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THE MORTAL GAEL.

4T BOR SHAW

THE CO3Y UNIVERSE

LOOKING back on 1t, I have great difficulty in finding any lopical justifi-
cation for the fanaticel, seni-mystical involvement I had with science-
fiction in my teens.

Lilke many othor fans »~i “hose days I think the pattern is different
now., I plunred into the fortasy world of sf as a welcome cscapo from a
reality I rogarded as beirg uot too closo to the heart's desire. Now lots
of people have decided that Yhe real world isn't all they would like it to be
have accopted the idea that thsre isn't nuch thoy could do obout it, and have
croated their own niecrccosms as a result. There are thousands of other
fandoms contiguous with tho cno we lnow so w:ll, in which the focus of indor-
cst can bo anything from hrdgnrimars to old cocrs. {There was cven that
famous one aboul which films have boon made — the Fandon of tho Opera.)

But these parallel fondons have one thing in common in that they take
ono fragment of the world-picturc, draw a line around it, and say, “"This then
is our universc ~- 2ob s ignore anything thot heppens outside its tight
curvetures.” To no, this isn®t adnirable, but it is logicnl. Somcbody isn't
interested in copirr with ihoe broad, groy world, 3o h» shrinks his horizons
to manageable proportions.

How then do you oxplain somcbody who has omnctly the same problon and
solves it by gxparding his horisons %o the onds of the continuum and  oven
begyond?

Lookinpg becl on the tocn-age Bob Shewr, I sco hin recling back in dismsy
fron the demanding inbricacies of tho oreincoring industry in which he Found
himsolf, yet deriving the utnost satisfoction fron roading about van Vogt's
production line t-» starstips in which it to: - “wo hundred 7ears for the



first vessel to be produced but in which the subsequent ships came off the
1ine at the rate of one every thirty soconds., I sce him appalled by tho
futile complexities of Irish politics, yet enthralled by the galactic power
struggles of the Foundation seriocs.

My rotrost from the roal world was so complete et that time, that oven
now =- twenty yoears later —- I still run into occasional difficultics in my
work as a Journalist through knowing loss aghout some aspects of the country's
curront affairs than almost anybody you could stop in the street.

Bubt, as I said, the pugzling thing is that I nenaged to withdraw out- -
wards, likc the Stophon Loacock character who leapt onto his horse and
galloped off in 211 directionz, I don't know if the scienco-fiction writcrs
of those days were consciously or unconsciously aiding me in this contradic-
tory motion, but there scemsd to be a band of the star-begotton who soemed
sgually at homs in our cosy univorso.

Do you ronombour it?

After a hard day at work, thorc was nothing norce pleasant than dropping
in for an inaginary hour or two in sonc familiar, friendly spot likc Morcury.
As soon as I realised on which planct a story was set I would, if it happenod
to be Mercury, relax contentedly and watch out lnowingly for tho landmarks —

. tho cold night-side, the fairly habitable
twilipht zono, and the hellish day-sido
which was a good challenge to anybody who
likod to tacklo things "bocause they wero
there.” Surc cnough, all thoso planctary
foatures would apnoar on schedule, and 1t
wasn't long bofore I had a spurious but
firmly held belicf that I knew an awful
lot about astronory. In feet, all I did
know about Mercury was that it was first
from the sun, was .anall, and had tho
throc honely rogions already nentioned.
Had sonobody asked nme to state somcthing
fairly basie, likc its density, I would've
beon flunneoxed.

Mars was another favourite stopping
off placc, with dcsorts composed of red
sand so thinly scattcred over relics of
ancient civilizations that it wasn't safe
o walk on thon unless your toes wore
protocted by thick spaceboots. The canals
ran deep and straight, and Phobos and
Doinos constantly jockeyed overhoad.

Venus I especlally liked becausc it



care in two nuwbually incompatible verictios —— swamp or dust-bowl ~- and 1 folt
equally at home in cither. And seo it wont on, right out to placos Tike Pluto
which would have bocn a most inhospitable globe without the bonefit of Georgo
0. Snith's Plutonian lens. On the way oubt to Pluto cone always, of course,
braved the journcy through tho astoroid belt -- nobody would have becn unsport~
ing cnough to keoop up oubt of the planc of the eeliptic and do it the safe,
oasy way.

~ And boyond the Solar Systen was a whole galaxy dotted with foamiliar stars
in whose lipht many a drcan was onacted —-- brilliant Doneb, wast rod Betolw
gause, and flpha Conbaurus in the next bleock from Sol -- all of thenm pleying
their part in the affairs of stellar empirces of which I was 2 citizon....

Tirme has done terrible things to the cosy universe.

Astrononers are beginning to clain that Mercury rotates with respeet to
the sun; soul-loss probes have violatod Yonns, and have east thoir bloak eyes
on Mars., The Martian cannls have vanished to 1littlo more than optieal illus-
ions, and thc nassive poler caps which suckled then have become thin coatings
of frogt. And whet's ovoen worse, you can't coven sco Phobos and Deimos unlcss
you arc fairly ncar the cquator, I'm roliably informned.

Even the stellar cmpires have crumblod. It was funnmy how in the old days
woe nover sav anything wrong with the idea of these onpires scorning te shape
themselves according to the dictatos of military or ccononie officisncy. In-
Stead, thelr boundarios always coincideo with those of our classical constoll-
ations -- which is 2dd whon you rvemembor that a conswellation is a roughly
conical voluno of space, with its npex on Zarth and a basc that takes in
progressively more umwicldy masscs of stars the further out you go.,  Yet the
Empirce of Orion cropped up tins aifter tims, witnout anybody considvring that
—— in view of She oxtrom ronstoness of some of its stars and tho relative
noarnoss of others — it night bo worth while c¢ven to split it up into Hithor
and Thither Orion. Thero is o certain metallic ring about those nemes which
would have gono down woll in an Ednond Hanmilton sitory, bub ewvon that modest
touch of vorisinilitudo might havs hocn nore than he could have toleratod.

In today's intorstellor copies the loczle stars usuvally have names the
author has made up, indleating -- quite rightly -- that thoy arc noero spocks
in the gzlactic clouds. Brilliant Donsb, vast red Betulpouss and nciphbourly
Apha Contaurus rarcly sot o rmuntion. This is fair onourh, considoering they
arc only threc out of biilions and thoro's no shatistically valid reason for
then to keep poppime up.

But when I ro homn tired fron the offics and pick up a book there just
isn't the samc fooling of cntering o fricndly continwun whors I an bound, as
onc of the siar-begotten, to roceive a spoeinl weleona,

The question I ncw ask is -—- has the cosy universc roally disintoprated?
Or is 2t still thore, in modificd form, serconcd off from my porception by a
vibration froquency to which only the souls of noo—fans arc attuned?




THE PSYCHEDELIC SFYECTS O PHASKOLUS VULGARIS

MOST poople don't think of phaszolus vulgaris as being in the gencral category
of mind-cxpaniing svbctances, Bab do not be deceived by the fact that it can
be pickod up in any lOOd slore wunder its nore commonly used title —- bakod
heans.

The re=sson its psyohodelie properbies have not boon gonerally noted is
that the condilions 137u o bo ovactly rignt for its vsa, But when they are
right and phav (as it is known in “the Bloonfield Avenus - Fasht Broad Street
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propagated by its literati -~ which means that for any given country: (a) the
vast majorily of the people arc virtually unaware of its mythology; (b) a largs
majority are unavare of its history in anything but the broadest terms, and
evon this low-definition picture may be significantly distorted by local
factors; {c) a substantial proporlion will bear very lititle rescmblance to the
image of them accepted by the rest of the world.

The above statement is a genoral onc and may nob bs very true for a
country like the US4, where the mythology is immediate and the toaching of
history seems to be instrumcntsl in establishing the national idontity. But
it is almost an understatement for a statelet like Northorn Ireland, whore the
mythology is peopled by reomote and alicn beings, whors Irish history isn't
baught in most of the schools, and whers the national imege iz a conposite
picture of Barry Fitzgorald, Thomas Mitchell, William Bendix and = dozen other
actors who earnod thoir living playing kindly Mew York cops.

This is 21l by way of boing 2 warning: Never trust en Irishman -- you
don't know anything about him! 3Bocks about the Irish won't help you very wuch,
as they are writton by litcraturc-oriontated mythologist-historians whe tend to
let the Unreprosented Irish; as I call thom, remain that way. Yot the UI form
the bulk of the population, occupy most of the dwellings that aron't in the
romantic castle class, 42 nmost »f the work, catch most of the discascs, and
£111 up most of the gravoyards. They read nothing but newspapers, aren't
interested in writing, spend n> timc brooding about terrible boautics} so thoy
renain unknown %o everyonc oxcept themsclves, and have no desire to have things
any other way.

It's o pood thing for them I cams along.

I boepan my study of tho UL somc yeoars apo in a pub in Sandy Row. You've
never hesrd of Sandy Row? That's an oxample of what I'we been talking about
— for, to anronc who is in touch with the Irish scone, the name of that shabby
Belfast thoroughfare is cvocative of our whole politico-religious tangle. The
recagon you've ncver heard of it is that Sandy Row is inportant to the people
who are the Irish scoenc, but not to thas prople who do all the writing about it.
S0, on deciding to become the champion of the UL, in a modest way, I cschewed
the study of abstrusc works about thc Plantation of Ulster, ate., and headed
for the Sandy Row pubs. (Whon tackling a problom I modcl mysclf on Einstein.
It wasn't a2 huge I9 that made hinm a famous scilontist, it was his simplo child-
like approach -- and for all I know I wmipht be even more sinmple and child-like
than Binstoin.)

The study projoct didn't po too woll for a longish time. I had solectod

ons pub —- George's —— and began to patronisc it two or throc times 2 weck, but
whilc the clicntele acecpted my presence, thoy didn't quite accept me. For one
thing, I'm over six foct and woigh 210 pounds —- and I projectad up out of a’

soa of cloth caps like o mastiff that had streyed into 2 poodle show, For soms
reason, the averaps height of the UL is about five five. (Thorc were two of
the rogulars who were ropsrded by the others as piants, and both of them came
up to just over ry shouwlder.) Tor a tinmc I even tricd to make mysclf smeller
and less conspicuous by sageing a little at every joint, but one evening a
drunken postman named Trevor curcd me of the hebit. He claimod to have con-
tects in the white sleve trode and had just promiscd to got me £200 for my wife,
sight unscen.



"It doesn't much matier &f she hasn't got much accootermints,® he said
generously, making a vagus fludtvering movemont a fow inches in front of his
vest, "as long as she's got that flawless whits skin.®

Fascinated, I droopnd even lower 8o as not to miss a single word, but
Irovor gave an accusing stare, end saild savorcly, "Heg! Iou'rc not a crippls,
are yeu?!

I straightened up without a word, inereasing the distancc betucen my ears
and Trovor'!s mouth to such an oxtent that I nover did find out if having been
married to a suspscted eriople would have a2ffceeted Sadie’s wvaluo in tho
Oricntal flcsh markots.

But eventunlly I boean to £it ing and
th:s bie broskthrough came osne Saturday mor-
rning when I found myself boefrionded by YWee -
Jack, ~n clderly shipyard workor who was the :
doyon of o scleet bend of Guinness garplers. |
It hepponed when I had just pourcd o bottle
of stout, and was about t72 tako a drink )
whon I noticed a small picee of foreign . 735=:
matter nestling in the cotmezl-colourad .3
froth, I wont to fish it out, but a bony =
and callousod hand scized my wrist. =

"Conplain to Goorgpe aboub that, ¥ Wee =
Jack said. "Don't let him get away with it."

Tt isn't worth eomplaining about,?
Goorge wasn't. at his custOﬂLry post bchind the bar, 2nd I genuinely didn't want
to cousc any fuss,

Yo can't let him get rwey with it, " Wee Jnek insisted. "Tﬁeﬂdf thon
could turn yor stomach,!

"But George isn't thoro.

"He's only out at the back." Wee Jack jumped to his fect and began
demznding the owner's prescnce =~ a dovelopment I didn't weleome boeauss flout
at the back” is o loeal cuphemisnm for being ot the lavatory, and tho architect-
ure of tho Irish pub rorcely =llows for washing facilitics. A few scconds
lator Geoorge burst out of the toilet in 2 c¢loud of urinc-scented air nnd
snquired what was ncmiss.

'‘Big Bob's got somothing in his drink, " Woo Jack said indignently, in
spite of my offorts t2 rostrain him,

"Christ, nol" With an apologetic look on his fecc, Guorge advenced on mo
~- still buttoning his fly -~ and fishud the spock out of my Guinness. "A thing
like that could turn yor stomach.”

I noddod mutely.

"Thore y'arc, ¥ Wec Jack said triumphantly. "Alweys complain. Newver let
them gzt away with anything." He beamed at me and pushed the glass of stout
2 1ittle closer to my hand. The other regulors ncarby nodded their approval.

I hesitated bricfly, thon thanked him, and tosk a drink, The mombership
foo had been high —= but I had finally boon acerpted at Goorge's.
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ELLL PARKER started it all.

She was lying on o carpot on the back lawn of Strathelyde, now O0'Blique
Housc II of tho Whoels of IF. Bhe was feoling very comfortablo -— naturally
anoUrh since the sun wag shinineg and Strathelyde is the only house within
miles with hedge-to-hedpe carpeting. She had nlrcady adomired the housc, the
rosc pgarden, the wvegobable parden, the perroale, tho greensward, the rarapc
with its tasteful, colourful corpel, ote. A shoe turnced ovor o toast hor
other side she caurht sight of Thoe Plinth.

"You know, " she remnrked lazily, "that thing docsn't look righs.t

And it didn't, you know. It was Conngpara marble and obviously the basc
for a statur ~-- but bthore was no stobuo,

"What do you think wvo should do with it7% Madeleine asked.

3

"Put some kind of nmarbl: stabue on it," snid 211z, "Something like the
Vonus ds Miio, for instance.?

PYou're joking?!® aaid Moad-leina,

"M, I'm not. Whet nakes you think that?

"On, I thourht you woere just nakineg an arsless joke,' said Madsleinc,
sourly.

T+ et 4+ ++ +++

"The best thine t5 d5 would be to dwap it in tho shrubbery ot the botton
of the rarden, szid Walt., "Jancs, Bob, C;,olrrn — will you rirs re a hand?V

il've got n weak heart, " guaverad Georro.



"It's little usc there'd bo in a woo cart," said Walt, incisively. "Bob?"
"My arm iz st¥11 sore after falling off the laddor last wecek,™ said Bob.

"Yoa, and broke & windowl! Sadic accused. Thon, as Bob looked at her
roproachfully, she added, "Ha, ha, hal" to show sho wasn't roally angry.

"A broken window is no joko, " said Bob, "It's morc to be puttied than
laughed at.m

"Perhaps we'd bettor chango a painful subject, said Ella, thus naking
herself an Honorary Membor of Irish Fandom,

b +++ +++ ++ +++
A wock later:
On arriving at Strathclydc the visitors worc told by Madeloine that Walt

had gonec to Belfast, but was expoetoed back soon. MSo what about 2 drink?" she
asked,

"Dofinitely," said Bob, thinking of Black Labol -- or naybe Carlsborg.

"0Oh, yes, plocse, ™ said Jamcs, with visions of large quantitics of
tomato juieo.

"Yas, indccd,' said George, alresdy basting Coca-cola~on-tho~rocks.
find "Wos," gaid Sadie and Popey, thinking of port and sherry.
So Madeleine went down to the cellars and roturncd wiping the cobwobs off

a bottle. Sight of it reminded Georgo: "Say," he oxclaimed, "why isn't Ian
MeAulay hore?t

THe's busy,” Toppy said. V"He's going to publish a fanzine of his own
- called "The Mciulayflowor'! -- but he's having trouble with it, You know
how it is, George?V

"Well do I know it, alannah," said Georgo. "Sure, amn't I o publisher me
own sglf?V

"Yes, and you'vs got The Secarrs to prove it," romarked Bob.,
bt e +4+ 4 +++

At that monent Walter came in with a pirl whon he introduced as Mary
Mullan, a model. "She will pose on the plinth for the couple of hours Torry
Carr will be here,” he said. "I brought her down today for o sort of trial
ran. Madcloine, would you be aftor taking hor upstairs and got o sheet or
gsonething — 1ikc a toga.!

Madclodine took Miss Mullan away and soon brought her back, arrsycd now



in somothing that would at least pass for a toga. Everybody went out to the
garden. :

The model got up on the plinth and assumed a graceful posc. A1l agreed
she locked the part, but the model herself had an objection. MIf it 1Is as hot
as today," she said, "perspiration will spoil it. It would be better this
way." And she throw off the robe and posed again,

It did look better, and the abscnee of clothing did not seem to annoy the
model in the least —— or the male spectators cithor, though for scme rcason
Sadio 1lookoed at Bob, Madcleinc locked at Yalter and Pegey looked at James,

"Only thing wrong," said Walt, "is the colour. She doesn't look liko
Connemara marble, and aven though Terry's nover beon to Connemara hoe might spot
the difforcnce. He's no dozer! But a coat of whitowash would make you look
all right.....if it wouldn't bo inposing en you?" he added to Miss Mullan.

"Tti's OK by me," she said chesrfully.

S0 ib was all arrangod.

+++ +++ +++ +++ L+

Bﬁt on the day Torry was to arrive the blow foll. Miss Mullan rang dp to
say she had & heavy cold and couldn't possibly conc.

Mow whet will we dc?¥ Pegry moancd. They all kncw the answor, but
wouldn't speak and it was loft o Goorge to put it into words. Whch, sure and
haven't wo threc models herc who would nut tho Venus de Milo to shamel”

"We-g-05," gsaid Welt uncosily, "thoy would have to do it in shifts.n
"The trouble is," said Pegey, "the Venus de Milo didn't oven wear a shift.!

"She didn't wear any arns, cither,® objocted Sadie. ¥I suppose you'd liko
us to cub off our arms?"

Mell, I could put thom in tho armoury, ' supgested HWalter.

The sugpestion didn't help metters, bubt after much persuasion the idoa
was agreed to. Sadic voluntecred bto toke the first turn and "get it over with."
52 Bob steyed oulside with her to apply the whitowash and the rest trooped
inside to await Terry Corr's arrival.

4+ +++ +++ F++ +++

This is the story of Tho Plinth so irrcluvant dotzils sbout Carr's coming
will heve to bo omitted., Bob hid in the shrubbory, =snd Walter cxplained that
the Shaws hadn't arrived. It scomed quite nsturel to have tuo cars in a garage
which would hold three confortably. Torry duly sdrmired the statuo, which
really appearced lifelikc,

"t1s a good pidée of sculpture, " he said. VA bit thick in the anklos,



perhaps; but onec can't expect everything to bo perfect.”
The statuc said nothing thohgh it achoed ;b tell Cafr_a thing or “two!

"Yes," Torry wont on, adding fuel to the fire, "some sculplors are care-
less about logs," and ho slepped the model's knec with a ploco of stick hoe had
picked up in the sardon. Fortunatcly .James saw the blow coming and with groat
prosence of mind said, "™Ping-gl" %o cover the action, and Torry passcd on —-
while a pair of malovolent eyes stabbed him in the back!

Ls they walked away James and ropry unobtrusively lingcred bshind.  Bob
emerged fronm his hiding-placo and ho and Sadio dashed into the house to get rid
of the whitewash and appear before Torry. Guost and hosts sat in the billiard-
roorm, Bob and Sadie "arrived," and as it was too good a day to stey indoors
they all wandered oub to the gardon again,

Popry was now taking her turn,

Terry pave the statue a hard glanco, thon remarked, "You know, I may have
haen wrong about those ankles. - dnd you know soncthing? - It secms taller than
it was a few minutes azo.® : -

MWog, ! said Walt, qulckly, 'wo have found that too -~ it scoms to grow on
one, ! o
Terry turncd away -— and tho statuc winkod complacently at Sadic!

R +++ +4+ +++
Iot's go down teo the orchard," sugrested Bob.

"Waltor and I will do the dishes whilo you're pgons,! said Mﬂdul@iﬂb, and
‘the rost drifted to the orchard. :

fs they woro walking through it Walter Joined them; and a fow minvtes
later thoy 211 turncd bock towards the housc. With a suddonness not uncommon
in Ireland tho sun wont behind-a eloud and rain pelted down. They ran for the
house¢ and had just cnorged from the bolt of trecs-when there was a shrick from
the dircetion of tho plinth, and they saw a streaky stabuc streaking towards
the back door.

For a couple of scconds Carr was torryficd befors ho understood.
Then he spoka.

Warbless Lo behold!i! he sald, thus making himself an Honorary Membnr of

Irish Fandom, .
++++++++++++++++end++++++++++++++++

~iBah! Issuc liquor! I'1l have Marby bring you something easier on the pallct.®
-~Fab., 1950 ASTOUNDIMNG. 5

TAfter Worlds Collide™ has been publishod seriously in one of our contemporary
magazines, —July, 193/ AMAZING.



ROMANTIC interlude from Lee Anderson's book, IANGEHAWK THE
IV REDOAK. (The hereo has just had 2 good meal cooked |
by tho heroinec.) i

"Con, you don't have to win gy heart with no 24
fancy hagh-slingin' -- though I sure enjoy the grub
you serve up. Iou sees, my dcar, you've alrecady g9t -

f\\’

i

TN
my heart -- just by being your own sweet self. IFact } ) (\_/)

is, uh, I fell for you liks a dogie for the rope
before the brandin' fire the moment I first set eyes
on you in the restaurant in the hotel., Once this big
rucknas with Cold Drop Casey and Red fardin is over
and deone with, how say we go visit tho sky-pilot t::>

bogather and gob hitched up in double harness?!

(And very approprintely the sweet girl coyly
asks him how many men he has killed, and he can only
claim 2 modest twenty.)

. o+ +o44 d ot bk 4+

4ddvics to the Lovelorn columns are gottine tougher. Like Lucy Ashton in the
"Sunday Express?:

"My boy friend sots so much ho's grossly overwaight. Since he ignores my
protests what can T d»? 1 don't enjov poine ocut with someone who gets rounder
and fattcr every week.'--Lmbarrasszed.

Dear Embarrassed—Your boy friend may be a real dough-bsli. Bub if you're
going out with someons you don't like you'wre a real screwbnll.

4 it ok ot At e P+ +F e+ 4k

You find the same tough 1lins in tho "Charlotitesville Daily Progress":

Dear Ann Landers: I =m 1livine with a man I love very much. Ue arc not
morrisd bocause his selfish, mongy-hungry wife will not give hin a diveorea.
Soms people know the score, others do not. I could carc less zoout the talk.

Yesterday was my birthdey. T received an anonymous gift -- a set of
pillecw—-cascs or which was cmbroiderced '"Mr" and'Mrs.® I'm sure this was o dig
by one of tno cats who uworks with me in this office. I also think I know which
girl sent the #ift. Shall I pley dumb or 1st her have it — right in the
chops?~-Hot Sensitive Just Mad,

Dear Not: If this is the worst dig you pot, consider yourself lucky,
Petunia. A girl whe goes in for playing houss with a married man can i1l afford

“he luxury cf klopping anyono in the chops., Play dumb. And for you it should
be a cinch,

+++ +++ ++4 g +++ +++ +r+ +++ +4+ +++
And even letters to the Editor are changing —- in ono ruspact, anyway. Used te
bo the; werc clpned "Interested, ! or "Ratepayer, ! or "Pro Beobo Publico,!  Fow

the psewlionyms erc longer. Like, for instance, one I noticadnot long ago in the



Belfast "News Lettor." It was signed: New Deal for better lIreland and Keep the
Price of Bread Down for our Women and Childron and Helpless Animals. Much
better than "Observer," and "ZEconomist" and "Citizen."

+++ +++ +++ +++ +4+ bt +++ +4++ +4t

In Charlottesville last July I saw a film called Rosemary's Baby. (This had its
premiere in London only a month or two ago and has not as yet got as far as
Belfast.) I went to see it -- or rather Michacl took me -- under the impress-
ion that it was a comedy. If I had known it was about witches and satanism I
would most likely not have gone and so missed a gripping picture. I am not
going to give an outline of the story — you can buy the book anyway —- but you
should see this picture. And Mia Farrow glves a superb performance.

In Charlottosville, too, I went for the first time tc az drive-in theatro.
The picture was Bonnlc and Clyde, all about thelr romantic rampage all over the

place. And a couple of days later I saw an article in a megazine comparing the
film and the facts. And you know what? They werc different:

5till anothor "first" for me was eatling hominy grits. I had often read
about this food, but never tasted it until then, The verdict: I could got very
tired of it in a very short time.

Another thing I did for the first time was vislt the Empire State Bldg.
Somehow T had pot the idea 1t was twonty/thirty blocks away from Times Square,
but one day as I wandered round there the Empirc Statc and me camo face to face.
So I dandercd in and saunterod over to an elevator and whooshed up to the 30th
floor or thereabouts. The attendant there sont me back down to the foyer to
get a ticket ($1.58). Then whoosh back to the 80th floor and up another 1lift
(I didn't have room at the end of the line there to write glevator) to the 86th
floor and out to the balcony running round the building. (A&t this clevatlon it
was cool enough for running though at stroet level it was 1000 approx.) The
viow was officlally 10 miles bubt one could only see a mile or two with any
degres of clarity due I guess to smoke and heat haze. But what struck me most
was not the tall buildings (and there are lots of them) but the groat number of
small ones, FEventually, I guess, all the smell ones will come down.to make
room for the sky-scrapers. They are now building onc which willl top tho FBmpire
State.

Another first for me was the refusal of three banks to cash Cook's Trav-
ellers' Cheques, This happened in Bay Ridpe in Brooklyn. As yet I have not
worked out any suiteble form of revengo.

Coming back, the plane from Washington landed at night at Kennedy Airport.
It was still dark when I left a few hours later, 3o I had a good aerial vicw of
Now York at nlght. Fabulous. Fascinating. But it's ono of those cases wherc
you have to be present to appreciate it.

Idmost forgot to mention that I met a humorous passport official when I
was In Kennedy Airport on my way in. When he saw "BelfastY on my passport he
asked cheerfully, "How's things in Dngland?" Imagine anyone not knowing that
Belfast 1s in Northern Ireland., I was horrified, so I said, "Pretity bad, just
now." WGood," he sald, not having listencd to a word. "Give my love to the
Queen." "I ha ha will," I sald coldly, which was difficult as the tomperature
was over 100°,

Aind there I leave you.
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Actunlly, this is a Con-~
tents Page, zn Bditorial,
An Txcuse, an Apology, an
Explanation, a promiso...
You name it, this is it..

Fire was undoubtedly a
great discove ry/inve ntiocn
but it didn't do much -
good 4o my diary when the
two came in contact soon
after T returned from the
States. Five years uere
lost thatewsy, so ilnstead
of getting out another
SCARR T bepgon to recon-
struct the wastcd-by-lire
years. A very difficult
thing %o do. What were
you doing on Sth Mey 1955°%

It was pleasant though,
in a way -- until I was
chruptly Jjerked from the
Glades by a notice from
Beryl Mercer throwing me
out of OMFA.  The SCARY not represented in OMPA? Ireland's top fanzine? Or,
to be oven more precise, Ireland's only fanzine? Mot to ba thought of. So
you are now raading the rosult.

When I did start this issue I had trouble with the duplieator. It is an old
one —- and tired. Don't know how old, actually, but an carlier owner has
scratched "God bless Mr Gladstone" on it. The rubber pick-up for the paper
iz only partly working on onc side so roproduction is badly askew. It also
roughens the tops of most shouts and puts faint bands of ink herc and thore
for no reason at 211 at all. Your keen ays (and isn't it thankful you ought
to be for tho good eyssight you d» be after having) will heve nlready noticed
thesc dofects. It sven makes typos......

Anywoy, horein you nay read about ccolougiccl stuff like phascelus vulgaris,
and estrenomical stuff 1like Betelgouse and sociclogicnl investipation and the
bare truth asbout Irish IMandom..... Oh, rcad it!

And in coasc I haven't montionad it anywherc this whole thing is stencilled,
duplicatod, collated and mailed (theueh not proof-read) by

yarsdaedd 0 JooD
e - 0VA Tadesnmed €
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