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ONCE AGATIN you arc holding in your
toil-worn hands onissuc of THi SCARR,
the fanginc. Accept no substitutes:
always look for the initials GLC.

You will now bc ~ble to read s HAPEY
AFTERNOON by I don't know who. It's
A bit dnted ~s shown by "ironuonger'
and "a puony box' of tacks." If you
know who wrotc it 1ot nc know.

You cm nlso read Popys into ny
Din~ry, and wondcr with the rest of
fkind why hc rcads thc stuff. I
road the _ood stuff, too, but others
c rcvicw it botter than I con.

Then you have another truc cpisode
in thc History of Irish Fandon. Cs i
you don't bclieve it, don't worry.

ind to top it off you have 1lcetters,
with an occasionnl short, pithy ro-
ply by nc. The last pagc is token,
~lriost in toto, fror HYPHEW 16.

In this issuc I did ~ bit of over-
inking. So if, in your copy, thcre's
am 111¢gible page DON'T READ IT.

Slninte,

7
s
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George L. Chorters, 3 Loncaster Ave,
BANGOR, Northern Ircleonc.



THE OBLIGING YOUNG MAN in the ironmongery shop had ncver donc -nything to

offend the schoolgirl of fiftcen who was gazing meditatively into the shop-
window. Hc had ncver scen her beforc:

&=

Hec hopes now that he will never sce her agnin.

Shc cntered, looking shyly around her, took thc scat to which the
obliging young man waved his hand, and sighed.

"T should like," shc said, "to sce somec corkscrcws."
9 9

This brought out 211 the young man's best qualitics. He was suave in his
rcply, deferential in his smile, and quick with his fingers. As he un-
wrapped parcels, ond lct loose different breeds of corkscrew, one after
another, he enquired if she hnd a prefercnece for any specinl kind.

"Yes," she said, "the corkscrews I want to scc arc patent corkscrews;
thosc with a dodge, or trick, or catch, or lever, to mnko the cork conc out
easily." g

"Certainly, niss. Quite so," said the young man intclligently. "I have
several neat little inventions of the kind, mostly Ancricon. Surprising
what a aunmber of thesc things come over frou Amcrica. Now this, you will
observe, is sinplicity itself. No pulling, no violencc requirced. Scrow
into thc cork so, turn thc handlc so, and the cork comes out. We scll a
great nany of these."

"I can quite understend-that," said *the girl, "it loolks very clever., Is
it very dear?®

"Onc ond nincpence, miss. We have the same thing in a better quality
at—"

"Oh, thanks," said the girl, "I think the quality of this is beautiful.
Moy I sec another onc?"

"Certainly, niss," said the young man. "Now, this is a very clover
littlc thing, on the lever principle; no pulling or violence reguired. You
Just—"
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She was by no ncans a bad-looking girl, and, though it was stretching a
point, the assistant drovc an old cork into an cenpty bottle, and nllowed
her to draw it out again.

"Yes," the girl said, "that is charming. I likc that much the best.
What price is it2Y

"This is a little dearcr. Two and four. We'll say two and thrce as I
sce a very slight speck of rust on thc handle, which, however, will casily
clean off."

He begon to wrap it up in paper briskly.
The girl looked at hinm with sad, wondering cycs.
"Why eorc you wrapping it up likc that?" shc asked.

"Well, nmiss, I supposcd that you'd sooner carry it wropped up. If you
like to teke it 2s it is, and slip it into your pocket, of course—"

Ui-den "t thahlk T ought to do thet,'" said The gixl. "Weul see, Zit's'met
ny corkscrew. I don't think you ought to suggest that I should stcal your
eoploycr's goods. It's not very honest, is it? Of course, I don't went
to preach; I have sceveral faults nysclf, but—"

Herc thc young nan broke in, very frigidly:
"I was undcr the inpression that you werc buying thot corkscrew."

"Why?" asked the girl. "I never said anything sbout buying. I don't
want to buy mny corkscrows. It's not very nicc of you to prctond thot I
do. Whot does o girl of ny agc want with corkscrews? I don't drink. I
Just wanted to look at the clever mechanisn, and so on, and I think you
showcd then off very nicely. I ought to have thanked you before. i k.
do it now. Thonk you.

"Here," snid the young nan, with the intcnsc caln of the exasperated.
"You nay think it a very funny thing to comc in here, turn over the stock;,
spoil it by handling, and waste ny tine; but let nmc tell you that pcople
who don't couc in here 2s custoners, comc in herce as trespasscrs, oud by
the law—-"

She did not look quite so frightened as he had hoped.

"Wes, " shc said. "I know 211 about the law, and it Cocen"t offect me,
becouse, you see, I camc¢ in as a custoner. It docan't follow because I
don't want to buy corkscrews, I don't want to buy anything clsc. You're
so hasty. That is how you zct wrong.™

"Is therc," said thc youns non, "enything which you want to buy? Not
want to see, uind, wont to buy?"

"Yes," said the girl, "there is. But nust I buy it without sceeing it?
It docsn't scon to ne to be the usual way of doing busincss, but I darcsay
you know best."

The young nan sighed.

"Tou can sec any article which you are intending to buy."

"Well, you should have sid that before. You contradict yoursclf, you
know. I want a packct of that blue-grey Silurian note-paper, with envel-
opes to natch, and sonc¢ chocolatc nougat."



"Tou'd better zot out of the shop!® said the mnan. "You know perfoctly
wcll that this is an ironnonger's, not a stationer's."

"You really are much teo hasty," seid the girl. MI'nm oinly following
your own directions, and you can't buy chocolate nougat at a stationer's.
There's a card in that window which says: 'If you don't secc what you want
in the window, kindly step inside and ask for it.' I didn't sce any Sil-
urian notepaper in that window so I kindly stepped inside and—-"

"Will you g£o?" said the young non, losing his sclf-control.

"ot innediately. If I've been migled, it's your fault for putting
notices in thc window which you don't mcan. Why do you do it? You shouldn't.
Therc are other things I want as well. I went a penny box of tin-tacks.™

"Will you go0?"

"Yes. But I think you ought to serve me first, without being inpolite
about it."

She turned round to thc proprictor, who at that moument apiueared bchind
the counter.

"Do you think," she said, "you could persuzde this young mm to scll nc
a2 penny box of tin-tacks? I wont them, and I hove got the penny. Whencver
I ask hin for thenm, he roars out: 'Will you go?tV

"She comcs in herc—" the young man began.

"Well, he con sce that for himself," said the girl. "But I don't want
to talk about it any nore. If, in a big iron-nonger's shop like this, two
grovn men can't scll a pennyworth of tin-tacks, I'd better try soncwherc
else. Good norning!™"

So she spent a penny on a rcnote chair in the Park, whoere she could nake
strangc chortling noisces without attracting the attention of the curious.

the end

I s

MY TRIP to the United States did not start too

well. I had foolishly put off getting dollars
EE and Travellers' Cheques until the norning of

July 9th, and I was lecaving that night. I drove
early in the norning to Belfast and cntorcd
Cook's with confidence. The confidence quickly
oozed away. There was a huge quceuc at the For-
eign Exchangc counter. I hatc standing in

queucs, so I walked out and drove back to Ban-
gor and went to nmy own bank, hoping to zet fixent

Nk
&

up, but thc bank was closed: they've stoppecd
opening on Saturdays. I went stroight (woll,
fairly straight) back to Belfast and found the
line in Gook's just as big. -Attached nyself to
it and hoped it would nove ousteldlyse It dildn .
— It was a waru norning (a rorc thing in Irclend)
and the placce was hot and stuffy. I swcated
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ond forbodcd. Poerspiration aond forboding increased when I heord a nian who
had just been scrved remark, cn passant, to a friend in the linc that it had
teken hin en hour and twonty ninutes to et his checques. I bacanc a bit
dizzy and leancd against the wnll to case the strain. It wos no use. After
half an hour I knew that if I didn't sit down I would fr11 down, so I just
sat down on thc floor. In o minutc a uniforncd cttendont cone and asked nc
if I was all right. I s~id I had gotten dizzy standing so long but that I'd
be OK if theoy would lot ne sit there. He went awny and brought the nonager
vho very kindly suggestcd that I step into his officc and sit on = chair.

I seid I would lose nmy place in the queuc but the nenager said that that
would be fized.

With the manager holding onc nrm and the attondmat the other I was con-—
ducted to the office, placud carcfully on a chair and ¢iven a2 glass of wetcr
to sip. I sat there sipping — and wiping off perspiration with a sodden
handkerchicf. Thc nanager asked ne what I had come for and I told hin, so
he told ne to weit snd left the office, returning in a fow 1inutes with the
cheques. Whon he went out again to staplc thea in a holder o clcrk cane in
with a cup of coffeec for mc. I stayed for a few ninutes aftoer getting the
cheques, thankecd the nonager and l1oft. Went to bed when I got hore and
efter a couple of hours slcep I felt fine.

+++ it e -+ 4 bt At et

In the last issuc's Chophousc I gave a few word nuzzlces. For those who
erc intercested (=nd they're mighty few) I zive the solutions:

Nunber 1. Looking is obviously *Looking oftcr Zunber Onc. ézgg ?;t necans
Kecp it wnder your hat. Bfiﬂd stends for Men overboard.  10GIRLOO0OOO

is & girl in a nillion. GIRL £100,000 represents A girl with 2 very nice
T I M E . . - - @
_  ARDEFGHIJKLMNOPQRSTUVWXYZ 1S Just 2 way of saying Long tine no

Bap, SERR RIS GRS o i R i o et T SR e

No luck without you. DLIHC = backward child. Trinouble ncans I'n in
trouble. Ind lastly, Going hone ncans Going far from honec.

figure.

++ 4+ +++ +++ +++ +++ +++ ++

A r.cent surv.ey by nnotion~lly fanous internists hos discloscd on ol arning
fact. It scens that peoplc with low intclligence, cspecially cxtromcly
& ross peoplc, hove iridesecnt livers. 4ftor citing: 2 moss, of- detw the
physicions concludc the long report by firnly nsserting thot cvery clod
has a livor shining.

et el ++ et Ak A+ et A

Of 211 thc people in the Wurd fonily Jack wes the strongest. L nount-in
of amnm, hc was known all over the countrysidc.

When the cpidumic ocecurred gveryone felt that Jack would be saved.  How-
ever, the big follow was not spared ~lthough the rest of his fonily stoyod
as nealthy as cver.

With a shrug of his shouldors Bij; Jack cxzplnincd this by saying,; "Thce
burly Wurd catches the gern.®
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1958

Aug 28 Bron Fone (30 SOMEERE OUT iR, Imegine B.F. (eporopricte indte
ials.—:.*j trying te write a time-travel story. And he says that Chuck Adams is cne
of the greatest western vmriters. I suspect Bron Fane is a pseudonym for Chuck
Adams, Esqg.

Aug 29 Arthur Conan Doyle (50) ‘Eii MARACOT DEZP and other stories. 4CD does
not even try to meke the survival of Atlanteans believable.

Sep 1 Car behaving oddly on corners. Checked st strange gerage and found that
pressure was down to 10. He made it up to 26. He said, "Thenk you!" as I drove
awgy. "Not at all,® I said courteously, “the pressure vas mine,® (I think it
was Dunlep who first made that pun.)

Sep p Gec C Foster 50 Tdu CHANGE. Atom-bombs cause people to become younger,
sometimes until they bLecome bsbies and die of young age.,

Sep 2/ Jean Gaston Vandel (30) HUEIY HEYOND PLUTO, [Transleted from French. ]
fnemy aliens try spresding diseases before taking over — though how anything
used to the extreme ccld "beyond Jupiter" could like the earth I don't Inow.

Oct 26 Robert Silverberg 40 RACALLED 10 LIFE. A lifeless ef Tort.

Oct 28 Read Analog for July 62. Volume LXTX, o 5 — whatever the hall that
means. A nine-page editorisl. Also a story by 7illiam Lee s JUNIOR ACHTHVE-
MENT, TNot, I think, a rord-for—.ord copy of Wilmsr Shiras' first story. It
would be great if -ie had a science-~fiction magazine without deroes, or mental
telepathy, or Roman N-wmerals, or dianetics, or illustrations vliich had been
soaked in dirty water for a year and vhich wasn't ashamed to give their cir-
culation figures. Utupia?



Oct 30 Darrell T Langort 50 ANYTHING YOU CAN DO. There's this alien, see, and
these twin brothers, see, and the weaker one is built up into a Superman, and
all this mashed up and thrown ot one in bits in A B van Vogt style but with
none of his ability.

Nov 15 A crowd of men have now been working for more than a month on a short
length of sewer in Abbey St. Appropriately enough they've a sign saying: SLOW
ROAD WORKS AHERAD,

126k

Jan 9 hargoaret St Clair (40) SIGN OF THE LABRYS. Future world story. People
living underground., Hero, who does not tmow who he is, spends most of his time
going {rcm level to level for no reason that I could see except three cents a
word. At the end he finds out who he is: The Devil. The hell with that for a
yarn,

Jan 16 Gil North (410) SERGEANT CLUFF GO&S TFISHING. Could only read 50 pages.
One sentence contains the word "Colonel® five times. Maybe this is a joke —
a private joke.

Jan 23 Luan Ranzetta THE NIGHT OF THE DEATH RAIN, This is said on the cover
to be Horror SF — a typo for Horrible Si', The weather in England has been
queer for months: no rain. At an atowmic station floods are feared, and glass
bubbles are made so that if the waters rise too far the employes and families
can float to safety. One such family is floating around when there is a
T-B-R-R-R-R~I-F-P-I'~I-C explogion. They lose consciousness and awaken to find
they have landed on a satellite of Jupiter, by Jove! They have to submit t» a
rigidly-regimented regime. So they hope to escape and when the weather starts
getting queer they hope even more. ‘hen the deluge of rain comes they hurry
into the old glass sphere &nd soon a T-E-R-R-R-I-F-F-F-I-C explosion sends
them up into the "airless atmosphere.” ‘hen they regeain consciousness (yes,
they lost it again, the careless clots!) they are nearing this planet where
they land with a bone-wracking thud. The locals tell them it is Australia.

It seems = roundabout way to emigrate! By the way, the glass of which the
bubbles are uade is not just crdinary glass: it is speciclly toughened!

Joan 2 Louls Charbonneau 60 CORPUS BARTHLING., Expedition to iiars brings back
two dead (?) hinrtisns who take over two bodies ond play hell with the hero's
love-life,

Feb 12 Clifford D Simak (70) THEY WALKED LIKE -EN, Nasty old aliens try to
take over Barth (Sky xiller won't liike this idea — it's been done before) by
turning themselves into woney and buying everything. But the smell of skunks
ruin their evial pluns.

Ler 25 G wcDonald Wallace 60 LEGEND OF LOST BARTE. Celtic legends survive
“hen wan drives himself out of Earth into Niflheim, a "parallel" world, full
of soot — a most unsuitable home. Bventually, "believers only” return to the
green hills of Barth., (Bcy, can I coin a phrase!)

apr 41 Samuel R Delany (50) Thd JEWELS OF APTOR. The other half of this Ace
Double is SECOND ENDING by James White, DBefore she married James, Peggy was
a decent, respectable girl, but her charecter deteriorated afterwards, and
soon she was making puns Jjust like the rest of us. One day when she walked
into Walter's drawing-room and saw the two-globe light she said gravely, "So
that's what they call a candle bral!® On page 099 of THE JEWELS OF APTOR we
find these words".....an ornate, branching candelbra....."




Apr 17 Pierre Boulle (70) MOYKEY PLAITET. Humans in cages and Monkeys in con-
trol. Heavy-handed satire, but I liked it.

liay 7 Dornford Yates 90 WIFE APPA EVI. Theme has been done before: Man loves
girl, loses memory, loves girl all over again, regains memory. But DY does it
in his own way — to me a very satisfactory way. i'wo characters stand out: the
housekeeper Florence and an elm tree which cannot quite talk, Makes me wonder
why he wrote that horrible LOWER THAN VERIIN,

May 31 um Melvin Kelley (60) 4 DIFWERENT DRUMIEK. NHomeless state in Usa whore
the negroes leave instead of fighting. .hites get so mad at this inuuman idea
that they lynch the last negro.

June 12 izl Clement (50) CYCL: OF FIKi. lans sgy EsSmith is inept in his
handling of conversation but he is good compared to HC, DIest conversation-
writer in SFdom: Jric Frank kussell.

Sep 11 Hugh Welters (L.O) EAPEDITION VeNUS. Copyright by Waltex lHughes. leroes
go to Venus to get cure for disease which is killing off Farth people. Couming
back they accelerate so much they run ocut of fuel and find they are going to
pass Zuaxth, so they fire the lateral rockets which puts them in an octagonal
orbit so that a spaoce tug can come and get them. 7i'hy can't Analog print stuff
like this?

Dec 1 Rosalind (noi aged 6) has a magic peint-book: if she dips her brush in
vater and brushes lightly over the surface the paint becomes visible and the
black & white illustrations are coloured., Toduy she got tired of this system
because of its slowness so she half-filled a cup with water and poured it over
the page. First time I ever saw a girl pouring over a book!

Dec 26 Snow began to fall while I was driving. Fuanny how the snov always seems
to come straight at the wind-shield. I turned off wiper to see if it would
stick., It did., In a very feu seconds I couldn't see through it, and Jjust as an
experiment I drove by looking in the rear—-view wirror & keeping the road
centred therein. But this needed concentration and I was distracted by shouts
and horn-tooting fram other wotorists. Presumably the shouts were Christmas
grectings, but as I say they distracted my attention so I cleared the wind-
screen and resumed normal driving.

Jan 18 Have reed two Doc Savages: TIL: THOUSAND-IH .4DED MAN and HulmOR MENACS.
Surely I didn't like Doc Savage back in the thirties?

Feb 9 Iredric Browa (90) WIAT MAD UNIVERSE. Second reading. Muybe I should
have made that 100 instezd of 90, ..

Feb 20 Driving through liolyvood met Princess .ilexandra in her car on her viey
To the Ulster Folk kuseum. Did not recognise her. I don't suppose she
recognised me eithexr!

Maxr 8 WITH TIE I.Res. IN T10; FIGHY FOR IRISH FaE:DQM. Written by various
Zuerilla leaders from 1916 to 1922, Amusing detail: the book (undated) is
printed by The Kerryman, Ltd, Tralee, a firm which also publishes a news-
paper called The KXerryman. On the bacover, under the title “In the Opinion of
the Press," it says: "lhere is a glory all its own in this book."—lhe Kerry-
men. Impartial opinion!
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THE
T EEKINE IS E
cr SOME THING

AS SOON AS I wnlked into 170 th-t night I knew soncthing was WCONng. That
sort of sixth scnsc which hes never failed ne in tines of difficulty or
donger told nc that sonething was awry — though actually I prcfer Bourbon.
I'd been delgyed through giving a girl-hikoer a 1ift and naturally that's
the kind of thing that cn't be hurricd, but it ncant I'd misscd out on the
first act of whatever-it-was.

They werc 211 thcre, as they'd been many a tine before — but this tine
there was a differcncc. They werc sitting in a row along onc wall: Walter
and Madcleinc, Pegey ond Janes, Sndie and Bob. They looked unhappy.

"Why so sad, 12d?" I askod Wolt.

Wordlessly hc pointed to the ceiling ot the other sidc of the room. I
looked -— it scened the naturesl thing to do. To uy surprisc quitec 2 large
section of plaster was Dissing fron the ceiling. I looked back in ﬁﬂéﬁf

amazenent 2t the gloony Walt.

“Mowm, dia st el e, B nccused, "that you were going to carry out sonc
wal terationsg!®

Nobody smiled. I couldn't blarc then.

"It fell down this afternoon, " said Madcleine, "and we've only Jjust fin-
ished clcaring it awey. "

"Wcll, you'll just hove to get it fixed," I snid with forced cheerful-
ness. At that, I didn't have to force it very rwuch: ofter n11, it wasn't
oy ceiling.

"How?' Walt onsked. "I've Just backed fourtcen loscrs in a row. I'n
skint!®

Therc was a gloony silecnce, broken At length by Peggy.



P
"I know how to fix it," shc said. "Use ceiling--wax!"

There was a hushed hush. Then, to brecak the crnbarrassncent, Bob began to
speak hurriedly.

"There's a blonde in the office,” hc said, "and the other day I asked her
what was thc difforcence between an clephant ond a natter-honecy. When she'd
ask ne 'What's a matter-honcy?' I would answer, 'Nothing at a1l, honcy!' But
she wouldn't play."

"Why, what did shc say?" asked Sadic, who hadn't heard about the blonde.
"She askced no what was on cleophant?" said Bob.

Tcnsion was cascd a bit, but Fesgy refused to be mollified: she'd ~lrceady
changed her nanc once.

"Well, " she said, "if you're all so clcver why don't you just teleport
all that plaster back into position and kcecp it therc with a stasis ficld or
sonething?

Therc was =nothcr cmbarrassing silcncc until Walt answcred.

“Inpossible!™ he said. "I've ncver tricd anything so heavy beforc, ond
in any casc I can't work a field stasis yet."

We looked at hin — and looked at him.

"D-d-do you m-neen," I stutteréd at last, "that you can nove things?"
"oh, yes," he aduitted.

"But you ncver told us," two or thrce voices said at once.

"Nobody would bclicve ne — coverybody would say it was a trick, and in
any cas¢ it's hord work — takces o lot out of me — likc doing 2 doy's work
in a ninute or two."

"Show us!" we chorusscd.

"All right," he said, ond his cyces went round the room as if looking for
soucthing. He pointed to a tiny, baskct-shapcd ornemiunt across the roon.

"That will do. Now, kccp quicti"

Hc st-red — or rathcer glared — at the unoffensive little baskct, his
body becanc rigid, and his honds becanc fists wherce they rested on his thighs.
Iiis lrnucklces turncdéd whitc. Our eycs shuttlcd from hin to tho baskcet.

Then his fists begen to 1ift. The basket wobbled a2 bit, rosc a couplc of
inches ond stayed there. Welt scencd to g£rit his tceeth, he cdged forward in
his chair =nd thc baskct noved up anothcer inch or two, swaying a littlc.
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Walter croencd, and if that sounds old-worldish I can't help it ~— this is
a factual report.

"I ean't hold it!" hce whisperud. The basket fcll dovm 2s his hands
relaxced, his body sagged and he fell face down on the carpet.

The others got to hinm before ne (age docsn't let me nove quickly) so I
dashcod slowly upsteoirs to the bathroon to get some watcr. The kitchen was
closcr, but I just didn't think. 4s I canc¢ out of thc bathroom with a2 glass
I Leard o giggle fron the bedroon opposite. I glonced in and saw young
Bryon on his knees. He scencd to be pulling soncthing up through a hole in
the floor. I was puzzlced for a minute, then I walkced gravely downstairs.

I hended the water to Madcleine and she sprinkled a few drops on Welter's
frecce Me, I'd have thrown the glassful! His cycs flutteroed open and he
reiscd hinself weakly to his clbows.

"Whorce an I?" he clichdd.

Madceleine tried a gnall joke to get his nind functioning agnin.

"Wow!re 213 right, Walter," she said, "you're among ficnds."

"My ghod!" hec scid; collapsing again. "Ven Dicnen's Land!™"

+++ +++ +++ +++ +++ +++ +++
Later, aoftcr all the others had gone, I askced a question.,
"It was casy to have Bryan upstrirs with o length of thrcad and arrange

cuc-worcds for nin. But what would you have done if Pegey had not nentioned

44

teleportationst

"I'd have brought the conversation round to it," Waltcr replicd. "Peggy
nentioning it was ~ stroke of luck."

"Was it luck lost woeck?" I asked. "You runcnber, when Madeleinc dropped
o neringuc fron o plate and caught it bofore it rcached the floor, you said
it tust hove becoen o booneringue. Supposc she'd nissced it and it had fallen

p

in the saucc-boat you'd have bewn scuppercd." I was plcascd with that pun.
Ynoit et ald,; Mhe gaid.. (MU have said dit husitrh ave been a, catemeringue.™
"We¢ll, all right, but supposc she'd dropped an ccleir instcad?®

He thought for helf a sccond. *I'd have said that I kncw it was going
to fall begcauwse I'm eclairvoyant.®

i favie dni
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Herry Warner, Jr., 423 Sumnit Ave., Hagerstown, ld.

Your full-length, book-length, feature article by Jemes White was ~utstanding
in the new Scarr. Something seemed vaguely familiar about his account of the
production of The Gondrliers. .Almost at the end, I became aware of the source
of this impression. Here, obviously, was the inspiration for THE WATCH BELOW.
The cramped situation in which James found himself, out of sight of the major-
ity of the surrounding humanity, the watery element that 1s so necessary a
part of any play about gondolas, the limitations of diet that were imposed by
the morsels that came his way, and the fact that the operetta is based on a
small group of humans whose true origin: has been forgotten by the rest of man-
kind — they're all common to the easay and to the novel., Just think how
important this issue of The Scarr will be when the James ithite fans organize
into a subfandom of their owm.

Unfortunately, I've never taken pert in a G & S production, iy thespian
career has been limited to serving as one-fourth of the Jjury (foreman and two
subordinate jurors) in a production of a play by Ayn Rand done by the local
little theater group, and my participation vwas linited to dress rehearsal and
inspired in fact by the inability of the group to find enough jurors to stage
a rehearsal. I was offered a much more impcrtant part in actual live audience
performance of another play, but my working schedule forced me to turn down
this juicy role, that of a corpse who is on stage during the entlire first act
although he was killed an hour before the curtain rose on the first act. Iy
failure to accept the role caused a slight change in the production, because
the casting committee couldn't find anyone else who looked dead enough, and as
a result the persen whe played the corpse was forced to sit with his back to
the footlights in a large chair, aluost completely invisible to the audience.
They would have turned the chair around for me. My favorite memorjy of a G & S
performance is that of John Charles Thomas, a really great concert artist and
opera singer, in H.i.S.Pinafore. He was nearing the end of his carcer, was as
drunk as a lord, he sang magnificently, he hamued up the acting in an irresis-
tible manner, and he suddenly decided to zive a recital between acte that
lasted the better part of an hour and contained the loveliest singiag of
serious nmusic that I have ever heard in person,

If you ever want to write one of those novels abcut cellars that slowly
£ill with water, pay a return trip to the United States and visit m» cu this
time across, On both sides of me are houses sitting on the watershed created
by my roof. About once a year, one of the neighbours points accusingly to a
hernia in the spouting or gutter around my roof and informs me “hat th= fount-
ain descending from this point during hard rains is causing water to gst into
his cellar. On one side it isn't =o serious, because there are nothing but
boxes and furnaces and things in that cellar. But on the other side it 1is
more grave, since the cellar is occupied by a man and a woman and a swuall girl,
fortunately this summer has been extremely dry, and a hole in the cellar wall
of one of these houses has been gradually expanding, obviously through the
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cgoney of sone long-forgotien prisoncr attcupting to gain his frcedom, or
sonic of thosc stonc-cating termitces in the Ben Hecht story.

The letter from National School puzzled e somcwhat until I roaenberced
that turf is soncthing you burn over thoerc in Irclend, rather thon 2 des-
crintion of the quality of tho stceak as it is over here

You nijht be over in this country agrin by now, if I have understood
corrcctly onc of the rufcercnces in The Chophousc. Alas, I doubt that I'1l
over ot ncross the Atlmntic. My struggles to ke up ny aind to go during
the past two or thrcee years have percolated so thoroughly around onong ny
fricnds nnd scquaintences that I would nover be believed, if T should mokce
the trip, oand probably couldn’t even convince the local travel agency to
noke rescrvations or the clerk of court to issuc 1zc a passport, becrusc it
would =211 b¢ teken as a huge Joke. Right there, I think, is the germ for a
piccc of c¢ither faan fiction or mundmac fiction, if I could work it out so
that nonc of the charactcrs would have ay charactceristics, the only proccd-
urc that would save it froii sccning too imjrobable.

ok A e ot b 4+ +++
Sid Birchby, 40 Parrs Wood Avenuc, Hnchestor 20.

Thonks for the lotest issuc of The SCARR, nniely MNo. 102. Whatli! has it
boen so long since I last wrotc o letter of comment, or have I niscounted?
((Accident —- which I notice¢l after stapling! So I started figuring and
dissecoviercd . thiat! 11 Gni seelw ben A 102 Hn-geal e threc, So b dletl it sitianols
as it's thc only way I'll cver catch up on YANDRO.)) If it is rcally the
102nd issuc, then 211 I cmn think is that Nos. 11 - 101 rust have boen
issucd scerotly, by night, wadcer - woning noon, and distributced by night-
blind corricr-pigeons with - bad swnsc of direction.

By the way I nisrend your signaturc which was written in red ink over
part of your addrcss, and thought for = noucnt that Fanous Mcn werce trying
to counmumicate with we. You know the woy the Archbishep of Comtirbury signs
hiwgelf "Geoffrey Cantuar" (or was that the onc beforc the present ona?).
And then there's Fred York onl for ~11 I know Joc Lambeth ~nd Ringo Chi-
chester. Well, I thought it wns renally soncthing whon Georgce Bangor wrote
to nme.

Did J.G.Brllord really writc the picce which you quoted? It scons like
cibberish to uc; or, rothor, like somcething churned out by -~ conputer.
Thank ¢oocness I zave up rending Science-Fantasy yoars ago.

Incidentally, in casc you should cver be called upon to lsunch a2 conm-
puter, thc corrcct fornm has now buocn estrblished by the Mayor of Birning-
han, on thc occasion of switching on a ncw computer uscd to producc (pro—
bably incorrcet) rate dennnds end clectricity bills.

After o zood desl of thought, his pronounccient was:i— "May Ged bless
this conputer and all who put facts into hcr.®

Interesting asswiptions horc. In the first placce, that there is a

J5

conputer God. Not o digit falls but God notcs its passing, cte.

Sccondly, that it is a blcssed thing to put facts into o computer.
Storcs up uuch credit in hoaven.



Sid Birchby (contd.)

Thirdly, that computers asc fumelc. Well, that's as aay be, but cortoin-
ly I've heard of sonme mighty calculating foicles.

Lastly, thc cophasis is on jutting facts into =~ cozputcr. Nothing is so2id
about getting anything out ogain. Maybe that blessing should have read:
"God help anyonce..."

+++ +++ +++ +4++ +++ +++ +++

Michacl Colr Hendry, 2 Koorncy's Villas, Gulloduff, N.Irclaad.

It's o chenge to hear that fow young pcople con afford a heircut whilc at
the same tine others insist thet they have too rnuch noncy. Both of thesc
orinions sr. wreng. The average, teennger is finemeially better off then

his countcrpert ten years ago but s not rolling in cash 2s some people scen
to think.

No doubt you've noticed the rccent rise in the price of o haircut. In
sonic places prices have increased 100 per cent to six shillings. To cxploin
this the berbers state that for nany years it has been comnonplacc for
peoplc to get their hair cut every throe weeks. They say that with the
recent trend towards long hair, that was sparkced off with the Beatles, nost
folk get their hair trimmed cvery six wecks instend. This is truc, but only
anong teenagoers like nyself. I vigit the barber roughly six tines yearly and
yet I don't think the price increasc is Jjustificd. Long hair is gencrally
worn by young folk who form a ninority of the mnale population, and not every-
onc in this agc group has lonyg hair. ((I'n curious: do you wear long hair
because (a) it looks better?; (b) the Beatles do it? (c) as n forn of rcbel-
lion against authority? And if thc Beatles and Stoncs shaved ~11 thoirsoff
would teenagers do likowiso?))

+++ +++ +++ +++ +++ +++ +++

Mats Linder, Antunovagen 3, Rotcbro, Sweden.

You know, vou'rc quite unusucl in oac respect (probably scvernl, but I won't
go into that now). For exenplc, nost peoplc when they have bought o new car
boast like hell mnd can o on talking for hours about how ood their cars
arc. Obviously, when you get a ncw car, the first thing you do is point out
2ll its faults to c¢verybody. Strangc. Moybo you should go to a psychiatrist;
or naybe that's just thc way Irclanders arc. Maybs you all should (o to
psychiatrists. Only the psychiatrists nny bc the sanc way. I don't know.

For quite ~ long tirc now 1've been soying to nysclf that soon I'l1l pub-
another fonzinc agein. ((?)) But it's hard for a person as lezy as I an to
gct started with anything. Jinyway, if I c¢ver go publish enother fonzine I
think it will be a sood idea to print soiic of your writings in it, nostly
excorpts fron the excerpts fronm your diary. Is it OK if I do? And could you
also furnish nc with 2 few details about yoursclf to be published with the
other things? ((You are obviously a nan of tastc mnd c¢iscrinmination, so
here arce sonie details: I was born in the Decp South of Irclond 2 long, long
tinc ago. I was wclcomed without fanfare of truapcts, without mny six-gun
salutcs ancd without n~ny flasboymant, ostentatious displays of rojoicing. I
was, cven at that oge, conservative to a degree, and now I can safely say
I a0 the nost modest nanm in Ircland. Until ny errival thc only disting-
uished menber of the fanily was an uncle who scrved with a very aristocrat-
ic reginent: they alweys charged with fixcd bharonets.

((Many pcoplc have wondercd what the initial "L" in ny nane stonds for.
It is just not true that I was called Lancclot because I suffered so nuch



from boils in infancy, but on this sorc point no inflarmation is forth-
couing. Soumie think that bsceuse I'n over six foot tall it stands for Long-
fcllow. Actunlly I's: saving it to use as an ~lias and the wholc story will
be told in 1y alibiogrephy.

({as ~ boy I contractcd no fatal discascs, but being delicate I did not
g0 to school until I was scven. At that tine I could rcad and writc, partly
through ny own uneidcd c¢fforts and partly beceause ny nother tought nc. Even
then new things intcerested ne. Comoras werce few then and I wonderced, when I
sew a photograph of n—ysclf for the first time, if the camera could bo
cheated. To test it, the next tine they took photographs I held onc finger
stroight out froo ny side to sce if the canera would catch it on. It did!

((At school I lcarned what puns were, made ay first onc md got away
safely. But it scarcd we — I hoven't iiade onc since,

((I nna Always had a burning desirc to live in thie North so at the tinder
age of 14 T canc to Northoern Irelond, where I have lived cover since, only
neking trips now and then to the U.S.A., Fronce and England. Here I discov-
ered John Carter, Warlord of Barsooil, in the local librery. At that tinme it
cost a punny 2 yonr to borrow once book at 2 tincg, and, as I changed the book
cvery day, I ot Jood valuc for ny woncy. Later on when my fuiure brother-
in-law becgan to c¢call at the house I was ablc to take out a second ticket. I
stopped borrowing therc in 1948: by n strangc coincidcence it was in 1948
thot the charge for a tickct went up to threcpence.

(In Bangor there is olso a branch of Woolworth's, and here, like nony
another fan,I discovered fnazing md Astounding. Bought blushingly and
carricd honc with thc front covers well hidden bencath ny coat they were for
nc the real beginning of sfamdon. I con still renonber iy horror when I got
hoiic on one occasion to find that the back cover of onc of thesc nags, cx-
poscd te the public ¢nze, carricd mm advertisenent for athlcetc's foot, coin-
plcete with large coloured photograph. Thenceforward I looked a2t all the
back covers as well as the front. Later I discovercd an even better reposi-
tory for these negozincs in the sccond~haond storces of Sudithficld Market, in
Belfast, a place, ncedless to sy, that I have haunted cver since.

At this time ~lso occurrcd one of thosc incidents that tend to sour aon
otherwise sunny naturc. Passing through Belfast onc day in o tran I glanced
through the window for a nonent and then rceturncd to 1y book. Threce lincs
loter I realiscd I'C scen the words MARTIAY HOSTEL on a building. Hurriedly
I junped up, closcd iy book, raccd down tho stairs and jumped off the tranm,
heedless of the fact that that 1'd paid to the end of the line. With beating
heart (though rorely dous it stop beating) I walked back until I came to the
building. It wns the Sanacritan Hospitnl!

((I left school in 1928 ~nd workced as auctioncer's clerk, rent collcctor,
plunber's clerk, bocot-ixindcer, billiard-hall narker, ctceter=a. I was no ood
at ctcctera. Lastly I becanc o tine-rccorder at Short & Horlend's aircraft
factory, where I still o,

(Soue years after the war, during which we hnd only enaciatced cditions
of astounding ani Unknown, I found onc loncly copy of Wonder ~nd through it
#ot in touch with Ken Slatcr and through hiiz 2ot in touch with Fmtasy
Review and through it zot in touch with Irish Fandom. The lon: way honc!))

~0-0~0=0-0-0-0=0-0-0=0~0~0-0~0~0~0~0-0~0-0~0-0-0-0~0~0~0-

Steneilled, Gestetnerced, slipshceetcd, collated, stapled

by
George L. Chartors, 3, Lancaster Av, BANGOR, N. Irclond.
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