching white-
topped waves.

Ang then, in the distance, the bobbing head was engulfed
by a bigger wave, and es far es Manwaring could ascertain through s pair
of binoculars he'd roughly siezed from a bird-watcher, it didn't come
Up Bgaincese.s

John Berry
1966
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REFRINT CORNER.....ORION #5.

Although I have been on nodding terms with fendom for some yesrs it
is only recently thet I have become inio the catepory of an acti-fan.
Therefore the dreaded state of affairs
I am about to disclose will not come to
you experienced fens asg much of & shock.
You will probhably thrive on it. On ths
other hand, howsver, ws have the wide- !
eyed blundering fan who hes stumbled into £
this exciting sphere and is anxious to :
make his nmark by submitting en erticle
for inclusion in his favourite fanzine. !
To the latter innocent, then, I humbly G O P
dedicate this traglc resume of my frustrating endeavours to produces
en ORIGINAL sRTICLE.

From the outset it was obvious to me that originality was one of the
most importent factors, so I immediately began %o work on &n erticle about
& man wno thought ne was a penguin. I wrote and rewrote the mas several
times until, as far ss I was concerned, I had adeived literary perfection.
1t was utterly brilliant, the funniest thing I had ever written. Ags 8
preliminary test I save it 4o my brother—~in-law to read. He laughed until




the tears ran down his face. "Superlative", 'kagnificent" were just a
gouple of the sdjcctives he used.

I was jublilant at first, but laster lost some of iy earliest
jubliation., &fter 211, I had to fesce up to the bitter fect that (a) he
owed ms a five pound noto, and (b), his mother, absently looking out of a
window, had inadvertantly poured freshly brewed tea down the back of my
neck whilst I nad been craning forward to catch his reaction. Still, I
always think the best of people. His assurance that hls laughter wes
confined purely to my srticle and not to the fact thst I was leaping round
the room . tearing off my clothing was some trifling consolation.

Then the grost test came. I carefully typed out ry article and
took it along %o Obligue House, my heart full of hopee. I produced it with s
flourish,

"What's that 7" asked Welt Willis, wiping his printing ink-stained
fingers on his similarly stained trousers.

I tricd to appcar nonchalant.

"s little thing I've written for HYPHZN," I said casually.

He grabbed 1te. He resd it through twice. 3ut hc did not laugh ,
not even a titter. I wasn't unduly worried however, because you =ust realise
that Welk is a big noise in this fenzine business and I em surc he has
reed so many pseudo-witty articles in the past that it would tale something
really shattering to do the trick.

Walt looked at me for a moment, sng I thought I could detect a
barely noticeable shake of the head. Was 1t awe 7 I wondered. YWas it the
belated recognition of my genius ?

He threw my artisle over to Bob Shew who was showing his wife
Sadie sorie egohooa With a sigh he gontly lowered the ponderous voluwes
and gave his undivided attentlion to my effort.

He laughed, dear friend, he laughed.

Unfortunately I must confess that {c) Walt had superimposed a
clever silhouette of & penguin on the mss with 2 printing-ink thumbprint,
and (d), Sadic was affectionately tickling him under the armplts.

For a pulsating moment Bob sat deep in thought. Finelly he
trembled comewhat 2nd tossed my article over to James White who was
stugying a fly that had landed on the wall just close to the Harilyn
Monroo calender. 1 didn't know Jemes was an cntomologzist. I must say  he
was very enthusiestic about it. The unhurried way he rezd the flryst
paragraph ang then threw the pages over his shoulder to ladsliens then
continued his contemplotion wes inspiring.

¥agelienc held the tattered remnants of my penguin saga at arm's
length. Sho smiled apologetically snd cxpleined that she was just going to
make te&, otherwise she would have loved to read it. I like my tea as well
as the next fen, so I couldn't complain,

Aftor Madelione had left there was an agonising 1lull in the
conversa tion. I presuncd they wers 50 overcome with emotlon thet cach was
leaving it to the others to pronounce theilr unitocd aduwlrstion.

I coughed.

"Did yecu like it ?" I asked no one in particular.

"Tell nim," suggested Bob.

Walt clecarecd his throat,

"You sece," hc explained, " sh - it has heen donc before. Bob
has slready written an artiecle ahout 8 man who thought he wes a Daildy-long-
legs."

it

Jamcs turncd from his vigil. The fly had disappeared long sgo,



but I supposc James was looking st the celondar in cesc it cane back. He
dogs taite his hobblss seriously.

"You must," he announced with authoritative finality, " bas original,"”

I decided to turn my attention to pure science fiction. I had the
splendid pro activities of Bob and James to inspire me. I hamuered my
brains for a plot, and gradually there evolved in ny mind a gripping ides.
Instead of portraying man coming into contect with alien life I would
reverse the prooedure. I would write a story in such a way as to build wp
to 8 terrific climax - the reader would find at the end that he had really
assoclated himsolf with alien life coming into contact with man.

On my noxt visit to Welt's, I handed it over.

He read it through twice, smiling sardonically throughout. The
previous process was repeated. He passed it to Bob, who, at that moment
happened to be reading Walt's correspondence.

Bob allowed a quasi-professional look to £lit across his face as
he perused iy effort,

"Let ric see, Walt," e said thoughtfully, "wasn't that from s 19737
Astounding ?"

' 1872, actually, corrected Welt. He turned %o me symna.thetically,
and with a perceptitle shrug said, "You see, thet's been done before...you
must be original,"

And so on.

That is the situation as it stands at the moment. I don't quite
know whether I shall ever be able to write anything sgaine..,

John Berry
1955.
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MOVIE REVIEW, s

I thoroughily enjoyed this film...beceuss as you all know I am
an sercphlle, and in some of my aviation magazines I hed reag at leng th about
the circa 1910 seroplanes which hed been rebuilt...in fact, a book hes been
written about the tcchnical problems involved in reouilding these olg
types.

The brief plot details...the editor of the Daily Irest offers
ten thousand peunds for the first man to fly frow London to Faris. Avistors
from &1l over tho world travel to take part. Then comes o ton minute
intermission, during which the lights came on brightly in thc a3TORIA, and
I gezed round at the boy ang gel tecnegers conming up for breath, the gals
making a rush for the Ladies. Ths second part of fthe filw deals with the
race, and the fitting climax.

The fila is in TODD-AD, beautifully photographcd, with pride of
place going to the air-to-z2ir shots, showing sometimes half a dozen ancient
'plenes flying slowly along end just above reilway lines. There is nonsidorabl s
humour in the £ilwm, gome of it downright mundane, like the Scotsman in a kilt



'‘and I think Terry-Thomas replying "Good morning,

saying 'Good morning,'
e dame, "

Tag world's aviators I mentioned, all are type-cast charecters,
the american is Orville Newtown...complete with stetson sng jesns, and
whenever ho eppcars the background music ohangos to a slow dreany mouth
organ. The French man is atteching himself to woiten all the time, ang
kissing men on both cheeks. The Italian looks like a slightly thinner
version of Mussolini, and lets gveryone know he ig a catholic. The
Englishman is oxactly what you would expect..."l say there, you ceg",
and thal sort of thing, also being & lieutenant in tho Gronadier Guerds.
The chareacter T liked most of all was the Qermsan colonel. Bullct-headed,
duelling soer on loft cheek, iron cross on tunic, a perfect charicsture.
He was thc basis for most of the humour, and although an early impression
might be that the director is ridiculing tho Germsn race through the
colonel, I found he turned out to be tho most sympa thetic character in
this long films In a subtle way I think he stolc tho £ilm.

The visual humour depends @ great desl on that old standby, the
sewer.++«at onc time or the other most of tho leading aviators find their
wey into it, some of them more thsn once.

Sevoral Bnglish comedisns, famous on TV, appeer in various clever
cemeos. Benny Hill as the bewildered fire chief ( just before the race
starts, he chortles "My boys will get plenty of work today.")...Tony
Hancock as thc crackpot inventor, and Eric Sykes as Sir rorey's servant
( Sir Forcy playcd by Terry-Thomas)...Sykes' performance govo me the most

pleasure, but I wont tell you why because it will spoll the cffect.

Anotner Znglish comedisn, who has been touring the halls ss a second

ratec act for yoars 1s also in the film...watch for hiu, Davy “aye. He is
the Fronohman's ossistant. Xaye is only about five feot tall, end his part in
the fllm is also small, but I reed that he has been 'discovered' by an
American director, end it is said that he will teko the placo of Edward G.
Robingon.
On second thoughts, THOSE MAGNIFICENT i Iy TIZIR PLYING
MACHINES was probably shown in America before it came to Belfast. Still,
if you haven't scen it, snd it comes round egein, nip in.....
John Beryy
1966
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