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WHEN A CAR is bought in Northern Ireland the buyer has to fork out £30 to
cover the cost of bringing it from England. So when I deoided to get a new
car L arranged to take possession in London immediately after the Worldcon
(thus saving £30), drive it to Stranraer in Scotland, cross on the ferry to
Ulster and drive home. But this scheme was ruined by BMC carworkers who
decided to have a strike, so I had to forgo my little motoring holiday and
instead pay £33 for carriage, in addition of course to &3 for licence
plates and £134 Purchase Tax (equal to 205 of the value of the car). That
is why I was amused to read s few days ago that the British Motor Cornor-
ation had to lay-off 100,000 men on account of the bad weather. I hope the
weather imptoves before next summer!

I had difficulty about my insurance, too. Full, comprehansive insurance
would, I was informed, cost £62 less £25 no-claim bonus. I decided I only
wanted insurance for third party, fire and theft. I had to pay the full
&57, and a few days later they sent me a cheque for %31, the difference
between the two premiums. How is it worked out? I dunno.

This car is an Austin Cambridge, or A60 for short. One can get a Morris
Oxford or a Wolseley or an MG or a Riley with nearly the same shape and
cngine at slightly different vrices. This shows the versatility of our car
manufacturers.

The speedometer is calibrated to 100, but whether the car could do "the ton®
or not I do not know — nor do I care. Anyone who does 100 mph on Irish
roads is Crazy. With one exception road engineers here know nothing about
making roads and apparently don't want to.

There are a few things I would like altered in this A60 of mine. For example,
the windscreen washer has to be pumped by hand — all right perhaps for 1915
but this is 1965. It is well-made, however: I've only had to have it fixed
twice 50 far. The windscreen itself is curved, to give, perhaps, more vision
or more space, but is actually just to make a more expensive repair job if
it gets damaged.

Mileage per gallon is 25. Because it is what is laughably called a high-
compression engine one must use the most expensive brand of petrol. Some of



/It has just ~truck ne that this is not a bit like an editorial at =211, at

AUTOBIQGQA OHY

would be a better title. Yesz7

The key for the doors ond iznition will not fit the boot: you muct have a
key for this. (This is to give bettor acceleraticn or something.)

gecond k
M1 the kcys zre very stiff, especially in wet weather, -nd it is rather
amusing to stand in the rain for two or three minutes trying to open the
door.

The heater is cunninzly contrived so that it doesn't set the car on fire:
in fact, one cannct feel any heat at 211 until ths car has gone ebout five
miles.

There is a small mountain range running down the middle of the floor. (As
the interior is 211 in blue I naturally refer to this ss the Blue Ridge
Mountain.) I b:lieve it concesls the drive-shaft. You never sce o thinz
like that in o Rolls. And o Rolls only costs £6000.

Anyone who wents to can open the bonnet from the outside. The renson is

simple. When the car is locked up tight it tskes 2bout two minutes to
open it up with a piece of stiff wire. (I have seen it done.) So the
nakers quite rightly decided not to try to foil car thieves.

If, like me, you roll down the side window when reversing you will lhave to
be careful not to stick your head out careless-like or you'll bump your
forehead on the top of the door-frame. Sitting upright my hair touches
the roof. But it's OK for anyone five foot six or less. It's ny own
fault for growing over six feect.

The rear-view wirror has to be placed about the middle of the windscreen
to zive one the best view of the traffic behind. This makes a big blank
area in the driver's view so the remedy is to put the mirror as near the
top of the windscreen as possible. The rear view is not so zood then, but
one can't have everything, can one?

One end of the sun~visor can be unhooked znd hooked on again at the side,
but care must be exercised in doing this or it may fall down — which it
nop olso do when you are mercly raising it — and this can be inconvenient

in hezovy traffic.

The ash-tray for the driver is just below the iznition key. If vou keep
your ignition key on a ring with other keys the bunch dsnsles outside or
insidec the tray. The nmorel is, don't smoke while you drive.

I have left the car's worst fawlt till the last: I love driving it and

waste time doing this when I should be trying to get out another issue of
this fanzine. I missed the December deadline and if I'm not caoreful I'll



niss the March desdline as well. This is a very skimpy issue (even though
it is up to 100 pages) and is just a reminder to the customers that The
SCARR may be moribund but it's not quite defunct. There are no letters (as
they are now more or less out of date), there is no Peeps into my Di=ry,

and there ore no mailing comments. But I hope people will continue to write
to me — even if I don't read the letters I can always save the stanps.

I hove only become interested in stamps from seeing John Berry's collection
of Astrophilately: he nay have described it in a fanzinec but I wouldn't try
to do so.

/ind now that I think of it AUTObiography is 2 poor title when one is
writing about staups. Perhaps

"ERF DEFS«FDCS

would be a2 more apcropriate title. N027

I did not start my collection with the one-cent British Guimn=. In case
you don't know this is a small, ecight-sided, dirty, faded scrap of paper.
It beers the words: "British Guiana Postage One Cent Denmus Retimus Que
Vicissin, " and the post-naster's initials, BWW, scrawled on it. Its value
is said to bhe nearly £100,000. This is absurd: me, I wouldn't give 2 penny
nore than £5,000 for it.

Collectors are a queéer lot: as well as having their own esoteric nomencla-

ture they seen to po wore for defective instead of perfect stamps. As PUNCH

put it:
Philatelists are crazy, nmized~up people. Heaven has lately been bori-
barded with their confused prayers for the disfigurement of Sir
Winston Churchill. . . "Dear Lord, whc aade heaven and earth and the
British Guians One Cent of 1856 now worth £200,000, please arrange
that the Churchill Comuenorative stamps I buy on tke day of issue be
spoilt by every possible error of printing, watermark, gumnning and
rerforation. liay the printer who runs off nmy sheet be inefficient,
three-fingercd, drunlk, colour-blind and afflicted by aoue. On the
other hand, 0 Lord, iy the postuan who datestanps ny First Doy Cover
be thoe soul of efficiency, diligent, neticulous and sc devoted to his
duty that the awful botchery of ny stamps shnll receive a d~te-staap
of tronscendent clarity."

I forgot %o nention bacik there that the Once Cent also has a picture of a
sailing-ship.

Telking of old, faded, dirty scraps of paper reninds ¢ that for nany years
(maybe 30, maybe 50) I have had a few printed sheets like that. They ecre
obviously torn fron a book, but there is no indicetion whatever of the nane
of the author or the name of the publisher. I don't know who dumped then in
the attic but I wish he (or shc) had left scue indication of their crigin.

I would be very slad if eanyone could tell iie anything about them. Here is
the first story mnd it's called



= GIRL anp

HE GLOVE

HATURALLY, he was a little surprised when the schoolegirl, swinging her
school-books in a strap, stepped up to the counter ond asked hin timidly if
e kept gentlenen's gloves, size eight. But, he reflccted, she was probabhly
executing the comiission for her father.

a8 2 untter of fact, she was nercly filling in = little tine between thie
z21d of school hours and the beginaning of luncheon with the pastine which
pleased her nest — the pastine of naking peoplc feel naod.

"Certeinly, " Lo sald, with o patronising and encourasing spile.  "Whet
sleves would you prefer, Miss? Dogskin is beins worn a good desl just now.

"Thonke, " she gnid. "I den't think I should like ;leoves which were nade
fron the skin of pocr little dPus. It seems so eruel.”

Ee suiled afresh.

"hat is nerely a trade tern, ™ he said. "They are noct really nade fron
the skins of dogs.™

"I don't think.," shce said, "I want to buy sloves that are not what they
pretend to be. It secnis so dishonest.®

"Just as you wisl, liss,™ he replied, indulgently. "Ue have cvery kind
of glove in stock. O0f course, dogskin is 2 good denl worn e
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"Phat's Jjust i
good deal worn.
glo

ot ony new

, " she interrupted him. "I don't want o glove which is a
I didn't know you sold sccond-hand articles. Haven't you
ves?®
His suile was 2 little sickly, but he still s.diled it pationtly.
"Ours are all this season's zoods. Would you care for a deeskin or a
sucae? "
"Suede sounds very aice, % she said. "What does it sican?™

"Oh, it's nerely o trade term for 2 specicl sort of glove. I feel sure
you would finé the suede very satisfactory.”

“Ts aucde the naic of an cninal?® she asked.

"I renlly can't say. Let ue show you sounc of then, and then you

"I should like to know, though,” shc snid. "Suede sounds rather like
the French for Sweden. Is it?"

Hde fell bacl on his original ecarthworks.

"These trade terms," he said, "=re nerely—er as! ¢ patiter. off faet;

trade terms, @nd to be tzken as such. PFernit ne.®



And he whipped off the cover of & box.
"dould those suit you, do you think?®"
"o, " she said, "the grey is too dark.™

He then fetched down another box, in which the grey was %4oo light. Ec
then went up 2 ladder, and fetched a box of fawn colour, which were too
light. He then dived under the counter, and procured -nother box of fawn
colour, which were too dark. The school-girl kindly said thet, as she
didn't want to zive any trouble, she would have to noke those do. That was
all right. The sidile cane back to the man's face.

"These, ™ he said, "are seven-and-siz the pair."

"Then I will teke one," shoe replied.

"One pair? Precisely."™

i

¥o, one glove. Right hand, please.”
The snile died outr again.

"k, we can't do that," he said. "We are never asked to do theat. We
never split a pair."” §

"ilo, " she said. M"Split jloves wouldn't be nuch use if you did. I wart
cne glove, please; right hand. ™

"But don't you see,"™ he said, exaspcrated, "that one glove 1s no use
it s

"I'u not trying to buy gloves thot will be of use to you. I'u buying
then for a poor mmn who has only got one hand. So two gloves would be of
no use to him."

"Well, I can't help it," said the nan, snappishly. M"We can't separate
7, DaEEe™

"0f course," the girl said, "I should have expected to pay the price of
a padr for the single glove.

The s:ile cane back again,

"I sce. That quite alters the case. We shall be delizhted—the right
hond glove, I think you seid, kiss?"

"o, thanks," she said. "You told me you could not suporate then. You
told ne that twice. Now, I don't want to izake you tell stories for the
sake of seven-and-six. I will go and buy the gloves sonewhere celsz. But
it does scenr a funny thing that shen you advertise ¢very kind of requisite
you can'st really scll aonything. Good wmorning. ™

She left the shop and got into a traen. The only other passenger, 2

sonmewhat nervous old lady, i.anediately ot out. 4 girl who laughed
loudly and internittently with nc visible cause cculd not possible bo
sane.
--end—

Well, do you recognise it? If you do let me know.

And now for the piece de resistance.



I have always been on aduirer of John Berry's stuff and, in particular, this

RUS T IN PEACE

I A OUTCROPFING of the Mountains of Mourne o strean: riscs. 4s it flows
domwards it is joined by other small streems, uwntil eventually, as it rea-
ches the green fields of wid County Down, it is a fair sized river. The
river Loagan. It flows screnely zlong in a2 northerly direction, and a few
niles Ffrow Belfast it swings west and foriis the bowndary of Counties Down
and intrin. Lbout six niles fron the centre of Belfast the river passes
clong a leovely stretch of rurel countryside. ot this peint is 2 bridge.
It is known as Shaw's Bridge. It is farious. Chuck Harris has been there.

But it also holds a grim secret. Wee that I ever becanie a conspirator in
the dreadful happenings I an about to relate. I will never forget that dirty
night wien.....wait, I want to tell you everything. I went ycu to gct the
following gvents in the preper perspective.

It 211 started one night in Oblique House. We were discussing Bob Shaw's
BHEYCLEr 2 5 ps

"But what T want to know is, what holds it toscther? asked Jares for the
third tioe in rather 2 oystified voice.

"String," I onswered. "I know. Once I asked Bob for the loan of his
putip, end when he untied it, the fron%t wheel fell off,.?

BoSh half rose fro:r his chair in anger.

s

"I deny ny frent whecl was fixed to the frane with string. That is an
unfounded exaggeration. The back wheel, naybe. But not the front wheel.®

He sat down 2gain, his lower lip puffed out in indignation. He pushed a

OH=

full teapot sway. £ danger signal. & hush fell over us
He spoke softly cnough, out his cyes glared accusingly.

"I'n just sbout getting fed up with people casting aspersions on ny bike,
Just cos I paid 3/6 for it thirteen yenrs ago," hc said. He pointed an
agcressive finger towards us. "It's as good as the day I (ot it. The dust-
nan saild it was a bargain.

"That alters things, " said Walt. "If your bike is as old as that, isn't
1t time it was laid to rest? After all, the machine has suffered cnough
physical hordship o211 these years without considering the mental anguish it
nust have enduresd."

" asrec, " said Janes, "ond I sugeest we cerenoniously fling it on the
nearest rubbish duup.™

"o, ch no,™ sobbed Beb. M"Not fling ny bike on & rubbish durip. B LG
msh 29y, it Euglh == but et i% ge dn the best flanndsh traditien. *

Welt suddenly snapped his fingers.

"I have i1, he shouted. "Let's all go to Shew's Bridge, and dunp the
bike in the Lagjen sontewhere nearby. I will conpose a short scrvice to

=]



deliver as we line the towpaoth, and Bob cen take the vike on its last tri-
uaphant journey to the bed of the river. What do you say, Bob?"

Bob's cyes besan to light up. He looked a2t Welt with a new respect.

"Wes, I like i%, " he sighed., "The bike is worthy of it. You know, I
often think how clcver it was of then to dedicnte that brid e to ne before
I was born. Kinda synbolic. ™

We all nodéed.
"How cbout next Tucsday night?" asked RG.

Wes, that will do, ™ soid Walt. "Dress iS....0r, let ne Beé....raincoat
ond gumboots. No flowers, but if you care to bring along a few cans of

J

lubrication to pour on the water, that's OK."

I+ was a noonlight night. I don't live too for frono Shaw's Bridge, so I
cycled over. I arrived on tine, and saw a car parked under o row of trees.
I lemed 1y bike agrinst the river bank and sidled ocver.

Bveryone wis there except Bob.
"Where is he?2" I queried.

"He sald he would ride over, as 2 last token of respect. He should be

here soon, "™ said Sadie.

Ten ninutes 1ntser, a horrible squecky noise issued fron the Belfost
direction. We exchonged knowing glances. Tifteen minutes later he arrived,
and stepped by the sinple expediont of kicking awey the back whecl. Pausing
only to re-adjust the back wheel, he Jerked spasncdically towards us. (I
ferzot te tell you the bike had no saddlec. )

"Well, this is it," he said sinply. "Let's get it over with.?®
"OK, " said Welt, "fire the salvo, Janes.™

Jaes diseppeared behind the trecs ond, scconds later, thirtecn rockets
blasted to the heavens, one for each year of the bike's co-existence with
Bob.

It was a greot nonent — syrbolic, as Bob had snid.

Then Bob crne to ne. he rest of thea turncd away.

"’...fLiD 1S for V\,‘u Ju\hn it hO Sl’li;l t‘,’d.e "I-"ld not D,U.Ch. b‘\lt I ]Knﬂ/T/-.' -‘TOU.
o
< 9 9 o
IWi...:‘L t_e‘_‘.sure j. to L

He handed ne the puap. I put it in ay pocket. I d¢idn't say =~ word.
He knew how I felt.

We lihed the towpath. Walt, Sadie;, R.G., Fadeleine, ze,Janes, Pegpy and
Bob.
"hen Iive finished the short address," said Walt, "I want wvou 2ll to
hunn the first feow bers of D ~gnet.  That will be the signel for Bob to ride
the bikce into the water, to its finsl resting place.

o

iafter o few nouents silence, Walt read the ~ddress.

®e.o0eeond so, Roscoe, " he concluded; "we ask that this long-suffering
velocipede shzll rest content in the shrdow of Sheow's Bridge, until rust
has finelly nerged it with its parent earth."
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"That won't be long," sormecne nuttered.

respeet for aescrvic

"OK,

folks, " said

AS we humied the o

slewly rode into the
a tr~il of bubbles

Honestly,
¢ of dedication.

Welt,

cpening bars, Bob picked up

soleanly, "Dragnet.®

soiie people have no

the bike fren the bank, =nd

niddle of the river, gradually disappeasring until only

showed where the bike hnd finally finished its 1abours

s

For a nonent we begrn te thinl: that Bob had teaken it too seriously and genc

down with his bike,
swoal to ths benk, W

but o few scconds later he sappesred on the surfrce an
¢ wrappcd hin: in blonkets ~nd hurried hin t+ the car,

They a1l piled in, ané drove away hurriedly, shoutiag "Gosdnight"to ne,
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hair rose on the back »f iy head.

Shaw, * I shouted.

t was truvly fannish, sonchow.
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