-

THE SCARR

Iy






THE SCARR
NMumber 121
Juno 1968

#11 Artwork hy Arthur
Thomson,

LIKE MANY AMNOTHED I hatce
writing EZditorials but I have
1o,

In the last issuc I tried to
make it a2t lcast unusual. As
Terry Jecovos wrotc: ‘'About your
Editorial, I'd pive it an 'c!
for effort, but that would
spoil it =28 in its whole lenpth
it doosn't have a single 'e.!
Sinilarly the nursery rhyme
dogsn't have an 'i', Do I win
the gold-platod foodley donk??

Terry, I'm heving it engraved.

And ycs, the last issuc was a
lomyr time ago. The reasons aro
nany and variod. During nost
of the cold spells I was hiber-
nebing and during the warnm
periods mostly estivating.

In betwoon timos I was slooping
and resting, with occcasional
time off for recading. (Which
rerinds mo: Mills & Boon, pub-
lishers, say their Wosterns are
authenite. I meant to sond
then a poctsared about it but
didn't have the cnerry.)

More tine was spent on book-
binding. At the rato I'n going
I will howve 211 ry nagazines
bound by 2075, and, aftor that
THE SCARR will appezr nuch nore
froquently.

The next issue will bo dolayad
too, I'm afraid, because I will
be visitin~ the USA again. If
I put it off too long I night
ncver be able to o as our
rrosent government (if it can
bo ¢alled such) is trying to
nake the £ equal to ten cents.

Thank hsaven, I'm noar the bot-
ton of the page.

S1aintec,

Geoo,



IN A BOOKSHOP not long apo I saw a bock eonbaining The
gquite a lat ~f the writings of Lewis Carrnll — NOT
ineluding his work sn mathematies! I had enly time C

to read a part of a pisce abrut what he called
syzygies. (Called back the next day hub the book
had been scld.) 4 syzysy, he says, iz linking two

wrrds- according to cervain rules. For erample,
WALRUS and CARFZNTFR: .taks away ssme letters from {::) <:::>

WALRUS, leaving, say, RUS. A4d3 orme letters io
this and pet, say, PERUCE. Tahe away oome letters
to leave PFR., Add t~ g9t HARPER., Take away and
leave 4BE. 2od to-pob CATPETLRI e

This is sasy, I theught., To change THE SCARR S
inta YANDRO all you have ta de is: TIHE SCARR —
EEC — ESCIISCHOLTZLA ~-- HOL — HGLLAND — AID =

YANDRO, (And thus, incidentally, I fulfilled a
lefelong anbition tn t3e that wd eschschaltzial)

Buy having several links like this is all very good and fins for leisurely
Victorians -~ to be un~to-dase “here sheuld be only ong link. Far instance:
CHARTERS — ERS = SH(ULDERS .— OUL — GOULSON, Or LONDON == OND —= CONDOLING
~— DUBLIN, O DUBLIN = LIN —. CASTLIMG — AST ~ BELFAST, Or BELFAST to
3ANGOR., O BANGOR *o DGNAGHADEE. But I was unable te go from DONAGHADEE to
PORTAFERRY, althoush T know ths rode well.

[Prkennsa: bre you going trn make a pun about g redent?
My (virtususly): Ne, I've 1un mut of enrflu./

His mmther gses arcurd dressed up as a wnman.

Ireland has many ¢1d romantic names (I nearly wrote romantique) like
Killarney and Glendaiough and Grnnemara hut therc are lots of our names that
are nnt remotely romantic. Like Mapheradrell, Tattykeeran, Ballymuckleheancy,
Marsrdougherty, Hamiltcnsbawn, Ballykeelednagrnnel, Magherasharkin, Drummatti-
connor, Maghersliskmick.

I once knew a eirl called Charlotte Alloly. Friends shortened her Christian
name %5 Shally, and, believe -t or not, she lived in Ballyalioly!

Anrd who could feel romantic alout Loughmuck or Portmuck? 3ut perhapc tho
peopls whe cnined the names had a zense of hunour!

= =1

"I would just love a fur coat," shz said presently.

=T —_———

4 policenmarn in Pio do Janciro was annoyed bzeause the inercasing number of
bepears was making the ohrestt lrok very untidy. He made up his mind to do
sonething about, it. Ilo had é+owred thirieen before he was caught.

Maybe ho had a ssrnze of hemour.

Recently thore has Lesn a repuort that the Republic of Ireland (%o which I
an privileged nod Yo ¥ L.up) .ilended te infroduce legislation about diverce.
(At pressr® “hers T o livorce vheys.) Trmedistely Cardinal Conway said that



had boen cturtsd without consulting him. He added that 1t would be a broak
with ancisont traditions datine back to 1922, And Roman Catholica, he said
firmly, don't want it, so why chould anyone have it?

Meybe ho hos a sense of humour?

The troubl: with this island is that politics and roligion arc almost one
and the samc thing. Down South thoy aro plegued by narrow-minded, bigoted
Roman Catholies and up here in the North we arc plagued by narrow-mindod,
bigoted Protostants. For oxample, hore is an aextract from "Tho Protostant
Telograoh, ! writton by Pastor Jack Glass (January, 1968):-

Membors of the Roman Catholic Church, Church of Scotland and Episcopal-
jans are to unito in worship for the first timc in Glasgow, during the
month of January., Thore will be thrae sorviess convoned in the clty's
throe cethedrals. The roadings will be taksn by the clorgy of thesc
drnominations. The first act of betrayal will take place in St Andrew's
Synagoguc of 3atan, botter known as the Roman Cathodral, on January 18,
Tho reoadings will be taken by the latost Judas to arrive in Glasgow,
namsly, Rev Dr William Morris of Glaspow Cathedrsl, who succeeded Dr
Dovil Davidson, a former monster or if you like, minister, of the Cath-
edral, who has now retircd (ecmeritus, but without any merit). Dr David-
son awaits a call from Hell to lower service on account of his apostate
ecuncnical activities.

On January 21 it will be the opportunity of the clorgy of St Mary's
Cathedral te play traltor. On this occasion, eithcer Pope's puppet,
Roman Catholic Archbishop Scanlon; or a substitute apostate, will say
their party pieco.......

Mayboe he has a senss »f humour!

"I'd dic bsfors I'd bs buricd in a Roman Catholic cometery.!

Zﬁokcnosc: Enough of this rclieion lark. Ilow about some of thosc bits
and scraps you found in the attie?

Ms: A1l rieht, all right!/

It's quecr to look through the Junk that accumulatos over the ycars —-- and
then burn it! Most of it kas no name or date. Like this pieco:

Jan; as overyono called him, was the first-born of a family of twelve. At
onc point it leoked as if therc might b: a baker's dozen bul the project camc
%o an abortive cnd. At sixteen, Jan, orphancd, found himself solc broadwinnew
for the family. 3¢ ho supplemonted his meagre wape by peddling dope until be-
traycd by his kid sister, May. (She was always trying to queen it over the .
othors.) "January brings the snow," she said to the policeman who called. And
that is how January camc to havs thirty-one days.

"I'm wearing a red shift," shc said astronomically.

A notsc about ZERO POINT by Rand lec Papo:

It is really a gueer production. It has Jovians who can assumc any shape at
will, by Jove., In their usual shapz thoy breathe mothane and ammonia, but whon
they sprout two tentaclea for logs, two for arms, and a human-locking hoad thoy
breathe oxygan. And oven when arrayed in a space-suit the hero can jab his




fingers in its oyes, and the stench of it makes his brain swim madly as he
tries to get a hold on the slippery scaly skin. There is & space-ship. And
what a space-ship! It starts off with a langth of 2640 feet, shortens to
2500 feet and winds up ns 5280 fect.

Z%okanose: 4 sort of Fitzgerald contraption?
Me: Of course, off course,/

This space-ship, somctimes referred to as a plane, has airtight doorshere
and there in its cerridors BUT if the airlock is opened in space all the air
rushes out. Also, aut in empty space, tho enemy ship flies over it and DROPS o
bomb on it. The crew, incidentally, can stand up to 20 gravities exhilaration
— they just laugh at it! Going from 3ol to 3irius they run into o storm which
brings them back almost the whele distance in two days by means of the hyperad-
ial orbit of Antares. When the hull is heated by friction during the storm
netal oozes across the contrel-room floor.

They run across a derelict battleshlp; the hero dons his space-suit and
roes to investigzate; he finds — wait for it — a GIRL; brlngs her back to the
ship., 1lis friond, who had oxpected a whole bevy of damsels, asks, "Did you
find any others?" And without batting an eye the hero says, "NO, SHE WAS THE
DHLY ONE,Y

"1 never trust a man who had committed suieide.’

Here is a newspaper clipping about a man, aged 77, whose wife is in hospital
19 miles from their home. Every day he travels to ses her as he has done for
seven years. 'le goes by pedal-cycle. Why doean't he go by bus? He can't —
the fares are too high.

A hospital spokesman said: "It is a wonmderful rocord of devotion. We had no
idea he came by bicycle. If he ever has difficulty leaving the cycle outside
we will issue him with a special pass for the car-park."

How's that for warm-hearted gonerosity?

GAFIA is a bye-bye product of fandom,
Another extraect, this time from a Church Magazine:

It was alarming to hear that Mr and Mrs Ashton had been injured in a serious
motor accident in which, unfortunately, another person was killed. Drs Ashton's
injuries wore not sevsre and by the time these words are read she should be home
again, dr Ashton suffered a broken leg and will have to remain in hospital for
the next week or two. We wish them both a complete recovery after what must
have been a moct harrowing exporience.

That paragraph set my teeth on edge!

-Carnered: Rounded up but not rounded off.

4 gardencr planted some young lettuce plants in (of all places) his garden,
axpecting the usunl good results., But, unknsun to him, two rabbits had tcoken
up theilr abode (it was a light abode amd they could 1ift it easily) in the bottom
of the garden. S¢ next morning, when the gardener came out he found all but the
roots ef the lettuce gone. Thinking the plants might have beecn of mighty poor
quality he woent to another dealer and bought some more and planted them.  But



tho rabbits ate them up and next morning the gardonor saw nowt but stumps.

Perhaps, he thourht, the ncichbourhood children worce annoying hin in this
way, 5o to ses if they wero responsible he repaired his fences and wired the
gate. Then he planted more lettuce, only to get a simllar result.

Thon he triod using DDT and various poiscna, but the rabbits eonsidered that
this improved the lettucc lrmensely.

He did not lose hoart. Ho tried other things and is still doing so — but
without succoss, for he still doesn't know what is wrong.

But you and I know!

UM3RELLA: the only thing you can put by nowadays for a rainy day.

Howadays we have a rough —- a Tery rough — idea idea of what taxation is.
But fifty years ago they naively thought they were heavily taxed. This is how
a 1918 jingler put it:

They tax the honest working man,
Tax him, t~x him all thoy can.
Tax his house and tax his bed,
Tax the bald spot on his he=nd;
Tax his bread nnd tax his meat,
Tax the shoos upon his feet,
Tax his pipe and tax his smokse,
Tax his smile and tax his joke;

Tax his roostor, tox his fowl,

Tzx his dog and tax its howl,

Tax his plough and tax his clothes,
Tax the rag that wipes his nosej
Tax his pip and tax its squeal,
Tax his boots run down at heol;
Tax his cow and tax his calf,

Tax his cough and tax his lauvgh;

Tax his barns and tax his lands,
Tax thz blisters on his hands,
Tax the water, tax the air,

Tex his eyvebrows, tax his hair;
Tax the living, tax the dead,

Tax th' unborn before they're feod;
Tax the rivcter, tax his gun;

Tax his dauwghter, tax his son;

Tax his horses, corts and ploughs,
Tax his billy-goats, pigs and cows;
Tax his beef and tax his nutton,
Tax the thread and tax the button;
Tax the erutches, wooden lags,

Ham, bresAd, buatter, cheese and cggs;
Tax the stockings, wveils and hats,
Tax the mice and tax the cats;



Tax the pots an? tax the pans,

Trx tho cupz nd fax th. cuns;
Tex the weescel, tax the fox,

Tox the mulc and tax tho oxg

Tex the rabbits, tny the hares,
Tnx the stools end tax thoe chrirs:
Tax the wasps and tax the boosg,
Ard tax th: vory bups and fleas!

Uowadays he'd have to add olectric rozors, transistor radios, Gostotnors,
tope recordors, wonshing-machines, TV sots, Japtars, Cadillacs, rzdor installat-
iong, 270, M0=ton oll tonkers and Hoonprobes.

L2BCDEFGH JELMNOPAQRST VWIYZ U1

[ﬁokunﬁso: Why are U and I standing aloof 1ikc thot?
Ma: Mat oxoctly anlesf.
Pokonosos L11 right — holf aloof.
Mot That's betior! Boeause holf aloof is bettor than no broad!l
Fokonogcs Crumbs! YWhat an i1l-bred joko! .
Mo: Mo necd to oot erusty ovor it.  Shut yor bake and po o sloop,/

888883388338333832838333835333233388338838

ou romsrked in your lottor that the "8¢ on vour machine had n funny little
toil on it. Strangs how difforont poople view thinks differently. I hod been
thinking that thrt 1ittle tail hod o stranpe looking 8% attached to it. Just
tho point of vue, I guoss.”

Hush! Hush! Whisper who dares! Christopher Robin is Ruby M fyros.

More bits and picecas of pootry lyines around, but no idea who wrotc thoms

He's pone to school, w.o Hupghiz, on' him not four:

Surc I gaw the fright was in hinm whon he left tho door,
But he took a hand o' Dinny an' & hend o! Den,

Wi' Joc's ould cont upon him — och, tho poor weo man!

He cut the guercst fipurs, more atout nor thin,

But trottin'! ripht an' cteedy wi' his toes turned in.

I watehed him to the corner o' the big turf stack,

Ln' tho norc his fuet went forrit sure his hoad turn:2 back.

o was lookin! would T call him!  Och, n: henrt wis woo.
Surc it's loot I am without him, but he be to 0.

I followod to the turnin' — whin thoy passod it by,

God holp hin, he was cryin', an' naybe so was L.

Which of tho rich Irish witehoes wishos to switch stitches?

The nipght is shovellod
Slowly on the world,
And pnticed down

Very carcfully into nall
Thz 1ittlc croviees.



And the workncn stnnd bock
Ta light ciporcttos

&nd chow tho fat;

While th. Foremen

Looks on and puffs

O a big ciror.

No iden who wrote it — nor do I kaow who wrot: o totally different typc of
verse that usod to appezr in ovory idsuo of F & SF:

Ellory Quocn's Mystory Mapazino
Marcury Mystory Book-Mip-zinc
Bestsclleor Mystory Books
Jonathan Press Mystory Books

Th: rhyme is poor, tho motro is lousy and it ain't got no punctuation, but
even 30, it's bettor than a lot of poetry published nowadsys!

You're getting old wh o n you bogin to notiec how young 211 the police arc.

Vind Clarke used to have unusual introductions to his 'zinos. Like the
June, 1952, issuc of SCIENCE FANTASY NEWS:

"ou couwld eall it APTIGGIATURLA, th. fanzine thot's o note before the rest.
0r SIGUVLAL; tho 'zins thot stops you in your tracks.®

"ir GECKD,

WGECKI?H

Vi lizard with adhcsive foot. CECKD, the *zino thot sticks up for itsclf

+»+.GECXO, by hocke. Fublishod in cold blood....runshoc....n longr tnlo....
nothing nowt undor tho sun....ipuana t:11 you something, so lizord to mc....

WOh shut up. Uh...ATTIC, what the fan is wissire,...LINKED, slisghtly over-
inked, o©ll of a difforcncc....off tha cuff....botween oursclves...chain pang..

"1 kopt ono GECEQ, but I had to salamander rest....?

"Shut gp. MILKY WLY....un...,UDDER WORLDS....crcam of s-f pasturc you....
ono pood churn descrves an vidor....GALACTARY, .. .the nobull 'zino,..®

"0ther fanzines hove conodinns, but GECKO will have chaneloons.,,  haw-hous
of a different eolour....why crc you looking at ne thatawny?

"T'vo just decided....wc're just going to hove plain old SCIENCE FiNTLSY
HEWS .0

3vUry ink cont is socond-hond — the nink wore it first.

IN CASE I forgot to mention it clsowhore this is THE SC4RR, aveilable for
trades, lottors, posteards, contributions, old copies of PLGEANT or CORONET
or what-have-yon. It is publichod monthly (oxeopt when it isn't) by

Goo. L. Charters,
3, Lancnster fve,
3 L N G O R,
Northern Iraland.




FOR THE FIAST TIME since the Worldcon I was to have fannish company on the way
to & convention. Bob Shaw, gourmst, bonvivant, originator of the slow glass
bushel, flogrer of threc s-f novels insidc onc yoar and Ircland's answer to
prolific John 3runner, was flying with me to the Thirdmancon, We wore using an
acroplanc, of course, to aveid belng mistaken for Walt Willis, and were trav-
2lling light. T had a small thdgrlp of delicately-tooled, Tlong Kong imported
plastic, while dob had his pyJjamas and toothbrush folded fcolscap~size in a
document case.

The journey was withowt incident until we landed at Ringuway — we both have
a superstitious fear of making bad puns on an aircraft in flight — and were
confronted by three large notices in the arrivals' lounge reading '"“elcome to
Mznchester. Please walk carefully." We began to feel bad hecause our shoe
soles and heels were worn down below the two millimeters of tread required by
lawand were generally not in a pavement-worthy condition. 3But a few minutes
later we felt even worse on finding that the airport coach and rail connection
to Suxten would not get us to the con earlier than four-thirty and it was then
only ten-fifteen a.m. 3uxton was just twenty miles away and the con was poing
on without us. We decided to take a tayxi.

dob and I were strangely silent during that trip. The thourht of the awful
inroads the taxi fare would make into our beer and tomato juice money was a
somewhat deprassing one, but eventually we cheered ourselves up with the thought
that Ted Tubb was reputed to be bringing along forty galions of his famous home
brew, a foully corrosive liguid with properties in common with paint stripper,
aviation spirit 2nd seven fermented fruit juice. But our troubles were not over
even yct.

St Anne's Hotel had a semi-circular, imvard-looking format like a Roman
amphitheatre cut in half. A fountain played very cearelessly outside, throwing
up a thick jet of spa water which blew about the forecourt and sroded the
paint and chromework of the visitors' cars drawn up around it. The fountain
made it sound as if It was raining all the time and was probably there to make
the Manchester visitors feel a* home. There was a stone veranda arrangement
to protect pedestrians from ths health-giving waters and we used this to get t»



the overfiow hotel naxt door.

I had booked 2 room scveral wocks carlicr but Bob was goin% on spec, Due
to somc mischonce they did not have a room for cither of us, thsy thought. It
appeared that both con hotcels had boen bought over by new ownors earlier thgt
week, the staff and management were brand new to their jobs, they had never
been exposed to scienco fiction people before 2nd they were terribly sorry but
their bookings werc all mixed up. Eventurlly Bob was able to share a room with
Brian Hill and T got a single. There was some difficulty gotiing to my room
because the manapgeress, a nice, clderly lady wvery anxious to please, could not
find it. She grew very cmbarrassed about this but sugposted that it mipht not
be ready for me anyway and would I mind awfully leaving my luggago with a
fricnd, and she would probably have found it by teoatine if I'd care to eall
back then,

We went into the con hotol to find Ella Parker ordering tea in the loungec.
Ella Parker ordors teas in convention loungos practically tweaty-four hours a
day. Gho graciously nllowed us — well, she allowed us - to leave our stuff
in her and BEthel Lindsay's room and we moved to the con hall to find tho Quest
of Honour, Ksn 3ulmer, auctioning a bundle of Now Worlds containing James
White stories. I thought it was very nice timing on Ken's part, and when the
auction was over I aslkoed him what he would have done if our taxi had had a
blowout. 3ut apparently there would have bzen no problom hecause he had been
holding that bundle behind his back until I arrived, and did I know how to
wakon an arm that had pono te slesp?

Following the auction thers was a two-hour break for lunch. After permea-
ting for an hour or so Don Wollheinm, 3ill Pettit, a fan whose badge was pinned
on at an unreadable angle, Bob and I found a restaurant downtown Suxton and
wore direccted to threc different tables for four befors they found us one that
would seat five and apon closer oxanination turncd out to be a table for eight.
3ob and 1 had had a very carly start, we wore pripped by a strange and terrible
lust for food and we had not ye'’ completed our withdrawal from the real world,
so we graciously allowed the others oresont to scintillate.

On the way buck to the street I noticed a large nirror at a bend in the e
tairs which had a plate scrowed to it at chest level reading "DANGER — HIGH
VOLTAGE. " Tt reminded me of the time Chuch Harris bad stuck a plaque on Walt's
shaving nirror reading #Fan raco MNuaber Cne."

We errived in the con hall for the start of Alan Whittoker FRAS's illustra-
ted lecture on “Life in the Solar Systen.® The Fellow's stylzs was rather
pedantic for a fan gathoring end most of us had learncd 21l that stuff when wo
started reading ASF. The faet thot his screen was positioned under o large
skylight. which could not be blacksd out rade it even nore difficult for the
spoctators to foel agop, even though we could not help but admire the lectur-
cr's persistence. Ho kept saying things 1like, "You will notice slight colour
variations in ~— but then you can't see it, can you?* and “In this aren the
majority of stors fall irnto the mnin scquence as you can, er, cannot 50@...."
while 3ob Phil Rogers and myscIf k:pt saying things like, "Is he talking about
stors or sequins?", "This is terrible!, WLet's leave inconspicuously in small
groups', and "es, fifty at = time,d

it was much better fun in tho kar helping the Guest of Honour, who was on
noxt, worry about his spcoach,

Ken madc a very good Guost ¢ llonour, and his speech compared very



favourably with his GOH predeccssors of ths last five nr six conventions »— o
nice tfend of humour, sericus comment and fannish reminiscence, delivered at
breakneck specd. He opened by znnouncing, "Lediss and Gentlemen, according to
the Programme I finished this speech an hour ago,"
and tearing up tho first half-dozen shects of his
typeseript. Onz had to listen carefully sco as not
to miss 2 word, and concontrate hard to cateh tho
subtlo nuances and atrocious puns. The people whn
tell you that a speaker must talk slowly and appesal
to the lowoest mental common denominator in  the
andience d» not krow what they are talking about.
There was absolute silonce in the hall while Ken
spoke — oxcept when he made puns — and anyone in
tho outer lounge who raised a voice was prompily
shushed, even though one felt that he had recorded
his speech at 74 and wos miming te the playback at =N &

15. Ho ended by toaring off a sorics of capsule con—ruportb of every con hald
since 1951, with particular smphasis on tho Supermancon, Operation Armageddon
and tho parcel of animzl cntrails Brian Burgess hid in a s-f editor's bodroonm
until it was time for the sacrifice. The editor, Petor Hamilton of Nebuls,
found them and threw them out, apparently, and they would have sacrificed
Brian only they did not have ths guts.

The next item on the progremme I reanlly enjoyed: a professional pancl
discussion ontitled, “"What's Happening in S-F.'" This was cancelled!

In the lounge we were able to stop Ella and Ethel from ordering mors tea,
and talked them into oating something instead. They were booked for full board
at the Con hotol, and so were Don Wollheim, 3ill Pettit and thc fan with the
twisted badgs, so we decided not to go out to eat. Besidos, Bob had been talk-
ing about fecling tho cold and damp, meaningfully. It was a chilly April, he
said, and cvery time thoe doors opened the damp spa air came in, We nodded
sympathetically without speaking to him. Finally he said, "The cold that came

in from the spa, ha ~ ha ~ ha." We continucd not sposking to hin for a while,

Perhaps we were unlkind 4o him, but at that time we did not realise that the
droad, skeletal figurs of Starvation was hovoring ovoer 2ll of us and thet it
wold lay its bony finger pazrticularly upon Sob Shaw,

That was the first of the two moals at that convontion which will remain
etched in our memorics. Our head-waiter dashod nbout the dining-room, listen~

ing to complaints and making suddon turns and stops so that the talls of his
coat swirlod dramaticolly around his knees., He was not able, however, to spacd
up the arrival of the food, or raiss its fomperaturc much above froczing-point
or control the quentitics, which wero microscopic. At onc siage wo sat looking
at our plates while the cold food got colder waiting for something bulky to
arrive like mashed potatoes or chips, only to have the grim realisation dawn
that the two tiny, brown, wrinkled potato croquettes were all the spuds we were
to recsive. Bob did not ever get a crequotic — the wailtress forgot to come
back! When another cne asked him what he would like for dessert he zeked hopo-
fully for a plate of mashed potatoes with custard. He got o marble-sized
pertion of iee-cream with nuts irn it. He sat thore looking brave and forlorn,
his slacks grewing visible baggy at the walst and his checks beginning to curve
lnwards instead of out until T reminded him that I had sandwiches in my bag and
that usunlly 3rien 3urgoss broucht a supply of meat pics to every convention
and would no doubs soll hinm a couple, although he should try, if possible, to



buy two of the current crep. I scem Lo romember that the Yarmouth meat pies were
not a particularly good yoar.

After that frugal meal 3ob wen® looking for Birdan Surgess znd I returned fo my
hotel to sec if the monagoress had fourd room 22 for me yet. She had. What's
nore, she wes eager to pass on this knowledge in case she should forgst it again,
and she apologised agnin for the fact thet she had token up this job just thres
days ago and was still finding diflficulty in fixing the geography of the hotel in
her mind. One could have said snme very sarcastic things at that peint, and one
was tompted, but ot the same time one could not help noticing the cagernsss to
please in this hotel compared to the couldn't-~carc-less attitude in the onc next
door., MNeither could one forget the plentiful, hot fcod that they served so
promptly and cheerfully or the hob-water bottles they put in the beds.

At three 2r four in the mornins thoy weras lukewarm bottles, but it was the
thought that counted.

3ack in the Con hrll the Fancy Dress Party was getting under way, with an
average of three photographers for every competitor. Drian Burgess should have
won the special prize for his impressive suit of armour = which made him look

. about twelve feet tall — instead of the

imapinative but simpls plastic Slack Cloud
worn by Tony Walsh. Later 3rian's armour
proved itself in battle when he and Ted Tubb
festured -— actunlly their features were
steaning gantly inside their helmets — in the
Grand dJonsting Tourncy, during which they broke
‘uo shields and three swords trying fo prove
*“hat the othar one's armowr could not take it.
The welkin rang with the clattor of sword
agoinst hardboard and blood ran freely from
skirnad knueldles, but thore was no cloar
2ecision, so thoy raised their wvisors ond
rnlled it & knight.

While the dust was still settling we went up
to Flla and Ethel's room for a quiet chat. It is possible to have a quict chat
with Ella when hor resistance is low bolween cups of tea, and the service was
very slow in that hotel. Don VWollkeim, 3ill Pottit and Xon Cheslin wandered in,
and 2 11ittlo later 3ill invited vs ovsr to his room. This turncd out to be an
oasis -~ well, four cratos of huor and assorted hard stuff — of peaco and guict
cultured conversation. 3ill ifuvrced becr on us and botwcen gulps we talked about
his s-f and fanzinc colleetion; while in the corner Ella and Ethel cxplained
American politics to Don. Don iz a sort of linpuistic chamcleon who adopts the
accent of the person he is talking %o within 2 fow soconds. He says it comes
oasy whon tnlking to 3ob or me heeause he was born in an Irish colony in Harlen
or some placc like that, but whon Tom Schluck joine? v3 and he started talking to
Ella, Tom and 3ob at the same timo the affceh was startiing.

Meanwhilc, in the corridor Ted Tubb was verrying loudly about all the frec
booze lying undrunk in tho boot of his car “hat he would have to take home again,
Bob began telling mo that he folt lile o brecth of air and I told him that
normelly breaths of ailr did not weign fourtecn stonos and come wrapped in Harris
tused sports-coats, but his bottle was naking purgling noises just then so he
probably did not hear mo.

At the hotel ontrance wo were me! by Duncan Lunan who insisted that sonmebody



wns Tiring 2 machine-pun outside. Wo sceffad politely -—— a wery hord thing to
do when guzzling bsor out of a bottle — and went outside to investigato, (We
nust hove beon drunk.) 3ut it turned out to be only o fireworks display.

On our roturn to the Con hall we found Ted Tubb, once again his old umworried
sclf, dishing out his home~brew. This was & full-bodied, tightly-corsctted,
impertinent wine which had beon matured in plastic for all of three doys. It
game in two colours, murky and bright red, had 2 bouguot that was a mzxturo of
pincapple, turnip ~nd Dolrosa, and attacked the palato like cleaning-fluid.

Tod, » persuasive fellew, assured me thet after sll it was only fruit juice.

Sometime lrter I joined Ethel and Elln in the lounge for o chat and o cup of
toa. They had just finished theoir pot and I could not talk vory woll hacause
ry tecth ssemed to have gone all soft, and articulation wos hampered by the long
grosn fur growing on my tongue. Ella sa2id that cvon my glasses werc bloodshot
and I should go to bed before I went to slacp.

The semi-circular plan of the hotel made the corridors curve away in both
directions as if thu place was the interior of a giant starship, complete with
mutics, armoursd knights, wild-cysd crew mambers ~nd ons drunken 3lack Cloud.
It mado things very difficult for somcons who was trying to prove something by
walking a streipght line.

Next morning I could not find 3ob's room to wake him for breakfast, so thot
whon he surfacod around ten~thirty he was hungry. We met Bill Pettit who was
also hunpry. Ovor serambled spps and Coea Cola he teld us of his disturbod
night when a pirl fan had oponed his roon door with a pass-kuy, looked =t hinm
and ycllod to soncone out in the corridor, “Ho's not onc of ours,® =nd then left
apain, forgetting to switch off the lights. About an hour lator, ~round five-
thirty, 2 bunch of about twonty fans used another pass-~kcy to comc in to help
hin round off his party. Appercntly pass-koys wore like train timctablces in
that hotel, avnilcble on regusst.

The BSFA AGM wnz in progress when we got back., 05ill invited us to his room
agein to help dry up the casis. 4 littlc later Elln invited us to toz in the
lounge zgain, and then it was tine to go out for Iunch.

The first item of the oftsrnoon was o speech by TAFT delogate Stove Stiles
Steve made a very pood if rathor short speoch, having first srranged with Ella
Parker to stop him no matter what in oxactly fiftcen minutes — ho was the
nervous type, Steve oxplained, and he desperatcly wanted someonc to put him out
of his apony. Ella hendled it vory well, wo thought; when after the stipulsated
tinc she bellowed, "Sit down, Stiles, or go homa....!" Tt was the only itcem in
the programmc which did not run lato or got cancelled.

The Quizmastcr Finol which followced, with Phil Rogers asking difficult
questions about carly s-f stories, was won tentocles down by Xen Sulmer hecause,
he said later, "of knowledge gninsd during a misspent youth.!

Dave Kyle spoke cnthusiastically on the subjcet of tho film, "Year 2001, A4
Space Odysscoy, " to which somcons must have given him o froc pass. I remarked
to 3ob that he wns moking me foel all twisted up inside with cnvy bocausc we in
delfast would not get a chance to sece it for years. 3ob said yes, the
yeor 2001,

During the sories of ~uctions whiech followed wa went in and out of ths bar
and lounge for tomato juieo and ten respectively with Ton Schluck and Ella
Parker — Tom was plying mec with so mich juico that his friends had begun to
cnall hin Tomato Sehldck. Whoen the auctions ended everyone disappeared into
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the TV lounge to watch Dr Who, and tho next item, the second pro-authors' panel
was cancelled. It was to have becn a discussion on "The Reletion 3etwoen Real
Life and Fictional Spocculation," and I was glad, glad.

Pcople, mestly 3ob Shaw, bepan to feel hungry.
The same peoplo expresscd a strong preforcnce for
Chingse feood in a ringing brogue — or maybe it was
for Indian food in a wot moceasin.

It had soemed to he a fairly ordinary, throc-
storcy Chincsc restaurnnt called the King Fong. N
There wers a lot of other fans csating in it as well \\'
as normal people, and thu food loosked very zood,
Ordering the food, however, was n complicated
business,

Possibly tho trouble began because woe orderaed
cverything by numbers — a Number 2 soup and a
Number 5 Omolette to follow, then n 57 ico cleanm
and an unnumbered bea. The fact thet Ella wanted
to order five or six difforent dishes and share thom with Ethel may =21so have
confused the waiter, espeeizlly as Ethel was unsware of Elln's intentions until
after she had srdercd for horself. 3111 Pettit's mixed prill and coke was
unusual, but not roally complicatcd, while the dishes ordered by Stove Stiles,
3ob and mo were almost conscrvative. The result however was that the waiter
beeame so confusced that he nultiplied the numbors instead of adding them, and
started bringine us five Numbor 2 soups and so on. 3ob got renlly worried
ovor what would hnppen when he brought twenty-ninc Number 65 Sweot and Sour
Forke., Ho was cspocinlly worricd nbout his bill,

Eventually we made the walter understond whet we did pot wont, likc 56
surplus icc cloams, and it bagan to look as if we might sottlc down to enjoy
tho food, which was vory pood. DBut we reckoned without Ella Parker, who hed a
simple an?! on the wholo, I thought, reoasonable request to makc. She had
ordered n varicty of dishes, far too much £or her to oat alons, and she noeded
an cmpty plats on which to asssmble o manageabls quantity.

The first time the waiter broupht her a larpe plate of rice. Woxt ho
brought two platcs of rice, and when she waved thet awny and asked again for
an cmpty plats plcase he brought a lerge platc of peas. 3y this time the
poople 2t adjoining tableos were shouting ond pantomiming ot the waiter in the
offerts to hilp him, and Ells was beginning to look sliphtly crmbarrassed. When
ho brought o spall cmpty plate we cheored in spite of oursclves: he was gotting
worm.  And whon he 2id bring the large ompty plate, looking so ploasgd with
himsolf, we folt all choked up. Vory solemnly 3oh made a peneilled addition te
the menu and possed it arcund. It read, "Numbor 103 — Empty Plato.®

Just before we left, as we wore working out the tip, Don Wollheim said,
"I don't understend this crazy money. What is ton per cont of a pound
storling?® Bob said, "4 florin," and Don said, "I don't understand about
florins," and 3¢b said, "Then you shouldn't travel so much in florin
countrias.®

We roturncd to the hotol in two groups, onc comprising 3ob Shaw and the
other running o feir distancs ahesd, The noxt schoduled itom was, "This is
Tour Faon Lifc," emccod by Eric Benteliffe —— an ambitious production using
tape, film and morc or l.ss live porfermers, and, I think, the hest single



74 item in tho convention programme. The subjeet was
2} Harried, as he camc te be called during ths con,
¢ and Nadlor and Bonteliffe did the subject full
X, justice (nobedy, including Harry, expected mercy).
A During the item the people stationod bohind the
screcn responsible for showing the filmed sequences
V' started a party and nissed their cues a couple of
times, but nobody minded bocause tho top of Eric's
% head was just built for talking off. But the only
bits of seript I can remamber are “....But, Harry,
when your mothor discovered an cmbryo pterodactyl
nesting in her bost hat and the rofrigorator upped
and walked cut on her she bogan 1o rcalisveeess’
W And thon there was thoe elimax, whon Eric reachod
hin the book whose stoples had comg out, and sald, in a voicc throbbing with
emotion, "Harry Wadler; this -— when I put the damncd thing togefther again —
is your lifesece.’

The Doc Weir Awerd presentation followed, which this yoar went to Mary Beid,
and then eame the Trieste S-F Film Festival Awerd Winner, “Voyage to the End of
the Universe.® The photography was vory good but evory cormy situwation that
had ever appoared in an s~-f film turned up in this one: evurything from spacce-
ships which made loud, zipping noiscs to dread discases and a baby born whilce a
brooding menacs of some deseription (it was never fully explained} triod to put
gveryone on the ship to sleep. It was much more successful with the audionco!
Then thero was the stupld old robot who sacrificed itself, and the way words
like Universe, Galaxy and Solar System were used interchangeably — a pieco of
carecloss translation which was perticularly annoying to lapsed members of the
3ritish Interplanctary Soclety like myself. In fairness I ~hould say that .
thers were no Indian attacks or chargos by the United Stuotos C:valry, but I
oy have dozed during those bits.

As soveral pcoplc zround us said whon it finished, "If thaf won first placo
I'd hate to see the fil that come lnst.....®

Officially the propramme onded with the St Fantony Ceremony so that Harried
Nedler and the rest of the hard-working con committcc could relax and begin
cnjoying the convention with overyons else. EBEweryone was invited to the St
Fantony party, but we divided the con attendeonce {elose on two hundred) into
the volume of the Shorrocks' room and decided to call in on 201 o 1ittle lator.
We started instead with Bill Pettit's room, but this began to breck up around
one o'clock whan Ella started cating aspirin instead of potato crisps for hor
head and deeided to go to bed. Don Wollheim wanted to go te bed, too, Dut was
delayad by wall-to-woll fans apparently practicing group
marrisgo outside his door. 3ill Petiit was growing
worrisd by the possibility of being invaded again by
fans with pass-koeys looking for his party and had
the brillinnt idea of putting his porty on the road.
This involved distributing his two romaining casos
of beor betwecn Bob, himsclf and me and moving from
room to room to confusc peoplc (mostly, as it turned #
out, us). My sports coat has a spscinl inside
pocket designed to earry fanzines, rabbits and b
things, and I am ablo %o store quite a lot of beer
in it; espoeially when it is in bottles.




Very soon it beeamc lmpossible to rend door numbers and we wore forced te
use our aceustic scnsers, or cven our sars, to find the various partics. The
German fons' porty in poarticular was a roaring success. I can remember at one
stoge standing with Bill Pettit, each of us holding two unopened (?) bottlos of
becr and listening to John 3runncr tolling us what he considerzd to be the
worst Ferdinnnd Foeghoot story he had done. It wss ghastly, bubt our gronns wore
lost in thc high (noise) level of the surrounding conversations and the room
was jammed too full for ws to retroat. I replied with my story about the man
on the spaceship full of frozen-sleeping fellow crow-mon, colonists and domes-
tic animals, who "thought he'd thaw 2 puddy cat® for company. Visibly shakcn,
John came back with an cven worsc Feghoot ultimate doterrent. It took us a
while to recover from this one. I found that someonc had tcken the caps off
my beoer bottles, and someone clsc, possibly me, had cenptied them. Bill was
drinking from two bottles of beer simultancously and Bob was close by, sniffing
cautiously at » glass (his first) of Verpuuz. I yelled at John the lousy
Ghartars-typo pun about the roscrvoir of clear mountain water that was suffer-
ing the torturcs of the dammed, and 3i1l1, who had bocn soaking up the cross-
fire, began to twitch an? whimper and cringe in a way terribl: to see in a
prown men.  3ob had just finished his first glass of Verpuuz and his nostrils
wore moking whistling sounds as he breathed through thom. His eyes had
retraneted about two inches inside his head and his tear ducts worc leaking.

I tried to cxplain =bout the tortures of ths dammed to ths Gernnn fan who was
refilling Bob's glags, but without much suececss, Some time lzter John 3rummer
came past and yellod, "It doesn't translate, James, it docsn't translote."
Somcbody elsc was saying, "This is the scnsitive fannish face which was stood
on by James Whitc," and 3rinn Burgess arrived in full armour. The place was so
erowded he hed moroe room inside it than we had outside, and I bogan to edge
towards the corridor. #As 1 lof't 3ob was sipping from another gless of Verguusz,
engaging in dosultory conversation with a fan slecping under tho bed on one
side and the couplc occupying the wrrdrobe on the other.

The othcr partics in thoe con hall, bar, corridors and other rooms werc much
the samc. Most of them even had 3ill Pettit snd Bob in them. Somebodr started
a humming and swaying party, and somchody elsc, mostly Ted Tubb and Bcb Shaw,
wero struck with a fiendish new idca for walwning f£ans who had chickensd out
and gone to hed, In previous conventions Ted had led processions around the
corridors clinking boor bottles and chanting, "Go bnack to your wives!', but
this was much less subtle. The idea was that thoy would launch themsclves at
the slecping fon's door, singly ond in swell groups, ond scirean an! claw at it.
dob gave it up ~fter 2 shorv time hocause of wear and tonr on his typing
fingors and spent the rest of the night playing cards with Norman Shorrock.

The last thing I remomboer clearly aboud Sundzy night as I returned o my
hotel was the dawn bre~king over Juxbon and a high-pitehcd roaring -— like the
sound of an asroplanc cngine under test — coming from the open windev of the
Gorman fans' room,

4 little Iater in the morning I roturncd to find that dob had not bgen to
bed, that Ella was up carly drinking toa and that 3111 Pettit, Steve Stiles,
Ted Tubb, Don Wollhcim i, come to rention it, overyonc clsc, were wondering
the corridors in a powerad down condition looking for hnirs of dogs. There
was also a crowd outside the sntrance to thce bar, still and silent execpt when
they stared rod=-cyed at the quivering wrists holding their watches.

Petor Day and Eric Benteliffc had bhoth kindly offored to Arive Bob and no
to the airport, thus allowing us a fow c¢xtrn hours at the convention. We had



the choice of mrking Peter's fomily uncomfortable or squeczing Erie's s-f
collection, so wo decided to po with Erde, figuring that his magazines were not
likely to sqgueeze bock.

It was a very pleasant run to the airport with the sun shining brightly and
the Peak district looking bgautiful despite the bare treecs. At one stage Eric
got very worried because he thought he was rumnning a big end, but it turned out
to be Bob snoring in the back seat. At Rinpway hc could not find a parking
spot so we unfortunately hnd to say good-bye and thank-you to him and check in.

We kept coxpecting to sce fans in the doparture lounge or in the coffee bar,
and had to keep rominding oursslves that we were back in the real world. As we
moved to board our airecraft wo looked at the signs welcoming us to Manchester,
a city whoso pavements our down-at-hocl solos had never even touched, and told
each other that this tad been one of the best cons ever and that it would take
several days bofore our foet really touched the ground.
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1967

July 3 P M Hubbard A HIVE OF GLA33., A4 sglass-collcclor who kills to pet
poasession of a pars gloss. Would I kill for the January 1933 ASTOUNDIIG?
Mo, a thousand timss no -~ unloss I could pet it no other woy!l

aur Hed en odd exmericnee tondy. I uas

{%okunosc: You forpgot to make your ususzl joke about a toady bear.
4o What a prisly ideal/

I was romovinz blade from razor after shoving, o thine I have dono thousands of
tincs, and manared to cut ry finper. Blood upouted in a forrcent, covoring tho
basin, floor, haolluay and down the averus in o wawve,

[?okenoso: L gort of aftor-shav: ocoon, I supposo?
lice Tnoke your paws off ry typorl

Suin 19 Got ty now cor this norning. 4 bluc Morris Minor 12300. Cost: £466, to
which must be =dded seat belts (compulsory) £7-10, enrrisge fron London to
Belfast £29, purchese-tax £1023-10-3, number~-plotes £3-10, rood tax £17-10,
insurnnco £10 making a zmrand totel of £642 aprnrox. It is in porfoct running
ori“r axcoph th“t the wind~shicld wipers arc not working oproperly, the steering

is too sBiff (ry arms ached aftor 40 miles), near— ide door noads an olndghty
bang to clos~ it, no valve--caps on two of the whoels, ro bottlc fitted to hold
wetor for the wind-shield wipors. A friond tells ne the manufacturcers don't
bothor to onploy inspoctors at their factorice: thoy leave things liko those to
the wholesalor to £ix for thon; fired by thic oxample ths wholesalor leaves
csverything to the retailcer; not to Do out-donc tho retailor doosn't bothaor: why
should ho apond moncy looking for faults -- the purchaser will do so, or nay
carry out repnirs himsolf, thus saving trouble and ronoy for svorybody. What a
lovely roclkot!

Oct 20 Frank Horb.rt DUVME. Road & bit of this as 2 surinl in ASF — or naybo
two sorirls. All nbout the planct Arrakis (or Dunc) held in bondage —~- the foud
batween the Harkonnen and Atrisdos —- the apz-long work of the Bons Gosserit --—



and lots of additional curiositles, like mentats, drugs, ESP, 200-fool worms,
gladiatorial combats, otec, 211 moshed together to make a good story. There are
36 pages of appendices, which could be useful for those who want to know cvery-
thing about institutions, customs, ote. Maybe I should have read these, but I
didn't. Therc are (somctimes long) quotations from an imeginary history at the
hoad of each chapler, but I only read a fow — they might have been written by
John GCampbell.,

Nov 23 HRobort E Howard ALMURIC. Written in 1930 and shows it., Esau Cairn is
transported (how? don't know) to an earthlike planct called Almuric. Finds lots
of fighting, queer mcn and anllums.

éiokenoso: A man who can't spell aminals sheuldn't parade his ignorance.
Me: So all right — I'm an igmagorus./

The men talk English or somothing. Bofore writing this Howard read all the
Sarsoon storios scveral times,

Nov 30 John A Kecl THE FICKLE FIMGER OF FATE. Takc-off on sex mags, comilcs,
Batpan, Superman et al.

Dec 10 Picrs Anthony CHTHOM, Told in flashbacks and flashforwards, the reason
for which, says Anthony, is that cvery oplsode in Ator's lifo 1n prison is
nirrored ir his 1ife outside. So we have section one and scction 1, section
two and section 2, and so on up to seoction 18. Thoe ardent reador will chart
the entire systoem and its parallels, I didn't., (Told straightforwardly the «
chepters would be numbered 1, 2, 3, 4, cte. Anthonmy puts thom 4, 1, 5, 2, 6,

3, 10, 7, 11, 8, &e.) But I liked it.

Doc 16 Have boon collocting phrases hoard recontly, such as not much cop
(neaning almost useless), arguc the toss (harp on onc point), lose tho bap
(become angry), be great with (be friends with), I can fairly have it (I am
good at it), away and put on ye (go and get drossed), a brave day (a pood day
as regards weather). Wonder arc thoy used all over.

Dog 21 Arthur Sellings THE QUY EFFECT. Adolpho Ouy discovors anti-gravity
(no, not Cavorite!) and ovontually manages to sell it to Isracl since tho
3ritish Government arc naturally not interostod in any new invention until it
has bocome oxpensive.

Dee 31 John Coloman Burroughs TREASURE OF THE BLACK FALCON. Party goes down
in a spceial sub to a dopth of 5 miles or so and find a bubble of air with
"neople!" living thero. (Not really peoplo, just thoir bodics tokon over by a
nicroscopic organism.) That the bubble doesn't whoosh to tho surfece and that
the water pressure is the same as that at 200' is oxplained by some alien
nachinory still functioning after 2,000+ years. I read the first 50 pages and
skimmed the rost. Not worth the timo or tho noney.

1968
Jan 2 So far it's beon an unexciting year. 'Courso, it's young yet....

Jan 14 Tod White THE JEWELS OF ELSEWHEN, Policeman Arthur Iicarra meets Kime-
berley Neomzck who, unknown to horself, is wearing one of the jewels which can
bring one through time or into other continrua. So, willy-nilly, thoy visit a
couple of other clscwherowhons, going back to 1512 and meeting Leonardo da
Vinei who started the wholo thing, and who returns them to 196%7. But somchow
in between thoy managed a time—trip or two without using the jowel. And why
must Tod keop on using the word "indepandani®?




Fch 1 Quoto from NO-EYED MONSTER: "Not so hore -- moybe bocausc I had just
finished reading A ROSE FOR ECCLIASTES shortly boefore the tolk and its spell
enwrapped no,

Feb 12 Willion S Burroughs NOVA EXPiESS. The main differeonco, I think, between
this kind of stuff (I almost celled it writing) and 3nllard's is that occasion-
ally 3allard produces a tiny bit of brilliant writing (in the middle of sonc-
thing that oven his dovotco Judy Morril admits she can't understand) but W.5.3
is ineapable of doing ac much. Hero he produces a nass of words and phrases:
if it is intendod to near anything he is so igrorant of English that he is
unable to cxpress it; but it may be that he is laughing up his slecvo at his
zdoring dupos == and othor "writers" jump on the wagon so as to got paid for
writing nonsense. His oxtoensive usc of lavatory-wall seribblings is intended
to show his broadmindedness, modornity, savoir-fzire and je nc sals quoi.

Map & OClifford D Simak WHY CALL THEM 3BACK FROM HEAVEN. Fearfully anl wonder-
fudly padded.

var 28 L Spraguc de Camp AN ELEPHANT FOR ARISTOTLE, How Loon brought an
olophant from India to Groecce. Vory gpood,

Apr 13 John Norman OUTLAW OF GOR. Scquel bo Tarnsman of Gor. 4s good as
ER3's lator stories, Tho horo, still scoking tho socrot of the priocsthood of
Gor, is now waiting for ancther scquel.

Apr 29 Colin Wilson THE MIND PARASITES. Micro-organisms from the moon are
taking over mon's minds so the only thing to do is to sond the moon into the
Sm. L I

Onc way of stopping inflation would bo to slash all tho tyres.

O o H A N S S S S TP SO R I VIO S SREE S IS P SR

Lettors reeoived aftor tho last issuc are o bit detod so I've decided not to
have & lotbor eoclumn., However, I ean have a Question & Answer Cornhar:

Tirry Jooves asks, "Fancy using Goorge VI stamps on cnvelopus — are you
breaking up a collcetion?® ((No, just some odd stamps I disintorrod and uscd
beeause thoy wore breaking up the symmetry of my collsetion.  And how do you
like the stomp you're gebting this tima?))

Bob Shaw wants to know "Why do you always put on gng coat of flat and two coats
of gloss paint?" {(Beeauso I'm n sccond-~loss citizan.))

John USA 3erry asks: "Whore is the neoxt issuc of THE SCARR?" {(Heavens above,
nen, you're reading the current issuc nouw and already asking about the noxt!
Even I, the Al1-Sccing, All-Znowing, cannot answor thot!))

Welter Willie wants to know whet comes out of a wardrobe at 150mph?  ((Luckily
ho provides the answor himsclf: o Storling Moth))

The space bolow hos boen chonieally treated. Keep it at a2 constant 863° and
aventunlly you'll soc the hiddsn messagc. It mokes an oxcellant paper-wait,






