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No meiling comments this time, agein.s.sorry, but I
really did enjoy the wmeiling, as did Welt Willis, who borrowed it, presumably
to read comments on his column in WARHOON.

Tt mey be that I'm a mite premature in this announcement,
but as they say time is money, I can but hope it applies now. The new TAFF
cempeign is sbout to estart ( and probably has started when this issue hits the
mails ) and I want to tell you about the candidate I am backing...EDDIE
JONES, member of the Liverpool Group. He is also backed by the following well
known fans :-

BJO TRIMBLE......LYNN HICKMAN.....,TERRY JEEVES......NORMAN SHORROCK.

I cannot as yet give the names of the cendidates who will
be in opposition to Eddie Jones, and therefore, at this stage, I camnnot
refer to their various merits and faults ( if eny) as I have done on previous
campaigns. When I know the facts, I will devote en article to giving my
opinions of the candidates. But as I have the great pleasure in supporting
Eddie officially, I con at least stort the ball rolling by exhorting all you
SAPSites ( and the thirty odd fans who this issue goes to besides) to meke
up your minds that Eddie is the man for you, snd to send your subscription to
the TAFF vaults, so that even in the unhappy case ( for me ) thet Eddie doesn't
win, there will at lesst be plenty of cash in the kilty for whoever does gc
have onc heck of a time.
The witty slcgan in vogue at the moment to boost Eddie

Jones is 'ELECT-ED'...and it would be advantageous to hir campaign if you
would kindly quote this slogan on all your correspondence {( fannish wise, of
course ) and in your fenzines and/or 8APSzines. The noxt POT POURRTI will
contain detailed pen-pictures of the fans running for TAFF, with, of course, @
wealth of detail about Eddie himself. You all know from reading my SAPSzines
over the last four years that I am light-hearted about most things, but really
seriouo about things whon the neceasity arises...and when I discuss TAFF in
either RETRIBUTION or POT POURRI I do so fronkly, without trying to disguise
my feelings...and I also do whatever I possibly can for the TAFF candidotes I
supports I don't know ot the time of writing if DICK ENEY was successful in his
campaign, although I sincerely hope he was...('is' )...but I can assure you
that I cannot think of any fan on this side of the Atlentic who is more worthy
of gotting the TAFF trip than Eddic Jonos. The 'hows' and 'why's' in the
next issue of POT POURRI end RETRIBUTICH, but, meentime, if you're the sort of
business—like fon who likes to deal with things as they arise, vote for EDDIE
T7NES FOR TAFF...I promise you won't have any regrets i} The Eddie front cover;
and the intruiging illo inside speaks for itself...(thomselves.)

For the clossical music lovers, herewith a list of the IP's
I've purchased so for...

Tchaikovsky Symphonies 4, 5 and 6.

Wagner's Tannhauser.

Rackmaninov's Variations on a thome of Paganini,



Tchaikovsky t- Romeo and Juliet.

1812 Overture.

Ttalian Caprice.
Barber's Adagio for Strings.
Reznicek' g Donna Diena Overture.
Tchaikovsky's Violin Conccrto.
Dohnanyi's Variations on a Nursery Song.
Yagner's The Rido of the Valkyries.
Rackmaninov' 2nd Piano Concerto.

I kmow that doesn't measure up to much, spcoking in torms of
quentity, but I zot an LP every month ( cost betwcen %3 and 35 ) and it hes
surprised me how ny collection hes increased. I hold lusicel Evenings every
weck or so; my most faithful supporter is Republic Of Irelend fan ( now
rosident in Northern Ireland ) Ien McAuley, who reguler comes round end brings
along some of his choice LP's, usually Beethoven, =nd hc's convertzd me in
a way, because although I wesn't previously ultra keen on Beethoven, I've
fallen in love with his 5th and 7th Symphonies, end intend to get them for
myself soone...althouzh I've still one or two of my especisl favourites to
get, including fcheherezadc, Brahm's Violin Concerto, Dvorak's 4th and 5th
symphonies, end &ibelius's 2nd Symphony. Then I'll stert accepting suggestions.

A word or two about the contents. I've hogged the issue agein,
except for the third chapter of George Locke's FARTFEST NORTH. Here is what's
inside 1=

Front CoversseiisnecreesseenseseeBddic Jonas.
This'n Thet (Editorisl ).........Berry
The KoFaseteerioinsanetanseeieesBorry
Army Daze.........-..............Borry
Berry Visits the Republic........Rorry
POV SCOU r oo s s s rsasasansnsasas e BOTTY
Full page 1110eeecetcssveenessseoBddic Jones.
Forthest Northeeveceeee v eessGeorge Locke.
Yot More Canestdec.cocs:aeessascaBorry
Brioke Pizzicotoe.iveeeeiecansesaBorry
Protection RackotesesiovcseeeaBerry
(Thet's the woy to get your published featuros to morc then 500.)
koK Hok *ok ok * Kok
Tt seoms to me that a strange situstion has slowly risen in
fandom...I've noticed that no good ecience fiction in being written nowsdsys;
in fact, although I would have considered that the current spece race to the
moon to boost science fiction writing to an all %ime peak..,I consider it's
deterioroted to rock bottom. Pure crud, in fact. Nothing of note has crepped
up for some time. Yet, on the other hend, I considcr that the quality of
fanzines...in writing, artwork and appearance...hzs roascned en 2ll time
high. Not in Britain, I'm afraid, but most certainly in America......
Ah well...ncver was 211 that keen on roading science fiction....
Just room to let you know, if you hoven't already guesned, that
this is the #19%th issue of POT POURRI....printed and published by John Berry,
of number 31, Camphell Park Avonue, Belmont, Bolfoat 4, Northern Irelend.
L5 copies go to S4PS, another 30 or so find their wey to farmish addresses
all over the world...this issue is for the 57+th mailinc...for October 1061,
althouzh todoy ic 30th Augustes.s..iviiiiiieiiisrsnsesnsss.afohin Berry
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The Director of Solar Achaeology,
Yentheus ¥XII, sat at his desk,
reading the transcript of an ancient
Martian obelisk excavated on the
last tour. If only.....

An Apprentice rushed in
without knocking, red of fece, end
out of methane.

Xantheus turned green with
rage, and was about to remonstrate
with venom, when the Apprentice
waved 2 form..."It's just arrived
from the 71d Zarth Tour, sir," he
pented.

The Director paused...the
Apprentices demesnour was sufficient
cncourecgement to open the form
without the preliminary incantation.

"Zreat Jehosephat," he roared.
He galloped ouvt of his study and
turred left...the Apprentice knew
he wss going to report to the
Prime One...ond discbeying all
the recognised ettiquete of Apprenticeship First Class, he went behind the
desk end read the form :-

"Heve discovered the Code. The greatest Achaeologicel
discovery since the Rosette S8tone.Am holding everything
until you arrive Yo treke personal charge.
Director Class III.
The Apprentice came out in smell lumps...the greatest discovery
since the Rosetta Stone...cheec......
ek ® ok ok ok kK

Xantheus plugged into the methene tenk and took & deep breath. A
mite stale, he eniffed.

"Everything is left as it was when I made the discovery,sir,"

" The Director Class III spoke piously.
The Director nodded.

"Pray explzin the relevant circumstances,” he ordered.

"I sunk 2 shaPt as directed in your list of co-ordinates...the
37th on page 973...8n Apprentice went dowm, 2nd returned with this."

He hernded the Director a gdecaving yellow page, or rether a
portion of one...the rip across the top wes not square.

"You will notice sir...end I reelise there is no need for me to say
this, because you've obviously noted it alresdy...that it is identical with
the discovery made some hundreds of revolutions 2go...of coursc, the top of
the document has been destroyed by tesring, but the baso of tho letters
remeining fit perfectly onto the copy in your second volumce...."

"Quite. Of course, vou made e further cxamination of the site.”

"Yes, sir. I immedistely went down the shaft. I found myself in
o cellar. The walls wers lined with shelves, some of which powdered =t the
touch. Of course, sir, it is many hundreds of thousandc of revolutions since
that horrible decaying air flowed therein, but considering all the circumstences,
the cellar is in reasonsable state..in fact..."

"Comes.scome...give me the deteil I wante..."



"Yes sir. Immediately, sir. In the contre of the cellar is
a table, snd the documents are in the centre of it, 2s though it wzs being
perused when gone incident occurred...most probably the Hydrogen..."

"T know all about that...."

"Sovry, sir. My apprentice recogniscd tho documents for what
they were...or what it wes, if you'll excuse the umgarmaticel term. He was
under the impression that the documents were seperate sheets of yellow paper,
whereas in fact the metal clips hed reteined their grip, end as he picked up
the top sheet of peper, the whole book ( if that's whet it is, sir])was
therefore 2lso picked up...the thin metal clips snepped at the rust-covered
bends, and the pages fell to the ground in diserray."

"Inexcusable conduct. Return the Apprentice to Venus on the
next shuttle. Meanwhile, half his methane ration."

"Wot THAT, sir."

"T have spoken."

The junior Director gave a few orders, and looked at his
superior.

"I will go down the shaft now. If the discovery is as you
say, I may write generously on your report, a2lthough I cannot understand your
lack of Apprentice control. Lead the way."

* kR & oK sk sk %k ok Kk
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With great patience, Xantheus collectod the yellow sheets of
paper. To hold them, he used rubber-tipped hand grips. He spread them on
the hygenically covered table, and sorted them out in page number. His
excitement grew a2t each operation.

"Give that Apprentice hic full methone ration," he ordered
in great glee."This indeed is 2s great os the Rosetta Stons, in fact, it
eclipses it. Imagine it, & complete decipherment of the Scrolls.”

The junior director, sceing thet his superior was wattling
like mad, thought the time was ripe for 2z subtle suggestion.

"I presume sir, that my sctions on rending for you and
sealing the cellar were quite in order."

¥antheus bestowed a rare wink.

"T would heve done the seme mysclf...in fact, T did so once
in Jupiter, although it was e false slarm,..not my fault, though, I thouzht
it was the skeleton of the extinct %telking puff-ball. Mo, your actions
reflect great credit on my training, which I sh2ll not be slow to point out
to the Prime Onoc.....let me sce, ohe..hch heh...s0 that's vhat it means.”

It took several months to properly excevate the site. In an
adjoining room, o considerable quentity of Scrolls were found, together with
various mechonical appendages which had been previously scen in illustration
form, but no examplecs had ever before been unEarthed.

Xantheus returned to Venus to a fentastic welcome.

K%k Kok ok ok ok

He sat 2t his desk and flicked through the first copy..heh hech..
everything in the Scrolls became so clear and lucid...so csoteric and yet so
really terribly witty. With wattles purring, he allowed a feeler to delicately
follow the lines of the letters forming the front cover...The Necfans Guide by
Bob Tucker...gafis indeed...heh hehessthe devilseeieesrecsncaes

John Berry
1961
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DEDICATED TO BRUCE PELZ.

T had decided to snd my chapters on
nmy wartime activities as schoolboy,
office worker, aviation enthusiast and
bewildered youth, in POT POURRI, because
I thought none of you were really keon.
Because of Bruce Pelz, though, I've
decided to carry on. Unfortunately,
because of this decision, I sent en
article which should have been the
next chapter to a young neofan in
America, dealing with the years between
16 and 18, when I was an air cadet, and
dealing with my endeavours to get into
the Royal Air Force. This article is called
PER ARDUA AD ASTRA, and T understand it is
to be published in December, elthough I'm
sorry to say I've forgotten thec name of
the neofan end the neme of his fanzine.
I'm sure you'll come across it, though,
Bruce. This chapter deasls with my first
fow months in the army.....
ok % koK k ok sk %

I had to report in 1944 to a basic training cemp in Worcester, about
twenty five miles or so from Birminghem.Following directions, I had with me
a small amownt of money, about two pounds... a change of underwear, my
shaving kit, etc. My mother ceme with me part of the way, although that
isn't es bad as it sounds. She was born in Shropshire, and had eged brothers
and sisters still living there who hed farms, 2nd she used to travel every
waek to Kidderminster, near to Worcestor, to the market where she wns able
to obtain fresh eggs =nd butter, otc, which weore delicacies when comparcd
with the adequate yet frugal rations we were allowed.

I said goodbye to her at Worcester station, there were © tears at our
parting ( I don't mesn from me, stupid ), end I asked the way to the army
barracks, and walked to the comp.

I remember my initiation vividly. A couple of hundred of us had to
report thet dey...we went to 2 room where our nsmes werc ticked off a long
list. &n 'old soldier' set supping tes. e asked him what the army wes
like. He shuddered. He waved o hend out of the window. He said the squed
performing on the barrack square had arrived two wecks previously. To me,
they looked like 0ld cempeigners, end I ardently wished I'd boen in the army
for two wesks. The boys on the barrsck square had stieling plaster on their
right orms, were stripped off in merely vests and blue shorts, and were
performing incredible physical feats with rifles. From their bewildered
expressiong, a2nd by the way they looked ot the sadistic instructor, it was
obvious thet a couple of the more "bdfuddled ones would heve given their
left arm for a live round of 303 ammunition...or moybe two rounds *

Now remember that slthough I wouldn't go so far as to say I'd been
delicetely reared, T was somewhat sheltered. A11 I'd beon intercsted in was
eeroplenes, although I had struck up & nodding acquaintance with a young girl
celled Disne ( it's become more permenent since). I never swore, or had
base ideas ( weecel, not more than avorsge) 2nd was used %o cat my meals with
8 knife, fork and spoon in that order '




As soon as thirty of ues had gathered together, the soldicr took us
to a berrack room. It was bare...double-bunk type beds round the walls. 'Then
I say 'beds' I'm using the term in its broadest sonse. They wore merely
wooden fremes with three very hard square things cutely called 'biscuits!
dumped on them. In the middle of the wooden floor wore two high black
stoves, ond a couple of crossed brooms on the far gable completed 2 scene
which mede us all dive for the door. A horrible figure stood in the way,
though.

He introduced himself es our Sergeant. Hc told us he would be like
a fether to us for the next six wesks. He said thet, looking 2t us, he begen
to realise how badly things wore fering on the home front, and he promised
that those of us who survived the six weeks ( end he waan't meking any
promisos ) could oconsidor themsolves highly favoured. Ho szid he would toke
us to got blenkets, ond show us where to get our mozls, end for the rest of the
dey we could sottle dovm. He sald thot things would be hopping in the morning.
He wiped the s2liva of his sleeve which had gotten thero via drooling lips.

He fleshed us o couple of rows of medal ribbons 2ond geve a terrible lough
which hounts me even now when I think sbout it, which I do somotimes when
I've eaten too much supper end I drecen.

I shall never forget that flrst meel in the army.

A quoue was waiting outside the cookhouse, 2 queue heralded by e
trumpeter pleying 'Come to the Cookhouse door, Boys', end whom I understand
wag trempled to death before he reached the second chorus.

The door oponed, e2nd we burst inside., My feet didn't touch the floor
until I found myself sitting at & squere table which seated twelve. In the
middle of the taeble was o plate with a squere of butter on 1t. Men wheeled
trolleys to ocach toble with huge cans of food, and e corporal, vho was in
charpge of esch table, doled it out. Whan I had noticed the corporal sitting
there, I presumed his duty to be concerncd with our table manners, making sure
that when we held the kmife in our left hand, the 'little finger was
rampant just so. But I had miscaloulsted. The ocorporal bared his teecth llke
o benr who con smoll honoy but cen't find it, end he handed out bread.
Neturally, when you've got breed, you wont butter, so with something
resembling s simpecr, a resched out my knife like o perfect 1little Lord
Fontleroy. (No, not thet ones)

The corporal grinned, ond took o first a2id pack out of his breast
pocket and bendeged my lecerated fingers. He said he'd meke sure I hed a double
ration of buttcr noxt timo. He chided the boys somowhet. Ho s2id he admired
the speed and doxterity with which they got thoir sharc of butter, but there
was no ncod to cut the plate into cloven scctions too.

I nover did got to tasto my first army meal. I coughed, and had the
decency to put my hend to my mouth and szy 'sorry'...ond in a thrice my dinner
was threcc tablos away.

The toa tested real funny. The corporsl grirncd ond seid stuff was put
in thc tos for our own good. He said it would make us bchave oursclves. He
gtve a leor, ond caid he d4idn't drink it, becausec he had a girl friend in
Worcester. So help me, I had no idea &t all what he was nattoring about. It
took me 2 yecar to find out.

That night, the men in my hut tolked about the prospects. fuch language.
I'd heerd somc of thc words before, I edmit, but never in such ncver-ending
scquenc les.. My cars turnod rcd, thon did their best to diseppeer dowm their
own orifices.

I lay on my biscuits thet night, and wandered if shooting was still
the penalty for desertion.sc.c..
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Next morning, I heard the door opens The room was still in
darknesss I've always been able to judge the time accurately, and I surmised
it wos on the wrong side of six am. A torch-light flashed, snd seeing me
move, & mad men came over and pulled me out of bode I remonstreted with as
much dignity as I could muster, considering the fect that I'd only just
reached the stege where I thought I'd be 2ble to sleep...but the mad men was
pulling everyone else out of bed too.

"Breakfast in half en hour, and you've got to shave and have your
room scintillating," he roared, before embarking on & saferi in the next hut,
from which scresms of pure terror shortly emenoted from.

I gibbered in sheer fright.

I wanted to sleep. I had tc sleep. T was a physicel wrecke. So I
climbed back into my wet blankets ageain and shivered. Most cveryone got
back in bed too. One sucker picked up his shaving gear a2nd moved towards the
door. He peecred out in the blackness, and said, in o horrificd voice "He's
coming baok."

Second chep trampled to death in less than = day. Shoeking, it was,
the only consolation was the thought that it might hove been the mad man
trampled to death instead.

I wes only just turned eighteen years old, ond didn't need to shave
every dey. Yhon I 4id shave, it was in lovely warm water, with bogs of soap
suds and bubbles snd things. But this wes different. It was six am...the
water wes o5 cold 95 ice..end there was no light. I don't kmow who I shaved,
tut the shalking hand thot d4id me left a couple of memorable scars. It wes
precisoly then that I decided to grow o moustache...I sorta liked my nose,
big though it wes...and what's more, I wanted to keep it.

The trumpeter, with four men with fixed bayonets round him, sounded
the cookhouse call, and T wes third in the aucue...which wasn't so bad
congidering the two in front of me eventunlly shared the army 100 yard
championship.

This time I had my kmife reedy, and when the sparks had cleeared over
the butter plate T saw I'd triumphed. True, my portion melted with tho spced
with which I whipped it awey, but it's the principle which counts.

I remerked to the corporal that it wes rather unique hsving clear
goup for breakfast, and he told me it was porridge. The slice of bacon on
my plate looked like & worn which hed stovped out in the sum during s heat
wave....and the tea tasted funny again.

Back in the hut, we 2rranged our biscuits and blankets as well os
we lmew how, 2nd qunled in npprehension es we heard our fergeant's voice
three berreck rooms sway seying'good morning' to unp.

"First of 2ll, come with me to get your kit," he yeclled. He got us
outside, and then tried to get us into three ranks. He did everything
excopt & multiple permutation. He closed his eyes, and sank to the ground in
terror. He cricd for his mother. Then he scemed to teke 2 grip of himself.
Ho pointed a hend..."Thet big building over there...G0"..end then stood out
of the way.

e queued up outside a door, which wass opened.

"Tunic" e disembodicd voice yelled.

A Bergecnt looked et us, did a ropid mental celculation, =nd shouted out
o size. He shouted out many different sizes, but what perplexed me was the fact
that all the tunics coame from the same pile.

8o did the hats.

I wouldn't soy my head wes sny more queerly shaped then averago. True,
8. phrenologist once wrote a thesis sbout if for his degrece, but never did I




get such praisc as the Sergeent gave me. You sec, mine wos the only head
on which & hat fittsd perfectly. He seid thet the hats were not supposed to
fit. He said that tho the wvhole feature behind the unorthodox material
and peculior shepe was to ensurc it didn't fit. He soid thet if my tunic and
treousors fitted too, he'd got me out of the army on medical grounds. I
wa.en' £ that lucky, though.....

The rifle I was issued with shook me most. It seemed so heavy
I could hardly carry it...of course, I was carrying maseses of equipment
besides, including two of the biggest pairs of hobnail boots I ever did
gsee. Like landing barges they were.

Y's crawled back to our hut and dumped the stuff cn our beds. It
we.s 8 pretty horrible moment. The woollen vesis looked ss though they'd
originelly been mede for beaver hunters in the Rockies, they seemed ebout
helf an inch thick. The army 'drawers, woollen' ceme almost down to my ankles,
end when I put my tunic and trousers on I looked like s sack of potatoes
veiting to be thrown on a lorry. There were also mosses of green-coloured
straps end packs, which, in some inexplicable wey, were supposed to fit
together.

But we were rushed out again for our innoculations. We striiped off
to the waist, to reveal thirty white bodies curled up like in-growing toenails
s..0n masgs, we looked like white termites huddled together in bewilderment
after someone hed picked up a flat stone. The Sergesnt searched hurredly for
his hip flagk when he saw us come staggering out, clutching our upper arms
and looking like survivors from e couple of dozen illegal operations.

e 211 thought that what we'd gone through was the utter end,
and I'11l never forget the look of sheer sadistic delight a5 the Sergeant
led us for a haircut.

I wouldn't go so fer as to say that my heir stvle was effeminate in
any way, but I was particularly proud of my long waves which crowned ny
head like a halo. Some people had mede remarks about my 'mene', but it was
nice and warm to have heir hanging over my collar.

I couldn't understsnd how the Sergeant imegined thet thirty men
could have 2 hair ocut in ten minutes, and actuelly, T wze first in the queue.
I sat down in the chair, and said coyly "fhort back and sides, please." I'1l
always remember that racous guffaw as the hairdresser ( ¢ sold.sr who, it
transpired, relegated his duties between cutting hair snd cleoning out the
officers ablutions) selected a pair of scissors which looked as thought they
would have been more at home in a carpet factory. I wss soon enkle deep in
waves 8nd curls, which my mother had treasured for years. His encore was
effected with a pair of electric clippers which had previously been used in
a shesp station in ' New South Wales. He took me out of the chair, and pushed
me through the opposite doorway. Chee, it was coooollldd. I put my hands to
my head instinctively and it felt as though I wars messaging a chrystel bell.
I was saved from about of sponteneous insanity by the appearance of the
gecond customer. He burst out laughing when he saw my hesd, and I shook with
sheer unadulterated bliss s I saw his shiny white pate. T'11 never forget
the next fow moments, 2s the rest of the squad were sjccted. We were at our
lowsst ebb, our arms cut to ribbons, masses of eauipment to clean, completely
bald, end late for dimner. Not thet we could heve escten very much, our
slashing arms were out of action for & counle of dayseesesss

There you are...this chepter wes to last for my first few months

in the army, and after four pages I haven't finished the first twenty-four hours

1 ~
yet...you 11 learn. John Berry
1061



~

For one week in July 1961, I took my femily for one weeks
holidey to Bray, Co."icklow, Eire. As Eire ig to all intents and purposes
a foriegn country, I've decided to devote a page or two describing some of
the aspects of the Way of Life south of the bhorder.

(It is perhaps pertinent here to say a 1little about Eire, or
the Republic of Ireland, or just Ireland; by all these names 1s it known.
2ince 1921, Ireland has been divided into twain. I live in the north-eastern
corner, known as Northern Ireland...or Ulster, which consists of six
counties. Eire consists of twenty six counties. Northern Ireland, although
it has its own parliament at Stormont, just outside Belfast, is in fact
part of the United Kingdom. Eire, e&s & rspublic, has it's own parliament,
in Dublin, and hes its own currency, stemps, etc. There are Customs posts
at the border; but no passports are required to travel across the border.)

We resched the railway station at Belfest, and queusd up at
the Customs, for exsmination. Now the British Customs have but little
interest in what one takes down south. They get a twitch in the nostrils
when they examine people coming up from the south. So when the express to
Dublin wes due to go out, the Customs doors were opened, and the passengers
streamed through. There was only one Customs man thst I could see, and he
wes leaning against an examination counter, yswning. He wesn't stopping anvone.

Then he saw me.

Yy wife and the two children had galloped on a2head, to get seets
on the train, and I wae a mite handicapped by the fact that I was carrying four
sultcasges.

Some of you will recall in the final part of THE GOON GOES WEAT
that a Customs officiel at Prestwick Airvort, in Scotland, took an instant
dislike to me, and gave me the works...so much so that the bus driver
outside, with a 'bus full of passengers to drive to Glasgow, hooted his horn
for them to let me zo so as he could catch his deadline.

And so here, in Belfast, this Customs men yawned, and then he saw
my face, and his eyes 1lit up, a gleam of sheer itriumph shafted across his
features, and he stopped me. Just me, out of hundreds of travellers.

I know nothing of the psychology course which Customs men must go
through, but obviously they are taught to be on the slert for smugglers with
shifty expressions. I may or may not have had a shifty expression. When you're
carrying four suitcases and have the train tickets in your mouth, you aren't
inclined to have much control over your facial fluctuations. Shifty maybe, but
8 smuggler definitely not.

"Have you anything to declare ?" he asked, trying to keep the leer
under control.




I put down my suitcases in a movement reminiscent of a2 camel sinking
to its kneeg after a gallop across the Sahara.

“No," T said.

The corner of his mouth twitched.

Only one thing saved me from having my pyjema's flaunted before the
public.

My wife, presumebly knowing the effect my face has on Customs officials
ceme back to sec the performance. She had the keys to the suitcases, and pulled
them out of her handbag.

The Customs man looked at her, and his face foll.

"You with him?" he asked.

She nodded.

"Carry on, then," he seid, ir & rather fructrated tone, and he jarmmed
the train tickets in my mouth, and I was *through.

Two hours later, the 4rain drew in at Amiens &tation, Dublin....

e exchanged platforms, and & Diesel took us to Bray, sbout a2 dozen
miles south of Dublin....
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We sorted ourselves out in our room...3 room with two double beds, and
a superb view of the Irish Ses when the tide was in.

After lunch, we went for 2 walk to get ourselves orientated.

Tt was a Saturday.

It was also a flag day.

This means that deserving causes ere allowed to make little flags,
stick 'em on pins with a pertinent legend embtlazonod thereon, and then
volunteers try and sell them for .& few pence to the general public.

This flag dey was for the '8T.Vincent De Paul Society.'!

Now Bire is a Roman Catholic country, and the socicty for which the
flags were being sold is a Roman Catholic one.

S0 with rather clever moves I steerecd my family from this vast
multitude of flag sellers. Please don't misunderstend. ¥y refusal to buy a
flag was not motivated by politicel or sectarian reasons. It was simply thst
I don't even oontribute %o my own church, so I was danged if I was going
to contribute to another.

But I had under-estimeted the opposition.

The beach 2t Bray is shout a mile long, and to the south ig an 800 feet
high hill projecting into the sea, known geographically as !'Bray Heed'. This
was obviously an ideal plece to view Bray, and there was also 2 'chair-lift!
gort of affair to 1lift the weaker ones amongst us to the suwanit of Bray Head
without actuzlly having to climb it. e mede for this, and oh, the sheer
cunning of the flag-sellers.

The road terminated abruptly, and a concrete footpath started towards
the terminus of the chair-lift. But the walls either side closed together like
a viedge, end slap bang in the middle of the wedge was a flag-seller. It wes
impossible to get past him without pushing him out of the way, and as he wes
about seven feet tall, this wes out of thes question. Ye jingled his tin of
money, and stuck the tray of yellow and black flags under my moustache.

I spoke to him in whet I hoped he thought was fluent German. His ecyss
widened at this, becausec my two children asked in English,'Deddy, why wasn't I
buying a flag?'

I looked at his feet, and lot my eyes widen, and when he looked down, I
was past him like 2 bullet. I didn't czre about the children. They could buy
a flag if they wanted to, but I wasn't going toes Definitely NOT.
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Yo took a cross—country route back to the hotel again...I sensed
that the flag seller at the wedge was dedicated....
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The shops in Bray interestcd me considerably.

Bray is & famous sca-~gide holiday place, end most of the visitors
come from Englend and Scotland.

Item. Cigorettes in Eire are cheaper then in Great Britein. In fact,
whilst I was at Bray, the price in Great Britain went up from 4/1d for twenty
to 4/6d. In Brey, they were 3/4d or thereabouts.

I stress !thereabouts', for & most faozcinating ohenomena toock place.

In the course of my stay in Bray, I discovered that, depending upon
who served you, and to what degree of intelligence they agsessed you, and
what technigue you adopted when you asked...that many different prices could
be charzed for the same brand of cig arettes. I purchased 2 brand called
QWEET AFTON in tens. The minimum price I was charged was 1/7d....the most
I wes charged wes 1/1Cd...end in between wes 1/7%d...1/8d...1/8%d...1/94
and 1/9%d.

I discovered thet if I politely went in & shop and asked for ten
QYEET AFTON, end radiated good humour and hapvineses, i% cost me 1/10d. If I
edged in ghiftily and unshaven, and spat out 'Ten Sweet Afton' as if T was
8 street ahead of a posse, I got them for 1/7d.

t wos obvious to me that the local shopkeepers werc out to fleece
the visitors in quite a blatant manncr.

Another item caused me some annoyanco.

I went into a chenist to get a refill for my 35mmCasctie. I wanted
8. specific tvpe of film. The young girl wass o mite bewildered , end asked
the shop ormer about my order, but although the girl spoke to me in English,
she carried on the conversation with her boss in Irish. This I felt to be the
height of bad manners. I continued my conversation with the shop ovmer ( and
I spoke somewhat testily) and discovered she could speak English perfectly
too. “hen I left them, they were both jabbering away in Irish, presumebly
about my F.P.3 f£ilm, but, like I soid, I didn't wait for them to discover
whether they had that brand in stock or not '

The demeanour of the shop-keepers interestod mo.

It is no secret that o large proportion of the population of Eire
are anti-English, and it scoms to me from what I sew and whet othor visitors
told me that the tradesmen are keen to sell their wares at inflated prices,
and therefore have to be polite to the buyers, 2lthough, as & high percentage
of the buyers are English, their natural inclinetion is to be aloof and %o
show their independance and their fcelings of distapte towards the English.

The resultant demeocnour was fascinating.

Some shop-keepers and their assistants were plainly rude. They
didn't say 'Thank you' if you made a purchese, they 3ust sortsd out your
change, dumved it in your palm, and turned to the next sucker.

On the other hand, at leest fifty per cent of the shop-keepors
were ultra-polite, to the extreme...I would even say fewning. They were so
polite 1t was a mockery. They couldn't do enough for you. 'Sir' was every
other word...end they bowed low when you left and entreated you to come again
next day.

Only ornc shop-keepor in Bray acted normally...wzs just polite
enough, and smiled es though he wanted to. His accent wes English, he was old,
ond I presumed him to be a left-over from when Eirc boeame o Republic and the
English left. Trouble was, he charged me almost 50 conts for four apples...I
meen, what chance did I stond 77°?



Yhilsgt at Bray, we travellasd arourd the hinterlend quite a bit,
as you'll read later, we visited an ancient site at Glendalough, 18 miles
from Bray, but we 2lso Yook 'bus trips to other seaside places nearby, such
as Creystones and Dun Laoghaire (pronounced Dun Leery), end here I must
hed out egoboo to the 'bus conductors of the Irish transport organisation.
They were exactly opnosite to the mercenery tradesmen of Bray. They really
were friendly, and were most anxious to tell you which were the nicest
places to go, what times the 'buses ran, snd where to get buses for the return
journey. The 'buses were always on %time, too. To talk to thess 'bus men made the
demeanour of the Bray shop-keepers even more difficult to understand.
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One afternoon we went to Dublin.

Naturally, in a couple of hours we didn't see very much of the city,
but I was impressed with the layout of the main streets, and the cleanliness
of the place.

Yo climbed Nelson's Pillar. It was erected at the beginning of the
19th century to celebrate his major batiles.

The piller itseclf in 134 feet high, and the summit is reached by
a circular stone staircase, consisting ( so my young dauther telle me ) of
165 steps. At the top, it is something like the Empire State in miniature...

I don't mean the view, I mean the sort of heavy-wire cege to stop people
throwing themselves off it.

The large statue of Nelson stends abovwo, with & keen expression on
hie face, although the elements and the birds haven't been toc kind to hinm.

As a souvenier, I purchased s bronze-coloured statustte of the pillar,
which now stends on top of my TV set, next to the Statue of Liberty which I
brought back from Anmerice.

I was pleased to see the turn out of the Dublin girls. Certainly I've
been to quite a few countriec, and I can state categorically, that, girl for
girl, the Belfast girls are by far the prettiecst. EFut I also state quite as
firmly that the girls in Dublin are the best dressed, the most chic, then
anywhere else I've been to. I still cannot understand why Ien McAuley left
theme .o

I diccovered a shop in Dublin where they sdd tins of fifty SWEST AFTON
for 7/84, just over a dollar...compare this with the current price in Northern
Ireland, 11/3d. I purchesed two tins, it was almost a pleasure to start
smoking heavily again, after all these years. The shop-keeper ( a most
polite ono, with none of the Brayish-ness I had half expccted to encounter)
informed me that I wns allowed to take a couple of hundred cigarettes out of
the country duty free....I had a quick mental image of the British Customs
rubbing their hands in anticipation.
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A little about Bray.

Seographically, it'e 2 nice place. YWhen the tide is in, therc are
acres of small pebbles, but when the tide goes out, a sandy beach 1s revealed
and bathing beauties disrobe with an uninhibited nonchelance which is rare
and beautful to sec. I tripped on the pebbles threc times during one supert
strip, but I reckon that even with badly bruised elbows end knces I got the
best of the bargeain.

3ehind the beach is the promonade, where you can walk up end down and
sniff the ozone...bechind the promenade is a long grassy strip; celled, rather
cleverly, the Esplenade, and behind this again is ths rows on three storied
boarding houses and hotels, one of which we lived in for the wccek.

Near the top of Bray Head is the ruins of a church, called PRsheenacluig
Churche It dates from the 13th century. There is nothing left now but the two
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gables, each of which has a narrow slit-like window., and the joining walls
which are about four or five feet high. A notice in English end Irish explains
that the building is under the control of the Government, and it exhorts
the populace to refrain from mucking it about. Fot that this has had much
effect, beceuse the sacred innards of the ruin are liberally scattsred with
empty bean tins, and beer tines, etc, and on one of my visits to it, three
girl campers were actually brewing tee with a Primus Stove in the immediate
precincts.
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A fow word pictures about our fellow guests at the hotel.

Pride of plece went to five tough young Scotemen. They shared the
room next to us, 2lthough considerably less than a wall partitioned us...
merely two huge wooden doors which, in the old days,were probably opened to
meko a small but intimate dancing room.

These Scots boys were living bed and breakfast, which meant we didn't
have the pleasure of their company for the main meals. Their forte wes to
drink heavily, because I forgot to tell you, drink, both beer and spirits,
is cheaper in Hire than in is in Great Britain. As a climax, thgrbrought a
quantity of drink with them back to their rooms, usually round about one ayen.
I presumed this was to contain them in the dubicus but presumably delightful
state of inhebriation which they had been in since the very first day of their
arrival.

They didn't worry about making noise, becauso in their blissful state
they thought they were whispering. It would hzve perhaps have been sporting
of them to remove their solid soled Italian pointed shoes, indecd, when
they started on their nightly Highland Fling just about two thirty ayem, it
gounded rather like a gross of Fred Agtairs doing the heoavy fantastic on
kettledrums.

The fight took place on the Tuesday night. Round about two ayem, they
were fairly consisztant., It started over my femily. One of the milder Scots boys
shouted to one of the more rowdy ones to 'fhut up, there's kids next door.'
The rowdy one didn't like this, end, as & prelude, four letter curses were
slung between them...it sounded rathor like a much-recpeated phrase from page
180 of Ledy Chatterly's Lover. The children slept through i%t, and I think
Diane did, too, but I propped my pillows up, lit a cigarctte, crossed my arms
end listened quite heppily. I would be the last one to try and spoil the fun
of young chaps on their holideys.

Curses finiched, theystarted on the fight proper. From the preliminary
sounds, the beds werc obviously in the way, and they viled them 1n a corner of
the room, and I think the other three men were esconced in them at the time.

I could hear the seperate punshes, they were, I think, in their
pyjemas, becsuse the blowzs gounded dull, rather like individuel thumps on
a base drum.

One of the protaganists developed o giggle, which infurizted his
opponent. Three windows and a door later, onc startecd to howl, and attested
to the fact that as soon ag he'd regained his composure he'd !'carve you
up'. He put several four letter adjcctives in the threat besides.

The other three had awoligen from their drunked stupor, and at the
hint that knives were going to be used; they sct aboubt seperating the pair.
The pair didn't want to be seperated, and at the chime of four ayem the five
of them were trying their hardest to seperate ecach other.8lccp claimed me,
but I saw the five of them staggering about next day, and very sheepish they
looked, too. Nice chaps, but a little too exuberant.

Two old ladies were at the next table. They werc about sixty years old,



and had a tendency to look furtively over their shoulders, ss if rape was
imminent. From the demeanour of another old men sharing the hotel, they had
a point. .

The clientile was completed by an old Irish man and hies wife. He came from
Eire, and *old us proudly all sorts of things about it. He had one complaint.
Butter, he said, wes exported to Englend, where i%t wes sold et 2/8d per pound,
and yet, in Eire, the people hed to pay twice as much per pound. I tried to
make hirm loolk on the bright side of things, and =aid, sure, cigarettes were
much cheaper than in England. He gave a wry smile and said he didn't smoke.
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e made friends with two young boys, maybe fifteen years old, who
served table at our hotel. They were fisherboys...they liked to go to the
harbour every night and catch plaice and codling. Colin said he'd like to
try and catch one, and we mede a tryst to meet at the harbour at B.pm.

There were about fifty men and boys casting their lines into the still
harbour weter. I watched one young boy. Everytime he cast, something went
wrongs The lead weight whirled round and entangled his lins.He fixed that.
Every time he pulled his line out, he'd caught a mess of sesweed. He learned
to cast where ‘*hey was no scawecd. Speedily, he managed to work out where he
went wrong, and gradually girded himself up to a time where nothing could
go wrongs Yhispered words of consolation had drawm quite a crowd of sadists,
and with his audience holding their breathes, he madoc a cast to end all casts.
Calemity.The cast was so strong and powerful that the weight flew off at an
angle and disappeared over the herbour wall into deep sce. The boy blanched
and then flung his rod and line in the same direction as his weight. I kmnew
how he felt.

One of the boys from our hotel, & bright young mar called Brendan, fixed
a grub on the end of a line, cest it, and gzave it to Colin to hold. Immediately
the line started to make patterns in the water, and he pulled it up, to -
reveal a plaice about five inches long, although to Colin it was like =
200 ponder.

In talking genecrally to Brendan about school and sport snd suchlike, he -
eaid that all school children were forced to learn to speak and write Irish '
( or Gaellic) end he said, rather sorrowfully, I thought 'Y¢ get too much
of it, you know.'

I should perhaps have explained 21l road signs, traffic signs, destination
boards, street nemes, etc, arec all given in Irish end EZnglish. My impression,
for what it is worth, is that it is government policy to try and get the
population interested in the Irish Language, as a means of consolidating
their emnity towards strangors 'from across the sea'...as @ means of trying
to coerce tho people to sink: - back in the glory of their struggles for
independence in the past...as a2 means of giving them 2 gimmick to prove how
proud they rozlly are to be Irish...and yet, oo that peoplo can understand,
they still have to give the place names in English. In my opinion, here is
e supreme example of retrograde action. But then, if they want to bs bi-
lingual, what is it to do with me 7 I can easily try end learn Eitruscan. It'4d
be about as much use L\
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We gpent an hoiir each evening in the Amusement Arcade. There were two
or three such institutions on +the Esplanade, juke boxes blared out the latest
pops, and long heired youths and dreamy-eved girls in brightly coloured jeans
lounged about by the juke boxes trying to give the impression they were having
a2 helluve time. I thought the Hall of Mirrors waes a wow. It's not often one



hears such bellows of unrestrained laughter. e 4id a tour of the rolled
mirrors, and we saw ourselves a2s dwarfes and giants...it was a great relief to
come tc the last mirror, which was s normel one.

The 'bumper cars', at one shilling & time, proved entertaining.
Colin crouched behind the wheel of his car like as if it was 'hot', and it
was difficult to shake him off from my tail. T did everything except tag on
to the end of the Ghost Train.

The 'One-armed Bandit' mechines were well patronized...people stood
at them putting pennies in the slot end working sutomatically...I never saw a
jackpot, in fect, I think the users were hypnotized, as though it was the
done thing to be seen 2* a mechine.As I sav, it was only one penny per go,
I understand in las Vagas and such pleces it's one silver dollar per go.

Peopls rmust be mag......
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Came the end of the holiday, and all that lay in front of us was
the Customs exemination in Belfast. Trus, we didn't heve very much, 2 couple
of hundred cigarettes, two cigarette lighters, etc, but it was just the
thought. Professional smugglers must be supermen....

The scheduled two hour journey from Dublin to Relfast took two
and & helf hours, end we climbed out of the carriage onto into the sardine-
like throng on the platform, all weiting to be 'done' by the Customs. There
was but one little door a2t the end of the platform, end helf a dozen people
per time were oozed through to the waiting bend of itchy-fingered customs
men .

My techrique was obviously to meke sure that I was squeezed through
the door at the same time es my family, otherwise I was fair game, so I built
& sort of fort behind me with the four suitcases whilst we zradually moved
towerds the door, and my ploy worked, beceuse just us four were ushered
through.

We laid our bags on the counter, and looked sort of hewildered at
the Customs men.

"You together 7"

We nodded.

He ponderod, end after an uncertain pause, ushered us away. KHemo to
professional smugglers...Take the Wife and Kids with you.
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Tt was & cheap holidsy, my totel bill came to $135...this included
return train fares for four...hotel and all meals for one week for four...
'bus feres to places of scenic and historicel interest...amusement arcedes...
cigarettes and souveniers.

It would bo nice to boast that we went to a foriegn country for a
holidey, but did we ?

The connection hetween Eire, Northern Ireland and the British
Isles is rather unique.

No pessports are required to psss into Eire from Britain and
Morthern Ireland. Yot Eire has different coins ( a2lthough they are the same
demoninations 2s in Britain and Northern Irelend ) snd diffcrent postege
stamps, written in Irish ( es are the coins.) Another incongruety is that Eire
coins are legal tender in Northern Ireland, but not in the British Isles, but
British currency is legel tender in Eire. Also, for thc manv hundreds of
thousends of Eire people working in Enzlend, it is possible for them to become
British citizens and still romein Eire citizens.

Memo. They love Americens in Eire.
Care to try it 77277777 John Berry

1961



During our weeks stay in Bray (July 1961) we went one
afternoon to Powerscourt.

It is noor the village of Enniskerry, which is just
about three milos from Bray.

Only two 'buses per dey ren to it, and we thought that
there'd be = hell of & queuwo woiting for the 'bus, but my family, the four
of us, were the only ones in ettendence. Inde~d, tho 'bus conductor woes quite
surprised to seec us. Yet everyone in our hotel had told us " You must go to
Powerscourt,” end yet we seomod to be the only ones with any desire to go to
the place.

The joumey only took about fifteen minutes, end we
got off the 'bus in the little, queint villege of Enniskerrv. & large notico
board on our left implored us to go to Powerscourt, ond stressed that we
should meke o special point of going to see the weterfall, 'the highest one
in Britain or Ireland.'

Yo asked the way to this wonderful watorfall, snd were
directed up 2 hill and the first on the right.

Enmmiskerry is very small, like I said. It nestles on
8. hill-side, end has the greenest of graes surrounding it, alao many trees.
The rustic aura of this country scene was spoiled only by the rumbling refrains
of Little Richard coming from one of the juke boxes in the csfe across the
street !

I guided ny family 2long the route so prescribed, and
it took about twenty minutes of hard climbing to reach the 'first on the
right.' Confronting ue was a lerge gateway, about thirty feot high.Cn top
of the gate was 2n eagle, the stance of which suggested it had grown %ired of
posing for the sculptor. Through the arched gete, end to the gete-house on the
left of it.
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A middle~zged man in his shirt sleeves was sleeping happily in
the porch. “hen we woke him, he ssemed bewildered that znyvone should even
think of coming %to Powerscourt that afterncon. He thunbed out a book, gave
us e ticket ( costing three shillings) which geve us the freodor of the vest
astate.

Ho told us that Powerscourt House was about o mile down the troe-
lined drive.

"You must see the waterfall," he told us.

I nodded my agreement.

"Where is it?" T asked enthusiastically, holding my wife up, who
wag rather tired after welking up the stecply-grediented road in her high
heeled shoes.

"Well, it's a mile to the house, like I told you," he szid. I
nodded."And it's seven miles past the house." He closed the porch door
quickly, and I bent dowm and fenned my wifes ashen features with my hendker-
chief, and then Colin gave me o swig of water from his plastic hip flask, and
I got up too.

Alowly, we meendered 2long the drive. Tt wes dusty, and the more
knowledgeable members of the community who wanted to see Powerscourt and had
the common sense to make a few preliminary enquiries, shot past us in hired
cars, leaving a choking cloud of dust to surround us. But when the dust had
settled between cars, we realised our lot wasn't so bad. Tho people in the
cars may have hed the comfort, but they couldn't possibly enjoy the pure
freedom of the glorious countryside like wc could. We etopped and looked
across fields of waving barley te the purplish peak of the Suger Loaf
Mountain on the horizon, about three thousand feet highe It ain't much, I
know, but it looked good to us.

Helf an hour of sheer bliss, just us four and the freshness of
the countryside (when the cors weren't passing) we arrived at Powerscourt
House. My illo of it back there gives you e rough idea of what it is like.

I stress 'rough! I know I'm no Eddie Jones.

I cannot give you any details of how old the house is, or who
owned it, because it just wasn't ancient enough to excite me...s58vs to say
that it is probably 150-200 years old, is of a soft brownish stone, snd it
looks mighty pretty when viewed after s mile's dusty promenade % One or two
minor rather quecr effects...om either side of the main door were two dinky
little cannons on wooden caerrifges, the bore of the cennon barrele being about
three inches, and by the side of each cannon wos 2 shell about throe feet
high, from about 2 sizteen inch nevel gun. Little touches like thet usuelly
meke me burst out lavughing ( vile—pro Jsmes White refere tc such things as
- vulgar ostentation=) but T was thinking of the walk back to Emniskerry, so
I just groened.

An arrow pointed to the 'Cefe and Souvenier Shop', and we followed
the path round to the back of the house, and whet I saw made me stop end ask
Colin wes he sure it was pure water in that plestic hip flask. Because what
I saw were sbout twenty Spenish demsels, some in native dress, playing
guitars and singing exciting cha-cha sort of songs. I closed my syes, and
counted to ten. I hadn't bheen over-working, and therefore I was cmazoed at
the epparitions I sneaked = look at my wife, and she was pessing 2 hand in
front of her eyes, which were bulging like goose eggsa with currants on the
ends. Kathlecon wes hiding behind her mothers skirts, snd Colin wes & slashing
blurr of dust on the horizon.

Then one of the 8panish girls twirled round swiftly, end I ceught a
tentalising glimpse of unmentionables, and I know I hadn't imagined that.



Refore turning the corner, I hadn't really been
expecting to =zee anything unusual, but if someons hed seid to me, 'John,
you' re going to see something dead out of ite natural environment when
you go round that bend,' whet I did see would have been the very last on
my list. But instead of a mud-built adobe as 2 back-setting was thie vest
housse, which made the whole thing ridiculous. Then I recalled the fleet of
fast moving cars rushing past us leaving clouds of dust behind, so the
beeeeootiful senorites were really just mundene tourists. Indeed, whet other
explanation could there be ? Actually, there just could have been another
reasone..l discovered later that the world famous Bray Film Studios are
located &t Powerscourts..I didn't lnow thet st the time, so I didn't get to
see the studios, although, from the obvious lack of activity, no films were
being made at the time of our visit. That's the way the film producers work,
"Ah, a S8psnish film, we'll meke it in Irelend"...."Ah, an Irish film, we'll
meke it on location in Spzin.”

Of course, me being & detective, I just hid to confirm that the
gols did come from &pain, so, streining at my wife's restreining arm, T
followed them into the souveneir store.Got entengled with the last two in the
doorway, but we sorted ourselves out in sbout ten minutes. T liked the way
these Spanish girls spoke English in the shop, even to each other. Theilr
English was good enough %o confirm that they were'nt just practising the
language...they realised it was just plein good marners when in company. It
wes an object lesson in monners to the two women behind the counter, who
praettled in Irish to sach other. One of the senorites was addressing a
plcture postcard of Powerscourt house, so T sneaked a lock over her shoulder
and saw that the cerd was en route to Spain...clthough my wife was of the
opinion that I was more interested in the V-naeck of the flowered bhlouse,
which had the most intricate red and pink small-petelled flowers embroidered
on a background of small palm-type leaves, with little insects flitting
about looking for pollen...but of course, I had no such motive in mind.

Belng at a hotel in Bray, we were restricted to time, becsuse if
we didn't get back sharp at G.pm, we wouldn't get e mesl, so we rceluctently
sterted the mile—~long trek back to the eagled-gate. This time we met
pedestriang hesding towards the house, and they all csked how far it was, and
we told them with the confident air of people who'd been there. One old women
who was 21lmost on her hands and lkmees asked us how far the waterfall wes, she
almost had a stroke when we told her about gix miles, but she said she was
golng to see it.....

e turned left at the gate, and had the luxury of being able
to amble dovm the steep hill. Ye stopped at o small but beautiful church
which was attractive becozuse of its quaintnoss and gem-like setting. It wes
8. Church of Ireland building, and as Eire i1s a Romen Catholic country, we
thought we'd pop in @nd see how the religious minority mansged...we had actually
just previously left the Church of Irelend for lMethodism, but it's the seme
sort of thing, rezlly...at least, it is to me.

It wog so clean, and inside the church there was always that
unes.siness of atmosphere thet I feel in church ( 2lthough it's e feeling T
rarely get because I never go to church except to "eddings and baptisms, ctc).

We slipped o few coins in the box set aside for visitors, so
presumably other people were algo attracted to the church as we were.

Back at Enniskerry, the 'bus was waiting for us, =nd just cs we
climbed in, the cz2fe juke box gave us the strident opening bars of the much-
flogzed'Exodus' theme...I mean, Little Richard, Fowerscourt, Scnoritas,

25 and the! Exodus' theme...is nothing sscred?
churches and the' Exodus' the is g John Berry
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e eventuzlly drew up beside the club-house, a
tastefully leid—out series of delapideted Nisson huts.

There werc one or two of the active club members
asleep in deck—chairs nearby, and a reasonably alert young men inside the
office chained to the club safe in ruch the semo manner os a British
Reilways Buffet tea-spoon is affixed to the counter. He regorded us &s
though undecided whether we were idiots or the police.((Ve were a mixture
of both-JB))

"You sce," John whispered,"Northern Ireland is very
provincial as far as aeronsutics is concerned. This is the only flying
club there is."

Ye scsked the spare young men if there was any chence of
a. flight. He looked extremely shocked at the thought. But the possibilities
of such a scheme being added to the club's venuc began to fill his mercenary
mind.

"Tt's not the normal prectice," he said," but I think
we'll be able to fit in a couple of flights later on."

"What's the demege ?" we asked,

"Oh, about & shilling a minute. Who'll be wenting to
go up 7"

There were threc of us interestoed - Joln, wee Colin
and myself. WYe gazed round the field & mimite or two, drinking in a sight
rerely scen since the conclusion of World War One. A Tiger Moth with the
lop~sided goit of a daddy-long-legs with half its lezs amputoted, was doing
its best to meke a lending. It socked the ground with its front wheels while
the tail was at lozst six feect off the ground. The front part of tho machine,
on touching the ground, sort of stopped for a momeont, while the tail had no
choice but to continue. Somewhow, though, the aircraft didn't tip over onto
its madly flying propellor, but remeined poised vertically for elmost a
minute before subsiding gently onto ite tail skid.

"That was desperate,” brecthed the Goon.

"What they call a pin-point landing," murmured the
mercencry young man expertly."Harry cpecislises in them. Nowy which of you
three went to go up 7"

Ye hoth pointed at Colin.

se el e e sl e ke vk ook

For about an hour we waited, while at intervols the
club's fleet of aircraft - one battered Tiger Moth, o privately-owned job
of slightly higher performence ( a Hornet Moth) wandered around the skies.
Quickly, the scene changed in our imagination frow a decrepid 1960 flying



¢lub to a busy air-field in 1917. The Tiger Moth hecawmic 2 real tiger of the
air, bristling with mochine guns for long range worl, lonces for medium
range, swords and deggers for short range cutting oand slicing. Also included
were & couple of those rather unpleasent darts thoy used to drop on the
heads of the Hunnish infantryv, and 2 couple of scythes Titted by a keen
gardener for use whencver the pilot should fecl inclined to display  his
talents for hedge-~hopping. Keep the garden hoedges tidy and 211 that.

And Ceptain Egbort Balls was the most fabulous flyer of
all time, with two cows, four stray cats and a bandy-legged duck to his credit.
He was sitting waiting for the plene to return so that he could take off
and fly into the sun and shoot down the dreaded Lichthoffman, Red Knight
of the 8ky-Phi. Lichthoffmen of the handlebar moustache and long unruly
hoiress.

Watching John completed the illusion. We looked at each
other.

"1 say, Lichthoffman, old boy," I said, recapturing in ny
voice the old fashioned chivelry of these knights of the oir,"You'd better
watch your step when you go into the jolly old blue. For I shall be coming
at you out of the jolly old sun at you. Thought I'd better warn you."

"Ze Balls had better wetch hees step,”" mouthed the Hun,
brandishing 2 sobre menacingly.

Just then the Auster landed.lichthoffman seve an evil
scrcech, leapt into the air and ran towerds the machine - somovhat ¢ relesslv,
as the still spinning prop lopped the tip from his spiked helmet. Tris, I
thought, was o good omen for the coming battle. With 2 single bound, Licht-
hoffman leept onto the high-wing monoplaney His rescmblence for 2 second to
a gazelle gave way to that of a2 fumbling, svlay-footcd camel as both feet
went through the soft fabric of the wing. Nothing daunted, he otapled the
edges together and clambered into the cock-pit. A moment later, the sircraft
moved forward, skidded in a patch of wet grass, a2nd soared skyward in what
is known in eecronautical circles as a gplit-arsc take—off. Soon, the mechine
was but a speck in the Heavens.

Several moments pessed, while Ceptein Balla chewed his
finger neils.(((Chneging to third percon for this bit. Okey ?Tough.))) When
would the Tiger Moth return? He wanted to get into the air and shoot down
the Hun. He mustn't get too far over the cnemy lines. The Tiger, e highly
consumptive mo.chine, would rur out of petrol rapidly. At lact, a speck on
the horizon grew large, resolved itself into the Tiger, and londed. A more
normal lending this time.

Captain Balls, cool, celm ace of the 2irs. moved caswelly
towards it, stepped gontly onto the lower of the two wings, ond climbed into
the cock-pit. The co-pilot smiled 2 polite greeting.

"Good aftcernoon," replied the intrepid oce. He sected himself,
took two Avomine in case the air proved bumpy, ond wondercd what to do with the
strenge strops. He held the two onds up. "I suppose you join thesc together,”
he nurrured, traneforming his ipnorance into the gey banter of the coolest
and bravest of the men of the Royal Fliying Corps.

The co-pilot fixed thenm

Ceptein Balls grasped the control colum firmnly in his mitt,
and said,"Stort the jelly old machine."

The co~pilot said "We're already a hundred feet off the
ground."

"Oh." For o moment there wos nothing but the hoy ing of
the air outside the cockpit. Then it hit him. The illness thet hes crippled
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even the bravest of men. The Victoria Cross was as nothing against the
dreadful disease for which the doctors could find no cause or cure. For a
moment, everything turned into a kaleidscope of terrifying imasges. There
was an swful sensation of falling, of death...

And Captain Balls, distressed airman, clung to the joy-
stick and howled louder than *he wind. His feot flasiled madly, and somewhere
through the dank curtain of cold terror, he could hear his own volce....

"Let me down. What am I doing in this thing?"

His feet, still flailing, had suddenly caught something.

He twlsted his toes round it at the seme time heaving heavily on the stick.

The ailrcraft gave an agonised croak, and four yerds of
fabric ripped off under the impact of the suddonly delivored seven Gs, as the
machine screamed towards a black cloud in a steep climbing turn. Pretty
soon, she stalled. For a minute, she remeined suspended. A dreadful silence
crept over cverything ~ the silence of prosaging doom.

The co—pilot muttered something about it being next to
impossible to get her out of such a position. Then the nose dropped awey, far,
far dovm and to the left. The aircraft spun faster to the lefts. She was
completely out of control- still stalled 2nd in & spin. Tho wind around the
wings screamed loudor and louder.

Captein Balls clung to the stick 1like a limpot.

Heo feolt thet the co-pilot was trying to move it forward,
resisted.

"Lot go the bloddy thing," the co-pilot swore."And get your
feet off the blasted rudder bar. I have to apply it the opposite way."

Captain Balls didn't hear him though. He had fainted.

Delicately, of course.

ook ok %ok ok wAkk * kK

(((Back to first person.)))

I rccovered after a time, and I never dared ask the pilot
how he menaged to land her. I thanked him nicely for the ride, end waited
for Colin to have his flight. Back in the car, we talked excitedly esbout our
flights whilst returning to %1, Campbell Park Ave, John is now 2 confirmed
aeronautical sddict, end will, I hear, be cutting dovm his annuel wordage
to the 500,000 mark in order to devote some time to flying.....

Geoorge Locke.
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This is a2 ples I've reitersted several times, but you cennot
say I'm not a trier. I most desperately need another copy of POT PCURRI #9,
the issue I stencilled in feattle, and which the CRY gang kindly dupered
for me. I am most enxious to put the first ten issues in one volume ( and
the second ten issues will, I hope, be ready for binding soon ), which of
course I cannot do, as I only have my file copy...of POT PCURRI # 9. If
some kindly disposed 8APSiite will sscrifice his copy ( I don't mean
'sacrifice' in the term that the issue is priceless, rather I mean the
secrifice in time in having to go through back files of 8APS to look for
it.)It wes in SAPS bundle for October 1959, and I will be delirious with
joy if someone will please send it me, for trade or cash.

Thenks for reading this.

e ok ok sk ok K ok ok sk o ok ok ok e s ok ok sk ok o ke i ok i ok ok s sk sk sk K ok oK ke K ok K oKk oK 3 s s 3 8 o ok ek o ol s o ok e sk o s o skl Sk SR e S ok ek e



A few finel notes about CANASTA i
2ll. I've becen playing weokly for more
than threc years, end I've picked up
manv more schemes and ploys and hints

books, and T want to pass them on,

for what they're worth, to the CANASTA
playing clientile of SAPS.

One interesting phenomens has come

to light. I've plevyed, and it's worked
like 2 charm every time the situation

""henevor the melding is 90 or 120, and
the pack is sealed, quite & respectable
pile of cerde will z2ccrue in the rejoct
pile. Yith the melding so high, it is
obvious thot ths gome is in its final
stage, and therefore if the whole of the

recject pack can he obteined, the gome is
LJ LJ—“LJ 85 good as won....therefore..item..how
to win the pack? If you follow my ploy,
I swear that the pack will be yours, and therefore the gamec.

Of course, I've made 2 seemingly rash promise thers, and in order to
substantiate my claim, you've obviously got to have a pretty good hand, in fect
you' ve got to have the vital 120 meld...ie..two Jokers and, say two jacks, or
three of four Acos and a couple of two's, but after o few rounds, you or your

ready.

Actuslly, I've been playing with the same pertner, = certein Mrs.Jones,
for & considerable time, end even yet I don't think she's learncd my ploy, but
by mutual eand unspoken consent, she alweys melds if at 211 possible, leaving
the higher strategy of the game to me.

Now this is the phenomens.

If the pack is se@led end the meld is 120 ( or 90), it is petently
obvious that your opponents will do all they can to stop you picking it up, ond
it is 2 fact that they will alwoye play low cards, ie, fours, fives, sixes or
sevens. During research, I've seen as many as 25 low cords in the pile and no
high velue cards.

To utilise my ploy, therefore, and bearing in mind that you have 2 120
meld in your hend, or, if you're lucky, your pertner has put down the initisl
meld or the playing teble...try end get 2 pair of low cards in your hend. As I
say ( and as you'll discover if you watch for it ) the low cards will come
flying out onto the reject pack becasuse it's good plazv to do so. If you are
lucky, you mey garner s p2ir of fours, fives, sixes and sovens, 2lthough this
is perheps too much to expect.

There is of course 8 disadvantage. Somotimes ones luck is out, and you
may try for my ploy =nd find yourself unable to meld...there's nothing more
frustroting in trying to 2im for a 120 sezled meld, and using the Berry ploy,
and finishing up with 2 handful of small cards which in themselves don't eveon
2dd up to 2 fifty meld. It's *tough, and it's happened to me. Not often, though.

If you do find yourself in such an unenviable position, you can aslways faint or

throw a fit. *hen the other sidec heve sorted out the pile and figured they mede
about ten thousand out of the sordid affair, you can slways pretend you did it

on purpose to give them a chence L%

ther will ever he found in the instruction

for use of it has srisen. It's like this.

!



There is 2 certoin technique in utilising black threes, the
stop card. My experience has shown that, when circumstances permit, it
is not really ept to follow the official dictum and sling it out as though
it was rod hot. It's primery duty is, naturally, to stop the pack from
being picked up. There are only four of them available, and there ic a
cortain amount of skill in making use of thom...as opposed to merely
getting rid of them. I must again maske the stipulation that this basic
ploy I am going to describe to you is entirely dependent on the cards in
your hand, and the situstion you find yourself in.

Imagine thot the cerds are dealt. The first player pick s up & cerd,
and puts one on the reject vile...and if * he's got a black three in his
hend he will automatically dump it. In & round or two, 8ll the black threes
will be out. If you and your partner pick up the rejeoct pile upon melding,
that's 81l nice and dandy. You've gcined yourself the enviable position
of virtually sealing the psck by depositing black threes, which means that
the opposition cannot pick up, but you and your partner cen.(By the way, the
counter ploy to combat a zlut of black throes is to seal with a wild card.)

Congidor this position.

Your opponents have melded, or are about to meld. (It's possible by
psychological obscrvation to know when e meld is dus by your opponents.)
Therefore the blnck three will be used against you. Thorefore, in these
circumstances only,I would suggest that you do not reject your black threes,
but dispose of surplus cards which are of no use. I always feel that if
an opposition meld is due, 30 nothing to stop ite Let them meld, by all
means. The more cards they have on the table, the less they have in their
hands to worry you.

80 the position is this.

Because you have anticipated a potentlal meld, you have in fact
allowed it, even encouraged it, and have made coertain that you heve not
disposed of your black threes, if any. I have 'worked' an arrangement with
my partner, by rejecting certain cards, that she knows thot she must try
and retein her black three pending an opposition meld. As soon as the
opposition meld is made, then is the time to start whipping out the black
threes on the pile. Presuming thet the opposition didn't echieve too big
e pile when they picked up the reject pack, they now hove fower cards than
you end your partner, and you have the bleck three, which, as I've said,
serve, in effect, to seel the pack for the definite advantage of you and
your partner.

Try it somctime, but be careful that the situation is tmctically
0K« I wouldn't like to be the cause of the opposition getting their
5,000 points first time round L%
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I'm pretty certain that you non-CANASTA players are by now very
bored with these froquent ramblings of mine, but I know that some of you do
pley CANASTA ( I am also referring to the non—84PS readers of POT POURRI)
and I want you to toke advantage of the various ploys I've devised. They
should help your game if you play them in the right circumstancos, but
don't blome me if you moke a mess of it...lcastwise, you'll learn hy your
mistakes, even if the sorry lesson is a decisiorn not to reed Berry-type
articles on CANASTA any moro.

There are gtill a couple of mejor CANASTA ploys I'm doing
research on, but I've got to hit a winning streak and get back my prestige
as a good player before continuing cxperimentation.

John Berry
1061.



REPRINT SECTION. Yo, I'm not reslly in such a2 difficulty that T have to
start reprinting my 'stuff', but a few items were published by other fans

in days of yore, sand they really require reprinting. Not that they're good
or enything, just thet, when they were firet published, they were UNREADABLE
due to the cruddy appearance of the fanzine. This first reprint is taken from
MOTLEY, published by neofan Bill Gates, son of an American army colonel
statiloned i Germany, LI LOSE el Fett s ol ahe o S iudefo als Aia o cnofiials s o ols ofo s 0 0o s o oss
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NOTES OF A TV PROCRAMME.

The TV announcer flicked his eyes from right to left for several
seconds, trying to focus on both cemerss at the same time. Finally, he settled
for the wrong one. He simpered, and in a real posh BBC accent, announced the
next itme to te 'mucic from America'.

There followed a blurred picture of an sarphone-headed cameraman
vaving his arms about excitedly, until finelly two men and a camers appesred on
my screen with a piano. One man, by far the older, smiled effectedly, and
said that Mr.S%oc-end-so (I've forgotten his name) hed come from the U.S.4. to
demonstrate this vitally new American music. He turned to the American, who
wa.g young, well~-dressed and intelligent looking, end agked him to carry on
with his lecture.

((¥OTZ. From hereon, I would like to state that my account of the
ensueing five minuteg is one hurdred per cent foctuel. In point of fact, I have
deliberately under—described some scenes go as to add that extra little
touch of authenticity to the account.))

The American waved a confident hand at the piano-forte, the 1id of
which inclined upwards st the classic pose of 45 degrees.

"This is known as the Prepared Piano," he announced primly."And here"
««opointing to the interior of the piano..." are seversl laorge bolts."

The cameraman obliged with e close-up, revealing lsrge screw-bolts
suspended from the wires.

"This is a hammer," he continued, recklessly weving a lethal-looking
and if you'll just hand me my stop-watch, I'll play o tune."

The elder mopped his forehead and took two paces backwards, biting his
lower lip in rather a worried way. He reached forward tentatively end deposited
a stop-wotch in the clutching palm. The American sat down, beamed at the
unseen millions, preassed down the button of the stop-watch, snd stering at i,
commenced to play. Yhen I say 'play', weeell, plaey isn't quite the word..thiec
is actvally what ho did. Beotween five and fifteen second pauses, he pushed
down a couple of keys with a dextrous flip of the index fingers, and the
resultent discord was like someone itrying to get cat-gut whilst the cat was

n

weapon,"
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still alive.

To my classically attuncd ears, it was HORRIRLE. The only
pleasureable thing about the pauses werec that they gave you time to emit 2
strangled sob, and prepare the sar muscles for the next assault.

AND THEN, with a nimble leap forward, HE HIT THE SIDE OF THE
PIANO WITH THE HAMMER,

20 help me, he did.

A f'ow more spasmodic key tickles, a couple of vigorous hammer
thumps, and the American laid down the stop-watch, letting his eyes flicker
modestly.

"Woll, or, it most certainly was originsl," pasnted the ennouncer,
ripping his bow tie off," 2nd so goodnight to you viewers, and we'll.e.."

"There is more to come yet," interrupted the Americen."The Pizz-
iceto."

fo saying, he seduced a flew more keys, liberally hammered the sides
of the piano, then lay prostrate over the opened piazno and PLUCKED THE WIRES.

The announcer ( & noted Chopin lover) steggered backwards, completely
flabbergasted by this most unconventional performance.

"And you mean to say that people in America like this sort of
thing?" he asked, obviously stupified.

The artiste grinned knowinglye.

"Mostly sculptors, artists, painters, etc," he replied. He
then picked up a pickexe, and stuffed the ends of his trousers in his socks.

This was too much for me, and as the camera wavered to show
the announcer being carriod out, I switched the TV off.

Plesse agsure me that this isn't for resl. I didn't suffer o
hallucinetion, becouse my psychiatrist wos torribly pleased when I admitted
seelng it. He'd seon the progromme too, end wes just about to go and be
peycho=enalysod.

If you must oxport culture from America, pleaso, not this sort.
Stick to tho Marilyn Monroe calendars eseceeseons

John Berry
1956
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(I've only had about half a dozen storics, etc, rejected in my cntire fannish
writing career. THE BLOGGIN® 2AGA, in RETRIBUTION, is ones. This is another.)

I ¥mew it was Alec when he came in.

He smiled 2t ny wif's as she went across and asked for his order-
but the smile chenged to an indelicate sneer as ho looked over her shoulder
at me.

"Just tea and biscuits? - right sir, just a moment."

Mary walked past mo to the kitchen - I welked over to him.

"You going to be e good boy, Jimmy ?" he asked. He opened &
solid silver cigarctte case, selected a cork-tipped cigarette - he didn't
offer me one. He 1it up with a solid gold lighter— snd puffed smoke into my
facos

"I - I can't afford it - honest I can't. It cost me all my savings
end 8 big losn from the bank to open this place ~ I told that to your itwo boys
last week."

He smiled agein, and thanked Mary for the tea when she laid the
teapot, cup, suger and milk in front of him.

"Pour,Ji.my," he said, rather coldly I thought. ilary looked at me,
e. frovm crossing he face.

"It's 0.X, dear," I said, forcing e smile,

T poured the tea.

"™ro lumps, Jimmy."

I dropped two lumps in.

"Drop of milk."

I complied.

"T don't usually come round," soid Alecc."But the boys told me you
wanted to see me, and, well, business is business.”

He took & eip of tea, blew on it, put the cup back in the saucer.

"Ton quid & woek," I s2id."Thet's half my flippin' profit - and
I've got to pay the bvenk off, too." I tapped the psoudo-marble teble top.

"T just couldn't do it."

"You' veé got to, Jimmy boy. Fece up to it. It's not in my nature
to be rough - it isn't you know, no metter what you may have heard. Of
course, sometimes my boys get out of hend, but I pride myself on being
subtle. Tell you what — I'm asking vyou, ten quid a week 2nd no trouble 7"

"I\TO . 1

He opened his hands wide.

"Got a boy on my books, Jimmy. Used to be on the stoge before the
drink got him. Good actor, though., D'you know what his speciality is? Comes

" an old army pal."
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into plsces like this- and he's well dressed, y'know ? He gives a big

order, starts to eat, end then s spasm of pure horror crosses his face. He
clutches his stomach, end . just before he collapses on the floor, he scresms
out loud, "My God, I've got food poisoning." Fairly shakes the clientile.
I've seen him in sction, Jimmy, he's good. A reguler little 2ir Larry.
Clesred the Regent faloon round the corner in under twenty seconds."

I'd heard about it. Plece closed the following week, now it was a
plece where poodles got their toes manicured.«....

"Got you worried, Jimmy ?" Of course, that's only & curtain raiser.
Fred comes into action next. A good boy. Can drop a stink bomb from across a
crowvded floor into a teacup. One afternoon, in a fit of exuberance, he dropped
five in the main dining room of the Biltmore - one at each corner, and, 8 novel
touch this, one smack bang into Lady Billing's opened handbesg. Nice place,
the Biltmore...it's a billiards room now, you know?"

He drenk the remeins of his tea, and put the cup down gently.

"Finally, Jimmy boy, if things remain, shall we say - unsettled- I
bring Sailor inte the fray. Now failor is whet I would call a character.

To give you 2 rough idea, he never washes. The smell i1s shocking. He never
sports less than three days stubble, and his breath - Christ! He alweys

mekes his entrance in rather a flamboyant way. He kicks in the glass of the
door and whips off the tsblecloth off the nearest teble to him, although on
one occasion ( end I strongly deprecate this when on 2 job) he did & tour of
the complete dining hall, and removed all the table-cloths. He then diverts
hig attention to the decor. I swear Picasso would be jealous of some of his
ebstract efforts. Let me see, now, the Adelphi ~ eh, at the Adelphi he reached
the climax of his aesthetic career. "hat he did to the pestel green ceiling
with ten bottles of tometo sauce had to be seen to be belisved. At this stage,
failor reelly gets down to work. On one job, someone diaslled 999 as soon as
he came in, and it took a squad car only two minutes to get to the scene. I'm
not exaggerating, it took three men a full working weck to clear up the debris.
Sallor wes round this morning looking for work...whet shall I tell him, Jimmy
boy 7"

¥y mouth was dry. Although I say so myself, the decor of my place
was unusual but arresting. Got e couple of struggling artists to do it for
three meals a day. Took 'em & month, but everyone remarked on the excellence
of it. I shuddered to think what o few well aoimed tomato sauce bottles would
do - or even badly cimed ones.

"I guess you've got me, Alec,” I said. "I don't woant ony trouble...
tell you what, send you're boy round tomorrow."

"Wo," grinned Alec."You interest me. Tell you whoat....I'1ll come round
myself tomorrow afternoon - and hove fifteen quid resdy. Shame to spoil all
these sea-horses round the walls. A marine motif ? Nice. Tomorrow, then."
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He came round ot 2.30 pm, and sat down at the same table.

I told Mary to pop out for half an houy end I crossed over %o Alec.

"Well, Jimmy ?"

"Come in the back room, Alec," I said.

He emiled, got up, followed me.

"I guess I've no alternative," I said grimly."But your boys said ten
pounds last week, now you've reised it to fifteon."

"Overheads. Well.,.?"

The smile was gone. He held out his hands.

I poured tea, and crossed the room for my wallet in my jacket hanging
on the back of the door.



"o lumps.”

I dropped the sugar in his cup:

"You kmow how much milk."

I poured o drop in.

"That do 7" I asked.

He gave 2 sneering nod.

I lifted the cup and poured the contents over his thick greasy hair.

He staggered hack, swearing.

I reached across, gripped the front of his tsa-stzined sports jacket
and pulled him forwarde. I wiped his face with the back of my hond. T rasped
the heavy ring on the ring finger of my right hand 2c¢ross his nose-hard.

"Listen, Alec," T said. "I've got a0

1 You U= I

I'd heard %the word before, so I ignored it.

"Wothing as subtle es a tape recorder under the toble," I grinned.
"My solicitor told me it isn't acceptable as evidence in court in this country.
No photographs either...can't afford the equipment."

He colled me the same word again. I 'tut-tutted'.

I screwed his lapels in my fist, end pushed him hard backwards. He fell
over the chair and sprawled over & couple of dozen cmpty milk bottles.

I sat down snd looked at him.

"mhis morning, Alec," I said, "I m2de 2 full stetement to my solicitor.
Eight peges, including everything you said.”

"My word ogainst yours," he croaked. "No proof. I'll say I'vs never
been here."

I ignorad him.

"And I've instructed him to hend the stotement to the volice when I
tell him to."

"You won't be able to talk when Sailor's finished with you," he szid.
The thought seemed to inspire him.

"Thet's where you're wrong."I expleined. "All you told me about the
Biltmore =nd the Adolphi 2nd the Regont and Fred and failor is of course true.
I knew you weren't bluffing. But my solicitor saye that your detailed know-
ledge of the events proves guilty lmowledge becauss 1t corroborates the facts
in every detzil. Therefore my staotement will be believed."

He sat vp, his eyes wide.

"T was never here," he said," I've never seen you in my life, neither
hevo my boys...."

I smiled as I played my trump card.

"Alec," T s2id pitvingly." I kept the cups you end your boys drark the
tea. out of. My solicitor had thew powdored with o fine black powder, and you
should sez the heautiful fingerprints on them. One more thing, Alec. If the
slightest incident happens, even if I trip on the stedir carpet, my solicitor
is hand -ing coverything over to the boys at New Scotlend Yerd...ond the penaly
for exbtortion is about ten yescrs.”

I opened the back door.

T pulled Aloc to his feot, turned him rovnd ond kicked him through the
door with all my might.

The wos & loud clatter oe he joined the rost of the rubbish in the
bock yoard....
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